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When my mother first introduced me to the world of demons, monsters and magic at the great old age of 4 years old, I thought she was telling a bedtime story. When I was 18 years old and my parents were killed by demons, I fled to university and vowed to kill demons.

Turns out if you want to find demons, kill them and trap them. The weird and wonderful former council estate where people die, go missing and other weird and twisted things happen every day, is a great place to go. 

You see my name is Keenan Walker. Please forgive me for the almost cliché nature of the saying but by day, I am a biology university student because I flat out love understanding how cells, biological processes and sex works. And by night, I am either enjoying hanging with my cute boyfriend Owain and my friends, or killing demons.

Tonight, I was hoping going to capture a demon who probably loved sex as much as I did.

It also helped that Owain was amazing in the sack too.

I knelt on the lustrous red carpet of my bedroom inside my shared university house, finished chanting the Latin words that burnt my tongue and I spilled a few drops of my young blood onto the floor.

The warm air with hints of roses, lavender and freshly ground coffee from my housemates downstairs hummed slightly. I was so looking forward to capturing whatever demon I summoned tonight, because it was another danger removed from the world.

And hopefully, another son or daughter or child wouldn’t lose their parents to the awful creatures.

The warm air crackled, hummed and banged slightly as a bloodred portal teared through the fabric of reality in the middle of my bedroom. I smiled, climbed onto my bed and took off my white shirt. 

The shirt landed with the rest of my dirty, unwashed boxers, briefs and other shirts that I littered on the red carpet. My mum had told me that incubus demons loved manly musk, natural smells and all the sexual pleasures I could give them.

The best way to attract a demon was to make sure it was too high on excess. Hence why I hadn’t done my washing in three weeks. My bedroom reeked of my manly musk.

Something Owain wasn’t complaining about. I really did love him.

As a shadowy figure stepped through the tear in reality, I made sure I looked as good as I could for the incubus demon. My long brown hair was flowing, lustrous and seductive. My hard, toned body was completely uncovered for the demon and my lips were full.

I had even added a little lip gloss for the demon. And demons say I don’t try to impress them before I kill them.

Some demons are just tasteless.

The incubus demon clicked his fingers, his shadowy body transformed and my wayward parts went rock hard. He was hot and stunning and he was just striking.

The demon looked like a cute twenty-year-old man. His short blond hair was parted perfectly to the right. All I wanted, needed to do was run my hand through it. The demon’s large lips looked so smooth, warm and tasty. And his muscular body was stunning too.

If the demon was a real person then he must have gone to the gym every day of the week. His biceps were so hard, so well-sculptured and his ass looked so firm. I shook my head. I wasn’t even sure if I could grab his ass with my hand.

That’s how big it was.

I sat up on the bed, the demon grinned at me and I forced myself to seductively run my hands over my lean body. The demon grinned even more and I was even more turned on.

I couldn’t kill this demon, capture it or harm it in any way. I gave the demon a boyish grin. The demon was so cute, so stunning and I knew the sex would be amazing.

And mind-blowing in more ways than one.

I shook away the silly thoughts because I had to kill this demon, or at least capture it. I wanted to interrogate it, ask it questions and see what else I could learn. The demons had to die.

I was not allowing anymore children, teenagers or adults to lose a loved one to the demons. All demons had to die no matter how cute, sexy and stunning they looked. 

I already had the Blessed Chains, Dagger and Holy Water from the local church down the side of my bed. No demon could see the Blessed items because it was against their nature but I had to be able to act when the time was right.

If I used the items too early, they would fail. If I used the items too late, I would be killed. I had to use them at the exact right moment. 

And no matter how great their asses looked. The sex would be amazing.

A small part of me, despite knowing how the demon would make me mindless, would corrupt me and would turn me into a sex drone, was actually tempted. 

All the literature about incubus talked about how incredible the sex was, how happy it made people and life after meeting an incubus was boring in comparison. I had nothing to lose my having sex with the incubus and everything to gain by enjoying it.

I shook the stupid thought away.

The warm air was filled with the sweet, choking and sexy aroma of sex and manly musk. My entire bedroom stunk of my wonderful boyfriend but the smell was even more intense.

My wayward part was rock hard, I was so horny and I really wanted release. Owain had always been such a great, caring and respectful lover that whenever I smelt him, I knew we were going to have great sex.

The incubus climbed onto the bed, my black silk sheets sank a little and a shiver of pleasure ran up my spine. This was happening.

“Do you need a little release there?” the incubus asked pointing at my tent in my jeans. “I can release you, give you so much pleasure and make your wildest, kinkiest dreams come true,”

Every word of the incubus was like smooth, velvety chocolate entering my mind. I wanted to listen to the incubus all day, I never wanted it to leave and I couldn’t kill it.

The demon gestured he wanted to touch my leg, I nodded and the demon seductively ran a hand up my leg. The touch was so warm, so hot and there was so much passion behind it that it took everything I had not for me to cum right there and then.

I wanted this demon to bend me over, fuck me and make me one of its drones. I needed the demon’s touch, guidance and sexual pleasure. 

“You want to make a little deal with me, don’t you?” the incubus asked grinning. “You want to be my good little boy, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said without thinking and the submission only turned me on even more. 

“You want to be a good little boy for Daddy. Say it. You know you want to,” the incubus said stroking my inner thigh.

“Yes please. Please Daddy make me your good boy,” 

The demon leant even closer, its lips parted slightly and my stomach filled with butterflies. I was so excited to kiss him.

What about me?

Owain’s words slammed into my mind and I didn’t stop, because he was right. I had friends, a hot and lovely boyfriend and I had a future to live for. I couldn’t give my life away to a demon.

“Ignore your doubts,” the incubus said rubbing my wayward part slowly, teasing me and driving me wild. “I am your future. I am the source of your pleasure and everything you need is because of me,”

“Yes Sir,” I said getting even more turned on by my submission to the sexy demon.

Our lips locked, the kiss was sweet, tender and everything I had ever wanted. The incubus was so much better than Owain in every possible way and I didn’t even care that I had a life and boyfriend here. The incubus was my Lord and Master now.

I was his property, I was his Good Boy and I just needed his touch.

The incubus’s tongue slipped into my mouth, our tongues locked and he was amazing. The passion, the raw desire and the tenderness was out of this world.

The incubus pinned me down on the bed, I groaned in pleasure and I never wanted this moment to end.

We died remember. They killed us.

My parents’ words slammed into my mind, I stopped and the incubus’s smooth skin turned rock-like for a moment.

The incubus




































d2d_images/cover.jpg
OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO

CONNOR
WHITELEY

CAPTURING
AN INCUBUS

DARK LONTEMPORAR YYYYYYYY
OOOOOOOOOOO





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





