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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hell is other people,” Christina said with a smile. “Specifically, it’s our fucking instructor.” 
 
    The two of us soared through a flame-filled sky, ducking and diving through clouds of glittering, golden arrows.  
 
    Behind us, a group of enraged angels carried bows the size of saplings, firing with a speed that felt utterly inhuman. Which made sense, because the creatures pursuing us weren’t human—hell, they weren’t even angels. 
 
    This was the Wrath School, Christina’s major in the Infernal Academy—and today, this hellish arena was her playground. 
 
    “He’s not that bad,” I teased, flapping my leathery wings against the current.  
 
    I tossed a fireball over my shoulder as I twisted in mid-air. My fiery projectile blew one of the makeshift angels to tinder.  
 
    “He’s just really gung ho about this whole murder thing,” I added. “Isn’t that what Wrath is all about?” 
 
    Christina just groaned and rolled her eyes.  
 
    There was a time in my life when I’d admired Christina Hebert from afar: today, I did the admiring up close and personal.  
 
    Like every time we entered Wrath’s combat arena together, she’d fully embraced her demonic form—meaning she had long, curved horns and a sexy little tail flickering around her round, gorgeous ass. Her armor fit like it was painted on, barely covering more than a string bikini would back in the real world. 
 
    Sometimes it was hard to remember there was a real world.  
 
    A few months ago, I’d been a computer repairman, with little more than a van, a shitty apartment, and a bunch of hacker gear to my name. I’d been in business for myself, living the dream—until the day my old college crush Christina called me to fix the internet outage in her home.  
 
    Instead of a virus or a dead antenna, I found a program belonging to the Prince of Darkness himself: Lucifer. 
 
    Now I was Lucifer’s protégé, a potential candidate for Archlord of Hell, and dual enrolled in both Hell and Heaven’s collegiate program.  
 
    Christina was my girl—but she was far from the only one. Every demon girl and angelic co-ed in both schools wanted a piece of me. 
 
    Another of those golden arrows soared right past my head, close enough that I felt the wind of its passing.  
 
    Damn it! I couldn’t afford to daydream.  
 
    The sound of cheers from far below sharpened me—Christina and I had drawn a crowd, and from the way they yelled, they’d been even more worried about me taking a hit than I had. 
 
    Above a sea of lava floated islands of obsidian, connected by long rope bridges. A group of demons stood on the farthest one, watching us fight.  
 
    I caught sight of Bryan and Aztomund—the demons I’d sparred with the first time I came to the Wrath School. They waited for their turn but looked happy to see me and Christina kicking ass. 
 
    The only person not thrilled was our instructor. A rotund, bald demon with the difficult to pronounce name of Shibboleth, he’d been yelling instructions through the din from almost the moment we took off. He made the drill instructors in Hollywood movies look tame by comparison. 
 
    “Lift those thrice-damned arms, Bell! You want to be Lucifer’s brat, you better be able to kill like the Lord of Lies! Christina, check those corners—if that was a real angel, you’d have just taken an arrow between your tits!” 
 
    “Would not,” Christina snickered, sounding offended. “Are you going to let him talk to me this way, baby?” 
 
    It was a test, and I recognized it as such.  
 
    “He’s the instructor,” I grunted, spraying a stream of fire at a holographic angel who’d drawn too close to Christina and me.  
 
    The thing ducked out of the way, plummeting toward the lava like a stone, before catching an updraft and drawing its bow.  
 
    “In here, his word is law.” I grinned. “If you want me to do something about it in an extracurricular fashion, then, well… you’ve just got to make it worth my time.” 
 
    No doubt Christina knew exactly how to do that.  
 
    She wasn’t just a card-carrying member of my harem—she was a Wrathlust, a type of demon that specialized in both fighting and fucking. She lived to do both, throwing herself into combat and the bedroom with equal amounts of enthusiasm. 
 
    “Quit lollygagging and focus!” Shibboleth had noticed the way Christina and I paid more attention to each other than the angels. Clearly, he didn’t like it. “Do you maggots want to kill angels, or play grab ass?” 
 
    “You’d almost think he doesn’t know we have a truce with the Celestial Academy,” Christina said wryly, flashing her fangs along with her smile. “A truce you brokered, Luke.” 
 
    He’s just playing the long game, I thought, swallowing hard. Truces don’t last forever. And an alliance between Heaven and Hell is the sort of thing you could be forgiven for thinking wouldn’t last very long… 
 
    Under normal circumstances, it would have been the most natural thing in the world for Christina and me to be sparring against phantasmic angels. They were the apex predator of demons, after all—the enemy of enemies, ever since Lucifer’s fall from grace.  
 
    Only I’d changed all that.  
 
    The moment I set foot into the strange realm known as the Fae, with the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy and Lucifer’s ex-wife by my side, I’d changed the rules of the game as we knew them.  
 
    Both the Celestial and the Infernal Realm had entered a whole new ball game, and no one knew where things might end up.  
 
    Least of all me. 
 
    I even had an angel in my harem—Maddie, a young woman who’d been a waitress back on Earth. She couldn’t have known what she’d signed up for when she snuck into the trunk of my souped-up Satanic hot rod for a ride into Hell, but she’d come out of it with a pair of wings and a spot by my side. 
 
    The angel charging at me at that moment looked a bit like Maddie, in fact, if someone had drawn a rude caricature of her and gotten it pissed off at someone’s manager. I tried not to think about the resemblance as I summoned a bolt of pure Demonic energy, slicing the illusion in half like a pizza cutter through a brand-new pie. Both halves of the not-Maddie fell apart and dissolved, but it still wasn’t enough for Shibboleth. 
 
    “Alright you two, warmups are over! This is the real battle! I want both of you focusing your demonic energies like you mean it this time! Christina, I want to see tons of your claw shards! Luke, I’d better see those damn tentacles the ladies in the dorms can’t shut up about!” 
 
    That last part provoked a drizzle of wicked laughter from a few of the demon girls in attendance.  
 
    To my surprise, I realized Shibboleth was right—Christina and I had been holding back, too distracted by current events to really let loose and set our demonic juices flowing.  
 
    Almost as much as I wanted to be inside her as soon as possible, I needed to beat the shit out of something. 
 
    “What do you say, Christina?” I asked, extending my wings to their full length. With the thick, leathery protuberances sticking from my shoulder blades, I truly looked like an Archlord of Hell. “Want to show these demons how it’s done?” 
 
    I knew the inside of Christina’s skull showed the same scene as mine. Us running across a field of elf corpses, trying to make it to Lilith’s portal before it closed and stranded us inside of the Fae.  
 
    That strange, fairy-tale realm still made very little sense to me—but both Judyth Dominia, the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy, and Lilith, the Dean of the Infernal Academy, seemed to consider the realm of paramount importance. Every member of my harem who’d been there had been thinking about it in the weeks since we’d left—we all knew it was only a matter of time before Heaven or Hell sent us back there again. 
 
    I watched Christina shrug off her worries, stepping back into the present moment.  
 
    A grin stretched across her model-perfect face, and suddenly she was the smoking hot demon girl every demonic guy dreamed of having on their arm.  
 
    Mine, though, I thought possessively. All mine. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” Christina growled, extending her claws. “Let’s wipe that smug look off Shibboleth's face!” 
 
    The remaining angels had organized themselves into a rough ‘V’ formation, like a flock of pissed off Canada geese. Most of them carried the golden bows their squadron had been using to harry us with arrows, but a few looked to have switched to the long spears I’d seen on the angelic guards of the Pearly Gates.  
 
    “Seraphim weapons,” I growled, pleased that I’d remembered. 
 
    Christina nodded, slotting herself into her role as my subordinate like it was second nature.  
 
    “I’ll handle the ranged targets,” she said with a fierce grin. “You get right up on those Seraphim and smash some faces!” 
 
    Just what the doctor ordered, I thought, spreading my wings in a dive.  
 
    Far below us, the crowd ooohed and aahhed at the sight of Lucifer’s chosen, my wings silhouetted against an ocean of flames.  
 
    Power flared around me as I reached inside and embraced the Angel of Darkness, activating the abilities I’d been honing since the day I met Lucifer. 
 
    The front line of spear-wielding angels paused, seeing I carried no weapon. They didn’t yet realize I was the weapon. 
 
    As I reached the first Seraphim, thick tendrils of darkness erupted from between my shoulder blades. More appreciative cries broke from my crowd of admirers—with more than a few hoots and propositions from the demon girls watching.  
 
    Rumors of these tendrils and their powers had spread across campus like wildfire since I used them to defeat my rival Karl, and I had it on good authority from Xora—the queen of gossip—that a non-negligible percentage of the Infernal Academy’s co-eds went to bed at night fantasizing about what those long, dexterous appendages could do to their pussies. 
 
    Right now, however, I favored violence over sex. 
 
    The projections weren’t real angels—merely fancy illusions crafted by a demonic wizard who worked for Shibboleth.  
 
    So when I grabbed the nearest angel in two of my tendrils, ripped the spear from its hands, and began to pull, the thing tore in two like a paper-mache dummy. The angels behind it hardly even noticed their comrade’s destruction—they were programmed to attack, to fight the students of the Wrath school until they landed a hit or were destroyed. 
 
    An angel dropped in from above me, aiming its spear in a two-handed grip. With my demonic senses altering my vision, the creature appeared to be moving in slow motion. I dealt it an uppercut on the chin, rattling its skull with a blow that would have caused a mortal demon to bite off its own tongue. It just barely knocked the angel off course, causing its spear swing to go wide. 
 
    “No fair!” I protested, grabbing two more angels with my tendrils and holding them back like a tall bully with his hand on a short kid’s face. “These things don’t even act realistically when you hit them!” 
 
    “It’s called tunnel vision, Bell!” Shibboleth countered. “In the thick of battle, men can take lethal wounds without even realizing it!” 
 
    I wish you’d take a lethal wound, I thought, slamming the two angels together.  
 
    They exploded like confetti, raining down bits of glittery feathers on the adoring crowd.  
 
    Honestly, I didn’t hate Shibboleth or anything like that—probably because, unlike Christina, I didn’t major in Wrath and didn’t have to see him every day. 
 
    It just felt like ever since the Fae, all of this was set dressing. Like I’d been given a peek at the real conflict, then told to go back to school and concentrate on my lessons. Fighting was fun, and infernal parties were even better—but I’d begun to realize something about myself. 
 
    I was the heir of Lucifer.  
 
    Which meant I wasn’t comfortable sitting around resting on my laurels. As much as I loved drinking, partying, and having orgies in my subspace, I wanted something more.  
 
    I longed for purpose.  
 
    I wanted to prove that I had what it takes to be Lucifer’s successor—to be the Archlord of Hell. 
 
    Beating up fake angels just didn’t have the same thrill. 
 
    “Luke,” Christina howled, “duck!” 
 
    I knew this routine.  
 
    I dropped a few feet as a cloud of shimmering daggers flew over my head, spraying into what remained of the frontline of angels.  
 
    Winged foes clutched pierced throats, dug helplessly at splinters embedded in their stomachs, tried helplessly to fix broken wings as they tumbled from the sky.  
 
    The nails were Christina’s battle specialty, and in a few short weeks, she’d gone from being able to toss them like throwing knives to being able to summon a sharp black cloud of death on command.  
 
    Her growth pleased me—yet frustrated me at the same time.  
 
    Surely we could be doing more than this? 
 
    Before long, there were no angels left to fight.  
 
    Try as I might, I never managed to feel the pure bloodlust that overwhelmed me that day on the battlefield versus the Fae.  
 
    I’d truly lost myself then—the switches in my head for fuck and kill had become crossed, so that every slaughtered foe sent pulses of pleasure through my body and victory had felt like plunging into the tightest, wettest pussy in the universe.  
 
    I’d become the capital-B Beast then—and as much as that scared me, part of me longed to do it again. 
 
    A big part of me. 
 
    Christina and I landed back on the black rock platform, bowing and preening like the superstars we were.  
 
    The cheers died off quickly beneath Shibboleth’s glare, turning into polite applause before dissolving completely. 
 
    “Good enough,” the instructor growled. From him, it was high praise. “Alright, next duo. Let’s see how Brian and Aztomund handle the same phalanx.” 
 
    “Nice job, Luke!” Aztomund was a giant demon that looked like a cross between an armadillo and a beetle. Just looking at him would’ve left the old Luke Bell unable to speak for a week. “You really do look like him when you’re up there, you know that? You kill the way he does—well, the way I’ve read about him killing, in any case.” 
 
    “Him?” I asked, still coming down from the thrill of combat.  
 
    Christina grinned and put a hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “Lucifer, sweetheart,” the blonde purred, nibbling my earlobe. “Azzie’s saying you remind him of Our Lord.” 
 
    I caressed Christina’s body with my eyes, paying special attention to her breasts in their tight, corset-like top.  
 
    Battle always turned Christina on, leaving her nipples hard and stiff beneath the fabric—and when they stood out like that, it was plain as day that she was pierced. The Prince of Darkness had told me about that little ‘sacrifice’, back when I’d taken Christina to be mine in the first place. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” I asked, my hand sliding down to her luscious ass. “Do I make you think of getting something else pierced, baby?” 
 
    “More like you piercing me,” Christina giggled, wiping sweat from her forehead. “Fuck, it’s hotter than Hades in here today. And I should know. Shit, we missed a message…” 
 
    As Aztomund and Bryan prepared to take flight against a flock of angels, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my cell phone.  
 
    In contrast to just about everything else in the Infernal Realm, the cell phone was as ordinary as it could be—save for the fact that it didn’t connect to cell networks anywhere on Earth. All of my harem girls and friends had one, and they allowed us to keep tabs on each other no matter where we were. When your girlfriends all majored in different subjects and one of them went to a college for angels instead of demons, a group chat was an absolute necessity. 
 
    I opened up our group chat and instantly got a faceful of pussy.  
 
    The latest message was a selfie from Mareth, the succubus who wore a naughty schoolgirl’s uniform everywhere she went.  
 
    She had that uniform on in this picture, too—only the skirt was hiked up over her waist, with her legs spread to show off her hairless mound and dripping slit.  
 
    The forked end of her tail pressed against her swollen clit, and she’d unbuttoned her top and was in the middle of squeezing one generous breast as the picture was taken. 
 
    Missing you! She’d written, along with the emojis for ‘devil’, ‘tongue’, and ‘water droplets’.  
 
    The message was meant for me, of course—but it turned Mareth on to know the whole harem was staring at the nudes she’d taken for me. Mareth was dirty like that. 
 
    Christina was, too.  
 
    “Fucking hawt,” the blonde said, absentmindedly scratching the interior of her thigh as she zoomed in on the picture. “Mareth is just getting better and better at these, I swear!” 
 
    “It’s a good thing they don’t have TikTok down here,” I grunted, giving Mareth’s picture a ‘thumbs-up’ reaction.  
 
    A naughty snap like that in the middle of the day was a gambit for attention—but Mareth knew she had to be a much dirtier girl than that to get a private message from me.  
 
    I could see her sitting on the bathroom floor in her dorm, her eyes widening as the little ping of dopamine shot through her body at my reaction.  
 
    Was she rubbing her pussy harder right now, getting ready to send me an even naughtier selfie? 
 
    “Why not?” Christina asked, confused. 
 
    “Because a needy little slut like Mareth wouldn’t be able to resist,” I said, watching as three dots appeared at the bottom of the group chat. Mareth was getting another salvo ready. “And nobody gets to see that pretty little demon pussy except me.” 
 
    “And us, of course,” Christina said, nudging me. Right as she did, the next message sent—this one was a video. Conscious that it could very likely get me in trouble, I turned the volume down and started it. 
 
    Mareth lay on the bathroom floor, running a vibrator over her needy little slit. Her back arched like a bow as she panted and groaned, thrusting all her best assets at the camera. But even more than the sight, it was the sound that made my cock throb in my boxers. 
 
    “Luuuuke,” the succubus whimpered, sounding so desperate and needy that I wanted to teleport to her and rip her clothes off. “Oh Luke, fuck me! Fuck me, pleeeease…!” 
 
    “Damn,” Christina purred, fanning herself. “I’m getting all hot and bothered here. You think Shibboleth would mind if we hit the showers real quick?” 
 
    Before I could respond, another message popped in the chat. This one was from Maddie—currently engaged in classes up at the Celestial Academy. The lone angel of the group, her chat picture was a smiling photo of her behind the counter at her old diner. 
 
    “Ooh, me too!” she’d written. “Gosh, Mareth, you look so pretty!” 
 
    “Pretty,” Christina giggled, nibbling her bottom lip. “That’s not the word I’d have used…” 
 
    “Don’t give her shit,” I growled, smacking Christina on the ass. Doing that in public was a surefire way to get all eyes on me, but I didn’t care—I liked it. Besides, I’d always liked watching her booty jiggle. “Each of you brings something different to the harem.” 
 
    Sex with an angel had a totally different vibe than fucking a demon girl or a succubus. I wasn’t even sure if I could explain it, to be honest. 
 
    “Fair enough,” Christina agreed with a shrug. She loved Maddie almost as much as I did. “Oh shit, looks like the new girl’s pissed off again!” 
 
    I sighed and returned my attention to the group chat. A new message sat at the bottom, from Raquelle. Ugh, she’d written, along with an emoji of a vomiting face. Can I please get a version of this chat where I don’t have to see your pussies all day? 
 
    Raquelle was the newest member of our group. I said ‘group’ because she wasn’t a member of our harem—though she’d been trending in that direction for a couple of weeks now, ever since starting Dual Enrollment.  
 
    Like me, Raquelle attended both the Infernal and Celestial Academies—though in her case, not by choice. Joining the co-eds of Hell was her punishment for cheating at Solomon’s Judgment, a test administered by the Justice School of the Celestial Academy.  
 
    When I met her, Raquelle had rigged the test so that no one could beat her at it. I’d seen through the trick and revealed it to the whole student body, proving at least one angel had more than a little bit of evil inside of her. 
 
    I liked Raquelle a lot, and she clearly liked me.  
 
    If the two of us had just been two students who’d gotten to know each other through an exchange program, I figured we’d have been together already.  
 
    Instead, it was taking her a little bit of time to warm to the idea of becoming part of a harem. I knew we’d get her eventually, though—and the waiting would make it all the sweeter. 
 
    “Bell!” Shibboleth’s voice echoed across the chasm. “Eyes front and center, recruit!” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Christina whispered, pocketing her own cell phone smoothly. “He’s pissed about the phone…” 
 
    But Shibboleth didn’t give a damn about my cell phone.  
 
    “You’re to leave Wrath School at once,” the burly demon said, glancing at a device strapped to his wrist. “The Headmistress wishes to speak with you immediately.” 
 
    I did a double take.  
 
    Next to me, Christina stiffened.  
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked, realizing how stupid the question sounded as the words left my lips. “It doesn’t say what she wants from me, does it?” 
 
    Shibboleth’s eyes narrowed. “Do you really think the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy deigns to tell me what her plans are, Bell? Get to Lilith on the double!” 
 
    He gestured at a stone archway standing at the edge of the platform. To anyone unfamiliar with the schools of the Infernal Academy, it looked as if stepping through would send you over the edge into a lake of fire. Students knew it was the exit. 
 
    With a sigh, I tucked my phone away.  
 
    “Let the others know what’s going on, would you?” I asked Christina. 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah, you better go. Lilith’s not the kind of woman who tolerates being kept waiting.” 
 
    “Don’t I know it.” 
 
    The ghost of a smile flickered across my girlfriend’s face. “This is something big, isn’t it? You can feel it, right?” 
 
    Standing next to the edge of the platform, I took a moment to stare over the lake of fire. Far above our heads, Bryan and Aztomund did battle with a phalanx of angels, dispatching them with less style than Christina and I had done but still doing a fine job. The crowd, however, had lost interest in the fight. This news about the Headmistress captured their attention, drew their gazes to me. 
 
    I could feel it. A change in the air. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s definitely something,” I told her, giving Christina a peck on the cheek. “I’ll let you know what’s going on as soon as I can.” 
 
    “You’d better,” she purred. “I’ve had more than enough Wrath practice today, Luke Bell. I’m looking forward to getting a firm session with my other favorite subject once you return.” 
 
    Lust, I thought with a big, dumb grin.  
 
    “Hell yes I will,” I said. 
 
    But as I made my way to the portal leading back to the Infernal Academy proper, I wasn’t quite sure. A summons from Lilith could mean just about anything. 
 
    The Fae are back, I thought, my heart sinking into my stomach. 
 
    Even the combined might of both Academies couldn’t hold them back forever.  
 
    Or worse—Lucifer is finally dead, and the contest for Archlord is coming to a premature end. God damn it, why couldn’t she give me a hint beforehand? 
 
    There was one other possibility, of course.  
 
    Though I tried to hold it back, the vision I’d had during my first meeting with Lilith flashed through my mind.  
 
    Just like all those co-ed demon girl fantasies, I was using my tendrils for their sheer erotic power. Only I had Lucifer’s ex-wife tied to the ceiling of a chamber inside the Fae, fucking her mouth and pussy with my demonic tentacles while my fat cock pounded her ass like a piston.  
 
    The vision had felt so real that it could only be one thing: a vision of the future.  
 
    I was going to fuck Lilith—Lucifer’s ex-wife. 
 
    Honestly, I wasn’t sure which possibility was worse. I’d find out soon enough. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Hell was surprisingly quiet today. 
 
    It was as if the whole campus knew something big was going down and wanted no part of it.  
 
    As I made my way across the student commons, my shoes leaving footprints in the too-green grass, only a few clusters of demonic students were studying or playing hacky sack. Technically, classes were still going on, which explained most of the absences—but even on an ordinary day, there should have been more demons playing hooky than this. 
 
    A nymph in yoga pants whispered a lewd suggestion as I passed, propositioning me as smoothly as a pickpocket. I flashed a grin at her and walked on, my eyes filled with promise, but my feet filled with haste.  
 
    These days, I had to be careful with who I took to bed. Way back when I first got my powers, Lucifer warned me that ‘coupling’ with the same woman too many times could permanently bind her to me. If I truly ascended to become an Archlord of Hell, those women would be my wives—so I needed to choose them carefully.  
 
    As much as I longed to have random hookups with as many cute demons and hot angels as possible, it was too easy to get confused. Was the hot yoga nymph the same girl who’d given me a blowjob during the Omega Omega frat mixer last week, or was that a different nymph? And did the blowjob count as one orgasm toward my binding total? If it was a half-point, did the Angel of Darkness round up or down? 
 
    Better to keep close company with a few good friends. I had three women bound to me at the moment: Christina, the succubus Mareth, and the angelic Maddie. A teacher at the Celestial Academy named Eiko was a single orgasm away from becoming one of my wives—messing around with her again in almost any capacity would bind her to me forever.  
 
    Other than that, I was pretty sure I hadn’t gotten too close to the edge with anyone. Even in Lust School, I stuck with Christina for the erotic exercises and lessons. 
 
    I wasn’t an idiot. I knew what I was doing—distracting my mind with sex questions to avoid having to think about what Lilith wanted from me. I couldn’t escape the fact that I owed the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy a favor. Whatever she wanted me to do, I’d agreed to do without question.  
 
    Except for breaking up with any of my girls, of course—I’d told Lilith that was totally off the table. She’d accepted in her characteristic way, by telling me if she didn’t like a member of my harem, she’d merely tear them to pieces herself. 
 
    I believed it, too. 
 
    Lilith’s offices were right at the front of the Academy, in a penthouse suite with a killer view of the whole campus. She also kept quarters at the Pride School for school introductions and to have new students sign the matriculation book. 
 
    A bored-looking secretary waved me up without even checking my name. Evidently, I was expected.  
 
    The elevator hummed the whole way to the top floor, playing a low tone that sounded like someone had pulled the plug on some Muzak. 
 
    The top floor of the administration building was dead quiet. This was intensely unusual. Lilith normally had assistants and interns out the wazoo, running around doing the business of the Infernal Academy.  
 
    Today, she wanted to be completely alone when she received me. 
 
    The thought of sex came back to my mind.  
 
    Maybe it was the fact that I’d just been flirting with Christina, or the memory of Mareth’s quick masturbation video, but the idea of sinking my cock deep into Lilith’s mature demon pussy didn’t sound so bad at that moment.  
 
    Lucifer definitely knew how to pick his partners—despite being thousands of years old, Lilith was easily hotter than most of the demon girls you saw at sorority mixers or playing volleyball on the green. Only a few students, like Mareth, could claim they were objectively hotter—and knowing that particular succubus was in my harem drove Lilith crazy, though she did her best to hide it. 
 
    “Lilith?” I asked as I walked down the hall.  
 
    For a moment, the thought of sex left my mind completely, and I thought of assassination.  
 
    What if someone had broken in, killed Lilith, and now lay in wait for me to walk in and get murdered as well?  
 
    Maybe I ought to come back with my harem. 
 
    The thought was foolish, of course. A moment later, the sure, even voice of Lilith filled the air: “I’m in here, Luke. I’m working alone today, for reasons you will soon understand. Please, come in.” 
 
    I hesitated at the door.  
 
    More than any other woman on campus, Lilith was dangerous. She had power—not the silly kind that involved throwing fireballs or turning into a giant demon. The kind that changed the world, that killed with a smile or sent daggers in the night to slash your throat.  
 
    As I opened the door, I couldn’t help but remember that Lilith hadn’t spoken to her former husband in nearly a decade. Why was an open question among the student body, but not a question anyone would dare ask out loud. 
 
    Casual was the word I’d use to describe Lilith’s appearance. As if a goddess could be casual. Even in a simple purple robe and slippers, she was the kind of woman men burned empires in order to claim.  
 
    Her deep almond eyes were twin pools an observer could fall in and never escape from, and her pouty lips were no doubt the subject of ten thousand filthy fantasies among the student body.  
 
    More than any other woman I’d met in my life, human or demon, Lilith truly looked like she deserved to be the Devil’s wife. 
 
    Curiously, Lilith wore a tiny pair of reading spectacles over her nose. I knew for a fact she didn’t need them, so it was pure ostentation. Was she trying to make me think of Maddie? 
 
    Like every time I was brought before her presence, I fought the urge to drop to my knees and start worshipping Lilith. It wasn’t a magic spell—the woman was just that sexy.  
 
    I found it almost impossible to believe that I called her such nasty things in that vision I’d had of the two of us together—or that I’d wrap a tendril around her throat and choke her like a whore while I fucked her.  
 
    Could Lilith really be into that kind of treatment? A haughty queen like her? 
 
    “Have a seat,” Lilith said, perusing the paper in her hands. “Unfortunately, I don’t have any servants this morning—I sent them all home—but I can get you whatever you might want. Water? Coffee? Liquor?” 
 
    Lilith’s coffee was as bitter as regret and stronger than the walls of Jericho.  
 
    I loved it, though Christina couldn’t stand the stuff.  
 
    “Coffee would be great,” I told her, taking a seat. “Just came from the Wrath School—I always like a little caffeine after a fight.” 
 
    “Along with other forms of recreation, I’m sure,” Lilith said smoothly, snapping her fingers.  
 
    A chipped coffee mug appeared in mid-air, a tiny portal opening a few inches above its rim. A stream of hot, black coffee poured from the portal, filling the cup two thirds of the way full, then the portal closed. The cup slid to the surface of the desk, coming to a rest in front of me. 
 
     “I do apologize for taking you from your studies,” she said. “Rest assured, I wouldn’t do such a thing were it not important.” 
 
    “I’m sure,” I murmured, sipping the coffee. Damn, but it was good. “So what can I do for you, Lilith?” 
 
    Lucifer’s ex-wife sat up a little straighter in her chair. She appeared to be staring right through me, rather than at me.  
 
    What’s your game? I wondered, admiring Lilith’s face over the rim of my coffee cup. It wasn’t like the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy to hesitate. 
 
    Finally, Lilith cleared her throat. She gazed down at the top of her desk, where a small stack of parchment lay in a disorganized pile. 
 
    “I was curious,” the Headmistress said, making a steeple of her fingers, “whether you’ve heard anything from our friends upstairs lately.” 
 
    The Celestial Academy? I had no idea why Lilith would be asking me about them. 
 
    “Not from anyone whose name isn’t Maddie,” I said, shaking my head. In this I didn’t have to lie. “I don’t start the next phase of my Celestial Enrollment for two more weeks. Maddie’s up there, of course, and she sends lots of pictures and texts.” 
 
    “Ah yes, Maddie,” Lilith said, as if she’d forgotten the woman existed. I didn’t believe that for a moment—nothing escaped Lilith’s notice. “How is she getting along at the Celestial Academy? It must be hard, not seeing your girlfriend for so long.” 
 
    “I have several girlfriends, as you know,” I said, feeling a little irritated. I didn’t have the patience to play whatever game Lilith wanted to run through with me. “If you want to know about the Celestial Academy so much, why don’t you ask Judyth? The two of you seemed pretty buddy buddy, the last time I saw you together.” 
 
    Lilith’s face went as hard as a statue.  
 
    “The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy and I maintain a professional relationship,” she said, showing her teeth. “We do not fraternize, Luke. We merely act together where we have a common interest.” 
 
    “Unlike me,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. “Is that it, Lilith? You dragged me in here because you have a problem with me being in a relationship with an angel?” 
 
    Lilith barked out a flat laugh. “Of course not. If I had a problem with your little waitress-turned-angel, I’d merely…” 
 
    “…rip her apart limb from limb,” I finished, having heard this spiel once already. “Why don’t you do me a favor, Lilith, and just tell me what I’m here for. I’ve never known you to be someone unwilling to get to the thrust of an argument.” 
 
    After a rebuke like that, I expected Lilith to get angry with me. Instead, the Headmistress hesitated. For a moment, I refused to believe it—then my veins turned to ice water as I realized the truth. 
 
    She’s scared, I thought, the knowledge chilling me. Something’s got Lilith spooked. What the fuck? 
 
    “Perhaps you’re right,” the Headmistress said, shocking me further. “I have, on occasion, used you and your friends poorly. My antipathy toward my niece is well-known, but I truly have no problem with you making Mareth one of your wives, Luke. This is far beyond that. Far beyond.” 
 
    I sensed the worry in Lilith’s tone.  
 
    “All right,” I said, allowing myself to soften a bit.  
 
    You get more flies with honey, I thought, coaxing Lilith on.  
 
    “You know I want to help you, Lilith,” I continued. “You’ve been nothing but good to me since I came to the Infernal Academy. If there’s anything I can do to help you, just say the word.” 
 
    I thought it was the right thing to say. But from the way Lilith’s lips twisted, I realized I’d just struck out in a big way. 
 
    “Except you don’t really have a choice, do you?” Lilith crossed her arms beneath her ample breasts, the motion making her cleavage even more bodacious than usual. “You owe me a favor, Luke Bell. You pledged to perform a task for me, without question. Have you forgotten?” 
 
    Here we go, I thought, gritting my teeth.  
 
    Whatever Lilith had in store for me, it couldn’t possibly be good.  
 
    “I remember,” I told the beautiful demoness. “If you think I’m the kind of man who goes back on a promise, Lilith, then you don’t know me very well.” 
 
    A strange look passed over Lilith’s face.  
 
    “That’s exactly what I’m worried about,” she said, sighing heavily. “Oh well. I suppose I won’t keep you in suspense any longer.” 
 
    Lilith reached into the stack of parchment and pulled out a letter from near the bottom of the pile. The vellum was thinner than normal, almost see-through.  
 
    “This drawing was one by one of our top Seelie agents,” she explained, frowning at the paper. “They’d been installed in a deep-cover operation within the Fae Realm for months. They sent an extraction request to the Infernal Academy two days ago. We just barely got them out in time.” She handed the paper to me. “See for yourself.” 
 
    A thousand questions filled my mind.  
 
    “What!?” I blurted, not looking at the paper. “I’m sorry—Seelie? What do you mean, extraction request?” 
 
    Lilith misunderstood my confusion.  
 
    “Cameras don’t work in the Fae Realm,” she said with a groan. “Despite our best efforts. Our agents have to rely on drawings, which is why every one of our deep cover operatives must be a natural artistic talent. I think they caught his likeness quite well, don’t you think?” 
 
    Finally, I stared down at the paper. 
 
    I blinked, but the image didn’t change.  
 
    “I don’t understand,” I finally said. My fingers gripped the thin parchment so hard that it began to wobble. “This was drawn in the Fae Realm?” 
 
    “From life,” Lilith said, her brows furrowing together. “I take it from your tone you didn’t know about this?” 
 
    “I had no idea,” I muttered. “I’d wondered where he’d gotten off to, but I thought maybe he’d taken a vacation or something. I—” 
 
    Lilith held up a hand.  
 
    “Luke Bell,” she said, pronouncing the words the way one of my teachers might cast a magic spell, “I hereby call upon the favor you owe the demoness Lilith. Your favor to me, Luke Bell, is to take your little harem to the Fae Realm and bring the demon in this picture back to me. The fate of the world—no, of all worlds—may rest upon it.” 
 
    I stared at the picture, dumbfounded. 
 
    “You do recognize the demon, do you not?” Lilith asked, leaning forward. 
 
    Of course I did. I would’ve known the big guy anywhere. 
 
    But what the hell was Oni doing in the Fae Realm? 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I assume,” Lilith said, her eyes glowing with a dark light, “that you accept this favor, Luke Bell?” 
 
    I had no way of knowing it at the time, but I was a hair’s width away from death at that moment. Had I withdrawn from my wager, forfeiting the favor I owed the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy, not even my connection to Lucifer would have kept Lilith from tearing my chest open and eating my still-beating heart.  
 
    Some things are older than honor itself—and the promise I made to Lilith was old, old magic indeed. 
 
    “Sure I will,” I said, shaking my head in confusion. “Fuck, Oni’s trapped in the Fae Realm? How did that happen?” 
 
    Upon hearing my acceptance, Lilith instantly relaxed. The black cloud over her face retreated, and she settled back in her chair with a sigh.  
 
    “I had rather hoped you could tell me that,” the demoness said. “Until I saw your surprise upon viewing the drawing, I was certain you were trying to trick me—that you’d sent the demon into the Fae, for reasons of your own.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t,” I said, setting the parchment down on the desktop. Damn, that picture really did look just like Oni. “I don’t know why he would go there. His family doesn’t live in the Fae Realm as far as I know—they used to place bets on demons in some kind of arena. That doesn’t sound like the Fae Realm, does it?” 
 
    “It does not,” Lilith said, shaking her head. “Whatever he’s doing, he’s upsetting years of hard work. The only thing I’m absolutely certain can bring him out of the Fae is a command from his master.” 
 
    Something about Lilith’s speech caught in the back of my brain. “What do you mean, years? And what the hell is a Seelie?” 
 
    Another sigh left Lilith’s lips.  
 
    “Are you sure you wouldn’t like the liquor?” the Headmistress asked, spreading her hands. 
 
    The occasion seemed to call for it, so I agreed.  
 
    With another snap of her fingers, Lilith magicked up two glasses and a bottle of smoky whiskey so rich I could taste the cask it had been aged in. I sipped at mine, while Lilith downed hers instantly and poured another glass.  
 
    Whatever plans Oni has upset, she’s really broken up about them, I realized. 
 
    “Alright, explanations are in order,” Lilith said.  
 
    I’d never seen this side of Lilith before—the one that wasn’t totally in control. Oddly enough, it turned me on a bit, as if knowing she could lose control made that crazy vision I’d had of the two of us more likely to come true.  
 
    “What I’m about to say does not leave this room, of course,” she continued. “Even your harem girls aren’t allowed to know more than the broad strokes.” 
 
    “I’ll tell my harem girls what I want,” I shot back, unwilling to bend on this point. “They’re my future wives, Lilith.” 
 
    Perhaps it was the mention of matrimony that caused Lilith to back down. She’d been Lucifer’s wife, after all, once upon a time.  
 
    “Whatever,” she said, suppressing a snarl. “The long and the short of it is, for the last several years, I’ve been using the liminal zone to make contacts within the Fae Realm.” 
 
    “You’ve been entering the Fae?” 
 
    The liminal zone was a strange in-between area, connecting the Infernal Realm to that of the Fae. It was also where I’d seen myself fucking Lilith’s brains out, but that was neither here nor there. 
 
    Lilith nodded. “I’ve made discoveries about the nature of the Fae Realm—discoveries I have naturally kept to myself until now. For so long, both the Infernal and the Celestial spheres have regarded the Fae as nothing but an enemy. A faceless mass of horrors, hidden behind a glittering fairytale façade. A thing to be held back, nothing more.” 
 
    I thought of the army of elves—and worse things—that my harem and I had fought in the liminal zone.  
 
    “I see where they get that from,” I grunted, taking another sip of my drink. 
 
    “It’s not true,” Lilith said. How strange that three simple words could overturn a thousand years of doctrine? “Not all of the Fae are evil, the way we’ve thought for so long. There are actually two factions living side-by-side within the Fae Realm. The extreme majority faction—my agent’s best guess is that they comprise roughly four out of every five individuals within the population—are known as the Unseelie. These are the Fae we fought in the liminal zone, the ones who tried to invade and conquer our world.” 
 
    I nodded along. So far I was just barely able to follow what Lilith was saying.  
 
    “And the minority?” I asked. 
 
    Lilith’s eyes shined now.  
 
    “Are known as the Seelie,” she explained. “Over time, and repeated contacts, I’ve made inroads within the Seelie. They are amenable to coexistence with the Infernal and the Celestial Realm, Luke. They would make a peace treaty with us—end thousands upon thousands of years of warfare and strife. The person who inked that deal would be the greatest peacemaker of all time!” 
 
    “I see,” I said. “The only problem is, most of the Fae don’t want it.” 
 
    “Bah!” Lilith dismissed my criticism with a gesture. “The Unseelie have brutally repressed the Seelie for eons. Entire generations of Fae have grown up believing there’s simply no other way—that endless warfare is simply the nature of the Realms. It wasn’t until my contacts—my agents—that the populace slowly began to realize that there are other options.” 
 
    “Such as what?” I asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    Lilith grinned from ear to ear. “Revolution.” 
 
    “The Seelie taking over from the Unseelie,” I muttered, thinking of all the blood and carnage that would entail. “I’m sure it will be a peaceful transition of power, right?” 
 
    Lilith laughed. “Oh, hell no! There’ll be executions in the public square. Beheadings and burnings. But at the end of it all, our Realms will have peace with the Fae. And that’s worth any price, Luke Bell. You don’t understand how long this war’s been going on.” 
 
    I knew more than Lilith suspected. But mostly, I knew there was no damned way a creature like the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy would carry out a revolution and broker a peace deal out of the goodness of her heart.  
 
    There was something in it for Lilith—some glory, some reward she’d get for being the one to make all this happen.  
 
    More power, perhaps? Fame?  
 
    Neither seemed like a good enough motive. 
 
    “Your demon wandered into the Fae at a most inopportune time,” Lilith said, looking like she wanted to discipline me. “From the reports my agents have given me, your demon Oni was immediately captured and interrogated by the Unseelie. Of course he has nothing to do with my plans, so they’ve been unable to get any information out of him. But now their walls are up—they’re expecting something.” 
 
    That made sense.  
 
    “Look—I don’t care about your war,” I told Lilith. “Seelie, Unseelie… it’s all Greek to me. But I owe you a favor, and there’s no way I’m going to let Oni rot in some prison cell in that freaky fairy tale world. I’ll get him back.” 
 
    Lilith nodded gravely. “Good. Because right now, your demon is threatening to undo the literal years I’ve spent stealthily building a revolutionary network in the Fae Realm. If Oni causes my agents to get discovered, it’ll be back to square one—or even worse. The Fae discovering outside meddling in their affairs might cause the Seelie and the Unseelie to unite—and storm our Realm with conquest on their minds.” 
 
    Oh yeah. We most definitely did not want that to happen. 
 
    “So I need to go into the Fae,” I surmised. 
 
    Lilith’s gaze sharpened. “Exactly. You’re quite literally the only one who can do it. Someone needs to get Oni out of the Fae Realm—someone who both the Infernal and Celestial Realms will have total deniability toward. Because you are Oni’s master, it gives us the cover—should you get caught, we can just claim it was an Archlord candidate recovering his demon and the Infernal Realm had nothing to do with it.” 
 
    “Exactly. Should the Fae capture you, you won’t be able to count on help from the Infernal Realm. You’ll be a lone wolf, acting alone to bring back his wayward demon servant. Anything you say to the contrary will be taken as an attempt to bargain your way out of the Fae, or even worse—a sign that you’ve been corrupted by their power.” 
 
    That was pretty harsh, but no less than what I expected from a creature as cold-blooded as Lilith.  
 
    “I understand,” I told her, the corner of my mouth curling into a smirk. “That’s all right… except for one thing.” 
 
    Lilith cocked an eyebrow. “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’m never a ‘lone wolf’. Not with my harem to back me up.” 
 
    The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy snorted and rolled her eyes. The move made her look so much like Mareth that I almost did a double take.  
 
    “Yes, you’ll want to bring them too, I suspect,” Lilith said. “A small team is best—but those women augment your powers nicely. You’ll need their help to bring Oni out of the Fae Realm successfully.” 
 
    Something that had been bothering me since the beginning of our conversation now bubbled to the forefront of my mind.  
 
    “How am I supposed to do that, exactly? I don’t know anything about the Fae Realm or where any of its natural landmarks are. Are the Fae keeping Oni in a prison, or in one of their cities? Do the Fae even have cities, or is it all like the field I saw outside the liminal zone?” 
 
    Lilith teased the edge of her chin with a jet-black nail, looking at me like she couldn’t decide whether she wanted to drop to her knees for me or slash open my throat.  
 
    “So many questions,” she said, huffing like the details were my problem, not hers. “I’ll be able to give you a more advanced briefing once you gather your group and meet me in the liminal zone. I’d rather not have to explain things twice.” 
 
    “The liminal zone?”  
 
    Unbidden, the old vision of me and Lilith together flickered through my mind. Her inside of that strange building, riding my tentacles and my cock at the same time while I broke Lucifer’s ex-wife into my newest harem girl. I’d only been to the liminal zone once before. And while I’d been there, I’d seen the building from my vision. Lilith used it as a staging area to contact her agents within the Fae. 
 
    Did this mean the vision was coming true? Was I going to add the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy herself to my growing stable of babes before I went to rescue Oni? 
 
    If Lilith had filthy sex on her mind, she was adept at hiding it. She appeared to be all business, focused solely on the mission.  
 
    But if there was one thing I knew about Lucifer’s ex-wife, it was that she always stayed three steps ahead of her competition. 
 
    “Your vehicle should be able to send you and your team safely to the liminal zone,” Lilith said, rising from her chair. “Meet me there at the midnight hour—that’s when the barrier between Realms is at its absolute thinnest. We’ll want to make the transition into the Fae Realm as seamless as possible, to lower the risk that you and your harem are noticed.”  
 
    With that, her tone of voice told me, the meeting had ended. “Any questions, Luke?” 
 
    I had several, in fact. But one stood out as more important than the others—and I sensed Lilith’s patience was nearing an end.  
 
    “Just one thing,” I said. 
 
    “Name it.” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “Is there anyone you don’t want accompanying me into the Fae Realm? You told me the team needs to be small. I want all of my women with me, of course, but not if it jeopardizes the mission.” 
 
    A sly look spread across Lilith’s supernaturally beautiful face. “Were I more certain you would listen to me, I’d forbid you from bringing my dear step-niece along with you on your trip. That branch of the family already has more glory than it really needs—and that little tart Mareth will be even more insufferable once she gets back.” 
 
    That brought a snicker out of me. “You really do hate her, don’t you?” 
 
    Lilith looked honestly taken aback. “Of course I don’t, dear. I’m jealous of her. There’s a difference. Besides, she’ll be of good use to you on your journey—even if she can’t be convinced to wear something more practical than that ridiculous schoolgirl uniform…” 
 
    “You were saying something about being jealous?” I countered. 
 
    Lilith pursed her lips. “Far be it for me to give you restrictions on how to handle your business, Luke Bell. But what I would tell you is this: I would counsel in the strongest possible terms to not bring anyone into the Fae whom you have not fully bound to you.” 
 
    Huh. Now that was something interesting. “Why not?” 
 
    “The dark magic of the Fae Realm has a way of testing the bonds between those who care for each other,” Lilith explained. “Husband to wife, parent to child—there’s little more the Fae love than corrupting those bonds and using them against those who trespass on their property. Should you bring anyone you trust even a smidgen less than absolutely into that world with you, they may become a liability in short order. Even if they harbor no ill will against you, or would never normally think of turning against their friend or lover, they may have no choice in the matter.” 
 
    I tried to picture any of my girls falling under the sway of the Fae Realm’s magic. Watching a betrayal like that would break my heart in two. I swore I wouldn’t let that happen. 
 
    “Anyone bound to me should be safe though, right?” I asked, eager for more information. “Christina and Mareth, for example—they belong to me now, so the Fae can’t touch them. Lucifer called them my Queens, once.” 
 
    “Queens they will be,” Lilith said, a strange look spreading across her face, “should you manage to pull this off without a hitch, Luke. But yes, anyone bound to you will be able to resist the Fae’s influence. That even goes for your little angel girl… Maggie, I think?” 
 
    “Maddie,” I corrected.  
 
    On mental fingers, I ticked my way through my harem. Christina, Mareth, and Maddie were more than just creatures bound to me—they were my women. They loved me, and the thought of them traveling in the Fae Realm along with me didn’t worry me in the slightest.  
 
    But there was one person I’d been intending to bring along who might cause trouble if Lilith’s explanation about the Fae was correct. 
 
    “Of course,” Lilith said, stifling a yawn behind her glossy black nails. “I understand the impulse to bring women from both sides of the fence, young man, but the angelic set just bore me to tears—” 
 
    “Raquelle,” I said, cutting through Lilith’s thoughts. 
 
    It was clear the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy hadn’t even heard of her. After all, she’d only been attending classes via Dual Enrollment for a couple of weeks now. Still, I was a little surprised, as I thought Lilith kept better tabs on anyone connected to me. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “The transfer student from the Celestial Academy,” I explained, thinking. “She’s smart as a whip, and I was planning on bringing her with the rest of my group into the Fae. But she’s not bound to me—I haven’t even touched her.” 
 
    The last part surprised Lilith far more than the rest. “Oh? Then I’d get to fixing that, were I you. What’s wrong, is she not hot?” 
 
    “No, she’s… very attractive,” I said, thinking about the short, slender redhead. “She’s definitely my type. I was just kind of easing her into the whole harem thing…” 
 
    Lilith snorted.  
 
    “Just fuck her,” the Headmistress said with gusto. “Trust me, if she’s spent any length of time with you and hasn’t gone running for the hills, she wants your dick. Just pound the little tart and meet me at the liminal zone at midnight. I recommend packing light.” 
 
    This time, my audience with Lilith truly was at an end.  
 
    As I said my goodbyes, the thought of Raquelle still bubbled on the surface of my mind. She was a valuable asset, and a gorgeous little angel to boot, but how much did I really trust her?  
 
    She’d cheated nearly the entire Justice School during her tenure at the Celestial Academy, rigging one of the angel’s own games in her favor. That had won her serious acclaim with the downstairs set, but it spoke to her potential as a double agent, as well.  
 
    Should I add her to my harem? 
 
    By the time I left the office, I’d already made up my mind. I’d put the question to Raquelle and let her decide. She’d had more than enough time to think about it, and to warm up to being a part of our group. The whole team needed to meet today in any case—we could kill two birds with one stone. 
 
    I pulled my phone out of my robes as I made my way across the student green. I’d missed several text messages from Christina asking how I was holding up, and a pair of filthy nudes from Mareth. Just as she’d promised, she looked much kinkier in these. 
 
    Everyone, meet me in subspace in thirty, I texted the whole group chat. Just finished my meeting with Lilith. Lots to discuss! 
 
    Let them chew on that for a bit. By the time we all met up in my personal dorm room, they’d be salivating at the thought of the adventure to come.
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    Like always, entering my subspace was less a matter of moving through physical space than a mental one. 
 
    Technically, I did have a real-world residence within the Infernal Academy: a door in the Dormitories, a few floors above the campus’s nightclub and gymnasium. Stepping through it would put anyone who entered directly into my subspace, but I could access it by closing my eyes and concentrating hard enough wherever I happened to be. It was my own pocket universe, a waystation between the Infernal and Celestial Realms, and my personal bachelor pad. 
 
    I’d done some work on the place in the last few weeks. What had started out as a single dorm room that was nearly indistinguishable from the one I’d stayed in back on Earth had gone through several expansions. By the time I’d added Maddie to my harem, the place was practically its own house, complete with kitchen, living room, and lavish bathroom.  
 
    But all that paled in comparison to the makeover I’d given my subspace upon my return from the Fae Realm. 
 
    My new subspace looked like the top suite of a Las Vegas penthouse, with the luxury furnishings to match. The large, split-level living room had recessed couches in the middle with a killer entertainment center, so my girls and I could watch whatever we wanted while fooling around. Food and drink replenished themselves automatically, drawing from my stockpile of demonic energy when not in use. 
 
    I sighed and stretched, looking out the big bay windows onto a simulated horizon.  
 
    This was my greatest artistic achievement—all three of my main harem girls had contributed to it.  
 
    Outside the penthouse lay a landscape like something out of an especially horny version of Hieronymus Bosch. In keeping with my mixed heritage between the Infernal and Celestial Realms, the land outside my penthouse was a mix of Heaven and Hell, with lusty demon girls and naughty female angels gleefully strolling around in lingerie, dancing and making out in an eternal living screensaver. The whole thing was a well-curated fake, but that hardly mattered. My girls loved it when I brought them out on the balcony in front of an audience and used them, fucking them while the crowd cheered us on.  
 
    Time and space were different inside of subspace, so I didn’t have long to wait at all for my group to arrive. Christina and Mareth showed up first, nearly on top of each other as they stepped through the physical entrance to my subspace located in the Infernal Realm.  
 
    Christina looked relieved to see me, throwing her arms around me in an embrace as soon as she walked through the door.  
 
    Mareth was just behind the blonde, giving me a pinch on the shoulder as if reminding herself I was truly there. 
 
    “I half worried Lilith was going to rip your guts out,” the succubus said, a naughty smile playing on her features. “Or that she wanted you to rearrange her guts. You didn’t fuck the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy, did you, Master?” 
 
    Fuck, I loved hearing Mareth call me that.  
 
    “It would probably be easier if that’s what she’d wanted,” I told the pair, gesturing to the nearby couches. “The whole story should probably wait until everyone shows up. Can I get you two a drink?” 
 
    As it turned out, I could. Both Christina and Mareth took a goblet of dark red wine, giggling together as they sat on the couch in the posture of every guy’s sorority girl fantasy. Tits thrust forward, asses over the side of the cushion, tails twitching with delight as they nibbled their lips and pretended to be talking. I could tell they were really watching me for signs that I wanted to fuck them. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, I would’ve taken it as the open invitation it so clearly was.  
 
    But today, we had work to do. 
 
    Besides, I needed to keep myself fresh for Raquelle. Just in case. 
 
    As if conjured by my thought, a portal opened in the living room. Raquelle must have been coming straight from class—she still wore a strappy black backpack between her brilliant white wings. She tossed it onto a chair and grabbed the bottle I’d served Christina and Mareth from, carrying it to the middle of the room as she tossed herself onto the couch like an insolent brat. 
 
    “You would not believe the day I’ve had,” Raquelle moaned, shaking her head. “You people down here in Hell are crazy! The shit they get up to in the Lust School…” 
 
    Christina flashed a savage smile. “Oh, we most certainly would believe you,” the blonde giggled. “Did I ever tell you about the time I hiked my skirt up and fucked Luke while the teacher was still talking?” 
 
    “So hawt,” Mareth laughed. 
 
    Raquelle stared at both girls as if they’d each just grown an extra head. “I should have known you two would be like two peas in a pod on this.” 
 
    Before the conversation could spill into calling each other whores and prudes, I took control of the room.  
 
    “Where’s Maddie?” I growled. “We’re missing one member of the group.” 
 
    Everyone looked around the room, as if the angel girl were hiding behind some furniture.  
 
    Christina reached into her pocket and pulled out her cell phone, then dialed Maddie’s number. Her frown deepened as the phone rang and rang, finally going to the former waitress’s voice. Her cheerful answering machine message only played for a few moments before Christina hung up. 
 
    “According to the group text, she hasn’t been on in an hour,” Christina said, nibbling her bottom lip. “Shit… you don’t think something happened to her, do you?” 
 
    “No way,” Mareth said, sounding in disbelief. “Whatever’s going on, nobody could react to it that fast. Unless Karl’s back for revenge or something like that, Maddie’s probably just in the middle of some really boring angel lessons or something. Maybe she’s napping in the back of class.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I grunted. “I’ll have to get her caught up when she gets here.” 
 
    “Yeah, tell us what’s going on,” Mareth said. She moved from a lusty posture to a submissive one, like a secretary ready to take notes. Active listening, the old me would have thought. “What did Lilith want from you?” 
 
    “Other than a new way to make her ex-husband jealous,” Christina said, giving Mareth a little fist bump as the succubus giggled. 
 
    “I’m afraid this isn’t a joke,” I said, watching both girls trail off. “Lilith has a mission for us—to reenter the Fae Realm…” 
 
    All three women stared attentively as I explained my meeting with the Headmistress. I told them everything: all but the part about my vision, as I didn’t think they needed to know about that quite yet. Besides, Mareth would undoubtedly make jokes. 
 
    When I got to the part about Oni, Christina started to laugh.  
 
    “This is a prank, right?” the blonde said, downing the rest of her wine in a single gulp before grabbing the bottle from Raquelle. “Oni entered the Fae Realm? Our Oni?” 
 
    “I’ve seen drawings of him,” I said, having already explained the lack of cameras in that magical world. “It’s our Oni. As for why he decided to take a run at the place by himself, I have no idea. I intend to ask him the next time I see him.” 
 
    “He’s so loyal,” Mareth said, pausing in thought. The succubus toyed with her chin in a way that reminded me of Lilith, the gears behind her eyes rapidly turning. “I just can’t imagine him turning against you, Luke. He wouldn’t go to the Fae Realm unless he was asked to. Or he needed to protect you, somehow.” 
 
    That last part had been exactly what I’d been thinking. I kept my face neutral. 
 
    “I remember you said something about his family,” Raquelle added. She looked a bit less into the conversation then my full harem girls, but was rapidly warming with vigorous applications of red wine. “Something about a gambling debt they had?” 
 
    “Betting on Karl,” I said, nodding. “Maybe that could have something to do with it, I don’t know. The point is, Lilith’s been working a very long time to secure peace with the Fae Realm—and if we don’t get Oni back, the exact opposite will happen. The Seelie and the Unseelie will unite, and we’ll have war.” 
 
    “Shit,” Mareth said, shaking her head. “It almost sounds like the fucking Day of Judgement.” 
 
    Christina nodded gravely.  
 
    “We’re in,” the blonde said, setting her wineglass on the counter. “I owe Oni my life, and I’m pretty sure both Mareth and Maddie do, too. Whatever trouble he’s gotten himself into, we’ll get him back out of it again.” 
 
    Mareth looked less sanguine.  
 
    “The Fae Realm is tough shit,” she murmured, giving Christina an uncertain look. “But if that’s what you need us to do, Luke, then I’m in, too. I’d follow you to the gates of Hell—I mean, I kinda already have…” 
 
    “And I’d take just about any excuse for a vacation,” Raquelle added with a little laugh. She brushed back her long red hair, smiling at both girls. “Honestly, I’m starting to wonder if this whole Dual Enrollment thing is really for me…” She trailed off at the look on my face. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    I steeled myself for her reaction. “Lilith explained to me that the Fae Realm will try and corrupt the bonds between myself and anyone I bring along on this adventure. Meaning my team has to be made up of people completely bound to me.” 
 
    You could have heard a pin drop in my subspace. Even the sexy angels and demons outside seemed to fall quiet. 
 
    “That makes sense,” Mareth said, toying with the knot on her white schoolgirl top. “The Fae Realm is seriously bad news for the uninitiated. If I didn’t know Lilith as well as I did, I’d have told you this was her way of getting rid of us—a trip that deep into the Fae Realm is usually a suicide mission. It only goes one way.” She glanced over at Christina, shuddering. “I wouldn’t want to go there with anyone I didn’t trust with my life.” 
 
    Christina’s eyes shined, and not just from the wine.  
 
    “You can trust me,” she purred, putting her hand in the succubus’s. “I’m ride or die. Luke is my soulmate—and you are, too. So is Maddie, for that matter.” 
 
    “I know,” Mareth said, looking away. I had no idea she could blush—or that her warm red skin would look even cuter when she did it. “That raises an elephant in the room, though, doesn’t it? Because we’re not all bound to Luke.” 
 
    Every eye in my subspace traveled to Raquelle.  
 
    The red-headed angel had taken the news with a surprising degree of calmness—now, as Christina and Mareth’s stares bored into her, she suddenly deepthroated the bottle of wine, swallowing hard. 
 
    “I’m not bound to you,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Does that… Does that mean I can’t go to the Fae Realm with the rest of you?” 
 
    I shared a glance with Christina and Mareth. I knew I didn’t need to ask their permission, not to add another woman to my harem, but I liked to take their temperature on the subject.  
 
    From the looks on both of their faces, they were more than happy with the idea. 
 
    “Well, that’s really up to you,” I said, spreading my legs across my side of the couch. “Mareth, honey, could you get me a drink? You girls have gotten a head start on me…” 
 
    Mareth knew the score. God damn, did that girl know how to treat a guy.  
 
    “Absolutely, Master,” the succubus purred, crawling across the leather couch on her hands and knees. She popped open a cabinet next to the couch and removed a bottle of whiskey, then popped open the front of my pants just as smoothly and unsheathed my cock. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Raquelle panted. The angel’s eyes went big and wide, her mouth forming a perfect little ‘O’ of surprise. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You didn’t think I just texted Luke all day, did you?” With my cock in her fist and the bottle in the other, Mareth was fully in her element.  
 
    The succubus fed on the emotions of those around her, drinking them in the way others drank alcohol. Combined with my arousal, Christina’s voyeuristic glee at watching and Raquelle’s shame formed a heady brew for any girl, much less one who liked to call me the M-word. 
 
    “Luke’s showing you your future,” Christina purred, running a hand down Raquelle’s shoulder. “A little taste of what’s to come if you join us.” 
 
    “Here, Master,” Mareth giggled, arching her back like a bow. “Let’s do a body shot!” 
 
    She came up with a shot glass from the cabinet and placed it deep in her cleavage, letting everyone in the room see her bodacious tits. She popped the bottle of whiskey with her fangs, then poured into the glass—not with any accuracy, however. The liquor went everywhere, soaking Mareth’s tits and top as enough of it landed in the shot glass to drink from. 
 
    “Here,” the succubus groaned, burying my face between her tits. “Drink it!” 
 
    As Christina and Raquelle watched, I did a shot from right between Mareth’s breasts.  
 
    The whiskey was an exact imprint of the best shot I’d ever had, with hardly any burn on the way down. I was less interested in the glass than the tits of the moaning succubus in my lap—my tongue went everywhere, lapping alcohol from Mareth’s cleavage as she grabbed the back of my head and whined with pleasure. 
 
    “Raquelle,” I grunted, pulling back and undoing the knot in Mareth’s top, “I think it’s time you admitted a few things to yourself.” 
 
    The red-headed angel sat glued to the spot, as if we’d frozen her to the seat with a magic spell. Her mouth worked soundlessly as Mareth’s top came open, revealing a pair of whiskey-covered tits that would’ve put any actress or pornstar’s rack to shame.  
 
    Peeling off her soaking wet top, the succubus handed me the bottle and knelt on the floor before me, hiking up her skirt as she pressed her face against my cock.  
 
    Mareth never wore panties, and both Christina and Raquelle got an enviable view of her perfectly bare mound and dripping slit. 
 
    “What…” Raquelle swallowed hard, “do I need to admit, Luke?” 
 
    God, she sounded so turned on. I was really starting to enjoy this. I’d begun to understand why demons and succubi liked tempting and corrupting mortals so much. 
 
    “Both of us knew,” I said, leaning back to watch as Mareth teased the underside of my swollen crown with her tongue, “that this was your destiny, Raquelle. Ever since the Justice School—since you got exposed as a nasty little cheat.” 
 
    “You’re way too bad to be one of those good girls,” Christina purred, her hands trailing over Raquelle’s body. “You belong with us.” 
 
    As both girls watched, Mareth wrapped her soft, pouty lips around the head of my cock and began to hum. My legs lifted off the couch, pushing gently into her mouth and eager throat as the warm, wet slickness enveloped me.  
 
    Fuck that felt good! 
 
    My hand came down on the back of Mareth’s head, my thumb playing with her horns as she took me all the way down to the base. The succubus’s lips formed a tight, searing seal around me, working up and down with so much friction that a savage grunt spilled from my lips. 
 
    Mareth’s naughty little tail played around her round red ass.  
 
    Christina saw it and got an idea; she rose from the couch, leaving Raquelle to whine in sudden frustration. 
 
    “Such a bad girl,” Christina cooed, taking up a place behind Mareth.  
 
    The succubus wiggled her big ass back and forth as she blew me, the thick sucking sounds of her mouth around my cock filling the penthouse suite. She gagged gently around me, letting the head of my dick hit the back of her throat as she relaxed for me. 
 
    Christina gave Mareth’s ass a harsh upward slap, leaving it jiggling. My cock left Mareth’s mouth with a wet little pop as she arched her back like a bow, groaning like a little whore. 
 
    “Yes!” The succubus’s eyes rolled back in her head. “Mmmh, smack me harder! I want all three of your handprints on my ass when we drive into the Fae! I want my cute little succu-butt to hurt when I sit on it in Luke’s car!” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” Christina groaned, really getting into it now. “Fuck, you’re such a good little whore, Mareth! Can you feel how fucking turned on I am watching you?” 
 
    “Always,” Mareth whimpered.  
 
    Her tongue lolled from her mouth as her eyes rolled even further back, twin blushes rising on her cheeks like some sort of oversexed anime character. A moment later, she buried her face in my groin, taking my dick down her throat with renewed fervor as Christina attacked her ass. 
 
    I’m the luckiest son of a bitch in the world, I thought, watching my two harem girls try their damndest to out slut each other.  
 
    From her seat on the couch, Raquelle spectated with mingled anxiety and desire, holding herself back from the brink with an effort. 
 
    “Christina,” I gasped, my cock jerking against the back of Mareth’s throat. “Go see what’s holding Raquelle up.” 
 
    The blonde grinned from ear to ear. Leaving Christina’s ass alone for the moment (she’d already left a handprint across the succubus’s red cheeks, rising in places as a welt), she crossed her legs and took a place next to the gorgeous red-headed angel. 
 
    “Relax,” Christina purred, pouring the remaining contents of the whiskey bottle into Raquelle’s open mouth. “We’re not going to make you do anything you don’t want to do, Raquelle. But we’re really, really hoping you become one of Luke’s badass bitches…” 
 
    For a few moments, Raquelle’s will held. Christina’s long nails raked the sides of Raquelle’s uniform, leaving deep gashes all the way down to her pale, flawless skin. Christina’s lips were glossy, pursed in a pout as she leaned in and placed a kiss on Raquelle’s neck, melting her resistance. 
 
    Something inside the angel gave. She grabbed Christina’s back and pulled her in closer, matching her kisses with some of her own. I felt like letting out a cheer as I watched the glorious demon and the angel girl making out on my couch.  
 
    Finally! I thought. Fuck yes! 
 
    As the pair made out, Christina leaned over and made a fist, then bumped it with Mareth. The succubus didn’t even get off her knees in order to do it—she kept her eyes on me the whole time, sucking and slurping at my cock with her long, forked tongue. 
 
    “What’s that about?” I asked, my voice taut with pleasure. 
 
    “Mareth and I had a little bet going on,” Christina purred, disrobing Raquelle. “She wagered a sexual favor that Raquelle likes boys and girls—and I just proved it.” 
 
    Mareth pulled back, running her tongue along that sensitive spot on the underside of my crown as she stroked me.  
 
    “She’s bi,” the succubus giggled, nibbling her bottom lip. “Not that I expected anything else—you never seem to attract girls who are 100% straight, Luke.” 
 
    “There aren’t many girls like that in the Infernal Academy to begin with,” Christina purred, looking up from her study of Raquelle’s cleavage. “I thought the angels would be a little stricter about those things, though…” 
 
    “P-piss off,” Raquelle protested weakly. “You dirty fucking demons…” 
 
    “You like it,” Christina said, letting the insult roll off her. “Oh, we’re going to have so much fun together, Raquelle! But first, you need to pledge yourself to Luke!” 
 
    If I’d had any doubt in my mind that Mareth and Christina had been planning this corruption for ages, the next few seconds extinguished it.  
 
    The two moved like performers in a theater, Mareth’s mouth leaving my cock right as Christina pushed a now-topless Raquelle into my arms. Her skillful fingers had left the redhead wearing nothing but a pair of black silk panties, and her sleek body looked utterly delicious. Unlike my two harem girls, she wasn’t totally shaved—instead, she had a thin strip of hair over her mound like the top of an exclamation point. 
 
    I met Raquelle’s eyes, pushed into her soul, and asked the question. “Are you in, or are you out?” 
 
    The angel trembled before me. Her eyes traveled to my cock, still dripping with Mareth’s saliva.  
 
    Behind her, the two demon girls made out hot and heavy, ripping off each other’s clothes. 
 
    “If you want to come with us into the Fae, you need to join the team,” I told Raquelle. “But it’s not really about that. Let’s be honest with ourselves. You need this.” 
 
    Raquelle slowly nodded. Yet there remained a hint of hesitation in her eyes.  
 
    “I… I don’t know,” she panted, letting out a little gasp as both Christina and Mareth dropped to their knees before her. They pressed in against her thighs, eager to worship her, babbling like servant girls. 
 
    “Come on—you’re too good to be constrained to one Academy,” I told her, firmer now. “You’ve got ambition, Raquelle. I know you won’t stop until you reach the top.” 
 
    She met my eye, trembling. “You mean that?” 
 
    “Once you’re on the arm of the Archlord of Hell,” I said, meaning it, “there won’t be anything you can’t do. No horizon will be out of your reach.” 
 
    As Christina’s mouth moved between Raquelle’s parted thighs, the angel finally broke.  
 
    “Aw, fuck,” the redhead groaned, tangling her fingers in the blonde’s hair. “I don’t care about any of that, Luke! I just… I want this!” 
 
    A cold, cruel smirk spread across my face. I’d known that the whole time.  
 
    “Say it,” I commanded. 
 
    “Yes!” Raquelle’s nails dug into the back of Christina’s head, yet the demon girl didn’t seem to feel the pain. “I want to be part of your harem, Luke! I want to help you save your demon from the Fae Realm! I want to watch you become the Archlord of Hell—and when it happens, I want to be one of your badass bitches! I want to help you rule both worlds—the Infernal and the Celestial!” 
 
    Even more so than her body, Raquelle was totally naked. Her ambition stood on display for everyone to see—and my girls loved it. They groped Raquelle all over—her tits, her ass, sliding fingers into her pouty mouth. They needed this, just as much as Raquelle needed to join us. 
 
    She’ll be a perfect addition to my team, I thought, leaning back in the leather seat. Fuck yes, I can’t wait… 
 
    As angels and demons danced in orgiastic joy outside, I watched my girls prep Raquelle to be bound to me.  
 
    Soon, we’d add our newest girl to our harem—and I was going to enjoy every fucking minute of it.

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Raquelle trembled beneath the softness of Christina’s tongue, her knees quivering as she struggled to maintain her balance. At her feet, the first member of my harem ran her tongue along Raquelle’s most sensitive flesh, getting her nice and ready for the binding ritual.  
 
    Once I made the gorgeous redhead come three times, she’d belong to me—her power, her beauty, her fierceness. All these things would augment my own abilities, expanding my harem’s power. 
 
    I decided not to wait any longer. 
 
    “Get off her,” I growled, pointing at Christina.  
 
    The blonde shot backward like gravity had suddenly reversed, landing on her knees and dropping into a posture of pure submission. Considering the way Christina had once considered me out of her league, watching her abase herself before her Lord gave me a kind of wicked pleasure few things could match. 
 
    “I get first dibs on the new girl,” I said, grinning as I looked Raquelle up and down. “She’s mine now, which means she belongs to me. I’ll let her play with you two later—maybe. If I feel like it.” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” Mareth purred, dropping as smoothly to her knees as a lifelong servant. “Would you like me to take you back in my mouth, or are you ready to fuck your newest conquest?” 
 
    I’d never get tired of Mareth talking like that. 
 
    “I’m more than ready,” I said, glancing down at my cock.  
 
    Mareth had gotten me nice and ready with her mouth, throat, and naughty little tongue—I was throbbing with need, a big vein on the side of my cock flexing with every heartbeat.  
 
    “Step forward, Raquelle,” I commanded. “Let me see those pretty little wings of yours.” 
 
    Now that she’d fully committed to joining our team, Raquelle looked like she was enjoying herself. She even did a little pirouette on her way across the room, flexing her wings like a model strutting the catwalk.  
 
    Oh yes, an ambitious girl indeed.  
 
    Something told me to watch myself with this one—that as much as she liked Mareth and Christina, Raquelle wouldn’t hesitate to stab a bitch in the back if it would give her an advantage. I’d have to keep her on a short leash. 
 
    The thought of Raquelle and leashes at the same time made me shoot a bead of precum down my shaft. Raquelle saw it and licked her lips, gasping.  
 
    “Fuuuuck,” the angel whimpered, looking like she fought the urge to drop to her knees and taste it. 
 
    “Very nice,” I said, cupping her ass.  
 
    Raquelle was sleek and coltish in comparison to Christina’s ample curves and Mareth’s thickness, but there was room for every type of woman inside my harem. Besides, her short stature and slender frame made me think of all the ways I could bend her little body like a pretzel or spin her around in my lap.  
 
    “Am I the first man to have you, Raquelle?” I asked. 
 
    She blushed so deeply that for a moment, her cheeks looked like Mareth’s. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “He wants to know if you’re a virgin,” Mareth purred.  
 
    The pair had moved to the opposite couch, running their hands over each other’s bodies like actresses in a softcore porno. They both clearly wanted to do more—but wouldn’t without my permission.  
 
    Good girls. 
 
    “That is indeed what I’m wondering,” I said, keeping my hand on her ass.  
 
    Raquelle had seen how the asses of my harem girls tended to be treated—I wondered if she was afraid I might spank her, or longing for it.  
 
    I was looking forward to finding out her bedroom preferences.  
 
    “It won’t take you out of contention, of course—but there’s a certain pleasure in knowing I’m planting my flag in untouched territory,” I said. 
 
    The Raquelle of just a few hours ago probably would have slapped me for that remark. 
 
    Now, turned on so much she could barely stand it, she stifled a moan at being talked about like an object. 
 
    A strange look flickered across her face. Was Raquelle trying to hold back laughter? 
 
    “Like all good girls of the Celestial Academy,” Raquelle said, struggling to keep a straight face, “I can say that technically, the answer is yes.” 
 
    My eyebrows rose. “You’re ‘technically’ a virgin?” 
 
    This explanation confused me—but for Christina and Mareth, it instantly plunged them into amusement. The two demon girls giggled amongst themselves, making out on the leather couch. 
 
    “So you’ve done stuff,” Christina said, her eyes shining. “Just never in the pussy?” 
 
    “I’ve… never been taken that way,” Raquelle admitted, her almond-brown eyes smoldering with heat. “You’d be my first, sir. And only.” 
 
    “Angels,” Christina said, grinning and shaking her head. “You can have all sorts of freaky BDSM parties, but casual sex is frowned upon…” 
 
    “Wait a second!” Mareth pulled away from Christina, her face lighting up like a Christmas tree. “Does that mean that you let boys in a different entrance to preserve your chastity, Raquelle?” 
 
    At the barest suggestion of such impropriety, the angel’s eyes practically bugged out of her head. “I knew you demon bitches were nasty, but damn. Are you kidding me?” 
 
    Mareth laughed with gusto. “Nope! I fucking love pain. You should see what Luke can do with those tentacles of his. When he’s in my ass and my pussy at the same time—fuck it’s the best feeling in the world! Like nothing else in the Realms!” 
 
    Just like her auntie, I thought, watching Raquelle’s pretty face go even paler.  
 
    For a moment, the vision I’d had of myself with Lilith flashed across the front of my mind. Lilith wrapped her tongue around my shaft, and it dissolved, replaced with the present moment. 
 
    The succubus pulled back, then gave Raquelle a good-natured slap on her backside. Compared to the sharp, stinging spanks she’d seen me give to my girls, this was basically a love tap—but Raquelle jumped so high I almost thought she’d used her wings to soar into the air. 
 
    “Ow!” Raquelle glanced over her shoulder, staring at the red mark Mareth’s hand left on her ass cheek. “Look, you girls are obviously way more experienced than I am. Can you maybe stop making fun of me for long enough for Luke and me to do this?” 
 
    Christina and Mareth shared a look.  
 
    “Sure,” the blonde said, putting a hand on Mareth’s shoulder and gently pulling the succubus’s naked body against hers. “Not everyone’s as filthy as you,” she added in a whisper against Mareth’s red ear. 
 
    I patted my thighs, then crooked a finger at the red-headed angel.  
 
    “Come here,” I commanded, meeting Raquelle’s eye with a piercing glance. “Don’t let those two intimidate you, Raquelle. This is all about you and me.” 
 
    Raquelle’s skin was so warm it felt like it was burning as she climbed into my lap. Only a thin pair of black silk panties sheathed her mound, an inch of fabric protecting her untouched womanhood from my thick cock. I yearned to tear it off with my teeth, to hear her squeal as I buried myself balls-deep in her tight pussy—but I held myself back.  
 
    I didn’t want to scare her away—not when I was this close to achieving my goal. 
 
    Instead, I ran a hand down her smooth back, brushing up against her wings.  
 
    “So pretty,” I growled against her neck, savoring the way the compliment made her squirm and writhe against my cock. “Such a sexy little angel. Such an ambitious little slut.” 
 
    Raquelle trembled with need.  
 
    “Please,” she whimpered, her soft pink tongue sliding from the side of her mouth. 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    Only the whites of Raquelle’s eyes showed as she ground her panty-covered mound against my cock. A streak of precum glistened across the fabric, like my cock knew how close it was to fertilizing the angel’s pussy. 
 
    “Please fuck me,” Raquelle begged, fully giving in to the slut inside. “Your harem girls can watch, I don’t care. It makes it even hotter. Oh fuck, what am I saying—” 
 
    “No shame in the harem,” Christina laughed from the opposite couch. “Luke loves hearing about what a slut you are. Can’t you feel him throbbing against you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Raquelle panted. “I wish he was throbbing inside of me—” 
 
    Fucking finally.  
 
    “Wish granted,” I growled, sliding the silk panties down her thighs.  
 
    Raquelle gasped as the cold air hit her pussy for the first time, then mewled like a cat as I grabbed my cock by the base and ran the swollen crown over her nether lips.  
 
    Raquelle arched her back like a bow, her wings flapping without conscious intent as she spread her legs wider for me. 
 
    “I… I wasn’t joking before,” Raquelle whimpered, closing her eyes as she pressed her face against my chest. “I really am a virgin. I’ve never done this before, Luke.” 
 
    With both hands, I grabbed her ass and guided her onto my prick.  
 
    “That’s alright,” I told her, the head of my cock pushing into her soft folds. “I can be gentle with you—at first. You be on top for this first bit, Raquelle. Go as slow or as fast as you can handle. Then, once you’re good and wet, I’ll show you what it’s like to get a good, hard pounding.” 
 
    Raquelle looked like she’d just scratched a winning lottery ticket. Her eyes met mine, her jaw nearly hitting the floor, then she nodded.  
 
    “I’m ready,” she whispered, gripping both sides of the couch as I pushed into her. “Fill me up, Luke. I want to feel it…” 
 
    There was a moment of strange resistance, Raquelle’s face filling with a flash of pain—then it broke, and I was all the way inside.  
 
    A low, savage groan escaped my throat as I bottomed out inside of the angel’s virgin pussy, stretching the untouched walls with my thick prick. I just barely fit inside the little angel, the thick head of my cock pushing all the way to her cervix as I slammed through her back walls. 
 
    “Aw fuuuuuck!” Raquelle’s legs tensed around me as I slid deeper—then deeper—into her pristine pussy. “Oh Luke! God, I had no idea it could feel this good! Oh my gawwwd!” 
 
    “Hey Mareth,” Christina giggled, “I think she likes it!” 
 
    “She’s a good little whore,” Mareth agreed, squeezing Christina’s tits together. “Don’t let the angel wings fool you, Luke! She’s the naughtiest slut I’ve seen you fuck in a good, long while!” 
 
    Yeah she is, I thought, grabbing both Raquelle’s hips for leverage.  
 
    I’d promised to let her control the pace for this first part, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to enjoy every inch of her soft, silky walls. The friction between my cock and her folds was so intense I had to hold myself back with a force of will. 
 
    If this were any other girl, I thought, I’d throw her down on the couch and fuck her from behind until she’s a puddle of goo.  
 
    But this felt even better. Corrupting Raquelle was the best fucking feeling in the world—almost even better than the sex. 
 
    The angel’s movements were slow and hesitant at first, testing my cock at different angles inside of her pussy. But before long, Raquelle had discovered how good I felt inside her, and she bounced up and down in my lap with greater and greater enthusiasm.  
 
    For my part, I buried my face in between her perky, apple-sized tits, sucking and licking her nipples until they were as stiff as diamonds. I could tell Raquelle liked that—almost as much as she liked having her ass smacked. 
 
    Both my girls tried to approach at different points during the sex, but I ordered them back with a gesture. Even I wouldn’t dare to act like the ritual binding a new girl to me was some kind of sacred thing, but it just felt wrong to watch Raquelle go over the brink for the first time while my demon girl and succubus put their tongues all over her. This ought to be one on one. 
 
    Still, I couldn’t deny that the sight of my two harem girls fooling around behind Raquelle’s back made me harder.  
 
    Gradually, I increased my pace, pummeling the angel’s tight pussy with long, slow strokes that drove her completely insane.  
 
    My dirty talk was the cherry on top, pushing her even closer to the edge as she rode me. 
 
    “Your pussy feels so amazing,” I grunted against her ear, digging my fingers into her ass as I upthrust deep into her. “You’re making me cock feel so good right now, Raquelle. Your pussy’s so goddamn tight, I can’t fucking believe it! It makes me so hard to know I’m the first guy to even have you like this.” 
 
    “Yeah! Oh fuck!”  
 
    What Raquelle lacked in mid-fuck vocabulary she more than made up for in enthusiasm.  
 
    Sweat poured down her back as she rode me, bouncing up and down like a piston on my prick. Her wet pussy squelched around me, dripping heavenly juice down my shaft and onto my balls as it disappeared and reappeared inside of her. 
 
    A wicked smirk spread across my face as I bottomed out inside of her. I could feel the entrance to her womb on every thrust. There was no telling whether a creature of the Celestial Realm like her could even be knocked up by a human like me—but if she could, there was no doubt I was about to fill her fertile pussy with more virile cream than she could handle. 
 
    “What do you think?” I asked, cruelly swirling the crown of my cock around her swollen, needy clit. “You think this dick is enough to keep you happy for the rest of your life, Raquelle? You wanna feel this big cock stretching those tight little walls out, forever and ever and ever?” 
 
    In response, Raquelle slapped the cushion next to her as hard as she could. “Yes!” the angel groaned, one leg kicking out madly as my thrusts pushed her to her peak. “Fuck, Luke, I’m gonna come, baby, I’m gonna come!” 
 
    Raquelle arched her back so hard I had to brace her with my hand, putting it just above her ass as she leaned all the way back. With her stretched like that, I could see my cock throbbing inside of her soft folds as she came, her inner walls quivering madly and dripping all over me as orgasm coursed through her tight little body.  
 
    Raquelle screamed so loud that I was momentarily glad I’d brought her back to subspace—anywhere in the Infernal Academy, a shout like that would have drawn admirers. 
 
    Christina and Mareth watched in jealous amazement as Raquelle writhed on my dick, trembling madly like she’d been hit with a taser. Every inch of skin from her throat to her tits flushed red as her first vaginal orgasm coursed through her veins, sending her lithe body into the stratosphere. She felt practically weightless in my arms as she came, and it wasn’t until later I realized she’d been flapping her wings as she got off all over me. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Luke,” Raquelle whimpered as she came down from her peak. “That was so good…” 
 
    “Yeah it was,” I said, laughing.  
 
    Now that she’d gotten off, Raquelle was all happy and giggly, just the way I liked to see a new girl.  
 
    “You ready for something a little harder?” I asked her. 
 
    She stared at me with a mixture of awe and worry, nibbling her bottom lip.  
 
    “Yeah,” she finally said, her eyes shining with need. “Pound my pussy, Luke. Show me what the Beast can do to one of his girls…” 
 
    It was all the permission I needed.  
 
    With both hands on her waist, I lifted Raquelle and flipped her around, then carried her to the armrest at the side of the couch. Her head and shoulders leaned over the side, while her bottom half twisted to the side to expose her dripping, freshly fucked pussy. 
 
    “Oh shit,” Raquelle said, glancing around her. I could see the wheels turning in her head as she pictured how hard she was about to get fucked. “Luke, fuck, I need it—” 
 
    Her words broke off in a scream of pleasure as I rammed myself all the way inside of her.  
 
    I’d been nice before, letting her lead, but now it was time for me to get exactly what I wanted.  
 
    My left leg went onto the floor, bracing against the hardwood for leverage, while my other knee pressed into the leather couch between Raquelle’s spread thighs. The angle let me fuck the angel girl prone, slamming her into the side of the couch harder and harder with every thrust. 
 
    Raquelle’s face filled with surprise as her shoulder slammed into the side of the couch. Something deep inside of it cracked, and the angel girl let out a mad little laugh as I fucked her even harder. 
 
    “You’re going to break it!” the angel groaned, in a voice like she wasn’t sure whether she wanted me to stop or make sure it happened. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Mareth cooed from her position watching. “It happens all the time. Luke can clean up later. Remind me to tell you all about how he fucked me right through his kitchen counter one time…” 
 
    Mentioning that sent me over the edge.  
 
    Grunting like a caveman, I thrust my cock deep into Raquelle’s tight little slit, slapping her ass with reckless abandon as I pumped my cock all the way to her womb like a fucking piston.  
 
    The pleasure grew higher and higher, until the sweetness of her soft folds around me was totally unbearable. 
 
    As I hit the peak, I grunted and pulled out of Raquelle’s still-spasming pussy. My cock jerked once, then exploded all over the beautiful, freshly fucked angel.  
 
    Thick ropes of seed erupted from the crown of my cock, spraying from her taut tummy all the way to her beaming, shocked face.  
 
    Gobs of seed coated her tits, leaving her a sloppy mess from her pussy all the way to her mouth.  
 
    I kept on shooting, each pulse of my heartbeat its own orgasmic wave of bliss, pumping every drop inside of my balls all over my beautiful new conquest. 
 
    When I finally opened my eyes, Christina and Mareth had taken their places next to the angel and were lapping up my seed.  
 
    Mareth’s long tongue competed with Christina’s to lick up more of my liquid gold, spreading it all around and kissing with it between them like depraved little whores.  
 
    Raquelle looked stoned out of her mind with bliss, her eyes rolling back in her head as she watched the two demon girls lick her, suck her, and drink my come. 
 
    “Look at you,” Christina said, running a hand down Raquelle’s stomach.  
 
    The move smeared my load deeper into her skin, marking her with my musky load like an alpha wolf claiming its territory.  
 
    “You’re such a dirty girl now, Raquelle,” Christina said. “How’s it feel to be Luke’s little cum dumpster?” 
 
    In response, Raquelle leaned over and made out with Christina. The blonde still had some of my load in her mouth, and Raquelle found it with her tongue and groaned with bliss at the taste. 
 
    “It’s amazing,” Raquelle said, beaming from ear to ear. “But I only came once! Don’t I need two more to be bound to Luke forever?” 
 
    Christina and Mareth shared a naughty look.  
 
    “Oh, she’s eager,” the succubus giggled, licking my seed from her glossy, come-stained lips. “Why don’t we take a dip in the pool and get cleaned off? We watched you and Luke together without joining in like good little girls—I think Christina and I ought to get a reward, don’t you?” 
 
    That was debatable, but I wasn’t about to argue. 
 
    “Sounds great,” I said, discarding the last of my robes as I stood.  
 
    Completely naked, I walked across my living room and opened the door to the patio, where my in-ground pool waited. It had a glass bottom, hanging over the phantasmagoric plateau of writhing demons and angels like something out of the Playboy mansion. Anyone looking would be able to see the people in the pool fooling around—and I’d be able to see everything going on around me while it happened. 
 
    Without waiting for my girls, I walked across the cool stones and dived into the pool.  
 
    The water felt amazing after the hard fuck, soothing away the ache in my muscles.  
 
    By the time I surfaced, I was hard as a rock. 
 
    Wiping water from my eyes, I saw my three naked harem girls watching me from the edge of the pool.  
 
    “Hop on in,” I commanded, glancing over my shoulder at the panorama of wicked fucking going on beyond my penthouse apartment. “What, are you girls going to get shy now? You know it’s just an illusion.” 
 
    Mareth tossed her head back and laughed.  
 
    “You think I’m shy?” she asked, tearing off the remains of her schoolgirl skirt. “I appreciate your confidence in me, Master. No, I was just planning on how to do this.” 
 
    Before I could ask what this was, both Mareth and Christina grabbed hold of Raquelle. The gorgeous angel went ass over teakettle as the pair swung her, tossing her like a ragdoll into the pool. Raquelle hit at a sideways angle, sank like a stone, and came up sputtering. 
 
    “You bitches!” the angel growled, gloriously topless in the waist-deep water. “Get your asses in here so I can spank you!” 
 
    Christina and Mareth shared a naughty look.  
 
    “Damn, she’s already got the spirit,” Mareth said. 
 
    “Oh yeah. I’m going to enjoy having her as one of Luke’s harem girls…” 
 
    As one, the pair swan dived into the pool. They swam beneath the surface, their naked bodies silhouetted by the water as they raced to their Master. 
 
    But by the time they were there, I was already busy. With Raquelle. 
 
    I pinned the angel against the glass side of the pool, parting her thighs with my knee. She braced her legs against the bottom, leaning over the side and flattening her tits against the cool stones as I pushed into her from behind. Her pussy felt even better in the water. 
 
    I’d been well aware from my experiences with pool sex as a human that it was something hotter in theory than practice. Chlorinated water tended to be a bad time—which was why my subspace’s pool came with its own set of magic spells. The water that lapped around Raquelle’s bare legs and inner thighs didn’t steal moisture from her skin—instead, it added it. Pushing inside of her beneath the water felt like fucking in an entire bathtub full of lubricant. Her walls wrapped snugly around me, so tight and wet that I momentarily lost my senses and just pounded her against the side of the pool, fucking her like a madman. 
 
    When I finally came back to myself, I expected her to be mad. Instead, Raquelle was begging me for more. 
 
    “Fuck me just like that!” the angel begged, throwing her ass back on me with every thrust. “Deeper, Master, deeper! Fuck me hard—fuck me good and proper!” 
 
    Master?  
 
    I took one look at Raquelle’s sleek body and decided that wasn’t what I wanted to hear out of her soft, pouty mouth. 
 
    “You bad little girl,” I growled, my voice hot against Raquelle’s ear as I bore down and fucked her hard enough to leave bruises on a human woman. “Do you have any idea how much you drive Daddy crazy when you talk like that? How hard Daddy wants to fuck you when you mouth off like a dirty little brat?” 
 
    Raquelle moaned like she’d just discovered something about herself she’d been repressing all her life. “Ugh, Daddy yes!”  
 
    Suddenly, her hips were a blur, tossing herself on me so hard that every thrust pressed against her waiting womb.  
 
    “Fuck my tight little pussy, Daddy!” she cried. “Use me the way I know you’ve always wanted to!” 
 
    One hand in her hair pressed her down, pinning her to the side of the pool. She hung there like a ragdoll, unable to do anything but thrust herself back on me as I filled her most sensitive opening with hard, driving strokes.  
 
    Christina and Mareth tried to join in on the fun from either side of me, but I was so locked in all they could do was pout and preen as I pounded Raquelle’s tight little body. 
 
    Then Mareth got the bright idea of sinking to the bottom of the pool. When I felt her long tongue teasing my balls as I pumped inside of Raquelle’s pussy, I knew I wasn’t going to be able to last much longer.  
 
    The two demon girls took turns adding their tongues and mouths to my pleasure, surfacing only when they were at risk of drowning. The fact that they were willing to risk themselves like that just to make my orgasm stronger got me rock hard—made me fuck Raquelle even harder. 
 
    I felt her pussy grip me like a fist as a second orgasm coursed through her body.  
 
    Two down, one to go, I thought, grinning like a savage as Raquelle’s floodgates opened.  
 
    The angel girl babbled madly against the stones, mixing swear words and promises to be a good girl and the word Daddy over and over again.  
 
    I’d touched something deep inside of her, and now I wanted to hammer the point home as hard as I could, binding her body and soul to me for all eternity. 
 
    “Ah, yeah, that’s so fucking good,” I grunted, bottoming out inside of her over and over again.  
 
    I was ready to blow at any time, but I wanted to hold back until Raquelle reached the brink of her third and final orgasm.  
 
    I wanted that peak of pleasure to coincide with the moment she became mine forever.  
 
    I could feel her getting close—even after two hard, toe-curling orgasms, Raquelle was more than ready to keep riding my dick. 
 
    “I love you, Daddy,” the angel whimpered, losing herself in my arms. The words tore from her throat in a ragged cry, from somewhere even deeper than conscious thought. In that moment, I knew she was mine. 
 
    “Come for me, baby,” I commanded, driving hilt-deep inside of her. “Come all over my cock and be mine, angel! I want to feel that pretty little pussy come all over my cock so I can bust inside of you!” 
 
    Two more thrusts, then three, then… right over the edge! 
 
    Raquelle locked her legs around me and screamed as the third, soul-cleansing orgasm overtook her beautiful body. I’d added women to my harem before, of course, so this was a ritual I’d seen several times before.  
 
    But this was the first time I’d turned a girl in such a large group before—with both Christina and Mareth present.  
 
    I didn’t know what kind of transformation would happen inside of Raquelle when she became mine. I just knew she’d never be the same. 
 
    As her cry of passion rose higher and higher, becoming a piercing cry that filled the air, her wings rose from the surface of the water. Spots of darkness appeared in the brilliant white of her feathery wings, spreading in intricate patterns through her angelic form.  
 
    I thrust home one last time and let go, release flooding me as my second load went straight into Raquelle’s tight, still clenching pussy. Thick ropes of hot come sprayed against her inner walls as I grunted and groaned, burying myself as deep as I could inside of her as my balls drained.  
 
    I closed my eyes against the pleasure, everything from my chin to my knees turning white-hot with bliss as I rode the wave within. 
 
    When I opened my eyes, Raquelle was transformed. 
 
    What had been a brilliantly white pair of wings were now black and white. I was reminded for a moment of Eiko’s four tails, two black and two white, but this was more like a checkerboard. Every other feather had turned a raven-dark black, as if signifying that Raquelle was now no longer a creature fully of the Celestial or the Infernal Realm. 
 
    This wasn’t Maddie’s whole ‘good girl with a touch of a wild side’ thing that I loved so much; Raquelle was now far more like Christina and Mareth than she was my other angelic conquest.  
 
    A wicked angel—an ambitious angel. 
 
    Too late for it to make any difference, I remembered that Lucifer himself had once been an angel, too. 
 
    “Welcome to the group,” Mareth purred, lavishing attention on Raquelle with her lips and tongue. “Oh my Satan, you look so pretty now! Look at those wings!” 
 
    “Maddie’s going to be so jellie,” Christina added, nibbling at the angel girl’s shoulder. “All white is nice and all that, but these are some haute couture wings, girl! You look like you should be walking a Victoria’s Secret catwalk with those things!” 
 
    She did.  
 
    Except I’d never let a girl who belonged to me get shown off before all those male eyes that way. I was a kind Master in between the sheets, but a jealous one in the streets.  
 
    Raquelle knew damn well that I wasn’t merely the first man to have her, but the only.  
 
    Good thing for her she fucking loved it. 
 
    “Speaking of Maddie,” I said, climbing out of the pool. All three girls looked shocked and heartbroken to see me leaving so soon. “I’ve got an appointment to keep.” 
 
    Christina cocked an eyebrow. “Where are you going? We’re just getting started!” 
 
    “Yeah, Master, we want to get fucked,” Mareth cooed. “Watching you claim Raquelle made both of our pussies so wet and hot…” 
 
    “You’re going to have to wait,” I said, resummoning my robes.  
 
    The flames surrounding the penthouse dried me off as I cast the spell, leaving me as fresh as a daisy. You’d never have known to look at me that I’d just been balls deep inside an angel who liked to call me Daddy.  
 
    “I’ve got to go find out why Maddie isn’t answering her phone,” I said. “I know she’s going to be pissed that she missed all the fun.” 
 
    Both demon girls flashed their spectacular pouts.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Mareth asked. 
 
    They’d gotten themselves all keyed up for me, and now they were going to have to wait.  
 
    “All three of you meet me at the gates of the Infernal Academy a half-hour before midnight,” I said, moving onto business now that I’d gotten my nut on and my head clear. “We’ll pick up Godfrey and go meet Lilith. Be ready, and bring anything you might need to aid you in the Fae Realm. Potions, spells—all that kinda shit.” 
 
    Christina climbed into Mareth’s lap, mimicking the pose of a demon girl threesome happening just over the wall. “Sure thing, Luke. The three of us can have lots of fun while you’re away—” 
 
    I cut her off, shaking my head. “No you can’t.” 
 
    Both demon girls looked like I'd just dangled a juicy dinner in front of their faces, only to snatch it back at the last second.  
 
    “Are you serious?” Christina groaned, her jaw dropping open. “We can’t even have fun with the new girl?” 
 
    “I want all three of you sharp as tacks for the Fae Realm,” I told them, summoning a portal to the Celestial Academy. “That means no hanky panky before the big game. Don’t worry, I’ll make up for it once we come home victorious.” 
 
    “You’d better,” Mareth said, looking supremely peeved. A sly expression flickered across her succubus face. “I’ll just have to send you way filthier nudes while you’re gone, then, Master. Maybe they’ll make you change your mind…” 
 
    “Won’t see them,” I shot back with a smile. “I’ve got a job to do. Remember: front gates. Midnight. Be there.” 
 
    I stepped through the portal, leaving my trio of harem girls behind in my subspace.  
 
    It was time to find out what was going on with Maddie, and bring the last member of my harem home for the mission.

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Celestial Academy was surprisingly quiet. No chorus of heavenly trumpets greeted me as I stepped through into the great hall. No gaggle of seraphim taking a smoke break pointed at me and began giggling excitedly. The upstairs set was in the middle of classes, learning about the cardinal virtues in their Schools, and as such, I had nearly the entire Academy to myself. 
 
    I snuck through the halls, moving quickly and with a purpose. I’d found through experience that the best way to get people to leave you alone when you were somewhere you weren’t supposed to be was to act like you belonged there. I’d gotten into concerts that way back when I was in college, and I used those skills now, walking like I was on my way to a meeting. The few angels out in the hallways between classes barely spared me a second glance. 
 
    In truth, I was worried about being caught. Not that I could get in trouble for being in the Celestial Academy—after all, I was a dual enrollment student with access to both Hell and Heaven’s colleges. But I had unfinished business in these halls, and there was one person among the angelic set I very much was not ready to see.  
 
    Judyth Dominia, the school’s Headmistress. 
 
    Technically, I was a spy for Judyth. I’d agreed to gather information on the Infernal Realm for her, in exchange for Maddie’s safety while attending the Celestial Academy. The angels had too many damned rules—if Judyth wanted, it would be easy to find an excuse to expel both me and my angelic girlfriend. Staying on the Headmistress’s good side kept Maddie safe and allowed me to gain the knowledge of the other side I’d one day need to take over for Lucifer as Archlord of Hell. 
 
    The only problem was, it meant I owed Judyth. And I hadn’t even begun to pay up. 
 
    I don’t want to get on her bad side, I thought, worming through a narrow hallway that allowed me to skip the Fortitude School entirely. Just like the Infernal Academy’s syllabus was based around the seven deadly sins, the angelic academy revolved around virtues. That bitch was cold enough to leave her chief lieutenant in the Fae Realm to die. She’d toss me and my harem into a lake of fire in a heartbeat, just to watch us squirm. 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder what had happened to Holofernes. The Angel of Vengeance had seemed like the only check on Judyth’s power while I’d been taking classes in the Celestial Academy. With him gone, there was no one to stop Headmistress Dominia from ruling the place with an iron fist.  
 
    What was happening with him? Was he still alive? 
 
    I was still thinking about it when I came around the corner and slammed face-first into a very surprised angel.  
 
    Panic flared in me for a moment, and I was sure the alarm was about to be raised—until I saw who it was standing before me.  
 
    Gordon, one of the Fortitude School’s most talented angels.  
 
    “By the Virtues!” Gordon rubbed his bald pate, his halo hanging at an angle that reminded me of a backward baseball cap. “What are you doing here today, Luke? I thought you weren’t due back for more Celestial classes for a couple of weeks now?” 
 
    I put a finger to my lips, silencing the big angel.  
 
    “Here for a special mission,” I told Gordon. “I need to pick up Maddie for it. Any idea where she might be?” 
 
    Gordon thought about it for a moment.  
 
    “She just left Fortitude about a half-hour ago,” he said with a shrug. “I don’t know her exact schedule, but I’m pretty sure she’s going to a Divination lesson with Professor Eiko after sparring practice?” 
 
    Perfect.  
 
    Eiko’s tower was located in the heart of the Prudence School, the Celestial Academy’s equivalent of the Infernal Realm’s Pride School. Which made it a dangerous place to tread—but paradoxically, the safest place to hide from Judyth. She’d never look for me in her own backyard, and Eiko’s tower was nice and isolated even by Celestial standards. 
 
    “Thanks for the tip,” I said, nodding at him. “By the way, please don’t tell your boss that I’m here. I’m trying to avoid running into her…” 
 
    Gordon laughed. “I couldn’t tell Judyth if I wanted, Luke. The Headmistress isn’t here.” 
 
    I’d been in the middle of stepping away when he said that. I froze in my tracks, absorbing the new knowledge as I was drawn up short.  
 
    “What!? What do you mean, Judyth isn’t here?” I asked. 
 
    “She’s on sabbatical,” Gordon said with a shrug. “Taking some time off, apparently. No one really knows what she’s up to—it’s not like Judyth’s the kind of person to let people in on her plans.” 
 
    “How long has she been gone?” I asked, my mind whirling. 
 
    Gordon had to put a thumb against his chin and think about it.  
 
    “A couple of days, I guess,” he said with another of those shrugs. “I’m not that upset that she’s gone, to tell you the truth. Whole place feels a little bit less high pressure with her out of the building, you know?” 
 
    I knew. But I also knew that if Judyth was outside of the Celestial Realm, then she was planning something.  
 
    “Thanks for letting me know,” I told Gordon, giving him a fist-bump as I headed out. No worries that he’d go blabbing to any angels—Gord was a pretty good guy. He didn’t seem to give a shit about good or evil, as long as he got to spar and compete. The guy lived for fighting and sports. 
 
    I moved like an arrow toward my destination, following the path like a pirate with a treasure map.  
 
    The news about Judyth had left me on high alert, so I took no chances on my way through the Prudence School.  
 
    The ice cavern with its gorgeous palace and spires of wintry frost filled me with a deep sense of unease as I slipped unseen toward Eiko’s tower. 
 
    This was Judyth’s kingdom. Why was her throne empty? 
 
    The question pursued me all the way up the stairs to Eiko’s chambers.  
 
    Gaps in the stairs let me look out on the icy kingdom that was the pride and joy of the Celestial School. A few angels flew back and forth through the air, enjoying the updrafts, but for the most part, no one spared a glance at little old me making my way up the tower. 
 
    Like a snake, I thought, grinning to myself. In the Garden of Eden.  
 
    These people had no idea how badly I wanted to corrupt them all. 
 
    The sound of chanting reached my ears as I ascended the last flight of steps.  
 
    Eiko’s door stood open a crack, shelves stuffed with books visible on the opposite wall.  
 
    The chanting was in two different voices: Eiko’s, along with one I would have recognized anywhere.  
 
    My angelic girlfriend, Maddie. 
 
    That explained a lot. Maddie wouldn’t be picking up her phone if she were in the middle of a lesson—much less one of Eiko’s lessons.  
 
    The gorgeous Divination instructor was almost too sultry for the Celestial Academy’s roster—she liked to meditate naked, for starters, and didn’t seem too put out by fornicating with one of Lucifer’s candidates for Archlord. 
 
     That’s right, I’d tasted Eiko—though not long enough to bind her to me.  
 
    Being with an older, experienced woman had felt amazing, and I’d been sorely tempted to add her to the harem—but the fact of her being an instructor at the Celestial Academy held me back. Both of us would get in too much trouble, so I’d just made her come on my cock twice and called it a day. 
 
    As I approached the door, Eiko’s chanting broke off.  
 
    “Enter,” the Divination instructor purred, a knowing lilt to her tone. “Don’t just stand there on the threshold—you’re much too bold for that…” 
 
    I swallowed hard.  
 
    Had she just been thinking the same thing as me?  
 
    Only one way to find out.  
 
    Marshalling my courage, I stepped inside. 
 
    Eiko was indeed meditating naked, as was her custom. The beautiful Asian-looking instructor sat cross-legged before a massive pit of sand, watching through heavy-lidded eyes as Maddie worked her way through whatever lesson Eiko intended to teach.  
 
    It looked like the pair of them were standing in a Japanese Zen Garden, and the long-handled rake in Maddie’s hand only added to the feeling. 
 
    “Ah, Luke Bell. I knew you were just about to arrive.” Eiko couldn’t have sounded smugger about it if she tried. “Is everything in my tower to your liking, young man?” 
 
    It most certainly was.  
 
    Most women looked even better in some skimpy clothing than they did naked, but Eiko was one hell of an exception. With her high cheekbones, raven-dark hair, and ample breasts, she looked like some kind of empress or courtesan from a samurai epic.  
 
    Her four fox tails beat a tattoo against the floor around her thighs, two black and two white. Was that her restraining her excitement to see me—like a dog happy to see its Master coming home? Or was she just toying with me? 
 
    “Very much so,” I said, tearing my eyes away with reluctance from the naked form of the mature instructor. “You haven’t been answering your phone, Maddie?” 
 
    My angelic girlfriend stood staring deeply into the lines she’d made on the sand. At the sound of my voice, she gave a start like someone snapping out of a trance, shaking herself gently.  
 
    A big smile spread across her face at the sight of me, and she dropped the rake and came racing over to me. 
 
    “Luke!” Maddie was in my arms, giggling and squeeing. “It’s so good to see you, baby! What brings you to the Celestial Realm?” 
 
    “I missed you,” I murmured, then corrected myself. “But that’s not the only reason. I messaged you, but you must have been way too into this lesson to pick up.” 
 
    Eiko leaned back smoothly, a beam of sunlight from the ceiling illuminating her naked breasts.  
 
    “You’re going to the Fae Realm,” the instructor said, the corner of her mouth making a Mona Lisa smile. 
 
    Maddie’s mouth formed a little ‘o’ of surprise. “What? Again?” 
 
    She wasn’t supposed to tell anyone that, but I got the distinct impression Eiko knew everything there was to know about our excursion in the liminal zone already. 
 
    “It’s kind of an emergency,” I said, putting an arm around Maddie’s waist.  
 
    Holy shit it felt good to hold her. I loved using my demon girls like living sex toys, but there was just a different energy between me and Maddie. Something more like the old-school version of love and devotion than the perverted stuff I got up to with the rest of my harem—though Maddie could be plenty freaky when the moment called for it.  
 
    “I’ll explain when we meet the rest of the harem,” I said. “We’ve got a new member, by the way.” 
 
    Maddie’s face lit up. “Is it Raquelle!? Oh, Luke, I’m so happy—but I wish I could have been there!” 
 
    “It’s better this way,” Eiko said smoothly. As if she knew everything. 
 
    I whirled on the instructor, irritation on my face. “How do you know about the Fae Realm?” 
 
    A smug smirk spread across the instructor’s obscenely hot goddess face. “What sort of Professor of Divination would I be were I not to know a thing like that?” She gestured for me to approach the dais on which she sat. “Come closer. I want to show you something, Luke Bell.” 
 
    I hesitated. Was this some kind of trap?  
 
    Eiko certainly hadn’t seemed to be on Judyth’s side back when we’d made love for the first time. Yet that could all have been part of the plan: like an undercover cop who let themself get in deep with a cartel, Eiko could have allowed herself to be fucked right up to the point of falling under my control in order to ingratiate herself with my harem.  
 
    She could be working for Judyth, her agent in the Prudence School, planning to capture me— 
 
    Stop it, I told myself.  
 
    Down that road lay madness. I could not allow my paranoia to get the better of me. If I did, I’d be seeing enemies around every corner. 
 
    Besides, I’d seen the look in Eiko’s eyes when I drove my cock deep inside of her. I’d felt her walls grip me like they never wanted to let me go while she rode me, skillfully gripping my prick with her soft folds. I knew there was no betrayal in this woman’s heart. 
 
    I stood beside her. My eyes remained fixed on her curves, which made Eiko’s smile deepen.  
 
    “Look down,” she purred, pointing at the pit of sand. “Tell me what you see.” 
 
    “Sand,” I said, glancing at the lines Maddie had driven into the flat expanse of sand. There were some patterns, to be sure, but nothing I could make any sense of. 
 
    “Sand!” Eiko repeated with a land. “Maddie and I have been practicing Sand Divination—an ancient art, the practice of seeing the future in patterns of sand. Specifically, your future.” Eiko leaned back. “That’s why she hasn’t been checking her phone. Look closer, Luke Bell. Look into the fragments of becoming.” 
 
    At first, I didn’t understand what she meant. All I saw was an endless expanse of sand, stretching from one end of my view to the other.  
 
    Then the sand began to swirl like a spiral, forming a whirlpool that washed over all three of us. 
 
    “What the hell!?” I yelled, raising my voice over the sound of the storm. “Is this some kind of trick, Eiko!?” 
 
    “No trick,” the instructor assured me.  
 
    Oddly, the sand didn’t seem to touch her—it rolled around her naked body rather than scraping it, though endless grains of it cut across my robes while the walls embraced us.  
 
    “Watch closely, Luke,” Eiko said. “Watch the future!” 
 
    Lights flashed in the darkness. At first, the images I saw in each brief explosion of light made no sense—then I realized what I was seeing.  
 
    The Fae Realm. 
 
    I saw myself riding atop of a massive armored tank, leading an army into battle. I saw my girls fighting, unleashing untold amounts of supernatural energy against an army of Fae monsters.  
 
    Christina, Mareth, Maddie, Raquelle—even Lilith entered the fray, fighting against the same twisted fairy tale elves we’d fought in the liminal zone. 
 
    Only now there were more of them. A lot more. 
 
    “It’s a whole army!” I howled as the scenes changed.  
 
    They flashed and flickered now, like a film reel that had split in the middle of an act. A sad-eyed redhead wearing a tiara. Lucifer looking more haggard than I’d ever seen the Prince of Darkness. Lilith speared through by an unseen figure wielding a golden bow. Christina screaming as her leathery wings were torn off her body. 
 
    I saw the Celestial Academy, and the Infernal one, invaded by a fleet of Fae. A gray-skinned female elf stood at their head, accepting the surrender of the faculty with a wicked smile stretched too-far across her face. 
 
     There was only one conclusion I could draw from all of this: we were up against something very, very bad in the Fae Realm. Something that could resist my entire team, that could invade our Realms like an army… 
 
    Before the vision faded, I saw the most horrible thing of all.  
 
    Armies of Fae clambering at the Pearly Gates and the Infernal Entrance, kicking open the doors to Hell and Heaven. Sweeping all the Realms, knocking them down like dominos before turning toward the ultimate prize. 
 
    Earth. 
 
    The walls of sand collapsed around me, and the three of us were back in Eiko’s study.  
 
    Tears streamed down Maddie’s cheeks, my angelic girlfriend’s shoulders shaking in silent sobs.  
 
    I could tell that what she’d seen had affected her deeply—and if I were to look in a mirror, I’d probably see a similar expression on my own face.  
 
    Lilith and Christina taking mortal wounds? My whole harem being destroyed by the Fae? 
 
    It was unthinkable. Impossible. 
 
    “What am I looking at?” I said, rubbing sweat from my forehead.  
 
    My knees shook gently as I got control of myself, turning to look at Eiko.  
 
    The raven-haired Divination instructor leaned back against her chair, sighing like she’d just set down a heavy weight. 
 
    I knew what she was going to say before she said it. 
 
    “The Day of Judgement,” Eiko whispered, speaking the ancient words. 
 
    It was just as I feared.  
 
    But even I couldn’t have guessed what she’d say next. 
 
    “You, Luke Bell,” Eiko said, a faint smile playing across her features. “You are about to cause it.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I stared at Eiko, shocked to my core.  
 
    The Day of Judgement? 
 
    I’d thought the fucking Day of Judgement was just a legend—the Infernal and Celestial equivalent of Ragnarök. A day that might come in the distant future when the combined forces of Heaven and Hell met on a battlefield to decide the fate of all existence.  
 
    On a logical level, I knew that might be something that could happen—maybe somewhere near the end of time. The thought that not only would I live through the Day of Judgement, but that I might be its catalyst!? 
 
    It blew my mind. 
 
    “That’s not possible,” I said, the words falling like ash from my lips. “The Day of Judgement is just a myth…” 
 
    Eiko laughed, but there was nothing humorous about her tone.  
 
    “It is anything but,” the instructor said, still making no move to cover up her nudity. “Though he knows it not, your servant Oni has unintentionally set both Heaven and Hell on the path to the Day of Judgement, Luke. But while Oni doused both Realms in gasoline, it’s you who is going to light the fuse. You, Luke Bell, will be the catalyst that pushes both the Celestial and Infernal Academies into outright war.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it.  
 
    “I won’t,” I said, shaking my head. “There’s no way I’d do that! I don’t want to start a war—I just want to succeed Lucifer as the Lord of Hell!” 
 
    “You don’t have a choice,” Eiko said sadly. “If you continue on the path you are walking, the Day of Judgement will be inevitable. As you’ve seen, both Heaven and Hell will be conquered by the Fae. Your harem will be utterly destroyed, and while your own future is more uncertain, I doubt you want to continue in a world without your women.” 
 
    Tears flowed freely down Maddie’s cheeks now, and her sobs were no longer silent.  
 
    The sight of my angelic harem girl in so much emotional pain activated every protective instinct I had, yet I held myself back.  
 
    I needed to know more—I had to. There had to be some way to avoid the Day of Judgement. 
 
    “No,” I said, taking a step back. I took a look around the room, taking in the rows and rows of ancient books adorning Eiko’s wall. “That can’t be true. The future isn’t written in stone, Eiko—you said it yourself, these are just fragments. They might be avoided.” An idea occurred to me. “If all hope really was lost, you and I wouldn’t even be having this conversation.” 
 
    Eiko smiled as if I’d just hit a bullseye.  
 
    “Very perceptive,” she murmured, gesturing for Maddie to approach. The angel did, gratefully pressing her face beneath Eiko’s shoulder and sobbing some more. “It is still possible for you to win the day, Luke Bell. The Day of Judgement may indeed be avoided yet—but not if you’re allowed to go into the Fae Realm unaccompanied. Allowed to make your own decisions, you will inevitably make the wrong ones—and then, all existence will be lost.” 
 
    I’d begun to follow Eiko’s train of thought. I wasn’t sure if I liked it.  
 
    “This is why you’ve been training Maddie so hard, isn’t it?” I asked. “Schooling her in all these different methods of Divination. It’s so she can guide us through the Fae Realm. Make sure we don’t make the wrong choices and damn us all to the Day of Judgement.” 
 
    It made so much sense that I was sure I’d gotten it right.  
 
    But instead, Maddie lifted her head and sobbed. 
 
    “I tried,” my girlfriend panted, her lips a tight little line. “I tried so hard, baby. But I’m not ready—I’m not strong enough to lead us through the Fae!” 
 
    “Don’t be so hard on yourself,” Eiko said, running an arm down Maddie’s side. “I’m not certain it was possible for you—or anyone else for that matter—to be ready in time for a crisis like this.” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “What’s the play, then?” 
 
    Eiko’s eyes narrowed. “If I let you run off, Luke Bell, you will bring us all to ruin. I’ve seen several possible futures stemming from your visit to the Fae, and let me tell you—they’re not pretty. Having your names stolen by the Fae Realm and being used as puppets to assassinate Lucifer and the Headmistresses is one of the less blood-soaked possibilities, if that gives you any idea of the carnage I’ve seen.” 
 
    Just the thought of it made me sick. But through it all, I couldn’t help but notice Eiko’s tone.  
 
    “If you let me?” I asked. “Are you really in a position to stop the future Archlord of Hell, Eiko?” 
 
    That Mona Lisa smile spread across the raven-haired instructor’s face yet again.  
 
    “You think I mean to attack you?” she asked. “That’s precious. No, Luke Bell. In order to safeguard the future, I will need to do something rather bad, I’m afraid.” 
 
    It took a moment for it to sink in. When it did, my cock jerked in my slacks. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Oh.” 
 
    Eiko stretched like a cat, allowing Maddie to slip from her grasp. Her motions were fluid and languid, as if begging me to devour her lush curves. I eagerly complied, feeling my cock swell even harder. 
 
    “Oh, come on, Luke. Aren’t you wondering why I stripped down to greet you when I knew you were coming? Why my body is ready for you, and…” she reached between her legs and spread her folds with a hand, “…my pussy is freshly shaved?” 
 
    Fuck, I thought, staring at the soft pinkness between her legs. She’s so shameless… 
 
    “I’m one orgasm away from being bound to you,” Eiko said, rising smoothly from her dais. She crossed the space between us, the heat rolling off her body like an open oven. “My protection will allow you to safely navigate the Fae Realm without making the wrong decisions. The solution is obvious. You’ll finish what you started, and bring me along with the rest of your harem on the mission.” 
 
    My head swam with the repercussions.  
 
    “But Eiko,” I said, confused. “How are you supposed to fulfill your duties at the Celestial Academy when you’re bound to an Archlord of Hell?” 
 
    Eiko’s laugh was like the tinkling of windchimes. “Simple—I can’t. I will have to defect from the Celestial School entirely, and join you in your harem. Assuming you’ll have me, of course.” 
 
    Wow.  
 
    I couldn’t lie—the thought of having a gorgeous MILF like Eiko in my crew definitely excited me. She could teach some of my younger girls a thing or three—I’d have loved to see her matched up with someone like Raquelle, throw a whole Daddy/’young man’ combo into the mix.  
 
    The thought of it sent chills down my spine and made my cock throb. 
 
    Would Eiko be satisfied with that? 
 
    “You’d be throwing away decades of training,” I told her, cocking my head to the side. “Not to mention your tenure with the Celestial Academy. All that power, all that prestige—you’re telling me you’re really willing to throw all of that away in order to be my woman?” 
 
    Eiko pursed her lips.  
 
    “I would not have flirted so close to the edge if I never intended to one day sail right over, Luke Bell.” Her hand clutched the bulge between my legs. “I’ve never really gotten the respect I deserve here. And, if we’re being completely honest, it’s been a very long time since I’ve been with a man who wasn’t too intimidated to treat me the way I deserve to be treated in bed. Leave the Celestial Academy to get fucked by you? It sounds like a wonderful vacation.” 
 
    Maddie locked eyes with me. After a beat, my angel girlfriend nodded. Do it, she was saying. 
 
    I didn’t know how Christina and Mareth would react to having Eiko in the harem, but it really wasn’t up to them, now was it? As long as Eiko made me happy, got me off, they’d have to put up with her. 
 
    There was just one question. 
 
    “That’s all very nice,” I said, taking hold of Eiko’s ass like I already owned it. “But what makes you think I want you?” 
 
    Eiko’s shocked expression told me she was more amused than offended by my suggestion. “Ha! That’s a very good question, Luke. Were you not satisfied by our last time together?” 
 
    Flashes of my last encounter with Eiko filled my mind.  
 
    Oh yeah. I definitely wanted more of that. 
 
    Eiko took another step closer to me, pressing her body against mine. Even after emptying myself all over and inside of Raquelle, the feel of such a gorgeous older woman against me did things to my cock. 
 
    “You have many submissive women, Luke,” Eiko purred, smiling up at me. “Many women who kneel before you, who worship you. But I wager you don’t have anyone who can do this.” 
 
    Before I had time to react, Eiko was on me. 
 
    She tipped me over backward, so that I landed on my ass in the sand. In a flash, she had my pants around my ankles, my thick cock sticking straight upward like a flag. Being completely naked, it was the easiest thing in the world for Eiko to mount me—only she did so backward, planning to ride me reverse cowgirl. 
 
    I tried to rise—and found her hands pinning my wrists to the ground. Eiko let out a chuckle as she mounted me, running her tight slit up and down my cock until her juice coated my dick and balls.  
 
    I could feel how turned on Eiko was, how utterly ready she’d made her body for the third and final orgasm to bind herself to me forever. My cock pulsed and jerked between her lips as she rode it again and again, never giving me the release of being buried inside of her. 
 
    “Remember,” Eiko purred, watching me over her shoulder, “only I have to cum to seal the bond between us, Luke. But I’m really, really hoping you pump my fertile pussy full of your hot seed…” 
 
    As I struggled to say something, anything in response, Eiko lowered her hips and engulfed me. She impaled herself on my prick, mewling like a cat as my cock bottomed out inside of her. My balls pulsed, shooting a jet of pre-cum upward to spray against her super tight walls.  
 
    Oh fuck that was good! 
 
    I’d fucked Eiko before, sure. But it hadn’t been like this. This was a whole new Eiko—a savage who lived to get fucked. Who took my dick, rather than letting me ram it inside of her. 
 
    I should have been pissed. Instead, I was intoxicated. 
 
    Also—fertile pussy? Was Eiko implying I could get her pregnant? 
 
     I hadn’t managed that with any of my harem yet, though not for lack of trying. I never used condoms, and I always finished inside—when I didn’t pull out and paint one of my harem girls’ faces and tits, that was.  
 
    Would Eiko be the first? The thought of the maternal instructor bearing my heirs felt surprisingly erotic, and my hips pumped upward to meet hers, stroke for stroke. 
 
    Oh, Eiko liked that.  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she panted, her raven-black hair trailing down her back as she bounced up and down on my dick.  
 
    Her thick ass jiggled as she rode me, and if my hands were free, I’d have been spanking her so hard she’d have a handprint across those cheeks all the way into the Fae Realm. But she had me pinned, holding me down while she pounded herself harder than any porn star. 
 
    Suddenly, there was someone lying next to me in the sand. In comparison to Eiko, Maddie was almost too submissive. The gorgeous angel curled up against me, stroking my check and purring in my ear as Eiko’s pussy gripped me like a fist. 
 
    “Lift your hips a little bit more in the air,” Maddie whimpered, reaching down and giving my balls a squeeze as Eiko’s juice dripped down my cock. “Really fuck her, Luke! Just because she’s on top doesn’t mean she’s in control…” 
 
    I leaned over and kissed Maddie, hard, as I upthrust into Eiko’s heavenly tightness. The angle couldn’t have been more perfect—with Eiko’s legs spread wide, I could drill deeper than deep into her pussy. Every thrust slammed the crown of my cock into her cervix, a move that would have made a human woman scream with pain but only filled Eiko with pleasure. 
 
    “Yes, baby!” The instructor held nothing back, riding me skillfully. “I’m going to cum, Luke! I’m going to cum, and then I’ll be yours! Your woman, your angel—your property! Ah, I want you to cum inside me, Luke, I want you to nut in my pussy! I want to feel you shoot inside me, I wanna know I’m yours…” 
 
    Eiko was going to get her wish very soon.  
 
    Every time she slammed her thick hips down on me, the pleasure crested higher and higher. I could feel the muscles of her pussy quivering around me, clenching harder and faster as she reached her own peak.  
 
    It was a race—and neither one of us wanted to lose. 
 
    Maddie broke the kiss and held my face in both of her hands, gazing at me with so much love and devotion I wanted to break apart.  
 
    Imagine a normal human woman looking like that at her man while he fucks another girl, I thought. Fuck, I’m so lucky… 
 
    “I can’t wait for Eiko to be one of us,” Maddie whimpered, sounding like she was on the verge of cumming herself. “It’s great having lots of demons and succubi for you to fuck, but a fox girl? And one who’s an authority figure—like Professor Eiko—unnnngh! That’s so hawt! Would you like to see her discipline me, baby? Pull my skirt up and whip my angel ass for being such a bad girl?” 
 
    “Fuck yes,” I whimpered, my cock jerking inside of Eiko’s pussy. “Oh fuck, I want to see her do that to you, Maddie. Shit, you’d look so fucking cute getting spanked!” 
 
    Just then, Eiko let out a groan that let me know she was close.  
 
    I was right there with her—my cock pulsed with every rapid beat of my heart, flexing inside of her soft, silky walls.  
 
    She slammed herself down on me one last time as hard as she could, burying my prick inside her pussy, and rolled her hips in a circle as she prepared to milk me dry. 
 
    We both sailed over the edge at the same moment.  
 
    As the pleasure became blinding, Eiko’s thighs clenched around me, and she screamed in a torrent of bliss.  
 
    From somewhere far away, I could hear Maddie coaxing me to unload inside of Eiko, but I was already there.  
 
    Thick spurts of hot white cream filled the fertile instructor’s pussy, spraying against her walls like a fucking garden hose as I put every single drop of my load right where it belonged. Sex with Raquelle hadn’t drained me a bit—I unloaded inside of Eiko like I hadn’t gotten laid in a month, shooting until I was utterly dry. 
 
    Eiko’s transformation was far less extreme than the others I’d seen.  
 
    Her fox tails whirled around her, doubling until there were nine protruding from her lower back, rather than the four I’d seen. Two sets of two each were black, then white, with the final ninth tail a brilliant mix of the two, almost like Raquelle’s wings. Just like with the barely legal angel, this change marked Eiko’s now being ‘in-between’ the Infernal and Celestial Realm. She was an angelic being—or a being who worked with angels, in any case—who was nevertheless bound to the likely next Lord of Hell. 
 
    As juice dripped down my cock, Eiko sighed and squealed like she’d never felt such pleasure before. Even the first two orgasms I’d wrung from her gorgeous, mature body paled in comparison to this one. Her heavy breasts bounced up and down, her ass jiggling as shuddering sighs spilled from her lips. 
 
    “Good boy,” Eiko purred, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Ohh, that’s my good boy, yeah… fill me with that cum! Ohhh I want every last drop of it in me! You’re such a hard young man! So strong! Ungh, fill me up!” 
 
    I did exactly as Eiko asked.  
 
    My cock didn’t leave her until every last drop had drained from my balls, sprayed deep into her spasming channel where it belonged.  
 
    Finally, Eiko slumped over, curling up on my other side.  
 
    All the while, Maddie raked my chest with her nails, occasionally reaching down to squeeze my balls and tell me what a wonderful, awesome boyfriend I was.  
 
    How had I lucked out with this girl? 
 
    Eiko rolled over, smiling that enigmatic smile.  
 
    “Well,” she whispered, “I’m an enemy of my own Academy now. No turning back. I belong to Luke Bell now.” 
 
    I reached over and gave her ass the firm swat I’d been longing to deliver since she pinned my wrists down.  
 
    “Welcome to the harem,” I grinned, watching her ass bounce. “Are you able to see if that load inside you is going to knock you up or not?” 
 
    Maddie’s jaw dropped open at the idea. “Ohmigosh, yes! I mean, I’d love to be the first to have your babies, Luke, but you getting Eiko pregnant would just be the cutest thing…” 
 
    Eiko watched me through heavy-lidded eyes, drunk on bliss.  
 
    “The future is never quite that clear to me,” she purred, idly giving my cock a stroke. “I can’t be certain one way or the other—but I most definitely wouldn’t mind bearing your heirs, young man.” She nibbled at her bottom lip, as if trying to decide whether or not to get on top of me again. “Whenever you’d like to try, just let me know. Or don’t let me know—just mount me whenever you feel the urge. I give you permission to do so.” 
 
    Really? A free-use harem member? The thought made me a little dizzy.  
 
    “I don’t know about that,” I said, chuckling. “If you start with that, then Christina and Mareth will want to follow suit. Then, I’ll be expected to randomly fuck everyone at least once every other hour…” 
 
    Maddie curled up next to me, batting her big eyelashes like the most innocent girl in the world. “So? What’s wrong with that?” 
 
    I sighed and shook my head.  
 
    Eiko rose swiftly, waving a hand as her shimmering robes formed over her luscious body.  
 
    I was sad to see such a sight go, but knowing that having it again was as easy as ripping her clothes off and taking her made me feel like one hell of a man. 
 
    Eiko looked down at the arcane symbols studding her robes and smiled.  
 
    “We should head back to the Infernal Academy,” she purred, stretching like a cat. Her tails flickered behind her robe. “The midnight hour is fast approaching. We have a meeting with Lilith in the liminal zone, do we not?” 
 
    I stared at her flatly.  
 
    “I keep forgetting you know all this shit,” I said, reaching for my own robes. “You’ll let me know when I reach one of those big decisions that’s going to send us all to the Day of Judgement, right, Eiko?” 
 
    Suddenly, her eyes were two black pits.  
 
    “Oh yes,” the instructor murmured, grinning from ear to ear. “Don’t worry about that, young man. I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’ll guide you through—and anyone who tries to stop me is going to find out that Eiko Ninetails is anything but a pushover…” 
 
    “You certainly pushed me over,” I said, sliding my robes back on. “That’s okay, though, I kinda liked it. I’d like to see you act like that with some of my girls, actually.” 
 
    “I would love that as well,” Eiko said, her lips curled in a smile. “Now let’s be off, Luke. Time waits for no man—and certainly not for an Archlord of Hell.” 
 
    An important thing to remember as we headed for the Fae Realm.

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I hadn’t been gone from the Infernal Academy long as I stepped through the portal from my subspace, but already I could feel a change in the air. 
 
    Our mission into the Fae Realm was a carefully guarded secret, but in the Infernal Realm, gossip and rumors were almost as common as pits of fire and hot demon girls.  
 
    Somehow, the news had spread through the Academy—if not the specific details, then at least the fact that something big was brewing under the surface.  
 
    Every other demon seemed to be whispering about the disappearance of Judyth Dominia and what it might mean. The normal partying that infected the green was nowhere to be seen, replaced with worry about a potential Celestial vs. Infernal war. 
 
    It didn’t help that I had one of the Celestial Academy’s instructors on my arm as I made my way through campus.  
 
    Demons were shocked beyond belief at the sight of an angelic instructor walking with a candidate for Archlord of Hell—especially when she clearly looked like she’d just been fucked good and hard. The fact that Eiko smiled back at every demon who noticed her, grinning like a cat with a whole bowl of cream, just cemented the fact that my hookup with a Celestial instructor would be on everyone’s lips within the next few minutes. 
 
    Something moved through the student body even deeper than that, however. Sure, news of intra-academy hookups were always juicy, but something in the air said the normal rules no longer applied.  
 
    The gap between the Infernal and the Celestial Academies had been growing smaller ever since I was given Dual Enrollment. It had narrowed even further when Raquelle started taking classes in Hell’s college.  
 
    Now, with Eiko openly walking around as one of my women, the gap between good and evil felt smaller than ever. 
 
    The rest of my harem waited up front, just as I’d expected.  
 
    The front gates of the Infernal Academy were wrought iron, covered in demons and gargoyles and overlooking a fountain and parking circle.  
 
    A demonic attendant waited bored out of their mind by the valet’s booth, having already brought my sentient car to the front gates. 
 
    Actually, I thought as I approached, Godfrey probably took the initiative.  
 
    I bet the people who worked here hated that… 
 
    Christina saw me first.  
 
    “There you are!” the blonde giggled, putting her hands on her hips and thrusting out her hips as I approached. Then she saw Eiko hanging from my arm, and her jaw hit the fucking floor. 
 
    “Um.” Mareth looked at the instructor sideways, playing with the hem of her schoolgirl’s skirt. I knew damn well there were no panties on under that fabric, and Mareth was probably fantasizing about sitting in my lap in the driver’s seat. “Did you bring another girl with you to the Fae Realm, Luke?” 
 
    Raquelle’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head.  
 
    “You mean I’m not the only girl you bound today!?” the angel said, her cheeks going pale. 
 
    “Don’t feel bad,” Maddie said, giving the new angel a peck on the cheek. “This one’s been a long time coming. I love your wings, by the way! They’re super cute!” 
 
    Maddie’s remark broke the ice.  
 
    The girls fell into giggling and gossiping as I strode over to Godfrey, mentally setting out the seating chart the sentient car would need to follow in order to carry us into the Fae Realm.  
 
    One thing was clear—though Godfrey was one hell of a hot rod, there was no way my expanded harem would fit inside of him. 
 
    “Good evening, Master,” Godfrey said, his voice vaguely British and sounding a bit like a butler. “I understand we’re driving back to the liminal zone. Is that correct?” 
 
    “Yep,” I said, glancing back at my harem. “We’ve got a few more passengers than last time.” 
 
    “The last time I went to the liminal zone, I exploded!” Godfrey said cheerfully. “But I’m sure this time will be different!” 
 
    “I admire your optimism,” I said, chuckling. “Is there anything you can do to accommodate a couple extra girls, by the way? Maybe transform into something with a bit more stretch?” 
 
    I’d been thinking of a limousine, or maybe a big SUV. But Godfrey, it seemed, had already given the matter a great deal of thought—and come up with a whole different plan.  
 
    “Of course, Master! If we’re traveling deep into the Fae Realm, we’re going to need some superior firepower! All I need is your verbal ‘OK’ in order to begin the transformation!” 
 
    Was that all? Huh, well—I suppose I could see what Godfrey had in mind. 
 
    “Go for it,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. 
 
    Meanwhile, behind me, the girls were all laughs.  
 
    “Luke’s really gathered one hell of an army of babes,” Mareth said, giving Raquelle and Eiko long, sultry looks. “I’m really looking forward to the first time all of us can get into one bed together.” 
 
    “It’ll have to be a California King,” Raquelle snickered, mentally trying to picture all of us on one mattress. 
 
    “Perhaps a pool,” Eiko purred, giving the red-headed angel a knowing glance. “One with a nice audience who can cheer us on.” 
 
    Raquelle’s cheeks flushed as red as her hair.  
 
    “How do you know about that!?” she snapped, looking at each member of the harem as if waiting for a confession. 
 
    “She’s a Divination professor,” Maddie explained. “Seeing future events is her forte. She probably saw you come all over Luke’s dick before you even realized you were going to ride it.” 
 
    That could have gotten awkward, but Eiko stepped in.  
 
    “Was a Divination professor,” she explained, running a hand down her midnight-black robes and the silver arcane symbols stitched into it. “I’ve defected from the Celestial Academy. I no longer teach—well, I don’t teach magic, in any case. I’d be glad to teach all of you a few tricks, however.” The smile was back on her face, and the girls looked up for the challenge. 
 
    I would’ve liked to have heard their boasts from that point on—but then Godfrey began to transform, and my attention was abruptly elsewhere.  
 
    The hot rod shuddered, chrome and metal flipping every which way like a Transformer caught in a black hole. For a few moments, Godfrey didn’t resemble a car at all—he looked like one of those artist’s depictions of an angel from medieval carvings, a horrible swirl of eyes and flames and non-Euclidean angles. 
 
    The new Godfrey began to form, and I felt my mouth beginning to salivate. 
 
    As the car’s frame stretched, what had become a hot rod became an oversized Humvee.  
 
    Thick guns lay across both sides, with something with a stubby barrel beneath the hood that certainly couldn’t be anything good for a Fae invader. Most surprising was the massive gun on top of the roof, capable of being twisted in three hundred and sixty degrees at any time. A long bandolier of bullets led from it over one side of the Humvee, curled up in a dispenser underneath the passenger side door. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I said, hands on my hips as I surveyed the new Godfrey. “Yeah, this will definitely be able to handle anything the Fae Realm wants to throw at us.” 
 
    My harem girls crowded around the Humvee, oohing and aahing as they peered at its luxurious interior. 
 
     “Look at all that leather,” Christina purred, sniffing like she could smell it. “Makes me think of whips and chains. I bet we could get real wild in this ride!” 
 
    “More importantly, there’s room for all of us,” Eiko said, looking at the wide seats. “With a couple spaces for girls Luke might add to his harem in the Fae Realm.” 
 
    All heads turned to Eiko at that statement.  
 
    “Girls… in the Fae Realm?” Mareth asked, looking dumbfounded. 
 
    “No way,” Maddie said, pulling a face. “The Fae are monsters. You’re not… You don’t see Luke hooking up with a Fae, do you?” 
 
    Again with that Mona Lisa smile!  
 
    I could tell Eiko was going to be trouble—she loved driving my harem crazy.  
 
    “Perhaps I’ve said too much already,” the instructor said, smoothly sliding into Godfrey’s back seat. “I’ll take the far window seat in the back, if that’s alright with everyone. I assume the real war will be for shotgun…” 
 
    Eiko was right about that.  
 
    Every one of my harem girls wanted to be sitting next to me as we drove into the Fae. But after a bit of thought, I decided Maddie would get the honors. She was the only harem girl I hadn’t had time to get freaky with today—and I needed her positive energy. No matter what happened to me and my harem, Maddie never failed to be a ray of sunshine. I needed that. 
 
    There were two rows of leather seats behind the driver’s and passenger seat. Christina and Mareth took the middle, laying across each other like naughty sluts in a rap video, while Eiko and Raquelle took up places on the opposite side of the backseat. Neither looked as thirsty as the two demon girls, considering both of them had gotten fucked already today.  
 
    I knew that either of them would gladly do whatever I wanted, though, and that made me feel fucking great. 
 
    “Alright, Godfrey,” I said, buckling my seatbelt and reaching for the goat’s head gearshift between my seat and Maddie’s. “Let’s get our asses to the liminal zone before Lilith thinks we’ve pussied out…” 
 
    “Sir,” Godfrey said brightly, interrupting me. “Lilith is aware of your preparations to leave! But before we travel to the liminal zone, I need to let you know there’s a message waiting for you in my in-vehicle messaging system!” 
 
    That caught my girls’ attention.  
 
    Eiko and Raquelle leaned forward, while Christina and Mareth shared a worried glance. 
 
     “Is it my aunt?” Mareth asked, meaning Lilith. “Maybe she wants to give us some kind of pep talk before we go?” 
 
    “Or this is all some kind of misdirection,” I grunted. “And the liminal zone is just a cover for our real objective.” Knowing Lilith, that kind of game was a distinct possibility. “Who’s the message from, Godfrey? Infernal or Celestial?” 
 
    The car’s machine voice was suddenly pensive. “It’s, well… I’ll just let you listen to it, Master!” 
 
    There was a click, and then I heard a smooth male voice I would have recognized instantly. Every hair in my body stood on end, including the ones on the back of my neck. Behind me, all of my harem girls stiffened. 
 
    “Lucifer,” I said, giving the message my full and undivided attention. 
 
    “Luke Bell!”  
 
    The Prince of Darkness’s voice was pre-recorded, of course, but that didn’t stop him from sounding like he was responding to me personally. Even I didn’t know the full extent of Lucifer’s powers—for all I knew he was speaking to me live somehow.  
 
    He continued. “If you’re listening to this message, young man, then you’re about to head into the Fae Realm for the second time. Hopefully, this will be the last.” 
 
    “You can say that again,” Christina muttered from the center console. 
 
    “Before you leave our Realm, I just want to say how incredibly proud I am of you,” the Devil said. It felt more than a little strange to hear him talking about me this way, and I found myself waiting for the other shoe to drop. “The number of mortals who could come away from a meeting with me with their sanity intact, let alone their ambition, is few—and you have exceeded my expectations in every way! I’ve seen you climb the ranks in the Infernal Academy, claim angels in the Celestial Academy, and now you point your powerful apparatus at the Fae. A most appropriate test for an Archlord of Hell, wouldn’t you think?” 
 
    I could almost hear Lucifer wiggling his eyebrows.  
 
    “This is a test,” I muttered, loud enough for the harem to hear. 
 
    “That’s right,” Lucifer said, chuckling to himself. No doubt about it—he’d anticipated my responses and worked them into this message. “The Fae Realm will be your true test, Luke—a kind of ‘final exam’ for all of existence. Should you win the day and succeed in stopping the Day of Judgement from occurring, you’ll truly have made yourself worthy to take on the mantle of Lord of Hell. I daresay I’d be able to call off the whole competition for Archlord should that happen!” 
 
    “How does he know all this?” I asked, looking over at Maddie. “What’s his game?” 
 
    Maddie shrugged. It looked cute with her wings.  
 
    “He’s the Devil,” she said, as if that explained everything. “Plans within plans within plans…” 
 
    “Now, I want to give you a few tips before you enter the Fae Realm,” Lucifer said, sounding more like a proud father-in-law than ever before. “Yes, I know my ex-wife is supposed to be briefing you and your harem, but let’s just say there’s a few topics even her prodigious intelligence is liable to overlook.” 
 
    “That’s saying something,” Raquelle giggled from the backseat. “Honestly, if there’s one faculty member you should poach from the Infernal and Celestial Academies to spice up your harem, it’s her…” 
 
    Again, the thought of that strange vision flickered through my head. 
 
    Mareth did a full one-eighty in her seat, staring daggers at the red-headed angel.  
 
    “You know, some of us don’t get along with Lilith at all!” the succubus growled, louder than she’d probably intended. “In fact, some of us have deep seated family issues that mean we want to claw her fucking face off it we were given half a chance!” 
 
    Raquelle took all of this coolly and in stride. Now that she was in my harem, the ambitious angel didn’t fear anything.  
 
    “I think I know which member of the harem that might be,” she purred, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “That’s just one of many, though. If this thing gets much bigger, Luke will have to open up multiple wings of his penthouse. You and Lilith might not even have to see each other—just know that every now and then, Luke’s dick is going to taste like the other demon girl’s pussy…” 
 
    Okay, the thought of that got me rock fucking hard. So much so that I had to ask Godfrey to pause Lucifer’s message and back it up to where my mind started to drift. The Prince of Darkness didn’t sound irritated at all to be rewound—if anything, he sounded like he’d expected it. 
 
    “In order to show the kind of progress you’ll need to fulfill your objective, you must ascend to the apex of three different paths,” Lucifer explained as my harem continued to bicker. Only Maddie and I were paying full attention, though the other girls trickled in as they trailed off. “Two of these paths you’re already familiar with: the Infernal School and the Celestial School. The Angels of Darkness and Light, to put it in another fashion.” 
 
    Did I hear laughter in Lucifer’s tone? Where had I heard those phrases before? I struggled to remember.  
 
    Angel of Darkness, Angel of Light… 
 
    “The third path, of course, is the path of the Fae. You’ll encounter that soon enough in your travels, I’m certain.” Lucifer cleared his throat, as if emphasizing this part. “Up until this point, you’ve done well in selecting the women to remain at your side within your harem. Having representatives from both the Infernal and Celestial sides of the fence is imperative, because those women can amplify your powers and help you reach the apex which I’ve explained to you. I’m sure you’re wondering then: Lucifer, how do I do that within the Fae Realm?” 
 
    Okay, now I could definitely hear Lucifer laughing. 
 
    “All I can tell you is to keep your eyes open,” the Prince of Darkness said, chuckling to himself. “I’m sure you’ll find the right companion to activate this third path soon enough. Considering what an able cocksman you’ve proved yourself to be thus far, I have no doubt you’ll be able to seduce the proper wench in due order. Best of luck.” 
 
    “Wait a second!” Christina’s gaze sharpened from the center console. “Did Satan just say you need a Fae Bae!?” 
 
    “Something like that,” I said with a snicker of my own. “Why, does that freak you out?” 
 
    A field of shaking heads greeted me in the rearview mirror.  
 
    It couldn’t have been clearer that my girls were ride or die: my harem was down for whatever I needed.  
 
    Any girl we needed to conquer, any army we needed to slaughter—they were ready for the task. They were a group of powerful, badass bitches, and they belonged to me body and soul. Available at my beck and call. 
 
    I’d built a fucking army, I realized. And now it was time to go invade the Fae Realm with it. 
 
    “Oh, one last thing,” Lucifer said, bringing his speech to a close. “My ex-wife will be guiding you into the Fae Realm herself, as I mentioned previously. I must warn you of something in the strongest possible terms. Do not trust her!” 
 
    At this last part, Mareth snorted loud enough for the whole harem to hear. “We already knew that!” 
 
    The whole Humvee began to laugh.  
 
    With that, Godfrey’s engines roared to life, speeding us away from the Infernal Academy. A small crowd had gathered to see us off, curious about where Luke Bell and his harem were going. I would have explained to them, but they probably wouldn’t have understood. 
 
    We rode out of the Infernal Realm, heading for the liminal zone. Godfrey led the way, roaring down the road as my harem screamed with delight.

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Our second trip to the liminal zone was much more pleasant than the first. 
 
    It helped that we weren’t greeted with a cadre of soldiers upon our arrival this time.  
 
    Instead, Godfrey ascended the hill that had proved his downfall on our last visit, roaring toward the same bridge we’d fought so hard to defend in order to keep the Fae from spilling over into the Infernal Realm. The strange building Lilith used as an outpost loomed to our right, with the woman herself waiting just outside, leaning against the door. 
 
    As the Humvee roared to a stop, I heard Mareth groan deeply from the backseat.  
 
    “Oh shit,” the succubus said, rolling her eyes. “She came loaded for bear, didn’t she?” 
 
    I saw what Mareth meant the moment I laid eyes on her ‘auntie’.  
 
    The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy always dressed in a way that made her look like a goddess, but tonight, she’d gone even more all-out than usual.  
 
    A tight black corset caressed her curves, showing off an ample expanse of her pale red bust. A matching black skirt hugged her round ass, with a tiny slit for her tail to flick through. Black fishnet stockings caressed her long legs like a second skin, setting the outfit off to end in a pair of high, glossy black fuck-me heels. 
 
    Lilith looked like a Satanic streetwalker. And her outfit was so suspiciously close to the naughty schoolgirl outfit Mareth wore that my harem instantly did a double-take at the sight. 
 
    As we got out of the Humvee, Lilith strode forward with a seductive smile on her face.  
 
    Oh yeah, I thought, she knows exactly what she’s doing.  
 
    But what was she doing? Seducing me? Trying to make her ex-husband’s daughter jealous? Feeling her wild oats? All of the above? 
 
    “I’m glad to see you all made it,” the Headmistress purred, looking over the women arrayed before her. Her voice caught for an instant at the sight of Eiko among my ladies, but she swiftly recovered. “And you brought a couple new friends along for the ride. Very nice.” 
 
    I felt that Eiko’s presence bore explanation.  
 
    “It’s important to me to have representatives from both sides of the fence in my harem,” I said, casually reaching down and grabbing a handful of Eiko’s ass. Her nine tails flickered around her waist, a smile spreading across the former instructor’s face as she locked eyes with Lilith. “Eiko has decided to defect from the Celestial Academy in favor of joining my harem. She’s my woman now.” 
 
    “I see,” Lilith said.  
 
    I couldn’t tell if she was pleased by this news or not. It was a great blow against the Celestial Academy, but still.  
 
    “Yes, a real Rainbow Coalition of bitches. Very nice.” Lilith gestured at the abandoned building, irritation flickering across her face. “May I speak with you privately, Luke? There are details of the mission we need to discuss.” 
 
    My harem did not want me to go off alone with Lilith. Especially when she looked like that.  
 
    I could almost feel the booty call spooling up—that vision of me and Lilith together was looking more likely all the time. I tried to remember what Lucifer’s ex-wife had been wearing in my erotic vision, but she’d been more or less completely naked by the point I’d seen. 
 
    “Anything you can tell Luke, you can tell all of us.” It was Mareth, of course, who stood firm in the face of her auntie’s desires.  
 
    “That’s not entirely accurate,” Lilith said smoothly. “If I wanted to tell these things to all of you, I would do that. Clearly, because I want to speak to Luke in privacy, I don’t want to speak to the rest of his... group.” 
 
    This was starting to boil over into a fight. I decided to play peacemaker.  
 
    “It’s fine,” I announced, turning around and lifting my hands. “All of you wait out here. I’ll be right back, okay?” 
 
    The looks ranged from sanguine to anxious.  
 
    Raquelle and Eiko appeared fine with my decision, Christina and Maddie a little worried but hopeful. It was Mareth who seemed the closest to speaking openly against me, but then something flickered behind her eyes, and she remembered who her ‘Master’ was. 
 
    Mareth sighed.  
 
    “Fine,” she said—then jumped into my arms and kissed me so hard my cock was throbbing against her.  
 
    “Be good,” Mareth begged, giving my bulge a squeeze. “I’ll see you soon, okay?” 
 
    I turned to follow Lilith into the building. The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy looked pissed at her niece’s intervention, but her expression grew kinder once we were alone. 
 
    “Thank you for trusting me,” Lilith purred, wiggling her ass back and forth as she walked. “There are several things I need to tell you—things you’ll need to decide when to reveal to your harem, or to not reveal—” 
 
    Mid-sentence, I grabbed Lilith and shoved her against a wall. I couldn’t take it any longer. My lips met hers, my hands sliding under that too-short skirt as I lifted her against the bare stone. Just as I guessed, she wore no panties underneath—her juicy ass felt incredibly under my fingers as I pinned her to the wall. 
 
    The kiss only lasted for a moment.  
 
    Lilith pulled away, her eyes shining with sexual delight.  
 
    “You bad boy,” she said, running her tongue over her lips. “My husband might kill you for that!” 
 
    “Ex-husband,” I grunted, not taking my hands off Lilith’s hot little backside. “Let’s drop the bullshit, Lilith. You and Lucifer are divorced—the Prince of Darkness no longer has any claim on you. You can fuck whoever you want, and I know you want to fuck me.” 
 
    Lilith’s eyes narrowed, a sly smile spreading across her face. “What makes you think that, my dear boy?” 
 
    For a moment, I hesitated. But no—Lilith was just as turned on as I was.  
 
    She was loving this, in fact. All the attention. 
 
    “Because I’m going to be the next Lord of Hell,” I told her, meaning it with all my heart. “And even if I wasn’t, you do just about anything to show Mareth up.” 
 
    Lilith chuckled low in her throat.  
 
    More flashes from that vision filled my head, making my cock throb. Lilith with a tentacle bulging in her throat. Lilith spreading her most forbidden opening for me, the feeling of my tentacles through the wall separating her ass and pussy. 
 
    Fuck it. I might as well lay all my cards on the table. 
 
    “That building of yours,” I grunted, nodding past her into the cavernous space. “I had a vision of you and me in there.” 
 
    Recognition flashed in Lilith’s eyes.  
 
    “I remember you telling me about some sort of vision,” she said, suddenly all business in addition to her pleasure. “I tried very hard to get you to tell me the details, but you refused. Are you willing to tell me now?” 
 
    I nodded. “It was you and me together, Lilith. I think I was binding you to me—or I already had, and we were celebrating.” 
 
    I expected Lilith to be shocked—but instead, the Headmistress ran a nailed thumb over her chin.  
 
    “Hmm,” she purred. “Prove it.” 
 
    “Prove it?” 
 
    “Tell me the details,” she said, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “Tell me something only someone who’d had sex with Lucifer’s ex-wife would know. Then I’ll believe this claptrap about me joining your little group of whores, Luke.” 
 
    She wanted details? Fine. I’d give her details. 
 
    I pulled Lilith close. With her body against mine, she smelled like sin and perfume.  
 
    “I used my tentacles on you,” I growled, looking deep into her eyes. “Here… and here.” 
 
    As I spoke, I put two fingers against her throat—then moved that hand between her legs. Lilith gasped, then relaxed into my touch. Her mound was as hairless as Mareth’s, and soaked with juice. 
 
    “And where was your cock in all this?” Lilith asked with an arched brow. 
 
    I squeezed her ass with my free hand. “In your backdoor,” I told her. 
 
    The corner of Lilith’s mouth curled in a smirk so toothy it almost looked girlish.  
 
    “Very well,” she said with a sudden shrug. 
 
    “Very well!? That’s all you’ve got to say?” 
 
    “Whoever gave you that vision certainly knows how I like to be fucked,” Lilith said, fanning herself with a hand as she grinned. “Though not even Lucifer himself ever thought to take me in three holes at the same time. That would be a most exhilarating experience, Luke Bell…” 
 
    I couldn’t take it anymore.  
 
    “I want you,” I growled, pulling her against me. She could feel my cock pressing between her legs, demanding entrance to whatever hole was tightest. “I want your ass, Lilith.” 
 
    For a moment—just a moment—the all-powerful Headmistress looked thrown off her game. She nibbled her bottom lip, giving me a nervous glance, then the mask of coolness settled back on her face. 
 
    “And I am attracted to you as well,” Lilith admitted with a coy smile. “And yet…” 
 
    I glared at her. “And yet what?” 
 
    That smile widened as Lilith slid down the wall, pulling away from my embrace. “Yet I’m not fully convinced that you will be the next Lord of Hell, Luke Bell. And after so much time and planning to make sure I make it out of the Day of Judgement on top, I would so absolutely hate to spend the eleventh hour backing the wrong horse.” 
 
    I couldn’t fucking believe what I was hearing.  
 
    “Coward,” I snarled, giving vent to my anger. “You are a fucking coward, Lilith.” 
 
    She reacted as if I’d slapped her. For several moments, honest shock showed on the Headmistress’s face—then it deepened into anger.  
 
    “Careful what you say, boy,” Lucifer’s ex-wife snarled, showing her fangs. “I could take you out of the game right now—you and your little stable of whores—” 
 
    “He’ll never take you back,” I said, getting up in Lilith’s face. “No matter what you do, no matter how hard you mastermind events behind the scenes, you’re never going to work your way back into Lucifer’s favor. You could spend thousands of years trying, and the Prince of Darkness is never going to lay a finger on you again.” 
 
    It was a guess. A shot in the dark. That everything Lilith had done, all of her secret meetings in the Fae and planned revolutions, was really about winning her way back to the Throne of Hell. Of healing the breach between her and Lucifer, putting her back in the Queen’s seat.  
 
    It explained so much: her distaste and jealousy toward Mareth, her willingness to stay in a crap job at the Infernal Academy. Her power plays. 
 
    As I watched Lilith’s heart break right in front of me, I realized I’d been right on the money. I’d seen the Headmistress waste armies with a snap of the finger, seen her give birth to rage that burned like Hellfire. 
 
    I’d never seen her cry. Not before today. 
 
    Lilith turned away, stifling a sob.  
 
    “You asshole,” she panted, unable to meet my eye. “Fuck you. You just lost any chance you ever had with me. You’d better be satisfied with that tart Mareth, because the grown-up version won’t have a fucking thing to do with you—” 
 
    Maybe it was Eiko’s lessons—or maybe it was a little magic from Maddie rubbing off on me. Either way, I felt like a Divination student myself for a moment—and I made a prediction. 
 
    “You’re wrong,” I said, feeling in my bones that I spoke the truth. “The next time you and I meet, Lilith, you’re going to be begging me for forgiveness. You’ll get on your knees and ask me to let you into my harem. And that vision I had of you and me will come true—but not because you’re so powerful that I had to have you. It’s because I gave you pity sex, Lilith. Because no one else will touch you, however beautiful you are—and at the end of the day, you have powers I need.” 
 
    Lilith stared at me like she’d never seen me before in her life. I couldn’t blame her. Where’d this alpha male come from, who wasn’t afraid to treat the most powerful demoness in the Infernal Realm like dirt? To tell her to her fucking face she was only worth a pity fuck? 
 
    “I… I suppose I need to tell you about the mission,” Lilith said, sounding like she couldn’t decide whether to be chastened or not. “Follow me.” 
 
    Before I could say anything else, Lilith raced down the hallway into the center of the building.  
 
    I followed with a heavy sigh, feeling a little bad for going off on her like that. But damn it, she didn’t control me. I wasn’t about to let her think she had the upper hand. 
 
    The inner chamber of the building looked exactly the way I remembered it from my vision—except for the maps. As I stepped inside, Lilith lifted her hands into the air and summoned them: glittering maps made of light spread across the domed walls. 
 
    “This is the most complete map of the Fae Realm we have,” Lilith said, looking like she’d rather forget the last ten minutes ever happened. “It’s pitifully incomplete, of course, but it’s the best our agents have been able to put together. It should be able to aid you at least a little on your way.” 
 
    I recognized a couple of landmarks, like the bridge we’d tried to cross while defending the Infernal Academy from the Fae. But most of the landmarks had names I’d only heard of in legends. Tir Na Nog stood out as a wide range of hills along the map’s eastern side, while The Summer Country was a river that ran through a flatland dotted with peaceful looking villages. One spot in particular caught my eye—an island not too far from where the liminal zone met the Fae Realm proper. 
 
    Lilith pointed to it, tapping the wall with a nail.  
 
    “This is your first objective,” the Headmistress said. “The Island of Avalon.” 
 
    “Avalon!?” I asked, recognizing the name instantly. “As in, ‘King Arthur’ Avalon!?” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” Lilith said, regaining a bit of her good humor. “What, didn’t you read Sir Gawain and the Green Knight in school?” 
 
    “Not really,” I admitted. “I saw Lord of the Rings a couple times in theaters, though…” 
 
    “Really, what are they teaching students these days,” Lilith said in a huff. “Well then, I’m going to assume you don’t know the rules for dealing safely with the Seelie then, do you?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Not a bit.” 
 
    Lilith nodded as if she’d expected this. “Alright—the basics. Seelie are nowhere near as vicious as their Unseelie cousins, but they do have a bite. The standard rules for dealing with fairies apply: Don’t accept any gifts. Don’t eat or drink any fairy food—or alcohol! Don’t ever tell a member of the Fae your full name.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said, checking the rules off on my fingers.  
 
    I vaguely remembered them from fantasy novels and TV shows. No gifts made sense, as there’d always be a cost later. Not eating the food was just prudent to avoid being poisoned. And given what Eiko had told me about my harem losing our names to the Fae and being turned into puppets back in our home Realms, not handing out our names seemed like very good advice. 
 
    It was the last one that tripped me up. 
 
    “And above all,” Lilith finished, “Never tell one of the Fae ‘thank you.’” 
 
    I did a double take. “What? I’m not even allowed to be polite?” 
 
    Lilith’s eyes narrowed.  
 
    “There’s polite,” she explained, “and then there’s polite. Giving thanks to a Fae implies they’ve done something to be repaid for later. Do it too many times, and you create an expectation that the person you’re saying it to is owed something in return. In many ways, it can be even worse than accepting a gift.” 
 
    “Fine, fine,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “I’ll just have to be a dick, then. Got it.” 
 
    “You’ve had lots of practice,” Lilith said with a faint smile. “The leader of the Seelie will be waiting on the Isle of Avalon—the resistance is camped out there. Normally, I’d have you decked out in salt and iron, as the Fae can’t stand either, but I made the bitch a promise not to bring any with your search party. Ergo, you’re out of luck on the classic fairy deterrent front. You’ll have to work on sheer grit and moxie, Luke, but I’m sure you’ll muddle through.” 
 
    “I always do,” I said, shaking my head. “Anything else I should know?” 
 
    Lilith pursed her lips, thinking.  
 
    “The resistance leader is a Fae known as Siobhan,” she said, putting a hand on her hip. She smoothed down the part of her skirt I’d ridden up while she spoke, hiding her pussy and ass once again. “That’s not her true name, of course, but you know how the Fae are. Well, you don’t, but whatever. Once you make contact with her—and assuming you pass muster with the local Fae resistance—she’ll give you more information about Oni’s location. Together, you can all go and free him.” 
 
    “And get you out of hot water,” I thought, thinking of the visions Eiko’s Sand Divination had shown me. “Avert the Day of Judgement.” 
 
    “The Day of Judgement!?” Lilith’s eyebrows shot right to her hairline. “Badness me, nobody wants that!” The Headmistress suddenly looked awkward, as if realizing her speech had come to an end. “I’m sure we’ll make it through, young man.” 
 
    “Yep,” I said, letting out a well-rehearsed yawn. “Well, I should be going. My harem’s waiting for me. Unless you want to reenact that vision I had before I get out of here?” 
 
    It was meant as a joke—mostly. I’d lost a little bit of respect for Lilith that day, but I did still want to fuck her. And from the way her eyes lingered on me before she shook her head, Lilith clearly wanted it, too. 
 
    “No,” she whispered. “But…” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Once you get back,” she said, a strange look spreading across her face. “And you really prove yourself… well. Return from the Fae Realm in one piece, young man, and we’ll talk about turning your fantasy into reality.” 
 
    With that, Lilith turned away, retreating before I could ask her any more questions. Which was probably for the best, really, as she’d just as good as offered me her asshole. 
 
    What a weird demon, I thought, shaking my head. 
 
    One minute she was full of lust, the next cold and calculating. She’d tell me she hated me, then offer anal sex by the end of the conversation. 
 
    Lucifer was right. I couldn’t trust Lilith one bit—but maybe I could still fuck her. 
 
    The harem waited nervously by Godfrey as I left the building. None of them had climbed back inside—they’d preferred to wait for me, no doubt listening for any signs of a conflict between myself and Lilith. Or for any signs that the Headmistress was riding my dick. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Maddie asked, putting a hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “Yeah, we’re good,” I said, looking at my harem. A smile spread across my face. “Okay, she kiiinda made a pass at me…” 
 
    A flurry of conversation resulted.  
 
    “I knew it!” Christina purred triumphantly. 
 
    “What does kinda mean?” Mareth asked. “Gawd, that bitch! I knew she’d try to muscle in on my turf…” 
 
    “Calm down, all of you,” I commanded, and was a little surprised when my harem relaxed instantly. They were so submissive like that—sometimes it was hard to remember that binding them to me actually bound them, giving me a smidgeon of control over their immortal souls. It was kind of hot, when I thought about it. “Lilith gave me our destination. It’s an island not far from the border, where the Fae resistance is located. Hopefully Godfrey can get us there in a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Capital, sir!” the car chirped cheerily. “As she departed, Headmistress Lilith uploaded a series of coordinates into my mainframe! Shall I take us there!” 
 
    “As long as it’s not in the core of a neutron star,” I said, listening to my girls chuckle.  
 
    It would be like Lilith to try and get revenge on me in some petty way, but I didn’t think she’d jeopardize the mission like that. She still needed me to save the world, after all. 
 
    As I got behind the wheel, I resolved to do just that.  
 
    And once I did, I was going to punish the hell out of Lilith for being such a disrespectful bitch. 
 
    She was going to enter my harem, alright—but only once she’d been disciplined good and hard.

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Fae Realm was quiet. Too quiet. 
 
    It had been almost a half-hour since we crossed the border, entering into the fantastic realm of the Fae, and we hadn’t seen hide or hair of anyone since the liminal zone.  
 
    Godfrey drove us over the bridge we’d spent so much time defending as if it was just another landmark, the boards rumbling beneath our feet as we crossed the river. There wasn’t even a damn troll. 
 
    The girls who hadn’t been here before pressed their faces to the window, oohing and aahing at every little thing. Sure, the sunsets were supernaturally beautiful, the colors so much brighter and more vibrant than they were in the Infernal or Celestial Realms.  
 
    But those of us who’d been here knew that fairy tale image concealed a dark secret—something sinister lying beneath the gentle heart of this Realm. 
 
    Yet it was hard to remember that when the place was so… well, empty. I’d expected to have to fight our way to the Island of Avalon, the same way we’d had to fight to keep the Fae out of the Infernal Academy, but no one seemed interested in stepping through the gate we’d opened. It made me wonder why we’d fought so hard in the first place. 
 
    As the Humvee rolled through emerald hills, I found myself wondering about that fight. The Angel of Vengeance wasn’t far from my mind—I remembered how Holofernes had cut through the Fae like a hot knife through butter, littering the battlefield with elven corpses.  
 
    If a creature like that couldn’t fight his way out of the Fae Realm in one piece, what chance did Oni and I have? Was Holofernes still alive somehow, stranded out in the Fae? And what would happen if I brought him home? 
 
    Clearly, I wasn’t the only one thinking these thoughts.  
 
    “We should look for Holofernes,” Maddie said, taking my hand from the passenger seat. “At the very least, ask these Seelie Fae about him. Maybe the Unseelie didn’t kill him—just took him captive. It’s hard to imagine the Angel of Vengeance could even be killed in the first place…” 
 
    “If he’s alive,” I said, shaking my head, “then he’s got one hell of a score to settle with Judyth.” 
 
    The atmosphere in the Humvee grew awkward. My whole harem knew the story by now—Judyth Dominia had pulled me and the rest of my crew out of the liminal zone as the portal to the Infernal Academy collapsed, but left the Angel of Vengeance high and dry.  
 
    Judyth had watched as the portal closed, smiling faintly to herself as legions of Fae surrounded the lone figure of Holofernes on the battlefield.  
 
    What was worse was this: his fate could easily become ours, as well. We were outnumbered in this vicious land, completely cut off from aid via the Infernal or Celestial Realms. As Lilith had told me, no one would stick their necks out for us—we were a lone group, trying to reclaim my personal demon. 
 
    “Where is Judyth?” Eiko asked, shifting in the backseat. The former instructor sat cross-legged on the leather seats. “She took off from the Celestial Academy without telling anyone where she was going. I’d feel a hell of a lot better if I knew she wasn’t about to hop out from behind some bush.” 
 
    As would I. 
 
    Just then, Godfrey slowed to a stop. The Humvee mostly drove itself; I didn’t have to do a thing except hang out and banter with my harem. Except when there was a decision to make—like right now. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, leaning out of the window.  
 
    Something colorful lay in the road ahead, blocking our path. 
 
    “It appears to be a cart, Master,” came Godfrey’s maniacally chipper voice. “From the looks of it, it broke down recently. Either that or the elements are far kinder in the Fae Realm than on Earth…” 
 
    “Could be,” I mused. “Or it could be a setup.” 
 
    I leaned in, bringing Godfrey in closer to get a better look at the thing. The cart looked like something out of an old movie about the Romani, or a carriage used by a traveling circus. It was a garish thing, made of reds and greens and blues that seared the eye to look at too long. Maybe that’s just how the Fae used color palettes, perhaps.  
 
    Either way, the thing was broken down and couldn’t move. 
 
    “Do we know of any way to get around it?” I asked, scanning the horizon for other paths. “I don’t really want to destroy it, but if there’s no other way…” 
 
    “I could gladly destroy it for you!” Godfrey chorused. “Would you like me to bring the main guns online, Master? Or would you prefer me to use the in-built flamethrower?” 
 
    “Flamethrower!?” I asked. 
 
    “Wait!” a little voice in the path ahead shouted. 
 
    My harem and I froze as one.  
 
    As we watched, a pixie girl who couldn’t have been more than five feet tall ran out from behind the overturned cart. She had long, straight blonde hair, and diaphanous wings like a butterfly’s sticking out from behind her back. Her outfit was pastel pink, clinging to her ample curves like a second skin. She looked like the offspring of a human man and a goblin girl, given a fairy makeover shortly after birth. 
 
    I liked her instantly. 
 
    “Please don’t destroy my cart!” the pixie cried, running over to the driver’s side door. “It’s my entire livelihood! I’ll starve without it!” 
 
    I stared at the cute little pixie’s face, sensing a trap. Yet she looked open and honest. 
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked, unnecessarily blunt. 
 
    The pixie’s cheeks colored, but she answered. “My friends call me Poppy,” she said, cheerfully sidestepping the question.  
 
    We’re in the Fae, I thought. People don’t give out their real names here. 
 
    “Hi, Poppy,” I said, glancing over my shoulder at my harem. “What happened to your cart?” 
 
    The young woman looked gratified to have been asked.  
 
    “Oh, it was horrible!” she cried, tugging at her long blonde locks. “The Unseelie attacked it, just because I haven’t paid my taxes to them in a while. They’re awful monsters!” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I said. “How long is ‘a while’?” 
 
    Poppy flashed a gotcha grin. “A couple years?” 
 
    I started thinking. Lilith had warned me about trusting the Fae, but this girl looked like my best bet at finding the Island of Avalon. If we ran into any more trouble along the way, having one of the Fae on our side would be a powerful help toward dispelling any suspicion. As long as I didn’t break any of the rules, I’d be fine. 
 
    As long as. 
 
    “I’m guessing you need someone to tow the thing out of the road,” I said, nodding at the overturned cart. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Poppy put her hands together beneath her ample breasts. “If you’d do that for me, I’d be ever so grateful! You don’t even need to take it anywhere—just get it out of the road so I can have some of my Seelie friends slap on a new axle. They’ll gladly repay your kindness!” 
 
    This was sounding better and better.  
 
    “I think we can do that,” I said, ignoring some of the glances from the back seat. 
 
    “Goodie!” Poppy’s enthusiasm was infectious—I found myself smiling at the sight of it. “Who should I tell the Seelie helped me out of this jam?” 
 
    “My name is—” I said, catching myself just in time. 
 
    Poppy’s smile grew just a touch more predatory, a knowing look entering her eyes. 
 
    “He likes to be called Master,” Mareth yelled from the center console. 
 
    “Or Daddy,” Raquelle added from the backseat. 
 
    Poppy’s face was a mask of shock.  
 
    “Oh, neither of those would do at all!” she said, for all the world as if she hadn’t just tried to steal my name and probably my soul ten seconds ago. “I’ll have to use something else! What do your Mom and Dad call you?” 
 
    I wasn’t falling for it.  
 
    “‘Archlord’ will work fine,” I said, narrowing my eyes at the petite pixie. “What you just tried to do was very unkind, by the way.” 
 
    “You can’t blame a girl for trying,” Poppy said, batting her long eyelashes. “Newcomers are always such fun sport! And I can tell you and your group are going to be even more fun than usual, Archlord!” 
 
    A heavy sigh escaped my lips. “I’m sure. Let’s just get this damned thing out of the road.” 
 
    Having Poppy try to steal my name put a big damper on the whole first contact thing.  
 
    The one bright point was that it was no great difficulty to move the cart—Christina and Mareth managed it in short order, each lifting one side of the garish vehicle between them. Together, they flipped it upright, then slid it over into some bushes, leaving the path open to foot and vehicle traffic. 
 
    “Oh, wonderful!” Poppy was almost beside herself with glee. “That is simply such a delight.” The petite pixie pulled a waterbag from behind her back. “You two must be exhausted after lifting so much! Here, come wet your whistles!” 
 
    Mareth actually had the bag of water in her hand before she caught herself. When she realized what she’d nearly done, she tossed the thing to the ground and sprang backward like it was a live viper. 
 
    “Aww, you’re not thirsty?” Again, Poppy seemed not in the least put out by our refusal, and not freaked in the slightest at trying to steal our names, souls, and identities. Later on, I’d realize this was all standard behavior among the Fae, and that unlike us, they didn’t take these sorts of things personally. But at the time, it pissed me off something fierce. 
 
    “No food or drink in the Fae Realm,” Christina reminded her succubus bestie, wiggling a finger. “Shit, you almost owed Poppy a big-ass favor…” 
 
    “It would have been a sweet one, I assure you,” the pixie said, looking the succubus up and down. “Besides, cuties like you two would have sooo much fun being bound to the Fae Realm. We would have so much fun together, I promise…” 
 
    “I’m sure,” Mareth said after a moment’s thought. “But I’d much rather be bound to L… to Archlord.” 
 
    Poppy grinned at the near-miss.  
 
    “You’re doing very well,” she said, patting Mareth on the shoulder sympathetically. “That’s two attempts you’ve thwarted now, succubus!” Her smile never wavered as she said it, as if she really was proud of Mareth. 
 
    Creepy. 
 
    “Alright, listen up,” I told Poppy, cutting through her attempts to trip us up. “We’ve helped you, so now by Fae law, you have to help us. We want you to accompany us to the Island of Avalon, so we can meet up with the Fae known as ‘Siobhan.’ Will you do it?” 
 
    What had been polite interest in Poppy only moments ago deepened into a genuine fit of pique.  
 
    “You’re going to Siobhan!?” the pixie said, her face lighting up. “Oh, but why? You must tell me, please!” 
 
    I shook my head. “Maybe she’ll tell you, when we get there. We’re not playing your games.” 
 
    Poppy tittered behind her fingers, as if what I’d just said was a great joke.  
 
    “Games are all there is,” she said, as if she were explaining that things fell downward because of gravity, or why the sky was blue. “War games, love games, dominance and submission games… that’s what life is. That’s what humans are. And nonhumans. We’re games.” 
 
    “We’ll just have to agree to disagree,” I said flatly. 
 
    Poppy’s smile widened, and suddenly I could tell she was turned on.  
 
    “Spend some more time in the Fae Realm with me,” she promised, going from giggly to coolly seductive, “and I’ll be happy to show you. Maybe if you’re good enough with that tongue of yours, you’ll even get me to blab my true name…” 
 
    Poppy trailed off, right when the conversation was getting good. Something growled in the underbrush, and the tiny pixie went nearly apoplectic with fright.  
 
    “Let’s get out of here!” she cried, running for the side door of my Humvee. 
 
    “Huh? What’s going on?” I asked. 
 
    Christina and Mareth, maybe sensing the way the atmosphere had changed, hurried into the Humvee along with her. I didn’t feel quite right having one of the Fae in my vehicle, but it couldn’t be helped. Besides, Poppy seemed to be playing fairly along the rules of the Fae. 
 
    “We need to go!” Poppy screamed. “Now!” 
 
    “But the cart—” I began. 
 
    “Fuck the cart!” Her voice was a shrill scream. “Go! Now!” 
 
    I didn’t need her to tell me again.  
 
    I hit the gas and let Godfrey take over, tear-assing through the forest like a bat out of Hell.  
 
    Trees whipped around the vehicle as the growling sound grew louder—a few moments later, the sound of something crunching joined it. Were those trees being smashed beneath this thing’s heels? 
 
    “What the fuck is it!?” I yelled, glancing toward Poppy in the backseat. She’d fit herself snugly between Raquelle and Eiko, as if she’d belonged there the whole time. “What is that thing!?” 
 
    “We have to get to the bridge,” Poppy sobbed, sounding on the verge of hysteria. “Tell your vehicle we have to make it to the Avalon Bridge! The creature cannot cross it!” 
 
    Shit. Well, that was small comfort, at least.  
 
    “Fucking step on it, car!” I roared. I didn’t know if Poppy could steal the name of a sentient automobile, but I wasn’t about to take any chances. 
 
    Even with the Humvee redlining, the sounds of pursuit grew thicker.  
 
    In my rearview mirror, I saw trees being knocked down, like a whole fucking logging crew was hot on our heels. What the hell was this thing? Whatever it was, it was either crazy big, crazy powerful, or both. Maybe just crazy. 
 
    The car shot out of the woods like an arrow. Just up ahead loomed a brilliant sapphire river, with a white stone bridge crossing it.  
 
    Poppy shot out of the backseat and landed in Maddie’s lap, babbling as she pointed at the bridge. 
 
    “There it is! Go, go, get to the other side!” 
 
    The roar behind us became a howl of rage as we reached the bridge. Whatever this thing was, it knew we were almost out of its range, and it wanted us bad. At the time I had no idea why—I just knew we had to get away, before our whole expedition into the Fae Realm was shot to hell. 
 
    Poppy didn’t relax until we were all the way on the other side.  
 
    Then the tiny pixie slumped against Maddie’s tits, burying her face in the angel’s cleavage like she wanted to motorboat her.  
 
    “Thank the Realm,” the pixie whimpered, climbing out of the side door. “That was so close!” 
 
    I hopped out too, to get a look at the thing. Whatever creature it was, I needed to get a look at it. I had to know what I was fighting, especially if we ran into it again. 
 
    But as it stepped out from behind the trees, I realized I could skip that step. I already knew this one. 
 
    Holofernes, the Angel of Vengeance, stood on the other side of the stone bridge. Veins of darkness bulged beneath his marble skin, giving him the look of a corrupted demon. His eyes glowed the deep red of a forge, twin coals in his cruel, frozen sneer. 
 
    “Holofernes, it’s me!” I yelled, racing to the edge of the bridge. “It’s the Archlord! It’s me!” 
 
    The Angel of Vengeance didn’t hear. As I stood there, calling out for him, he melted into the treeline and disappeared.

  

 
   
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The disappearance of the Angel of Vengeance into the forest filled me and my harem with a bone-deep sense of unease.  
 
    I’d entertained any number of theories about what might have happened to Holofernes inside of the Fae Realm, but none of them had been this horrible. Even death seemed preferable to the fate that had apparently overcome the Angel of Vengeance.  
 
    What dread spirit lurked behind those burning red eyes? 
 
    I didn’t have long to think about it.  
 
    As the danger from our pursuer faded, Poppy relaxed and pointed our way further toward the center of the Island of Avalon.  
 
    “That was close,” the petite pixie purred, brushing a lock of her long hair out of her face. “Look, no more funny business, okay? I’ll take you to Siobhan. After a scare like that, I’m in no mood to harvest names from mortals.” 
 
    I trusted Poppy and her new resolve to leave me and my harem alone about as much as I trusted Lilith not to try and fuck me over.  
 
    But it was a start, at least.  
 
    “Fine,” I said, climbing back into the Humvee. “Stay in my girlfriend’s lap, by the way. If there’s guards watching over this Fae encampment, I might need you to talk our way in.” 
 
    As it turned out, I was right on the money. The renegade Fae had installed themselves right at the center of the island, building their encampment around a decaying, moss-covered castle that looked like something out of an Arthurian legend. Mists rolled across the green mossy hills, obscuring our view and forcing Godfrey to slow down as we drove up to the camp. 
 
    My Humvee’s headlights barely illuminated ten feet ahead of us. As a result, the Fae were on us before we even knew they were there. 
 
    “Halt!” a voice called from the side of the road.  
 
    Even with my window rolled halfway up, it sounded like the speaker was inches from my ear.  
 
    Magic amplification, I thought.  
 
    “Who goes there?” the voice called again. 
 
    All I can say is, thank God for Poppy. If the little pixie hadn’t been with us, our first trip to Siobhan’s camp might have been covered in blood.  
 
    “It’s Poppy!” the pixie yelled, leaning out of the window like a dog on a car trip. “It’s okay—I’ve brought friends!” 
 
    The fog parted, and an elf carrying a spear stepped up to the driver’s side of the Humvee. His ageless face filled with shock as he realized who he’d just stopped.  
 
    “The Archlord candidate,” the man whispered, tucking the spear behind his blonde head. “We have been expecting you. That was very close, indeed.” 
 
    “Yeah, you almost got your ass kicked,” Mareth giggled. The succubus had her tits pressed against her own window, as if she wanted to tease the elves with her taut little body. They could look, but they couldn’t touch—that hot little demon girl belonged to me. “Let us in, dude. The Archlord has an appointment to keep.” 
 
    The guards didn’t like our attitude, but they parted to let us through. The mists did the same thing as we drove into camp, lifting like an enchantment being dispelled.  
 
    Yep, I thought, taking my hands off the steering wheel and letting Godfrey guide us the last bit of the way. Definitely magical. 
 
    The Fae had already cleared a place for my vehicle. It seemed we truly were expected, after all.  
 
    As the Humvee rolled to a stop, Poppy tensed up in Maddie’s lap, throwing her legs over the gear shift.  
 
    “Hey,” the pixie said, flapping her wings. “Listen to me for a minute?” 
 
    I gave her a sideways glance. I could tell I wasn’t going to like this.  
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    The pixie had the temerity to blush.  
 
    “So, the Unseelie were the ones who destroyed my cart,” she whispered, keeping her voice down to hide her words from our new friends. “But that, uh, doesn’t mean that I’m in good with the Seelie. They kinda tolerate me, but... let’s just say I have some unfulfilled obligations where Siobhan herself is concerned…” 
 
    “You mean you owe her money,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “Is that it?” 
 
    Poppy smiled awkwardly. “Let’s just say it might be better if I’m not with you when you meet the lady herself. In fact, I should stay here in the backseat, just in case I set off an incident. There’s so many debtors among the Seelie, after all. Wouldn’t want the wrong person running up on me in a dark alley…” 
 
    For fuck’s sake, how many people did this girl owe money to? I had a hard time believing the Fae would tolerate that kind of behavior. I knew they had a whole weird cultural thing around favors—maybe that’s why they let a creature like Poppy swindle them. 
 
    “That’s fine with me,” I said, checking with each of my harem girls to see them nod.  
 
    Try as I might, I couldn’t see any ulterior motives in Poppy’s request. Maybe she’d try to steal the Humvee and drive herself off the Island—but there was no way Godfrey would respond to her requests. If she wanted to hide from her moneylenders, that was alright as far as I was concerned.  
 
    “Just tell me where Siobhan is,” I added. 
 
    Poppy pointed toward a finer tent than the rest, position at the barbican of the half-collapsed castle.  
 
    “That’s her tent,” the pixie said gravely. “Be careful speaking to Siobhan, Archlord. Use all your well-learned politesse, or she’ll lay your soul to waste.” 
 
    I did a double take. “You have the Stones in the Fae Realm?” 
 
    A faint smile played on Poppy’s face. “You know those jokes about how old Keith Richards is? Turns out he’s a lot older than you mortals have guessed.” With that, Poppy climbed into the backseat. “See ya!” 
 
    Still trying to figure out if the pixie was winding me up or not, I got out of the Humvee and indicated for my harem to follow me to the tent.  
 
    Guards parted for us as we passed, polishing vicious-looking weapons and whispering to themselves as they sized me and my team up.  
 
    This encampment looks like it’s gearing up for a war, I thought, my stomach sinking.  
 
    Clearly no one here thought there was a peaceful way to resolve things among the Fae. The Seelie and Unseelie were going to fight until only one form of Fae remained. 
 
    Lilith was working to make sure the Seelie were victorious, I remembered. But how far could I really trust Lilith? 
 
    At the tent’s opening, two elven guards who were even taller than the norm crossed spears across the canvas.  
 
    “Siobhan requests that the visitor attend her alone,” the left guard said without looking at me, his eyes straight forward like one of the guards at Buckingham Palace. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder at my harem. They looked pissed to be left outside—and so was I.  
 
    “That’s not going to work for me,” I countered, crossing my arms over my chest. “We’re a team. Anything Siobhan has to say to me, she can say to my women as well.” 
 
    The two guards shared a look. Was that a hint of nervousness I saw in their eyes?  
 
    “The Lady has spoken,” the guard on the right said, sounding a bit uncertain. “Who should we announce is entering the Lady’s tent?” 
 
    I’d heard more than enough. With a growl, I reached deep down within and let the flames in my veins ignite. Leather wings exploded from between my shoulder blades, tendrils of pure darkness wrapping around my neck like a fringed collar as I transformed. Both guards took a step back at the sight of my power unveiled. 
 
    I knew I was risking a fight. But fuck it—Siobhan didn’t get to order me around. She wanted to make the rules? I’d make them right back. 
 
    Soldiers around camp tensed up, reaching for their weapons. Was our mission about to spill over into violence before it even got started? 
 
    Before I could find out, a voice echoed from inside the tent. “He can bring one woman,” a female voice said. Whoever it was sounded irritated with the commotion outside, as if a battle among their encampment was little more than a mild annoyance. “Be reasonable. They won’t all fit in the tent!” 
 
    I was tempted to argue the point, but if I did, we’d be standing here all day. And I really would rather meet with Siobhan without filling the Fae camp with a mountain of corpses. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, slipping a hand around Maddie’s waist. “The rest of you stay out here. I’ll be right back—” 
 
    Before I could step inside, however, Eiko shot to the front of the group.  
 
    “Master,” she whispered, carefully avoiding using my real name in front of the Fae, “I have to ask that you bring me into your meeting, and not another one of your women.” 
 
    Jealous glances greeted this proclamation, but the look on my face stilled any conversation. 
 
    “You know why,” Eiko said thickly. She was unwilling to discuss it where our potential enemies could hear, and I didn’t blame her. 
 
    So. This was one of the decision points where I could accidentally trigger the Day of Judgement. Great—no pressure, Luke! It’s just the fate of all existence riding on your shoulders. No big deal. 
 
    Over the objections of some of my other harem girls, I let Eiko come forward.  
 
    Maddie was not one of the complainers—she stepped aside with a nod, understanding better than most the gravity of the situation.  
 
    “Go for it,” the angel whispered, smiling at me as I wrapped an arm around the raven-haired instructor’s waist. 
 
    “I think we can make that work,” I said, affecting the air of a magnanimous conqueror as I held Eiko’s beautiful body against mine. The stares of jealousy from both of the guards let me know it was working. “Would you like to accompany me to a meeting with the Fae, darling?” 
 
    Eiko knew her part and played it to the hilt.  
 
    “Of course,” she purred, affecting that Mona Lisa smile that always drove me crazy. “Lead the way, Master.” 
 
    Together, we stepped past the guards and into the tent.  
 
    A smoky ambiance engulfed us, the scents of rosemary and jasmine mingling with the rough smell of the canvas tent. Inside, torches cast a wan light across a dirt floor covered in thick rugs.  
 
    A large wooden table dominated the center of the room, surrounded by a group of Fae advisors. At their head waited the woman I’d been searching for. One look at her and I knew this could be none other than Siobhan herself, the leader of the Seelie Fae’s resistance. 
 
    How to describe Siobhan? It wasn’t easy.  
 
    Since leaving Earth and entering the Infernal Realm, I’d been exposed to so many extreme examples of goddess-like beauty that lingerie models and actresses would have looked almost commonplace to me.  
 
    Yet there was something about Siobhan that put her ahead of even the most delectable, worship-worthy beauties of the Infernal and Celestial spheres.  
 
    Upon stepping into a room with her, you got the impression that the world had just become a little less solid—that you’d stepped into an ethereal realm where dreams came true, almost like the fairy tale promise of the Fae Realm itself. 
 
    The basic facts: she was tall, taller than any woman in my harem and maybe only an inch or two shorter than me. Her boots made it hard to tell for certain. That day she’d dressed for strategy and battle, not to woo a moral visiting from another Realm, so she wasn’t wearing one of the wispy, diaphanous gowns that were the hallmark of the Fae Realm’s leaders. Even if she had, however, it would’ve been hard to see how she could have been any more beautiful.  
 
    Like Raquelle she was a redhead, but while Raquelle’s angelic locks were a cherry shade that made me think of fizzy, bubbling soda, Siobhan’s shimmering tresses were the deep auburn of a forest floor a week before Halloween. In fact, there was something witchy about her—though she didn’t wear dark makeup around her eyes or matching clothes, something made me think she’d have been a goth girl if she grew up back on Earth. 
 
    Siobhan leaned over a map of the Fae Realm that looked far more complete than the one Lilith showed me in the liminal zone. Tiny carved pieces stood for armies, outposts, hidden reservoirs of support in the populace.  
 
    She turned away from all of that and fixed me to the spot with her piercing blue eyes, the shade and intensity of a glacier being sheared in half. 
 
    “The Candidate,” Siobhan said, balling her hands into fists and pushing them into her lower back. I got the impression she’d been leaning over the map for a long time, planning, and only my arrival had snapped her back to the present moment. “And a visitor, I see.” 
 
    “I understand we don’t do names here,” I said, stepping forward. “I told one of your subjects to call me ‘Archlord’ on the way over here—that title will do for now.”  
 
    I leaned down to plant a kiss on the back of Siobhan’s hand. After a moment, she allowed me to. 
 
    “Yet you are not Archlord,” Siobhan said, sounding amused. “Not yet, in any case.” Her eyes traveled to Eiko. “And who’s this?” 
 
    Before Eiko could possibly slip up and give the woman her true name (not that I thought she’d make an error like that), I took over the conversation. 
 
    “A former instructor from the Celestial Academy,” I explained, putting a possessive hand on the top of Eiko’s ass. “She’s defected to my side—she’ll be assisting me as I hunt for Oni in your Realm.” 
 
    Siobhan nodded slowly.  
 
    “Very well,” she said, watching Eiko with a gaze that wasn’t entirely trustful. Did she suspect what Eiko’s hidden abilities were? “So Lucifer’s new whelp managed to bag a teacher from his old alma mater, huh? I bet the Prince of Darkness will be crowing about that for decades.” 
 
    “I’m not interested in what the Prince of Darkness thinks,” Eiko said smoothly, showing she wouldn’t be intimidated. “Just my new Master.” 
 
    Siobhan snickered at that.  
 
    “Leave us,” she said to her strategists.  
 
    None of her entourage looked ready for combat in any case, should things go bad here. These men were prized for their mental acuity and strategy, not their sword arm. They went with token concern, leaving Siobhan, Eiko, and me alone in the sizable tent. 
 
    As soon as her courtiers were gone, Siobhan relaxed into a more businesslike posture.  
 
    “I assume the Headmistress has briefed you on the situation?” Siobhan asked, gesturing for me to stand next to her at the map table. “Your little friend has caused an intra-Realm incident. Now the Fae stands a heartbeat away from the Day of Judgement.” 
 
    Eiko gave my hand a squeeze as I took my place next to the leader of the Seelie resistance. She wanted to remind me what dangerous ground I trod upon—as if I could forget.  
 
    The slightest error here could doom all three of our Realms to an apocalyptic war. 
 
    “I’m here to spring Oni from wherever the Unseelie have him,” I said, scanning the map with more than casual interest. “From what I hear, they’re your enemies too, right?” 
 
    “In a manner of speaking,” Siobhan said, showing her teeth. “I take it Lilith didn’t give you a crash course in the political details of the Fae Realm, did she?” 
 
    I shook my head. “She was more focused on the mission.” 
 
    Siobhan nodded as if she’d expected this.  
 
    “Right now, the Unseelie control all the levers of power,” Siobhan explained.  
 
    I found myself more than a little surprised to see her opening up this way to an outsider—then I remembered that I came with Lilith’s vouchsafing. As far as the leader of the Seelie cared, she was talking to Lilith’s representative—which made me completely trustworthy. She had no idea about the wedge between the Headmistress and my team. 
 
    “Sounds rough,” I said, rubbing the stubble on my chin.  
 
    Now that I looked clearly, I could see the map had been marked to show areas of Seelie resistance in Unseelie territory. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to see the Seelie were outnumbered—and badly. They looked to be on the verge of losing the Fae Realm entirely. 
 
    “You don’t know the half of it,” Siobhan said. “We’re taxed half to death, yet we’re not allowed to hold positions in our governments—to look after our own people! In ages past, there have been times when things weren’t as bad as they are now. But Queen Titania is a monster. The Fae who go to her castle as a yearly offering never return.” 
 
    “Reminds me a little bit of Queen Bathory,” I thought. “Does she bathe in the blood of her subjects, too?” 
 
    Siobhan shivered. “I don’t know. What I do know, is that this isn’t the way things are meant to be. For thousands of years, the Fae Realm had two Queens—one from the Seelie, and one the Unseelie. Somewhere along the line, the balance was broken, and the present state of affairs proceeds from that.” Siobhan punched her palm with a fist. “We need to bring the balance back. Lilith has been helping us from the shadows for a long time. We owe her much.” 
 
    My mind was already making connections. “I see. And as for that Seelie Queen… I’m guessing that would be you?” 
 
    A faint smile spread across Siobhan’s face. “You wouldn’t be one of her agents if you weren’t perceptive,” she said, sounding pleased. “You’re very powerful as well—I can tell. And you’ve brought a very powerful team into our Realm with you. Yes, I can see you’re exactly what we need.” 
 
    I cleared my throat. Before we got down to business, there was something I wanted to know.  
 
    “My group and I ran into a beast on the way to your camp,” I said, provoking a raised brow from Eiko. “A giant stone angel with glowing red eyes. It tore the woods up pretty badly chasing us?” 
 
    Siobhan fell silent. I could tell she didn’t want to talk about it, but I wasn’t about to let her off the hook.  
 
    Rather than say anything, I allowed the silence to stretch out. I knew from long experience that doing that in a conversation left the other person desperate to fill the space with something—it was even a way to get people to give you information they didn’t want to hand over.  
 
    Apparently, the Fae were no better at resisting psychological tactics than humans. 
 
    “It’s a monster,” the resistance leader whispered. 
 
     Her eyes grew faraway, staring into the distance. Suddenly, I realized Siobhan and her group had run into Holofernes at least once—and that they hadn’t escaped without casualties.  
 
    “The Seelie call it the Red-Eyed Angel,” she explained. “I don’t know what it used to be, but Queen Titania did something to it. It doesn’t even distinguish between Seelie or Unseelie any longer—it just kills.” She turned and faced me, staring me full in the face. “I’m shocked you survived an encounter with it, to be honest.” 
 
    I know what it is, I thought, gritting my teeth. And I know who’s responsible.  
 
    Queen Titania might have corrupted Holofernes, but Judyth was the one who stranded the Angel of Vengeance in the Fae Realm in the first place. If I got the opportunity, I had to free him somehow. 
 
    Holofernes’s fate raised an interesting question, however—one I couldn’t waste the opportunity to ask.  
 
    “But it’s Oni who’s going to set off the Day of Judgement?” I asked. “Not that thing? That doesn’t seem like it makes very much sense, Siobhan. Oni wouldn’t hurt a fly—not unless I commanded him to, in any case.” 
 
    Siobhan gazed upon the map for a few more moments, then turned away with a sigh and threw herself into a high-backed chair near the rear of the tent.  
 
    “The Red-Eyed Angel is a mad dog,” she said, sounding almost unbearably weary. “Seelie and Unseelie alike have had to rearrange their entire armies around it. But your Oni? Your Oni is a wedge. One that can give the Unseelie total control over the Seelie, once and for all.” 
 
    The idea intrigued me—but before I could ask for more details, Eiko spoke for me.  
 
    “How?” the instructor asked, tugging her dark robes tighter around her curves. 
 
    Strangely, Siobhan smiled through her tiredness at the sight. “As disruptive as he is, your demon isn’t the real problem. It’s what Oni brought with him.” 
 
    Eiko and I shared a look. Neither of us had heard a thing about this. 
 
    “The creature brought something along with him when he entered the Fae Realm,” Siobhan explained. “Despite the best work of my agents, I’ve been unable to discover what it is—that bitch Queen Titania has the information locked up tighter than a bug’s ass. But whatever it is, it threatens to unravel the very foundations of the Fae Realm. No one knows what it might be, except for the Queen herself. Which is why we’ve got to stop her.” 
 
    Huh? I shook my head.  
 
    “I’m just here to get my demon back,” I protested. 
 
    In an instant, Siobhan’s tiredness evaporated. Within moments, she looked so fierce it seemed impossible that she’d ever been so exhausted publicly. She sprang forward, as lithe as the hilt of a knife, and got right up in my face.  
 
    “That’s not what the Headmistress promised me!” she hissed, eluding Lilith’s true name. “She told me she was sending me a team who could help me take Titania down. I saw your girls—every one of them is worth a hundred of my soldiers. Together, we’ll storm Titania’s castle and rip it down stone by stone. Only then will the Seelie truly be free!” 
 
    Siobhan had begun to sound manic. As smoothly as a playing card in the hand of a magician, Eiko slipped between the two of us. The instructor put an arm around Siobhan’s shoulders, her face filling with a sympathy I could hardly believe. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, staring deep into Siobhan’s face with her dark eyes. “But I’ve seen the future, Siobhan. If I allow you to talk the Archlord into attacking Titania directly—which would have happened here today without me present—you’ll all be killed. You, the Archlord, his harem. Titania’s army would slaughter them.” 
 
    I knew in an abstract fashion that there were several possible futures I needed to avoid during this meeting. But having it shoved in my face in such a blunt fashion sent a chill down my spine. With the gift of prophecy singing in her veins, Eiko took on a fearsome appearance—like the Oracle at Delphi, speaking the tongue of the Gods. 
 
    Siobhan took a step backward, intimidated by the instructor’s presence. “A Divinatrix? Why did neither of you tell me?” 
 
    Rather than answer her, Eiko turned to me. “Now that I’m in this moment, I can see things more clearly. The only way for you to succeed is to free Oni and claim the item your faithful servant brought with him to the Fae Realm.” 
 
    The questions that statement provoked tantalized me.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. “A spell? Some kind of weapon?” 
 
    Eiko shook her head. “I can’t see it,” the instructor admitted, looking pained by the fact. “I don’t know who gave this item to Oni in the first place, but whatever it is, it’s the key to everything—to defeating Titania, to you succeeding Lucifer as Lord of Hell… all of it.” 
 
    As she spoke, I felt purpose well in my chest. Eiko was right—I didn’t have all the details, but this truly felt like it. The threshold. The moment I stepped into glory, or ruin, and either took my throne or was cast from paradise the way Lucifer had been before me. 
 
    The effect was only slightly ruined by Siobhan’s snort. I hadn’t known a creature as ethereally beautiful as her could act so ordinary—or look so cute while doing it. 
 
    “What? Listen, kitty—I’ve been dancing around it out of politeness, but the fact is, Archlord’s demon is as good as dead. Titania has him in the Castle of Days, and nobody comes back from there.” 
 
    That enigmatic smile spread across my harem girl’s face. 
 
    “He will,” Eiko said, pointing at me. “Just watch him.” 
 
    Siobhan sighed heavily and put her face in her hands.  
 
    “Lilith sent me crazy people,” she muttered, her shimmering red locks shaking back and forth in a silent sob of frustration. “She must hate me. Either that or she’s pranking me, that’s the only explanation…” 
 
    I’d already moved on.  
 
    “Tell me about the place they’re holding Oni,” I asked Siobhan. “Where is this ‘Castle of Days’?” 
 
    Siobhan hesitated.  
 
    “It’s not really in one place,” she admitted, a strange hitch entering her tone. “It moves around quite a bit, though it’s generally quite easy to locate for someone with the will sufficient to find it.” 
 
    “It sounds like one of the schools from the Infernal Academy,” I said with a snicker.  
 
    In Hell’s college, I’d run into all manner of tricks and traps woven into the fabric of school life: from a phantom Christina that tried to insult me to a maze of mirrors intended to deflect from the truth. A mobile prison castle just felt like par for the course after all that.  
 
    “Can you help me find it?” I asked the Fae woman. 
 
    “Maybe,” Siobhan said, “but I have to warn you. Getting your demon back will be nowhere near as easy as your woman makes it sound. I’m not joking about the Castle—no one comes back from there, not unless Titania wants them released.” 
 
    “Can you help me find it?” I grunted, irritated. 
 
    Siobhan sighed. “It’s easy enough to find, but it doesn’t fully exist in the Fae Realm—or any Realm. It’s a strange place where time and space are flexible, which makes it a convenient hole for Queen Titania to toss anyone she never wants to see again.” 
 
    “I’m not interested in its exploits,” I said. I’d fought my way through Karl’s subspace, a pocket universe which my enemies controlled and could twist around me at will. Titania’s prison didn’t worry me in the least. “I just need directions.” 
 
    Siobhan pursed her lips, her hands on her hips.  
 
    “I understand you have a stowaway in your vehicle,” she said, the sudden change of topic giving me whiplash. 
 
    “She asked me not to tell anyone she was here,” I said with a shrug. “I’m not in the habit of turning down requests from people who treat me fairly.” 
 
    Poppy had tried to steal my name, but I wasn’t about to tell Siobhan that. Besides, something about the amoral little pixie charmed me.  
 
    If you weren’t occasionally keeping your friends sharp by trying to steal their souls, could you even really call them your friends? 
 
    “She owes me a debt,” Siobhan said, her eyes narrowing. “One she cannot possibly repay. But she can start by being your guide to the Castle of Days. She knows perfectly well where it is, and I’d rather not waste any of my troops on some damnfool crusade.” 
 
    I’d heard that line more than once, too. I wondered how much pop culture managed to drip its way into the Fae Realm, despite all the barriers separating them from our world. 
 
    “Very good,” I said, careful not to thank Siobhan for her services.  
 
    That would have put me in her debt, as Lilith warned me, and I shuddered to think what the leader of the Seelie Fae resistance would consider a just repayment for her assistance.  
 
    Probably slaying Titania singlehanded, no doubt.  
 
    “I’ll come back here once I have Oni and the object, then,” I said. “As long as my Divinatrix here says it’s alright, we’ll plan our assault on Queen Titania then.” 
 
    Siobhan looked as if she didn’t want me to go. There was the issue of mine and my team’s strength, of course, but that wasn’t the whole story by a long shot.  
 
    Interest flashed in those ice-blue eyes—the prurient kind. Siobhan had to be wondering—how did I manage to keep so many women satisfied and serving me?  
 
    Even the potential Queen of the Seelie Fae had to be a little curious. And with so much of her life devoted to strategy and tactics, I doubted Siobhan had a lot of time for relationships. 
 
    No, what she needed was a good, hard fuck. And I was just the man to give it to her. 
 
    “I still think this is a mistake,” Siobhan protested, making a face at Eiko. “We should attack Titania directly and free the Fae Realm from her influence. I’m loathe to lose you all so soon—” 
 
    “You won’t be losing us,” Eiko said, as smooth as silk. “My master will be traveling to the Castle of Days alone. It’s the only way he’ll succeed.” 
 
    Before I could absorb this information, Eiko slipped her arm through mine, snuggling up to me as naturally as a maiden about to be introduced at a ball.  
 
    “Come along, Master. We have to tell the rest of the harem the news.” 
 
    The last view I got of the tent was Siobhan’s shocked face as we walked right out on the leader of the Seelie Fae.

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You have to do what!?” Mareth protested, her flawless eyebrows shooting skyward. “No, that’s not happening. There has to be some kind of mistake. You need us, Master!” 
 
    My group and I huddled just outside of the Seelie Fae’s resistance base, a few minutes after my meeting with Siobhan.  
 
    Word must have gotten around that me and my harem were on the same side as the Seelie, as the atmosphere around the base had grown relaxed while I was inside the canvas tent negotiating with the leader. With the news that new blood had come to refresh the ranks revolting against Queen Titania, the mood around the encampment could even be called celebratory. 
 
    For everyone except my girls, that is. 
 
    “I never thought I’d say this, but I’m with Mareth on this one,” Raquelle said. The angel’s black and white wings had been the subject of much whispered gossip by the Seelie Fae. I gathered they’d never seen a creature quite like her before. “You have to let us come with you, L… Archlord. You’re going to need every bit of help you can get to bring Oni back.” 
 
    I’d had to explain this three times already. My patience had already begun to wear thin, and I’d quickly learned that getting this much pushback from my harem was not something I enjoyed. 
 
    “This is the way it has to be,” I told Raquelle and Mareth firmly. “You all knew the drill when you agreed to accompany me out here. “It’s not just enough for us to come here and make decisions—they have to be the right decisions, otherwise the Infernal Academy is doomed.” 
 
    My harem girls shared looks that ranged from worried to outright annoyed. Clearly, none of them wanted me venturing into the lair of that snake Queen Titania alone. Worse, each of them thought that they were the one who’d make the difference; who I needed to keep by my side. Normally I loved it when my girls competed to be my favorite, but outside the bedroom it was a major headache. 
 
    Just then, Godfrey rolled up to the front gates.  
 
    Saved by the bell, I thought, turning away from my harem. Or the Humvee, in this case.  
 
    “Look, I’ll be fine,” I told the girls. “While I’m gone, I want you all on your best behavior. Help Siobhan with her preparations against Queen Titania. I want this camp ready to strike out the second I walk back in here with Oni by my side.” 
 
    I didn’t even want them thinking that I might not come back. Victory had to look like an absolute certainty; otherwise, my girls would worry. 
 
    Maddie, as always, showed herself to be the best possible example for the rest of the girls. Her clear eyes shined as she planted a kiss on my cheek, nodding submissively as she saw me off. “I trust you,” she said, loud enough for the group to hear. Then, in a whisper too quiet for the Fae to pick up her name. “And I trust Eiko. It’s just—normally when you go on some crazy suicide mission, the rest of us are there to help you out!” 
 
    “It’s no fun to sit on the sidelines,” I agreed, going down the line and giving each girl a goodbye. None of them were as coy about it as Maddie. Mareth straight up reached into my pants and gave my cock a stroke as she kissed my goodbye, while Christina gyrated her hips against me like a stripper and bit down on my bottom lip to let me know how much she was going to miss me while I was gone. “But none of you are going to be doing that. You’ll be playing an important role. I just won’t be here to see it. But I will see the result.” 
 
    None of them looked happy about that. Yet they let me climb into the front seat of the Humvee, and the expressions of desire each of them had on their faces as I looked back at them from the driver’s seat made me want to call the whole thing off and fuck each of them into the ground. 
 
    Ah, the life of a future Lord of Hell, I thought, shaking my head and checking myself out in the rearview mirror. The Humvee pulled away, leaving my harem behind to wave me goodbye and flash me their tits and asses one last time before the journey. I’ll have to throw a party once all of this is over. Make each of my girls feel special— 
 
    Something jumped out from the backseat, throwing hands over my eyes. 
 
    “Hi, Archlord!” That manic, bubbly voice could only belong to Poppy—who I’d forgotten was there. “How was your meeting with Siobhan? You didn’t bring any revenue agents back with you, did you?” 
 
    Grimacing, I tugged the pixie’s hands off my face.  
 
    “Sit right there,” I commanded, pointing to the passenger seat. “I didn’t tell Siobhan about you, Poppy. But she already knew.” 
 
    Poppy’s face paled as white as new-fallen snow. “She did?” 
 
    “Yep.” Something occurred to me. “You don’t seem freaked out at all that we’re driving away from the Fae encampment. Aren’t you curious where we’re going?” 
 
    Poppy’s horror-stricken look was suddenly shot through with naughtiness. “Oh. Well, I figured that since we’re alone, you wanted to drive me out into the forest and bind me to you!” 
 
    What!? I hadn’t received a proposition that frank in a long time. “You must think I’m some kind of a monster,” I said, suddenly glad Godfrey was doing the driving for me. “That I just grab any girl who interests me, knock her out like a caveman, and drag her back to my lair…” 
 
    The look on Poppy’s face told me she wouldn’t have minded if I did that one bit. “You do seem a bit beastly,” the pixie admitted. “And you are Lucifer’s heir. But both of those things are okay with me.” She leaned back against the seat, letting her skirt ride up her smooth thighs. “I like rough sex, Archlord. If you’re not going to get fucked good and hard, why fuck at all?” 
 
    I could hardly believe what I was hearing. “Jesus, you do hit the gas, don’t you?” I whispered, shocked by this shameless little freak living in the Fae Realm who talked about rough sex as easily as stealing souls. “You’re a dirty little perv, aren’t you, fairy girl?” 
 
    “Look who’s talking,” Poppy growled, her voice full of heat. “You’ve got a hard-on right now—don’t bother denying it. I’ve got eyes; I can see what’s going on in your pants.” She leaned over, unconstrained by the seat belt, pressing her short, curvy body against mine. “I’m literally half your size,” the pixie whimpered, batting her eyelashes up at me. “If that doesn’t make you think of all the fun positions you could fit me into, then I don’t know if you can even call yourself a man!” 
 
    Oh fuck. I was rapidly losing control. Was I actually about to fuck Poppy in the front seat of my magical Humvee, while on the way to save the Realms from total destruction? It felt so selfish to put my desire to get laid over the fate of the Infernal and Celestial Academies, but when a tiny, filthy thing like Poppy couldn’t stop talking to me that way…” 
 
    “Actually,” I growled, “I’ve been thinking about how I could put you on my dick and spin you like a top. Like a living Fleshlight—do you even know what that is?”
“I can guess,” Poppy laughed. “You want to make me your sex toy, ‘Archlord’? Want to see if you can make me scream my true name while I’m coming all over your cock?” 
 
    In a flash, Poppy was in my lap. Part of it was her wings, which lifted her into the air while beating madly. But most of it was me, grabbing her and slamming her down on the bulge between my legs as we ground our bodies together. Her lips met mine and opened, allowing me to shove my tongue deep into her warm, wet mouth. She tasted like cinnamon candy and some spice I couldn’t identify, and her nipples were achingly stiff against my shirt. 
 
    Poppy hiked up her skirt as she felt for my zipper. “Yeah, fuck me, human,” she purred, nibbling her bottom lip. “I can’t fucking wait to fit this cock inside me. I’m so tiny, you’re going to be able to fuck me all the way to the back of my throat…” 
 
    “Master?” Godfrey’s chipper, mechanical voice echoed through the cab of the Humvee. Outside the windshield, the trees of the forest had been static for some time now. “I’m afraid my in-built directions have run out at this point. I’ll need guidance from our passenger in order to locate the Castle of Days. Sorry for the interruption.” 
 
    Poppy’s hand froze, my zipper halfway down. Her pixie face formed into an ‘O’ of shock, her jaw dropping almost all the way to my cock. “Wait—you’re going to the Castle of Days? Oh fuck!” 
 
    She climbed off me, shooting back into the passenger seat. “You can let me out here, thanks. If you manage to come back alive, we can pick up where we left off. Not that you will—” 
 
    “Freeze!” I commanded, a tentacle erupting from my shoulder. It grabbed the handle of the passenger side door before Poppy could, holding it closed. My cock throbbed with unresolved need; I could hardly think straight. 
 
    The sight of the tentacle brought a surprised shriek from the pixie girl. “Look, I’m not going to the fucking Castle of Days. I’ve spent my whole adult life trying to stay away from that place! Titania would lock me in there in an instant if she knew how much tax I’d been skipping out on!” 
 
    “You don’t have a choice,” I growled, blinking away my sexual frustration. “Siobhan’s got your number, little girl. She made this a condition of allowing you to leave her camp in one piece.” 
 
    To my surprise, the pixie’s gaze returned to my cock. Poppy sighed and blew a lock of hair out of her face, her eyes rolling in their sockets. “Sheesh. Then I’m dead one way or another, aren’t I? I guess I should fuck you after all, human—” 
 
    As she moved to climb back into my lap, I held up a hand. “Stop.” 
 
    Poppy did, though she looked very confused to be doing so. 
 
    “I didn’t say you had to go into the fucking prison with me,” I snapped, hating the way the situation had broken apart so quickly. And hating myself a bit, to be honest. How had I let my cock get the better of me so fast? Unless Poppy was secreting some kind of aphrodisiac fairy dust, I should’ve been able to keep my dick in my pants for ten fucking minutes until I saved my demon. “You just have to give me directions to get there. Once it’s done, Godfrey can take you back to your cart.” 
 
    Poppy didn’t look like she believed me. “This is a trick,” she whispered, smoothing down her skirt. “Siobhan wants you to toss me in prison.” 
 
    I held up both my hands. “I swear it’s not.” 
 
    “Then how come you’re going alone? You’ve got all those girls waiting for you back at camp—some of them look like they could’ve captured Siobhan’s entire camp single-handed. But you’re not taking them with you to the Castle?” 
 
    “Nope.” I shook my head. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    A shrug. “That’s just the way it has to be. Whatever’s waiting for me in the Castle of Days, I have to face it down alone.” 
 
    Poppy stared at me for so long, I wondered what the hell had gotten into her. She looked like she couldn’t decide whether to try and pry the door open, tentacle or no, or climb into my lap and pick back up where we’d started. Maybe neither—or even both. 
 
    Eventually she let out a little sigh, pursing her lips like she couldn’t quite figure out what to make of me. “You really aren’t like most humans who come to the Fae Realm, are you?” she asked. 
 
    The change of topic threw me off-balance. “No, I’m not.” 
 
    “You’re different,” Poppy said, something like wonder entering her eyes. The interest was still there—the coals of pure lust that had blazed into a bonfire while she sat in my lap still smouldered. But something deeper rested there now, as if waiting for the right spark. “I understand why all those women follow you, Archlord. You’re the kind of man who doesn’t blanch at the thought of walking alone into the worst prison in all the Realms.” 
 
    “I do what has to be done,” I said with a shrug. My cock continued pulsing in my briefs, but the overwhelming wave of lust that had ripped control from my senses began to ebb. I could control myself around Poppy—for now, at least. “Nothing else is going to get me made the Lord of Hell.” 
 
    A smile spread across Poppy’s face. “I believe you just might do that,” she said, looking at me with something like hope. “Would you protect a pixie like me from Siobhan, Archlord? I have to warn you—I’m on both the Seelie and the Unseelie Fae’s shit lists.” 
 
    I leaned over and put my hand on Poppy’s thigh. “If we fucked, you’d belong to me,” I said, looking deep into her eyes. “And I don’t let any motherfucker mess with what belongs to me.” 
 
    The declaration made Poppy bite her bottom lip. Was that a squeal she was suppressing? She certainly looked like she’d won the fucking lottery. 
 
    The miniature pixie wavered back and forth across the edge for so long that I began to get nervous. Then, almost like a sneeze, a single word spilled from her lips: 
 
    “Persephonia.” 
 
    I blinked. “What’s that?” 
 
    Poppy’s face flushed crimson. “My name,” she purred, looking at me with a mixture of fear and longing. “My true name.” 
 
    Oh fuck. I’d thought that maybe I could get Poppy to tell me her real name while I was balls-deep inside of her—but to have her give it up without any leverage? She really was hitching her wagon to me. Among the Fae, this was about the heaviest declaration of trust a girl could make. 
 
    “Persephonia,” I repeated, watching Poppy shudder with lust in response. “It’s beautiful. Just like you.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Poppy panted, squeezing her thighs together. “Now that you know it, you can command me. You can do anything you want with me, really. I’m putting my life in your hands…”
I pulled her back into my lap. “Godfrey,” I growled, “you’re just going to have to wait.” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” the car chirped cheerfully, making no special note of the fact that I was about to fuck this pixie’s brains out. For my enchanted vehicle, this was all just another day. Odd to think about it like that. 
 
    “Persephonia,” I growled, hiking the pixie’s skirt up above her round, juicy ass. “Persephonia, Persephonia...you know you’ve delivered yourself right into the hands of a beast, don’t you?” 
 
    She did. But as the Realms’ number one bad-boy, I knew something better than most people: that there was an excitement that came with leaping heedlessly into danger. From sticking your head in the lion’s mouth, or from letting the Beast take you to his bed. 
 
    Or the front seat of his car, in this instance. 
 
    Poppy let out a low moan as I slid my hand between her thighs. Her pussy was wet and warm, dripping with juice, and the tiny nub of her clit throbbed against my thumb as I swirled the digit around it. Her slender, see-through wings shook rapidly as I pleasured her, getting her good and ready for my cock. Fuck, she was so tiny! It really was going to feel like having a living sex toy in my lap. I wondered if she’d even be able to fit all of me inside of her. 
 
    Only one way to find out, I thought with a smirk. 
 
    I reached down and finished the job Poppy had started, tugging down my zipper and freeing my cock. The shaft glistened with pre-cum from my frustrated humping against the pixie, and now I was going to get to feel what it was like to be buried inside of her. Grabbing the base, I ran the swollen head over her labia and her clit, marveling at how huge my cock looked between her thighs. Like a fucking tree trunk! 
 
    “Oh fuuuuck,” Poppy whimpered. “I’d heard humans were hung like fucking horses, but shit! I don’t know if I can take all that, Archlord!” 
 
    “My name is Luke,” I growled, looking her in the eyes. No danger in her knowing my real name now—not when she already belonged to me, and would in a whole new fashion once I was done with her. “I want to hear you screaming that name while I’m fucking you, Persephonia. Now spread those legs wide for me.” 
 
    The words held the force of command, and with her true name spoken, Poppy’s legs snapped open like someone readying a pair of chopsticks. “I don’t know if I can take it!” Poppy groaned, running her slick folds over the head of my cock. “You’re so big, you’re so fucking big—!” 
 
    My big cock rammed home. Poppy’s tight walls stretched around my cock as it pushed into her snug entrance, filling her to the brim and then some. If she hadn’t been so incredibly wet, I never would have fit. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I roared, the back of my neck slamming into the headrest. I’d been with women before who had rare treasures between their legs: Mareth’s succubus pussy could grip and stroke me while I was inside of her, and Christina’s supernatural ridges swirled around my cock on every stroke in ways that would have sent a normal man over the edge instantly. But I’d never fucked anything like Poppy before. She was so fucking tight that every inch I buried inside of her felt like it would be the last—like there simply wasn’t room inside the pixie for all the meat I wanted to put inside of her. 
 
    Poppy spread wider, and wider, taking me all in. As her slit engulfed me all the way down to the balls, she made a strange little urk noise and began to drool. Her walls quivered around me, dripping with juice, and I began to laugh. 
 
    “Holy shit, Poppy, did you just cum?” Her weak little nod let me know I’d hit the spot. “I haven’t even started fucking you yet?” 
 
    “Sooo… biiiig…” the pixie groaned, making a face of pleasure like nothing I’d ever seen before. Poppy looked down at the point where I entered her like she’d never seen such a beautiful image. “Haaaah I don’t know if I can take it, human! Fuck you’re stretching me out so much!” 
 
    “You’d better,” I grunted, the crown of my cock jerking against her cervix. I’d well and truly bottomed out inside of her—if I shot now, my cream would spurt directly into her womb. “I don’t know the meaning of the words ‘pull out’, Persephonia…” 
 
    “Let me… try…” Poppy’s knees rested on my thighs as she pulled herself into a cowgirl position. For a pixie of Poppy’s size, it looked less like riding a horse than wrapping her body around an iron girder. I could literally see my dick bulging inside of her. The image made me even harder. 
 
    “I need more,” I growled, my hands on her hips. I thrusted up into her, and Poppy screamed with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh fuck, just like that!” she sobbed, tears rolling down the pixie’s cheeks. “Unf, I can take it! I told you I like rough sex, Master! I’m gonna take every inch of that dick deep in my little fairy pussy!” 
 
    In short order, Poppy proved herself as good as her boast. The lithe pixie bounced up and down on my prick, her walls wrapped so tight around my shaft it was unreal. I grabbed her hair for more leverage, holding her tight against me as she rode me for all she was worth. Before long I felt the muscles of her sex contracting, growing even tighter as a second orgasm approached. 
 
    No fair, I thought with a smirk. I haven’t even had one yet. Time to even the score… 
 
    As Poppy approached her peak, I suddenly grabbed her by the hips and lifted her off her feet. The pixie squealed as she was transformed into a living Fleshlight, held aloft by my tentacles and arms as I thrust harder and harder into her channel. Some of those tendrils wrapped around the steering wheel to brace her, and had the additional effect of bouncing her ample tits off the dashboard as we fucked. 
 
    “Godfrey!” I roared, watching myself bottom out inside the pixie again and again. “Play us some music to fuck to!” 
 
    A deep bass thrum vibrated the whole Humvee. The beat went off like a bomb, some vocal that was good and nasty soaring over top of it but I couldn’t make out any of the words. It was all about the bass, the rattle and hum as I pounded Poppy’s brains out. 
 
    “I’m gonna cum again!” the pixie howled, struggling in my grip. “Oh fuck, Master, please—!” 
 
    “Come for me,” I commanded, burying my cock as deep as I could inside of her and holding it there. “Come all over that cock, Persephonia—your Master commands you to come…” 
 
    Poppy’s second orgasm nearly broke the windshield. The pixie flailed in all directions at once as pleasure infiltrated her, her head slamming into the glass as her legs kicked out madly. I could tell she wanted to wrap those legs around me as she came, to coax my thick prick even deeper inside of her—but I held out. I liked feeling like she was a piece of property, a toy for me to empty my load into. 
 
    Speaking of which… 
 
    I kept pumping as juice trickled down Poppy’s thighs. She looked barely capable of rational thought at this point—her tongue lolled from the side of her mouth, and her eyes rolled in their sockets. In that moment there was no suggestion I could make, no matter how filthy or depraved, that she’d say no to. 
 
    I had her ride me, I thought, ticking through positions on my fingers, then I held her up and used her like a pocket pussy. Guess all that’s left is for me to be in control— 
 
    I grinned. For my final act, I intended to fuck Poppy into the ground. 
 
    My tentacles moved quicker than conscious thought. In an instant the delicate flower of the pixie’s body was shuffled to the side, breaking contact with the dashboard entirely. I rose to my knees as the tendrils shifted Poppy in mid-air, tipping her upside down so that her shoulder blades rested against the floor of the passenger carriage and her legs stuck straight upward. 
 
    I leaned over, then positioned my cock downward as the glistening head pushed into Poppy’s folds. Her mouth opened wide as she watched me piledrive into her, inch by glorious inch. 
 
    “Oh my gawwwwd,” the pixie groaned, her legs wrapping around my hips as best as she was able. “Yes, Luke, fuck me just like that! Oh fuck, I’m gonna scream!” 
 
    She did. Every thrust of my cock felt like pushing a piston into the tightest, most perfectly engineered channel imaginable. Only the lubricant of mine and Poppy’s juices made it possible—two orgasms had left her pussy so tight that I had to push extra hard to bury myself hilt-deep inside of her. I grunted with the effort, and was rewarded with screams of pleasure so pretty I wanted to record them to listen to later. 
 
    Both Poppy and I rapidly drove toward our peaks. There was no question of her coming first this time around. She’d gotten off twice now, and I hadn’t even shot my first load into her tight pixie pussy—but what I had coming was going to wash her pleasure away.  
 
    Both of us locked in, Poppy hanging on for dear life as I did my level best to fuck her right through the floor of the Humvee. The cab shook with the violence of my thrusts, knocking the pixie every which way. I expected her to beg for me to stop, but she liked it—her groans reached a fever pitch every time the intensity of pleasure of being filled by my cock was shot through with pain. She really does like it rough, I thought with a grin. I’m glad she wasn’t just posing. I fucking hate it when girls talk about how hard they want to get fucked in bed, then get all squeamish when you start doing what they want… 
 
    No danger of that with Poppy. The pixie’s cries mingled with my own as we both reached the peak, the pleasure hitting us both in a wave that was utterly unbearable. 
 
    “I’ve never been so in love,” Poppy groaned, her long tongue nearly touching the leather seat as she watched herself get fucked right into the carpet. “Oh, you know just how to treat me, Master! Fuck, I’m going to love being owned by you so much!” 
 
    There was no moment of hesitation, no instant before the threshold where Poppy or I asked ourselves if we truly wanted this. There was just her, and me, and the raw primal pleasure coursing through our bodies as we fucked hard enough to shake the Humvee… 
 
    I roared with bliss as I shot, the bulge between Poppy’s legs jerking as I erupted inside of her. There was no hope of even containing half of my load inside of that tight, wet little slit—my cock might have just barely fit inside of her, but the volume of my semen was far too much for her tight pixie pussy to handle. It flooded out of her, coating her thighs as she wrapped her legs around me and hit her own climax. 
 
    “Yes, yes unnnngh yes! I’m gonna fucking cum, I’m fucking cumming!” 
 
    I buried myself as deep as I could inside of Poppy as she shattered beneath me. Her third and final orgasm made her inner channel so tight that I could only thrust halfway into her—her walls gripped me like a finger trap, unwilling to ever let me go. The space allowed me to keep shooting, the last few jets of cream dribbling from my cock right into her waiting, spasming womb. 
 
    Poppy’s wings didn’t change color, or if they did, I couldn’t tell. They were too wispy, too see-through for that. No horns or new tail sprouted from her tiny, curvy body either—apparently the Fae didn’t go in for that. She was just mine—bound to me as tightly as any one of my demon or angel harem girls. 
 
    Just like Lucifer said, I realized as post-nut clarity filled me. The Infernal Realm, the Celestial Realm, and the Fae Realm. Is Poppy my pathway to reaching the third apex of my power? 
 
    I didn’t have much time to think about it. 
 
    I’d barely finished fixing my zipper when the door of the Humvee slammed open, Poppy’s hair disappearing around the front. A tentacle shot from my shoulder, but afterglow had made it sluggish—it gripped the door handle a half-second too late to stop her. 
 
    “Hey!” I called after the pixie. “Come back! What are you playing at?”
Still giggling, Poppy turned around, squeezing her thighs together. A thin trail of my seed trickled down her leg, testament to either how much I shot or the tightness of her incredible pixie pussy. 
 
    “Relax,” my newest harem member told me, though I was pretty damned relaxed already. “I’m not running. I couldn’t run from you if I wanted to, Luke. Even knowing your real name doesn’t help me now.” 
 
    “So what the hell are you doing?” I wanted to know. 
 
    “You wanted to go to the Castle of Days,” Poppy said with a shrug. Without ceremony, she squatted in the dirt in front of the Humvee, tracing arcane symbols on the ground. “This is how we make it happen.” 
 
    I understood. Siobhan’s words from earlier echoed in my head—that the Castle wasn’t so much a physical location as a mobile phenomenon, something that belonged to all Realms and none at the same time. “A ritual?” 
 
    “Easy enough to do.” Poppy winked at me over her shoulder, then reached between her legs. Her fingers came back coated with my seed, which she smeared into the design she’d been tracing with her fingers. “Blood is the usual channel to open a path to the Castle of Days, but since you just pumped me full of all that wonderful cream, I figured I’d use a bit of it to shape our way…” 
 
    I shook my head, laughing. “You’re crazy,” I growled, watching her go. “I like you.” 
 
    “You’d better.” Poppy wiggled her curvy ass back and forth as she finished the drawing. “You’re stuck with me, Luke. One pint-size pixie. I’m going to need a good, hard fucking every now and then to keep me in line.” 
 
    My seed sank into the dirt. As it did, the symbol began to glow, and a shimmering portal tore the air in two a dozen feet ahead of the Humvee. Poppy came running back and climbed into the passenger seat, slapping the door as my tentacle pulled it closed. 
 
    “Let’s roll!” The blonde cackled madly, high on life and the aftershocks of being fucked by a human twice her size. “Next stop, the Castle of Days!” 
 
    Godfrey roared forward, sending our Humvee through the portal. In a flash, we left the Fae Realm behind—and entered the strangest phase of my journey. 
 
    By the time I left the Castle of Days, I’d be a changed man. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Godfrey lurched once as we shot through the portal, then slammed on the brakes as we came out the other side. Neither Poppy or I had been wearing our seatbelts. As I shot forward from my seat, tentacles erupted from my shoulders to brace me against the cabin, moving on pure instinct. One shot out and wrapped around Poppy’s ankle, halting her inches before her pretty face would have smashed into the windshield. 
 
    Both of us fell silent. Our Humvee sat in the vestibule of a high-ceilinged castle. Tapestries covered the walls, a thick crimson carpet stretched across the bare rock floor. Narrow slits in the sides of the walls functioned as windows—beyond them, stars glittered in the firmament. The view didn’t fool me. Everything about this place felt different from any Realm I’d visited thus far—we’d truly stepped into another world. 
 
    “When I told you to take me to the Castle, I didn’t mean inside the castle,” I said, peering through the windshield. A big marble staircase dominated the chamber, with carved gargoyles sitting atop the banisters like sentinels. This place looked like Count Dracula’s summer mansion—or maybe a vacation home for Lucifer himself. One glance around the place and I got major Castlevania vibes. 
 
    “There isn’t really an outside to speak of,” Poppy murmured. Even though she’d been here before, the look of the place clearly inspired fear and awe in the tiny pixie as well. “In fact, this isn’t even what it looked like the last time I was here.” 
 
    “It isn’t?” I popped open the driver’s side door and stuck my head through. The place smelled cool and damp, though more than a little stale. Like no one had come to visit in a really long time. “What did it look like, then?” 
 
    “A more conventional prison.” Unlike me, Poppy made no move to get out of the Humvee. “The Castle of Days is different things to different people—it’s what makes it such an effective means of containment. For some prisoners, this place undoubtedly feels like Heaven. For others, it’s Hell.” 
 
    “Well, I happen to have visited both,” I told the pixie. “And this place doesn’t feel like either of them. It feels old, yeah—but not particularly threatening…” 
 
    I took a step out of the car, only for my heel to sink into the floor. What had appeared to be a solid, plush carpet gave sickeningly beneath my foot. “What the fuck!?” I roared, thrown off-balance. 
 
    “Archlord? Archlord!” Poppy crawled into the driver’s seat, reaching her stubby hands out to me. “Shit, it’s happening even faster than I was afraid of!” 
 
    “What’s happening?” I demanded, twisting as I tried to right myself. I managed to grab the door of the Humvee and use it to keep myself from sinking further. The carpet gripped my foot, then my ankle, tugging it like a desperate fist. “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    “The Castle of Days is shaping itself around you,” Poppy shouted, pulling me backward with all her might. Her wings flapped madly, her fingers tightening in my robes, but she had neither the strength nor the leverage to get me out of the Castle’s trap. “I’ve never seen it myself, but I’ve heard this can happen when someone really powerful steps into the prison. Someone special!” 
 
    “And you didn’t warn me?” I yelled. I’d only been called ‘special’ or ‘different’ about a billion times by now along my journey. If there was any being in all the Realms who’d set off this particular trap, it’d be me. 
 
    Just then my fingers slipped. One of Poppy’s hands came free, the other no longer strong enough to hold me against the Humvee. 
 
    “Shit, hang on!” The pixie crawled toward the door, intent on using its leverage to pull me out. “No, no no...not when I just finally met a guy I get along with and knows how to lay the pipe! Don’t do this to me, universe!” 
 
    “To you?” I asked—but my cry was swallowed up. There was a horrible wrenching sensation as Poppy’s grip slipped, and I sank right into the carpet and through the floor. For a moment, the world was upside down. That’s right, I thought, in one of the Castlevanias the castle did that right when you thought you’d beaten it. You still had a little bit more to go…  
 
    And before I could fully process what I was seeing, I’d sunk into a world of fog and darkness. 
 
    It felt like I’d fallen through the surface of the Earth. Like I’d gone out of bounds in a video game, and could see upward from the infinite void beneath the game’s world. A tap against nothing revealed a solid path beneath my heels, but nothing lay beneath me but shadows. And fog. 
 
    A figure stepped into the path before me, then another. Two more added to those, then doubled again and again—until I faced an entire squadron of identical, worried-looking men. Each of whom had my face. 
 
    I stared at a field of Lukes, each of whom wore the same expression of bemused concern that I did. The fog rolled in, hiding the castle vestibule above my head. From somewhere far above me, I could hear Poppy crying out—but her voice already sounded muffled, as if it came from the bottom of a well. 
 
    The Castle of Days had me now. 
 
    I took a step—and all of the Lukes took a step right along with me. Some of them moved at angles opposite to my own, while others moved in lockstep with my own choice. I blinked several times, the picture snapping into focus—then laughed. 
 
    “This is your prison, asshole?” I asked, watching the phrase get repeated through a field of Luke Bells. “I’ve been in a Hall of Mirrors before. It’s not even scary!” 
 
    Though I didn’t tell whatever force animated the Castle of Days that there had been a time when such an environment scared me. As a kid, I’d been to the Hall of Mirrors at the County Fair and thought it was a great time, bumping into my own reflections and the reflections of my parents, with the exit and the entrance flipping from glass to glass with every move through the labyrinth. 
 
    Then, somewhere, I’d made a wrong turn. The entrance and exit had disappeared, then the reflections of my Mom and Dad, until only an endless hall of little Lukes remained. I could still hear myself, and hear the laughter of my parents and the other customers at the Fair making their way through the maze. I could hear them, but couldn’t see them—and that had scared the hell out of me. 
 
    The same fear I’d felt when coming face to face with a nightmare inside of the Infernal Academy. It welled up inside me for an instant at the sight of my childhood fear—then I banished it. 
 
    I know how to do this, I told myself, a faint smile curling at the corner of my mouth. At odd angles throughout the smoky chamber, the other Lukes did the same. Just look at your feet, Luke. That’s the trick. 
 
    The people who built a Hall of Mirrors intended for you to get overwhelmed; to become disoriented at the sight of dozens of your own reflections staring back at you. Taking steps in random directions inevitably led to bumping into yourself—which was why, to discern the real turns from the fake ones, all you had to do was keep your eyes on the ground. 
 
    It wasn’t easy. Unlike a real Hall, nothing lay beneath my feet but darkness and mist—no pattern, no easy way to feel the edges of the maze out. But I still managed to make progress. Step by step, turn by turn, I traced the outer edges of the labyrinth. Lukes moved in perfect synchrony with me, disappearing and reappearing with every turn as I sought out an exit to the maze. There had to be one— 
 
    I froze. One of the Lukes wasn’t moving. 
 
    “Abaddon,” it said, disappearing in a puff of smoke. 
 
    I stood there for a long time, tensed up and waiting for an attack. When none came, I turned and moved down the next hall—only for another Luke to step out of its proper place and rush at me. 
 
    “Unum Infernum!” the phantom Luke howled, flashing a toothy grin. Fangs protruded from the corners of its mouth, giving the whole thing a ghoulish kind of humor. 
 
    “Step back, asshole!” I yelled, reaching for the fire within. A tentacle erupted from my shoulder and shot at the fake Luke, only to slam into a cold, unyielding pane of glass. 
 
    Behind it, the fake Luke cackled, then disappeared as quickly as the first one. 
 
    I know those words, I thought as I continued to navigate the maze. The Lukes were weird, sure, but they didn’t seem to mean me any harm. They hadn’t attacked—which maybe meant something. Where had I heard those damn words before? 
 
    Way back at the beginning of all of this. The night I met Lucifer. 
 
    As if in response to my thought, the path sloped sharply downward. I nearly lost my balance as a set of stairs emerged from the mirrored hallway, angling slightly to the left as they wormed their way lower. I followed them downward, descending even deeper into the Castle of Days as dozens of Lukes did the same in my peripheral vision. 
 
    The further I went down the stairs, the more the atmosphere began to change. Now it no longer felt like I’d clipped through the boundaries of a video game—it was more like I’d entered a whole new level. I let out a laugh as I realized where I was heading. The scene at the bottom of the staircase was intimately familiar to me; I’d been there dozens of times before. 
 
    When I reached the bottom of the stairs, I stood at the entrance to the Infernal Academy. The big wrought-iron gate stood open just beyond the fountain, with flames dancing in the midnight black sky. It almost looked as if I’d come back home to the Academy, but when I turned around, the staircase stretched upward into the fog. 
 
    The truth was clear. This wasn’t home—it was another one of the Castle’s visions. Its tricks. So what was it going to yell at me this time? 
 
    I made my way across the parking circle, cutting close to the front gate. Whatever lesson this place wanted to teach me, or nasty trap it wanted to spring, I wanted to get it over with and find Oni as soon as possible. I had no time to waste with games. 
 
    To my surprise, Godfrey waited at the front gate. Not the new Humvee I’d taken with me into the Fae Realm, but the hot rod that had driven me to the Infernal Realm to begin with. I remembered driving the Highway to Hell with Christina and Mareth and grinned. 
 
    A small crowd had gathered around the trunk of the car. “Hey—wait a minute,” I said, picking up the pace. “I remember this! This is when Maddie snuck into the Academy with us—” 
 
    Indeed it was. The parking attendant stood next to Godfrey in her uniform, tapping on the hood. Everything about the scene was the same as it had been when I’d first arrived at the Infernal Academy, with one exception: there was no Luke. Christina and Mareth stood by, with the crowd of demons about to go feral as soon as the trunk opened crowding around the front gate. But I was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Or was I supposed to be me? 
 
    No one opened the trunk. A banging noise came steadily from the inside, along with the faint cries of Maddie, muffled by the carpeted interior. The demons kept standing around like actors waiting for their cue to start their performance. 
 
    “Uh, hello?” I waved my hands. “What the hell is this—” 
 
    One demon’s head turned. It was the rusalka, Xora, who’d given me my initial tour of the Infernal Academy. Once I thought she might join my harem, but after the incident with Karl, I figured that might be a bad idea. Looking at her slender form and gorgeous face, I regretted that decision for a moment. 
 
    “Maleficarum,” Xora said. Long, needle-like fangs filled her demonic mouth. 
 
    She charged. 
 
    Xora jumped right over the trunk of the car, prompting whoever was inside to attack the metal with renewed vigor. While everyone else stood around, barely noticing anything strange was happening, the rusalka extended six-inch long claws from her fingers and went on the offensive. 
 
    The attack was so sudden and unexpected that she nearly clipped my throat. Only quick thinking saved me. I dashed to the side, rolling across the concrete as her claws whistled through the space where my face had been only a moment ago. 
 
    This isn’t the real Xora, I told myself, rising to my feet. It’s just something Titania uses to keep the prisoners in here occupied! 
 
    It sure as shit looked like Xora, though. Which made killing her harder. 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt you,” I told the rusalka, lifting my hands. Even as I did, though, I summoned my wings and tentacles. I knew where this was going to go. 
 
    “I want to hurt you,” the fake Xora said, as casually as if we’d been discussing the weather. The rusalka lowered her head and charged forward, slashing left then right in massive slashes. 
 
    I backed up again and again. Each time the claws came close enough that I could feel the wind of their passing. The real Xora had been more than a little into me, but this one held nothing but hate in her heart for Luke Bell. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. Don’t make me do this,” I grunted. Now Xora and I moved in a circle, constrained by the group of demons clustering in around us. Sensing victory, the rusalka grew bolder, throwing herself into the attack with reckless abandon. 
 
    “Die,” the fake Xora babbled, grinning the too-wide grin that had nearly slashed Maddie’s sanity in two. “Die!” 
 
    I sighed. “Have it your way.” 
 
    The fake Xora’s next strike was an overhand slash. I chuckled to myself as she put all her weight into the blow, aiming for my chest like the bulls-eye to an arrow. As she swung, my hand caught her wrist, freezing it in mid-air. 
 
    “You’re not a threat to me any more,” I said, shaking my head sadly. “You’re too slow. Too weak.” 
 
    Fire erupted from between my fingers. Xora screamed as tongues of flame worked their way up her arm, consuming whatever they touched. 
 
    Still the onlookers did nothing. Maddie—or whatever stood for Maddie in this crazy play the Castle of Days was putting on for me—continued beating at the inside of the trunk, demanding to be set free. 
 
    Within a minute, Xora lay curled up in a smouldering ball, dead as a doornail. 
 
    I couldn’t help but feel that I’d hurt the real Xora by doing this. I resolved to see her as soon as I returned to the Infernal Academy, and maybe give the thought of adding to my harem a second look over. She was a cute girl, after all, except for when she was consumed by flames. 
 
    As Xora died, something clicked over my head. The Infernal Academy dissolved, and I stood on a bare gray stage. Around me stood white walls of the sort found in a warehouse or a distribution center, with harsh fluorescent lights set into the ceiling. 
 
    Only the car remained, with the steady thumping coming from inside the trunk. That hadn’t faded. 
 
    “This is the real prison,” I said, shaking my head. The atmosphere was undeniable—this place felt institutional and sterile, the sort of place a wicked ruler would toss their unruly dissidents or threats to the throne. “I guess that other thing was just a light show?” 
 
    Yet it had been more than that. I felt something in my head—some knowledge that I’d gained from completing whatever test or trial had just been thrown at me here. Whatever the Castle of Days was, it wasn’t entirely against me—or perhaps it was trying to test me. 
 
    “Infernal Realm,” I said, looking down at the flame smouldering in my fingers. “Celestial Realm. Fae Realm.” 
 
    Lucifer had told me I had to pass three trials to succeed. To become the Lord of Hell. 
 
    What if that was the first? 
 
    There was only one obvious thing left to do in this room. The pounding from inside the trunk considered unabated—poor Maddie must have been in a lather by now. She clearly thought everyone had abandoned her. 
 
    “Give me a second,” I said, coming around to the trunk. The car looked stranger than ever inside that empty, prison-like warehouse. “You okay in there, Maddie? Sorry to have scared you.” 
 
    I knew there was no chance Maddie was inside the trunk. But I wasn’t ready for what I saw inside. 
 
    Just beneath the trunk’s hood lay a ladder, stretching down into the darkness. 
 
    “Fucking great,” I muttered, looking around the room like I was waiting for the hidden camera crew to come out laughing. “You want me to go down this thing? Huh, Titania? Is this all some kind of test? What the fuck is this?” 
 
    “It’s your trial, Luke. Your final exam, as it were. Are you ready, my boy?” 
 
    I whirled around on a heel. Standing in the middle of the warehouse, leaning heavily on an obsidian cane, was the man himself. 
 
    Lucifer. The Prince of Darkness. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Lucifer?” I took a hesitant step forward, holding out my hands. “Is that really you?” 
 
    If it was, I didn’t want to lay hands on the Prince of Darkness without asking. Yet touching him seemed the only way to tell whether he truly stood before me, or whether he was another one of the Castle of Day’s illusions. 
 
    The Devil tossed back his head and laughed, his midnight-black hair spilling over the sharp collar of his suit.  
 
    “It’s me, my boy. The Castle of Days isn’t capable of creating an illusion quite this detailed. You saw that with your little trip down memory lane—only Xora was able to move and act like an actual person.” The Prince of Darkness scoffed. “Prisons. They never get extravagant funding.” 
 
    With a snap of his fingers, Satan dispelled the illusion.  
 
    We were actually standing in a mossy field, not far from where Poppy had performed the ritual to open a path to the Castle of Days.  
 
    Godfrey’s Humvee form stood just over the ridge, with Poppy standing next to it with a shocked look on her face. 
 
    Neither of them moved. 
 
    “Uh, Lucifer?” I asked, glancing back at the Prince of Darkness. “What exactly did you just do? Why aren’t either of them looking for me?” 
 
    “Because this is the very moment you were pulled into the Castle proper,” Lucifer said with a shrug. “I took you back out where you came in—both physically and in time. The Castle of Days bends time as well as space, young man. When you return to Persephonia and your vehicle, only a few seconds will have passed for them in the Fae Realm.” Lucifer leered at the tiny, upset pixie, chuckling. “Nice choice, by the way. I never thought to add a member of one of the fairy races to my own harem…” 
 
    I didn’t really want to think about that. “I need to find Oni,” I said, shaking my head. “Which means I have to go back inside the Castle. Otherwise the Day of Judgement is going to happen!” 
 
    Lucifer gave me a weary smile. His eyes were as piercing and youthful as ever, but the Lord of Darkness’s body looked frailer and more worn than ever before.  
 
    Whatever end his enemies were praying for the Lord of Hell to go through, he looked to be on its doorstep. 
 
    “The Day of Judgement will happen whether you like it or not, young man,” Lucifer said, shaking his head with a smile. “I have to tell you, I’m very proud of you. I knew when I first laid eyes on you that you were the one—the pupil who would succeed me on the throne of Hell. But even I wasn’t aware of your greatest secret until just now! The Castle of Days has revelations for both of us, so it seems.” 
 
    “My… secret?” I asked. I couldn’t fathom what Lucifer meant by that. “I don’t have any secrets.” 
 
    “Oh, I assure you, you do,” Lucifer said with a grin. “You’re very close now, Luke. You have but one scene left to witness, then you’ll reach the end of the Castle of Days and your true objective. But before you do, I wanted to make sure you’re ready for it.” 
 
    “Ready for it how?” I asked, glancing around the mossy field.  
 
    Now that I stood here, I wondered how I could have ever been frightened of confusing the Castle’s illusions with the real thing. They were nothing but backdrops, put there by whatever force governed the place. Their purpose was still a mystery to me, but with Lucifer’s help, perhaps not for long.  
 
    “What do you want from me?” I asked him. 
 
    Lucifer pursed his lips, giving me the sort of imperious look that brought kings and emperors to heel. “Are you prepared to become the Lord of Hell?” 
 
    I thought about it—for about two seconds. “Yes.” 
 
    Lucifer nodded as if he’d expected this. “You made that decision the very night you met me, though you knew it not at the time. But soon, the moment will come where you will have the opportunity to make that decision a second time. It is then that you must choose, Luke.” 
 
    Wait, what? What was I going to get to choose? 
 
    “You’re saying I have a chance to take it all back?” I asked, dumbfounded. 
 
    Lucifer nodded. Suddenly he looked not just aged, but ancient—older than the stones.  
 
    “It’s not a decision you should take lightly,” the Prince of Darkness said in the most kindly voice I’d ever heard from him. “There are not many among the damned who get a second opportunity at redemption. At a normal life.” 
 
    I looked at Lucifer for a moment that stretched on forever, staring into the eyes of the angel who’d fallen from Heaven. 
 
    I laughed, loud and long, shocking the Devil into silence. 
 
    “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me!” I wiped tears from my eyes, doubling over with laughter. “Go back to being some schlub? Give up Christina, and Mareth, and Maddie, and all my other hookups? All my power!? Look, I know you’re the Devil, so you probably know a lot better than I do about the whole ‘temptation’ thing. But you’re barking up the wrong tree here, pal. This is exactly—ex-fucking-xactly—what I want!” 
 
    Lucifer grinned from ear to ear. “That’s what I was hoping you’d say,” he said. 
 
    The Prince of Darkness snapped his fingers, and a door appeared in the center of the clearing. Beyond it, Poppy and Godfrey moved in extreme slow motion, barely enough to be noticeable. 
 
    “I thought I was going back to the Castle,” I said, staring at the simple wooden door. “What’s this?” 
 
    “By now you’ve probably realized who built the Castle of Days,” Lucifer said with an impish chuckle. “Queen Titania moved in with all her toys, but that’s only because the toymaker allows it. That door will allow you to skip all her games and go directly to what I want you to see. Once you’re done, you’ll be in the cells. Take Oni and go—an identical door will take you back to this clearing, and you’ll never need to set foot in my Castle again.” 
 
    I froze in my tracks.  
 
    “It’s your castle,” I said, the realization flooding me. 
 
    “Of course it is,” Lucifer snapped. “All forms of pain and pleasure belong to the Beast. And personally, I’d rather not see your demon experience any more of it than absolutely necessary. He is on a mission for me, after all.” 
 
    A mission from Lucifer!? 
 
    Before I could ask for more information, Lucifer disappeared in a puff of smoke. 
 
    “I hate it when he does that,” I muttered, staring at the spot where the Prince of Darkness had stood only moments before. In the background, Poppy and Godfrey continued their slow motion dance, moving a fraction of an inch every thirty seconds or so of my time. Whatever magic Lucifer had used to slow down this decision wasn’t going to let up until I made up my mind and stepped through the door. 
 
    I couldn’t believe the Lord of Hell really thought I might back down. After everything I’d seen, after everything I’d done, the idea of discarding all my powers and going back to an ordinary human life felt like poison in my veins. I never wanted an ordinary life. 
 
    I was going to be the next Lucifer. On the other side of that door lay my destiny. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After the pantomime of my journey to the Infernal Academy, I wasn’t sure what to expect was waiting for me on the other side of the door. It felt like a boss fight, for sure—something big and bad, that would test me to my absolute limits. Anything else felt like it would’ve been outside of Lucifer’s style. 
 
    Which was why it was such a shock to step through and find myself back in Christina’s living room. 
 
    The house of Christina Hebert looked exactly as I remembered it. To be fair, I’d only been inside the one time, but the particulars of that encounter had been seared so firmly onto my memory that I’d never forget it. The high-ceilinged vestibule—too high, now that I had time to think about it clearly—stretched above my head, a roaring fire in Christina’s fireplace. The same framed photographs of her out and about hung on the walls, with the same sinister undertone of something lurking just beneath their picture-perfect surface. The occult trinkets, the books in Latin… all of it was just as I remembered. 
 
    God, how did I not peg Christina for a Satanist immediately? I thought, looking over the collection of items on display. I knew how, of course: that night, I’d been trying to get laid. Finding a way into my college crush’s panties had been first on the agenda, with fixing her computer a problem a distant but necessary second. Discovering the secrets of her flirtation with the forces of Satan hadn’t even registered. 
 
    A set of footsteps echoed on the stairs. I caught a flash of a familiar figure making their way to the second floor, carrying a pair of wine glasses and a freshly uncorked bottle. It had been so long since I’d seen Christina Hebert in her non-demonic, totally human form that I almost didn’t recognize her. Her robe swished around mid-thigh as she sashayed up the stairs, humming to herself like a hunter about to make a conquest. 
 
    Is that what she looked like that night? I thought, grinning to myself. God, she really did want to go to bed with me, didn’t she? 
 
    Why not? I’d been quite the surprise to my former college crush—I cleaned up nice, I was in shape, and I owned my own business. She’d called me to fix her computer problems, never knowing that I was the same Luke Bell she’d known in college half a decade ago and had never given her number to. It was an opportunity to reconnect with her past, to feel the glory days of college hookups with the experience that multiple relationships gave. 
 
    But it was still an ego boost to see that Christina had so plainly planned to fuck me. 
 
    Christina reached the top of the stairs and turned, disappearing with a giggle. Only now did a strange possibility occur to me: was this real? I’d ventured through the Castle of Days’s many theatres, but none of them had felt quite so detailed or so true to life as this one. Was this… time travel? 
 
    If it was, then the dimensions of Christina’s house suddenly made a strange kind of sense. No wonder her McMansion was bigger on the inside than it was on the outside—it overlapped Lucifer’s own interdimensional palace, bordering it in time and space. Which raised an even stranger question—had the Prince of Darkness always known Christina and I were going to be so central to his plans? 
 
    I heard the sounds of murmured conversation upstairs. Christina’s smooth contralto mixed with a rougher, more strained voice that I knew had to be mine. She’d brought the wine upstairs and poured us both a glass while I messed with her router, trying to fix her computer problems— 
 
    That was it! The words the phantasms inside the Castle of Days spoke. I’d seen them while I was diagnosing Christina Hebert’s router. I had no idea what it meant, if it meant anything at all, but I’d finally remembered the answer. Pleasure filled my chest, the way it does when you find the name of a song you’ve been humming a fragment of melody from all day, trying to remember when you’d last heard it. 
 
    I reached the bottom of the stairs, then hesitated. If this really was some kind of time warp, could I fuck up the future by interfering with Christina and I? Any minute now, I’d have logged into her router. Once I activated the Morningstar Program, the two of us would be whisked away to Lucifer’s den, I’d learn Christina had secretly been a Satanic worshipper all along, and the two of us would gain entrance to the Infernal Academy. Our lives would be changed forever. 
 
    Maybe this is what Lucifer meant when he said I’d have the ability to choose, I thought, taking the steps as stealthily as I could. I could stop what’s about to happen. Scare the shit out of myself, so that I never select the Angel of Darkness or the Angel of Light. Go to bed with Christina, fuck the shit out of my college crush and start a relationship with her. An ordinary, human relationship. 
 
    If that’s what Lucifer was offering me, then forget it. That life no longer held any appeal. 
 
    But I still needed to see it for myself. 
 
    I crept down the hallway, glancing at each of Christina’s portraits as I went. With the gift of experience I could see what my eyes had missed the first time—the sacrifice in a cocoon around the campfire with her ‘besties’, the spots of blood on the dance floor at her old sorority sister’s bachelorette party. If this had been a horror movie, this would be the moment of realization where the audience saw the ‘twist’ revealed for the very first time. But I’d already fucked Christina, I’d added her to my harem and made her one of my future Queens of Hell. Her rituals held no terror for me—just amusement that I hadn’t realized the truth about her the moment I saw her. 
 
    Finally I reached the bedroom where it had all happened. By now, I knew the real Luke wouldn’t see me—at the time, I’d been trying my damndest not to look too much like I was staring at Christina’s bodacious cleavage. She’d definitely been tempting me to the hilt that night. I could smell the faint, acrid tinge of red wine as I leaned across the door frame, feeling strangely like a voyeur. Despite the fact that I’d lived these moments already, had been present at the time. 
 
    Christina leaned over the past Luke, nibbling her bottom lip as she read the screen of the laptop I’d brought to the bedroom with me. “Angel of Darkness? Angel of Light?” She took a sip of her wine, licking her lips. “It sounds like a video game.” 
 
    “I always did like being the bad guy in those,” I heard the past Luke say. The cursor highlighted ANGEL OF DARKNESS, then I heard the mouse click. 
 
    In an instant, everything surrounding the past Luke and Christina began to dissolve. The two of them disappeared, pulled into the gravity well of the router as a portal opened straight to the chamber where Lucifer waited. It was a strange thing to both remember my look of shock and to see it as a third-party, even as the past Luke faded away with the router still in his hands. Christina looked surprised as well, but also more sanguine—as if part of her already knew where this was heading. 
 
    A burst of air shook the room as the pair of figures disappeared. The router in the past Luke’s hands landed on the carpet, along with my old IT laptop. Both were utterly forgotten—once we met Lucifer, I never thought of them again. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    I crept forward, a little hesitant. After all, might the portal open up and snatch me in it, too? If it hadn’t completely dissolved, it was a possibility. And what would I say to Lucifer then? 
 
    But by the time I got to the router, whatever danger there was seemed to have passed. It sat on the carpet like a rock, a thin wire connecting it to my laptop. Fortunately, all my equipment was rugged, and a little shock to the system wasn’t enough to break the device. Nothing seemed damaged, though the little flashing lights on the side of the router were no longer blinking. 
 
    I took Christina’s router in my hands and examined it. It looked perfectly ordinary, an old Belkin with two antennae sticking from either end like the head of a giant insect. There was nothing to imply that a program capable of transforming an ordinary human into a future Archlord of Hell lay within. 
 
    Turning my attention from the router to the laptop, I found the real prize. Opening the portal to Lucifer’s domain hadn’t stopped the Morningstar Program from running—in fact, a command prompt sat at the top of the otherwise blank screen, blinking every few seconds as it waited for human input. A line adorned the top, one that I had to read two or three times before the real message sank in: 
 
      
 
    CONGRATULATIONS! YOU HAVE SELECTED THE ANGEL OF DARKNESS. 
 
    BECAUSE OF USER (“LUKE BELL”) SPECIAL CHARACTERISTICS, ADDITIONAL ANGEL MAY BE SELECTED. ACTIVATE ANGEL OF LIGHT AS WELL? (Y/N) 
 
      
 
    “What!?” I gasped, staring at the screen. “What kind of special characteristics?” 
 
    Lucifer had said that an Archlord candidate who’d accepted the Angel of Light would have been incredibly powerful. Just in a different way from the path of Darkness. And I’d had the opportunity to grab both, all along? 
 
    I’d missed it. And Lucifer himself was the reason. 
 
    No wonder he considered this my final test. 
 
    The past Christina and the past Luke were gone. The present Luke sat on the floor of Christina’s bedroom, contemplating the possibilities of this new information. And the future? 
 
    The future remained to be seen. 
 
    I pushed the ‘Y’ key on the keyboard and hit enter. For a long time nothing happened, until I was sure that the screen had frozen while waiting for input. That or the laptop had crashed. 
 
    Then the world around me dissolved. 
 
    I found myself standing in a narrow hallway, with great glass walls on both sides. The router and the laptop were gone—the moment I’d made a choice, both had disappeared as if they’d never truly been there. Which, probably, they hadn’t. 
 
    All that was left to me was to walk forward. As I did, I saw things. Visions of the past, the present, and the future. I heard myself through open doors in the midst of sex, fighting for my life, and hearing my own name chanted by armies. Scene after scene resolved as my steps forward turned into a run, as if I were trying to escape the weight of fate itself. 
 
    “Luke Bell!” the chanting rose to a crescendo. “Luke Bell! The new Satan! The new Lord of Hell! Hail Luke! Hail Luke!” 
 
    It mixed with the sounds of orgasmic bliss, with the groans of defeated foes. I swore I could pick out individual voices in that storm of names—one cry of climax held the whimper I knew so well from Maddie, while the grunt of a throat being slashed came with the deep baritone tenor I associated with the angel Gordon. What were these visions trying to tell me? Was it the past, or the future the Castle of Days wanted to show me? Had I already started the Day of Judgement, and didn’t yet realize it? 
 
    I won’t let anyone hurt my friends, I resolved. A door loomed at the end of the path—something told me this was the final one. And let any man who lays a finger on one of my women be damned to the lake of fire for all eternity… 
 
    As my hand gripped the door handle, the voices fell silent. From the other side, I heard the shuffling of chains, then a gruff, plaintive voice. 
 
    “Hello? Is someone there?” 
 
    I recognized that voice. Oni! 
 
    I threw the door open and stepped through. What greeted me was almost depressingly banal: a block of cells that could have been the interior of any prison in the world. The floor was bare concrete, the bars of each cell were covered in spots of rust but otherwise looked unbreakable. Cells stretched down both sides of the hallway, forming two dozen in all—the four I could see from where I stood lay empty. The voice I’d heard had come from farther away, somewhere near the back. 
 
    “Oni? Oni, is that you!?” 
 
    A cry. “Master!” Yep, that was Oni alright. “You came for me! Lucifer told me you would, but I’d begun to believe I’d be trapped in here forever…” 
 
    There was that mention of Lucifer again. All of us had wondered why Oni would risk his life in the Fae Realm, and now I knew: the Devil made him do it. But why? 
 
    In the next cell, Oni sat on a long concrete bench with a threadbare mattress on the top. His thick legs hung over the side like tree trunks, his boots tapping gently against the cold stone floor. At the sight of me he sat up straighter, the single horn growing from the center of his forehead nearly touching the ceiling of his cell. 
 
    A sack sat between his feet, black velvet tied with a little ribbon. That had to be the item he’d brought with him into the Fae. The reason Titania never wanted him to see the light of day—and why Siobhan wanted me to free the big guy so bad. 
 
    The temptation to reach into the cell and grab it was fierce, but I held back. “Oni, man, it’s good to see you!” I said, tearing the lock off the cell door with my tendrils. After such a tough trek through the Castle of Days, breaking open Oni’s cell felt almost simple. “What the hell have you been doing out here, dude?” 
 
    Before Oni could answer, however, I heard another voice. This one chilled me to the bone. 
 
    “Thank God,” it said, groaning with relief. “Come quickly and free me, Luke. We have to get out of here!” 
 
    Slowly, with my heart sinking into my stomach, I leaned over to peer into the next cell. In a million years, I never could have guessed who my big red demon’s cellmate ended up being. 
 
    Sitting in the cell right next to Oni’s was Judyth Dominia, the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You,” I growled, peering through the bars at Judyth’s prone form. “What the hell are you doing in the Castle of Days?” 
 
    Even behind lock and key, Judyth Dominia was one intimidating angel.  
 
    “It wasn’t by choice, I assure you,” the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy assured me, brushing her long blonde hair backward. She definitely had the air of someone who’d let their looks go over the last couple of days and was trying to make up for it now that she had a man to show off for. Judyth didn’t look pleased at all to have been found looking the way she did. “Get me out of here, Luke. We need to leave as soon as possible!” 
 
    I could smell the trap in her words.  
 
    The sight of Judyth Dominia filled my veins with the confusing mix of emotions I could never truly shake.  
 
    There was anger, of course, as the sight of the Angel of Vengeance being left behind in the Fae Realm flickered behind my eyes.  
 
    There was the frustration that this woman held Maddie’s future in the Celestial Academy in her hands, and could destroy my girlfriend’s academic career with a word. Not to mention have her expelled from Heaven forever. 
 
    And beneath all that was lust.  
 
    Pure, primal, caveman lust—because Judyth was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. 
 
    Technically, I was her spy. I’d agreed to help the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy in exchange for Maddie’s safety at her school.  
 
    But things had changed rapidly since then.  
 
    The veil between Realms felt thinner than ever before—and no matter what happened with Queen Titania and the Fae, it was unlikely that either I or Maddie would be completing our courses of study at our chosen Academies. So I didn’t feel much like obeying Judyth. 
 
    Adding her to my harem, though? That was another matter entirely.  
 
    After claiming Eiko as one of my future Queens, the sky was literally the limit on who I could bind to me. 
 
    For the moment, I decided to ignore Judyth entirely.  
 
    Oni sprang off the bench as his cell door opened, then the big demon pulled me into an even bigger bear hug. He smelled like he hadn’t gotten a proper bath in a few weeks, but other than that, it felt good to have him back. Really good. 
 
    “I’m so happy to see you again,” I told the hulking demon. “Why the hell did you run off into the Fae Realm, anyway? What could Lucifer have possibly told you to get you out of the Infernal Academy?” 
 
    Oni lowered his head as if chastened. “I am sorry, Master,” the big demon rumbled, looking ashamed of himself. “Father Lucifer commanded me to take this—” here he lifted the item in its black velvet sack off the floor, “—item into the Fae Realm and present myself to Queen Titania.” 
 
    “Queen Titania!?” I did a double-take. “Please don’t tell me Lucifer is allied with the leader of the Unseelie Fae!” 
 
    Oni shook his massive head back and forth. “No, Master. Lucifer commanded me to be captured. He told me Queen Titania would put me and the item in the Castle of Days, and he was correct. He did not mention the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy next door, but I believe he would have made the same decisions even if he had.” 
 
    “Me too,” I said with a smile. So this had been Lucifer’s plan from the beginning? It didn’t make sense—or, rather, it made a kind of circular sense that made my head hurt. What was clear was this: Eiko’s prophecies, Oni’s disappearance, they were all connected. There was something here intended to push me to the final level, to turn me into the man I needed to become in order to succeed Lucifer’s throne. 
 
    My gaze traveled to the item in Oni’s hands. Was that the missing piece of the puzzle? 
 
    “Put that down!” Judyth snapped as I took the bag from Oni. Whatever was inside was surprisingly light. “You don’t have time for this, Luke. You need to get me out of this cell, then get us out of here before Queen Titania comes back…” 
 
    “I’m getting to you,” I said, holding up a hand to silence Judyth. Ooh, she didn’t like that one bit. The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy fumed in her cell, giving me a look that could peel paint. “Give me a few minutes, okay? I’m a little busy saving the world here.” 
 
    Judyth snickered at that. “Saving the world,” she repeated, a mocking lilt to her tone. “Oh, you don’t have the slightest idea, do you, Luke? Titania has already conquered the world!” 
 
    My hand froze at the ribbon holding the bag closed. “Explain,” I commanded, my head snapping to Judyth. 
 
    The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy looked as if she’d swallowed a lemon. “Just get me out of here,” she whispered, trying and failing to use her sex appeal to win me over. “Please, Luke, I’m so desperate! Get me out of this cell, and I’ll do anything you want—” 
 
    The realization blazed in my brain. “You’re working with her, aren’t you? Fuck, I was worried Lucifer had made an alliance with the Unseelie Fae. But it’s you, isn’t it? What, did Titania agree to arrange Holofernes’s death in exchange for your loyalty!?” 
 
    “Holofernes is not dead,” Judyth said through grit teeth. “Titania’s transformed him into something even more dangerous than he was before. Which is why I need to get back to the Celestial Academy immediately…” 
 
    “Master,” Oni said, cutting the angel off. “I’ve heard the shouting this one does in her cell. She’s been very loud, and annoying. She frequently demands to speak with Queen Titania herself, and says something about ‘going back on the deal’…” 
 
    Judyth’s face paled to the hue of milk. “You lie,” the angel whispered, though her voice shook like a trampoline. “You’re lying!” 
 
    “Oni is incapable of lying to me,” I said, giving Judyth my best shame on you tone. “You should know better than that. But I guess if you didn’t, you’d be smart enough not to hitch your wagon to Queen fucking Titania!” 
 
    Judyth hung her head. For a moment, real regret showed on the angel’s face, and I thought once more about the possibility of adding her to my harem. But even that slender thread of redemption was snipped a moment later as her supernaturally perfect features filled with rage. 
 
    “You idiot,” Judyth snarled, laughing contemptuously as she shook her head back and forth. “You don’t understand a thing about the way the Infernal and Celestial Realms work. Compared to me and Lilith, you’ve been on the scene for hardly a minute—and you’ve spent most of it getting your dick wet with those stupid little sluts you call harem girls. Pathetic!” 
 
    “What’s pathetic is trusting the Queen of the Unseelie Fae,” I shot back. “Seems to me you belong behind those bars, Judyth.” 
 
    The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy didn’t like that one bit. “You don’t get it,” Judyth said. “Titania is going to win. There’s nothing anyone can do about it! Not you, not that whore Lilith, not even Lucifer himself can stop her now!” 
 
    Anger flared through me. “So that’s why you let Holofernes die? It’s your fault that he’s become that red-eyed thing, just as much as it’s Queen Titania’s. You don’t belong in the world among civilized people, Judyth.” 
 
    It was like she didn’t hear me. “The Fae have been planning their revolution for centuries,” the angel explained, not giving my words the slightest bit of credence. “You think Lilith’s little plan to boost the Seelie is going to change things? The Dark Queen has been growing in her power for longer than Lilith’s been alive. When she finally gets free of the Fae Realm she’s going to tear the Celestial and Infernal Academies apart! Millions of demons and angels will die, Luke!” 
 
    “That’s why we have to stop her,” I said. 
 
    Judyth shook her head. “That’s why we have to join her. Haven’t you ever heard that it’s better to be at the right hand of the Devil than to be standing in his path?” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “That’s Lucifer, Judyth. And someday soon, it’ll be me.” 
 
    Judyth began to chuckle darkly. It started as a low, knowing laugh, with an edge of madness that rose until I thought the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy might start shrieking at the top of her lungs at any moment. 
 
    “Lucifer? Why do you think Lucifer’s dying in the first place, Luke? He’s been holding the Fae Realm back for centuries, keeping the Dark Queen from leaving her Realm and conquering both Hell and Heaven. Yes, that’s right—we have Lucifer himself, the Fallen Angel, to thank for Heaven’s safeguarding.” 
 
    That knowledge made my head swim. “You have to be joking.” 
 
    Judyth was not. “Whoever ends up becoming Lucifer’s successor, it won’t matter. The Unseelie Fae will take advantage of their newness, their lack of experience, and make war with Hell. Once they conquer the Infernal Realm, they’ll kill half the demons and enslave the rest—pressing them into service as shock troops. Then they’ll be hammering at the gates of Heaven itself—unless my alliance with Titania is allowed to stand!” 
 
    “You’re mad,” I said, taking a big step backward. “Jesus fucking Christ, Judyth. I can’t believe… I almost had sex with you!” 
 
    Judyth’s grin was so unnerving the hair stood up on the back of my neck. “You still could. I can please you better than any of those tramps you bring to bed with you—try me and see! Queen Titania is definitely interested in you, Luke. She’s heard tales about Lucifer’s new protégé who straddles the fence between the Infernal and Celestial Realms. Together, you and I could secure a glorious new future for ourselves, outside of this stupid dichotomy between good and evil!” 
 
    “It always is a binary, isn’t it?” I said, glancing over at Oni. “Judyth ran off and allied with the Unseelie Fae, the same way Lilith has been secretly making treaties with the Seelie. You two just never end up on the same side, do you?” 
 
    “We’re always on opposite sides of everything,” Judyth said with a shrug. “Why should the end of the world be any different?” 
 
    This was all a lot to take in. One thing, however, I’d decided almost from the moment I’d laid eyes on Judyth. I was not freeing her from that cell. 
 
    “Oni,” I said, turning away from the defeated angel. My demon snapped to attention, more than ready to fulfil any command I gave him. Honestly, he looked relieved to be back under my control where he belonged. “Did Lucifer tell you anything else about this item? Was there anything he wanted you to tell me, any advice he wanted to give? Anything else you can share about your mission in the Fae Realm?” 
 
    Oni just shrugged. “He told me to give you that when you freed me,” he said, nodding at the bag. “He made it sound like you would know what to do with it once you saw it.” 
 
    Hopefully I would. I had a pretty good idea of what lay inside that sack, waiting for me. 
 
    “Don’t,” Judyth growled, but I ignored her. The black ribbon fell away, and a moment later I’d discarded the sack concealing the item, leaving it on the floor. 
 
    In my hands, I held Christina Hebert’s router. No markings told me it was the same one specifically, but I just knew. The router loaded with the Morningstar Program, that had started my entire journey down the Path of Darkness. 
 
    As I gazed upon it, a door appeared in the far wall. It opened, revealing a square of the Seelie camp. The half-decayed castle stood against the evening sky like a dark finger, pointing up at the moon. Figures moved between the tents, the hustle and bustle of a camp readying for war. 
 
    Poppy and Godfrey must already be making their way back, I thought, a faint smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. I wonder what the Prince of Darkness told them to get them out of here. 
 
    “Lucifer was right,” I told Oni, giving the big lug a laugh. “I do know exactly what to do with this. Come on—we’ve got a date with destiny.” 
 
    As I passed her cell, one of Judyth’s hands shot between the bars to clutch at my robe. “You can’t leave me here!” the angel cried, tears of frustration rolling down her beautiful cheeks. “There are preparations to make! I must return to the Celestial Academy at once!” 
 
    “You can rot, for all I care,” I said contemptuously, tugging Judyth’s fingers free. “You tied your fate to Queen Titania, Judyth. We’ll see what she has in store for you.” 
 
    Judyth’s angry screams followed me through the portal as Oni and I stepped back into the Seelie Fae’s encampment. The people there must not have seen the portal beforehand, as heads jerked at the sight of me and my ten-foot-tall monster pal suddenly in the middle of their headquarters. The portal slammed shut like a guillotine, leaving Judyth stranded on the other side. 
 
    Poetic justice, I thought, remembering Holofernes. Let’s see how you like being stranded for a change, bitch. 
 
    “Where’s my car?” I asked, pitching my voice over the crowd. Either Godfrey was here, or he’d be arriving very shortly. I needed that damn Humvee—it was the only way we were going to get out of this in one piece. “It’s very important that you let Godfrey into the camp! Even if Poppy is behind the wheel, you let her pass! That pixie belongs to me now—I won’t have any of Siobhan’s people harming her—” 
 
    As I said it, the woman herself stepped out of the command tent. Unlike her underlings, Siobhan didn’t look surprised in the slightest to see me. “There you are,” the leader of the Seelie Fae said, smirking at the sight of the hulking brute next to me. “I see you found your demon.” 
 
    On cue, the rest of my harem emerged from Siobhan’s tent. Maddie rushed forward and threw herself into my arms, her wings flapping as she squeezed me tight. Christina and Mareth high-fived Oni, welcoming him back to the group. 
 
    “I was so worried about you,” Maddie purred, planting a kiss along the hollow of my throat. “Oh, Luke, you have no idea…when you’re gone, it’s like the sun disappearing behind a cloud!” 
 
    My hand slid down to her ass. “I’m right here,” I told her, my voice filled with promise. “I can’t wait to show you exactly what that means…” 
 
    As I set Maddie down, Eiko stepped up. The raven-haired beauty had her arms crossed beneath her ample breasts, and was keeping one eye on the front gate of the camp as if she expected visitors at any moment. I knew exactly who she was thinking of—I waited for them, too. 
 
    “How did it go?” Eiko asked, looking me up and down. “What in the world is that thing?” 
 
    “Oh, this?” I held up the router. “It’s the key to everything, Eiko. I’m kind of surprised your Divination didn’t tell you that, already.” 
 
    With wide eyes, the fox-tailed woman shook her head. “I can’t see anything that comes from this moment,” she admitted, looking down with a cute sort of blush. “My powers of Divination aren’t powerful enough to show me that. I don’t think anyone could be. Whatever happens now, the future is no longer written in stone, Luke. I can sense something very big is about to happen.” 
 
    “It is,” I assured her, glancing at the gate. “Where the hell is my car? It should have been here by now, along with my new girl.” 
 
    “New girl?” Maddie’s face lit up. “Did you meet someone at the Castle, Luke?” 
 
    “Don’t be daft,” Raquelle said, punching the older angel on the shoulder. “He obviously means that cute little shortstack he took with him to help him find the way. How was she, Luke?” 
 
    Wow. The fact that Raquelle didn’t seem put out by me adding a new harem member surprised me—and turned me on more than a little. It made sense that a girl as ambitious as she was thrived on the idea of adding more women to my dominion. 
 
    “Wait, what?” Mareth turned away from Oni, a look on her face like she’d just heard the juiciest gossip of her life. “Are you telling me you bound Poppy!?” 
 
    “The short girl!?” Christina let out a manic giggle. “Oh, I bet that was fun! Did you even fit all the way inside her, Luke?” 
 
    “He’d hit her tonsils before his dick was even all the way in her mouth,” Raquelle said with a lusty chuckle. “Although from the way that naughty little pixie acted, I bet she’d like that…” 
 
    If Godfrey hadn’t rolled up to the front gate just then, my women might have speculated about my sex with Poppy all day.  
 
    Fortunately for all of us, the Humvee topped the ridge just outside of the Seelie camp a moment later, its rooftop glinting in the evening sun. Cheers sprang from my harem at the sight as the Humvee rolled through the front gates, now fully accepted and cleared by Siobhan and her people. 
 
    “Fucking finally,” I said with a laugh. 
 
    I didn’t even wait for the Humvee to reach us—with a grunt, I took to the sky, my wings erupting from between my shoulder blades. The rest of my harem cried out in mingled excitement and dismay as I soared over the heads of the assembled Fae, moving like an arrow toward my vehicle. 
 
    Godfrey saw me and slowed to a stop just inside the entrance of the camp. “Good evening, sir!” the Humvee said cheerfully. “I’m very glad to see you made it out of the Castle of Days in one piece!” 
 
    “Thanks,” I told the enchanted, talking car. My Guardian Angel. “You’re still technically my old IT van, right?” 
 
    “I am,” Godfrey said, sounding as bemused as a Humvee could. “Why—what do you need from me, Master?” 
 
    I held up the router. “I’ve got some tech that needs a diagnostic. Where’ve you been stashing my old gear, anyway?” 
 
    As it turned out, Godfrey had collapsed the entirety of my old van’s storage into a single compartment along the side of the Humvee’s exterior. It slid open with a sleek little noise as I reached in, found my old laptop and started hooking it to the router. A portable power supply gave me everything I needed to get both back up and running. 
 
    By this point, a small crowd had gathered around me. Mostly Fae onlookers, though Maddie landed next to me in a flexing of wings, a confused look on her perky face.  
 
    “What have you got there?” my angelic girlfriend asked. 
 
    “I’m not entirely sure yet,” I admitted, booting up the laptop. A few more connections and everything looked sorted out. “There’s something here that I missed the first time I encountered the Morningstar Program. Something even Lucifer didn’t realize, if the Prince of Darkness is to be believed.” 
 
    “Well, he’s also the Prince of Lies, but I think you can trust him where power is concerned,” Maddie said with a shrug. “He seems like he likes you, in any case. Almost acts like a proud papa around you…” 
 
    The thought of that made me laugh. The rest of my harem came through the crowd, heading toward Godfrey with intent expressions. Christina’s face lit up when she saw what I held. “Hey! That’s my old router! What are you doing with that—that belongs to me!” 
 
    I chuckled as my old rugged laptop whirred through its boot-up routine. “What’s yours is mine,” I said, flashing a knowing smirk at Christina. “And what’s mine is yours, of course.” 
 
    She took it literally, giving Mareth’s ass a squeeze beneath her schoolgirl skirt. “Except when you’re not around,” the blonde demon girl said with a wicked grin. “But it’s totally cool for you to turn Miss Naughty Pixie into one of the harem girls in the front seat of your ride…” 
 
    “That’s because I’m the future Lord of Hell,” I shot back, “and you’re just one of my bitches. Remember your place, Christina.” 
 
    Not all that long ago, a remark like that would have gotten me slapped. Instead, Christina turned around and slapped her own ass, giggling with glee as she spread her legs. “Yes, Sir!” 
 
    It was an open invitation to get even naughtier with her, but I didn’t take it. Figures scrolled down the screen of the laptop in white and green, numbers and phrases in languages I didn’t recognize. My laptop tunnelled into the router, accessing whatever operating system waited inside after activating the Morningstar System for the first time. 
 
    Welcome back, LUKE BELL, the laptop informed me. Would you like to activate the Morningstar Program? (y/n) 
 
    “Here goes nothing,” I said, pushing the button. A high-pitched whirring noise began to emanate from the router as the program kicked into overdrive. You could cook an egg on that thing, I thought, watching the router go. Normally these pieces of tech never got this hot, but whatever the Morningstar Program did the second time around must have pushed the hardware close to frying. 
 
    Then the screen went blank. 
 
      
 
    YOU MAY SELECT ONE OF TWO PATHS, the screen curtly informed me. They were: 
 
      
 
    THE ANGEL OF LIGHT 
 
      
 
    And 
 
      
 
    THE ANGEL OF DARKNESS 
 
      
 
    I stared at the screen for a long moment, unsure what to make of it. “But this…this is exactly what I saw the first time,” I muttered, hitting the side of the laptop with the meaty side of my palm. “Lucifer said there was a secret in here—something even he didn’t see coming…” 
 
    A claw tapped on my shoulder. “Uh, Master?” It was Mareth, who’s demonic eyes were as wide as saucers. “Take a look around?” 
 
    All around my group, Fae were falling to their knees. Winged elves and sylvan creatures assumed postures of respect, dropping submissively to the grassy ground. I watched as more and more of them saw the screen and bowed, whispering to each other in low, muted tones. 
 
    “What on Earth is going on?” I said, dumbfounded. Listening hard, I could hear a few of the words the Fae were whispering to each other. ‘Luke’ and ‘Fae’ and… ‘King?’ 
 
    As the wave of bowing Fae made its way to the back of the pack, it left Siobhan standing by herself. The redhead crossed her arms beneath her breasts, giving me a look that was respect and longing and irritation all pressed into one. Her lips moved, but whatever message she intended to get to me through the crowd was lost in the fervor. 
 
    Then Siobhan, the future Queen of the Fae, knelt before me. 
 
    You could have knocked me over with a feather. “Not that I’m not loving this,” I said out of the side of my mouth toward Mareth, “but can anybody tell me why they’re all doing that?” 
 
    As it turned out, someone could. Poppy raced through the crowd, her diaphanous wings carrying her into the air every few steps to send the pixie over the head of this or that kneeling Fae. “Master!” she cried as she reached our group. “Holy shit, why did you not tell me! I’d have been throwing myself at you from the minute you saw my cart!” 
 
    “From what I remember,” Christina said, a hand on her hip, “that’s basically what you were doing, you naughty little shortstack. Tell us why everyone’s bowing to Luke.” 
 
    Poppy just barely came up to Christina’s tits—and my demonic girlfriend wasn’t even the tallest member of my harem. “Are you kidding me?” the pixie asked. “Why would you conceal the fact that you’ve got Fae blood from the Seelie?” 
 
    Fae blood? That was news to me. “Because I don’t,” I said, glancing from the crowd to the computer and back again. “I’m a human, Poppy. Born and bred. Normal Mom, normal Dad—” 
 
    Poppy pointed past me, toward the screen. “Well that thing says you do have Fae blood,” she cried. Before I could stop her, she grabbed the keyboard and began typing. It was tough for her, as the undersides of her tits kept banging against the spacebar. 
 
    “Stop!” I growled, reaching for her. “You have no idea how powerful that thing is—” 
 
    But I was wrong. It was me who had no idea how powerful Christina’s router really was. 
 
    Poppy opened up another screen—a diagnostic checklist of sorts. Only, looking over the options on display, I realized this wasn’t some readout from the router’s motherboard—this was about me. The ‘user’ Luke Bell, who had the ability to select two angels at once. Not just the Angel of Darkness or the Angel of Light, but both. The same as I’d done with the Celestial and Infernal Academies. 
 
    “Blood of the Primal Realm,” I read, not fully comprehending the words on the screen. “Blood of the Infernal Realm. Blood of the Celestial Realm. Blood of the Third Realm. Poppy, I have no idea what these things mean.” 
 
    “They’re traits, Master! Traits that you’ve acquired along your journey to becoming the Lord of Hell! Some you got along the way, like the Celestial one, but most you were born with. You’re a Fae, Luke! Somewhere in your ancestry, a member of your family must have had relations with the Fae Realm. Our blood got into your family line, giving you all sorts of abilities.” 
 
    “Abilities?” 
 
    Poppy grinned. “Humans with Fae blood are considered more attractive to the opposite sex,” she admitted bashfully. “They’re definitely the sort of man multiple women would agree to share with just to get a piece of…” 
 
    “I’m sure the whole Lord of Hell thing helps, too,” I said wryly. “This… this is starting to make sense. I guess. So somewhere in my bloodline, an ancestor ‘dallied’ with the Fae, and as a result I have the ability to select both the Angel of Darkness and the Angel of Light as my chosen path. Do I have that correct?” 
 
    “Right,” Poppy said, nodding. “That’s why we all knew when we saw. Because there was no other way.” 
 
    “She’s right,” a booming contralto echoed. 
 
    Suddenly Siobhan stood up. The leader of the Seelie Fae—the woman angling to be the next Queen of the entire Fae Realm—sashayed through a field of her kneeling supporters, a determined yet lusty look written across her face. 
 
    “You are the one, Luke Bell. I should have known it the moment I lay eyes on you. Fae blood is a rarity in humans—had I been thinking more clearly, and less distracted by Titania, I would have realized my instant attraction to you was magical in nature. Instead, I assumed it was merely the intoxications of power…” 
 
    She trailed off at the look on my face. 
 
    “Wait,” I said, unable to believe my ears. “You’re saying you took one look at me and instantly wanted to jump into bed with me?” 
 
    “As do many women you meet, I would assume,” Siobhan said with a model-perfect smile. “The lure of power is a strong one. And when added to the potency of your Fae blood, well—it would take a stone-hearted woman indeed to resist your charms, Luke.” 
 
    Ice filled the pit of my stomach. “You know my name,” I said, bracing myself for some kind of attack. 
 
    Siobhan just laughed. “That doesn’t matter anymore,” the leader of the Seelie Fae chuckled knowingly. “Go on and make your choice, Luke. Become the man you were born to be.” 
 
    I didn’t understand. Then, looking at the screen, I did. 
 
    I moved the cursor over the Angel of Darkness, selecting the same Path I’d taken when given the option by Lucifer himself. Then, holding down the shift key the same way I did when I needed to move a bunch of a client’s files around at the same time, I highlighted the Angel of Light, as well. 
 
    Both options. 
 
    Both paths had been open to me simultaneously, all along. I’d never had to choose to just walk a single one. 
 
    MULTIPLE SELECTIONS HAVE BEEN QUEUED, the Morningstar Program cheerily informed me when I pressed enter. DUE TO YOUR SPECIAL CIRCUMSTANCES, THIS IS POSSIBLE. HOWEVER, THIS SELECTION IS LIKELY TO RELEASE A LARGE AMOUNT OF PRETERNATURAL POWER. PLEASE USE AT YOUR OWN DISCRETION, WITH FULL UNDERSTANDING OF THE CONSEQUENCES. 
 
      
 
    ACCEPT? (Y/N) 
 
      
 
    ‘A large amount of power’ was exactly what I wanted. With a final glance back at my harem and the army of Seelie Fae, I pulled the trigger. 
 
    It was like an explosion. A wash of pure power erupted from the router, forming a pillar that stretched all the way into the night sky. Waves of energy rippled over my skin, setting me on pins and needles as new knowledge filled my mind. Lucifer had been right. I needed to master three different paths in order to reach my final form. Celestial, Infernal—and the combination of them both, the strange energy that filled the Fae Realm itself. 
 
    In moments, I was transformed. Wisdom blossomed in my brain, as power filled my chest like a hurricane hitting a sleepy beach town. The world sharpened, my awareness of all living things reaching a whole new level of consciousness. I could feel the energy inside of my harem girls, could sense their arousal, their awe, their love and devotion for me. Was this how Lucifer saw the universe all the time? 
 
    I was the Beast. The man who’d succeed Lucifer himself as the Archlord of Hell. I knew it in my blood and bones. It hardened to certainty in my veins as I took hold of my new power, my wings and tentacles erupting from between my shoulder blades like they were a permanent part of my body now. 
 
    I turned around—and saw my army. Siobhan stared up at me with tears in her eyes, knowing that everything she’d ever done in her life had led up to this moment. The moment where she’d hand everything over to the man who’d own her. 
 
    I opened my mouth and spoke her true name. It was a long mishmash of syllables in several ancient tongues, much harder to pronounce than Poppy’s true moniker. The old Luke of ten minutes ago would never have been able to do it, but now the syllables flowed off my tongue like a rich, dark wine. As I pronounced the final one, Siobhan sank to her knees. 
 
    “I am yours,” the leader of the Seelie Fae whispered, certainty spreading across her face. “And with me, my army is yours, Luke Bell. Master.” 
 
    I looked over the field of bowed heads. In an instant I knew exactly how many troops knelt before me—I could count them in a heartbeat, my mind working with blinding speed. 
 
    “I have always been your Master,” I roared, lifting my arms above my head. “This Realm is my true home! You are my subjects—and together, we’re going to take back the Fae Realm from Queen Titania!” 
 
    The crowd erupted in cheers. None were louder than Siobhan, who’d accepted her new subordinate role like it was what she’d been waiting for her entire life. Relief flooded her posture as she looked up at me, a naughty smile playing at her lips. She was born to be the Queen of the Fae, I thought, my eyes devouring her curves. And underneath me, she will be. 
 
    But I was going to be the King. Finally, I knew my true destiny. The one not even Lucifer had anticipated. 
 
    To rule all the Realms. To be Master of everything. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Holy shit, dude, you’re the King of the Fae. That’s so fucking hawt!” 
 
    Mareth spoke the words, but from the looks on their faces every member of my harem had been thinking them ever since I transformed. Along with most of the female members of the Seelie Fae army, my women were now enchanted by me to a level that most human women would have found utterly unbearable. Even more so than before, my Queens would do anything for me now—no suggestion would be argued with, no kink would be denied no matter how filthy.  
 
    I owned these women, body and soul—they were my toys, my playthings, my property. 
 
    And oh how they loved it. 
 
    “Jesus, Luke,” Christina purred, running a hand along her taut little tummy. She looked at me with new eyes, tears rolling down her cheeks as the truth became clear. “I thought I was going to become a Queen of Hell. But you’re going to rule everything, aren’t you? Holy fuck, I’ve never been so fucking wet…” 
 
    I knew. I could feel it—could sense the thoughts and feelings of all the women bound to me. I was pretty sure I could tug on them through that bond, too, give them suggestions without having to speak a single word. I’d have to test that out later. Right now, there was work to do. 
 
    “Rise,” I commanded, stretching an arm over the crowd.  
 
    I didn’t have to raise my voice—I knew my magic would make it sound as if I spoke into the ear of every one of my assembled Fae legions. I was already thinking of them as my legions, which brought a smile to my face.  
 
    Titania’s going to have no idea what hit her. 
 
    Elves, gnomes, and various pixies rose to their feet. They waited for my speech—for their marching orders, to find out what their King commanded them to do next. No resistance awaited my reign. With Siobhan’s submission, the Seelie Fae simply gave themselves over to me. It felt damned nice to have an army at my command. I’d have to thank Siobhan for her gift later. 
 
    “As King of the Seelie Fae, I promise I will lead you to victory,” I said. I meant it—and from the shudder of recognition that passed through the crowd, they believed it. “The days of the Fae being divided into Seelie and Unseelie are over and done with. Once I break Queen Titania, I fully intend to merge you into one body. One Fae, under a single ruler!” 
 
    There was no question of what breaking Queen Titania meant. I hadn’t met the leader of the Unseelie Fae yet, but given how utterly beautiful every specimen of the Infernal and Celestial Realms had been up to this point, I had no doubt Titania would be some jaw-dropping specimen of womanhood that would instantly fill my brain with caveman fantasies. No issues there. 
 
    “Queen Titania locked my demon in the Castle of Days so that I would never discover my destiny as your true King,” I said, giving Oni a little nod of recognition. “She failed. On the battlefield, when our forces finally meet, she will fail again.” 
 
    A cheer met my proclamation. I wished I felt as confident as they sounded. The Seelie were still vastly outnumbered, and there was the problem of Titania’s personal might to deal with. But I had a couple of plans to take care of that bubbling in the back of my brain already. 
 
    I locked eyes with Siobhan. “And that ruler is your Queen,” I said, stretching out a hand to the redheaded Fae. “Queen Siobhan of the Fae Realm!” 
 
    Gasps echoed through the crowd. None of them came from Siobhan herself, however—the gorgeous Fae looked up at me as if this had been her plan all along. 
 
    “Siobhan,” I said, smirking over the crowd. “Will you do me the honor of becoming my Queen? Will you rule the Fae Realm with goodness and mercy—along with my gentle paternal guidance, of course?” 
 
    Siobhan began to laugh. Most of the crowd laughed along with her. They understood this was all for show. Siobhan already belonged to me, so there was no need to bind her further—and any leadership post she took over the Fae Realm would be in name only. The leader of the Seelie would make a convenient figurehead to rule over this world, but one who’d take all of her marching orders from me. 
 
    “Of course, my Lord,” Siobhan said with a dainty curtsy. “But I fear I must correct you. The honor would be all mine.” She took my hand and thrust it into the air, combining our fists. “Long live Luke Bell, the Archlord of Hell!” 
 
    “Hail! Hail! Hail!” the crowd chanted. I couldn’t lie—it got me pumped up as fuck. I wanted to go out and kill a bunch of Unseelie Fae, then have an orgy with my harem girls to celebrate our victory. But I had to keep things cool—I needed a strategy. Eiko had warned me the Day of Judgement was at hand, and anything I did could accidentally start it. I had no desire to end the world—not when I was this close to ruling the fucking thing. 
 
    “Godfrey,” I said, thinking of one last thing. “Come here.” 
 
    My vehicle accelerated at a snail’s pace through the crowd. Fae parted before Godfrey’s wheels, making just enough space for the Humvee to roll its way up to the dais where Siobhan and I stood. 
 
    “Yes, Master?” the vehicle asked. 
 
    I spent a few moments looking over the Humvee. It had been a most suitable vehicle for Luke Bell, the traveler between Realms—but King Luke? Lord of Hell Luke? No. I needed something with even more pizazz. 
 
    “You’ve done very well,” I said, beaming with pride. Godfrey looked proud, too—as much as a talking car could, at any rate. “I think you ought to be rewarded. Besides, my harem is about to grow by leaps and bounds, and I’m going to need a little bit more cargo space…” 
 
    My girls chuckled at that. 
 
    “Yes, Master!” Godfrey sounded excited. “What were you thinking, sir? A helicopter, perhaps?” 
 
    “I can handle the flying,” I said, smirking at the idea. “I was thinking something a bit more… deadly.” 
 
    Power surged from between my outstretched hands. The man I’d been before the Angel of Light would have been consumed by that burst of raw, primal energy—he’d literally have gone up like a firecracker in front of his harem, screaming and crying. Instead, I controlled the flow, guiding it into Godfrey as I made the adjustments I’d been fantasizing about. 
 
    He’d been powerful in Humvee form. But that was an ordinary vehicle, for an ordinary world. The laws of time and space were mine—why settle for the ordinary? 
 
    I started with the treads. Instead of wheels, the vehicle now hovered wherever it went, able to handle land, sea, and air with equal aplomb. Bits of WWII battle tanks mixed with some stuff I’d seen in Halo and other space games, forming a mélange of body armor and pulse guns that wouldn’t have looked out of place in a science fiction epic.  
 
    For good measure, I threw in a railgun on the top, replacing the big chaingun that had been the Humvee’s main selling point. So what if the technology to run that gun hadn’t been invented yet? I wasn’t constricted by bullshit like that. 
 
    By the time I was done, my Humvee had been transformed into a kickass hovercraft battle tank.  
 
    Godfrey looked like he could have taken down the entire Seelie Fae army on his own, before even throwing my magic into the mix.  
 
    Oohs and aahs filled the crowd as the light rolled over Godfrey’s new body, showing off the vehicle like it sat on the dais of a showroom. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Christina panted. “So much power!” 
 
    “I hope you know I’ve literally never been wetter than I am now,” Raquelle said, tugging at my robes. “The fact that you can expend so much power without even breaking a sweat is…fuck, it’s such a turn-on!” 
 
    “I know,” I said smugly. “Godfrey, keep an eye on the security of the camp.” I gestured toward Siobhan’s command tent, stifling a yawn. “I want to know what my Queen has to say about Titania’s forces. We need to start planning our attack.” 
 
    The short walk to Siobhan’s command tent was filled with more groping and spanking than I’d ever done in my life. It seemed like every one of my harem girls wanted my hands on her, needed the physical reminder of my dominance over and ownership of her.  
 
    I couldn’t really blame them. I hiked up Christina’s skirt and gave her a slap that left a red bruise across her ass cheek, then sent her over so I could do the same to Mareth. Raquelle and Maddie both got bruise-level gropes to their ample tits, while Eiko simply smiled, guided my hand into her hair, and had me tug her braid hard enough to bring tears to her eyes. 
 
    Only Poppy held herself back from the contact. Maybe because I’d just finished having my way with her, and she wasn’t quite as needy as a result. 
 
    My group barely fit around Siobhan’s command table.  
 
    Servants had to bring extra chairs for us all to sit—and you’d better believe that each of my girls fought to be the one at my left and right hand. 
 
     In the end, Christina and Maddie managed it, with Siobhan directly across from me so she could manipulate the map and explain the current troop disposition in the Fae Realm. Everyone else sat between them to one extent or another, though each of them tried their damndest to get my attention. 
 
    “Before we begin,” Siobhan said, looking over the map, “perhaps I should have the servants bring us refreshments. Some fairy mead, perhaps?” 
 
    There was a time when I’d have recoiled from an offer of food and drink at Siobhan’s court. But that time was over now, and I was fully in control. “Food, yes,” I said with a nod. “And drink for me. And you, Siobhan.” 
 
    “What!?” Poppy was so short she had to stand up in her chair to make herself seen and heard. “Why don’t we get any? Everyone in the Fae Realm knows Siobhan’s casks are the best shit a Fae ever gets to drink…” 
 
    “Because I don’t need you girls getting drunk,” I said, the corner of my mouth curling in a smirk. “You’re horny and keyed-up enough as it is. If I let you all get wasted on fairy booze, Christina and Mareth will end up fucking on top of the strategy table while the rest of you cheer them on.” 
 
    Mareth batted her eyelashes, doing her best to play the innocent schoolgirl. “And what’s wrong with that?” 
 
    I sighed, but all of us were laughing, too. “Go ahead, Siobhan.” 
 
    As the servants brought in food and drink (water for most of my harem), Siobhan cleared her throat and turned her attention to the questions that had bothered her ever since declaring war against Queen Titania. “Now that you’ve ascended, my King, our first objective must be to meet Titania herself on the field of battle. The Dark Queen will doubtless know of her failure to stop you from becoming the Beast, and that knowledge will give her pause for a short time. We must strike in that interval, before she thinks her situation through.” 
 
    “Thinks it through how?” I asked, batting away Christina’s hand. The naughty demon girl was trying her best to stroke me off under the table. Later, I thought toward her—and got the shock of my life when Christina’s expression screwed up in recognition. Was I psychic now with my harem girls? 
 
    Siobhan lifted a small black marker from the table and placed it near the middle of the section of the Fae Realm marked as The Summer Country. “Queen Titania doesn’t rule the way you do, Luke—she doesn’t have divine right. She could rule via a show of force, but that wouldn’t get the submissive behavior she demands from her subjects. So she controls them by means of a spell.” A smirk rose to Siobhan’s features. “An enchantment. This is Titania’s great strength—and her great weakness, as well, for it means that if the spell were ever to be broken, her grip on the Unseelie would shatter.” 
 
    It was so close to what I’d just been thinking about my harem girls that I was temporarily taken aback.  
 
    Was Titania’s gift an outgrowth of mine, a kind of ability bestowed on anyone bold enough to claim it once they reached a certain level of power?  
 
    Or was this all a coincidence? 
 
    “So we have to hit Titania hard and fast,” Maddie purred, leaning over the table. “Is that what you’re getting at, Siobhan?” 
 
    The redheaded Fae looked pleased at being understood.  
 
    “Exactly,” she said. “This marker represents the current location of Queen Titania’s seat, as best as our agents have been able to reconnoiter it. If we attack her hard and fast, with everything we’ve got, we might just be able to prevail.” 
 
    I looked at the tiny marker, frowning.  
 
    “We don’t have to win,” I said, my voice filling with conviction. “All you have to do is get me face to face with Titania. Once I take her down, the rest of the Unseelie will fall like dominos.” I glanced over at Eiko, who’d been taking all of this in with a smooth expression on her ageless face. “Do you have anything to contribute?” 
 
    Eiko’s lips formed a tight little smile.  
 
    “My view of the future has become muddled,” the Divination instructor admitted with a shrug. “The moment you took hold of the router and gained access to both Paths, the future exploded into a myriad of possibilities. I think it will be some time before I’m able to reliably predict what will happen to you next.” 
 
    “It would be now,” I grunted. “Right when we need it the most.” 
 
    “Once things shake out, I’ll have a clearer picture,” Eiko said apologetically. “But I am sensing that our shocks are far from over. Something big is about to happen…” 
 
    And it was. 
 
    Just then, an elven guard with hair like summer wheat pulled back the tent flap. Despite long years of training for moments just like this, the servant couldn’t hide their expression of shock and dismay.  
 
    “My Queen,” the servant said, bowing to Siobhan before remembering their place. “And my King…” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I said quickly. “Me being in charge is going to take some getting used to. Just spit it out; I won’t discipline you.” 
 
    The guard looked almost comically relieved. “My King, Queen Titania is making an announcement,” she said, grimacing through gritted teeth. “She’s requesting all citizens of the Fae Realm watch it. It seems she’s well aware of what’s just happened to her world.” 
 
    “Well.” I snickered, taking all of this in stride. “I’m surrounded by citizens of the Fae Realm, aren’t I? We’d better tune in, then.” I glanced around the room, frowning at the lack of anything besides a few tables and torches. “I didn’t expect a TV or anything like that, but how are we supposed to listen to Titania, exactly?” 
 
    “I’ve got you covered,” Siobhan said, rising smoothly from her seat. The redheaded Fae unslung a leather pouch from her belt, tied closed in a slim red and white ribbon. Inside lay handfuls of purple pixie dust—she tossed a handful into the air and watched as it formed a slowly spreading cloud, dominating the far end of the tent. 
 
    All around the table, heads turned to watch that cloud. At first I didn’t understand why, then the scene within the cloud began to resolve. The mist parted, and I was staring at an army of Fae in black armor, surrounding a castle that looked like an obsidian horn. 
 
    This had to be Queen Titania’s seat. And at the front, standing at a podium twenty feet high, was the woman herself. 
 
    “Shit,” Siobhan muttered, slipping back into her seat. “I thought we’d have more time.” 
 
    Staring into the mist felt almost like the Sand Divination that Eiko had done for me earlier. I felt my eyes ache a bit whenever my concentration wavered, so I stared directly into the cloud and waited for whatever Queen Titania wanted to say. Doubtless she’d have all manner of unpleasant tidings for the new King of the Fae Realm. 
 
    Titania was just as coldly beautiful as I’d anticipated.  
 
    Even seeing her through the medium of a cloud of pixie dust, my cock throbbed against the inside of my boxers at the sight of her. I’d seen plenty of elves since coming to the Fae Realm, but Titania looked like the hottest, naughtiest resident of the Underdark.  
 
    Her skin was purple, of a shade so deep it looked nearly black in the torchlights flanking her podium. She wore a wrap around her ample breasts, twin strips of fabric separating them like a bustier. Her nipples poked through the fabric, letting any Fae with half a brain picture exactly what their Queen looked like naked.  
 
    But what really unnerved me were her eyes. Two burning coals blazed in her eye sockets, glowing the deep red of one of Hell’s own furnaces.  
 
    Just like Holofernes, the Angel whom Titania had turned into a monster. 
 
    “Damn, she’s hot,” Christina muttered, letting her fingers play between her legs. “I’d like to see her tied up against your bedpost, Master.” 
 
    “I want to see her with her lips around Luke’s cock,” Raquelle groaned. “Look at her. So fucking haughty. So smug. Wouldn’t she look good with tears running down her cheeks, ruining her makeup? Wouldn’t she make a good little whore for you, Daddy?” 
 
    Fuck, my harem girls were shameless. It made it hard to focus on what Titania was saying. 
 
    “My fellow Unseelie,” the Queen of the Unseelie began, amplifying her words with magic. Queen Titania’s voice was smoke and sex, so hot that she could probably get a man off without ever even touching him. “Long have the citizens of the Fae Realm been forced to put up with… interference from the other Realms. Unsatisfied with their own conquests, and jealous of the strides we Fae have made in mastering the orders of magic, they have plotted against us for centuries, seeking to claim what is naturally ours…” 
 
    I stifled a yawn. “She really does go on and on, doesn’t she? Someone tell me more about the naughty shit you want me to do to her—maybe that’ll keep my attention until she says something important for a change.” 
 
    “My King,” Siobhan said with a reproachful look. “All of it is important—” 
 
    She broke off with a cry of shock. When I looked back at the screen, I understood why. 
 
    Titania was no longer alone at the podium. Judyth Dominia, the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy, stood next to her. 
 
    Holy shit, she looks bad, came the thought. I couldn’t stop it—Judyth had clearly seen better days. The blonde angel, once so powerful and self-assured, now looked utterly miserable standing next to the Dark Queen. Her wrists were bound with heavy chains, with more wrapped around her ankles. 
 
    Gasps echoed around the table. Displaying Judyth in such a fashion had exactly the effect Titania was no doubt looking for. Anyone who watched this broadcast would believe the Dark Queen had already subjugated the Celestial Academy to her cause. 
 
    “This,” Titania said with a smirk, “is Judyth Dominia. The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy, the training ground for the angelic elite.” 
 
    The crowd surrounding Titania erupted with boos and hisses. Had they been given fruit before the speech, I believe they would have started tossing it at the pissed-off angel, further adding to her humiliation. As it was, Judyth looked bad enough. 
 
    “Headmistress Dominia came to me recently with evidence of a plot,” Titania purred. I had to hand it to her—she understood her audience. She had the air of a master ringleader, building up the big announcement to a fever pitch before giving the audience what they wanted. “At first I did not want to believe Judyth’s story, my children. I cast her in chains and imprisoned her in the Castle of Days, all because I did not wish to believe the Fae Realm could be betrayed. But it has! Judyth Dominia has shown me incontrovertible proof—utter proof—that the Infernal Realm has spent the last three decades plotting revolution against the Fae Realm’s rightful rulers!” 
 
    The crowd went nuts. 
 
    “Oh shit,” I groaned, covering my face with a hand. “Lilith, you idiot. You just couldn’t be discreet enough, could you?” 
 
    “The worst part is, it’s all true,” Siobhan murmured. “Lilith truly has been allied with us. I wonder how she got this information?” 
 
    “Judyth must have blabbed.” To my surprise, it was Maddie who came up with it. “Lilith must have let something slip during one of their meetings—you know she can never keep her successes to herself. She’s always got to tease the opposite party, let them know how many steps ahead she is. Well this time, it blew up in her face.” 
 
    I couldn’t disagree. 
 
    “The leader of this plot is none other than Lilith, the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy and the ex-wife of Lucifer himself,” Titania said gravely. “To have such an austere personage plot openly against the Unseelie and the rightful ruler of the Fae is a grave injustice, my children. But as awful as that is, I must inform you it is nothing compared to the wickedness being wrought in our backyard right now by Lucifer’s protégé, Luke Bell!” 
 
    You could have heard a pin drop in Siobhan’s tent. Every head turned to me, looking for my reaction. 
 
    “Look ma,” I said dryly. “I’m on TV!” 
 
    “That’s right, Lucifer’s heir apparent is in the Fae Realm right now,” Titania said over the audience’s shock. “He’s usurped the title of Seelie King from its rightful ruler—yes, I do acknowledge Queen Siobhan, as subordinate to me as she must remain—and even now, he prepares to make war on the Unseelie Fae!” 
 
    Gasps filled Titania’s chamber. “She’s definitely got our number,” I muttered, shaking my head. “That’s exactly what I’m doing.” 
 
    A hush fell over Titania’s crowd. “Judyth,” the Dark Queen said, extending a hand. “Join me atop the podium.” 
 
    Judyth looked like she’d have rather done anything than take those three steps up to where Titania stood. With extreme reluctance, the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy ascended the steps, taking her place next to Titania. Judyth stared straight through the cloud, as if she were trying to send me a message with her eyes. 
 
    Queen Titania lifted Judyth’s bonds—then snapped them right in two. The crowd cried out in mingled shock and triumph as the angel rubbed her wrists, her hands finally free. 
 
    “The Infernal Realm have broken the nonaggression pact,” Titania explained. “But the Fae have found an unlikely ally. As I said to you, Judyth Dominia came to me of her own free will, bearing proof of the Infernal plot. Because of this, I have made her an offer of alliance. One she has taken with all her heart. Isn’t that right, Judyth?” 
 
    I’d never seen anyone look so miserable before. “Yes,” Judyth whimpered, hanging her head. 
 
    Titania grinned from ear to ear. “Our alliance is settled! Judyth Dominia has joined the cause of the Fae Realm—and will command the Celestial Academy itself into battle!” 
 
    “What!?” Maddie thumped the table with her fists. “She can’t do that! The angels, they won’t follow her—they’ll rebel…” 
 
    Eiko clucked her tongue as she shook her head. “When have you ever known the angels to do anything but studiously follow the rules, Maddie? If Judyth calls them, they’ll go—whether they want to or not. Whether their hearts are in it or not.” 
 
    Titania practically climbed on top of the podium itself in her excitement. “The time has finally come, my children! A combined army of the Unseelie Fae and the angels of the Celestial Academy! Together, we will sweep into the Infernal Realm and raze their pesky Academy to the ground, killing their students! Then we will cleanse the Realm forever, claiming it as our own! Our new home!” 
 
    “Our new home!” the crowd chanted. My chest filled with horror. 
 
    “The Day of Judgement is here!” Titania screamed, throwing a fist in the air. 
 
    “The Day of Judgement! The Day of Judgement!” 
 
    “Oh no,” I said, staring blankly into the swirling purple cloud. “Judyth, you fucking bitch. You traitor…” 
 
    Oni turned to me, his horn swiveling. “You should have freed her,” the big demon rumbled. 
 
    I laughed, but there was no humor in it. “I should have wrung her fucking neck.” 
 
    The clouds of mist rolled inward, covering up the projection. Apparently Titania’s message to her people was over—all that was left was for the armies to take their marching orders. Once they got organized, the Fae and the Angels would sweep into Hell, destroying the Academy and ripping control away from Lucifer himself. 
 
    Hell versus Heaven. The Day of Judgement. I hadn’t been able to stop it after all. 
 
    I’d started the damned thing! 
 
    As my harem made noises of dismay, I locked eyes with Eiko across the table. The raven-haired beauty nodded once, severely, as if confirming my worst fears. The Day of Judgement was here. 
 
    “We have to stop Judyth,” Maddie was saying. She had to raise her voice to be heard over the rest of the group. “Catch her, and Titania’s army, before they can group up with the Celestial Academy. If they join forces, then the Infernal Realm is finished!” 
 
    “The Unseelie outnumber us by three to one,” Siobhan countered. The redhead’s face looked grim. “Even with Luke’s new powers on our side, we can’t overcome that kind of a tactical disadvantage. Perhaps if he could create an entire fleet of hover vehicles like his personal craft, we could even the odds…” 
 
    I shook my head. There was only one Godfrey. 
 
    But I had an idea. 
 
    “I have to go,” I said, rising from the table. For my harem, who’d not only considered this a strategy session but an opportunity for them to give me pleasure, this proved an almost insurmountable frustration. Whimpers echoed around the table, along with nibbled lips and little groans of please stay, Master! 
 
    “Where are you going?” Mareth asked. The succubus shot out of her seat, the hem of her schoolgirl skirt flapping around her bare mound. “You can’t just leave us here, Luke!” 
 
    “You don’t get it,” I said, holding her back. “This is my fault. I brought the Day of Judgement on. Now it’s up to me to stop it.” 
 
    With that, I strode out of the tent. No one could understand what I was doing—was I fleeing? Had I decided to fly the coop, or go straight to Titania and demand she face me in a one on one duel? I could tell the army hoped for the latter, but feared the former. 
 
    I was almost all the way to Godfrey when a yell made me turn around. My harem had arrayed themselves on the outside of camp, with Maddie at their head. 
 
    “Luke, please. What are you doing? Where are you going? Please, give us some guidance here?” 
 
    Guidance? I let out a cruel snicker, allowing myself to be the Beast. I liked it. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? Titania’s bringing her angels. Which means I need to go get my allies. The ones I’ve had all along. Lucifer’s people.” 
 
    Suddenly Maddie understood. “Good luck,” the angel said, blowing me a kiss. 
 
    As I climbed into Godfrey, I set the controls for the liminal zone. Something told me she’d already be there waiting for me—that she’d been there at that strange building ever since Titania’s announcement went over the airwaves. Wasn’t that just like her? 
 
    I was going to go see the one person in all the Realms who might actually be happy the Day of Judgement was finally happening. 
 
    I needed to speak to Lilith. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Nothing notable happened on the way to the liminal zone. 
 
    Though I’d been checking my corners (and Godfrey’s new scanner) every step of the way, I didn’t see hide nor hair of Holofernes on my way back over the bridge leaving the Fae Realm. The Angel of Vengeance was nowhere to be found, and neither was anyone else.  
 
    The Realm felt even more eerie and sinister than normal, as if the note of horror kept safely in the background of the Fae had been brought to the front. Driving through it felt like an establishing shot in a psychological horror film, like something from Hereditary or the deceptively cheery backdrops of Midsommar. 
 
    I felt like one of those protagonists as I made my way back to the liminal zone. Trapped by circumstance, hunted by monster from both within and without. Titania’s announcement had left me desperate to enter single combat with the Dark Queen of the Fae, which meant that Lilith had to be sweating bullets in the Infernal Realm.  
 
    After all, it was her meddling in the affairs of the Fae that had set this all off to begin with—if things boiled into open violence against the Infernal Academy, she’d have no way to deflect the blame. Lucifer would never take her back. 
 
    Of course, I knew Lucifer didn’t want to take Lilith back. But someone needed to make that clear to her. Maybe it was time for the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy to accept a new master. 
 
    I did tell her what would happen to her the next time I saw her, I thought as Godfrey drove through a portal, entering that strange in-between world which Lilith had made her base for operations inside of the Fae Realm. So if she’s willing to meet with me, it means she knows that’s what might happen to her, as well. There’s a part of her that wants it—I know she does. But is now really the time? 
 
    Hell. It was always time to add another babe to my harem. 
 
    The building sat at the edge of the liminal zone, like I expected. What I hadn’t expected was for the Headmistress herself to be leaning insolently against the doorframe, with her arms crossed beneath her tits like a juvenile delinquent smoking a cigarette outside of a classroom. 
 
    Lilith’s eyes filled with relief as I stepped out of the hovercraft. “I was worried you wouldn’t show up,” she said, sounding more submissive than I’d ever heard from her. “I thought you’d given your old alma mater up to Queen Titania. Let it burn so you could conquer the Fae Realm yourself…” 
 
    I strode up to Lilith and swept her off her feet, kissing her in one smooth motion. Her pouty, black demonic lips parted for me in surprise, her long, sinuous tongue swirling around mine as we made out.  
 
    She still wore the leather bustier and fishnet stockings she’d had on when she guided us into the Fae—either that, or she’d gone back and changed into it when she knew she was meeting with me. Something about that idea turned me on even more; that Lilith would dress up for Lucifer’s heir. 
 
    Lilith’s thighs parted, the heat between her legs grinding against my bulge.  
 
    My cock grew rock hard in an instant, throbbing with need.  
 
    I broke the kiss, pulling away at the last moment. 
 
    “We don’t have a lot of time,” I told the Headmistress. “Let’s go inside and figure this out.” 
 
    Not long ago, Lilith would have argued with me. More than that, the idea that I would set the terms of one of our meetings rather than her would have given the Headmistress conniptions. But something had clearly changed inside of Lilith. “Alright,” she purred, brushing a lock of hair out of her face. “It’s good to see you, Luke. This is the first break I’ve had since Titania made that announcement. You wouldn’t believe the chaos she unleashed in the Infernal Realm with that declaration of war. The entire Academy is gearing itself up for war…” 
 
    “Good,” I said, giving Lucifer’s ex-wife a swat on the ass as I led her into the building. God, I was so bold now! Was it my new powers making me this way, the Beast inside me? Or did I just not give a fuck what Lilith thought? 
 
    Lilith’s eyebrows rose. “Good?” 
 
    “We’re going to need every demon we’ve got,” I told her, finally vocalizing my plan. “I’ve realized something, Lilith—there’s no way to stop the Day of Judgement. Not now. Probably there never was.” 
 
    The Headmistress’s face fell. She’d clearly expected me to say something else—to reveal some grand plan to head Titania and her alliance with Judyth off at the pass. “You’re probably right,” Lilith admitted. “What do we do, then?” 
 
    She was asking me what to do. Fuck, that got me going. 
 
    “We go to the End of Days,” I told her, grabbing her ass with both hands. “And we win.” 
 
    Lilith’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of shock. “You mean that,” she whispered after a moment. “Luke Bell, you think you can succeed where Lucifer himself feared to tread?” 
 
    I grabbed Lilith’s hair and wrapped it around my fingers, tugging. I expected a cry of pain, but the moan that erupted from the demonic Headmistress’s lips was sheer pleasure. 
 
    “I know I can,” I grunted. “And I don’t want to hear you say that name anymore, Lilith. That part of your life is over. You know that now, don’t you?” 
 
    Her resistance shattered. “I… yes,” Lilith moaned, the steel within her giving. “I want this, Luke. Gods know, if I didn’t, I never would have allowed myself to be in a room alone with you again. You’re so dangerous…” 
 
    “That’s my Fae blood,” I growled, grinning like a shark. “You can’t resist it, can you? Naughty little demon MILF.” 
 
    Suddenly uncertain, Lilith nibbled her bottom lip. “So that’s why you wanted to meet with me? You want to bind me to you, Luke?” 
 
    “I bind you,” I growled, my hands encircling her petite waist, “I bind the entire Infernal Academy. You command them—and I’ll command you. We’ll lead them into battle, along with the Seelie Fae, and we’ll break Titania. Once she’s dead, the alliance will crumble, and we’ll restore order to the Realms.” 
 
    The way I said it, it sounded so simple. 
 
    Lilith looked awed. “You really might be the man to do it,” she said, leaning into my touch. “Luke Bell. Lord of Hell. With Lilith as his Queen…” 
 
    I slapped her ass. “One of his Queens,” I corrected. “If you’re not okay with sharing, Lilith, you’d better let me know right this instant. Because I’m going to keep fucking my other girls. Some of them right in front of you.” 
 
    Lilith tossed back her head and laughed, loud and long. “I would expect nothing less,” she purred lustily, glancing up at the domed ceiling of the building. Right where my vision had showed her hanging upside down, getting fucked in all her holes by my powers. “Well, young man, if you really think you can claim me, we’d better get started. We don’t have a lot of time…” 
 
    Excitement filled my veins like an electric current. Maybe that’s why I didn’t hear the noise behind me as I reached for Lilith’s tight, perfect body, eager to tear off her outfit. But I heard her gasp in surprise, and I turned. 
 
    Mareth stood in the doorway, her jaw nearly on the floor. 
 
    “Sweetheart!” Lilith’s face lit up at the sight of her ex-husband’s daughter. “What are you doing here? Luke and I are a little busy… 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
    The succubus’s hands balled into fists. “I couldn’t let Luke face you alone,” she growled, snarling like a wild animal. “I knew you’d tempt him into some bullshit with your pussy, and trick him into backing you! You walk around all high and mighty, Lilith, but deep down you really are just a shameless whore…” 
 
    Lilith’s claws tightened on my shoulders. Fuck. I’d been inches away from getting laid, and now it sounded like I was about to witness a catfight for the ages, instead. Under different circumstances, that would have been fun—but these weren’t those circumstances. 
 
    To my surprise, Lilith didn’t look like she wanted to fight. She pulled herself out of my grip, holding her hands up in a gesture of submission. Mareth gave a start, as this behavior was so out of the ordinary for Lilith that it shocked her to her core. 
 
    “You’ve got it all wrong, dear,” Lilith said, using a voice I’d never heard from her before. “I’m the one who’s backing Luke. I’m not too proud to beg, sweetheart.” 
 
    Mareth snorted at that. “Since when?” 
 
    “Since the End of Days began,” Lilith said seriously. “Since the lives of you, your friends, and every student in my Academy depended on whether Luke wins against Queen Titania or not.” 
 
    Her frankness took Mareth by surprise. I could see that part of the succubus wanted to believe the woman she’d been forced to call ‘Auntie’ for her entire life—but their mutual antipathy still held the two women apart. 
 
    Mareth’s eyes narrowed. “This is a trick,” she said bluntly. “Has to be.” 
 
    Lilith’s manner left no doubt that Mareth was wrong.  
 
    “It’s really not,” the demoness headmistress whispered, clutching her hands together in front of her. “I came here with the full intention of begging Luke for his help. On my knees, if necessary.” Her frankness shocked the young succubus—which was a treat, considering Mareth’s sensibilities. “The alliance between the Celestial Realm and the Unseelie Fae will wipe my home off the map, and kill thousands of promising young demons. Unless Luke steps in and stops it. So yes, I was willing to do just about anything to secure that help.” Lilith let loose with that spectacular pout. “Also, if you simply must know, Luke and I did not end things well, the last time we parted. I wanted to make up for it.” 
 
    While Lilith spoke, Mareth’s eyes had grown wider and wider. She looked at her adopted aunt like she’d never seen her before—like the ancient and powerful demon was in danger of growing a second head and spitting fire. “You’re cracked,” Mareth whispered. 
 
    Lilith laughed at that. “Yes, maybe I am,” she purred, raking my chest with her long nails. “I brought something else, too, to sweeten the deal. It’s over in the corner.” 
 
    She gestured at a long package hanging against one wall. A brilliant white cloth covered it, obscuring its shape. Whatever it was, it was much longer than it was wide, almost like a 2x4. I wanted to go to it, tear back the fabric and discover what it was, but something inside me whispered that this wasn’t the time. 
 
    “Both of us know why I’m really here, though,” Lilith said, pouting her lips. “You want me, Luke. You’ve always wanted me.” She spread her arms, finally dropping her final wall. I saw the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy revealed in all her insecurity, looking at me not like a demoness but merely the way a woman looks at a man. “So how about it? Am I still worthy of a pity fuck?” 
 
    I looked from her to Mareth, then back again, unable to believe this turn of events. 
 
    “All this time,” I grunted. “All this fucking time…” 
 
    “What is it, dear?” Now that she had a foot in the door, Lilith sounded like a 1950’s housewife—the pinnacle of attentiveness, smiling like a Stepford Wife. “What were you thinking?” 
 
    “All this time, I’ve been obsessed with that vision I had of you and me,” I admitted. “I keep seeing it, over and over again. You, me, here. Doing what I told you about…” 
 
    “Fucking,” Lilith said with a smile. “Fucking rather hard, if your description was to be believed.” 
 
    I laughed. “I didn’t realize the vision was incomplete,” I said, glancing back over my shoulder at Mareth. “I saw myself with you—but I didn’t realize we’d have company.” 
 
    Mareth and Lilith sized each other up as I spoke, each taking the measure of the other. They still didn’t like each other, and maybe they never would. That was fine by me—I didn’t need my harem girls to be all lovey-dovey, anyway. There was something to be said about cultivating a team of rivals, a group who’d compete with each other for my favor. 
 
    Yeah, I liked that. Liked it a lot. 
 
    “I’ve never had time to notice it before,” I said, “but you two look so much alike. Even though there’s not a drop of blood in common between the two of you, you almost look like you could be mother and daughter. The Prince of Darkness really knows how to pick ‘em, doesn’t he?” 
 
    Mareth looked a bit offended, but Lilith giggled along.  
 
    “So that’s what you like,” the demoness purred, raking her nails down my back. Fuck, that felt almost as good as sex. “I doubt Mareth’s in much need of tutoring in the fine arts of sexual gratification. But I promise you, with maturity comes skill.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    Lilith nodded. “I know that tart of a succubus blew your mind, Luke. Hell, the entire Academy knows it. But I can give you so much more…” 
 
    It was just the opening Mareth needed. “Hey!” the succubus said, striding forward in her schoolgirl outfit. “Your pussy being all old and tired doesn’t mean Luke’s going to like fucking it more than mine. There’s no way you can make him cum as hard as I do…” 
 
    The two glared at each other, the youthful succubus and the mature demoness. The glint of challenge showed in both of their eyes, and suddenly I felt like I’d just scratched a winning lottery ticket. 
 
    Moving on intuition, Lilith grabbed Mareth and whirled her around. The succubus let out a little squeal as the older, more powerful demoness gripped her shoulders presenting Lucifer’s daughter to me like an offering. 
 
    “She’s so pretty,” Lilith was purring, running her fingers through Mareth’s hair. “She looks so much like me when I was younger, Luke. Does she call you ‘Daddy’ when you fuck her, like a good little girl?” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “Master,” I said, my throat suddenly dry. 
 
    “Oh dear,” Lilith said, feigning dismay. “I’ll have to teach my little girl how to be a good slut for you, sir…” 
 
    I didn’t expect Mareth to go along with it. After so many fights, so much time on the opposite side of things, I would never have guessed she’d go along with her wicked stepmother when it came to pleasuring me. But what I should have remembered was simple: both of these women loved me. They wanted to make me happy. And Mareth had seen the look in my eyes when I’d had the idea of a Mareth-Lilith threesome shoved at me. 
 
    I wanted this. Which meant Mareth wanted it, too. 
 
    The succubus groaned as Lilith forced her to her knees in front of me. “Good girl,” Lilith purred, reaching for the knot in the front of Mareth’s top. “Let’s get these off you. Daddy wants to see every inch of that hot little body—isn’t that right? Do you want to see her pretty little pussy, Luke?” 
 
    “Yes,” I grunted, already reaching into my robes. My cock felt like an iron girder, searingly hot with need—I had to bury it inside something tight and wet. “Show me.” 
 
    With admirable skill, Lilith disrobed the succubus.  
 
    First came her top, which slid off her tight little body as naturally as a snake shedding its skin. The perky orbs of Mareth’s tits were cherry red, her nipples like hard candies.  
 
    Then Lilith reached down and stripped off Mareth’s skirt, making sure to grope her ass and mound as much as she could as she pulled off the green gingham fabric. 
 
    Mareth already had her face buried in my crotch. A deep flush spread across her cheeks, and I swore I could see hearts in her succubus eyes as she ran her tongue up and down the cock she loved so much. 
 
    “Da-dee,” Mareth whimpered, totally getting into it now. “Let me taste you, Daddy. Please?” 
 
    Behind her, Lilith snickered. “Has she been a good enough succubus to taste that cum? Stick your ass in the air while you do it, dearie—and make sure to keep eye contact. Men love it when you lock eyes with them while you’re sucking them off. It makes them feel like a King—like God!” 
 
    I sure as shit felt like God as Mareth obediently wrapped her lips around the head of my cock. 
 
     Just as Lilith commanded, she shoved her juicy ass in the air and kept her eyes on me as she swallowed me down, taking me all the way down to the balls like she’d never even heard of the words ‘gag reflex’.  
 
    The heat and friction were incredible, and when the crown of my cock slammed into the back of her throat, I nearly came apart right then and there. 
 
    I was the happiest fucking man in the world. But Lilith still wasn’t satisfied. 
 
    “Hmm… that’s still not quite right,” the demoness said, a wicked little lilt in her voice. 
 
    Mareth’s mouth left mine with a wet little popped. She looked stoned on bliss, and belatedly I realized she must have been sipping on both my pleasure and Lilith’s arousal. “Huh? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “For most men, having a succubus on her knees worshipping their cock would be exactly what they deserve,” Lilith said, sounding almost like a teacher instructing a student. “But for someone like Luke, they need a little something extra.” 
 
    And the demoness dropped to her knees besides Mareth. 
 
    The succubus was so startled she nearly jumped into the air, cock or no cock. “Lilith! What are you doing!?” 
 
     “Giving you a crash course on how to please a man with your mouth,” Lilith said smoothly. She beamed up at me, nibbling her bottom lip with just the right amount of experience and excitement, then let her long tongue wrap around my dick like a serpent coiling around its victim. “Yuu haf to really get in ther…!” 
 
    “I know how to give a blowjob!” Mareth snapped. “Get out of the way and let me pleasure Luke!” 
 
    Rather than let me go, Lilith teased my balls with the tips of her claws. “Suck ‘em,” she groaned, working her tongue around me like nothing I’d ever felt before. “Make Daddy proud…” 
 
    Mareth hesitated for a brief moment—then let out a little whimper as she broke. The succubus buried her face in my balls, inhaling their rich, musky scent as Lilith swirled her naughty tongue around my shaft. That tongue felt like it had too many muscles—prodding me from different angles, wrapping around me as tight as a pussy while Lilith moaned and coaxed me. 
 
    “Thas right,” Lilith panted. Poor thing had her mouth full, but was trying her best. “Yuu have to please every inch of a man, dearie. Keep at it!” 
 
    Mareth massaged my balls with her mouth and tongue, slathering her juices all over them as Lilith kept on stroking and licking me. It felt strange to have so much attention lavished on my nuts, but honestly, it felt pretty damned great. It looked degrading to have Mareth down there too—it showed that she wasn’t hesitant to get down and dirty in order to get me off. 
 
    Lilith pulled off my cock, licking my precum off her lips. “Relax, Luke. Enjoy this. This is the worship you deserve. In time, having two beautiful bitches dote on you like this will become routine. Every morning, my little girl and I will get you off oh so hard, letting you spray all over our faces…” 
 
    Maybe that would happen. But what wouldn’t happen was me ever getting used to beauties like these sucking on my cock. 
 
    Lilith opened wide and took me deep. Then deep! 
 
    Mareth pulled back, looking more surprised than I’d ever seen her. “Holy shit, that’s deep!” the succubus groaned, her own hand moving between her thighs. “Shit, I thought I didn’t have a gag reflex—you’re taking him all the way to your fucking stomach! What, you want him to fuck your pussy from the other end—” 
 
    Lilith slapped Mareth on the back of the head, then forced the succubus back on my balls. Both demon girls hummed as they pleased me with their mouths, their eyes never leaving me as they watched to make sure they were doing a good job. Such good girls. Such good demons. 
 
    “Mmmh, I see what you mean!” Mareth groaned, sucking on one of my balls. “I can feel his big balls pulsing, Lilith! He’s so turned on right now—he’s going to shoot such a big fucking load…!” 
 
    You’re damn right, I thought, the pleasure reaching a crescendo. And it’s because both of you are treating me just like that… 
 
    As I neared the peak, Lilith pulled back and made the tightest seal I’d ever felt with her lips, running it up and down my shaft like a cock ring as she attacked my crown with that naughty tongue.  
 
    The demoness clearly understood every aspect of the male anatomy; my orgasm was completely safe in her hands.  
 
    And mouth.  
 
    She understood pleasure like she’d been studying it for several lifetimes, bringing me right to the brink of bliss before pulling back just enough to keep me from going over the edge.  
 
    Ten, fifteen, twenty minutes passed like this, until I was fucking foaming at the mouth with the need to come. 
 
    “Harder,” I growled, grabbing Lilith’s horns and forcing her down on me. Now she gagged—though both of us knew this was just for show. Lilith put on the perfect submissive act, faking like she had to struggle around my cock as the tingle in my balls worked its way up my shaft. My balls bubbled, threatening to boil over, and I buried myself as deep in Lilith’s throat as I possibly could. 
 
    “Nnngh, come!” Mareth begged, grabbing me tight as I hit the edge. “Fuck, I can feel your balls tensing up, getting ready to shoot… fuck, look at him buck against your face, Lilith! He’s going to put every drop of that sweet cream right in your throat!” 
 
    If Lilith had kept going just like that, I most certainly would have.  
 
    But she was a Queen to the end.  
 
    As my cock jerked against the back of her throat, shooting that first hot rope of seed right into the back of her throat, she swallowed like a champion porn star—then wrapped that naughty tongue of hers around my shaft like a coiled spring and pulled back. The friction hit me from every direction at once, and I shattered like a fucking window. I’d never shot so hard or so much in my entire fucking life. 
 
    Lilith knew better than anyone the value of a good image. Her tongue guided my cock with subtle movements, couching each jerk as I shot another thick rope of liquid lava. Ropes of spunk sprayed across her tits, her face—then onto Mareth’s face, bathing the giggling succubus in so much of my thick cream the two girls looked like they’d been part of a gangbang. But it was just me. 
 
    Always me. Mine, I thought, the pleasure so sweet I nearly passed out. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Mareth panted as the last few jets of seed ebbed from my cock. “I was so wrong! You really do have a lot to teach me about making Luke happy! Oh, Lilith, I could kiss you right now!” 
 
    “Why don’t you?” Lilith displayed one cheek, coated with a thick gob of my cum. “Come here, baby. Let’s bury the hatchet once and for all—then let Luke bury his cock in both of our tight demon pussies…” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    If you’d told me on my first day at the Infernal Academy that one day I’d look down after shooting the biggest load of my life to see Lilith and Mareth making out with my load between them, I’d have told you you were insane. Or some kind of bad joke demon. But there it was, the rift between succubus and demoness finally healed in the searing eruption of my seed. Mareth and Lilith were closer than ever before, and it was all because of me. 
 
    “I’ve been such a wicked bitch,” Lilith panted as she broke the kiss. “You have every reason to hate me, Mareth. I don’t blame you…” 
 
    Mareth made a face. “I don’t hate you,” she said, putting her hands on her hips. “After all, Luke sure as shit loves you—or loves fucking you, at least. So how could I hate that?’ 
 
    Lilith looked gratified by this answer. “No, but you really should hate me,” the mature demoness purred. “You should really, really want to punish me for how wicked I’ve been toward you. How I’ve wronged you…” 
 
    Now Mareth was grinning, too. “I could get into that,” the succubus purred, licking her come-stained lips as she looked up at me. “I think Luke said something about hanging you upside down and fucking you absolutely stupid?” 
 
    I had. And now, finally, the vision was set to become reality. 
 
    It was so easy now. I barely had to touch my power to transform—the wings that erupted from between my shoulder blades and the clutch of tentacles near my neck felt like an extension of my own body, like limbs I tucked away sometimes when I didn’t need them. With a grunt I wrapped two of those tentacles around each of Lilith’s legs and soared into the air, dragging the demoness along with me. 
 
    A convenient metal device hung from the ceiling, used to suspend a person for sexual play. I didn’t even question how it got there, or why it was clearly installed in a way that would leave the person right-side up—I just got to fixing the mistake. In no time at all, the squealing demoness hung butt naked upside down, her glorious body suspended in air like a little fuckdoll. 
 
    It was just like I’d seen. And when Mareth extended her wings and flew up to the ceiling with me, I realized the real event was even better. 
 
    More tentacles exploded from me, pinning Mareth up like a butterfly next to her ‘auntie’. The succubus wasn’t shy—she embraced the mass of writhing black tendrils as they sought out her tight, wet little pussy, and her soft mouth. Mareth gripped the ceiling and a tentacle wrapped around her wrists, hanging her in the opposite direction as Lilith as smoothly as swiftly as if I’d always planned it that way. 
 
    My robes fell to the floor, discarded. I stood gloriously naked before my two women, the harem girl and the harem girl to be. A gentle flutter of my wings kept me aloft as my tentacles filled Lilith in every way I’d seen her be filled. The writhing masses pushed into her mouth, filling her pussy like a mass of cocks. Only her tight asshole lay untouched, winking at me between the round cheeks of her demon booty. 
 
    I was ready. 
 
    Next to us both, Mareth grunted like a mad dog. Tendrils had wrapped around her neck as well as her wrists, gently choking her as the tentacles pushing into her slit took their advantage. Mareth’s eyes rolled in their sockets, her body trembling with orgasm as my power pushed her over the brink. 
 
    “She looks so pretty,” Lilith gasped around the tendril in her mouth. “Will you make me pretty like that, Luke? Will you bind me to you so I can serve you like this forever?” 
 
    I mounted her upside-down body. The head of my cock, slick with her and Mareth’s juices, pushed slowly but insistently against her pucker. This was Lilith’s tightest, most forbidden channel—one I wondered if even Lucifer had dared plunder. The thought that Lilith might be an anal virgin made my cock throb against her opening, depositing a jet of precum that made her even slicker. 
 
    “Three times,” I growled down at Lilith. “Then you’re mine forever.” 
 
    An unreadable emotion flashed in her demonic eyes. Lilith clearly had been hurt deeply by the remarks I’d made during our strategy session—where I’d called her unwilling of love and only good for a pity fuck. The fact that she’d used that language when trying to add Mareth to our threesome meant it still bothered her. 
 
    Good. She had to earn her keep. 
 
    “You called me an asshole,” I said, a snicker spreading across my face. “Now I’m fucking you in the asshole, Lilith. How’s that feel?” 
 
    Before she could respond, I tensed my shoulders. The tentacles inside of Lilith’s demon pussy attacked her with renewed vigor. Two fucked deep into her channel, while the third swirled around her clit like Lilith’s own tongue, hitting all of her erogenous spots at once. For the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy, it was too much to take. However she might feel about me, there was no way she could deny the pleasure. 
 
    “It’s so good,” Lilith whimpered, giving in to bliss. “Please, fuck me Luke! Cum in me and make me yours—” 
 
    Enough. I thrust forward, entering Lilith’s tightest, most private channel. The head of my cock pushed into her pucker—and in, and in, filling her ass with every inch of my thick, throbbing cock. The big vein on the side pulsed against her skin, making her leg kick out madly as I bottomed out inside of her asshole. 
 
    “Unnngh, gawwd! Harder, harder!” 
 
    I smiled to myself. Lilith was utterly shameless—just like a good harem girl ought to be. 
 
    As my wings beat against the ceiling, my hands came down on her ass. I didn’t have quite as much leverage as I would have liked on the floor, but what I lacked in that I made up for in pure power. Each spank against Lilith’s round ass was augmented with my demonic magic, leaving welts that would have taken weeks to heal on an ordinary human woman. On Lilith, they faded within seconds. 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Hurt me harder!” Lilith’s voice broke as a tentacle forced itself down her throat. She sucked it greedily, swirling her tongue around it, then pulled back. “Punish me, Luke! Don’t worry about hurting me—I get off on pain! The more you make me bleed, the more I’m going to cum for you!” 
 
    Holy shit, I thought, savaging Lilith’s ass. She’s not joking. No wonder this woman had once been the wife of the Lord of Hell. A sick, twisted creature like her belonged in the harem of the most powerful man in the world. Lilith was right where she belonged. 
 
    Next to her, Mareth’s thighs glistened with juice as I wrung another orgasm out of the succubus. For poor Mareth, resistance was quite hopeless—even if she wanted to escape the grip of my tentacles (she didn’t), she was feeling my arousal and Lilith’s at the same time. With that much dominance and submission running through her veins, the succubus didn’t know which way was up—she just kept grinding against my tentacles, bringing herself off again and again. It was so fucking hot. 
 
    What was also hot was Lilith’s ass. God damn! I’d fucked some tight pussies in my time, but Lilith’s rear entrance put even Poppy’s pixie pussy to shame. I was starting to wonder if she wasn’t an anal virgin, at that—or maybe she’d renewed herself with a spell, I don’t know. I’d have to find out later, but for now—holy fuck! Every thrust inside her ass was tighter than the one before, snugger and full of spark-throwing friction. 
 
    The tenor of Lilith’s grunts changed. She moaned and begged around the tentacle in her mouth, the word yes coming from her lips over and over again. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her ass clenched around me like a fucking fist as orgasm coursed through the Headmistress’s body. 
 
    I didn’t even stop fucking her! The climax made her asshole even tighter, and watching it flex around my cock as I pumped into her like a piston was quickly becoming my favorite TV show. 
 
    “That’s one,” I growled, wrapping Lilith’s body almost entirely in tentacles. “Think I’ll switch things up now…” 
 
    With a twist, I flipped Lilith around. Now she hung from her wrists, the same as Mareth. Her eyes looked glazed and not quite there, like her orgasm had knocked something loose inside her demonic brain. Maybe it was all the blood rushing to her head. 
 
    A moment later, her vision cleared, and the begging began. 
 
    “Oh yes, Master, you were so good, fuck me pleeeease I’m begging you…” 
 
    I grinned down at Mareth. “You like pain, huh?” 
 
    “Yes, Master, I love pain! Please hurt me—please show me the error of my ways! Teach me a lesson for being such a wicked little bitch—” 
 
    Lilith let out an oof as I slapped her in the face. Her head shot to the side, her slender horns swivelling as her fangs shot out. 
 
    “If any other man did that to me,” Lilith hissed, “any other man, I’d kill him where he stood!” 
 
    I laughed. “And what will you do to me?” 
 
    Lilith quite literally turned the other cheek. “Beg you to do it again!” 
 
     I thrust forward, burying my cock in her ass as I slapped her. Her face, her tits—anything soft and round became a playground for my hands. Lilith loved it, and the bruises faded instantly. I even wrapped my hand around her throat, choking her as I went balls-deep in her ass, then got a sudden burst of inspiration as I watched her eyes roll back. 
 
    “Open your mouth,” I commanded. It was a low growl. 
 
    Lilith did so obediently, sticking out her tongue—only for me to spit right into her open mouth. 
 
    “Unnngh, fuck!” Lilith got a hand free from the tentacles and smeared my spit around her face. “Fuck, I’m such a whore! I’m such a dirty little whore for you, Master!” 
 
    “Yeah you are,” I agreed, locking into a hard, driving rhythm. “Come for me, whore. Cum all over this cock. Prove to me you deserve to have it all…!” 
 
    Lilith lasted three more thrusts, then she shattered. In her defense, my tentacles were adding pleasure to pretty much every inch of her glorious body—the woman who could resist that hadn’t been invented yet. Her climax rocked her body, making her weightless in my arms as I thrust deep into her bowels. Despite the pain, Lilith felt only pleasure. 
 
    “That’s two,” I growled, ready for the grand finale. “This time we’re going to cum together, little demoness. Then you’ll be mine.” 
 
    Before either Lilith or Mareth had time to beg me for more, my tentacles flexed. Like a child who’d grown tired of a broken toy, I hurled both demoness and succubus at the stone floor, tossing them with all the might my tentacles could muster. They both smacked the ground so hard they cracked it, filling the building with the sound of horrible creaking. Would this place still be standing by the time I was done with it? 
 
    I hope not, I thought, landing before the two women’s prone bodies. It’s time to have some real fun… 
 
    Lilith sat up. Blood streamed from her nostrils, and one of her fangs looked loose, but the smile on her face was bigger and brighter than anything I’d ever seen. “Unnngh, yeah!” the demoness panted, testing her fang back and forth. “Master’s so fucking hot!” 
 
    “He’s the King!” Mareth slurred, rising to her hands and knees. She looked to have gotten the worst of it, though of course both women would be healed in a matter of moments. As long as my power flowed through the room, any pains were merely a minor inconvenience. Already Lilith’s loose tooth began to settle back into place. “He’s our God, Lilith! Fuck, thank you so much for teaching me where I really belong!” 
 
    “Line up,” I grunted, my body shaking with excitement. One more! It was really here! “Spread those wet little pussies for me, girls. Going to take turns fucking your brains out!” 
 
    I didn’t stop there. I slammed both girls against the walls, using my tentacles to grind them against the stones before putting them on their knees before me. Both the youthful succubus and the mature demoness knelt on the stones, recovering from their injuries as they spread their folds. Two thick, delicious asses. Two bare mounds, with dripping slits just waiting for the fucking. Two fertile wombs begging for my seed. 
 
    I’d been wrong before. Now I was the happiest fucking man on Earth. 
 
    I was the Beast as I fucked Mareth and Lilith. One moment I’d be pounding them from behind, watching as the person not currently being fucked made out with the demon who was—then I’d be slamming them against the wall, burying their horns in the stone. I caused injuries that would kill, only to heal them moments later with a negligible amount of my now incredible power. By the time I felt my own orgasm building, I’d made Mareth come a dozen times, each one driving her wilder than the last. 
 
    But Lilith had held back. The gorgeous MILF had been saving herself for me, waiting for us to jump into the future together. 
 
    I tossed Mareth to the side and buried myself hilt-deep in Lilith’s pussy. Her folds fit like a glove around me, sparks flying from my cock with every thrust. She whimpered and screamed and said the dirtiest fucking shit I’d ever heard while I fucked her, but I didn’t hear a single word. 
 
    I’d forgotten about the war. I’d forgotten about the Fae Realm, about Lucifer, about everything. Fuck, this was everything! This bliss, this pleasure, this unbearable feeling coursing through both of us and about to explode… 
 
    Suddenly I grabbed Lilith around the waist and pinned her against me as I emptied inside of her. My first orgasms had only felt like tickles compared to this—inside of Lilith’s heavenly, perfect pussy, my orgasm felt strong enough to rock the foundations of the world. I quite literally felt the earth move as I erupted inside of her, filling her to the brim and then some with the nectar of my balls. 
 
    As Lilith felt my seed blast her walls, she finally allowed herself to go over the edge. As the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy came, binding herself to me for all eternity, her wings lengthened and began to glow with an ethereal light. A halo appeared on top of her head—a black halo, glowing with flickering red flames. The crown of a Queen. The Queen of Hell. 
 
    Lilith babbled my name as she came, her burning hot face against the cool stone of the floor. My seed shot deep inside of her, seeking out her fertile womb. If there was even a chance that a creature like Lilith could bear my heirs, I had no doubt she’d be pregnant with them. There was no question. 
 
    Slowly, as the wave passed, I pulled out of Lilith and shot all over her ass. A few more spurts of thick cum erupted across her back, ass and mound, covering in her a reminder of my pleasure. The demoness slumped to the floor, weakly clutching her halo of black and red flame. She smiled with the satisfaction of a marathon runner who’d just crossed the finish line and closed her eyes, relaxing. 
 
    I’m not sure how long the three of us remained that way. Each of us had been wrung out like washrags, completely drained. Just the way it should be when a powerful demon like me was using his harem—but we had business to attend to. I shouldn’t have been spending all day lying naked in a building in the liminal zone, coming down from the incredible high that only a threesome with Lilith and Mareth could give. 
 
    One of the walls buckled inward, and I snapped to my senses. I must have used the girls too roughly—something in the foundations of Lilith’s hideout had snapped. “Both of you up,” I commanded, backing toward the door on my ass. “It’s about to come down!” 
 
    None of us made it. The walls collapsed inward, bricks and chunks of stone raining down on our trio. As the building came down, Lilith threw up her hands and summoned a shimmering wall of light, shielding us from the rain of stones. 
 
    As it faded, the three of us now lay outside, in the wreck of a building on the edge of the liminal zone. Godfrey waited a few yards away, his engine idling. The hovercraft wasn’t capable of looking sheepish, but if it was, it would have. 
 
    “That,” Lilith said, rising slowly to her feet, “was possibly the most satisfying experience of my life.” She reached behind herself, a little surprised to feel so much come all over her ass. “Gods, you painted me…” 
 
    “That’s my Luke,” Mareth giggled.  
 
    The succubus looked much less worse for wear than Lilith did. Either because of her age, or her relative depravity, Mareth had already healed from her wounds and looked happy as a clam to have been fucked so hard and nasty.  
 
    Mareth continued. “He likes to mark his territory, my guy. It’s so hot and primal, isn’t it, Luke?” 
 
    “It is,” I agreed. My eyes stayed on Lilith. “You’re mine now, Headmistress. I’m not sure yet if I’m going to have you resign your post at the Infernal Academy, or keep you there to rule things in my stead.” 
 
    Lilith rolled her eyes. “Please. Put someone else in charge of the place—like that Xora, or someone with a little ambition. I only stayed at that crummy job in order to pursue a future—one that turned out was never going to come.” For a moment, a cloud passed over face, only to be quickly banished. “It’s alright, though. I’m much happier now.” 
 
    “Yeah, you would be,” I grunted, resummoning my robes. “I can’t think of a single girl who’d give anything less than five stars to that performance.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Mareth agreed. 
 
    Lilith nodded, then went to pick through the rubble of her building. At first, I had no idea what she was doing—then she came back with a package under her arm, wrapped in a cloth that was no longer so brilliantly white.  
 
    The sweetner! I thought, my interest piqued.  
 
    Whatever this thing was, Lilith had planned to offer it to me in order to secure my help against Queen Titania. 
 
    A faint smile spread across Lilith’s face as she handed me the package.  
 
    “My husband didn’t give me much in the divorce settlement,” she said, cocking her head to the side, “but he did hand me this for safekeeping. He told me that when the moment came, I’d know what to do with it. At the time, I thought he was insane—but now I know that, like always, he was just planning very, very far ahead.” She handed it to me. “Now it belongs to you, Luke.” 
 
    With shaking hands, I stripped the cloth from the package.  
 
    What lay beneath was a rod of steel six feet long, which split near the tip into three wicked, sharp prongs. No metal on Earth could have created a weapon like this—and no blacksmith would have ever dared to forge it. As I touched one of the razor-sharp tips, a flame danced across my fingers. I didn’t even need to expend energy to make it. 
 
    “It’s a pitchfork,” I said, pulling the rest of the cloth off the weapon. 
 
    “Correction,” Lilith said with a giggle. “It’s the pitchfork. Satan’s pitchfork. The most powerful weapon in the Infernal Realm.” 
 
    I lifted the pitchfork high, unable to believe my eyes. Lucifer entrusted me with this? 
 
    “Oh my Gods,” Mareth whispered, watching me with utter awe. “You look just like him!” 
 
    “He does,” Lilith said, pulling the succubus in for a hug. “He really, really does.” 
 
    I didn’t have to ask who he was. After all, I was holding his weapon. 
 
    I was the Beast now. It was time to make the Realms bleed. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The atmosphere was quiet as I drove back to the Seelie camp, safe within Godfrey.  
 
    Almost like the calm before the storm. 
 
    In the passenger seat, a very exhausted Mareth slumped against the leather, out like a light.  
 
    Despite my requests, Lilith had begged not to accompany us back to the Seelie Fae camp. She claimed she had very important things to finish back in the Infernal Academy—and besides, Siobhan wouldn’t be very happy to see her without an army at her back. So we’d allowed her to leave. 
 
    I watched trees roll by. Godfrey handled the roads himself, hovering a few feet over the ground as we made our way unerringly toward the Island of Avalon.  
 
    It felt nice to just relax and enjoy the ride, though I’d definitely have to do some pleasure cruising one of these days once the war over Heaven and Hell was over and done with. I missed road head, damn it. Sure, I could get Mareth to suck me off any time while I sat in the driver’s seat. But when I wasn’t handling the wheel myself, it just didn’t feel the same. 
 
    As if summoned by my thought, Mareth stirred in her seat. The succubus yawned and stretched, then leaned over with a big grin on her face.  
 
    “Hey, Master,” she murmured, idly playing between her thighs with her slender fingers. “I’m still so full of your cum. Fuck, you pounded Lilith and me into the ground back there…” 
 
    It still brought a grin to my face. The threesome I’d had with Lilith and Mareth was one of the most fulfilling things I’d ever done. I doubted I’d ever forget it. From the look on her face, Mareth felt the exact same way. 
 
    “It was…special,” I said, unable to get the words out the way I wanted. Instead, I glanced at the rear view mirror, gesturing at the pitchfork in the backseat. “You think this thing’s going to help us turn the tide against Titania?” 
 
    “Uh—definitely!”  
 
    It was amusing how quickly Mareth could code switch. One minute she could be a submissive little schoolgirl, on her knees begging for ‘Daddy’ to fill her with his cock. Then she could be a little gossip, who just can’t wait to share everything she knows about her Master’s new toy.  
 
    “That’s Lucifer’s pitchfork, Luke,” Mareth said. “Every single student in the Infernal Academy has wondered where that weapon got to. Lucifer himself hasn’t carried it into battle in centuries. People asked if he’d maybe lost it.” 
 
    “Nah,” I said, watching a river roll beneath us. If you weren’t looking, you’d never even notice the landscape—Godfrey floated above everything, turning even the roughest of terrain into smooth sailing. “He just gave it to his ex-wife apparently. Speaking of which… how do you feel about all that?” 
 
    “All that?” Mareth repeated flatly. Her brows furrowed together. “What do you mean, Luke?” 
 
    “Her joining us,” I said, watching the landscape through the front windshield.  
 
    Suddenly, I didn’t want to be locking eyes with the succubus.  
 
    “I mean, there’s not a lot we can do about it now,” I continued. “The deed is already done. It’s just, I know she’s a lot of fun to fuck, and she’s powerful as hell—but you and her have a lot of bad blood. The kind that’s maybe not completely washed away by one threesome?” 
 
    Mareth gave me a slow, easy smile and leaned back in her chair. “It’s true, Lilith and I are probably never going to be best friends,” she admitted breezily. “Though we’re a hell of a lot closer to it now then we were before we both shared your come.” 
 
    “You can get along with her?” I asked, eyeing her sideways. 
 
    “Of course,” Mareth said, dismissing my worries with a gesture. “You have a harem, Luke. You already have, like, ten girls at your beck and call, ready to fuck you whenever you want them to. Honestly, it would be crazy to assume that all of them would get along. I don’t need to love Lilith in order to love you—I just need to know that she makes you happy.” She toyed with a lock of her long hair, batting her eyelashes. “She does make you happy, right, Master?” 
 
    I thought of my cock thrusting deep into her ass while my tentacles filled her from the other end. “Oh, most definitely,” I grunted. “I just don’t want to cause trouble. I’m looking to be the new Lord of Hell, but I don’t want to be a dick to the girls I like. You’ve given me a lot to think about, though.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Something mischievous sparkled in Mareth’s eyes. “So you think I love all your harem girls equally, is that it?” 
 
    I laughed. “Since you just said that, I’m guessing the answer is no,” I said, my interest piqued. 
 
    “Of course not,” Mareth said with a shrug. “The only thing that unites us is that we all like you, Luke. I definitely like some of your girls better than others. It would be silly not to admit that.” 
 
    Alright, this was getting interesting. 
 
    “Hmm, well—I can definitely guess who your favorite is,” I said, my grin getting wider on my face. “And Lilith’s got to be your least favorite—” 
 
    “Don’t count Lilith,” Mareth said, getting into the game now. “She’s brand new, after all. I haven’t really had time to see how much I’ll like her as a harem girl. I mean, I know how I feel about her as a Headmistress, but that’s not really her job any more, is it?” 
 
    The thought gave me pause. Once Lilith was done with her errands at the Infernal Academy, I’d commanded her to join us at the Seelie Fae camp. Along with every demonic soldier, student and ne’er do well she could muster to help us fight the Unseelie Fae and Queen Titania. 
 
    It was to be her last official act as Headmistress of the Infernal Academy. Once she was done, she’d submit her own resignation papers and approve them. Whoever ran that institution of learning after her would be new—just as Lilith herself had said, I wouldn’t want her in the job. She’d be too busy as one of the heavy hitters in my harem. Her magic levels were off the charts… 
 
    “Alright,” I said, clearing my mind of all that. “Favorite’s got to be Christina. You and her are like two peas in a pod.” 
 
    “Ding ding ding,” Mareth said, tapping the bridge of her nose like I’d just won a prize. “She’s definitely my favorite. I love going shopping with her, and I’d love for the three of us to tear up a club together sometime. She’s my bestie, and having threesomes with her, you and me is so much fun…” 
 
    “It wasn’t Maddie?” I asked, feigning disappointment. 
 
    Mareth slugged me in the shoulder. “Maddie is different,” the succubus said. “You know that better than anyone.” 
 
    “So she’s not your least favorite, then,” I surmised. “Alright, hmm… let me think. Raquelle?” 
 
    “Huh?” Mareth made a face. “Why would I hate Raquelle? She’s a stone cold bitch, but I’m kinda into that.” 
 
    “Wait—it’s not Poppy, is it? How can you hate someone so cute and tiny?” 
 
    Mareth laughed at that. “Look, maybe we shouldn’t be talking about our least favorite girls. I mean, I’d never want to hear you compare and contrast your harem ladies. I know each of us brings something special to the table, something none of the others can match.” 
 
    “Ah, okay,” I said, looking out the window. I thought I’d seen something moving in the woods—a deer or a squirrel, maybe. “But seriously, who is it?” 
 
    “You’re incorrigible!” Mareth squealed, loving the attention. “I swear, you—” 
 
    Something slammed into the side of Godfrey. Something heavy! 
 
    “Please buckle up!” the hovercraft informed us, his manic cheer cutting through the sudden panic in the cabin. “I’m afraid we’re under attack, Master!” 
 
    I snapped my belt into place just as Mareth did the same with hers. “Who the fuck would dare?” I demanded to know. If this was an assassination attempt from Queen Titania, she’d chosen the correct moment—only she didn’t realize how much power I had. With Godfrey in hovercraft form, and the pitchfork in my back seat, I was nigh on unstoppable. 
 
    “It’s got to be the Fae,” Mareth muttered, echoing my own sentiment. “Should we engage, Master? Or make a run for Siobhan’s camp?” 
 
    I was about to tell Godfrey to get all the guns ready—we were long overdue for a test of his battle capabilities. Then the sides of the hovercraft turned transparent, giving us a view of the landscape around us—and my plans changed in an instant. 
 
    It wasn’t a Fae bolt or an assassin who’d struck Godfrey. It was Holofernes. 
 
    The Angel of Vengeance crashed through the brush, black sword held high in his marbled hands. Thick veins of corruption ran through the statuesque angel’s body, his frozen face curled in a cold sneer. His eyes glowed the same sinister red as Queen Titania’s, almost like something from another world. 
 
    “Fuck,” Mareth snapped, turning her attention to the road ahead. “We’ve got to get out of here—” 
 
    “No we don’t,” I said, pieces snapping together in my head. I checked out the weapons, the pitchfork in the back seat, and made a decision. “We’re staying right here. Godfrey, switch into Combat Mode.” 
 
    “Yes, Master!” the hovercraft trilled. All across Godfrey’s sleek bulk, guns emerged from hidden compartments. Some used ordinary bullets, some pulses of energy. There was even a flamethrower, similar to the one stored on the Humvee. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Mareth said, rising like a gargoyle in her seat. “Luke, that’s the Angel of Vengeance. Holofernes is, like, an inch or two beneath the Almighty himself. And who knows what kind of powers he got from Queen Titania’s corruption!” 
 
    “Exactly—who knows!?” I reached into the back seat and retrieved the pitchfork. “We’ve got to test him, Mareth. Whatever happens, there’s no way Holofernes is going to avoid the battlefield where the Day of Judgement happens. We have to know his capacity before then—and defeat him, if we can.” I swallowed hard. “Or turn him back.” 
 
    Mareth’s mouth dropped open. “You think you can do that?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure. But I’d tried calling out to Holofernes the last time I saw him in the Fae Realm. For a moment—just a moment—it had almost felt like he’d heard me. Like something inside of him had reacted to the sound of my voice, something beneath Queen Titania’s corruption. 
 
    I’d failed to save Holofernes the last time I was on the battlefield against the Fae.  
 
    I couldn’t stand the thought of doing it again. 
 
     I wasn’t his friend, and never would be—in fact, there’d been a time where I’d planned to kill him myself. But that was the thing. He deserved to be killed in single combat against me, dying a warrior’s death. 
 
    This shambling monster tearing up the Fae Realm was a worse fate than death. The Angel of Vengeance didn’t deserve that. Ending him would be a mercy. 
 
    Godfrey had a hatch along the hovercraft’s ceiling, to allow people to climb up to the railgun. It was by this I planned to exit the vehicle and make my attack.  
 
    “Stay here,” I said, commanding Mareth despite her desire to follow me into the fray. “I might need you to handle the controls manually if things go sideways. If I look like I can’t handle it, you come in after me. Got it?” 
 
    “Luke, you should have me with you,” Mareth protested. “I—” 
 
    “Master,” Godfrey chirped. “I am perfectly capable of navigation!” 
 
    “Both of you be quiet! This is about me and him!” I paused at the hatch. “Godfrey, if things look bad for me, unload on Holofernes with every fucking thing you’ve got! You understand me?” 
 
    “Yes, Master!” the vehicle said. 
 
    Wind whipped over my head as I opened the hatch. Roaring as my wings extended, I soared into the night. 
 
    I couldn’t see Holofernes. I’d expected to be able to track him by the glow in his eyes, but he was either able to turn it off or had disappeared into the forest again. Damn it! I couldn’t let him get away— 
 
    A black sword whistled past my head, so close I screamed. Holofernes’s face appeared in the darkness, as cold and hard as death itself. 
 
    I moved. The Angel of Vengeance followed hot on my heels, his stone wings flexing like no material on Earth. Those glowing red eyes burned hot now, now that the Angel of Vengeance had no need of stealth. I should have realized that even possessed by Queen Titania’s evil magic, Holofernes could still strategize. He could still use tactics and plan. 
 
    He could still kill the hell out of me. 
 
    I tossed a fireball over my shoulder and watched it explode in Holofernes’s face. The Angel of Vengeance didn’t even slow down—the flames rolled off his stone back as he swung again and again. 
 
    Damn it, he was fast! Even flapping my wings as hard as I could, I just barely managed to stay ahead of him. Whatever else Queen Titania had done to the Angel of Vengeance, he was faster than before. Tougher. This was a dangerous opponent indeed. 
 
    Time to use my secret weapon, I thought. 
 
    As I flew into the treeline, I suddenly dropped like a stone. Holofernes, despite all his cunning, didn’t see it coming—he sailed over my head, landing a few feet away in the dirt. He advanced as quick as a flash, swinging his sword in a flurry of overhand cuts—but by the time he reached me, I had both hands around the pitchfork. 
 
    How can I explain it? Touching that ancient weapon, the classic device associated with Lucifer himself, was like thrusting my hands beneath the surface of the sun. There was so much power there it physically hurt to wield—I cried out as I parried Holofernes’s next blow, as if it had already hit me. Flames exploded across the hilt, dark flames that recalled the strange tongues of flame around Lilith’s anti-halo. Hers had been the ornament of the Queen of Hell—by replicating that impossible fire, this weapon left no doubt that it was wielded by the King. 
 
    Even Holofernes seemed taken aback. He slashed with a side cut, moving in a circle around me with blow after blow, but his movements were slower than before. Was I getting through to him? 
 
    “Holofernes, it’s me,” I growled, catching his black sword between two of the pitchfork’s long tines. The motion froze Holofernes in place, his mighty muscles straining to release his weapon from mine. “It’s Luke, man!” 
 
    Holofernes hit me in the chest. The force of it sent me sprawling on the ground, freeing his black sword from my pitchfork. In a flash, the living statue lifted the blade over his head with both hands, intending to pin me to the earth like a butterfly with it and finish the fight. 
 
    Had he been fighting the old Luke, who only had the Angel of Darkness on his side, it would have been over for sure. But I had even more power on my side than before. I was the Beast, baby—and the Beast never goes down that easy. 
 
    As Holofernes did his downward stab, I dropped the pitchfork. I saw his red eyes widen with shock as I relinquished my weapon, making his attack sure to kill. For an instant, hesitation showed in his ageless eyes—then the corruption spurred him on. 
 
    I grabbed his blade with both hands. The sword cut deep into my palms, spilling hot blood across my robes. I screamed with the pain as flames lapped over my skin, healing the wounds an instant after Holofernes made them. 
 
    He couldn’t free the blade. He could hurt me all he wanted, but unless I let go, he couldn’t have his weapon back. 
 
    The knowledge flickered deep in the back of Holofernes’s eyes.  
 
    A cruel smirk rose to his face as he moved the sword back and forth, like someone trying to saw through a tree. He severed bones and tendons, leaving my grip gripless until the flames restored it. He tried to tug the sword away a half-dozen times, then went mad and thrust as hard as he could toward my chest.  
 
    Neither attack worked.  
 
    Try as he might, the Angel of Vengeance could not get his sword out of my grasp—not as long as I held on tight, allowing him to cut through my hands while healing it away with my magic. 
 
     A rumble came from that ancient, corrupted throat. “Die,” Holofernes growled, twisting the knife to be as cruel as humanly possible. Or inhumanly, in this case. 
 
    “It’s me,” I grunted instead, hanging on for both our lives. “It’s Luke! I should have saved you when Judyth betrayed you, Holofernes. But it’s not too late to fix the mistake! We can take Queen Titania down, together! If you’ll just let me help you…” 
 
    Holofernes’s great, ponderous head looked down at me. His mouth worked soundlessly as he looked at the pitchfork laying next to me in the dirt—the weapon of Lucifer himself, the Lord of Hell. 
 
    Slowly, with a progress that was almost agonizing, the red in his eyes began to fade. 
 
    “Judyth,” the Angel of Vengeance rumbled, like tectonic plates slamming together. “Traitor…” 
 
    “That’s right! She is! She’s a traitor!” 
 
    One of Holofernes’s hands left his sword. I’m getting through to him, I realized. I can do this. I can save him, turn him from a liability into an asset. I can use him to defeat Judyth and the rest of the Angels… 
 
    For that one moment, as Holofernes began to bend, it looked so easy. 
 
    Then Godfrey and Mareth opened fire. 
 
    “No!” I roared, but it was too late.  
 
    The big railgun on top of the hovercraft erupted with a spray of bullets, piercing the quiet Fae night with a cacophony of chaos. Most went over both of our heads, but a handful of the faster-than-sound projectiles slammed directly into Holofernes’s face, cracking the Angel of Vengeance’s supernatural armor. 
 
    I heard cheers from somewhere behind me and glanced over my shoulder.  
 
    Mareth stood on top of Godfrey, looking like a Valkyrie in a schoolgirl’s outfit as she held onto the railgun with both hands. Her triumphant screams echoed across the valley as she pumped thousands of bullets at the pissed off angel. 
 
    “Get off my man, you fucking asshole!” Mareth’s lithe body rattled like a marble in a tin can as the railgun rattled off more bullets. The succubus clung to the barrel for dear life, throwing herself into an almost suicidal charge to save me from what she thought was my execution. 
 
    It would have been touching if it wasn’t also fucking up all my plans. 
 
    Holofernes dealt a swift kick to my midsection, forcing my hands off his sword. The Angel of Vengeance was no longer trying to kill me—he wanted to get away as quickly as possible, to escape the swarm of angry hornets burrowing through his stone skin. The red glow reappeared in his eyes as he flew toward the treeline, leaving me and my wounded hands behind. 
 
    “Come back!” I commanded, trying my damndest to stop the Angel of Vengeance before he got too far away. “Damn it, Mareth, cease fire! Cease fire!” 
 
    The railgun’s chattering ended. Godfrey slowed to a stop next to me, Mareth peering down from the hovercraft’s roof. The succubus wore an expression of concern that gradually faded along with the cuts in my hands. 
 
    “He was about to kill you,” Mareth said, as if it were self-evident. “He had you down on the ground, Luke! Fuck, he was trying to cut right through your wrists…” 
 
    “I calculated the probabilities that you were in mortal danger, Master, and decided to take action.” Godfrey sounded more chastened than my succubus girlfriend, but not by much. “Had we not intervened, the possibility of you taking sufficient damage to remove you from combat was too great. If you’re not capable of facing down Queen Titania at the Day of Judgement, all will be lost.” 
 
    It made a brutal kind of sense. 
 
    Sighing, I sat up in the dirt and brushed off my robes.  
 
    “I was so close to getting through to him,” I muttered, watching the treeline as if the Angel of Vengeance might reappear at any moment. “He’s still in there, somewhere. Underneath whatever Queen Titania did to him…” 
 
    “Then we will undoubtedly face him again,” Godfrey chirped. “The Angel of Vengeance will be present in one form or another at the Day of Judgement. To think otherwise would be foolish.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I grunted, rising to my feet. “I just wish I could be sure he was on our side.”  
 
    A fighter like that would be one hell of an asset while facing down Queen Titania’s army. There weren’t many men who could turn the tide of a battle all by themselves, but I’d seen Holofernes’s fury. I felt bad for whoever wound up on the wrong side of his blade. 
 
    My pitchfork lay in the dirt. Despite being dropped, the weapon looked as clean as if it had been oiled only minutes before—and always would. As I touched it, a flow of power surged through my veins, soothing away the last remnants of my wounds. 
 
    Mareth nibbled her bottom lip. “Every time you use that thing, I feel like I’m going to soak my panties,” the succubus purred. 
 
    “You don’t wear panties.” 
 
    “I know! I should!” A lascivious grin spread across the succubus’s face. “So I could get them all wet for you, Master.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Mareth had a way of taking my mind off my troubles, no matter how deep the shit we’d gotten ourselves into might be. That was for damn certain. 
 
    “Let’s get back to camp,” I growled, accepting the succubus’s hand as I climbed into the hovercraft. “Siobhan and the others are going to be wondering where the hell we’ve run off to. I’d hate to miss the Day of Judgement.” 
 
    “Small chance of that happening,” Mareth giggled. “Let’s go!” 
 
    As the hovercraft sped through the Fae Realm, I took a last look back at the treeline. For a moment, I fancied I could spy a pair of glowing red eyes through the trees—but it could have been my imagination. Had I gotten through to Holofernes, at all? Or would the Angel of Vengeance go right for my throat next time? 
 
    You’ll find out soon enough, Luke, I told myself as I settled into the driver’s seat. Let’s go rally the fucking troops. 
 
    It was time to prepare for war. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I barely recognized Siobhan’s camp. 
 
    While Godfrey, Mareth, and I had been busy securing Lilith’s help and acquiring my pitchfork, the future Queen of the Seelie Fae hadn’t been laying around idle, either.  
 
    What had been a disorganized group of various fantastic creatures clustered around a crumbling castle had transformed into a war camp. 
 
     Soldiers drilled in neat rows up and down the plain, methodically and precisely arranged by their mistress, Siobhan.  
 
    The camp looked as ready as could be.  
 
    Was I? 
 
    Mareth’s hand between my legs was all the answer I needed. “Holy shit,” the succubus murmured, leaning over from the passenger seat the way she’d been doing the whole trip back. “You’ve got an army, Luke!” 
 
    “I do,” I said, the words filling me with pleasure. “Now I’m going to use it.” 
 
    Cheers erupted from the crowd as Godfrey floated over the camp. The King of the Fae had returned, and any anxiety his subjects had that he wouldn’t come back was now soothed. Wait until they see the pitchfork, I thought. 
 
    Some clever member of Siobhan’s council had cleared a space near the castle for Godfrey, almost like a landing pad for a helicopter. We touched down without incident, and Mareth took the opportunity to touch up her makeup in the passenger’s side mirror. I, on the other hand, had business to focus on. 
 
    A crowd had already begun to form around the hovertank. My harem pushed to the front of it, shoving elves and fairies out of their way in a rush to be the first to greet me upon my return. When I stepped out of Godfrey, the pitchfork strapped to my back, the entire crowd gasped. 
 
    “I have returned,” I announced, pulling the pitchfork free. I lifted it over my head, grinning as those strange negative flames danced around its triple tines. No one who looked at it could deny what it meant. The next time they looked at Lilith, they’d see the same fire lapping at her inverted halo. 
 
    I didn’t need a crown to be the King of the Fae. All I needed was my weapon. 
 
    A figure appeared at the front of the group. It was Siobhan, dressed in skintight leather armor like a sexy cosplay of one of the elves from Lord of the Rings. She strode in front of her people, smiling from ear to ear, then dropped to her knees before me, lowering her head full of shimmering red hair. Her act of submission was the pebble that started the avalanche—within moments, every soldier in the camp was doing the same. 
 
    “My King,” Siobhan purred, amplifying her voice with magic so that everyone could hear it. “I have prepared my army in your absence. Your subjects ache for the benevolent touch of your discipline.” A tremor of lust passed through the Fae, her eyes flashing with wickedness. “As do I.” 
 
    Suddenly I was painfully, achingly aware of the fact that I hadn’t officially bound Siobhan to me yet. I’d spoken the Queen of the Seelie Fae’s true name, making her my possession, but she wouldn’t officially be one of my future Queens of Hell until I made her scream my name all over my cock.  
 
    Seeing her in that outfit, I was looking forward to it.  
 
    I wanted to peel those leathers off her with my fucking teeth. 
 
    “Oh my Satan,” Christina groaned. The blonde could no longer remain still. She sprang from her kneeling position, running her hands all over my pitchfork like she wanted to hump it. “Is that the pitchfork, Luke!? Tell me it is, baby—tell me you’ve got all that power now…” 
 
    A smirk rose to my face. “Lilith gave it to me,” I told the demon girl. “After she gave me all of her holes, of course.” 
 
    To the Fae army, this wasn’t news—just the King taking another conquest. To my harem, however, this revelation was earth shattering. 
 
    “Oh shit,” Christina whimpered, taking a full step backward. “You bound Lucifer’s ex-wife? Fuck, you really aren’t afraid of anything, are you—” 
 
    “She’s forbidden to speak that name now,” I told Christina with a smug look. “And yes, she’s my creature. Body and soul. You ought to see her halo.” 
 
    Christina’s gaze traveled past me to where Mareth stood, leaning against the side of the hovertank with a grin like a fox guarding the henhouse.  
 
    “And you were there too,” Christina murmured, no doubt picturing exactly what a demoness-succubus double blowjob would look like. “Oh fuck, that’s so hawt…” 
 
    Maddie stepped in between Christina and I, giving me a battle hero’s welcome as she threw her arms around me. “I, for one, am glad you finally bound Lilith,” the angel purred, her smile traveling from me to Christina and then to Mareth. “She’ll probably be a lot nicer now that she has a place where she can relax instead of having to plot against people all of the time. Does this mean you’ve finally made up with her, Mareth?” 
 
    The succubus cocked an eyebrow. “Something like that,” she said, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “But don’t get it twisted. She begged us to join the harem, not the other way around. I would’ve been perfectly fine without her…” 
 
    “She is necessary,” a smooth voice said. That was Eiko, who looked even more gorgeous than usual in a long silver robe that hugged her curves the way a good sweater would. “The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy must be at your side when you begin the Day of Judgement, Luke. Otherwise, the forces of the Unseelie will triumph, and all will be lost.” 
 
    I turned my attention to the raven-haired instructor, pulling my three other babes closer as I did so. “Oh, so the gift of prophecy has come back to you?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow. 
 
    Eiko shook her head. “No,” she said with a little giggle. “I just know she’s a badass bitch, and you’re going to need her to kill a lot of people if we’re going to survive this battle.” 
 
    Fair enough. 
 
    “Where’s Raquelle?” I asked, glancing over the heads of the still-kneeling crowd.  
 
    I wasn’t worried that the renegade angel would defect or anything like that—with her bound to me, she literally couldn’t even conceive of a life without me and my harem at her side. But more than just about anyone else in the group, Raquelle had ambition—which might have led her to leave us behind and try some risky move to bring Titania down.  
 
    “She is here, isn’t she?” I asked. 
 
    As if she’d just been waiting for me to ask about her, a figure plunged from the sky.  
 
    Raquelle fell like an Olympic diver, her brilliant black-and-white wings wrapped around her lithe, coltish body. Those wings were normally her most striking feature, the first thing an observer noticed about her—but on this day, as first light broke over the horizon, what my eyes focused on was the pint-sized pixie whose tits Raquelle was using as handlebars.  
 
    Poppy, the most recent addition to my harem before I claimed Lilith, hopped out of Raquelle’s grip as the angel touched down, landing in a heap at my feet. 
 
    “Master!” both girls chorused as one. 
 
    “Well shit,” I grunted, looking around me. Other than Lilith herself, the gang was all here. “You do know how to make an entrance, don’t you, girls?” 
 
    Giggles surrounded me. My harem knew they were being bad—and they loved it. 
 
    With another sigh, I hefted the pitchfork over my head. Disciplining them would do no good. Spanking them just got them even hotter. Speaking of hot… 
 
    Dark flames wrapped around the tines of my pitchfork, sending a pillar of pure fire into the morning sky. The crowd that had been on their knees dropped to their bellies, in fright at this awesome display of power. 
 
    The wan Fae sun had just begun to peek over the horizon, and half the sky remained dark. Through the thin cover of clouds, the twinkling lights of stars could still be seen. 
 
    Morning stars. Like Lucifer himself. And now, like me. 
 
    “Rise,” I commanded my army. “There is nothing to fear. These flames are part of me. They will shield you, protect you, guide you in your war against Titania. Today, the Fae Realm will stand united, breaking the rule of the Dark Queen ever more! Today, your chosen monarch, Siobhan, will bind herself to me for all eternity—and take her throne as your leader!” 
 
    Okay, so it was a little over the top. I sounded more than a little bit like a comic book villain—but could you really blame me?  
 
    I was literally holding Satan’s pitchfork. Not to mention while surrounded by a bunch of gorgeous demon and angel babes who wanted the next Lord of Hell’s dick inside them. 
 
    The army rose to their feet, erupting in cheers.  
 
    I stretched out a hand toward Siobhan, and was gratified when she rose and took her place next to me. The leader of the Seelie resistance had been a fierce woman the first time I met her. No doubt her fierceness remained on the battlefield—but under my gaze, she bloomed like a flower. Siobhan knew how to play her role. Next to me, she looked like a princess ready to receive her tiara. 
 
    Only we all knew this coronation would involve no jewelry. This was deeper, darker, more primal. Her very flesh would become mine. 
 
    “Titania’s army awaits, my King,” Siobhan said, gesturing toward the northern horizon. “Our scouts have received reports all night that the Dark Queen is on the move. She heads to our position now, flanked by an entire legion of angels.” 
 
    The Celestial Academy, I thought, my stomach sinking.  
 
    Judyth must have gone there first, cleared the place out. It made me glad I’d turned Eiko when I did—otherwise, the busty Divinations teacher would be part of Queen Titania’s army.  
 
    I thought of all the angels I’d met during my time there, from the instructors to guys like Gordon who just wanted to spar. None of them had a choice in the matter. Titania ruled her army with an iron fist, and with Judyth under her control, the Celestial Realm practically belonged to her. 
 
    Speaking of which, I thought, where the hell is my back-up? 
 
    I didn’t want to face down Titania alone. Eiko might have been kidding around when she said that without Lilith the battle was doomed to be lost, but throwing myself alone into combat against the combined might of the Unseelie Fae and the Celestial Academy was an unsavory proposition, to say the least. I needed my alma mater behind me. I needed Lilith. 
 
    She hadn’t cut and run, had she? Damn it, it would be like her to do that. I’d bound her, but if there was any being in the universe capable of finding a loophole to allow her to slip my power, it would be Lilith. She had contingency plans for her contingency plans. 
 
    Siobhan seemed to realize the same thing. Worry lined her ageless face as she looked up at me, noting the expression on my face. She matched it with a smile, giving me the guileless look of someone meeting their favorite movie star for the first time. 
 
    “My King, before the Fae take to battle, there is a… custom we have. Something of a good luck charm on the eve of combat, a way for those of us about to die to remember what truly makes life worth living.” Her hands traveled up and down her thighs, a hungry gaze entering her eyes. 
 
    Knowing looks traveled through the audience.  
 
    “I think I have some idea what that could be,” I told her. 
 
    Siobhan nodded. “Among the Fae, it’s known as L’Heure Morte—the Hour of Death. We pile on as much of the ‘little death’ as possible, so that the Reaper will spare us when our turn comes on the battlefield.” Now the Seelie Queen’s gaze had turned outright predatory. “I would remind you, my King, that our alliance remains as yet unconsummated…” 
 
    With that, Siobhan guided my hands to her ass. The leathers covering her juicy cheeks were thin enough that every contour lay bare before me—and it was as easy as blinking to tell she wasn’t wearing a stitch of underwear beneath.  
 
    No panties before battle, I supposed.  
 
    Or Siobhan was readying herself for an altogether different form of exertion. 
 
    “You, me, my tent,” Siobhan panted, lifting one leg to straddle my thighs. She twisted like a dancer, grinding her pussy against me as she lifted herself into my arms. “I yearn to please you, my King. It is my dearest hope that you fill me with your heirs before taking your place on the battlefield…” 
 
    Oh yeah. I could most definitely do that. 
 
    Except something about this felt just a bit off.  
 
    Not wrong, exactly, not like a trap or anything like that. Just a little bit askew, like a painting hanging slightly off-center in an otherwise richly furnished room. Something not quite perfect. 
 
    It only took a moment’s thought to realize what it was. I’d been allowing Siobhan to lead me, rather than taking control of the situation. A smirk tugged at the corner of my mouth. 
 
    “I would be happy to consummate our love, my Queen,” I growled, sliding a hand between her thighs. Fuck, Siobhan was so turned on—her hips pumped madly against my fingers, the heat and wetness of her pussy palpable even through her skintight armor. “But if I may be so bold as to break with tradition, I see a problem with your Fae ritual.” 
 
    Surprise broke through Siobhan’s lust. Her eyes widened, the pupils expanding as her brows furrowed together. “Whatever my King commands, of course. What is the issue?”
I glanced past the Seelie Queen, nodding at my gathered harem. “I have many women,” I explained. “All of whom, like you, will be accompanying me into battle. It wouldn’t be fair to bless our union while leaving their fates to the whims of chance, now would it, darling?” 
 
    Siobhan jerked in my arms, tilting around to take in the sight of my girls. I could practically see her counting on mental fingers—and saw her eyes go big as saucers as she realized just how many women I planned on bringing to our ‘Hour of Death.’ 
 
    “M-my King,” Siobhan stammered, more than a little intimidated. “I don’t know if my tent will house your entire harem…” 
 
    Of all my girls, it was Maddie who rose to the occasion first. “Oh, that’s alright,” the angel purred, wrapping a hand around my waist while Siobhan continued to mindlessly hump me. “We stack very easily, Siobhan. Luke’s harem girls can fit very close together.” 
 
    “You couldn’t even get a playing card between us,” Christina added, giggling with wicked glee. 
 
    Siobhan stared at the harem with her mouth open, then turned back to me. Dropping her voice, she whispered, “I don’t have a choice in this, do I?” 
 
    In response, I gave her a smack on the behind. Her armor blunted the blow just a bit, but she still jumped—and thrust her groin against me even harder. 
 
    “You’ll love it,” I told her, stroking her long red hair. “Once you’ve been bound to me, you’ll stop seeing them as competition. They’re more like… soulmates.” 
 
    “Besties,” Raquelle said with a lopsided smile. “These girls used to piss me off so much, showing off their tits and pussies for Luke all the time. But now, I just do it, too!” 
 
    “It’s sooo much fun,” Poppy giggled, reaching up to rub Siobhan’s inner thighs. “Give in to Luke, my Queen. Trust us, it’s bliss…” 
 
    Siobhan nibbled her bottom lip as something inside of her bent. She’d been such a willful, powerful woman before she met me that it was a struggle to get her to accept the submissive slut within. She’d commanded this army, for fuck’s sake, and now she was handing it over to me. All her prestige. All her power. All her glory. 
 
    Fuck, why did that make me so hard? 
 
    “Don’t make me speak your true name again,” I growled against Siobhan’s neck. “You wanted a party, my Queen? You got one. A ritual that’ll give us all the good luck we need—and then some.” 
 
    With that, I tossed Siobhan over my shoulder like a caveman. 
 
    Even having formally transferred control of her army over to me, there were gasps of disbelief at me treating the leader of the Seelie Fae so callously.  
 
    It didn’t help that having her over my shoulder put her luscious ass at the perfect position to spank—or that I gave into the temptation almost immediately. If I hadn’t just shown the extent of my power with Lucifer’s pitchfork, and hadn't demonstrated my almost casual control over the forces of life and death, someone might have tried to stop me from carrying Siobhan away. 
 
    Better that no one thought to try. I’d have had to kill the poor Good Samaritan, and I needed every soldier I had. 
 
    “Come on, girls,” I grunted, making my way toward Siobhan’s tent with the Seelie in my grip. “Grab a few bottles of something strong. All you out here can do whatever you want, but I’m going to be making your Gods plenty happy. Listen out for the screams!” 
 
    By the time we made it to the tent, my harem had the air of a bachelorette party that had gotten way, way out of control. Christina and Mareth were both half-naked, having torn off each other/s tops and starting in on their skirts. Every girl seemed to have at least one bottle of alcohol on them, and they weren’t shy about spraying it everywhere: all over each other’s bodies, into their mouths, from between their legs like they were miming my cumshot. I’d seen my girls wild before, yes, and I’d seen them drunk. This felt like something else different entirely. 
 
    Maybe there is a ritual, I thought as I ducked beneath the canvas flap of Siobhan’s tent, the woman herself in tow. L’Heure Morte. Well, you would have to say it in French, wouldn’t you… 
 
    Siobhan’s quarters were far less spartan than they’d appeared the first time I held council with her.  
 
    Rather than the large war-table in the center of the room, the servants had packed everything up and moved several beds into the high-vaulted space, pushing them together to form a mattress that combined was even larger than king-sized.  
 
    The bottles my girls had brought with them proved to be just the beginning—whoever had planned this ritual had left plenty of party favors by the bed. Food, drink, and various implements hung within arm’s length: some benign, like the blindfold wrapped around the big corner post of the leftmost bed, and some positively wicked.  
 
    The long leather whip laying across one of the pillows caught my eye, and I picked it up almost as quickly as I discarded my pitchfork. 
 
    “I had something like this in my subspace,” I said, remembering the angel’s makeshift BDSM chamber in my mind’s eye. “Christina and Mareth—you were practicing on each other, right?” 
 
    Both women stepped forward from the pack, bottles in their hands. Foam covered Christina’s bare breasts, bubbling down to her taut little tummy and the valley beneath it. Only a small fringe of metallic armor covered Christina’s greatest treasure—and I knew that at my command, she’d leave herself bare and unprotected within a heartbeat. 
 
    I sized both girls up. “You’ve had your fun,” I said to Mareth with a little chuckle. “Here, take this.” I handed the whip to Christina, savoring the look of mischievous naughtiness that stole over my college crush. 
 
    “You want me to beat her little red ass?” Christina asked, clearly savoring the idea. “Leave bruises on her cute succubutt?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I growled, hopping onto the bed. The mattresses were sinfully thick and plush, so comfortable that I nearly sank right into them. I scooted back and leaned against the headboard, pulling a handful of grapes and a bottle of wine off a nearby table. “I want to watch. Do it for my pleasure, girls.” 
 
    They eagerly bent to the task. Mareth leaned over the side of the bed, hiking her schoolgirl skirt over her bare, crimson ass. Beneath it her bare mound glistened, the alcohol and the atmosphere combining to form a kind of magic a succubus like her couldn’t help but absorb. 
 
    “Yeah, whip me,” Mareth begged, wiggling her ass back and forth. Her tail slapped at her round cheeks, as if to say she’d do it herself if Christina weren’t able. “I ran off like a disobedient little bitch! Punish me, punish me right in front of Master—” 
 
    Thwap! Christina brought the whip down on Mareth’s posterior.  
 
    The succubus screamed in mingled pain and bliss, arching her back and flapping her short wings as her thighs clenched together. Juice dripped down her legs, the feral smell of horny demon pussy filling the tent. 
 
    “Again!” I commanded. I was starting to enjoy this. 
 
    So was Christina.  
 
    “Little slut!” the blonde growled, rubbing the handle of the whip between her own thighs before delivering another salvo of stinging slaps across the succubus’s juicy rear. “That’s right, moan louder for Master! Fuck, it’s getting hot in here! I love making you hurt, Mareth! Almost as much as I love making you cum!” 
 
    Christina was right—it was getting hot in the tent. Even hotter than having this many bodies under one roof should have warmed the space. Again, I wondered if there wasn’t some real magic behind this Fae ritual Siobhan talked about so much. 
 
    I decided it was time to get the Fae Queen involved. “Come here,” I grunted, pointing at Maddie, then Eiko, then Siobhan. “Take off your clothes and then come here and take mine off. It’s too fucking hot for them. And I shouldn’t have to be handling this food and drink by myself…” 
 
    This was a harem, right? Then why the hell didn’t the girls act like one? I was in charge—Hell, I was the damned King of the Fae. I deserved a little R&R—with some T&A to match. 
 
    Maddie and Eiko shared a sly little look, then reached for their clothes.  
 
    Eiko managed to get hers off first—it was merely a matter of undoing the catch in the back of her silvery robes. They slid down her smooth skin, leaving her as naked as the day I’d walked in on her meditating in her suite. 
 
    Maddie followed suit, blushing slightly as she tugged her panties down her thighs. No matter how many crazy, eldritch vistas the two of us traveled through together, there was still something of the suburban waitress about my angelic girlfriend. She’d managed to hold onto a part of her soul—which was why she’d been worthy of attending the Celestial Academy. The first time I’d had sex with her was like boning my childhood sweetheart—almost wholesome at the same time it was incredibly pleasurable. 
 
    Naked as the day they were born, both women climbed into bed with me.  
 
    Their cool fingers tugged off my robes, exposing a muscular body covered in sweat from the heat of the tent. Maddie took the bottle of wine and poured a glass, then lifted it to my lips, beaming like a 1950’s housewife. As she did, Eiko grabbed the grapes and stood by, ready to feed me. 
 
    “Is this what you wanted, baby?” Maddie purred as I sipped the sweet nectar. “It’s so what you deserve, Luke. Just lie back and let us all take care of you. Let your harem treat you like the King you are…” 
 
    It’s good to be the King, I thought, turning my head to munch on some grapes.  
 
    Both Maddie and Eiko let their free hands roam over my naked body while they refreshed me, and soon I was hard as a fucking rock. 
 
    It was time to bring the third girl I’d indicated into the fun. 
 
    “Siobhan,” I growled. I had to raise my voice over the sound of Mareth’s moans—Christina was really doing a number on the succubus. If it weren’t for her healing ability, she might have been taken out of the battle to come. “My Queen.” 
 
    The word Queen sounded so much like Whore when I said it that way. Siobhan shuddered. 
 
    “Yes, my King?” 
 
    Maddie stroked my cock like a good girl while Eiko massaged my balls. The wineglass was lifted to my lips, more of the juice swallowed. It burned faintly on the way down, making my head swim in a most wonderful way. 
 
    “Take off your clothes,” I commanded, groaning at the wonderful things Maddie’s fingers did to me. “I want to see you. I want to know what a Goddess of the Fae brings to the table…” 
 
    The implication was clear.  
 
    Siobhan wasn’t a goddess—but in my stable, she may as well have been. Power and pleasure beyond human reckoning were hers to command, as long as she submitted to me. 
 
    Siobhan’s hesitance began to melt as she unlaced her leather armor. Maybe it was the fact that nothing could withstand melting in the heat of the tent, or maybe it was the cooing and whimpering of my harem girls. Either way, something broke inside of the once-proud Fae. 
 
    She discarded her dignity along with her clothes. By the time Siobhan was topless, her flawless tits on display like an underwear model between clothing changes, she was swaying in time with invisible music. Her hips moved seductively, as if letting me know the things she could do once she was on top of me or being mounted from behind. 
 
    Maddie’s hand worked faster around my cock. A fat bead of precum dribbled from the tip, coating her fingers and making everything slick.  
 
    Next to me, Eiko began to rub her pussy, her tails twitching with pleasure as she fed herself a few grapes in between offering me bites. 
 
    Siobhan took a hesitant step toward me, then another. It seemed as if she were moving through a mist, as if the air inside the tent were so hot it shimmered like a desert mirage. Her eyes remained fixed on my cock, watching Maddie’s hand pump up and down as if she wanted to shove it aside and mount me right then and there. I would’ve gladly let her—I could see her pussy was freshly shaved, the inner folds glistening and pink. She’d said she wanted to get knocked up before the battle, and my balls felt swollen to bursting. 
 
    As Siobhan put her knee on the edge of the bed, two figures fell to theirs on either side of her. “Don’t forget us, Master!” they chorused. 
 
    I glanced back and forth, confused. Poppy and Raquelle knelt with their heads low, waiting for my command. The angel’s black and white wings lay folded around her otherwise naked body, while Poppy wore nothing but a glittery silver G-string that cupped her bare mound like a piece of dental floss. 
 
    I’d half-expected to turn my head at some point and see both girls making out, or cheering me on. Instead, they’d decided to take the initiative. 
 
    “Forget you?” I asked, my grin tight with pleasure.  
 
    Eiko’s breasts pushed against my shoulder as the dark-haired instructor hooked a leg over mine, then pushed her pussy against my thigh to let me feel her rubbing herself. Hot little gasps spilled from her lips as she turned her masturbation into an offering, getting me even hotter than Hell. 
 
    “You gave everyone things to do,” Poppy said, sounding hurt. “Except us.” 
 
    “We could fuck, if you want,” Raquelle said, lifting her head with one of those toothy, knowing grins. “But we’d rather serve you more directly, if you get my drift.” 
 
    I looked from the two women to the Queen they flanked, devouring Siobhan’s curves with my eyes. Suddenly I got an idea. 
 
    “You’re wrong,” I told them both, leaning back with a cruel smirk. “I haven’t forgotten either of you. There’s something very important I need you to do.” 
 
    The pair literally hung off my every word. “Yes, Master?” 
 
    With a start, I realized I could actually feel Raquelle and Poppy’s arousal, their need to obey.  
 
    Again, I wondered if I hadn’t somehow made myself psychic with my own harem. I needed to ask Lucifer about it sometime—assuming he didn’t try to kill me for fucking his ex-wife. 
 
    I tucked that thought out of my head and went back to business. “Queen Siobhan is inexperienced in the ways of a harem,” I explained, gesturing for the pair to join the redhead on the bed. “As a member of Fae Royalty, she’s entitled to attendants—and you two would make perfect servants for Her Royal Highness.” 
 
    As I locked eyes with Poppy, then Raquelle, I tried something new. Rather than passively experiencing the bond between us, I reached out and took it. I pushed a set of suggestions into their heads—that was the only way I could explain it. It felt like flexing a muscle I’d never known I had. 
 
    I could tell my message struck home. Both girls’s eyes flickered with sudden recognition, though neither of them looked like they realized where their inspiration had come from. That was fine with me. 
 
    I can give my harem suggestions without them even realizing it, I thought, feeling like a mischievous teenager again. Like, I could lean over and think to Maddie that she should be squeezing my balls with her other hand while she jerks me off… 
 
    I did just that. Without breaking stride, Maddie set her wineglass to the side and wrapped her free hand around my balls, squeezing gently as her fingers stroked up and down my shaft. 
 
    Holy shit, I thought, my heart skipping a beat. It worked. It really worked. 
 
    “Fuck, your balls are so full,” Maddie purred, running her palm and thumb over the sensitive flesh. From the look on her face, I could tell she thought doing that was her idea. “You’re going to shoot so much into Siobhan, aren’t you, baby? Are you going to get her pregnant?” 
 
    “Knock her up!” Christina growled from the other side of the room, the light glinting on her nipple piercings as she raked her whip across Mareth’s bare backside. “Fucking breed that little skank!” 
 
    “Attendants,” I said, a wicked smile spreading across my face. “I think your Queen needs a little help—don’t you?” 
 
    Poppy and Raquelle understood me perfectly. The diminutive pixie was at the perfect height to attack Siobhan’s ass with her hands, delivering a pair of stinging slaps that made the Fae Queen jump. Meanwhile, Raquelle took hold of Siobhan’s ample tits and squeezed them together, rubbing her nipples to full hardness while putting her cleavage on display. 
 
    “Good girl,” Raquelle growled, her hand on Siobhan’s lower back. Of the two, Raquelle was the more dominant—which was exactly what I’d expected. “Come here and ride Master’s dick, my Queen. Ride him for a bit before he flips you over and fucks you into a whole new era!” 
 
    Siobhan’s fear mixed with excitement as she mounted me. The Fae Queen trembled as she took her place on top of me, though her tight slit quivered and dripped with juice.  
 
    I didn’t know if the Queen of the Seelie Fae was a virgin or not, but I knew from the look on her face that she’d never experienced anything like this before. She’d never been surrounded by so much firm, female flesh—and she’d never been with a man like me. 
 
    “Come here,” Raquelle snapped, a teasing lilt to her voice. I’d never really thought of her as a ‘mean girl’ before, but there was definitely a bit of that about her as she squeezed Siobhan’s tits together. “That’s a good girl. Take a look at those titties, Luke. Wouldn’t you love to bust your load all over those big knockers?” 
 
    God, she’s so shameless, I thought, grinning with mirth.  
 
    Raquelle showed off Siobhan’s beautiful body like a madame offering me her prettiest new girl, treating her like a piece of meat. Her breasts and ass were little more than playthings for my pleasure—that was the manner Raquelle had, the things she made Siobhan think as she squeezed those big titties together. 
 
    Slap! Poppy’s hands came down on Siobhan’s ass, striking spots she’d already savaged the first time.  
 
    Siobhan whimpered, a long string of her pussy slime suspended between her nether lips and the swollen crown of my cock. 
 
    “Come on, Your Highness,” Poppy giggled, turning the honorific into a term of mockery. “Stop being a little bitch and get on Master’s dick! You do want him to knock you up, don’t you?” 
 
    Suddenly all four of the harem girls surrounding me were laughing. While Christina and Mareth continued their whipping, filling the hot tent with the sounds of their bondage-induced lust, my other harem girls crowded around Siobhan, praising and mocking her in equal measure. 
 
    “Treat a queen like a whore,” Eiko purred like she was reciting a proverb. 
 
    “Such a sweet little pussy you have!” Maddie giggled, as fresh and bright as a sunflower. “I can’t wait to feel it all over my face!” 
 
    “Luke needs to stretch it out first,” Raquelle growled. “Pump it full of his come…” 
 
    “Fantastic hips,” Poppy giggled, giving Siobhan another spank. “Such a cute ass—” 
 
    “Such breedable hips,” Eiko laughed, grabbing twin handfuls and pulling Siobhan onto me. 
 
    “Why don’t you tease him a little bit first,” Maddie suggested, tugging Siobhan’s hair as her hips came down on mine. “Slide that wet little pussy up and down his dick. That’s right, Siobhan! Just like that! I bet that feels really good, doesn’t it, Luke?” 
 
    My groans let the whole group know exactly how I felt.  
 
    My cock swelled bigger and thicker as Siobhan slid up and down on it, my harem girls grabbing her hips and ass to make sure she kept riding it like a good girl. More of her thick juices glistened on my cock, until I couldn’t fucking stand it any longer. 
 
    I was going to go nuts and bust all over her pussy and legs if I didn’t get inside her first. 
 
    “Look how much she likes it!” Eiko laughed, tugging Siobhan’s hair. “Fuck, I think she’s going to come!” 
 
    Siobhan was indeed panting and moaning as she slid her nether lips over me, her legs shaking like saplings in a hurricane as my thick head rubbed her clit. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she squealed, nearly coming apart right then and there. 
 
    “Not if Master comes first,” Raquelle said, pointing at my cock. “Look at how he’s jerking. It’s driving him crazy not to be inside her—” 
 
    “Then let’s get him inside her!” Poppy cried. She put both her hands beneath Siobhan’s ass, one under each cheek, and pushed. 
 
    The motion lifted the Seelie Fae Queen up, shifting her hips, and my cock entered her. 
 
    Both of us cried out at the contact. As my harem girls cheered, I upthrust deep into Siobhan’s spasming pussy, bottoming out as my balls slapped against her opening. 
 
    “That’s the way!” Maddie curled up against me, stroking my chest as she coaxed us both on. “Oh, Siobhan, you’re doing such a good job! Look at the way Luke’s grabbing you and slamming your pussy down on him. He really wants to bury that cock as deep in you as he can!” 
 
    Siobhan’s replies were wordless screams of pleasure.  
 
    Eiko continued masturbating against me, while Raquelle and Poppy did their best as Siobhan’s ‘attendants’, spanking her and displaying her and pushing her down on me harder. 
 
    “How is she, baby?” Maddie’s lips brushed my cheek, then nibbled on my earlobe. Eiko’s moans grew louder in my other ear, the smell of the Asian instructor’s feral pussy mixing with Siobhan’s sweet scent. “Does she make your dick feel good? Do those walls feel like Heaven wrapped around your cock? Are you going to give her a big creampie and empty those balls right into her womb?” 
 
    “Yes!” I grunted, grabbing Siobhan and pulling her to me. We made out for a few minutes as I fucked her, then I tilted her face and had her kiss Maddie while I savaged her pussy with hard, driving strokes. “Ungh, yeah that’s so good!” 
 
    “I don’t know how much longer she’s going to last!” Poppy said from behind Siobhan. To my shock, the little pixie had her face buried in Siobhan’s box from behind, adding her tongue-fu to my strokes to drive the Fae Queen absolutely wild. “Gods, she’s so wet, Master! I bet she’s ovulating right now!” 
 
    “I bet she’s ready to get pregnant,” Maddie purred, rolling onto her side like a cat. “Why don’t you cum with her, Luke? Let it all out in her pussy, don’t waste a single drop! Ungh, I’m so jealous—I wish you were busting inside of me…” 
 
    “Soon,” I promised her, bucking like a bronco inside of Siobhan. “Once she’s bound to me. I’m going to work my way through every single one of you. You’re all going to be walking a bit funny on the Day of Judgement.” 
 
    They all laughed at that—but I was serious. I felt like a champion stallion, able to fuck all night and then some. Poppy didn’t seem to realize that Siobhan needed to cum three times to seal the pact between us, but that didn’t matter. I had stamina for ages. 
 
    Siobhan let out a heavy moan and rocked back on me, her tongue lolling from the corner of her mouth.  
 
    With Raquelle’s mouth on her tits and Poppy’s between her legs, the Fae Queen was in heaven.  
 
    Every stroke of my thick cock inside her came back wetter than before, coated with her juices. She ground herself on me, moving her hips in tight curves like she was trying to spell my name with her pussy, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before she was over the edge. 
 
    “Here it comes,” I growled, sitting up and burying my face between Siobhan’s tits. “You’re a perfect little fucktoy, my Queen. Now cum all over this dick so that tight little pussy sucks every last drop deep into you where it belongs!” 
 
    At my command, Siobhan shattered. The willful, strong, proud Queen of the Fae turned into a sobbing mess in my arms as she came, her tits heaving as pleasure infiltrated her body. Her inner walls drew around me tighter than a vice as she screamed, Raquelle’s mouth then Maddie’s mouth then Poppy’s mouth covering hers as her body sailed into bliss. 
 
    One more hard thrust and I was right there with her.  
 
    The temperature inside the tent might have been hot, but it paled in comparison to the searing heat of my load as I pumped it inside of Siobhan’s haughty Queen pussy.  
 
    I kept on going even as she came down from her peak, shooting so much semen that it couldn’t help but ooze out of her overfilled slit.  
 
    Siobhan looked down at herself like she couldn’t believe it, running her fingers through my seed and tasting it as she rocked gently back and forth on my still-hard cock. 
 
    “There’s so much in me,” the Fae Queen gasped, looking stoned off her own bliss. “Fuck, my pussy is so warm, my King! Oh fuck, you’re still coming!?” 
 
    I grinned as my cock gave a final jerk, detonating against her walls. “Trying to mark you,” I grunted, wrapping my fingers in her hair. “You’re perfect, Siobhan. A perfect Queen to rule over the Fae Realm for me. As long as you remember who your true master is.” 
 
    Siobhan nodded. Any trace of resistance or hesitance in her face was gone. She belonged to me, body and soul, even if it would take another two orgasms to fully seal the pact. 
 
    “Yes,” the Queen said eagerly, rocking her hips. 
 
    I pulled harder, until tears sprang to her eyes. “And?” 
 
    “It’s you, Master,” Siobhan gasped, looking like she couldn’t believe how bold she was. “I belong to you. I’ll follow any order you give me. I’ll be in control of the Fae Realm, but you’ll really be the one making all the decisions. I don’t want them anyway! Fuck, all I want to do is feel your cock shoot inside me and have your babies…” 
 
    “I think she’s got life figured out,” Maddie giggled, giving Eiko a high-five behind my back. The Divination instructor had her own orgasm as I’d been erupting inside of Siobhan, the thrill of watching my conquest getting her off. “Honestly, I’m a little jealous…” 
 
    With a grunt, I lifted Siobhan into my arms. The Fae Queen let out a squeal as I pinned her to the mattress, grinning viciously. 
 
    “You still owe me two more orgasms, my Queen,” I grunted. “I’m not going to be so sweet with you this time, either. You ready for this?” 
 
    Siobhan’s eyes were alight with desire. “Yes, my King,” the gorgeous redhead panted, giving herself to me utterly. “I want you to fuck me hard! I want you to pound my pussy hard and leave it dripping with your load…” 
 
    “You’re in luck,” I grunted, thrusting deep inside of her. “Because that’s exactly what I want, too.” 
 
    One down, I thought. Two to go. Gonna be a long night… 
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    After my first fuck with Siobhan, the ritual in the tent soon devolved into an orgy. 
 
    I don’t remember all that much about what happened next.  
 
    Mostly I saw flashes—little bursts like something from a high-budget Hollywood version of a Lord of the Rings porno, my demons and my angels and my elf girl fucking and sucking like shameless harlots. 
 
    I lost track of whose tits I was thrusting between, whose mouth I’d just filled with yet another load and whose pussy I was burying myself in all the way to the hilt.  
 
    I remember having at least three girls lined up at one point, going back and forth between them while the other girls laughed and joked and asked me who was tightest. 
 
    Siobhan got bound to me—and in the aftermath, I discovered my new Queen was even more submissive than I’d expected. At some point, I finished shooting a load on a pale back (Maddie’s, I think, from the wings) and looked over to see the proud Queen of the Fae sucking on Eiko’s toes. A look of wretched pleasure stole over Siobhan’s face as she writhed against the mattress, worshipping the buxom Asian instructor’s feet. 
 
    “You’re such a depraved little whore,” I remember Eiko groaning. “You’d like to do this to all of us, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Uh haaaah,” Siobhan grunted, her hands working between her thighs as she licked. 
 
    “I have half a mind to assign you to take Luke’s boots off at the end of the day,” Eiko growled. “With your teeth. There’s about two dozen laces, mind you. And afterward, you can clean your Master from toe to head, with that naughty little tongue of yours. How would you like that, Queen? You want to be our Master’s bath servant?” 
 
    Apparently, Siobhan had.  
 
    And since ‘Queens are supposed to serve the people’, as Maddie adroitly put it, each of my harem girls got to feel the Fae Queen’s tongue in at least one hole by the time we all collapsed, sweaty and exhausted in a heap on the mattresses. 
 
    I don’t know if there really was a ritual that night. All I know is that at some point, I stopped thinking—and started feeling better than I ever had in my life.  
 
    I’d take memories of that experience beneath the tent with me for the rest of my life, and I knew that for years it would get brought up with any of my core harem girls when they wanted to get me really, dangerously hard. 
 
    The servants let us sleep. No doubt they’d heard how loud the moans were coming from the tent and decided we’d earned it. It wasn’t until a disturbance arose that couldn’t be dealt with that a poor elf girl in gray rags peeled back the canvas to find me and my harem looking like the remains of a Vegas bachelor party crossed with a Roman orgy. 
 
    “My King,” the servant whispered. “My Queen?” 
 
    I sat up with a start, Maddie’s hand plastered to my chest. “I’m here,” I said, rubbing my eyes as I took in my surroundings. “Woof, what a night! Everything alright? We’re not under attack, are we?” 
 
    The servant didn’t respond. She stared past me, her expression slack as she took in the sight of the seven naked, very satisfied women tangled up in each other’s arms. Had she been a man, I might have taken offense—but the look on her face told me her thoughts about the arrangement were all jealous ones. Her Queen snoozed near the bottom of the pile, her pretty makeup a mess and her gorgeous red hair all out of place. 
 
    I waved my hand in the servant’s face, trying not to laugh. “Focus.” 
 
    She gave a start like someone snapping out of a trance. “Sorry, my King! I just...my goodness. The Headmistress is here. She arrived via portal a few minutes ago and wishes to speak with you. Though I suppose I can call her Lilith now, can’t I?” 
 
    “You can,” I told the servant. My pitchfork had fallen underneath the bed, and I had to dig around a bit before I felt the fiery tingle of energy across my fingertips. “Is she alone?” I asked, not looking up. “Or does she bring an army behind her?” 
 
    The servant’s lack of a response told me everything I needed to know. 
 
    “Damn it,” I muttered, rising from the bed. As Maddie’s hand slipped away, the angel murmured in her sleep and pulled Christina closer to her. One of the blonde demon girl’s nipple piercings was inexplicably missing. No doubt there’d be a hunt for that later. 
 
    With a final glance backward, I took my leave of the configuration. “Who knew Siobhan was such a screamer?” I asked, nudging the servant with my elbow. 
 
    “Um,” the servant replied flatly. 
 
    No matter. I dressed in the darkness and followed her outside. Either I’d only been out for a very small amount of time or something was very funny with the day and night cycle inside the Fae Realm, because the sun had barely moved against the backdrop of the horizon. It still looked like dawn outside. 
 
    Lilith dressed in a far more sedate fashion for this meeting than she had for our last. The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy was, as ever, the very picture of style and grace, though her clothing that morning had been picked out less for fashion than for imminent battle. I could tell Siobhan’s honor guard was scared shitless of her. 
 
    “Luke,” Lilith purred, giving me a kiss on both cheeks. From the look of her, you’d never have been able to tell that a few short hours ago she’d had a tentacle buried hilt-deep in her asshole while she moaned my name. “I understand that you’ve successfully bound the Queen of the Seelie Fae to your group. An exceedingly good choice, if I may say so myself.” 
 
    I cocked my head to the side. Lilith sure as hell wasn’t talking like someone who’d given herself to me body and soul. My gaze flickered to the guards keeping a close eye on the both of us, but none of them looked like they knew anything out of the ordinary was going on. 
 
    I almost laughed, which would have been disastrous.  
 
    Was Lilith really trying to hide the fact that she’d given herself to me? 
 
    It would have been funny if it wasn’t so serious. The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy had undoubtedly been a holy terror to these people: an uneasy ally at the best of times, and these weren’t the best of times. I didn’t envy whoever her direct contacts were on the opposite side of the Fae Realm. 
 
    “I’ve been making a lot of those choices lately,” I said with a winning smile. Lilith’s face soured at the double-entendre, the obvious implication that she was one of those choices not lost on her. “Where’s everyone else, Lilith? You didn’t come here alone to help me hold back the tide, did you?” 
 
    This was firmer ground for the Headmistress. A knowing, secretive smile spread across her supernaturally perfect countenance.  
 
    “They’ll be here,” she said, giving a little titter like she’d spent too long getting ready for a date. “A few last minute preparations—you understand.” 
 
    “I do,” I grunted, placing the pitchfork in its holster along my back.  
 
    I stretched and sighed, allowing the Beast within me to take a bite. Black wings erupted from my back, along with the same tentacles I’d been using to rock the Headmistress’s world only a few short hours ago. I’d gone about a dozen rounds with my harem, but the look I gave to Lilith let her know I’d gladly do it again if she were down for a quickie before the cavalry arrived. 
 
    Lilith looked at me with pride.  
 
    “You really do look just like him,” she said, her voice quivering unexpectedly. “Back in the good old days. The way things used to be.” 
 
    Wow. I nodded silently, accepting the compliment. 
 
    “I’m sure you and Mareth will have lots of catching up to do,” I said, gesturing back toward Siobhan’s command tent. “Assuming you and her are able to stay on the same page long enough to save the world, that is—” 
 
    Halfway through my sentence, I glanced back over my shoulder at the tent. 
 
    And nearly fell right over. Because my whole harem stood outside, waiting for me to notice them. 
 
    “Auntie!” Mareth moved first. Any trace of the antipathy she’d had toward Lucifer’s ex-wife had been washed away by the hot, primal threesome we’d experienced. She actually looked happy to see Lilith—which was something I never thought I’d say about the succubus. She rushed forward and embraced her, both of them giggling at the look on my face. “I’m so glad you could join us!” 
 
    “How the fuck did you all do that?” I muttered. I could understand it if they’d all been out here half-naked and looking freshly fucked, but none of my harem girls had so much as a hair out of place. Even if they’d started bathing, dressing and applying makeup the moment I left Siobhan’s tent, they never would have been ready in time. 
 
    It was Maddie who answered. “Magic,” my angelic girlfriend purred. 
 
    “Duh!” Christina agreed, planting a demure kiss on my cheek as she gave what was between my legs a very un-demure squeeze. “We wouldn’t miss your big day for the world, Luke. I’m looking forward to kicking some angelic ass!” 
 
    “It will be… disturbing to face off against my former students,” Eiko said, her robe drawn tightly around her. “But I feel no such compunction about the Fae. The Unseelie will feel the bite of my steel before the battle is done!” 
 
    Of all my harem, only Raquelle noticed the problem. It would be her, of course. 
 
    “Uhhh,” the redheaded angel muttered, leaning around the group to stare down Lilith. “Where the fuck’s our backup? Aren’t we supposed to have, like, an entire army of demons going into battle with us—” 
 
    Raquelle trailed off. Because suddenly, we did. 
 
    As Lilith’s smile widened, the demoness slowly spread her hands like someone trying to open an automatic door whose sensor was broken. Far behind her, in the sky overlooking the crumbling castle, a portal much larger than any I’d ever seen was beginning to open. Demonic figures poured through, some running, some flying, some crawling on all fours like great, lumbering beasts. 
 
    “Then his band of demons joined in,” I said, starting to laugh. “And it sounded something like this…” 
 
    It was everybody. Every fucking student at the Infernal Academy. 
 
    Lilith had managed to round up the entire student body to follow us into battle. I recognized dozens of faces as the full brunt of the force spilled from the portal, each of which broke into a laugh of recognition as they saw me standing at the head of a Fae army. 
 
    There was Xora the rusalka, riding a spiny-backed, insectoid demon like a surfboard. Christina’s frequent sparring partner Bryan charged near the front of the pack, while their mutual sparring partner Aztomund flew overhead, the rays of early morning sunlight sparkling on his shiny beetle armor. 
 
    Even the parking attendants had been swayed by Lilith’s fervor. The valets of Hell had stolen—or, rather, ‘borrowed’—vehicles from the student parking deck, tricked them out with weapons and were now riding them into battle like one of the raider gangs out of Mad Max.  
 
    Later on, I’d learn that Karl, the demon I’d beaten in the dormitories after he’d tried to kidnap Maddie, had joined the fight as well after recently regrowing his body. Apparently, his personal hatred toward me wasn’t enough to cancel out his sense of self-preservation at having his little on-campus kingdom wiped out by Queen Titania.  
 
    Either that, or he was hoping to save on tuition.  
 
    I didn’t see him then, however, and have no idea how I would have reacted if I’d spotted him. Maddie’s abduction was too fresh a wound for me to easily forgive. 
 
    “As I promised you,” Lilith said as the army of demons assembled. “The cavalry has arrived.” 
 
    Tears spilled down the faces of the soldiers in Siobhan’s army. Looking back on it, I don’t think any of them believed until that moment that I could really come through with my promise. They’d thought we’d be fighting alone against Titania, facing down a combined army of Angels and Unseelie Fae. 
 
    But instead of being hopelessly outnumbered, we now had a fighting chance. 
 
    Xora, Bryan, and Aztomund all reached the platform where my harem and I stood. They looked impressed by the number of women surrounding me—Aztomund even gave me a little high five as he took his place on the dais. 
 
    “Luke Bell,” Xora purred, playing with a lock of her long, silver hair. “By the Devil himself, you have done well, haven’t you?” 
 
    The rusalka was halfway between her ordinary form and her transformed, demonic one. Her shapely body retained most of its attractive appearance, while the fangs in her mouth were sharp as knives and long as fingers. I didn’t regret not adding her to my harem, exactly—but I wasn’t clamoring to beg for her to join me, either. 
 
    “Something like that,” I said, gesturing at all the women surrounding me. “I’m a lucky son of a bitch, for sure.” 
 
    “Luck had nothing to do with it,” Xora said, cocking her head to the side. “Who would have thought that the day I gave you your tour of the Infernal Academy, you’d end up owning the place?” 
 
    Christina and Mareth raised their hands. “We did,” they chorused, naughty grins on both of their faces. 
 
    As Xora rolled her eyes, I stepped past her to where Lilith stood giving orders to her troops. The Headmistress looked to have thought all of this through beforehand, organizing the Infernal Academy’s student body quickly and efficiently into a fighting force of tanks, mages and shock troopers. I felt like a general on the eve of his most decisive battle. 
 
    Lilith tensed up as I reached her. “We’re almost ready to move,” she said quickly, the ghost of a smile flickering across her inhumanly beautiful face. “Final preparations are being made as we speak.” 
 
    That was good, of course. But I had something different on my mind. “You didn’t tell them,” I said, dropping my voice and grinning as I leaned forward. “None of these demons know about you and me, do they?” 
 
    From the way her face paled, I knew I’d hit right on the money. Lilith looked as if she’d swallowed something bitter, her haughtiness waging war with her desire to serve me. 
 
    “I didn’t feel it was necessary information,” the Headmistress purred, trying her best to make it sound like it was my idea to conceal Lilith’s new line of work. “We can make an announcement once the battle is won. Maybe even have a ceremony—” 
 
    “Hey, Luke!” That was Aztomund, who stood with Christina and Mareth before a table that had just been assembled, covered in weapons. The beetle-backed demon had chosen a massive warhammer from the demonic items on display, and was trying to get Christina and Mareth to pick something, too. “Come get something cool! They’ve opened up the Wrath Markets to everyone who wants to fight—you don’t have to save up any more!” 
 
    “That’s nice,” I said, nodding at my girls to go and pick out weapons. “But I’ve got everything I need right here.” 
 
    I gestured to my pitchfork, then pulled it free. A pillar of flame rose into the sky, provoking appreciative cheers from the student body. 
 
    “Holy shit, that’s awesome!” Aztomund said, nudging Bryan to get him to see. “How the hell did you get your hands on Lucifer’s pitchfork?” 
 
    “He gave it to him,” Bryan hissed. “Duh.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Lilith was holding onto it for safekeeping. It’s mine now… just like her.” 
 
    I said it loud enough for everyone around us to hear. It took a moment for the words to sink in—and in that moment, Lilith put her face in her hands and growled with sheer frustration. All for the better, I supposed, because she wouldn’t have liked the looks of shock and awe on the faces of her former students one bit. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Xora said, all the color draining from her face until it was as silvery as her hair. “You bound Lucifer’s ex-wife to you!? Luke, that bitch is crazier than a bag of snakes—” 
 
    I bit my lip to keep from laughing. “I’ve got her under control,” I said, slipping my arm around the demoness’s waist. “Besides, I’m pretty sure Lucifer and I have an understanding. You let me worry about that.” 
 
    The revelation passed quickly through the crowd. Suddenly everyone was whispering, and it didn’t take a fucking rocket scientist to notice the way they were pointing at me and Lilith. I couldn’t tell if they thought I was the luckiest man in Hell, a crazy bastard, or both. 
 
    This moment calls for a speech, I thought, looking Lilith up and down. Let them know I’m in control—and that I plan to win. 
 
    “Step up here with me,” I said, gentler than even I’d expected. Lilith’s eyes snapped open, surprise filling her face as I gestured for her to join me at the podium. “Let’s get this show on the road. I’m gonna need you up here with me, Lilith. Not to mention by my side on the battlefield.” 
 
    “I… Of course,” she said, some of the reluctance dropping off her face.  
 
    There was a perfectly nice, giving demon inside of Lilith somewhere—she’d tried her best to kill it over the years, but I was bringing it back piece by piece. Once we had some peacetime to hang out a little more, I was looking forward to seeing the real her. 
 
    I stepped up to the podium as a hush fell over the crowd. They hung on my every word, ready to hear the promises the future Lord of Hell would make to them. This was my moment. Would I reach out and take it, or fail and let Queen Titania rule the Realms? 
 
    Amplifying my voice with magic, I cleared my throat. Lilith stood up straighter next to me, looking every bit the Queen of Hell she’d once been. On my arm she looked both regal and terrifying, gorgeous and filled with barely concealed horror. I don’t think I’d ever loved her more than I did in that moment. 
 
    “It’s good to see you all again,” I said, swallowing down my worries. I’d never been the best at public speaking, but here I was literally preaching to the choir—my choir. “I’ve never been the most obedient student of the Infernal Academy, but I guess that’s what it’s all about, right? We’re all here because of the original act of disobedience: Lucifer’s.” 
 
    The crowd was nodding along. These people were primed and ready to go to war—they just needed me to light the fuse. 
 
    “Back on Earth, I thought I was free,” I said, real emotion entering my voice. “But I was blind. I had no idea what true freedom was until I met the original insurrectionist—the original revolutionary. Lucifer teaches that disobedience doesn’t make a person bad—it makes them a person! Queen Titania wants to take that right away from you. She wants to conquer all of the Realms and bring them under her thumb. She wants you to obey. Will you?” 
 
    “No!” the crowd chorused, lifting their weapons. 
 
    “Are we obedient?” I asked. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “What are we?” 
 
    “Disobedient!” 
 
    “You’re damned right,” I said, grinning from ear to ear. “Or maybe you’re just damned. But either way—you’re damned with me!” 
 
    My last trick happened right at the end of the speech.  
 
    Godfrey, who’d I’d spoken with briefly before wading into the fray, came hovering over the crowd, the windows of his battle tank open. Heavy metal spilled from the hovercraft’s advanced speakers, amplified by magic until every single demonic soldier could feel it humming in their blood. 
 
    “We march!” I growled, pointing to the north. Flames exploded along my pitchfork, showing the way. “To victory! To the death of Queen Titania! To the triumph of Hell!” 
 
    As demons sprang forward, flying and walking and crawling on their way to battle, Lilith sidled up next to me.  
 
    “That was an inspiring speech,” Lucifer’s ex-wife whispered. “I wish you’d saved that little revelation about my new position until after the battle, however—” 
 
    She’d picked the wrong time to complain.  
 
    All keyed up from the speech, I felt bold—which meant I had no problem reaching down and giving Lilith’s ass a hard, hearty spank. Right in front of the demons and Fae who hadn’t yet cleared out of the camp. 
 
    “If you’re going to get along with the rest of us, Lilith,” I said, noting both the offense and the arousal in the demoness’s eyes, “you’re going to need to learn a few things first.” 
 
    I looked over my army. My people. My kingdom. 
 
    “I do what I want,” I said, the hand that had spanked her now openly groping the Headmistress’s ass in front of everyone. If she wasn’t clearly loving it, she might have been embarrassed. “And you and the rest of my girls get the privilege of being along for the ride.” 
 
    Lilith looked like she wanted to be pissed off but was too turned on to feel anything else. “So it’s a privilege, is it?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” I laughed. “Lilith, I’ve got the most amazing life in the universe. I don’t need you—I don’t need any of these women. I can get anything in that army with a pair of tits and pussy just by snapping my fingers. You remember that, the next time you want to mouth off.” 
 
    With that, I left the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy utterly speechless. I brandished my big, flaming pitchfork, feeling a surge of power in my veins. 
 
    “Come on,” I said, grinning to soothe away Lilith’s hurt feelings. “Let’s go save the world.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It wasn’t a good day to die. But Queen Titania didn’t look terribly choosy. 
 
    The sound of an epic guitar solo roared over the battlefield as I arrived. I had Godfrey’s speakers cranked all the way to eleven as the hovercraft soared to the front of my army, the heavy battle tank touching down a few feet over the ground. 
 
    “Here we go,” Maddie whispered from the passenger seat. She looked intimated, sure, but also ready. I took a moment to check the rearview and look over the disposition of the rest of my harem. Godfrey was now big enough to fit the whole group—with a few extra seats for Xora, Bryan, Aztomund and Desdemona the valet. 
 
    It was maybe the first time in my life my girls didn’t look like they were thinking about tearing each other’s clothes off. The weapons they’d looted from the now open Pride Market lay in their hands, each as black as midnight and as vicious as a charging panther. The army would do its job to hold back the main force of Queen Titania’s troops, to be sure—but I had no illusions about where the battle would really be fought. 
 
    It would be up to me and mine to take out the heavy hitters on Titania’s side—the Angels in charge of the Celestial Academy, the Unseelie Fae, and the Queen herself. The air was electric with expectation as the universal grudge match rapidly approached. 
 
    To my surprise, I found a welcoming party waiting for us. Queen Titania hadn’t dared to show her face at the front, but Judyth Dominia stood a handful of yards beyond where Godfrey had touched down, surrounded by a group of hyper-powerful Angels and Fae. In sharp contrast to the Headmistress I’d seen behind bars in the Castle of Days, Judyth looked smug and in control—as if she’d already seen in the stars that today was to be her victory day. 
 
    I knew it wasn’t. Eiko hadn’t been able to see a damned thing about this battle. Which meant I’d have to make my own luck. 
 
    “Luke Bell,” Judyth said, cupping her hand around her mouth. “I carry a message from Queen Titania. An offer of truce.” 
 
    I glanced at Maddie, then back at Lilith. The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy sat between Mareth and Christina, looking happy and content for the first time in her long, long life. 
 
    “It’s a trap, of course,” Lilith said, rolling her eyes. “But we might as well see what she wants.” 
 
    Within moments, all of us were outside of Godfrey. The hovercraft kept its guns trained on the front line of Judyth’s heavy hitters, but I had no illusions that a simple rail gun would be enough to take any of them out. These creatures were powerful, the stuff of myths and legends. 
 
    More than a few of them looked taken aback when I pulled out my pitchfork, though. They hadn’t seen that coming. 
 
    “Demon!” one of Judyth’s cronies hissed. She silenced the disobedient heavy with a wave of her hand—but when Maddie and Raquelle stepped forward, the hissing and booing became a chorus. These angels did not like seeing members of their own tribe on the opposite side. 
 
    An angel stepped forward from the pack, looking close to weeping.  
 
    With a start, I realized it was the man Maddie and I had met at the Pearly Gates—the one who oversaw the entrance to the Celestial Academy. It had been so long that I couldn’t remember his name. 
 
    “Madeleine,” the angel said, something like real grief in his voice. He didn’t look like he wanted to be here—he would, because that was his duty, but his heart wasn’t in it. “And Raquelle. Raquelle, what in the name of Heaven have you done to your beautiful wings?” 
 
    The red-headed angel looked down at her black and white feathers, frowning as if she were seeing them for the first time. “What, this? I made them beautiful, Myles. That’s what you and your friends refuse to see.” 
 
    Myles, I thought, the word blossoming in my brain. Myles Featherfinger. One of the stewards of the Celestial Academy. 
 
    Myles shook his head, holding back tears with a visible effort. “I hate to see the way you two have wasted yourselves, shackling your futures to a monster like him!” The angel pointed with a quavering finger at me, staring me down as if I was the Lord of Hell himself. 
 
    Not yet, pal, I thought, twirling my pitchfork with a knowing smirk. 
 
    “And you,” Myles said, his lips twisting with distaste. “I had such high hopes for you, Madeleine! You’ll never get your halo working on the side of demons, dear girl. Turn back now, while you still can—” 
 
    Maddie cut him off with a snarl. I don’t think I’d ever seen my angelic girlfriend more pissed off than she was at that moment. Maddie was normally such an easy-going girl, but something about Myles’s judgement raised her hackles in a way no one else had ever been able to match. 
 
    “Honestly?” Maddie leaned forward with an insolent air. “Fuck your halo, then!” 
 
    Angels gasped up and down the front line. “Such disrespect!” someone shouted. The troops nearest Judyth adjusted their own headgear, as if the jibe had made them keenly aware of the glowing haloes they themselves wore. 
 
    “I belong to Luke,” Maddie said, stepping forward and rising to her full height. “When I was a waitress in some shitty diner back on Earth, it was Luke who gave me an opportunity to be something greater. When demons tried to eat me in the Infernal Academy, Luke stepped in and fought them off. Not any of you!” 
 
    “We were there, too,” Christina agreed with a giggle. “We’d never let anything happen to Maddie’s cute little behind—” 
 
    “Enough of this,” Judyth growled, dismissing my harem with a wave of her hand. “I come bearing terms for peace, Luke Bell. Let’s end this senseless violence before the battlefield is littered with the corpses of our friends.” 
 
    I looked at Judyth sideways. Her words made sense—but I trusted the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy about as far as I could throw Aztomund and Bryan put together. Even without stepping close to her and flaring my nostrils, I could smell the trap. 
 
    Still, I had to give it a shot. “I’m willing to listen to reason,” I said, confirming my stance with a glance over at Lilith. “Speak.” 
 
    Oh. Judyth did not like her former rival standing by my side.  
 
    Not one little bit.  
 
    The angel’s face twisted with pure hatred as she swallowed down her pride to say sweetly: “Lay down your arms and surrender. The Seelie Fae will be allowed to live—all save for the leader of their little revolution, Siobhan. She must die, but the rest of you will be able to remain on your side of the Fae Realm.” 
 
    “That’s no peace at all,” I growled, fire surging in my chest. “That’s surrender!” 
 
    Judyth shrugged as if the difference were academic to her.  
 
    “You and your little troupe of sluts will be given safe passage back to the Infernal Realm,” Judyth continued blandly. “You’re welcome to do whatever you want there—with the understanding that you will remain at the Academy from now on, and not cause any trouble there.” An acid smile spread across Judyth’s face. “Of course, given the Headmistress of that institution has stooped to sleeping with a student, I doubt you’d be able to stay out of trouble in any case.” 
 
    Before I could say a word, Lilith snickered in that way only a being as old and powerful as her could snicker.  
 
    “You would have taken the same deal, slut,” the demoness laughed, putting a casual hand on my shoulder. “You’re just angry that he offered it to me and not you. Because, as always, I am just so much hotter than you are.” 
 
    “Enough of this!” Judyth stalked away, throwing her hands in the air. “It’s clear you’ve gone beyond the capacity to listen to reason. It’s to be war, then?” 
 
    I glanced back at my harem. What the fuck were we doing with an army if it wasn’t to be war? 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” I said with a shrug. “Let’s do this!” 
 
    Judyth sighed. Next to her, her lieutenants tensed up, including Miles Featherfinger. I should have seen the trap right then and there, but I was enjoying Lilith and Judyth’s little catfight too much to keep my eyes on my surroundings. 
 
    “Very well then,” Judyth said. 
 
    She clapped her hands—and the entire front line of Angels disappeared. A flash of light covered the battlefield, and when it faded, Judyth and her heavy hitters floated behind the main mass of angels and Fae, looks of grim determination on their faces. 
 
    Each of them slowly spread their hands. As they did, a line of lightning stretched between them. 
 
    “Fuck!” Lilith growled, shoving me to the ground. “Everyone get out of the way—”  
 
    Too late. 
 
    It was the battlefield equivalent of a sucker punch. Having lured myself and my harem to the front lines in order to parlay, Judyth had tricked us into sending all of our most valuable troops right to the front of the line—clustered in one spot. Their teleport trick allowed them to shell us from afar with holy lightning! 
 
    Sure, the front line would collapse. But as I hit the deck, I saw that they’d planned for this as well. If I’d been looking, I would’ve seen that the troops directly behind Judyth were bedraggled Unseelie Fae, the absolute dregs of Queen Titania’s army. Nobody who’d be missed. 
 
    Cannon fodder. 
 
    Lilith’s body covered mine, her wings beating to pin me to the earth and keep me from rising.  
 
    All around I heard screams as lightning blasts struck the front line, ripping huge gashes in the earth. My ears rung; dirt rained down like a fucking hailstorm as both our front line and the enemy’s collapsed. Chaos reigned. 
 
    I pushed Lilith to her feet as the salvo ended.  
 
    What had been a flat field now looked like something out of World War I. The sky itself had darkened from the lightning strikes, deep furrows gashed along both sides of the battlefield from the energy that had just been unleashed.  
 
    Bodies lay along both sides, roasted to a crisp. 
 
    In a panic, I scanned the corpses.  
 
    None of my girls, I thought, seeing no faces I recognized in the initial casualties. Please, none of my girls… 
 
    Then I remembered my power. With mental fingers, I reached out and gently pushed, searching for each member of my harem. 
 
    The awareness hit me like a ton of bricks. I gasped with pain, feeling all of my harem’s wounds at once as if they were my own. It took mental effort to separate them out, to be able to flip from one girl to the next like someone spectating in a team video game. In fact, that’s exactly what it felt like—when I concentrated on one girl, I could sense the space around them. 
 
    They’d scattered to the four winds when Judyth and her line attacked. None of them were seriously hurt, but each of them had sustained at least a little damage. 
 
    I’d tiptoed around this mental connection up until now. Now, on the battlefield, I decided to make the most of it. 
 
    “You’re all officially promoted to general,” I said directly into their minds. “Grab your forces and attack! Don’t hold back a goddamn thing! Open a path to Titania so I can walk through, and I’ll bring that bitch down!” 
 
    I could feel their surprise to hear me speaking inside of their minds. But within most of them came also a feeling of relief. It was far from the first time I’d used this ability, and it confirmed they were neither crazy nor under attack by outside forces—it had been me all along. Their King. 
 
    “Luke, did you just give me a telepathic command!?” Lilith asked. 
 
    “I gave all of you telepathic commands,” I grunted, charging into the broken front line of the angelic assault. “And if you don’t fight like a fucking hellcat, I’ll telepathically command you to walk naked around the Infernal Academy for a week! Stay with me, and watch each other’s backs…” 
 
    I didn’t really need to tell Lilith that, but it felt good to say. The two of us charged into the front line, meeting the advance of the angels and Fae with pitchfork and claw. All around us, the chaos of combat enveloped the battlefield. 
 
    My pitchfork moved like it had a mind of its own. Three Unseelie Fae who looked like they’d known their fate was sealed when they got their rank assignments did their best to come at me, but a single horizontal blow severed the heads from their bodies. An elf at my left took one look at the carnage and ran, disappearing into the main mass just in time for another one of those lightning bolts to strike the front line. 
 
    This time Lilith was ready. The demoness snapped her fingers, and a wall of flame erupted from her in a spiral. It whipped through the battlefield, singing the air and creating a shield that blocked our little patch of the battle from lightning strikes. 
 
    “That should withstand a hit or two,” the Headmistress growled, breaking the neck of an elf with a silver sword before tossing the dying man’s weapon through the chest of a second attacker. “I’ll recast it when we get closer, Master. But we really need to take Judyth and her angels out soon, or they’ll kill too many of our forces for the front to hold.” 
 
    “Agreed,” I said, already thinking of a plan. “Hey—that’s the first time you’ve called me Master.” 
 
    I hadn’t known a creature as old and shameless as Lilith could blush. “Well, you are,” she blurted. Two Fae with the bodies of rabbits and the heads of tigers rushed the Headmistress from either side, only to collapse into smoking heaps as she snapped her fingers. “No use in denying it!” 
 
    Another salvo of lightning bolts hit the battlefield. This time, Judyth was smart enough not to bother aiming at me or Lilith—she directed her people to try and bring down the rest of my harem instead. The explosions sent men and Fae flying through the air, and caused more dirt to rain down on the battlefield. Through the bond connecting me to my harem, I knew no one had been wounded—but their collective anxiety was running high. 
 
    Unfortunately for Judyth, she’d also given me an advantage. In the pattern of lightning bolts, I could now figure out which of my harem girls was where. One of the bolts had struck far, far closer to the back of the combined Angel and Fae forces than the others—which meant someone in my harem was diving deep into the enemy. Close enough to bring Judyth down if they had a little help? 
 
    No time to think about it. Judyth and her cadre were already charging up their next set of bolts—if left to their own devices, they’d pick us off like Zeus sending his thunderbolts down from Mount Olympus. 
 
    And Titania hadn’t even taken the field. I got the distinct impression the Dark Queen of the Fae wouldn’t even bother making an appearance until we disposed of Judyth. 
 
    This is a risk, I thought, watching Lilith twirl like a dancer as she disposed of a half-dozen Fae soldiers. But hell, what’s life without a little risk. 
 
    “I need you to cover me,” I told Lilith. 
 
    The demoness covered the distance to me in a single bound, landing smoothly. “Of course, Master. Shall we take to the sky?” 
 
    I shook my head. I’d already begun concentrating, feeling my entire harem through the bond. “I’m staying right here. Just keep those fucking Fae off me!” 
 
    “What, Master!?” Lilith asked, completely confused. But I was already gone. 
 
    The world shimmered around me: and suddenly I was seeing through another person’s eyes. 
 
    “How can you doubt me now!?” a feminine voice roared with very unfeminine anger. “You traitors! You worms! None of you were ever worthy to share the same space as me! I’m a Queen of Hell!” 
 
    It was Raquelle, of course. The black-and-white winged angel had looted a halberd from the Pride Market’s inventory, a twisted obsidian thing that gave her the appearance of some kind of medieval monster. She’d wandered into a cluster of angels, outside of the normal battlefield. 
 
    I could feel her pulse, her thoughts. I could sense the arousal and triumph coursing through her. Little Raquelle was having the time of her life. 
 
    Don’t waste time, I reminded myself. Is she the one? Is she close to Judyth? 
 
    I rotated the view like a director picking a different camera angle. Raquelle was outnumbered six to one by a pack of angels—but it was they who looked frightened, not her. Four of them outright cowered behind their fellows, each waiting for someone else to try and land a killing blow. 
 
    With a haughty laugh, Raquelle cut through the gut of a blonde-headed angel. “Mean girl,” Raquelle snickered, twisting the halberd before tossing the dying soldier behind her like so much chaff. “Always mocking me behind my back—but you never could beat me at Solomon’s Choice, could you? Could you!?” 
 
    Now that I shared Raquelle’s senses, I longed to stay within her. I could smell the blood, taste the triumph. But distantly, like a poorly tuned radio, I could also hear the sounds of Lilith watching my back. 
 
    Change the channel, I told myself, relinquishing my hold on the red-headed angel. So I did. 
 
    As I shifted, I wondered if Raquelle was even aware of my presence within her mind. If she was—or if she could be made to feel it—that opened up some impressive possibilities in the bedroom. I tried to imagine her feeling me feeling her pleasure, a feedback loop that wouldn’t end until both of us were having multiple orgasms all over each other… 
 
    Later, I told myself, blinking. I knew this wasn’t it instantly—from the shifting position of the sun, I’d moved further away from Judyth, not closer. This was Eiko—but damn. What a fighter! 
 
    I wouldn’t have thought the Divination tutor possessed powerful combat skills, but she blew me away. Eiko flowed like water through the battlefield, her tails grabbing weapons and deflecting blows as if she had six hands rather than two. 
 
    The soldiers aren’t attacking her, I thought, on the verge of letting her go. Why? 
 
    Then I saw. 
 
    An angel landed in front of Eiko, sweat beading on his forehead. It was Gordon, and despite the chaos of the situation I felt a pang of guilt at the notion that the guy could actually die here on this battlefield. His flaming sword swung in a series of vertical cuts almost too fast to see, closing the distance between himself and Eiko. 
 
    It was a duel. The other soldiers had cleared a space for them. As I watched, Eiko effortlessly caught Gordon up in her tails and twisted his wrist, causing him to drop his sword. 
 
    Shit, I thought. This is it. 
 
    No killing blow came. Instead, the Divination tutor pivoted away, dancing out of Gordon’s reach. I was confused as hell—why not kill him and be done with it? Was there some sort of trap here I didn’t see? 
 
    It wasn’t until a few moments later when Gordon was on the offensive that I realized. The big jock angel pulled his swing at the last second, his golden sword passing Eiko’s cheek by a matter of inches. With a grunt, the two of them separated, then resumed fighting once more. 
 
    Neither of them have the heart to do it, I realized. They won’t land the killing blow out of mutual respect. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, I would’ve been furious—but these weren’t normal circumstances. And Gordon wasn’t a normal enemy. Secure in the knowledge that I’d hopefully be losing neither friend that day, I let go of Eiko’s consciousness and shifted yet again. There had to be someone close enough to Judyth—someone I could push in the right direction— 
 
    Christina and Mareth were no help. The two were a tag team on the front lines, raining down death and destruction with the help of Bryan and Aztomund. It was an absolute slaughterhouse—they’d waded into the thickest part of the Unseelie Fae forces, and the untrained troops who’d been used by Judyth as little more than a distraction came face to face with some of the most powerful demons in the universe. Noting the insane level of attraction and arousal between Christina and Mareth (oh, would that I could be there), I flipped again, groaning with frustration. 
 
    “I can’t hold them back much longer!” Lilith’s voice was like a whisper in my ear. “There’s too many, Luke—they’ve noticed you’re not moving! They know something’s wrong…” 
 
    But suddenly I wasn’t listening. Because I’d found who I was looking for. 
 
    It was Maddie. Of course it was. Myles Featherfinger had insulted her to her face, told her she wasn’t worthy of the halo she’d spent so much time and effort trying to achieve. Of course she fought her way through the ranks of the Unseelie Fae, heading like a bullet toward Judyth’s back line. 
 
    Of course she was completely alone. 
 
    As my awareness filled her mind, words rose to the surface of her thoughts. “Luke? Is that you?” 
 
    Oh shit—she could hear me! 
 
    “Hang tight for one second,” I thought to her, whirling my mental camera around to get her exact position on the battlefield. “You’re all alone out there, baby. There’s no reinforcements that far back to keep you safe—” 
 
    “I don’t need anyone to keep me safe,” Maddie thought proudly. “I have you, Luke.” 
 
    My camera turned—and I saw Judyth notice the renegade angel in her midst. 
 
    I cut the connection like a screen door slamming shut, resuming the present moment. An elf died inches away from my face, his sword frozen in mid-swing. Lilith’s nails protruded from the Fae’s throat, blood pouring down his armor as the elf collapsed. He’d been moments away from striking me. 
 
    Lilith panted as she turned to face her next attacker—then realized I was staring back at her. 
 
    “Are you back?” she asked, sounding exhausted. “What the hell was that, Luke?” 
 
    There was little time to explain. I pointed at a spot near the front of the battlefield, marking the location where I’d last seen Maddie. “Maddie’s going after Myles,” I said. “Right there.” 
 
    I saw Lilith take in the spot I indicated, then do the math on how far she was from Judyth’s back line. “Fuck,” the demoness grunted. “She’s dead, then. Judyth will tear her apart—” 
 
    “Not if we tear her apart first!” I cried. 
 
    Flames coursed up and down the length of my pitchfork as I reached for the fire within, freeing the Beast.  
 
    “Come on, Lilith,” I said. “Show me how you unleash Hell!” 
 
    The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy grinned at me, as if to say I’m gonna fuck the shit out of you later. 
 
    Then, together, we took to the air. 
 
    I knew I was more powerful thanks to what had happened to me in the Fae Realm. But I didn’t realize how much more powerful I’d become until I hit the front rank of angels.  
 
    A wall of them stretched across the battlefield, adding golden arrows to the bolts of lightning Judyth used to try and break the combined Infernal/Seelie front line. 
 
    I pointed at it with my pitchfork and screamed, channeling with all my might. A bolt of molten lava erupted from the pitchfork’s tines, slamming into the wall of angels and ripping it apart.  
 
    Heavenly beings screamed as they melted before me, their wings catching fire an instant before their bodies. Angels plummeted to the ground like meteors, setting everything around them aflame as they hit the ground. 
 
    Lilith was no less fierce. She jumped from angel to angel, ripping out throats and snapping necks as she carved a path to Maddie. Every time I blew open a hole, the Headmistress soared right through to mop up the survivors. 
 
    Between the two of us, we covered the battlefield in death.  
 
    One Seraphim braver than the rest tried to engage me in hand-to-hand combat, swinging a curved sword at my head as he dove past. I dropped like a stone, thrust my pitchfork upward through his chest, then channeled fire, shooting him across the battlefield like a cannonball. He collided with a floating Fae and exploded. 
 
    The carnage was impressive—but it wasn’t getting us any closer to Maddie.  
 
    The angel ducked and dived through a hail of lightning bolts, barely avoiding singing herself with each salvo. Judyth and her lieutenants had stopped shelling the battlefield with the projectiles—having noticed Maddie on their flank, they’d focused all their attention on bringing down a member of my harem.  
 
    I was pretty sure I knew why. 
 
    The bond that connected me to my girls could also be used against us. If one of us fell, we’d all feel it—like a hole opening up and swallowing us. Forget hurting our morale—it might actually take us out of the fight. 
 
    Grabbing hold of my mental connections, I passed out orders like a general. Christina and Mareth led the heaviest concentration of Infernal Academy brats through the opposite flank, trying their best to distract Judyth from Maddie. Angels died by the dozens, but still the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy refused to change tactics. She wanted Maddie. She wanted the student who’d come to her school with the best of intentions, learned how it truly operated and rejected it in favor of me. 
 
    She wanted us to hurt. 
 
    I was close now—close enough to see Maddie soar between two lightning bolts toward Myles Featherfinger. 
 
    “Come over here and fight like a man!” my girlfriend howled, wielding a golden spear she’d taken off another angelic lieutenant. 
 
    “Oh, Madeleine,” Myles groaned, dodging out of the way. He’d given up entirely on tossing lightning bolts—this was far too personal for that. “You were supposed to be the spot of darkness within our institution that makes the light shine all the brighter! You were not supposed to let the darkness consume you! You were never meant to consort with demons!” 
 
    “Have you seen the bitch you work for?” Maddie asked, swinging again and again, forcing Myles to backstep. “She’s the demon, Myles! And what about Queen Titania!” 
 
    “Once we are in control,” Myles said, “peace will reign in all the realms. Lucifer’s rule over Hell will finally be ended—” 
 
    Maddie shifted the spear to her opposite hand and socked Myles in the jaw. 
 
    “What if I don’t want him to be defeated!?” Maddie roared, smirking down the angel. “That man is practically my father-in-law, Myles! What kind of wife wants her father-in-law to get hurt?” 
 
    Myles rose into the sky, wiping his bleeding mouth with the back of his hand. “You are deluded, dear sister,” the angel said sadly. “The fact that you call yourself this monster’s wife only confirms it. The Lord of Hell has no wives—he has slaves and concubines. He has meat!” 
 
    “You wanna be treated like meat!?” Maddie laughed, stabbing at Myles with a two-handed grip. “Try working as a fucking waitress!” 
 
    The tip of her spear sank into Myles’s shoulder, and the angel screamed. “Now, Judyth!” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    All the while Myles had been lifting himself further and further into the sky, he’d been removing himself from the battlefield. Lifting into Judyth’s range. Only now did I realize all of her lieutenants lay clustered around her, lightning bolts held in their angelic fists. 
 
    “No no no,” I growled, beating my wings with all my might. “Stop—” 
 
    The angels struck. Not at Maddie, who was already reacting—but at Myles. 
 
    Myles Featherfinger grabbed Maddie’s spear with both hands—and thrust it deeper into the wound.  
 
    The tip of the spear erupted from the other side of his shoulder, blood and gore pouring down the sleek metal. The angel looked skyward, a peaceful expression cutting through the pain as he gazed upward toward his creator. For an instant, suspended in the air, he looked content. 
 
    Then a dozen lightning bolts blew him apart. 
 
    The eruption hit him and traveled down the length of the spear. If Maddie had managed to let go a few moments earlier, she could have avoided it—but the moment the current infiltrated her, she was stuck. Her muscles seized up as a tidal wave of electric power coursed through her, shocking her to the bone and then some. 
 
    Smoke poured from her wings. The pain flared through the bond, and suddenly every member of my harem was bent double and screaming. Exactly as Judyth wanted. 
 
    “Kill them!” Judyth screamed, gesturing for her lieutenants to charge forward. “Take them down while they’re weak!” 
 
    Maddie screamed as she tried her damnedest to let go of the spear. Myles body smoked and twitched on the other end, kicking spasmodically as what was left of the angel ignited from the inside out. He looked like a hot dog that had been left in a microwave all day—burnt to a bloody crisp, barely recognizable as a person at all. 
 
    Together, he and Maddie tumbled out of the clear blue sky. 
 
    My vision blurred from the pain as she fell end over end, unable to extract herself from the spear. Maddie’s back arched like a bow as she was electrocuted, smoke pouring from her open mouth as she screamed and screamed. The pain went on and on, disabling my harem completely. 
 
    We were sitting ducks before Judyth’s shock squad. Exactly as she wanted. 
 
    Then, suddenly, the pain stopped. 
 
    “I’ve got her, Master!” a manically cheerful voice tittered, amplified to a billion decibels. “Performing medical attention now! I will give you updates as I stabilize her…” 
 
    It was Godfrey. The hover tank fought its way to the front while we’d been battle Judyth’s lightning squad, coming from behind to mount a sneak attack. The big gun on the top fired a round with pinpoint accuracy, ripping the spear in half and sending Myles to the ground in a heap of ashes. I looked up just in time to see the vehicle’s retracting doors close over Maddie, an oxygen mask and several IV’s full of potions already hooking themselves up to her. 
 
    The pain began to ebb—but not quickly enough. “Godfrey!” I roared, trying to shake off the debilitating effects of Judyth’s mental attack. “Give her a painkiller now! Otherwise Judyth’s going to kill us all!” 
 
    Too late. An angel landed in front of me. He carried a golden spear that could have been a twin to Maddie’s, and he looked like he knew how to use it. I didn’t recognize the man’s face—he could have been any one of a hundred lieutenants on call within the Celestial Academy. No doubt we’d crossed paths in the hall, but we’d never spoken a word. 
 
    “Sorry about this,” the angel muttered, lifting the spear as I struggled to rise. “But things will be easier once this is over. Once we’re all on the same page—” 
 
    The angel was gone. 
 
    I closed my eyes, waiting for the killing blow to rain down on my head. Only for a shield to slam into me, knocking me to the ground like a sack of potatoes. 
 
    A figure slammed into the line of lieutenants, moving so fast it looked like a blur. Something black flashed from inside, dealing death wherever it went. It moved like a shadow—a living shadow. With glowing red eyes. 
 
    “Oh shit,” I grunted, raising myself to a sitting position. “He’s here.” 
 
    Holofernes, the Angel of Vengeance, had reached the battlefield. 
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    If anyone on the Infernal side of the battle thought the arrival of Holofernes was a good thing, they were wrong. Dead wrong. 
 
    The Angel of Vengeance looked even worse than he had the day Godfrey and Mareth had torn him off my body with the rail gun. The black scrawl within his stony skin had spread like mold, covering every inch of his body until his gray marble skin looked black. His glowing red eyes were two coals in the insane visage of his face. He’d picked up a shield from somewhere, or maybe he’d simply formed it out of sheer will—a big black one with a u-shaped cut in the top to let him see over the rim. 
 
    The Angel dove into the front lines and killed. The black sword swung again and again, even blurrier than he was. Everywhere it touched, death spread. That blade no longer even pretended to be something terrestrial—it slashed through angelic weapons like they were made of tissue paper, severing necks and spearing hearts. Holofernes moved like this battle was a video game and he’d set it on Very Easy—even the toughest of opponents couldn’t stand for more than a moment or two against him. 
 
    He killed three of Judyth’s lieutenants before they even knew he was there. If he’d kept on clearing house, I would’ve been thrilled, but he pivoted from there and slammed into a mass of Infernal Academy demons, cutting them down like wheat before the scythe. Demon girls and boys screamed as the black blade slashed through them, leaving piles of gore and severed body parts before the Angel of Vengeance’s advance. 
 
    Somehow, in the chaos of the battle, I found Lilith. The Headmistress of the Infernal Academy looked shaken to the depths of her soul by the combination of Maddie’s pain and the wholesale slaughter of her students. 
 
    “Dear Satan,” she whispered, the words falling like ashes from her lips. “It’s a massacre.” 
 
    There was a weird shimmer around Holofernes’s blade. It was as if the sword was no longer a sword at all—just a hole in existence. It cut through any armor or blade as if it wasn’t there at all, killing indiscriminately. Ravaged by the insanity of his treatment in the Fae Realm, the Angel of Vengeance could no longer distinguish between friend or foe. He killed, and killed, and killed. 
 
    And yet, I’d seen those red eyes dim. I knew there was something of the angel still within that empty shell. Something that burned with hatred for Judyth Dominia. 
 
    A sense of eerie calm stole over me.  
 
    “Keep an eye on things,” I told Lilith, stepping away from her. “Make sure Judyth and her goon squad don’t pepper me full of lightning bolts.” 
 
    She saw what I was about to do.  
 
    “Luke, don’t,” the Headmistress begged, grabbing at my shoulder. “It’s suicide! Look at what he’s doing to them—” 
 
    “I made a mistake,” I said, turning around and looking Lilith in the eye. “I never should have left Holofernes behind in the first place. I didn’t like the Angel of Vengeance—hell, I might have wanted to kill him myself—but I should have known better than to let Judyth spring her trap.” I nodded. “Now I’ve got a chance to fix all that.” 
 
    Before Lilith could stop me, I took wing. For a few moments, I felt almost at peace above the battlefield, as Judyth and her cadre had landed and hidden themselves near the back of their force the moment Holofernes took the field. No demons or angels fluttered through the sky. I had the whole place to myself. 
 
    I landed a few yards ahead of the insane angel. A demon girl cowered on the ground, having been thrown there by a bash attack from Holofernes’s shield. With a start, I realized I recognized her—it was the sleek, sexy demon who’d flashed me from her dorm room window the first time I’d gone to the Infernal dormitories. 
 
    She stared up at me with the look of someone who knows they’re about to die, begging me for help. I jumped over her in a single bound and lifted my pitchfork, praying that Lucifer’s own weapon was strong enough to parry that ethereal blade. 
 
    “Holofernes, it’s me,” I said, standing firm. “It’s Luke—” 
 
    No pause. The Angel of Vengeance struck, doing his best to bat me out of the way like a minor annoyance. The black blade slashed at my face, and I lifted the triple tines of the pitchfork to block it. I flinched as that beam of pure darkness soared toward me and let out a little cry of triumph as it stopped against the pitchfork. 
 
    Holofernes seemed surprised.  
 
    The Angel of Vengeance forgot his defeated prey entirely, turning to me. He moved slowly at first, sizing me up as if he’d never seen me before. Possibly inside his mind, he was seeing me for the very first time. 
 
    “It’s Luke Bell,” I said, clutching the pitchfork with both fists. One of my hands was nearly numb from blocking the blow. “From the Infernal Realm.” 
 
    He was on me in an instant. The blade came at me again and again, moving through a series of vertical and horizontal slashes that left me dizzy. I blocked a strike at my face with the tines, then twisted to catch his downstroke with the hilt of Lucifer’s obsidian pitchfork. The combined force of both nearly shook the weapon from my hands—Holofernes was just that powerful. 
 
    Yet he clearly hadn’t fought my like in a while. The Angel of Vengeance looked a bit upset that I was still standing, that I hadn’t taken five seconds to kill like everyone else he’d come up against today. That I was fighting back. 
 
    “Judyth Dominia,” I said evenly, reciting the name that had nearly broken Holofernes free during our last fight. “The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy. The bitch who betrayed you…” 
 
    More attacks. This time Holofernes threw a new trick into the mix—he swung out twice, smacking his sword against the side of my pitchfork with an almost casual air, then twisted and smashed his shield against me like a berserker’s bash. The impact rattled my bones and knocked me off my feet. 
 
    As I shot back up, using my wings to evade Holofernes’s stab, I noticed the battle had quieted around us. Angels, demons, Seelie and Unseelie Fae—all of them forgot their bloody combat to watch the heir of Lucifer duel the Angel of Vengeance. I almost fancied I could hear demons throwing down wagers. 
 
    I wouldn’t have bet on me, that’s for sure. Holofernes was disgustingly fast: the angel moved with the kind of quickness one normally must sacrifice all their momentum and power in order to achieve. But he hit like a fucking Mack truck all the same. 
 
    Fire flew from my fingertips as I thrust a fist into the Angel of Vengeance’s face, forcing him backward. Caught off-balance, Holofernes stumbled, and I tried to follow up on it with a slash at his ankles—but it was like trying to cut through a tree with a butter knife. As powerful as Lucifer’s pitchfork was, it pinged off Holofernes’s leg like a pebble, leaving hardly a scratch. 
 
    Holofernes didn’t stay idle for long. The Angel of Vengeance let out an ear-splitting roar and lifted his black sword. The sky darkened as flames the color of ink erupted across the blade, filled with that same strange negative shimmer that surrounded Lilith’s anti-halo. I felt no heat from that blade as Holofernes swung it at me—only cold. A dreadful, deep cold like death itself. 
 
    The panic made me sloppy. Holofernes faked to my left, then swung his shield to the right like someone playing frisbee in the park. The thick stone slab smacked me in the shin and I saw stars. The world swayed as I went down on one knee; Holofernes lifted his sword with both hands and swung down as hard as he could, like a hammer seeking a nail. I rolled to the side just in time, the flaming blade missing me by inches. The crowd ooohed with shock; several angels began to cheer. I’ve got to do something different if I’m going to win this, I thought, glancing at the crowd. I could see each of my harem girls gathered around, having fought or shoved their way through the army to be at my side. Though they spoke not a word, I could hear them cheering me on in their hearts. I could quite literally feel it. 
 
    That bond gave me an idea. 
 
    Holofernes struck out at me as he’d done a dozen times before—and this time, rather than dodge, I bent my head toward my right shoulder like I was trying to work a crick out of my neck. Where I’d been a moment ago was now a writhing mass of tentacles, each connected to the same spot my wings came from. 
 
    The sword cut through them—but to my surprise, it didn’t cut without resistance. Each tentacle had to snap first, resisting the cut like a thick cord of rope. As I bucked to the side, backing in a circle around the Angel of Vengeance, more and more of these tentacles erupted from my shoulders. 
 
    The old me would never have been able to hold this much power. I had enough tentacles to fuck every single one of my harem girls in all their holes at the same time—then, with a roar, enough to fuck the entire army all at once. They looked less like an extension of me than the main event, with my body just a strange appendage to the writhing ball. 
 
    Holofernes looked up at the thick carpet of tentacles I’d summoned and tossed his shield away. He swung as the great writhing mass landed on him, wrapping around his arms and legs. The black sword cut through dozens of the tendrils, hundreds of them, but for every one Holofernes slashed a dozen came in its place to bind him. 
 
    I was more than a Beast. I was the Hydra—and Holofernes couldn’t contain me. 
 
    I stepped through an ocean of writhing black, meeting the Angel of Vengeance head-to-head. He kept on fighting, trying to break free, even as everything below his neck wriggled with dozens upon dozens of tentacles. Some of my demon girls looked like they wanted me to grab them too; angels retched, on the verge of vomiting. 
 
    Alright, Luke, I told myself. Time to win friends and influence demons. 
 
    It felt like a lifetime ago I’d turned all the patrons of a simple diner into my best friends. Freeing the Angel of Vengeance from Titania’s control felt like a Herculean task in comparison. 
 
    “Your name is Holofernes,” I said, gripping the Angel tighter with my tentacles. He was dangerously close to being free—I had to redouble my efforts to pin him to the ground. “You are the Angel of Vengeance. I don’t have anything but my own conspiracy theories to back this up, but I have a strong suspicion you’re the Angel the Almighty sent to bar the entrance to the Garden of Eden after he kicked Adam and Eve out. You know, ‘cause of the whole flaming sword thing and all.” 
 
    Holofernes didn’t say anything—but his struggles decreased. Those big red eyes focused on me, like miniature infernos. 
 
    “You don’t like me very much,” I said, not having to lie. “Shit, I don’t really like you, either. Neither of us are ever going to be best friends, I don’t think. But if you take a look around, Holofernes, I think you’ll notice that things have gotten seriously out of whack with Heaven and Hell. Like, ‘End of Days’, my man.” 
 
    Holofernes blinked. I was getting through to him. 
 
    “You’re sick,” I told the Angel of Vengeance. “You’re sick because your boss left you here in this place to die, and she let a very bad person drive you insane. But you’re better now, right? You are well, Holofernes. You’re not sick anymore. You’re the fucking Angel of Vengeance…” 
 
    That’s when I realized—Holofernes wasn’t looking at me. The Angel had eyes on Lucifer’s pitchfork. 
 
    “What, this thing?” I laughed. “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    And just like that, I tossed the pitchfork across the battlefield. 
 
    It landed near Judyth’s back line, spearing an angel right through and pinning them to the spot like a butterfly. Just as dead, too. I heard Lilith’s scream as I pitched the weapon away, but I was sure someone would get it back to me later. 
 
    “It’s alright,” I told the Angel of Vengeance. “You’ve been sick for a long time, but now you’re well. You’re getting better all the time.” Remembering a time Maddie had sung a Beatles song in the halls of Heaven, I added in my best Paul McCartney, “Get-ting so much bet-ter all the time…” 
 
    Maybe it was my awful singing that did the trick. The Angel of Vengeance blinked, and his eyes were no longer red. Holofernes took in the battlefield, the tentacles holding him against the ground, and the demonic Archlord of Hell standing before him. 
 
    Then he sighed. And there was endless weariness in it. 
 
    “Things have gone very, very far,” the Angel of Vengeance rumbled. “Haven’t they, Luke Bell?” 
 
    “I’m afraid they have,” I told Holofernes. “But you know what they say. You never go so far that you can’t turn around and make your way back again.” 
 
    Holofernes scoffed. “They say that about my side, not yours.” But something inside of the Angel of Vengeance softened. “This is all a mistake,” he muttered. 
 
    “I couldn’t agree more.” 
 
    Holofernes’s eyes narrowed. “In my madness, I heard you speak of bringing the balance back. How would you do that, Luke Bell?” 
 
    I put my thumb against my chin in a pantomime of deep thought. “Well, I was thinking it would be pretty simple. Me in Hell, and you in Heaven. How’s that sound to you?” 
 
    Something deep inside the Angel of Vengeance rumbled. 
 
    “Your proposal is acceptable,” Holofernes said. 
 
    Finally, I allowed a triumphant smirk to cross my face. “Sounds great,” I told him. “Tell you what —why don’t we seal the deal with an official changing of the guard? You see, there’s an old friend on this battlefield I know you’d love to meet.” 
 
    Holofernes followed my finger toward the back line—where Judyth Dominia stood. The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy looked like she’d pissed herself, quaking in fear. 
 
    Holofernes snickered. “Yes. Yes, that is most acceptable.” 
 
    My tentacles let go. And the Angel of Vengeance shot like a rocket toward the woman who betrayed him. 
 
    The crowd, having already declared a makeshift ceasefire to watch Holofernes and I spar, turned their attention to the Angel of Vengeance’s… well, vengeance. Judyth lifted her sword, lightning lapping at the blade as the Headmistress realized how running would make her look in her final moments. I can say that about her, at least—Judyth Dominia died bravely. 
 
    She lasted about fifteen seconds—and that was only because Holofernes wanted to savor the moment. The Headmistress of the Celestial Academy was an administrator, not a fighter, and the Angel of Vengeance had spent literal eons watching her sporadic attempts at sparring. He disarmed her with a simple twist, then gripped her around the throat and lifted her from her feet. His sword, no longer black and shimmery, still burned with holy fire. 
 
    “It is finished,” Holofernes whispered as he pierced Judyth’s heart. 
 
    And it truly was. As the former Headmistress of the Celestial Academy slumped to the ground, dead as a stone, the assembled angels threw down their weapons. In an instant, it was like all the will to fight had been sucked right out of them. Several bowed their heads, looking ashamed to have ever been part of the battle in the first place—though I noted that none of Judyth’s personal cadre made any remorseful noises. 
 
    Holofernes noticed it, too. The Angel of Vengeance was already taking notes. 
 
    “Today is a shameful day,” Holofernes said, pitching his voice above the crowd. “The Celestial Academy will no longer aid Queen Titania in her war of conquest. We shall return home.” His eyes hardened. “Where we will swear in a new Headmaster.” 
 
    I saw dozens of angels swallow hard at that declaration. It’s gonna be fun times in the Celestial Academy for a while, I thought, shaking my head. Glad I don’t have to go back there any time soon… 
 
    Seeing the momentum of the moment, I soared into the air and amplified my own voice. “Unseelie Fae! Your reinforcements have refused to fight. Your Queen has abandoned you. Throw down your weapons and you will be spared. There’s no need for any more bloodshed today!” 
 
    The remaining elves, fairies and other Fae creatures looked at each other, then shrugged and put down their weapons. The battle was over. We’d won. 
 
    As I landed, my harem clustered around me. All except Maddie, who’d been whisked off by Godfrey to receive medical attention. I tried focusing my thoughts to see where she was and what she was doing, but all I got was a blur. She’s unconscious, I thought, but at least she’s not in any pain. Let’s hope Godfrey’s got her stable and resting comfortably. 
 
    “You did it, Luke,” Christina purred, throwing her arms around me. I could feel her nipple piercings against my robes, and knew that every aroused state I’d ever seen my girlfriend in was a mere spark compared to the fire raging through her loins at my victory. “You saved us all! You united the Realms, and stopped the Day of Judgement!” 
 
    My entire harem beamed at me, looking up at their rightful Master. Victory shone in their eyes, along with the assurance that I would be the next Lord of Hell. After a battle like this, how could I not be? 
 
    All of them—except for Eiko. 
 
    Who was white as a sheet. 
 
    “Eiko?” I asked, stepping between Raquelle and Poppy to get a better view of the Divinations instructor. For a moment I thought she’d been hurt, but no wound showed through her fine silver robes. Her mouth moved soundlessly, as if she’d seen a ghost. 
 
    “M-Master,” Eiko muttered, her eyes rolling back in her head. Fuck. She was seeing the future? Now? “Something bad is coming…” 
 
    It was the only warning we got. 
 
    A massive portal slashed through the air, cutting the battlefield in half. Soldiers who’d only moments ago laid down their arms picked them back up again as they fled, running to get away from whatever this horrible thing was. The very ground split apart beneath the portal’s magic, seared by whatever fell creation simmered on the other end. 
 
    A gray-green foot the size of an RV stepped through. Moss covered it from toe to ankle, along with the same black scrawl that had writhed beneath Holofernes’s marbled skin. The portal stretched and stretched, streaking into the sky until the horizon itself felt like a vista from another world. An arm pushed onto the battlefield, grey and smoking and covered in thick cords of muscle—another one joined it. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” I muttered, fully aware of the hypocrisy of the oath. “What the fuck is that?” 
 
    A figure landed next to me. Holofernes. 
 
    “It is her,” the Angel of Vengeance growled, lifting his flaming sword. “The one who came to me when I was stranded in the Fae Realm. I believe you have seen her before—but this is her true form. The beautiful face she’s shown to the Realms is but a mask. This is the true monarch.” 
 
    The monster towered over the battlefield like fucking Godzilla. Her footsteps crushed Fae to paste beneath her heels with every step. 
 
    “You are in the presence of Queen Titania,” Holofernes said bitterly. “The Dark Queen of the Fae.” 
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    “You should have accepted my offer,” Queen Titania rumbled. 
 
    The Dark Queen of the Fae blocked out the sky with her bulk. I’d seen monster movies before, but none of them held a candle to this. King Kong could climb a skyscraper—but Titania was a skyscraper, taller than even the tallest buildings in my hometown. Her every move shook the ground we stood on. 
 
    I can’t believe I ever thought you were beautiful, I thought, craning my neck to stare up at the monster. 
 
    In a flash, Holofernes and Lilith stood at my side. While he wasn’t officially the Headmaster of the Celestial Academy just yet, the Angel of Vengeance certainly looked as if he’d already stepped into the role. From the expression Lilith wore when she looked at him, she’d already mentally conferred to him the authority of the angel’s college. 
 
    “I wish I’d had time to warn you of her,” Holofernes said. “She is a titan, Luke. One of the few creatures in this universe powerful enough to threaten the Almighty himself. Somehow she concealed it from the Celestial Realm, only revealing her true power when absolutely necessary.” 
 
    “She’s one ugly bitch,” Lilith snorted, rolling her eyes. “No sense of style whatsoever. Though I suppose when you’re her size, it’s hard to find clothes to fit you.” 
 
    Ice filled the pit of my stomach as Titania took another step. None of my girls were directly in the line of fire, thank God, but more than a few angels and Fae were unable to get away in time. Titania ground them beneath her heel, the same way she’d been doing to the Unseelie Fae for centuries. 
 
    I glanced at Holofernes, then Lilith. “Heaven and Hell united,” I muttered, shaking my head. “Lilith, you and Judyth managed to cooperate the last time we came to the Fae Realm. I know it lasted all of thirty seconds before you tried to betray each other, but still—do you think it might last a little longer this time?” 
 
    Headmaster and Headmistress shared a look. “I am willing to try and destroy the titan,” Holofernes rumbled, shooting Lilith a desultory look. “With all three of our powers combined, it may be possible to slay the beast. None others should try.” 
 
    “None?” I asked, sounding skeptical. “My harem is powerful, Holofernes—” 
 
    “Your harem is your weakness,” the Angel of Vengeance said, his flat face going flatter. “Had the two of us crossed swords on the battlefield properly, Luke Bell, I would have ignored you in favor of attacking your women. They are a surefire way to bring you to your knees.” 
 
    I thought of the way I’d risked my life to save Maddie. “I suppose you’re right,” I grunted, hating that someone who was technically my enemy had made a great point. “Everyone run!” I roared, extending my wings to their full span. “This is between us and the Queen! Angels, Demons, Fae—get off the fucking battlefield!” 
 
    They didn’t need me to tell them twice.  
 
    A mass exodus began, some people moving with dignity but most just running for their lives. Angels abandoned the battlefield, leaving the demons they’d fought with moments before to scramble in the opposite direction. My harem found itself pulled this way and that by the crowd, trying their best to stay near me. Unlike the forces on either side, my girls didn’t want to leave. 
 
    Queen Titania stared down at the battlefield, smirking like someone who’d just kicked an anthill.  
 
    “Oh no,” the Dark Queen laughed, deep in her throat. “No one’s going anywhere!” 
 
    No one listened. They were too busy running for their lives to hear Queen Titania’s chanting—but they damn sure saw as a black wall of mist appeared around the battlefield. A demon reached it and tried to claw right through, but the stuff was as thick as steel and as squishy as a beanbag chair. Even demons and angels working together couldn’t get through. 
 
    “Trapped!” Lilith snarled, her hands balling into fists. “That bitch! Our forces won’t be able to dent her, but she still won’t let them go…” 
 
    “Luke!” Christina cupped her hands around her mouth, struggling to shout over the crowd. “How can we help you!?” 
 
    “Just get away!” I told my harem, gesturing toward a corner of the battlefield. “Hide, so Titania can’t focus on you instead of me!” I smirked. “Sit back and enjoy the show!” 
 
    My girls grinned and winked as they scattered. They split up, avoiding Queen Titania’s gaze as best they could as the big monster stomped across the battlefield. Each step left a deep imprint in the muddy soil, a footprint large enough to play hopscotch in. The monster moved with no regard for the people beneath it, whether they were on the same side or not. 
 
    “I think they’re clear,” I said, turning back to Lilith and Holofernes. “Shall we?” 
 
    Together, the three of us soared into the air. It felt intensely strange to have both Headmistress and Headmaster at my side as I ascended, rising higher and higher as we rode the updrafts to climb Queen Titania’s massive frame. 
 
    As we climbed, I kept my eye out for weak spots. Maybe all of this was feeling a little bit too much like Shadow of the Colossus, but I had the distinct impression Queen Titania was trying to conceal something. Like Achilles, she looked utterly invincible—but there had to be a weak point somewhere. 
 
    “Foolish,” the Dark Queen chuckled, swatting at the three of us as if we were no more than inconvenient flies. “Don’t you see that I am the utter master of this Realm? I will give you one last chance to surrender, Luke. Bow to me, and I will grant you the power you seek—!” 
 
    Her words were cut off by a beam of pure flame. My pitchfork erupted with primordial power, the air itself igniting along the path of the beam as I silenced Titania with an attack no other demon could produce. 
 
    “Bitch, I already have all the power I could want!” My heart thundered in my chest, all my adrenaline firing at once. Fuck, I felt pumped! “You’re going to die here, Titania! Your reign is at an end!” 
 
    With that opening salvo, the Dark Queen got serious. She grabbed at me as I soared past, trying to catch me in her fist and crush me like a bug. I twisted at the last moment, slipping through her fingers, and was rewarded by a cry of pure frustration from Titania. 
 
    Holofernes opened up with lightning, while Lilith wielded pure primordial flame. I’m not sure if it was her strange anti-halo or the bond with me that had powered her up, but the Headmistress of the Celestial Academy was even more vicious and feral than usual. God-killing amounts of power flowed through Lilith’s demonic body, tearing her clothes to shreds as she threw fireballs at the towering giant. 
 
    Lucky for us Holofernes was so single-minded. Even I couldn’t keep my mind fully on the battle—Lilith’s jiggle was too distracting. 
 
    The Angel of Vengeance unleashed a flurry of lightning bolts as Titania swung at him, then got right up in her face. His flaming sword struck again and again, slicing off bits of her moss-covered skin. I doubted it was much more than a nuisance for a creature the size of Titania, but it focused her attack like nothing else. The Titan ignored Lilith and I entirely, allowing us to pepper her with fire spells while she swatted at the angel in front of her face. 
 
    Then Titania got a hand around Holofernes. She plucked him from the air like a grape off the vine, squeezing with a vicious expression on her face. The Angel of Vengeance slammed his flaming sword through Titania’s palm with all his might, the point ripping through to the other side. Still Titania squeezed. 
 
    A blinding flash filled the battlefield, and suddenly the Titan screamed. 
 
    “Let him go!” Lilith roared.  
 
    She’d formed her power into a flaming hand, almost as large as Titania’s, and had wedged it in between the giantess’s own fingers. The burn seared Holofernes, covering his marbled skin in soot—but the Angel of Vengeance’s body was stone. Titania’s was flesh—and that flesh burned. 
 
    Lilith grabbed Holofernes and dragged him away, moving smoothly aside as I fired another beam of primordial power from my pitchfork.  
 
    “You know, it was always your side with the proverbs,” the demoness quipped as she helped Holofernes back into the fight. “But that one about ‘a cord of three strands is not easily broken’—I’m starting to think your boss had the right idea with that one!” 
 
    Our combined attacks weren’t enough to kill Queen Titania. Not in this form. B 
 
    ut we could harry her senseless—and from the epic temper tantrum the Dark Queen had begun to throw, we were getting under her skin. Both literally and figuratively. She couldn’t catch us, she couldn’t kill us. 
 
    “We’re not locked in here with you!” I roared, remembering a line from one of my favorite comic books. “You’re locked in here with us!” 
 
    Queen Titania leaned back, blinking in confusion. Clearly, she was not a woman of culture. 
 
    The Dark Queen began moving backward. Each of her steps shook the ground like an oncoming storm, scattering angels and demons still trapped on the battlefield. 
 
     I caught flashes of wings and horns, faint screams carried on the wind.  
 
    We needed to end this fight soon.  
 
    The longer it went on, the heavier the casualties would be on both sides. 
 
    I pulled back to confer with Holofernes and Lilith for a moment. “We need to find a way to combine our powers,” I said, glancing down at my pitchfork.  
 
    Three tines, three fighters.  
 
    There had to be something to that—it was too much of a coincidence to not make sense.  
 
    “Lucifer said I had to progress down three paths in order to succeed him as the Lord of Hell,” I said. 
 
    “Mine,” Lilith snapped, “the cloudsitters…” She thrusted a clawed thumb at Holofernes, “…and the Fae Realm. We know—it’s the path every Lord of Hell must walk. Lucifer never shut up about it. What are you getting at?” 
 
    I shook my head, feeling on the cusp of a great revelation. “Three paths, three Realms, three powers,” I said, gesturing at my triple-tined pitchfork. “Maybe, if we all struck Titania at once, we could—” 
 
    I didn’t get any further than that. A wave of green energy washed over the battlefield, stealing the energy from my limbs. I began to fall, Lilith and Holofernes tumbling right next to me, and slammed into the muddy ground with more annoyance than pain. Taking us out of the air was only a mild setback at best—what was Titania playing at? 
 
    Then I realized. Making her enemies temporarily earthbound wasn’t an attack. It was merely the side effect. 
 
    The wave of green energy became a fan that raked across the battlefield, spilling from Titania’s open, screaming mouth. That scream rose in pitch and volume until it shut out all other noise, forcing the scattered demons to throw their hands over their ears even as they ran for their lives. 
 
    “Fuck,” I screamed soundlessly, digging my thumbs into my ears. “She’s got a fucking laser!” 
 
    That laser etched a deep furrow into the battlefield, raking from one end of the clearing to the other. Everywhere it touched, the ground exploded as if landmines had been placed just beneath the surface. I saw angels blown to paste, demons disintegrated as they failed to get out of the way in time. I opened myself to my bond with my harem almost as a reflex, checking to make sure they were alright. 
 
    They were. But what was happening wouldn’t keep them that way for long. 
 
    The canyon Queen Titania had scorched through the center of the battlefield cracked open. As the walls of earth retreated, heat filled the arena. A horrifying glow spilled from the ground, and for a few moments I thought the Dark Queen had somehow cut a portal through the Realms, opening a path to Hell itself. 
 
    But no. There was just a river of lava beneath the spot Queen Titania had chosen to fight us on. 
 
    “She planned this the whole time,” I realized, my blood going cold. “Fuck, we’re trapped like rats. She’s going to kill everyone!” 
 
    The river of lava became a lake. The walls of the canyon pushed further and further back, until the entire center third of the battlefield became a no man’s land. Every demon that could take to the air did—and those who couldn’t looked for someone to save them. I caught a glimpse of Raquelle soaring into the air on her black and white wings, a squalling Poppy screaming with fright in her arms. The rest of my harem could fly, which made them safe for now. But none of them could fly forever, and soon, there’d be no safe place to land. 
 
    Lilith could see the score as clearly as I could. “She’ll destroy the whole battlefield if we don’t kill her now,” the demoness hissed. “You’re right, Luke—this was her last-ditch fail-safe if the battle went bad. Titania can likely survive the lake of lava longer than any of us—she’ll be the only one to walk free once the battlefield is consumed!” 
 
    “Not if I have anything to say about it,” Holofernes rumbled. 
 
    “That’s the spirit,” I said, gazing up at the titanic monster. “We don’t have time for a long battle of attrition. Given the circumstances, I think our best chance is to attack together. How’s a good old fashioned suicide run sound?” 
 
    Lilith snorted. “Never thought I’d end my life as a kamikaze,” the Headmistress of the Infernal Academy said, shaking her head. “But then again, there’s a lot of things I thought I’d never do before meeting you, Luke. Like taking a tentacle a foot deep in my—” 
 
    “Enough,” Holofernes snapped, shaking his head with derision. “I tire of your endless lusts.” 
 
    “Says the Headmaster whose school does more whippings than an entire legion of flagellants,” Lilith retorted with a smirk. “Come on, let’s do this. Do or die, right?” 
 
    It most certainly was. 
 
    With a little nod of respect from both Headmaster and Headmistress, the three of us tore into the air like bats out of Hell. Each of us charged up as we ascended toward the mammoth form of Queen Titania, reaching for every ounce of power our bodies could hold.  
 
    The Dark Queen sneered down at us, chuckling like tectonic plates banging together. “You’re too late!” she laughed, kicking apart one of the few islands left in the sea of lava. “You know what the difference is between you and me, Luke Bell?” 
 
    “Only one of us is going to be dead in a minute,” I shot back, climbing toward her stupid, smug face. 
 
    Titania shook her massive head. “I’m not… sentimental, like you. I’m more than happy to sacrifice as many pawns as it takes to win. Are you? You’d better check on your pawns, Luke, if you want them to survive the battle.” 
 
    It was a trick. A distraction. Had to be. But I opened my senses anyway, to check on my harem girls. Just for a moment, to touch base and make sure they were alright before I reenacted the Death Star trench run down Queen Titania’s throat. 
 
    What I saw nearly knocked me out of the air. 
 
    My harem was clustered near a corner of the battlefield, flying around an inky finger of rock sticking from the lava sea. They circled the tiny island, each taking turns to rest for a few precious moments before streaking skyward to stay above the churning magma. They looked like they could do that for quite a while yet—that wasn’t what turned the blood in my veins to icewater. 
 
    They were under attack. Queen Titania’s Unseelie forces had regrouped around the titan’s legs and pressed the attack, assaulting the corner of the battlefield where my harem had sought refuge. 
 
    Suddenly, I understood exactly what Titania meant by ‘sacrificing pawns’. Her forces charged heedlessly through the lava, sinking and burning and dying by the dozens. But it didn’t matter—even decimated by battle, she had more than enough troops left to fill the gap. The living climbed over the dead, closing the distance between what was left of her army and my girls. 
 
    It’s the bridge all over again, I realized. 
 
     Queen Titania’s control over her troops was so absolute, she could command them into a kamikaze attack and they’d obey. It didn’t matter how many of her people she lost, as long as enough reached my harem to rip them apart. Any minute now, they’d be there.  
 
    Once that island fell, my girls would have to touch down eventually. First one, then the rest would die. 
 
    “You’re insane!” I roared, firing a bolt of flame at Queen Titania’s face. “You’re murdering your own people!” 
 
    The titan shrugged, moss and dirt falling from her mammoth shoulders. As it fell into the lava below, smoking and burning, she said in a haughty tone: “They are glad to die. If you could see their faces, Luke, you’d know that they were smiling as they jumped into the lava…” 
 
    Okay, that creeped me right the fuck out. “You won’t stop me,” I growled, flying faster. My wings beat against the current, and I had to trust that Holofernes and Lilith were keeping pace behind me. I couldn’t afford to look back. “All I have to do is kill you, and I’ll break your control. Your army won’t kill themselves to kill my harem without you whispering in their minds!” 
 
    Another of those shrugs. “It matters not to me,” Titania growled. “Look—the little one is going to fall!” 
 
    My mind screamed that it was another trap. Still, I refocused my attention, flashing across the battlefield into the minds of my harem girls. The little one could only refer to Poppy—and as I slipped into her mind, I felt utter terror. 
 
    Fae covered the finger of rock, keeping my girls from landing safely. They fought, but with Poppy in her arms, Raquelle couldn’t do much to stem the tide. The Fae struck at the redheaded angel again and again, intent on bringing her down. 
 
    When I came back to myself, I was right in Queen Titania’s face. The titan peered at me intently, holding back her fury for the moment. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Titania asked, her massive brows furrowing together. “When you disappear like that, where do you go?” 
 
    Her moment of hesitation was exactly what I needed.  
 
    Gripping the pitchfork in both hands, I thrust it forward, aiming at a spot just above the bridge of her nose. Her sloped, moss-covered forehead gave beneath the sharp tines of the pitchfork as liquid fire exploded from my weapon. It poured down her face, searing the cruel face of the building-sized titan. 
 
    Twin beams of energy struck the titan from either side. I didn’t need to look—I knew Holofernes and Lilith were attacking with everything they had.  
 
    I drove the pitchfork deeper into Titania’s face, then deeper, seeking her brain. A pitchfork lobotomy was my only chance.  
 
    If I could disable her before her goons pulled Raquelle and Poppy into the lava, I could win the war right then and there.  
 
    I could be the Lord of Hell, with my harem by my side, and rule over the Infernal Realm forever and a day. 
 
    Inhuman screams tore from Titania’s throat as my pitchfork drilled deeper. A massive hole had opened in the Dark Queen’s forehead, with lava pouring from the wound like pus. I didn’t let up for a moment, howling with demonic rage as I unleashed the Beast inside. 
 
    “Die!” I commanded, drawing back the pitchfork and making a final, desperate stab into Titania’s brain. “Fucking die!” 
 
    I could feel Titania’s brain pulsing through the membrane of her skull. I was inches away—my beam of unholy fire bored through her like a power drill, seeking her weak spot. Another thirty seconds and the Dark Queen of the Fae would have been dead or incapacitated, unable to command her troops to kill my harem. The war would have been won. Would I have been able to kill her before her army did the same to Christina, Mareth, Eiko, Raquelle, Poppy? Would I have won the world, only to lose one of my girls? 
 
    I’d never know. Because I didn’t get the chance. 
 
    A flash of light on the horizon caught my attention. I hesitated to look for a single instant, focused completely on my task—and in that instant, the entire world ripped itself apart. 
 
    Something tore through the wall Queen Titania had erected around the arena, punching through it like it was made of paper. It had the head of a serpent and the wings of an eagle, and moved like the wind as it tore across the battlefield.  
 
    As large as Titania was, this thing made her look like a child’s toy. I’d never seen a creature this size before—not in this or any Realm. 
 
    The triumphant look I’d expected on Queen Titania’s face didn’t materialize. She looked even more shocked and upset by this newcomer than I did.  
 
    The titan twisted away, growling as smoke poured from the gaping wound in her forehead. I moved with her, trying to punch all the way through her protective armor and into her brain, but the Dark Queen had already begun to flee. 
 
    Whatever this creature was, it reduced a monster as powerful as Titania to outright panic.  
 
    What the hell was I facing? 
 
    The wall around the battlefield dissolved.  
 
    Titania’s army froze, blinking rapidly as Titania’s control over them faded. Then they saw the serpentine monster bearing down on them and ran, pure terror filling their faces as they fled. I could see my harem touching down just outside the battlefield, safe on the other side of the lava sea. Relief flooded me as I realized they were safe. 
 
    Then I was face to face with the monster, and I could think of nothing else. 
 
    How could I have ever called myself the Beast? Compared to the thing floating before me, I was a speck of dust. Even Titania was little more than a puppy dog compared to the serpent—this thing was the true Beast. I’m not sure how I knew that, even then, but as I looked into its piercing black eyes, the knowledge whispered in the back of my brain. 
 
    This thing was older than dirt. Older than the Realms. It had seen stars be born and die, galaxies wither away to dust. 
 
    It took one look at me and snorted, black smoke pouring from its nostrils. Then, in a flash, it tore across the other side of the battlefield, leaving us behind as if we were of no more concern to it than ants would have been to you or me. 
 
    I hung in the sky for several minutes, watching the creature disappear over the horizon. Wherever it was going, I did not envy those at its destination. 
 
    Once it had disappeared fully, I flew down to the newly formed shore of the lava lake to check on my harem. Titania had fled the battlefield, and her army followed her. The Dark Queen of the Fae had abandoned the field. 
 
    We’d won. For today, at least. But the appearance of that strange creature made one thing perfectly clear. 
 
    We’d just started a whole new goddamn ballgame. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Steam poured from the stones. The lake of lava created by Queen Titania had begun to harden almost immediately after she fled the battlefield, and by the time I’d verified each of my harem girls were safe, the sea of smoldering magma had already become a glossy black patch of rock on the grassy landscape. You wouldn’t have wanted to walk on it, but in a few weeks, it would make a pretty cool landmark in the Fae Realm. An obsidian beach? 
 
    Yeah, okay, maybe not. I wouldn’t be setting up shop here any time soon, that was for sure. 
 
    My girls lay splayed on the grass, too tired even to joke about celebrating our survival with some sex. Each of them had stretched themselves to the limit between fighting Titania’s army and keeping each other alive over the lava sea, and now they were going to need some recuperation before we could limp our way home. I was more than happy to give it to them. 
 
    After all, I had some thinking to do. 
 
    “I can’t believe we’re alive,” Raquelle groaned.  
 
    The redhead lay on her stomach in the grass, her brilliant black and white wings covered in soot. The heat had torn away patches of her feathers, until she looked like one of those online prank videos where someone makes a ‘mistake’ with an electric razor at the barber shop. It would grow back, I knew, and she’d look as beautiful and fierce as ever. But right now, she looked frazzled. 
 
    “What in the world was that thing?” That was Christina, who lay snuggled up against me on her back. Her tits rose and fell rapidly like she’d just finished a heavy workout, her nipple piercings pushing through her demonic chest armor. “Titania took one look at it and ran for the hills. I’m scared to even think what the fuck it could be…” 
 
    Mareth sat cross-legged by the cooling lake of lava, her face a study in concern.  
 
    “I think I might know,” the succubus said, looking over what remained of the battlefield. “But I don’t want to say. Because if I say it, it might come true—and fuck, if what I’m thinking is the truth, then we’re all in a lot of trouble…” 
 
    I’d followed Mareth’s train of thought even further than she guessed. But I didn’t want to panic anyone—not yet, in any case.  
 
    “Godfrey,” I grunted, reaching through the bond connecting me to my harem. “We’re going to need a pick up, my man.” 
 
    The cheerful voice of my battle tank filled the air. “I’ll be there as quickly as I can, Master!” the hovercraft trilled, his voice carried by magic from wherever he’d gotten himself off to. A pretty neat trick, if I did say so myself. “I am currently in the Infernal Realm, securing medical attention for Maddie. As soon as I am able, I will return to you!” 
 
    “Maddie,” I whispered, watching the expressions on every member of my harem fall simultaneously. “Godfrey, how is she? Don’t hold anything back. Be honest with me.” 
 
    I saw the angel in my mind’s eye, tumbling from the sky as ten thousand volts coursed through her beautiful body. How could anyone come back from that? 
 
    “I won’t lie to you, Master! In fact, I am completely incapable of falsehood!” I didn’t really appreciate Godfrey assuring me of this fact, given the circumstances. “Maddie is gravely injured. For a great deal of the trip back to the Infernal Realm, I was unsure of whether she would make it or not.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Christina sobbed, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “Oh Maddie, oh sweetheart…” 
 
    “Maddie is currently in stable condition, being treated by the best specialists the Infernal Academy has. She has not regained consciousness, but her injuries no longer appear to be life threatening. But, Master…” 
 
    “But what!?” I snapped. “I told you not to lie to me, Godfrey!” 
 
    The vehicle sighed. “The surgeons of Hell have done their best to treat Maddie, Master. But she’s still unconscious. It appears that nothing they’ve been able to do has the power to free her from her coma. They’re beginning to suspect magical influences.” 
 
    “Queen Titania,” I growled, the realization flooded me. “She’s behind this.” 
 
    Judyth had pulled the trigger. But Queen Titania had handed her the bullets—and even now, the Dark Queen of the Fae’s power kept Maddie from getting better.  
 
    What would happen if we didn’t pull her out of that coma?  
 
    My harem would remain incomplete until she was back with us in her proper place. 
 
    No, not just my harem. My family. 
 
    “We’ve got to track her down,” Christina said, sitting up. “That bitch has her claws in Maddie’s soul. We’ve got to make her let go!” 
 
    Just then, I heard footsteps.  
 
    I turned to see three figures making their way around the edges of the obsidian lake: Holofernes, Lilith, and Siobhan. The Headmaster of the Celestial Academy, the Headmistress of the Infernal one, and the woman who would soon be Queen of the Fae. 
 
    A leader for each Realm. And all of them swore fealty to me—or at least respected me enough not to try and stop me. 
 
    “Luke,” Lilith purred, grinning down at me. In comparison to the rest of us, the Headmistress didn’t have a hair out of place. Her power was great enough that she’d been able to recover after combat almost immediately. I made a mental note to pick up a couple of tips from her later. “The battle wasn’t a total victory, but we’ve made great strides today. Great strides.” 
 
    “With the Unseelie on the back foot,” Siobhan said smoothly, “we’ll be able to conquer the rest of the Fae Realm with ease. A united Fae will be able to resist Queen Titania—and free your friend.” 
 
    “You have bigger problems to worry about.” 
 
    Everyone froze. That voice had come from somewhere above us, crackling with power. Lilith wore an expression of shock and dismay, while the rest of my harem just looked awestruck. As for me, an almost irresistible weariness stole over me at the sound of that voice. 
 
    I knew exactly who it was, of course. It could be none other than the man himself. 
 
    Lucifer landed at the edge of the burning obsidian lake, the molten metal troubling him not at all. Despite this impressive display of power, the Prince of Darkness looked more haggard than I’d ever seen him. Large bags hung beneath his piercing eyes, and more wrinkles than normal covered his forehead and cheeks. His jet-black hair had a white streak running through it, which made him look either like Rogue from the X-Men or Paulie from The Sopranos. I couldn’t decide which. 
 
    Lilith shrank away at the sight of her ex-husband, stepping aside to admit him into our circle.  
 
    As he came before me, I gasped. Lucifer’s clothes were dirty and torn, and there was evidence of several wounds on his body that had yet to heal. What the fuck had happened to the master of Hell? 
 
    “I have good news and bad news,” Lucifer said, a faint trace of his wry humor cutting through his weariness. “Which would you like to hear first, Luke?” 
 
    Somehow, I managed to rise to my feet. “Better take the good first,” I said. 
 
    Lucifer snickered at that. “The good news is that after seeing your performance in the Fae Realm, I’ve decided you’re more than ready for that promotion. I’m going to skip right over making you an Archlord, young man—as of right now, you are a Lord of Hell. A step below the Prince of Darkness himself. In addition, I officially name you my Heir Apparent. Once I retire, or am removed from my position by any means, you will take my place.” 
 
    I heard Christina cry out in recognition, dropping to her knees. Next to her, the rest of my harem soon did the same. 
 
    “I’m honored,” I said, though I didn’t truly feel it. Later I would, but right now, the bone-deep weariness combined with my worries about Maddie stole away my thoughts. “Thank you, Lucifer.” 
 
    “No need to thank me,” the Prince of Darkness said, holding up his hands. “I haven’t told you the bad news yet, young man.” 
 
    I looked out toward the horizon, where I’d watched that massive serpent disappear into the sky. “It’s about that monster, isn’t it?” 
 
    Lucifer nodded gravely. “Very astute. Only it’s no ordinary monster, Luke—it is the Beast. The Beast of Revelation.” 
 
    The Prince of Darkness clapped me on my shoulder. That winning, panty-dropping smile never left his fact, but for a fraction of a moment, I saw something no mortal in human history had ever borne witness to. An impossible look filled Lucifer’s gaze, banished as quickly as it had come. 
 
    Lucifer was scared. 
 
    “And now that it’s free, it’s going to consume the entire universe unless you stop it. Starting with Hell itself.” 
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     [image: IS1]   
 
      
 
   



 

 Facebook Fan Group 
 
    You can also join my Facebook Reader Group and follow my Facebook Page. 
 
   

 

 Follow me on Amazon 
 
    Amazon is often slow to update readers on new releases, so the best way to get notified is by clicking this link and then clicking the Follow button. 
 
   

 

 Immortal Swordslinger 
 
    Have you read my martial arts fantasy story, Immortal Swordslinger? Check it out on Amazon. 
 
   

 

 Bone Lord 
 
    Do you like characters with a darker shade of magic? Bone Lord is my necromancer adult fantasy. Check it out on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    Fan Groups       
 
    Do you like Gamelit & LitRPG stories? Check out the Gamelit Society Facebook Group for recommendations and fun! 
 
      
 
    Do you like stories where the main character has more than one love interest? Check out the Harem Lit Facebook group. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    About the Author  
 
    Dante King is an author of Men’s Adventure fiction in various flavors. His books involve strong male protagonists who know what they want and do what’s required to get it. 
 
      
 
    You can connect with him at DanteKingAuthor.com 
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