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***********************************************************************

The door opened.

Emperor Sardon III raised his hands to ward himself from the sudden  light, bright enough to dazzle him. It had been days since they had locked him in this miserable dark cell with his dubious companions, and he had endured all he was willing to bear.

A hideous head appeared from across the threshold. It had horns, burning red eyes, and long, sharp fangs. It was a demon... A rather common sight when you are in hell.
"Out, mortals!" The demon grunted.

The beast impatiently brandished his weapon, an enormous simitar with a complicated and sinister-looking blade. The other prisoners hurried to comply with the demand, but as Sardon watched them he didn't even try to disguise his contempt. The group was comprised of sinners of every sort: thieves, rapists, murderers, liars, traitors, spammers... but he was far above that. He was Sardon III the immortal, mighty emperor of the three continents. He, who had destroyed entire nations, executed kings, and made the world tremble in his bloody fist. How could he possibly have ended up mixed with such trash?

The demon shook his head to make the group follow him, and they wordlessly obeyed. He led them through cyclopean hallways, expansive enough to contain castles; on either side, the walls stretched toward the unseen apex, towering at unimaginable dimensions. When Sardon raised his head to follow their course, he was unsure whether the looming darkness above him was a night sky or a ceiling at impossible heights. 

The titanic structure seemed to mock the prisoners and their puny size; all who passed could not help but be humbled... all but Sardon, of course. The splendor of his own palace at the peak of his glory transcended any possibly existing construction in universe. 

Sixty thousand slaves had perished to raise it.

The towering walls glowed with a dull reddish light and the heat was 

suffocating. In spite of himself, Sardon began to sweat. After their interminable trek, the condemned arrived in front of two massive doors; with a clattering of heavy chain, the twin shutters began to swivel outward. Without warning, a torrential wave of sound burst forth from within, a tempest of rattling, innumerable wailings, laughs and burning winds. The heat became intolerable; it felt as though Sardon had entered an oven.

The prisoners proceeded onward to navigate a treacherously narrow ledge, and the demonic guard slowed down the march to let his captives gaze at the Dantean sight below them. Under a blood-red sky, a rocky plain sprawled far off into the horizon. Everywhere there were torture devices, racks, and burning pits, their victims tormented in the most gruesome fashions. 

At this horrifying sight, the men lost what little heart remained. Some fell to their knees, and others wept, but all their lamentations were drowned beneath the torment of millions of others.

The demon grinned an evil smile wich was rather natural for him, as he viciously kicked those of the prisoners who had fallen until they staggered again brokenly to their feet.  At the sight of Sardon, however, even the demon’s hardened expression melted into a stare of surprise. The emperor had not even winked. He was even yet gazing at this atrocious display of bestial torture with inhuman unconcern.

All this unspeakable horror was merely child's play for Sardon. When the rebels (May the curse of Agril-Shanak burn their heads for eternity) finally overthrew him, Sardon spent one year in the deepest oubliette of his own palace, subjected to the agony of being flayed alive, but never once had he shown any sign of weakness. When they finally struck the killing blow, he died with a contemptuous smile on his lips, not even giving his tormentors the satisfaction of a single scream. Whatever they were going to do to him now couldn't be any worse.

The demon scratched his chin with a smirk.

"Oh, a hard one, heh? Excellent! You see, a special treatment has been requested for your group..."

They followed the demon to another, smaller portal. When this door opened, the guard burst out in a loud laugh, pointing at the figure on the other side of the door. It was another demon, almost identical to himself, save only that this one wasn't laughing at all.

"Very funny, Grashnak," growled the target of his mirth in an acidic tone.

Their first guard left them there and walked away, his laugher diminishing and blending with the ambient sound.

The new demon glowered at the group, lighting a torch, and sighed dismally, "Follow me."

They walked in silence through immense dark halls. After the previous cacophony, this silence was disconcerting; Sardon could not dispel the unpleasant suspicion that something was watching them from the inscrutable darkness that surrounded the group. As they descended a long stairway, Sardon began to notice that their escort was becoming increasingly nervous. He constantly swiveled his grotesquely massive horned head to look behind them.

Suddenly, a girlish laugher rang out from nowhere; it was a pure and crystalline sound, most unexpected in such a place. It echoed through the dark halls and vanished like a breeze. The demon stopped abruptly, now sweating, and given his demonic nature it was probably not because of the heat.

"Interesting," Sardon mused to himself. What could make such a fearsome creature so afraid?

The guard waited several minutes before he gave a silent sign and hurried the group further on. Soon they arrived at a small wooden door, seeming quaint and out of place among the majesty of the gigantic surroundings. The demon lifted one clawed hand to knock, but before he had the chance the door flew open and another demon jumped out frenetically.

"What the hell took you so long?! They are at work! Do you know what happens when you break their pace?"

He grabbed the arm of the nearest prisoner "You there! Come with me!" Without further delay, he dragged the man beyond the mysterious door.

For the first time, Sardon began to feel uneasy. There were strange muffled noises coming from the door in front of him. Periodically, it was pulled open, and another prisoner chosen to be pushed over the threshold; every time, Sardon could clearly hear feminine laughter, but also a curious sound, harder to identify. And, of course, the incessant screaming... But Sardon was mentally prepared to brave any form of torture they could inflict on him. It went without saying, too, that he would not be among those screaming! Not him! Already he had formulated a plan to pull himself out of this situation.

The group diminished rapidly, as the demons came to claim them. All too soon, Sardon found himself all alone with the nervous guard.

"What a job!" grumbled the demon to himself.

"The contract said: ‘Gratifying work in a convivial atmosphere with the motivating proximity of friendly and beautiful demonesses, etc, etc...’  They got me."

His mumblings were interrupted when the door opened again. With neither warning nor explanation, a demon grabbed Sardon and pulled him inside as easily as the others, pointing a long, sharp pitchfork at his back to force him to walk. Sardon gave him a disdainful stare and signaled to him with an imperious gesture that he was no coward: he, unlike the rest, would march courageously by himself toward whatever fate awaited him. The demon shrugged impatiently, but allowed him to proceed of his own volition. They had just entered an immense and well-lit hall when Sardon froze in stupor.

In the middle of the room were three gigantic females, each lying lazily on the floor. Their impossible size dwarfed even the surrounding structures and their awesome dimensions. Sardon swallowed, with some difficulty; the three figures were probably taller than the sacrificial obelisk dedicated to his glory in the iron palace!

Massive chains shackled their ankles and bound the towering females to the central pillar of the room, but this restriction didn't seem to bother them at all. 

Their wide eyes sparkled with joy and pleasure; each of their eternally young faces was breathtakingly beautiful.

They were leaning against the central pillar, nonchalantly exposing their perfect nakedness. Their three bodies, each adorned with a pair of horns and a dark, wide-spreading pair of wings, glistened with sweat in the ambient reddish light.

Giant succubi…

The demon hustled Sardon with his fork to make him move, but by now the emperor's arrogant attitude had melted like an ice cube in hell. Without even noticing, he sleep-walked obediently toward the three giantesses, utterly transfixed by their beauty. He noticed, still absent-mindedly, that for some reason, their bellies were somewhat rounded and bulging. At the same time, the nature of the sound that intrigued him before became obvious: it was a loud, uninterrupted combination of gurgling and groaning noises that seemed to emanate from their bodies.

Somewhere in Sardon's mind, a tiny voice piped up: danger! But Sardon was too bewitched by their charm to care.

With a swift movement, one of the girl suddenly picked up a prisonner ahead and raised him to her face. She stared in delight at her tiny prize. Her skin was a rich tan, her midnight hair cascading wildly over her shoulders. 

Deep green eyes intensely examined the man in her hand, who, by this time, had stopped moving, mesmerized by the giantess’s stare. Her beauty was truly supernatural.

She gave him an impish smile, slowly opening her mouth, which immediately sent an incredible excess of saliva dribbling over her chin. An incredibly long and glistening tongue suddenly snaked forth, plunging forward toward her captive. The man screamed as the demoness smoothly, thoroughly licked him up and down, tasting his tiny body and his terror. Moments later, she gently placed him in her mouth and closed her lips around her fingers, sealing her prey inside.

Then, with a deliberate slowness and a loud, wet smack, she removed her fingers, smiled, and... swallowed!

Sardon stared in disbelief at the small, struggling lump as it slid slowly down the girl's throat and disappeared into her beautiful body. The succubus burped softly and rubbed her swollen belly, a dreamy expression on her face. 

Soon, her eyes closed, her head inclining, and she felt on her side, soundly asleep. The two other giggled at the sight. The red haired girl next to her stroked slowly and affectionately at her sleeping sister's belly, humming a soft tune as she caressed the bulging surface... probably some demonic lullaby...

Then, with lightning speed, the demoness leaned and lunged toward the next prisoner and the guard escorting him! The chains rattled plaintively, strained at their maximum, as she stretched her immense arms to grab her prey. Ignoring the prisoner, who was too astounded to move anyway, she tried to catch the demon... but the guard was obviously expecting such move, and quickly dashed out of her reach.

With a frustrated sigh the demoness sat up, lazily scooped the cowering 

Prisoner into her hands, and brought him back to her face. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth very wide; after a few seconds, Sardon realized she was only yawning. 

The prisoner in her hand was given a full view of the moist, red cavern in front of him during the process, and he began to thrash and kick wildly in her grasp. 

The demoness smiled innocently.

"You don't enjoy the view, mortal ?"

With girlish glee, she lifted the man by his ankles, raising her arm and holding him high above her head. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth once more, her enormous dripping tongue curling out like a giant, red welcome mat. The succubus held her pose a moment for dramatic effect, her gaping maw copiously salivating in anticipation. Finally, she began to lower the prisoner, head first, lingering with tantalizing slowness.

The man became mad with terror, staring as the inexorably approaching abyss filled his vision with its moist, humid depths. Little by little, he was lowered past her lips, dipped all the way inside. The descent stopped for a moment to give him plenty of time to gaze into the back of her mouth, a bubble of saliva spreading to cover the dark hole of her throat. As she teasingly contracted and relaxed her throat muscles, the bubble burst, revealing the depths of her cavernous gullet to him.

The man screamed as the descent suddenly resumed. He felt the slick uvula brush his back as the girl lowered his head straight into her throat. Instantly, slick, powerful muscles embraced his upper body, forcing him into a tight, hot tunnel. The succubus gulped deeply, but playfully kept her grip on him with her thumb and index finger at the last moment. She repeated the process several times, playing a cruel game of tug of war between her oesophagus and her hand. Finally, when she became bored, she loosened her fingers slightly and let her greedy throat drag its treat all the way down.

Sardon watched once more as a wriggling lump traveled down the succubus's neck to vanish below her collarbone. The girl licked her lips and then her fingers, expressing her pleasure with a loud, contented moan. Then, she stretched her arms, and yawned very wide once again; for whatever reason, she looked exhausted.

After a conniving blink to her companion, she folded her immense wings over her back and curled her body against the sleeping girl. She fell quickly asleep, her head somewhat using the groaning belly of her sister as a pillow.

Meanwhile, Sardon realized he had advanced without noticing, pulled by the demon and hypnotized by the scene unfolding before his eyes. He was now the last of the group remaining outside those three bellies.

He tried to resist his captor, but he was no match for the massive demon hustling him toward the hungry giantess. She was more than ready for him, her huge legs spread wide apart, nonchalantly exposing her broad, pink slit; judging by her dripping vulva, the girl was enjoying herself immensely. Long blond hair framed her delicate face and cascaded down her shoulders like a golden waterfall. Her neck was like a giant ivory column. She smiled kindly at Sardon, her wide, red eyes following his every move, shining with amusement, growing excitement, and terrifying lust. She was already slowly stroking her engorged belly, humming softly as her next snack was pulled toward her.

Her stomach let out a long gurgling and then a series of loud groans that echoed ominously throughout the room.

Sardon began to shiver with fear. Never in the hundreds of years of his life had he experienced such abject terror. Suddenly, the pressure of the fork on his back ceased and, turning his head, Sardon saw the guard running away. He quickly tried to follow, but the succubus leaned over him, like a colossal living mountain... but this mountain was smiling. Within moments, an enormous hand descended and closed over Sardon. He struggled in his captor’s grasp, feeling himself rising up from the ground and lifted toward her beautiful face. Staring at him lying in her soft palm, her inquisitive gaze wandering over his tiny form, she offered him a warm smile.

"Oh, my... Greetings, Emperor Sardon! I admit, I wasn't expecting to see you here. What an honor for such a lowly and humble succubus as myself! My name is Menyssan, your greatness..." She bowed her huge horned head.

Sardon couldn't believe his ears. This dreadful giantess seemed actually friendly!

"Y..You know me ?"

"Why, of course! I closely followed your activities, as did most of my comrades here. You are truly a legend among us demons! Such cruelty; such inhumanity! 

She smiled again. A hearty and sincere smile.

Sardon saw a glimpse of hope for his plan and quickly regathered his imperial composure. His deeds were known, even in hell...! But, after all, he was Sardon III the immortal.

"I, emperor Sardon III the immortal, salute you, Menyssan of the hell. 

I wish to speak to your master!"

The girl looked puzzled.

"Why that ?"

-"I wish to conclude a pact. The rest is a matter between me and him only. Go and fetch him at once!"

Menyssan sighed and sadly shook her head.

"I am afraid it won't be possible, immortal Sardon. The master lives in the highest place of this castle, and as you can see, your humble servant is chained down here." The demoness let out a small belch.

-"But I need to see him! I desire to fully renounce my last remnant of humanity to become a demon."

-"But you will! ...in a certain sort of way," Menyssan cooed.

Without another word, she lowered her hand and placed Sardon on her swollen belly. As soon as her fingers let him go, the emperor lost his balance and fell onto his back, enveloped in soft, smooth skin. The girl then playfully moved her stomach in and out, making his tiny body jump up and down.

"Stop!! Enough!!" Yelled Sardon, with rapidly-diminishing dignity.

His puny protests were easily muffled by the loud gurgling noises coming from the giant stomach below.

"Sorry?" said the demoness, giggling, "Could you please speak a little louder?"

Sardon gave up. At this distance, the sound of her digestion was very loud and dreadfully obvious. He could see her flesh beneath him undulating and quivering with each new rumble of her busy stomach.

And... yes. No mistake, he could also hear muffled cries of despair coming from deep inside. The cries of these being digested alive! he tried to ignore them, but to no avail.

"I shall now grant you your wish, oh mighty Sardon." Menyssan replied. 

"You will become part of demons... well part of a demon actually."

She laughed and grabbed him again, dangling his body above her face, just before her pond-sized eyes.

"Time to embrace your new condition, emperor".

Sardon was staring directly at her cute smiling mouth when she pronounced those words, and in one instant, the cute smiling mouth changed into an enormous pink cavern.

Saliva was everywhere. The succubus obviously had let it build in her mouth while she was discussing with him. Now, it oozed in glistening strands from the palate to her tongue, coated her sharp, pointed teeth, and dripped abundantly over her chin.

Her huge tongue undulated and stuck out, extending its glistening pink surface in the light, eager to taste its tiny treat.

Sardon stared down the length of the tongue towards the back of the mouth and gasped when he saw a man there, still fighting to not slip into the hungry darkness beneath him.

The succubus held Sardon there for a moment, savoring his fear and the desperate struggle of the man in her throat, her cheeks flushed slightly from her intense delight. Sardon's gaze leapt from the humid cave gaping below him and its tiny occupant to her enormous red eyes, scrutinizing each inch of his body with wonder and excitement. He could lose himself forever in these soothing eyes; just like her smile, they were void of any trace of evil.

Then a desperate scream brought him back to reality. Sardon looked down just in time to see the little man being sucked in by Menyssan's throat. A single, loud gulp, and he vanished, her remorseless pink gullet pulsing and closing behind him.

The succubus swallowed without even shutting her mouth; her innocent eyes never broke contact with Sardon.

The last remnants of imperial self-control deserted the emperor, and he began to struggle frantically in her grip as she placed him gently at the end of her outstretched tongue. Once free of her grasp, Sardon immediately scrambled and tried to jump from that great height without even thinking where he could land. Any place could not help but be better than this.

But, unfortunately for him, the tongue was in constant motion and coated with thick saliva, making it extremely difficult to keep his balance. A sudden jerk sent Sardon back on all fours. Each time he tried to stand up or approach the edge of the tongue to throw himself overboard, the slimy organ would twitch slightly just enough to make him fall back safely into the middle.

With growing horror, Sardon realized that Menyssan had perfect control over her tongue, and that each twitch was beginning to bring him closer and closer to her pink mouth.

With adept movements, he was inexorably guided past her lips and was greeted by strands of saliva, dripping from everywhere in the warm confines of her mouth. Her nimble tongue, experienced from thousands of victims before him, gave him no chance and maneuvered him toward the back of her mouth. 

Her tongue dropped to reveal the cavernous entrance to her insides.

Mustering all the strength he had left, Sardon suddenly turned, bounded up, slid on the slippery surface but managed to keep his balance, and rushed at full speed toward the exit! He feared Menyssan would shut her mouth to prevent him escaping, but maybe he could at least make her bite him down in the process, delivering him a mercifully quick death.

However, no such mercy came. The succubus giggled and just twitched her expert tongue at the right place and at the right moment, and Sardon was effortlessly catapulted back, this time to slide right into her open throat!

He felt powerful muscles closing firmly around his legs, pulling 

him in farther. 

He clawed madly, searching for something to hold onto, but everything around him was too wet and slippery. Menyssan’s throat contracted softly, embracing him in warm thick flesh and taking him deeper and deeper and there was nothing he could do... 

Then, the descent stopped, and her gullet relaxed somewhat about his body. A deep, impatient growl from far below echoed up the fleshy pink tunnel. Sardon pedaled frantically with his hands and somewhat managed to climb back on the tongue. He was about to pull his legs out when suddenly her throat sucked itself tight about his ankle. 

In a single, irresistible contraction, he was forced all the way back and further into the slimy tunnel of her esophagus.

Menyssan swallowed. Sargon's struggles were reduced to nothing when her throat pulsed with dreadful finality to propel him downward to his doom.

Squeezed by the tight grip of her throat, Sargon clawed futilely one last time at the slick walls of the esophagus in the vain hope of stopping his fall. After a swift descent, Menyssan's stomach opened eagerly to receive him.

Sardon splashed amid total darkness into a thick, stinging liquid and a sour stench. He struggled and squirmed, desperately trying to find the surface of the acidic quagmire. The demoness's belly seemed almost full. All around him the digestive gurglings mixed with cries of despair were deafening. He felt himself squeezed on all sides by struggling bodies piling on top of one another, fighting to escape the deadly gastric juices, just for an instant. Sardon joined them but the constant motion of the churning stomach tossed and collapsed them. His skin began to itch, then to burn. He was in hell. Like any other man, Sardon III the immortal screamed and screamed again through the gurgling darkness in the confines of Menyssan's stomach.

***********************************************************************

Menyssan slowly massaged her full belly. She had greatly enjoyed her little teasing of Sardon and was now concentrating on the tiny movements coming from deep inside her. She always adored the desperate struggles of her victims when she digested them. She sighed happily.

“Hmmh… Fight me, foolish mortals! Fight my body with everything you’ve got... it feels so good!"

Menyssan lay next to her sisters. She was on the brink of slumber, relaxed by the loud and now constant churning and gurgling of her belly. She gave several delicate burps as the movements in her stomach slowly began to fade away.

Her eyelids became heavy and she fell finally asleep.

Her work was accomplished. It had been another busy day for the three sisters.
