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In exchange for joining my M/M erotica email list, you can download this free spicy story about a Victorian magician's late night encounter with the gay fallen angel Kokabiel.












  
  
Other Books by Zwahk Muchoney




The Devil's Beloved: An erotic mm fantasy romance (Divine Temptations Book 1)





Prince Abaddon: An erotic dark fantasy mm romance (Divine Temptations Book 2)





The Raven and the Songbird: An erotic angel/demon MM romance (Divine Temptations Book 3)











  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Chapter One




Inever thought it possible to get tired of having my cock sucked, but here we are. My balls are aching, my body is drained, all because I allowed the Rat King to join me on my quest. 

Right. Some of you weren't here for the first two books in the Divine Temptations series. A quick recap:

I'm Badinel, king of the goblins. Recently I lived in the world of man, trying to find Aurelyr, a faerie who wanted us to be something more, but whom I made the mistake of pushing away.

Blarg, my tech-savvy orc bodyguard, and Stinksnort, a loyal goblin servant, were sharing a studio with me in Seattle when I acquired a bearded dragon named Agatha, who ended up laying a clutch of actual miniature dragons. 

Now Blarg and I are traveling the nether realm with a cage full of hazardous infant fire-breathers, seeking out the help of a wizard in hopes the whelps can be turned into regular, non-flammable reptiles.

For those who wish to know what became of Blarg's lady friend Nicole, she remained in the human world, watching over Agatha in our absence. 

As for Stinksnort, I allowed him to return to the loving arms of his cudgel-bearing wife. 

Now that we're caught up, back to the matter of my sexual exhaustion.

It all started last night. Blarg and I stopped for ale at a dingy joint run by a one-eyed troll, when I first encountered the royal rodent.

My orc companion sat in the corner, tightening the screws on the metal dragon-carrying case, while I chose a seat at the end of the bar to better take in the various male patrons coming through. 

We weren't in a gay bar, but I hadn't gotten laid since the incident with the hunky window washer and was hoping somebody might be up for a good time. Unfortunately, nobody, not even the golden-haired elf (yes, I know it's a stereotype that all elves are bi, although in my experience, it's more like 50%) seemed interested.

That's when a figure wearing a rat mask, small crown, and fur-trimmed coat kicked in the pub door, practically exploding into the room. Trailing behind him was a long, whip-like tail that snapped through the air, nearly hitting a nearby Balrog, who glared menacingly before returning to the card game he'd been playing with a group of inebriated dwarves.

The dancing figure's bright eyes fell upon me, signaling an intensity of need I hadn't seen since the last time I ran across my satyr ex (a nice fellow, but prone to excessive drinking). 

He pirouetted directly toward me, practically singing,

"Glorious day! It's King Badinel, holder of the legendary royal staff! Lover of a thousand men! He whose sheer perfection causes even the most well-hung unicorn to swoon with admiration!!!"

Before I could hop off the stool to avoid the stranger, he'd caught up, kneeling before me while bearing an expression of hunger on par with a squirrel spotting an unguarded sack of nuts.

The tavern went completely silent. Every man and beast sat staring at us. Even the lute player paused, giving me a searching look. I tried to ignore the overly-exuberant oddball, redirecting my gaze toward a peculiar stain on the wall, but he, refusing to take the hint, continued,

"My lord, I have been cursed as a result of my own folly! A terrible thirst intrudes upon me that can only be quenched one way!"

He pointed at his soft, pouty lips, parting them suggestively, exclaiming,

"Please, I beg of you, take me out back and make use of my mouth!"

A roar of jeering laughter erupted from the crowd. I shrunk back, gritting my teeth in sheer embarrassment. 

Blarg shot me a look of concern. I was about to  say something, when the twinkling rodent began caressing my thigh. Had I not been so hard up (so to speak), I probably would have swatted him away, but alas...

Without saying a word, I got up, gesturing toward the door. He clapped his hands in glee, seemingly misreading my lackluster go-ahead as a display of enthusiasm. He sprang to his feet, following me with dogged determination as I wove my way through the chortling heterosexual masses.

Before long, we were standing out back next to the rubbish bin. I navigated around a stack of broken crates, cursing under my breath as my boot splashed into what I hoped was a muddy puddle. 

Above us hung a single lantern, flickering steadily with the passing breeze. My companion stood mere inches from me, humming a merry little tune while clasping his hands in nervous anticipation. 

I thought briefly of Aurelyr, but pushed back the memory, sighing all the while. 

On turning to face the amorous man-rodent, I stared into his eyes, thinking,

You're really not my type, but I need this and you want it, so what's wrong with...

Normally I would have simply undone my codpiece and let him have his fun, but for whatever reason, I paused and asked,

"May I see you without your mask?"

He seemed a little surprised, but not unpleasantly so, and reached behind his head, unfastening his mask with great care. It was held together with leather straps that came loose one by one, letting out a soft click with every release.

He peeled it back. Upon seeing his face, I gasped,

"You.. You're so hot!... why are you wearing that thing?!”

Other than his long, mousy whiskers, every other feature of his face was sheer perfection, and oh, that smile! He had such a roguish collection of pearly whites, save for his slightly elongated front teeth.

In a sweet, musical voice, he answered,

"My subjects greatly admire me, but none are as lovely as I. This mask hides my beauty, so I may avoid causing them any unwarranted insecurities."

He leaned in and whispered,

"Now, how about letting me swallow your legendary sword?"

My ears (and loins) perked up at this. With swift, well-practiced movements, I unleashed myself, revealing the towering eight inches of my raw, royal scepter. The whiskered dreamboat grasped at my member, stroking me skillfully. I moaned softly, loving the feel of his strong hands massaging my quivering shaft.

He then fell to his knees, gulping down my member with such unbridled fury I gasped aloud, startling a family of pixies who'd built their nest under the tavern eaves. 

Annoyed by our presence, the aggravating pests swarmed around us. 

Oh, how discordant, to be experiencing the greatest ecstasy from a fervent, excitable tongue, yet simultaneously enduring the nasty bites of a dozen feral mini-fae.

I swatted them away, gazing down at the lovely face taking me with ever greater zeal. They nipped while I grasped the back of his head, pulling myself deeper down his hungry throat. 

Finally, I bucked my hips forward, moaning as I reached climax.

My manhood erupted, spasming as I jettisoned streams of high-born cum down his gullet. He suckled me voraciously, trying to extract every last drop. I caught my breath, enjoying the satisfaction of being milked, but even after I'd given everything, he continued sucking me with the intensity of a human ruffian trying to siphon gas through a tube.

My cock, now heavily over-sensitized, started screaming (not literally, of course): enough is enough. I tried pushing back against him to make him stop, but he was so entranced by my member he continued clutching at my thighs, burying his face into my crotch.

With no other option, I cried out,

"Blarg! Help!" 

When there was no answer, I tried again, louder this time,

"Blarg! Hurry! It's a matter of life and death!"

The pixies, made all the more angry by my outburst, started nipping at my prone testicles while the overindulgent fellatioholic sucked harder, causing me to yelp in pain.

Finally, I heard the sound of heavy footsteps heading our way. Blarg appeared before us, readjusting his spectacles as if doing so would help him make sense of the scene before him. He sighed and shook his head, grumbling,

"Oh, for the love of-"

He examined the area, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. Aggravated beyond measure, I shouted,

"DON'T JUST STAND THERE, DO SOMETHING!"

Blarg paused, then hulked over to a nearby rain barrel. He picked it up as if it were made of cardboard, ambled over to us, and hurled it our way.

A torrent of freezing water cascaded over us. He of the overzealous tongue let out a surprised squeak, jumping back in shock. The pixies, drenched in the sudden onslaught, fell to the ground, gibbering at me in their incomprehensible dialect.

The stranger stood up, wobbly and dazed. In a stunned voice, he whimpered,

"No, no, not again!"

The whiskered one bowed deeply, water dripping from his hair. In a tone of heartfelt apology, he said,

"Please forgive me, 'tis the curse! I swear I meant no malice!"

I shook myself off, rubbing my sore gonads. Blarg gave me his usual deadpan look and turned away, heading back towards the tavern door while muttering,

"I could be in the human world right now with my darling Nicole and sweet little Agatha, but no, I'm stuck escorting this horny idiot."

He wandered off, leaving me alone with my eccentric new acquaintance. I glanced at the whip-tailed chap, noticing he'd already gotten to work snapping his mask into place.

He finished, pressing the ugly thing back upon his face. It was then I felt the late-night chill settling in, causing my teeth to begin chattering uncontrollably. I hugged myself for warmth, looked his way and suggested,

"Seeing as we're both sopping wet, what's say we go back in and warm ourselves by the fire?"

He lit up, happily tittering,

"Lovely! A fire oh so bright, a delightful end to such a perfect night!"

It was then I noticed the pixies were starting to revive. With a wave of my hand, I motioned for him to follow. 

We reentered the tavern, only to be greeted by the knowing stares of the regulars. I ignored them, guiding us toward the hearth. 

Blarg sat nearby, slipping handfuls of greens and worms he'd collected through the roof slats of the dragonling enclosure. Small bursts of flame erupted from the openings, prompting him to reach for the fire extinguisher clipped to his belt.

Moments passed. Once I was sure the scale-bearing infants weren't going to cause another incident, I set my hands out to the glowing hearth, allowing my numb fingers to regain the slightest bit of warmth.

The masked figure moved in close, letting out a contented sigh. When I’d finally dried off enough to disperse the cloying chill, I cleared my throat and said,

"Regarding your... extreme enthusiasm with the..."

Motioning toward my lips, I tried to convey the unmentionable. His smile faltered, a sudden melancholy taking hold of his demeanor. He stared into the fire, whispering,

"Yes, it's the effect of this wretched enchantment. The time has come; I shall now share my tale of woe."

He stopped, eyes widening behind the mask's eyeholes, and said,

"Forgive me, I've neglected to properly introduce myself."

With that, he rose, bowing before me with an extravagant flourish before making the hushed declaration,

"'Tis I, the one and only Rat King!"

I nodded and said,

"Ah, of course. I should have guessed."

I assumed he was either lying or insane. Though I'd never met the real Rat King during my years of royal engagements, everyone knew the bristly monarch had seven heads and stood a good ten feet tall. 

He sat down, his countenance all the heavier as he continued,

"My story… well, it started with a man."

I nodded, wistfully thinking,

Doesn't it always?
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