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He wasn't really keen on playing this game. It was this odd and cliche topic of how the hero would rescue the princess from the clutches of one knight of iron and blood now turned vicious upon many atrocities he had to face in life, as the demon king, seating upon his throne and counting his many preys that he devoured without much regard. And he had somehow ended up finding the princess from the eastern world where he had heard lived the kind of fairies that could grant him unimaginable strength. And for the hunger within his body, the demon king had very judiciously abducted the princess, plunging the whole eastern kingdom of this game world into utter agony. And the king now had demanded wars against the devil but all had failed. And their last resort, their only hope was a hero from another world that would save them from the demon king upon the hills. 
Kim Suho had denied, time and again, refused even vehemently to take this stupid game but his coworker cum that scum of a man had pushed this lousy game upon him and shushed him to keep it with him for his girlfriend would be there in his room. Apparently, this game was not as lousy as it had been surmised as. It was much more stupid and lousier than what was being advertised. It was, in fact, a game of no brains and all desires. 
Apparently, as Kim Suho not having had his curiosity contained, found within the game, the game itself was a pure cliche of porn. It didn't have anything but the hero from another world coming to save the kingdom, defeating the demon king and then taking and rescuing the princess. But afterwards, the hero and the princess were married. And they had somehow found the magic treasure of sex and pleasure and have tried all the known positions in kamasutra. They hadn't left a single place turned to their sex rendezvous. Everyone and everything had been subjected to their utter derogatory ways. 
So that was exactly why his coworker had not wanted this to be in his room when his girlfriend visited him. That was exactly why it had been thrusted upon his hands. Also, there was something else. One can opt for the hero or the demon king to be. And both the routes were the same. They either defeated the devil or the hero. But at the end the princess and the hero or the demon king would have their sexy marathon all over the place, wherever and whenever they desired for it. 
Suho could feel his eyes twitching at that. What the fuck was the meaning of this game then? The only thing sensible he could find was the many treasures the hero or the demon king had to accumulate in their long run to enjoy the game. 
Either way one had to die at the end. And the other would have fun with the princess. It was stupid, completely so. And yet, having had nothing better to do, Kim Suho decided he could use this chance to relax a bit, if only by playing a game where he didn't have to use his wit. And he could, apparently gather more of the money than anybody else. He didn't really have any desire to rescue the princess nor did he have any desire to become her fuck toy. He simply wanted to relax a bit. 
And what better than a stupid game where you have no use of your brain, to relax. 
So Kim Suho started by choosing the hero instead of the demon king, as always, like a pre programmed thing. 
And the game began. 
The screen turned to the questions where he had to choose his equipments, his clothes and the adventures began. He remembered quite a detail from where he landed upon the land, flat on his face and then that character, one Lloyd Frontera, was running around, smashing and ruining the devil's plot, garnering all the luxury with ease along his way towards the devil's castle. But he took, knowingly so, the route that was most arduous, the longest and one that was filled with the most luxurious gifts. 
Kim Suho remembered quite well from where he had finally reached towards the foot of the mountain where the devil's castle stood atop. But then, somehow his eyes felt heavy, his head started aching and a sudden lull shook his body, gently, almost as if someone was singing him a lullaby. 
The last thing remembered was the screen asking him whether he wanted to go atop or choose another route. He didn't remember though which one he chose. His eyes seemed to heavy to have continued playing the game. 
Had he eaten too much today? But he had skipped lunch. It couldn't be excessive fatigue taking its toll. Could it? But he had been working less than usual this week. Maybe his body just wanted some relief so it asked for it.
_____
“Hmm? He hadn't woken up yet. Strange.” 
Murmurs of uncanny voices and unfamiliar scent of places strangled him slowly, yet his body wasn't ready to wake up completely. 
“Heroes are supposed to be stronger than this. But this mere human collapsed upon arrival.” 
Words he didn't understand, someone spoke with much spite and then there was raucous laughter he didn't want to hear anymore of. They were definitely making fun of him, humiliating him. But why? What exactly had he done for them to be so mean again? Oh well, it was not like anyone ever needed a reason to be stingy with him. He had always been an easy target of torture and humiliation afterall. Even the kindness he received was mere mock. 
But that didn't justify that anyone had the right to mock him, especially when he was darn asleep. 
Gods, he was simply sleeping in his room, his tired body demanding rest, so from where did all these people come from? Are they robbers? But he didn't even have anything to rob off. 
That thought didn't cease for it was followed by another one. And what was it that they have been babbling about? 
He really was tired, huh. 
And yet, even though his body was fatigued beyond belief, his eyes groggily opened to take in the dim light of the room he was placed in. It took him a while, a lot while actually, to let the reality of the situation he was in, sink in. 
The first thing he noticed was the cold tile upon which he knelt and the next thing that assaulted his senses was the damp smell, the irked scent of musk and corpses and blood. His heart beat faster. 
Where exactly was he? He couldn't decide. He didn't understand what exactly was happening with him. Did the robbers he heard before get angry for having found nothing in his room and took his as prisoner?
He broke in cold sweat. Perhaps they were now thinking of removing his organs and selling him. Oh gods, why did he have to fall asleep so heavily? He wanted to bash his head against these stupid, dirty tiles. But he couldn't even do that. Because in order to do so he had to kneel further and bang his head. Yet there was something restraining such a simple action of his. 
His hands were bound. And they were simply not bound by robes, rather they were bound by chains, handcuffs made of iron stinging his very skin. And that was when he realised, with a shaking heart full of fear, he was in a cell. 
He was in a fucking prison, bound to the wall with iron or whatever cuffs, that seemed to restrain all his movements. His limbs were completely bound. He couldn't move even if he wished to. Only his head seemed to have enough strength to look around and take in the scene. 
“Oh! Looks like the hero woke up!”

The hero? Who? 

He didn't have the strength to correct them. He just needed to know what kind of robbers had him kidnapped and what exactly was it that they needed. Because if it really were his organs, then he had to make a dash for his life. But how, was the question. 
Yet afraid as he was, he still dared to look up, only to gasp at the sight, his throat too dry and hoarse. 
The only coherent thought that remained in his mind was…. 

What the actual fuck!?

He could feel his eyes twitch at the scene. He was not only caged in a cell with his hands bound by the iron cuffs but he was caged by the fucking demons, the same ones he encountered in that wretched game his coworker pushed onto him, the same game he played simply out of boredom, the one where he fell asleep right before he reached the foot of the mountain and ascended upon it. 

What the actual fuck, for real? 

His mind couldn't comprehend such stupid details when everything in front of him seemed too real. From the mockery on these demons’ faces, that were very human like mind you, and the way they sneer at him being a pathetic human or whatever kind of hero he was with their horns being curled above their heads, and their eyes turning bright red and their fangs being bared to him like a scared puppy trying to scare an even bigger dog. 
Goodness! Holy shit! He for real was having some vivid dreams. 
But that's enough. He didn't want this stupid things to continue. Because for one, his hands were tired and his legs could no longer move. He thought he had to be drugged by the robbers to be having such a vivid dream or perhaps there were no robbers and he just fell asleep and now the whole game was messing with his head. But whatever it was, this dream needed to end. Because his hands were stinging and his throat was parched as hell. 
Besides, these puny demons looked sick to the core and he didn't want to associate with them anymore. He had enough of these with their human counterparts making his life hell. 
But right when, Kim Suho decided he needed to wake up and the best way to do so was screaming himself awake, footsteps, heavy and loud, trudged into the place he was kept in. And all the demons, he saw scrambling and running around taking their supposed position in that quick way one would do once they encounter their boss was coming in right when they were gossiping. So much for having such a vivid dream. 
But he now had enough. Or so he decided and opened his mouth again, trying to yell only to be interrupted by a voice loud and booming announcing another stupid something. 
“The king of the demon realm. Our saviour. Our grace. Our majesty, the Devil of Iron and Blood, King Javier the great is here!” 
What did they say now?
King of what and what? Isn't that the king of blood and iron or something in that stupid game that turned to be the vicious demon king? What exactly was he doing here, in his dreams when he hadn't even seen him the game yet? Did his mind somehow become even more creative than before? But could he just imagine such shits? Well he was an architect, forced to work as an engineer and what not, so given that his creativity was good enough. But was it enough to land him in such a dream? 
He hoped it wasn't. 
But the next thing that happened broke all his hope. 
There was, in front of him, no longer the demons of the game but armor, armor cladded in iron and something shiny, the kind that definitely emerged from one of those magical elements found in these fanatsy games. But just so he could ground himself, this game was no fanatsy. It was straight up porn in fanatsy. But that shouldn't deter his attention from what was happening before him. 
His heart sank even deeper when the armor cladded feet halted right before his cell and the gate crashed open by one of the demons. He didn't dare though to look, in fear of what his imagination had brought in now. All he could think of was the stinging pain on his wrists, the numbness of his feet and this fear that felt too real for all of it to be a dream. 
And yet, his mind still subtly supplied it could all be a dream because he hadn't beens sleeping well these past few weeks. And so he should try before really engaging in this dream or nightmare should he say, yelling to wake himself again. He had enough of it already. 
And so with all the power left in him, he tried with his parched throat, he yelled aloud. 
“That's enough. Now wake up, Kim Suho!” 
And he squeezed his eyes shut and hoped, hoped with all that's left of him to wake up from this dream. When for seconds next he heard nothing, not even the subtle mocking of the demons in his dreams, his heart almost rejoiced. He tried peeking with one open eye. 
And all his hopes were shattered just like that. He could see the silhouette of the demons and then the armor of the demon king right infront of him. 
This time, appalled by the thought, that even stinging pain and yelling didn't wake him up, he looked up, steadily then taking in the armor cladded body until he reached the symbol upon the chest of the devil and the swords and the many marks on the armor and then, right before he reached his face, he realised he really was not dreaming perhaps. 
All around him mocking laughter followed with unceasing comments. 
“What in the fresh hell is he? Are you for real a hero?”
“And who is this Kim Suho, huh? Are you scared witless that you forgot your name, hero?”
“Hahhahah, he is just scaredy little boy thrown into the world. And now that he faced the demon king , he couldn't say a word. Hahhahah.” 
They were laughing and saying whatever came to their minds. And what was it they said? His name wasn't Kim Suho and who exactly are they to tell him that, huh? 
Right when he thought that, disregarding the many sneers he got, his eyes finally found the demon king's face and he halted once again, all breath from his chest being knocked out of him. Well, he knew that he was certainly not straight and that he was most certainly not the most beautiful human. But what in the actual hell is this king of demons? Why the hell a video game character was this good to look at? 
Who the hell gave him the right to have the most angelic face, single marred by the cut running down his cheek on left? Who exactly decided the knight of iron and blood could have the eyes of the day sky, sweet and utterly cold and who exactly gave him that stupid colour for hair? Well, it definitely looked stupid on the people he met daily but that colour of the sky, heavenly soft and light did nothing to purge the handsomeness, the beauty out of the devil's face. 
Why should the devil in the game have features like these? And why should Kim Suho be so attracted to him? This definitely was not making sense. He must definitely be dreaming to have conjured upon himself this handsome demon. His imagination was definitely something else. 
But he really didn't want to prolong this dream. Why exactly he even dreamt of this was beyond him? Was he that frustrated? 
“Quiet!” 
The demon king commanded, without raising his voice, eyes stuck at Kim Suho and Kim Suho alone. 
Oh gods, even his voice was exactly the deep timbre and sweet honey Kim Suho dreamt of hearing someday. He really was dreaming whatever the shit he wanted. 
And oh, why did the demon king had to have the smirk out of nowhere on his pretty face, tilting his head, assessing him with a look that made Suho’s guts turned. 
“Perhaps our hero was too tired to begin with. So much so he forgot he was no Kim Suho but Lloyd Frontera himself.” The demon king said, still having that smirk that was definitely mocking him too much.
And yet Suho felt no such anger he felt before at the demons. He had been immuned to all this, he supposed. 
But this, the demon king, he was definitely not immuned to. 
And when the said demon king knelt before him with his pulchritudinous face, and those sweet eyes, that seemed to trace his face with all the desires they could muster or perhaps it was his own sanity breaking to have seen such things in the demon's eyes but whatever it was Suho realised, he definitely was dreaming of the game. For the hero from another world was named Lloyd Frontera. 
Suho gulped that lump against his throat and tried, tried his very best to keep a steady eye contact with those eyes, cold and daring and beautifully drawn, staring down at him. Even when the demon king knelt, Suho realised he was still tall, taller than him definitely. 
“Shall I take you,” the demon king, Javier Ashrahan, started, voice so quiet as if it was a secret only to be shared between them, making Suho flush, “to the one for whom you have dared set foot upon my kingdom?” 
The demon king's smile was one thing he couldn't forget. He stared at that face, sweet yet hardened by fate. Only the demon king and heaven knew why he turned the he was then. Why the justice seeking knight of blood and iron turned to this devil that tortured people, kidnapped them for his own pleasure? Maybe the other route of the game hid the answers. But Suho hadn't had the chance to play it yet, nor that he wanted to. But he was curious, like always, about the past those cold, frost kissed eyes hid. 
“Perhaps, I should.” The devil was still saying something. But all Suho managed to comprehend was that mocking smirk turning to a daring smile and then the demon king was getting up again, taking from Suho his very desire that was blinding his mind, making him unable to think of anything else. “Drag this man to the court, now! I too wish to see what he has to offer.” 
The demon king ordered, sparing one last glance, full of mock and unconcealed disgust, before he moved away with that confident gait and the demons around him yelled an affirmation, ready to serve their king. 
And soon, without much comprehension left with him, Suho or should he say the then Lloyd Frontera was dragged, as ordered by the demon king, Javier Asrahan to the court room and pushed upon his knees. And no amount of his yelling out of pain stopped the bruising on his wrists that were bound by the ropes, too tight and he was made to kneel before the king who sat upon his magnificent throne and looked down at whoever knelt before him. 
And Suho found the king sitting upon his throne, like the majestic being he was, looking down upon all that came before him with his sweet face cradled upon his upturned palm. With the other hand he ordered the demons to leave Suho kneeling upon the tiled floor. And in another second he flicked his fingers, demanding another demon beside him to bring into the court the kidnapped princess. Once Suho found the princess, the kind one could definitely find in the games and porn videos, he wasn't too sure of anything anymore. 
This just can't be happening though. Why in the fresh hell was he dreaming of all this in such vivid details? 
“And so, tell me, dear hero,” and the demon king just loved mocking him with that deep voice of his. Gods, he really wanted to bang his head and wake himself up now but no amount of dragging him here and there and kicking his feet had woken him up. So he wasn't sure if it was truly a dream. 
“Do you remember your name now? Do you remember this princess you came here to save now? Or are you so scared that you no longer know what it is you want?” 
The demon king sneered and the demons around him laughed, always too loud for him. He really wanted to shut them up. Perhaps his annoyance was clear in his eyes, the demons beside him recoiled, halting their sounds. 
And the demon king, he found, was smiling, this time a proper smile, too handsome for the man with horns bigger than anybody present there, with eyes of frost still looking down on him. 
But before he could say anything to refute and protect his case of imagination, another voice, too shrill shrieked around the demons’ laughter. 
“My hero! You have finally come.” The princess sobbed, still in the demons' binds, bound by robes around her waist. “Please save me, my hero.”
Suho could feel the same migraine upon his head as did the demon king who with a flick of his wrist took away the princess' voice and she was left sobbing with now sounds. 
“Too loud.” The demon king murmured, shifting his gaze swiftly towards him and assessing him with another of his smirk. 
Suho really wondered if she was too loud, and definitely not as beautiful as compared to the king himself, why even did the demon king being her here? 
“Now, then.” The demon king addressed him again and Suho's heart shook just a little when he found the gentle look in the king's eyes. “Tell me, now dear hero, how are you supposed to save your princess?” 
And oh, that was how Suho realised this definitely was not dream. He had been somehow migrated into this world of the video game, another of the cliche he had seen before and so much like the very idea of this video game where the hero came from another world. And now, he was forced to take upon the role of Lloyd Frontera and save the princess, which he didn't even want to. Because that would mean he would be given no treasures and only that porn life he didn't have any desire to live. If he were to be forced into this life, then he was going to live it on his rules. 
“Tell me, hero. Are you that scared to have lost all your wits?”
And damn this demon king for having so much of the delight of being Suho's dream guy. Could he not been an ugly looking monster, something he could hate and defeat easily? Because all he now knew was that gentle voice made of frost and those eyes he would love to watch every second. But he couldn't do that. In order to gain power in this world, there were two ways, defeat the demon king and rescue the princess. 
And he was going to do both but with a twist. 
Having decided that, he looked up with a smirk of his own, and knelt just a bit better, shifting so his knees didn't hurt much. 
And the demon king raised a brow, amused perhaps at the defiance he show. 
“Oh, great demon king,” he addressed and all the demons gawked at him and so did the demon king, Javier who looked positively confused as to what he was playing. Oh well, this was the first step to catch the demon king off guard and defeat him. And then may be he would be allowed to wake up from this dream, this game or whatever and even if he didn't, he could just live in this world with the treasures this demon king left him with. With that in mind, he grinned, before twisting his head and bowing down, briefly faking his voice to adjust to the demand of the situation and carried on with his obviously third rate acting. 
“I know I am no match for a powerful being such as you.” There were gasps he heard but not a single one did the demon king speak. “I know I am merely a man with insurmountable dreams and yet,” he deadpanned, looking up with eyes full of determination catching the demon king again off guard who didn't budge after his initial surprise, “ I wished to demand, propose a condition that could fulfill what you desire for.”
That definitely made the king regard him with contemplation. 
“And you know what I desire?” That was the first thing the king asked. 
Well, Suho definitely didn't know what he wanted. But whatever it was, he was ready to fulfill it. He would either defeat the demon king or he could just offer him some kind of game theory to rescue himself. He couldn't be that weak in a game. But first, he needed to get rid of this princess. 
“I…I happen to know nothing better than the king himself.” He said only to be countered with an amused scoff. 
“Continue.” And yet the demon king demanded regarding him now with much trepidation and amusement. 
Oh, it would work out just well. He hoped. 
Suho gulped as he spoke his next words with much consideration because truly he had no idea how to defeat the demon king. 
“I want to propose the condition for you to take me as the prisoner and let the princess go. And I will,” he didn't let the surprised gasps and the howls of negation stop his roar, “do whatever it takes me to fulfill whatever it's the demon king desired.”
And defeat you too, if I could muster enough courage to harm your sweet face. 
And then he waited. He didn't dare look up to see what was racing through the devil's mind. But he knew, he knew for a fact when the princess' cries of negation reverberated against the hall that the demon king was perplexed beyond measured, so much so that his magic flattered under Suho's proposal. 
“Are you sure about that, hero?” The demon king at long last asked, his voice deceiving none of his emotions and Suho dared beyond his most courageous effort to look up and chanced a glance between the brown fringes, the colour of the earth at the demon king who sat there with frost in his eyes. 
“Please, no! Oh my dear hero, don't do this! Do not sacrifice yourself for me!” 
The princess' cries really were a damn bother. So what did she want, that Suho sacrifice her instead? Oh he would gladly but there was no say that would guarantee his own damn life. The demon king might as well eat him alive. But if he were to play games with the demon king, for a certain period of time he could be alive and then he could exactly convince the demon king of how powerless he was and how he could just live by his land doing things others most probably couldn't. Because he was sure there would be things his architecture degree could get him in this time and period. 
A sigh tore into his racing thoughts and once again the hall was devoid of the cries. Perhaps the king shared his sentiments too. The princess really was too loud. 
But well that was the least of his concerns then. He needed to have the attention, the complete attention of the demon king on him. He needed to save himself from this outrageous situation he had put himself in. So whether he lived here or was transported back into his world, he would have a semblance of a thought left to care and he could still live without much crisis in both the worlds. And for that the demon king had to agree to his offer. 
“You didn't answer me…,” the demon king started, eyes a dark mess of something Suho fought to understand and yet he knew he had to come up with something quick to make the devil agree with him. “ Are you sure about it, hero, Lloyd Frontera?”
That's right. He was Lloyd Frontera, the hero of this world. And he had to answer the devil so the devil would let the princess go. Technically he wasn't yet defeating the devil but he would still be able to rescue the princess. Maybe that would gain him treasure or something or maybe that would put him back in his world. Whatever happened, he hoped his life would be saved. So he nodded, softly and gently. 
“Yes. Yes, I am sure.” He repeated, staring square at those cold eyes that darkened by the second. “ I will be your prisoner and you can do whatever you want…,” he gulped, not really knowing if this was a good idea to begin with, “...with me. So please let the princess go.” 
That was all he had to offer. And the demon king smiled, a genuine yet amused smile before he dissolved into a soft chuckle. And everyone in the court stared at the devil who laughed so sweetly, as if there had been nothing funnier he had ever had the privilege to hear. And oh gods, was Suho not impossibly crushing on the devil ready to perhaps kill him any second that he had to have the most melodious laughter too? Suho really begged to know who exactly was the protagonist here. The hero, Lloyd Frontera with his average to below average face and most frightening of death stares or this gorgeous knight turned devil with clouds for his hair, frost for his eyes and laughter of a seductor for his voice. 
This game was definitely too fucked up. But whatever it was, it was going in his favour he guessed. Because there were murmurs afterwards. And then before he could comprehend what exactly happened, the demon king rose to his feet, a smile still gracing his soft looking kissable lips. Suho really needed to get a hold of himself. He was so much worse than teenagers going after their crushes then. 
“Alright, hero. If it's so you beg for, it's what you will get. For I am not as cruel as you portray me as.”
Oh, he certainly looked kinder than the average man himself. So much for being a devil. 
“I will leave the princess, unharmed and escort her safely to her lands. And in return, you,” a clawed finger was pointed towards him as the demon king grinned, showing those dangerous fangs that dared him to disobey, “will be kept here instead.” 
With that, he flicked his wrist and swoosh went the princess with her crying feat, screaming something at the end about how it was so much better now that she didn't have to marry a stupid looking hero such as him. 
Ouch. That hurt. Well he could agree as compared to the demon king he was a mere nothing. But she didn't have to say that out loud. It hurt to hear such things. Anyway, his problem didn't lie there. Right now, his problem should be the next command of the demon king which went something like this—
“Prepare the chambers. Free him and keep him there until my next orders. And remember,” the demon king had ordered with death in his eyes, “to take utmost care of the hero here. Make sure he has no complaints and is in extreme comfort. Now, disperse!” 
With that the demons trembled in fear as the demon king went with the swoosh of air to only he knew where. And Suho was left in the care of the demons. 
The next turn of events though spring within him greater confounding emotions. The demons that have been mocking him the second he had entered the cell had now become extremely amicable, taking utmost care of his well being, removing the ropes, taking him not forcefully by his arm but almost with a gentleness probably not known to demons and leading him as ordered by their king to the chamber. 
What chamber was it, Suho was yet to know. 
And yet, he had a uncertain feeling of something he quite didn't understand then. There was another thing that plagued him wrong as the demons murmured not unkindly, how the demon king was made to laugh and how it was their first time to hear it in such freedom and how this human, this hero from another world was to not be taken lightly. 
Oh! So he did make an impact with his stupid actions. Oh, well, that would put the demons away from their mocks and away from him for a while, he supposed. 
But that still didn't settle the uncanny feeling in the pit of his stomach. He really wanted to know what it was. 
He didn't understand anything until he was placed in the chamber their king had ordered the demons to put him in and was immediately left alone with the order that he should try nothing funny for he himself had given his promise to the demon king. 
It wasn't like he could even try anything. He was merely a human with no powers. 
Once alone and locked inside the great chamber the demons had been murmuring about, Suho gave out a sigh. This whole ordeal of playing that game and waking up inside it had taken a toll on him. And now until the demon king himself came to seek him, he was free to roam around. 
He looked around the chamber, or should he say a large and magnificent room, befitting a king or something. A gasp tore past his lips. 
What in the actual hell was this room?
It was so large that he had to crack his head twice in the process of taking it all in altogether. There was a large bed, larger than the largest ones he could find in his world, out of this fanatsy, draped over by the diaphanous layers all over it, the colour of the sky, the same as those frosted eyes. 
He couldn't help but gawk at this beautiful room, only filled with scattered items here and there, nothing too luxurious to demand the presence of another soul. Besides that his favourite part of the room would be the great window opened towards the area beneath and above and around them, from where the gentle breeze carrying the scent of the mountains rushed in. 
Suho was enchanted by that sight and he wanted to see more of it. Although the demons had specifically told him to rest upon the bed, but it sounded too peculiar for him to do that just yet. Besides, he didn't understand their wish for him to be kept there. And even if it was the demon king's order, he would tackle that later. 
Right now he wanted to see the mountains beyond this castle. Right when he was about to step out of the large door into the balcony beyond, something else caught his eyes. 
Was that a shadow, a reflection of his? He halted in his tracks. Ever since he had entered this world, he had been addressed as Lloyd Frontera, instead of Kim Suho. And he knew, only from the games, how Lloyd Frontera actually looked, nothing too special compared to the demon king. 
And yet, there was this curiosity rising within him when he found that perhaps the demon king too would like a mirror to once in a while check how he looked. Otherwise why would this be installed here? 
And so instead of turning to the vastness beyond the balcony, he turned towards the larger mirror, a full body one, tracing upon the soft nude walls, almost touching the end of the door’s ceiling. 
And what Suho made him blink twice. Well, no matter how dusty the animation was, now that he took a few more seconds to admire his features well, sliding closer to the mirror, he did think Lloy Frontera wasn't that bad to look at. 
He was though no where as beautiful as the demon king to be compared with. He was but a rather sweet and youthful face that can only be admired after one had taken a longer and much attentive look. He had the eyes, eyes full of chocolate haze, hair the colour of earth and skin a gentle white. He was everything alike Suho and yet so different. They have different colours of the eyes and hair. They have different shape of the nose and the eyes. Where Suho had slightly almond shaped eyes, Lloyd had round and shifty eyes, as if they were always curious about the world. And his nose was placed high unlike Suho's own. It's uncanny too how their lips were different. His could never compare with these plump looking lips. 
Although their voices, Suho found were not that different, which shocked him a bit. 
“You found something good there?” 
The sound out of nowhere made Suho flinch hard. Yet the second he recognised to whom the melodious voice belonged to made him tremble and twitch. He didn't need to turn, nor did he have the chance to. For because he could answer anything, the demon king behind him had already shortened their distance, now standing right behind him, his heavy armor touching his back. 
The mirror showed their faces. The one in the mirror, Lloyd gulped down the fear rising in his chest as to what the demon king was about to do to him and in that fear he stilled. But the demon king behind him simply stared at the Lloyd in the mirror with that knowing smile of his. Something about that smile made Suho's guts turn and he felt a kind of heat he hadn't felt in a long time now. 
“You didn't answer me.” The demon king asked, still a whisper of breath in the air. 
And Suho didn't know what was there to answer exactly. Up this close though, he could not only feel the expanse of the cold armour, but see their difference in height. Even though it wasn't huge, he was still shorter than the demon king who raised a brow, awaiting for his answers. 
And Suho twitched just a bit, suddenly too aware of the armour behind him and swiftly darting away, turning around to put some distance between them. 
“I…,” he started but perhaps turning around too was a mistake. For now he had to face the smile head on and he had no idea what to say that. 
Nor that he could think of anything when the demon king himself reduced the distance between and stood too close, too close for Suho to breathe properly, too close for him to notice every single detail as if he hadn't before, on that face that seemed to enjoy making him unable to think of anything at all. 
And those eyes, those frosty cold eyes suddenly wavered a little along with that smile that broadened upon the devil's face or perhaps it was all his desires reflecting on Javier Ashrahan’s face. He couldn't tell just yet. 
“Answer me, hero. Do you know why I took the princess as my prisoner?” 
Suho wasn't sure what he was expecting but being asked that certainly was not it. In the games though it had been said the demon king was vicious and wanted treasures more than anything, which was also why the hero had to defeat the demon king, also why Suho actually thought he might have a chance in befuddling the demon king but there was nothing said about why exactly the king wanted the princess. 
“Was it not for her treasures?” He asked, almost instantly regretting because the devil's smile flattered. 
But before he could correct himself, Javier was throwing his head back with that raucaus laughter from before. Suho was puzzled to put it mildly. Was it that funny? This demon king, supposed to have never been seen as one with a free smile, was laughing as if he had told him the joke of the century then. 
Somehow he looked quite kind like this. But Suho would never speak on that. He was really itching to know what was so funny in here. 
“Forgive me,” he interrupted the demon's laughter, that had turned to chuckles, “but had I said something funny? I do not understand though.” 
He really didn't. But perhaps even that was funny to the demon king whose chuckles only continued at the sight of his confusion. 
“You are one funny man, dear hero. Or should I say Lloyd.” Although it wasn't his name, although those sweet eyes were not actually looking at him, he felt as if they were calling him softly, tenderly and that this place was his to take truly. 
And the demon king only continued to smile at him. “You really,” and then the demon king's face was close so very close that Suho for the second forgot to breathe, eyeing those sweet lips, hovering so close to his, “don't know, do you?” They were saying something. 
But Suho had a hard time grasping anything. He was frozen in his place, with parted lips trying his best to reign his racing heart at this proximity forced upon him. 
“That I choose to take the princess reverred for her beauty and brains to be my mate? That her father didn't want that and that was why you were summoned here? To rescue the princess?” 
The demon king asked. And that made Suho's mind come to a screeching halt. 
Wait, what? Mate of the demon king? Not wanted by the father of the princess? And what exactly had Suho done? Tried rescuing her by exchanging himself in her place? And what did he say he would do? Do anything that this demon king wanted? That means…
“That's right.” There was that deep timbre of a voice again, a bit breathless but sweeter than before and then Suho was looking deep into those eyes that seemed to dance with…desire. Desire for him. “Now that you have exchanged yourself with the princess, you shall be my mate, oh great hero, Lloyd Frontera.” 
Before he could comprehend what exactly the demon had spoken of, before he could react, his comprehension was rendered to less than nothing when chapped lips found his own in a kiss that left him breathless for more. 
He didn't know what to decipher of such when the lips over his own parted only to whisper, gruffly, “You can no longer refute this, my dear mate.” 
The next thing he knew, Suho was being kissed again, in the body of Lloyd, which more than anything felt too real, too much. It was as if he was the one being kissed, which was as true as the fact that he had definitely transmigrated into this story somehow. And now he would be fucked. 
Right when his brain registered that, a hand, clawed and strong coiled past his waist, pulling him infinitely closer, sloshing their mouths even firmer and Suho was left to moan. 
He couldn't believe such sounds could truly be made by him. But perhaps it was this body that loved these sensations, that made those noises. But even he couldn't deny the string that attracted him towards this demon king who was kissing him so firmly, with all the ferociousness of a lover having not met his lover for years. 
And Suho couldn't do much. He was pliant in fear of the hand on his waist subtly digging into his skin. He was also pliant against those lips kissing him. But he wouldn't be damned to agree right then that he took was kissing back. It was more of reflex, he wanted to argue. 
But he couldn't help but moan against those chapped lips, touching and messing his entire world. They were firm yet sweet against his own. And a hand soon joined his head, burying itself into his head. 
Before he could make much of it, his own hands found leverage in the demon king's armour, only then recognising the absence of it. How and when had the demon king had got rid of it, was beyond him. And yet he was left to marvel the sturdy muscles flexing under his touch and the keen sounds the demon made into his mouth. 
“Ahn…”
Another groan tore past his lips when the hand upon his head, grabbed a lock full of his hair, forcing his head back, giving now the demon king more, easier access into his sweet mouth, letting him devour his parted lips, never looking for permission before he took what was offered to him. 
In that position, his back would have hurt like hell if not for the demon king, Javier, hooking his arm firmly around his waist as he kissed him or should he say fucked him mouth well. 
The first time those sweet lips parted to invade his own, Suho lost all his strength. The second the tongue traced his lips, a shudder ran down his spine, his fingers dug into those biceps flexing under his touch. 
He let out sounds he hadn't known he could make when that tongue, sweet and delicious tasted him for all the pleasure. He moaned around the tongue tasting his mouth, as if he was a dish specifically made for the pleasure of this demon king. His own tongue was coaxed gently and softly. And yet at the first touch of their tongues, Suho melted into the kiss. He could no longer hold his position, his knees buckled underneath. Even then the demon king didn't stop kissing him still. He sucked upon his tongue, groaning as if in pleasure. And perhaps he was. But Suho's mind was crumbling. 
He could no longer take in this amount of pleasure. The way the demon king sucked upon his tongue, the way he bit on his tongue next, pulling them between his fangs had made Suho moan even louder. Each tug, each bite and each suck upon his tongue went straight to his cock, twitching in his pants. 
And only when the king was satisfied did he leave him alone. By the time he was left to breathe, he could no longer make full of the situation. Everything was in a haze. The only thing he remembered then was his painfully hard cock and his need to fulfill the duty of a promise. 
“Now, that's a beautiful look on you, dear Lloyd.” The demon king above him mumbled in delight. 
Lloyd.
That's right. He was Lloyd and not Suho in this world. He was in another fucking world about to be fucked. That certainly alerted him, jerking him out of his delirium but not out of the demon's grasp who curtly turned him around with a smirk, so that now he faced the mirror,with the demon latching on his back. 
“Do you see that?” A hand upon his chin firmly grasped him, letting him now longer move, forcing him to stare ahead and another hand found his waist, grasping him closer to the demon king behind him, so much so he could feel the hardness poking against his ass. Another shudder of fear or pleasure, he couldn't tell, ran past him again. 
“Do you see,” the demon king was saying, voice a darker glow, whispering against his ear, too hot, too good, “how very beautiful you look?”.

Beautiful? Him? 

The man in the mirror had eyes that twitched at that. And the demon king only smiled. 
The clawed fingers gently traced his jaw, towards to his lips, thumbing them gently. 
“You don't like that idea? Of being called beautiful? Hmm? Well, you are beautiful and you have to accept that.” The demon was whispering still but Suho had no idea how to answer that when all he could think of was that cock pushing against his ass and the hot breath fanning his ear. 
Yet the torture continued, as the thumb caressing his lips, breached past them, into his mouth. 
“You look absolutely devastating. With those eyes blown with lust for me. With those lips swollen and plump and this very mouth sucking on me. “ The demon groaned deliciously and only then did Suho noticed all that the demon king had said. 
He didn't want to acknowledge it but he looked, he truly looked too blown out of lust. His eyes were hazy and dark. His lips were swollen bright. And unfortunately he was doing as the demon had asked if him. And yet he looked….good as such. He couldn't call himself beautiful as such. 
“Still not sure, are you?” He heard a voice, daring him to refuse Javier's words. And yet he couldn't agree to that. And he couldn't even say a word for fingers entered into his mouth, tracing his mouth, his tongue, rubbing it between them. 
“But to me, you look absolutely delicious. You know that?” The demon king, Javier asked, licking softly against his heated ear, before dragging it between his teeth. 
“Mmmnn…,” he moaned around the fingers in his mouth, eyes rolling back. 
And the demon was pleased with his gifts for he said, “That's right. You are beautiful. Oh so very beautiful. And I could not believe I was going after that surly human. I am glad you proposed to be mine.” 
He didn't know if he should be glad the demon found him attractive or bemoan the lose of his virginity that would be soon. 
“And mine you shall remain.” 
There was threat and a promise there, too dark and too desperate. Something that made Lloyd's body turned hot. Suho could no longer compose himself. This body of Lloyd's and this soul of his too craved this demon's attention now. 
As soon as he had accepted that though, his vision turned. The fingers from his mouth were taken. And the hand around his waist, twirled him too sudden. Before he knew it he was thrown upon the magnificent bed, the one draped over by the sky’s garment. 
It dipped under his weight as softness traced his back. But he was not given a second to relish the nonexistent pain nor the yelp of the sudden action for the next thing he knew was the demon king, Javier above him, hovering over him, caging him again in his grasp. 
Suho could almost hear his heart beating faster in his chest, could feel all the heat in the demon's eyes tracing the visible curves of Lloyd's face. 
“You certainly are gorgeous, Lloyd.” 
That compliment was for the Lloyd Frontera he had taken over. And yet, and yet Suho was the one feeling it. Those eyes of the heavens looked at him with so much desire, Suho wanted to believe it were all for him. But even he knew the one Javier was looking at was this man he had possessed. But was Lloyd not Suho as well? That's right. It may be a lie to some. But he knew Lloyd and Suho weren't different. They were at the present moment the same person. He may have called himself Suho but he took was Lloyd, Lloyd Frontera the hero of this world. And now the mate of this demon king, Javier. 
And yet, yet his mind wanted to, for one last time, let the demon king know he wasn't what Javier believed him to be. And thus shaky hands stretched towards the demon king above him, keeping him from descending further. And Javier raised a brow at that. 
“I…I am not from this world!” Suho or Lloyd, as he was, screamed, shutting his eyes closed. 
A soft sigh was his answer first before strong hands flipped his hands, caging him above his head. He looked up at the king with surprised eyes who smirked at him. And soon that sweet face came too close to him, hot breath fanned his face. 
“And did you forget that I already know that?” 
“Huh?” He asked, blinking at the man who simply tilted his head. 
“A hero from another world, I heard the king of the eastern kingdom summoned to rescue his princess. And you, my darling, Lloyd, are the hero. What's new?” 
Ah,that's right. In his heat to justify who he was, Suho forgot the setting of the game again. But fuck him, he couldn't do anything when the demon king,Javier Asrahan was fucking looking at him as if he was the very delicious meal served on his plate. 
He though could only quiver at that sight, at the sight that promised him he would be devoured alright. 
“So if you are done with your silly words, may I now claim what's mine?” 
The demon king didn't wait for an answer though. The next thing Suho knew was he was being devoured, claimed as the demon king had proposed. 
The only thing he could do was take the pleasure the demon king gave him. His mouth was completely possessed, fucked thoroughly by the demon who kissed and tasted every nook and corner of his sweet, sweet mouth, swallowing down all that Lloyd's body could give him. It was as if the sole purpose of this was not for Javier to claim his mate but to imprint it on Suho's mind as well that he was to be there and there alone. 
His back arched into the touch of the demon king's mouth and the deliberate thrust into his hardening cock. He groaned again, desire being fanned by the demon's kisses when he felt the hard cock rutting against his own. He wanted more. Suddenly, he needed more. He wanted to feel more, have more and imprint the scent and taste of this man that was taking him. 
But he was to be pinned and taken and loved and claimed instead. He was kissed down his mouth, towards his chin, his jaw and every single bare skin the demon could find. Javier kissed and kissed and licked and nibbled, digging his fangs into the unblemished skin, gently at first, making sure the skin too remembered the taste of the demon upon it. He made sure he sucked every bit of the exposed neck, leaving behind hickeys, marks of Suho's being claimed. 
And Suho? He was drowning in the pleasure. Too much licking, too much kissing, everything was too much. So much so that he was panting, making noises he had never known he could make. 
“That's right. Moan for me, darling. Moan for me. Moan my name. Let everyone know to whom you belong.” 
The demon king ordered with a voice, definitely not human. And Suho merely complied. He couldn't do anything else. 
And soon his clothes in one swift motion were ruined, tossed into the air until he was stark naked, all bare for the demon to take. 
And he was taken. 
Suho had never in his life felt so naked, so very bare and yet so very wanted. Given that he had never had too many of such situation, Suho was still skeptical. And yet, he felt too very lightheaded. 
The way the demon's eyes roamed his body, he could feel himself being set aflame. The frost in the demon's eyes were melting. And instead there was this dark heat that traced his very body. The demon licked his lips, eyeing his chest, down towards his flushed cock, weeping at the gaze. 
“Beautiful…,” Javier whispered, his one hand still keeping Lloyd's hands caged while his free hand, now so very human like yet clawed, traced his hardened cock. Suho's head jerked at the touch. And he moaned. It had been long since he had the chance to feel anyone but his own hand grasping his heat. “Now that's a sweet reaction, darling.” 
The demon king winked and soon even that touch was taken from him, leaving him aching for more. Perhaps his eyes truly told the demon what he wanted, ached for, the demon smirked down at him. 
And again his vision was blurred as he was turned on his stomach, his hands now freed to grab upon the sheets below. 
“W-what!?” He squeaked, trying to decipher the situation yet again. But his eyes could only catch the devil dancing in those heated eyes. 
A hand, clawed and possessive ran down his spine, leaving behind goosebumps in their wake. Suho shuddered at that. 
“I am simply claiming what is mine.” The demon above him supplied as his hand dipped, grasping his ass cheeks firmly in his hand, squeezing hard. 
Suho moaned at the sensation. The demon king was sm possessive, so very enchanting to Suho. He didn't know what else he could do but lay pliant at the feeling of those claws digging into his flesh, kneading. 
“Now be good,” the demon king whispered against his ear, licking it the second next, dragging yet again his heated skin between his teeth. “And let me feel you.” 
He couldn't trust his voice to form a proper word. So all he did was nod. 
“That's great, darling.” Javier whispered above him, voice a mere dark promise. 
And then, all that Suho remembered was being drowned in pleasures he had never had before. 
The demon king kissed down his neck, down and down his back, peppering kisses all over his spine and he couldn't help but arch into the lips that evoked so much hunger within him. Hands came to grasp his ass, squeezing hard, pushing him down as if to keep him still. But all it did was let his hungry cock rub against the silken sheets below. He was weeping for relief but he wasn't allowed that. All he could do instead was curl his hands against the sheets and moan. 
The kisses reached over his ass. And there too the demon king kissed him thoroughly, bit and sucked and dug his nails, letting smaller moons and loving bites bloom all over him. And then the demon's hands were prying his ass apart. Suho was alarmed for he had never been this intimate with anyone. True he had tried many times pleasuring himself with his ass but that had only backfired against him altogether. 
He trembled at the fear of what might happen. He was so close to turn around and say something, anything at all to stop the demon king, which he knew would be futile. But he wasn't given that chance. 
“Relax.” The demon king ordered, his fingers dipping into the flesh of his ass making him groan and thrash his head against the pillows beneath. 
“And let me taste you.” 
That was the last thing he heard before the king as promised dipped between his cheeks, spreading them wide and revealing his puckered hole, now clenching and unclenching at the attention of that heated gaze. 
“Beautiful. So very beautiful. Everything about you is just beautiful, darling.” Javier mumbled, almost in daze. 
Suho squirmed at the praise. And the very next second he was made a moaning mess. The demon dipped into the hole, licking a fat strip down to his balls and Suho saw stars exploding behind his eyes. 
“Mmm…so good…” 
The demon king moaned at the taste. So did Suho, at the feeling of that hot tongue licking his hole, at the praises of having pleased his soon to be mate. 
Javier licked more and more around the twitching hole, holding Suho's ass up in the air with his fingers dug into his ass. It was as if he couldn't get enough of the scent, of the taste of Lloyd's body. He licked and licked around the rim, gently nibbling around the puckered hole before his tongue traced the entrance and Suho flattered beneath him, moaning still, grasping tightly onto the sheets below. 
But Javier didn't care. His only motive then was to taste his mate, taste for himself the shrewdness he showed before, the timidness that sprang up time to time. He probed his tongue a little deeper against the entrance and Suho wailed aloud in pleasure. His cock jerked at the sensation of something wet and hot tracing against his entrance. 
He shuddered at the feeling. But there was nothing much he could do. Javier didn't either stop at that. He gently at first probed into the hole, that posed to push him back but Suho relaxed the second a hand upon his cock came. He twitched and groaned at the feeling of that clawed hand, rubbing slowly up towards his tip and dipping gently into his weeping slit. 
He stammered at the impact, as all air was punched out of his lungs. The second he had relaxed Javier plunged in, tasting all that he had offer. The tongue, wicked and wet traced down each nook and corner of his, licking and curling as if to beckon him. He was so hard, so very hot all over the feeling of the tongue fucking into him with the simultaneous tug against his cock, that jerked in the demon's expert hands. 
He couldn't help but clasp down upon Javier's tongue fucking deeper and deeper into his cushiony softness, as if devouring all that he pleased. He was licked and fucked and devoured at the same time his cock was being rubbed mercilessly, precum oozing out of his slit. But Javier didn't stop. He curled his long tongue deeper into him and Suho saw stars. 
It had never been so pleasurable. He had never felt so good, never once had he been able to come by playing with his ass alone. And here he was moaning, clasping over the long tongue that mapped the entirety of his ass, with one lick, curling and fucking against his prostate making him see stars. 
“Ahhhh….”
Gods! This demon was beyond anything. He didn't let Suho cum yet, grasping his cock in his hand, tightly as if to prolong the pressure. 
“Please, please, please….” 
Suho begged but to no avail. Javier was determined to not let him cum, squeezing down his base as he fucked him with his tongue just a while longer, before he was pulling out, and no amount of Suho's squeezes upon his tongue kept him in. And Suho was left wincing, aching to be filled again. 
Yet all he saw was the demon's smirk. 
“Patience, darling, patience.” 
Here Suho was dying from keeping it all in. And there the demon king was having fun. He wanted to snarl at the mirth he heard for he was too gone in this pleasure to not be relieved at all. He knew though what was coming next when he heard shuffling and then the heat of the demon king moving closer over him, enveloping him in his warmth. 
“Yes, do you feel that?” 
The demon was whispering, saying something eh should really actually focus on. But all Suho could feel was the heavy cock, hot and hard, rubbing against his stretched entrance. And panic rose in his chest. He paled at the thought of the gigantic thing entering him. 
“Aw, are you scared?” Javier asked, turning his head towards him with a firm hand over his chin. 
And then Suho panicked for a whole another reason. Those daring eyes were red, crimson red, the colour of blood and the demon king was grinning, fangs out as if to scare him. 
“Don't worry darling,” he was saying right as he was rubbing his cock against his entrance, letting his cum smear against his hole and Suho shuddered at that, “ you will feel all the pleasure of the world. I promise you that.” 
And the horns over Javier's head shone, as if to keep true to his promise. The rest after that, Suho was forced to forget. 
The demon king dipped to plunder his mouth with his tongue while he adjusted, shifting to let his bulbous head drag against the rim of his entrance. Suho moaned at the feeling. It was hot, scorchingly so. It was delicious to be taken as such. But there was no fear, no disgust within him at all. Maybe he was thrown into this world, or maybe it was all a dream still, because he had been too abstinent, too pent up. He couldn't still shake these feelings even when the heavy cock, hot and hard had been rubbing against his entrance, his mouth being taken, devoured and possessed by the handsome demon king, Javier Asrahan with so much intensity, Suho felt himself melt. 
He moaned into the kiss again when Javier dragged his lips between his fangs. He kept on moaning too long, too loud feeling finally the bulbous head of Javier's cock, push slowly into him. His eyes rolled into his back, when the head, kissed past his tight rim, into his beckoning heat. And all that he could feel was…full. 
Too full. Too hot. Too much. 
All he felt was Javier's intoxicating scent, his heavy body pressing down onto the bed and his cock, his hog and hard cock, slowly, very slowly pushing into him more. 
“Ahhhh….” 
He was free to moan now, for all to hear as Javier promised before when Javier shifted, plunging deeper, but never thrusting in. Suho was going crazy with the heat within him. He could feel himself on the verge. He could come anytime soon. If only though Javier could push into him, right into that pleasure spot, perhaps, perhaps he could come. And yet all Javier did was let his head nestle into Suho's heat, grinding against him as Suho was lessened to an incoherent moaning mess. 
Clawed hands came to grasp his own, putting them down, pressing harder into the bed and Suho had the chance to see the demon king controlling himself well before he gave one of those smirks of his. 
And then Suho ascended into a moaning peak. 
The second Javier had smirked, he had declared somehow he would fuck the living thoughts out of Suho's mind. He pushed, without much reservation now, into the awaiting heat in one swift motion.  
“Ahnnnn….sogoodsogood…” 
Suho kept on chanting, his mind going numb with the pleasure of having had his prostate rubbed so intensely. His mouth fell open in chants of how good Javier's cock felt and his cock, finally, finally had the relief it sought. He couldn't stop coming. His whole body kept jerking at the pleasure of Javier's cock sitting still over his prostate. 
“Hah!” The demon king above him scoffed, nothing unkind in his voice. “You came just with that? Just like that? You definitely were made for me,Lloyd.” He pushed again, thrusting into Lloyd's still sensitive body. 
Suho quivered at that. But Javier didn't care. He loved the way Lloyd's body just sucked him in, all warm and tight and so very wet for him. He loved the way Lloyd's round brown eyes were unfocused and the way his mouth fell open with saliva dripping down, chanting for more of what he didn't even know.  
He was crazy good. Just the way Javier had wanted a mate for so long. 
“Do you want more, darling? Hmm? Tell me.” He thrusted again, into the craving heat and Suho arched his back, relishing in the pleasure. 
“Yesyesyesyesyes….More…. I want more…”
Hah! Poor hero. He was turned to such a mess with just his cock. If only Javier knew of this before he could have just thrown the princess away as soon as he found Lloyd. But whatever, now he had him here and that was enough. He would make sure this hero, Lloyd Frontera could never think of escaping him again. 
A rage of black curtain rose against his heart. And he swore to keep Lloyd beside him, anyhow. 
And so he thrusted again into the overstimulated body, jerking beneath him. But he wanted to see more of those reactions. Unfocused and so very drowned in pleasure. All that he had managed to spurn from Lloyd, gasping for more, harder beneath him. 
“What was that? You want it harder, baby?” Javier purposefully slowed down, opting to give shallow, slow thrust, precisely into his pleasure spot, knowing well that's the least the now fucked Lloyd would want. 
“Nonono…I need more….” He watched with crimson eyes how Lloyd scrambled with his words, grasping his clawed hands tighter within his own fragile ones. 
And something sinister within Javier was aflame. This, this human right here, was truly his mate. 
He grinned at that, all fangs and darkened desires as his wings flapped open behind him. And he watched again with fascinating desire the way Lloyd's unfocused eyes found his wings and he gave a half hearted smile. He was too concerned afterall with the way he was not fucked to completion to complement his mate's wings, the colour of the night sky. 
And yet Javier refused to give in yet, slowly pulling out only for him to thrust almost gently into Lloyd, who stammered at that. 
“Harder…please….Fuck me….Harder….” 
Oh, so he did have coherency left in him, huh? Then he should be fucked as he wished to repel all thoughts but Javier alone to remain in him. 
With that, Javier's entire body covered Lloyd's own with the heat that transpired between them as he finally, oh gods, finally thrusted into him, completely, sating Lloyd's wish. 
And Lloyd, Javier watched, cum again beneath him, convulsing with ripples of shudders going down his body. 
Even then he didn't stop changing about how good Javier felt. And so Javier didn't stop thrusting into the heat that once again grasped tightly over him. He knew he would be rougher than before because that's what his mate demanded. So he pulled, almost all the way out only for Lloyd to wince in sorrow and then he pushed back in one long thrust, battering his prostate well, so much so Lloyd forgot whatever it was he was about to protest. Javier grinned at the feeling of that wet heat clasping all around him and wanted to seek more. So he pulled back and pushed into Lloyd's quivering body again. He kept thrusting into the tight heat, right into Lloyd's prostate, enjoying the way his mate was making all sorts of noises. 
Soon, soon he would be filled to the brim, marked as his, he promised himself that. He didn't thus stop fucking into the tight heat, hitting that spot he knew could make Lloyd see stars. He thrusted even harder, faster, rougher into the heat, pulling all the way out and then thrusting right in. He didn't forget to thrust particularly harsh into his mate's pleasure spot and watch him convulse again with another bout of cum. He too was close. He could feel it in the way he couldn't control his thrusts anymore. He was going frantic, to chase his own orgasm. He couldn't help the rough thrusts into Lloyd's still overstimulated body. 
He kept on thrusting, harder, faster into that one spot Lloyd love, coating his insides with his precum. He rose right before he knew he would cum and pulled Lloyd up by his arms and watched as Lloyd threw his head back and moaned. He didn't even once stop fucking into his mate. 
“You will be my mate,” Javier gasped, grasping the moaning Lloyd by his shoulder, coiling his own arm around his shoulders, “say it. Say it, Lloyd Frontera.”
Javier dragged every word with a powerful thrust into his prostate and Lloyd was unable to think of anything and yet, and yet he tried his best to say something. 
“Yes,yes I will be.” Lloyd gasped, mouth open in a long moan when Javier thrusted into his heat again with a particularly hard thrust. “I will be your mate. I will be your mate!” He screamed hard, cumming again when Javier pushed into him, one last time before he took convulsed. 
But he didn't let Lloyd go yet, keeping him completely locked in his arms as he kept cumming, jerking within Lloyd's body, rubbing his cock into his prostate well. 
He turned his face towards him again, kissing Lloyd at the same time he fucked slowly into him, coating his insides completely well with his seeds, making sure Lloyd knew to whom he truly belonged. 
“Do you see now,” Javier asked against his lips, still kissing, nibbling upon his kiss swollen lips, his free hand running down to cover his stomach, right over his navel, “that you belonged to me?” 
Lloyd was too fazed to perhaps understand that. But he still looked to where Javier's hand was and he gasped. He turned to meet Javier's eyes again. And Javier grinned at him. 
“That's the mark of my mate. Now you belong to me and me alone. Do you understand?” Javier smirked, thrusting yet again into his heat, now filled with the cum. 
“Ohhhh…. yesyesyesyesyes….I belong to you….I belong to Javier….”
Lloyd screamed again. It was too much. The heat of the seeds within him, the way Javier kept fucking him was too much for him. And yet he couldn't help but want more. This body sought even more as it pushed back against the demon king who simply smirked. 
“That's right. You are my darling slut now. So of course you want more.” He rubbed the mark on his belly and Lloyd shuddered, a new bout of intense desire spreading through his body. 
He didn't understand why his cock kept jerking again. He was so tired, so very tired. He couldn't go on anymore and yet here he was asking for more. 
“This mark,” Javier was saying something yet Lloyd's mind couldn't probably comprehend it well for Javier was thrusting into him too which was too much to begin with, “makes you more vulnerable to desire. Desire towards me.” 
Javier explained his new bout of desire but Lloyd was too far gone to listen to such explanations. He just wanted relief again. And there was one person that could give him that. It was Javier still fucking into him. 
“Please…,” he begged again, grasping Javier's hands around him, leaning his head against that sturdy chest,only then realising his tattered shirt still clinging to Javier's chest, as the wings behind them kept him hidden from the world, “....please fuck me again.” 
And he watched those crimson eyes smiling down at him. “If you beg me so sweetly, I definitely will.” 
And then the day turned to night and all the stars witnessed as well their happy fucking. Lloyd lost count of how many times he had come by then. Forget that, he had lost count of how many positions they had fucked in. 
One such intense round was when the demon king took him against the large mirror in that room, making him drink in all his desires, all the faces he made as the demon king fucked into him, making sure his body knew exactly who was fucking him. But they didn't stop there. In the dawn of the hour, the last round he could clearly remember was when Javier fucked him against the railing of the balcony, telling him how he could now rule the vast lands around them and how easy it would be for Lloyd to garner so much riches as he wished. 
The only thing Lloyd remember before passing out from too much pleasure was the kiss the demon king, Javier Asrahan gave him, with a soft whisper of how glad he was to have him. Suho for the time being forgot who he truly was and wanted to stay as Lloyd forever in Javier's embrace. 
____ THE END ____ 
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