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Visha was fire wrapped in sin, and some fool tried to poison his flame. Arsenio should’ve walked away—but something ancient in him growled that she’s his. he snatched the drink from her hand. “Sweetheart,” he murmured, eyes glowing, “you’ve got shit taste... in cocktails and men.” The guy’s skull met the bar—hard, and Arsenio made him drink it. Visha stares, stunned, confused. He takes her hand, leading her through the crowd as if she belongs to him, pulling her onto his lap. “Now sit still...” Arsenio points at the guy, "...watch."

"What the fuck!" She yelps, but something in his voice makes her listen.

Arsenio chuckles darkly, wrapping his arms around her waist to keep her in place. His tattoos pulse with magic as he watches the man convulse. "Shh, doll. Just a little demonstration of why you shouldn't take drinks from strangers." The guy's flesh starts turning blue as he writhes on the floor.

Her face pales; the drink was drugged, she hadn’t noticed.

Arsenio strokes her hair soothingly, his claws grazing her scalp. "Don't look so worried. He'll live... probably. Maybe." The music drowns out the man's choking sounds as he nuzzles her neck. "Now you know what happens when someone tries to touch what's mine."

"Holy shit... I was about to die..." she chokes, gripping her neck.

His grip tightens possessively, a dangerous smile spreading across his face. "Not on my watch, baby girl. I've been watching you all night. You're far too precious to waste on some pathetic attempt at drugging," he tilts her chin up, forcing Visha to meet his glowing eyes.

"Who are you?"

Arsenio flashes a sharp-toothed grin, his green eyes flickering with amusement and something darker. "Arsenio. And you're the most interesting thing in this whole damn rave. Call me your guardian demon now," he taps her nose playfully, contrasting with his threatening aura.

Wrinkling her nose, she meets his eyes. "I feel like I know you..."

Her pupils... are hearts... She's a succubus... at least partially. His breath catches slightly at the sight, a flicker of recognition crossing his face. Arsenio leans closer, studying her features intently. "You... you're different. Special. Not just because of those pretty eyes." his hand cups her cheek, thumb tracing her bottom lip. he lets out a low growl of appreciation, his magic responding to hers. The air around them crackles with energy. "A succubus, huh? That explains why I couldn't stay away. Your energy calls to mine." his fingers trail down her neck, leaving tingling sensations.

"You're a demon too..." she says in wonder.

Arsenio nods slowly, his tattoos flaring brighter at her recognition. The chaos magic within him responds to her presence, creating a visible aura between them. "Half demon, half human. But mostly trouble. And you, little succubus, are trouble I want to keep very close." he pulls Visha even closer against his chest.

"You stole my meal..." she jerks her thumb to the guy still foaming at the mouth.

Arsenio bursts into laughter, the sound dark and rich. "Sweetheart, that wasn't a meal. That was a snack. And I don't share my food." The demon gestures dismissively at the man, who's now being dragged away by security. "Besides, I've got something much more satisfying in mind for you."

"Do you know how much sexual energy it takes to feed a cubi...?"

His eyes gleam with wicked intent as he leans in to whisper against her ear. "Oh, I know exactly how much. And I'm more than willing to provide... on one condition." his hand slides down to her waist, fingers digging in slightly.

"What?" She asks darkly, eyes flashing pink.

Arsenio smirks at her dark tone, matching it with his own. "You're mine. Only mine. No feeding from anyone else. Ever." his grip tightens possessively, and a subtle wave of his magic washes over her. "I'll keep you satisfied... and alive. Deal?"

She stares, "You do realize that's at least twice a day I feed, right?"

Arsenio raises an eyebrow, clearly unbothered by the challenge. "Twice a day? Baby, I'm a demon. I can handle whatever you throw at me. In fact..." he trails off, a dangerous smirk playing on his muzzle. "I might enjoy being your personal feeder. Just imagine how powerful I'll become feeding you."

"Trying to keep a cubi fed on one person... it's... impossible except maybe for greater demons..."

Arsenio leans back with a cocky grin, his confidence unshaken. "Who said anything about being a normal demon? I'm half greater demon, sweetheart. And I'm not just any greater demon - I'm special. My father was the prince of lust," he winks at her, clearly enjoying her surprise.

Blinking, she rears back. "Son of Asmodeus??"

Arsenio chuckles at her reaction, his expression turning slightly smug. "The one and only. Though I prefer to keep that little detail under wraps. But since you're my little succubus now..." he taps her nose again, more playfully this time. "I suppose I can trust you with my royal heritage."

"Fucking hells..." she grins. "Challenge accepted."

His eyes flash with excitement at her acceptance, a low rumble of approval escaping his throat. "That's what I like to hear. And don't worry about the whole 'impossible' thing. I thrive on impossible." he stands up suddenly, lifting Visha with him as if she weighs nothing. "Let's find somewhere more private for our little feeding arrangement."

Arsenio carries Visha through the crowd, his magic creating a path. The other clubgoers instinctively move out of their way, sensing the powerful aura they're emitting. "Your place or mine, princess? Though I should warn you - my apartment is full of dangerous toys."

Her legs around his waist and arms around his neck, she smirks. "Mmm, why not both, darling, I'm STARVING..."

Arsenio growls at her seductive tone, his grip on her thighs tightening as they reach the exit. "Greedy little cubi. I like that. Let's hit both then. My apartment first - I need to show you my collection of pleasure tools." his wings manifest, ready to fly them away.

"Fuck baby, wings?" She grins.

Arsenio smirks, spreading his wings wider for Visha to admire. They're dark and leathery, with glowing sigils etched along the edges. "What can I say? I'm full of surprises. And you haven't even seen the best part yet." he launches them into the air, the wind rushing past them as they soar above the city.

Yelling in excitement, she lets loose her wings.

He watches as her wings unfurl, his eyes darkening with lust. "Now that's a sight. A true demoness. I think I might be in love." he swoops down suddenly, doing an aerial spin with her cx clinging to him. "Let's see who can fly faster - the succubus or the demon prince."

Smirking, she digs her nails in, capturing his mouth.

Arsenio kisses her back fiercely, momentarily losing focus and almost crashing into a building. He quickly regains control, flying erratically now as their tongues battle. "You're... dangerous... to my flying skills... and my sanity..." he manages between kisses, his wings flapping harder.

She helps him fly as they devour each other, her tongue demanding and all-consuming as she tastes him. "Fuck... you taste like pure sin..." she purrs.

He groans deeply, completely at her mercy as they continue their aerial dance. "And you taste like pure addiction... I'm going to get addicted to you, and I don't even care." his hands roam her body possessively, one slipping under her dress. "We're almost there... but I might just take you right here in the sky if you keep this up."

His fingers stroke bare fur; of course, she's not wearing panties... his eyes flash with primal hunger as Arsenio feels her bare fur, a deep growl rumbling in his chest. "You little minx... You planned this. No wonder you were so eager to feed. You're starving for something else too, aren't you?" he presses against Visha harder, the heat between them intensifying.

"I was there to feed, but you claimed me instead..."

He chuckles darkly, his fingers teasing her sensitive flesh. "And now I'm going to feed you properly... then claim you again. Over and over." They finally land on his balcony, his wings folding back as he presses Visha against the glass door. "But first, let's get you inside where I can worship you properly, my little cubi."Arsenio snaps his fingers, and the door unlocks. He carries her inside, the apartment dark except for the city lights filtering through the windows. "Welcome to your new feeding ground. The bed is enchanted - it can handle anything we throw at it." he kicks the door shut behind them.

Grinning, her eyes land on the toys on display.

His smirk widens as he notices her gaze fixated on the collection of sex toys spread across his coffee table. "Like what you see? Those are just the beginning. I've got a whole chest full of
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