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Chapter One

“Who are you?” the man
asked, lips quivering but chin still held high.

“My name is Anarchy. I rule
the domain known as hell, and baby, I like it hot. My boots are
steal tipped, a whip is always on my belt and my cock is always
ready to ravage.” I grinned, showing my fangs, and the man finally
crumpled. He fell to the ground, his lips pressing against said
boots, ass in the air. Tempting, but no. I kicked him away. “You
have been a bad boy.” I looked at the scroll that my servant held
out. The ends were slightly burnt from the heat down here. “Mr.
Fendore, you are charged with killing a man in a bar, raping two
women and kicking your...dude, you kicked your mother.” I glanced
up to see the man’s face pale. “Fucking wrong.” I shook my head and
heard the man begin to sob. “You get the pleasure of spending your
eternity with Baby. Welcome to the dark side, Mr.
Fendore.”

The ground beneath the man rumbled,
and a portal opened. He screamed, his fingers digging into the hot
dirt around him, but nothing would keep him from his fate. He slid
into the swirling blue crevice and landed on a hard, flat surface.
I smiled, knowing his punishment would be fitting. Baby was a
two-headed dragon with a monster cock, and he liked to hear men
scream.

I smiled as a screech rang out just
before the portal closed. “Next!” Being the leader of hell wasn’t
easy, but it did have its perks. You see, I’m not a bad guy. I’m
just not a good one. I prefer fire and brimstone to that awful harp
music and fluffy clouds. I like sin, well, the naked kind of
sinning. “Who the fuck is next?” I growled and faced the next
contestant.

“I am.” The voice was
timid.

I glanced up, seeing this
man, just barely, standing before me. He had ragged clothes, a
split lip and mussed black hair. He looked like he had already been
in hell for a few years, but there was something in his deep blue
eyes that made my heart beat speed up. I reached out and touched my
horns, big red things that sprouted from my head. Red hair covered
my scalp, a tinge of it on my chin. “You are?”

“Josh C. Kend,” he said, a
slight quiver to his voice.

“You’re young to be here.” I
noted his young, wrinkle-free face and the slight scar on his
cheek.

“Turned eighteen last
month,” he said proudly.

I glanced at the scroll. “And...killed
two people.” I raised a red eyebrow.

“Yes, yes, sir, I killed
those men.” Josh touched his chest as if it hurt. Well, there was a
wound there. Looked like a knife injury, probably what killed the
young lad.

He didn’t look like a killer. After
doing this for nearly one hundred years, I knew killers and he did
not seem like the type. His fists weren’t balled, and he wasn’t
crying, although there was some sweat beading his forehead. I stood
up, taking a closer look at this Josh C. Kend. “Why?”

He swallowed hard. “Why did I kill
them?

“Yes.”

He fisted his hands. “They deserved to
die.”

Well, there’s that anger
but it was more of a simmer. I frowned, stuck between sending him
to a dark part of hell or making him my servant. He was handsome
and his demeanor didn’t scream sociopath. Those that weren’t too
terrible were set as my slaves. I squinted then nodded. “To my
castle.”

Josh’s eyes opened wide, and the
ground beneath him trembled. He reached out to me before the
twister with winds of swirling blue enveloped his body. Then he was
gone.

I sat back in my throne, which was
burnt gold, and called the next sinner to my feet. However, my mind
lingered on the boy who was on the cusp of manhood and the
innocence in his eyes.


Chapter Two

 


Forty-two humans and one very hideous
demon were sent on their way. I was set for the time being and
stood to my full six feet six inches. I was a beast compared to
other men and being the leader of hell, that worked just fine. This
place was like a holding area. The dead waiting a horrible eternity
while in cramped quarters with the heat constant and the screams
echoing. Some people called it scary; I just call it
home.

Behind my throne was a long winding
road made with red dirt and lined with bones. It led to my castle.
I didn’t walk that long path but snapped my fingers and opened a
portal. Blues swirled in a twister-like vortex. I stepped into it
and was instantly transported into my home. The walls were made of
bones, leaving little gaps everywhere so the screams of the damned
could penetrate. The floors were made of gold with crushed diamonds
making it glitter. There were long drapes over glassless windows
and a fleet of servants to do my bidding.

I glanced at them. Ten handsome men
lined the hall in nothing but their birthday suits. Well, down
here, I was king and it was my birthday every day. I grinned until
my eyes fell on Josh. I was actually speechless. The young man was
stunning. His black hair had been washed and brushed. His skin was
now a clean pink. It made my grin turn into a fang-showing smile.
His chest was bare. The wound on his chest was now a massive scar,
but it didn’t mar his beauty. Instead, it made him look more
matured, almost dangerous. His torso was thin, as if he’d been
starved for months, and his hips narrow. My eyes strained to see
his cock, but were blocked. He wore a pair of boxers on his hips. I
growled.

“He would not comply, sir,”
the nearest servant said with a quiver in his voice.

“Do you not know the meaning
of hell!” I shouted, walked up to Josh and pulled him to his feet.
“You are my slave, I am master, do as you are told.” I locked eyes
with him. Whenever I was angry, my irises turned a bright red and I
knew the moment they did by the shocked look on his
face.

Josh frowned, sputtered some excuse.
“I don’t want to walk around naked!”

“Do you wish to go down to
the very pits of hell to see what your future could hold?” I let go
of his chin. “There’s Baby the two-headed horny dragon, the demon’s
lament where the screaming is so loud it would make your very ears
bleed, or I could just throw you into the Pit of Ice. You are
trapped, unable to move as every hour the ice moves over your body,
suffocating you and after you pass out...it starts all over
again.”

Josh took a shaky breath.

“Now take off your clothes,”
I ordered, and it would be the last time he defied me.

Josh shoved his thumbs into the boxers
and pushed them down his legs then stepped from them.

Ah, there he was. I looked down,
loving the view more than words could explain. Josh was well
equipped. He had a long, thin cock that jutted from his body. He
was hard, curly black hair at the base of his shaft and a scar on
his thigh. A deep scar. I reached out, running my fingers over the
bumpy skin. “What happened here?”

Josh looked away.

I should punish his insolence. The
others would think I’d become lax, but I didn’t want to hurt this
one. He was different. I shivered, my horns felt warm, heated
almost. I pulled away from Josh. “Come with me.” I walked away,
satisfied when I heard the slapping of his bare feet on the floor.
The young man needed a meal, several actually. I could practically
see his ribs and that was not sexy at all. I made my way into the
grand room with long, billowing curtains letting the heat in. There
was a tabletop low to the floor and two pillows beside each other.
That’s all that was in the room, oh, and lots of windows. The
glassless arch openings covered nearly all the walls here. I
removed my cape, catching Josh’s eye. He watched me from low lids
as my chest puffed out. I left my pants on, no need to scare the
boy. Yet. I landed on an overstuffed cushion in red and patted the
one next to me.

Josh sat.

I heard his stomach grumble so I waved
my hand over the table and produced a feast for the eyes and
tongue. It was the most succulent fish cooked in the fires of hell,
some lizards on a stick and a platter of delicious, creamy puffs.
Those little cream-filled balls made my mouth water, or maybe it
was Josh’s cream-filled balls. I grinned, showing fang as I grabbed
one and popped it into my mouth.

“I can...eat this?” He
looked at me hesitantly, cautiously.

I nodded, glancing at his cock as it
bobbed with each of his heavy breaths. “Well, it’s not for
decoration. I like meat on my men.”

Josh swallowed hard. He reached out,
grabbing a puff and sank his teeth into it. Cream squirted on his
lips, and he licked it away. A groan left his lips before he
reached for another, fitting two into his greedy hands. “Thank
you.”

I glanced at him. That was
unusual to hear down here.

He blushed slightly. “My Mama taught
me manners.”

I nodded, taking another puff and
devouring it. I savored the taste as I watched Josh. He ate
quickly, a moan after each bite. I was rather smitten by him, the
way he moved, ate, and acted. “What realm are you from?”

He finished a






















































cover.jpg
Evermght Publlshmg

DARK SIDE \‘

S I e T





tmp_73431283840f60fa69e57bd16177000c_OQKumI_html_490b1e51.jpg
Ever’mgh’( Publishing

DARK SIDE

1,& ‘_,w—«-






tmp_73431283840f60fa69e57bd16177000c_OQKumI_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





