
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

Blargoss the Dastardly Demon
Lord
a steamy bisexual monster
short


 


Copyright 2023 Enorma Lance

Published by Enorma Lance at Smashwords

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your
favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

 


All characters depicted in this work of
fiction are 18 years of age, or older.

 


 


 


 



Table of Contents

Start of
Blargoss the Dastardly Demon Lord

Other books by
Enorma Lance

About Enorma
Lance

Connect with
Enorma Lance

 




Blargoss the Dastardly Demon
Lord
a steamy bisexual monster
short






“I’ll show them,” Blargoss
scoffed, pacing back and forth in front of his brand-new throne. It
was still being carved from stone, but it already looked
intimidating with its cross-bones design and rock-hard seat. His
hooves thumped loudly as he paced, his long red tail swaying behind
him to keep his balance as spun back to address his adviser. “I’ll
show them that I’m worthy of my family name!”

Minion, a pale gray-skinned
corrupted elf and one of the most soft-spoken underlings Blargoss
had ever met, smiled up at him kindly. The elf had silky ice-blue
hair that flowed like water when he moved, giving the impression
that he was wrapped in a pale cloak. The elf clasped his long
fingers together and gave a humble bow of his head.

“My most evil one,” Minion
said, his voice as sultry as an incubus. “You don’t have a family
name.”

Blargoss bristled at the
comment, scowling down the steps at Minion.

“You know what I mean,” he said
gruffly, fighting to hide his embarrassment. “Mehk’s conquered two
kingdoms. Two! That’s all he talks about at our family dinners. And
Mother is so impressed,” he added, rolling his eyes.

“Your brother is nothing to
fear, my lord.”

“Didn’t you date him?” Blargoss
asked, remembering that tidbit from Minion’s resume. Dating a
well-known demon lord was impressive, especially since Minion had
walked away with his head still attached.

“Yes. I was young and stupid,”
Minion said dramatically, turning his glowing amber eyes away from
the demon. Was that shame on his long face?

“Why’d you come to work for me,
anyway?” Blargoss asked, dropping into his new throne. He instantly
regretted it as a chunk of fresh chipped stone stabbed into the
back of his thigh. Hissing, he tossed it aside.

Minion ascended the steps to
stand beside him, smiling pleasantly and sweeping a hand over the
view of the new throne room.

“To see the beginning of a new
era. Mehk may be strong, and he may have an army that is double, or
even triple the size of yours, but he is dumber than the pebbles
that we stand on. I cannot put my faith in a man that can be bested
by insects.”

Blargoss chuckled, remembering
the only victory that Mehk hadn’t won. His brother had marched his
army on the swamp kingdoms of the Dark Elves and wound up fleeing
because of the dog-sized mosquitoes.

Blargoss scanned over the
construction of the half-built throne room. Once the scaffolding
and bucket of fake blood were out of sight, it would be much more
intimidating. He drummed his claws on the arm of his chair as he
mulled over his first move.

His mother had finally granted
him a cavern of his own. Blargoss had spent the first thirty years
of his immortal life living in his childhood bedroom, cramming his
ten-foot-tall self into the bottom bunk bed and dreaming of one day
being able to stretch out his hooves.

Minion stood quietly beside
him, awaiting Blargoss’ next command. Blargoss considered him,
taking in the corrupted elf’s narrow waist and broad shoulders.
With such an angular silhouette, Minion would make a perfect second
in command. Though, his lavishly floral pastel blue robes didn’t
strike fear into many hearts.
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