As a giant shower of neon lights assaulted his eyes mixed with a moist and cavernous scent, Moxxie knew that he certainly wasn’t in the Lust ring anymore. The air was permeated with the suffocating ash from Wrath. On top of that, he could hear the sounds of heavy machinery whirring and clanking loudly in the distance—the mechanical wails of old transportation mechanisms echoing through the walls of his place of captivity. Okay. Okay. It’s not the first time that you’ve gotten kidnapped. Re-trace your steps and assess the situation.
He was in the Lust ring with Millie after trying to re-do the mess that was their anniversary night. Ozzie’s wasn’t a good fit for what they wanted, so they settled for a fancy yet affordable hotel. They were in the in-house restaurant on the second floor, when suddenly, the dissonant mess of screams and glass breaking drowned out the world. Next thing he knew, an acute pain had begun to spread from the back of his head down to his spine. 
Looking up—the stalactite-ridden expanse finally spelled out where he was. In retrospect, the barrage of neon signs and the way he got kidnapped should’ve been a telltale sign of who was the one that kidnapped him.
“It’s about time the princess finally woke up from her beauty sleep…”
That deep, calculated voice tainted with an aggressive Wrath-accent that fit on his Millie perfectly but incredibly grating on its actual owner came from around him. Moxxie’s first instinct was to leap onto his feet and scramble for cover, but his torso was heavily compressed—a thick binding preventing him from moving an inch. He barely managed to push upwards before he was pushed back down against what he had been tied to. With the sound of wood creaking and metal clanking, he could tell that they were those damned train tracks.
“Kidnapping? Again? Your creativity for schemes is dreadfully dry." He spat out—continuously trying to twist his head to get a good glimpse at Striker. The larger imp's footsteps echoed across his hideout—the heavy, bulky shoes causing each step to feel deafening on his own turf. Still, Moxxie knew that dealing with the cowboy was a matter of confidence—be it real or feigned. “Kidnapping the Goetia prince was a bust for you, not to mention that Blitz is far better than Millie and I. It’ll probably go worse for you this time—GAH!”
Striker dug his boot into his chest—furiously grinding the heel of his shoes against the imp’s chest. “Always expect the unexpected. That’s probably what your woman and friends are thinking.” From the angle the imp was standing on, Striker looked even more towering than usual. His hat cast a large shadow over Moxxie, his features obscured still. As he continued twisting the shoe’s edge, he pulled something out of his coat. "Fortunate for me, it seems that they've gone in the entirely wrong direction with that thinking."
Something large and crystalline beamed from within Striker's hand—pulsating with energy. Before Moxxie could even ask, light projected outwards as it formed an image displayed in a diamond-shaped hologram. 
The I.M.P van was following the cowboy’s flaming horse—a horse without a rider; a detail that the mercenaries had seemingly missed with the giant gap of distance between them and the crackling creature. They were all headed away from the cave system that he was being held in—zooming past the gas station he and Millie stopped at when they were looking for the Goetia prince. Moxxie didn’t say anything as he realized what the cowboy had done—keeping his lips shut as he desperately tried to maintain his façade.
“By the time they corner Ol’ Tassel, they’re going to be hours away from here. That means…" Striker leaned down—his face up close to Moxxie's. "There will be no interruptions." His hot breath splashed against the smaller imp's face—the sight of him desperately looking away was absolutely divine. 
“Y-you won’t get away with this…” That was all that he could muster in the face un undeniable helplessness. Asmodean Crystal’s were powerful, but projecting false images was not one of their abilities. What he saw was real—undeniable proof that he had been completely trapped; by a hillbilly no less. His shoes began to click desperately against the track’s steel railing. “What do you even want? Money? Because if so, you should’ve gone for yet another Goetia. I-I suppose that your intellect wasn’t enough to realize that fac—”
Striker viciously gripped his face—clenching his cheeks and shutting him up. “Shut the fuck up, Vermin! You and your gaggle of rats have annoyed me long enough. I don’t want any of your money. No, I want something else, and you’re going to help me do it…”
Moxxie’s brows raised themselves as he locked eyes with Striker’s—the latter’s face slightly tainted with burn scars and his usually combed hair now disheveled to the point that it looked unwashed and untreated for days.
“I’m going to make a fucking man out of you, you hear me?” The words hung off with complete malice yet paradoxically, with obsession as well. He rummaged through his pockets again, finding a controller that looked to be made handmade with shoddy craftsmanship. “Let’s get ourselves some dark in here.”
With one press of the button made out of rusted bronze, the barrage of neon lights and large ceiling lights shut down with one deafening hum. Moxxie’s eyes desperately darted as his imagination ran with rampant anxiety. The image of Stolas’ tortured body had been burned into his brain—that mental scar not bleeding all over his mind as he imagined the same fate happening to him.
However, instead of immediately being met with a knife piercing his flesh, he saw something appear in the light. Two, large yellow glowing orbs broke through the darkness—Moxxie's eyes were immediately drawn to them mostly out of survival instinct. They weren't like the other lights that Striker had strewn around the hideout with no sense of design or order. These ones were floating in the air—almost like giant fireflies. 
“What… is that…?”
“Does the little imp like my eyes? How flattering…”
“Your… eyes?” Moxxie could feel his head begin to pulse with a strange pressure. Striker’s eyes had always glowed with a brighter intensity compared to other imps, but never to this intense degree. They shined so brightly that they were as visible as they were still alight by the shut-off lights around them. "How can they be… your eyes…?" He asked. A bad feeling was creeping up his throat, but he still continued to look. Maybe Striker wouldn't do anything to him if he continued the conversation. That was a good idea. It was just a simple strategy. Learning what those bright, waving eyes did would be good intel for I.M.P.
"I've always been better than you disgusting purebreeds. I dunno who he was, but I'll always thank my pops for giving me some wonderful snake genes on top of my imp heritage…" Striker explained as he inched forward towards Moxxie’s—his eyes taking more and more of the smaller imp’s field of view. “I don’t often use this. It takes all the fun out of it, but you’re a special case…”
“Whyyy me…?” Moxxie didn’t intend for his question to sound so whiny. The way his words hung longer than he expected with an almost girlish inflection only made him squirm in cringe-induced shame. “Mmgh, what is… going on? Did you…”
“Drug you? I wish. Nah. You’re all sober, little vermin.” Despite the insult, Striker practically purred the derogatory name out. 
“Y-you’re doing sommmmething to me, I know…” He just didn’t know what. This was something that wasn’t naturally a part of him acting from within his body. Striker had to have drugged him, but at the same time, the cowboy would have surely bragged about the success of his gambit by now. “Whhat did yhou…?” 
"Now, now…" Striker hushed—his eyes now completely engulfing Moxxie's eyesight. Drowning the smaller imp in yellow light, he could tell that what he was doing was working. The pure disdain and fear on his face were slowly waning—like a cornered animal slowly being put under the effects of a tranquilizer. "Let's calm down and stare at the pretty lights, eh?"
"Your lights are nhooout…" Moxxie felt his jack slowly starting to slack—each word harder to accentuate than the one before. He now knew that something was definitely wrong, but he couldn’t stop staring. The most he managed to do about it was very slightly cock his head to the left before Striker gripped it once again to force him to stare dead on. 
The hybrid’s eyes were like giant flares that never died out. The inside of his pulsating yellow sclera had ever-moving rings. Moxxie couldn't even begin to understand how he was managing to move them in such a uniform, precise way. It was like staring at a looping gif where Striker's eyes were the display. The sight was so perplexing that Moxxie couldn't help trying to follow the rings as they moved to and from one edge of their eyes to the other. Having to do this only made the building pressure in his head grow stronger, but he had to. It was so enthralling—instant gratification firing receptors over and over again each time that the rings hit the corned.
What is he…?
As a last-ditch effort to try and stop the conflicting rush of stimuli, Moxxie tried to shut his eyes, but he barely managed to lower his eyelids before Striker swiftly pried them open by force. He could barely fight the strength to push against the act—basking on the light now that he had no other options. 
“You’ll be fine. Don’t worry. Just breathe and let me do my work…” Keeping his right hand on Moxxie’s face to be able to pry the imp’s eyes open if he were to try to close them again, Striker then began to trace the other down Moxxie’s chest. “No wonder that you like using guns. You’re a lanky fuck. Barely any muscle under there… If you tried to swing anything, you’d just break your scrawny arms…” 
He didn’t understand the way Striker spoke to him. The cowboy was clearly driven by pure loathing, but his actual treatment was nothing short of… tender. Moxxie didn’t even want to believe that he could feel anything but the same kind of derision back, but the addicting sensation of having his brain firing off dopamine shots over and over again in unison with the cowboy’s eyes’ rhythmic movement. 
“Already getting excited? No wonder you’re all so disgustingly horny. Can’t keep it in your pants no matter the situation…” 
“W-whaau…?” His head lolling side to side, Moxxie momentarily managed to pry one of his eyes away from Striker’s. The freedom from the cowboy’s eyes’ pull didn’t last more than a second, but in his brief diversion, he managed to see that his shaft had begun to push against his pants. He could barely focus on whatever arousal he had apparently been feeling for Satan knows how long. Only now was he even considering how long he had been staring at Striker’s eyes. Everything outside of those eyes had blurred, but now he was aware of how horny he was getting. It was wrong. It was so, so wrong, but he couldn’t stop.
“Such a malleable fucking bitch.” Striker hissed, greedily wrapping his hand around Moxxie’s tent and gripping it. 
The simple act was enough to make Moxxie convulse in pure ecstasy. The feeling was like having Millie's hands pumping down on his cock a dozen times over at once. His entire body twitched with pure arousal—Striker keeping his hand stilled as he watched in glee. "W-whuaaauh… Dhid yhouuu..."
"Feeling a little bit more sensitive? Good… You’re shaping into a perfect little servant perfectly.” Striker purred as he pumped again—causing Moxxie to whine and moan with an almost animalistic lack of restraint. "Serpentine magic is something that most high brown, fancy royals hate because it's only used for base instincts. They say they don't have use for things like that. I, on the other hand…" Another pump—Moxxie's moan erupted into a frantic scream of conflicted pleasure. "It works real well in turning little posh weaklings like yourself into some useful holes.”
 “H-hooules?!” His cock throbbed at the mention. Whatever pent-up attraction that would naturally come from observing a man so large and built like Striker pulsated harder—blood rushing downward as he let out a shriveling moan. This time, his vocalization was full of shame and restraint. He was being wrapped around the cowboy’s finger, and worst of all is that it felt amazing. He was drugged—drugged for a fascination for Striker. It was a fascination that he knew to be alien—corrosive—infecting.
“Ah-ah-ah.” Striker cooed. “Deep breaths, boy. Deep breaths. Relaaaaax.” 
The honeyed words melted in his head without any resistance. The small spike of adrenaline was abruptly shut down. The shutdown was so intense that Moxxie felt like he had been hit in the head again. His thrashing body came to a halt—the sight almost resembling a toy suddenly coming to a stop after its batteries were taken out. His eyes were about to roll upwards as a total shock essentially reset his brain—leaving him limp as a corpse except for his throbbing cock—but his head was caught at the last second. "Mghaugh… Mghmm…" Articulating words was now something beyond him—tongue feeling loose and drool cascading out of his mouth.
“How adorable. How fragile.” Striker continued to pump. “Each time I jack your dick, you just get more and more relaxed. Such a good boy.” 
As the cowboy continued to pump, Moxxie's consciousness began to fade further, leaving his body at Striker's mercy. He could feel every thrust, every twitch, every moan, but he couldn't seem to control his body's response. His mind was a blur of sensations, desires, and humiliation.
Suddenly, Striker stopped and pulled Moxxie's face up to look into his eyes. "You're mine now, boy," He whispered gruffly—making sure to open his eyes as wide as he could to keep Moxxie under his spell. "I can’t believe that you’ve wasted your life working for that fucking clown. You’ll look much better serving me.”
Moxxie couldn't stop his lips from curving into a shaky smile. Striker's strong, towering form began to completely infest his thoughts. The image of the cowboy's body began to intermingle with the very concept of arousal. He desperately tried to separate him from it—constantly trying to remember Millie and her naked visage in bed, but every time that he tried to recall memories of them together in bed, he couldn't help but imagine Striker in the same situation—dominating him in his own home and talking to him with the demeaning, rude cadence that he hated but was being made to love. His face kept shifting between that waving grin of pure ecstasy and momentary defiance.
“My, my. Trying to struggle? Seems that I might’ve underestimated how much of a wimp you are.” The challenge only seemed to entice Striker—a borderline manic grin spreading across his face. The glow from his eyes shimmered as it reflected off his golden tooth—the ray of hypnotic bliss intensifying. "No matter. I had something prepared in the case that you wanted to put up a fight."
Rummaging through a bag that had remained out of sight from Moxxie’s field of view from where he had been tied up to—not that it mattered, since he wouldn’t have been able to look with his eyes completely transfixed by the rings pulsating through Striker’s own eyes—the cowboy took out a strange device that Moxxie couldn’t quite see as he held it away from his hypnotic eyes’ light.
It was only when Striker furiously ripped the fabric of his pants apart like a carnivore tearing away its prey that he had an idea of what was happening. His suspicions were confirmed when he felt a silicone mold wrap around his cock. “W-whuh?!” Using the light from Striker’s eyes, he saw that the mold had perfectly fit itself around his cock—a plastic tube connected to both a square mechanical-looking box and a transparent container. 
“You might be a little stronger than I expected, but you’re still weak enough that I can just milk you like a cow to break you.” 
“Mmgh!” Moxxie's eyes widened in horror as the device sprang to life. As the machine began to pump in a steady rhythm, Moxxie could feel his entire body begin to succumb to the sensations. The pleasure was overwhelming—the barrage of strokes happening so fast that Moxxie felt whatever control of his brain he had. Every corner of his brain was infested by the sight of Striker. Before, the pumps planted growing seeds of conflicted arousal in his brain that crept around his subconscious, but now, it was as if he was being overloaded with stimuli relentlessly. 
Every breath he took—every time he blinked—every thought that passed through his brain; it was all Striker. “M-mgh, mghha! Strigheeer, mgghh…” He squealed out the cowboy’s name with sultry, desperate need. His hips thrust into the air as the pumping began to draw spurt after spurt of his semen. 
The cock milking machine hummed with almost rhythmic intensity, the clear container filling up at a steady Moxxie's body convulsed and bucked against the ropes that bound him, but the machine was relentless. 
"You see, runt," Striker sneered, "Ever since you fucked me over when I tried to take out that Goetia prince, I knew that I had to take you imps out, but Blitzo’s one hell of a fighter, and don’t even get me started about your wife.” 
His wife. Moxxie had to think about her, but the only thing that he could see was the cowboy. He imagined his cock—his intoxicating scent—his thick accent purring words into his ear. M… Mmgh… Mgheeell…
"And lucky me, you were the one that I wanted the most anyway." Stiker purred, looking over at the increasingly filling container. "Each time that you shoot out a load, you'll slowly feel more and more empty. You will be nothing."
Moxxie’s balls throbbed as more and more was extracted out of him. 
“How you got here.”
Load after load, it was hard to keep track of anything in his head.
“Who you are.”
The only thing he knew was that he was Moxxie and that he was feeling better than he had ever in his life before. 
“Your memories.”
Banal instincts were all that he was. Moxxie couldn't recall anything other than how good it felt to be milked—to be spoken to—how imposing Striker was.
“You’re nothing but a piece of meat to puppet around.” 
Pump. Pump. Pump. All he knew was pumping.
“And most importantly, you’ll be mine.”
The machine hummed and whirred, extracting every last drop from Moxxie's body. The sight of Striker's eyes was like a lock on his body—an orgasm always out of reach as more and more was extracted from him. Nothing would ever leave him satisfied. 
“Nothing will ever be enough.”
Except for Striker. 
"Except for me."
Striker approached Moxxie as he declared his gambit. His eyes gleamed with a satisfied snark as he saw his growing control over the imp. "I am the one who will decide what you are. Your will, your desires, they mean nothing. You will become nothing more than a tool for me.”
The sound of a zipper being undone filled the air, and Moxxie’s brain went into overdrive as his lust-ridden mind reacted accordingly. His watering mouth opened, and with full acceptance, he was ready to take in Striker’s cock as his own was milked relentlessly. 
He didn't care about the control he had lost or the pleasure he was experiencing; all that mattered was the orders delivered by the owner of those hypnotic eyes. He could feel the heat from the cowboy's large body as he pinned his weight over his chest—the scent of sweat and masculinity sending waves of arousal coursing through Moxxie.
Moxxie's hands trembled with anticipation as Striker's hard cock was brought to his lips. Under the glow of the cowboy’s eyes, he could see the droplets of precum glistening on the tip, and he wanted nothing more than to taste them. He could feel the watering increase—his tongue darting out to wet his lips in anticipation and desperate need.
Striker jammed his cock into the little imp's mouth, almost making him choke in his under-prepared but eager haze. The smell of sweat and testosterone filled the air as Moxxie gasped for air around the thick, hard shaft. Striker grunted slightly as he thrust into the imp's mouth, enjoying the sensation of warmth and wetness surrounding his member.
Moxxie moaned around the cowboy's dick as he sucked and licked, trying to please the man who had so completely taken control of him. He wanted to make Striker cum, to feel his cock twitch and release inside his mouth. He wanted to be the one to do this for him—to help satisfy the hunger that had taken hold of him.
“Ah, that’s a good bitch. Your mouth is better when it’s stuffed with my dick instead of prattling on nonsense…”
His own cock, still relentlessly milked by the machine, throbbed in time with Striker's thrusts. The need to cum was overwhelming, but he knew that he couldn't come until his captor gave him permission. Moxxie could feel every single second that passed as a test of his loyalty to Striker. He knew that his time was being used to serve the cowboy's desires, and he was more than eager to continue.
The pulsing in his own cock grew stronger, and he was sure that every ounce of his free will was being extracted, leaving him mentally weaker and weaker with every passing second. 
But still, Moxxie continued to suckle on Striker's hard meat. He didn’t care—he no longer had the capability to care. He sucked and licked, wanting nothing more than to please the man who had taken control of him so completely. He moaned and slurped, the taste of precum and sweat mingling on his tongue. As the minutes passed, the cowboy's thrusts became more frantic. The passion in his eyes grew stronger, and he grunted with each movement. Moxxie could feel the power in Striker’s hips—the long, slender shaft going up and down his throat. 
“I’m going to enjoy using you over and over and over again…” Striker said in a sultry whisper. “Every day from now on, you’ll do this for me. You’ll help me ease all of his pent-up tension like a good little boy until I have nothing left.”
Moxxie found no problem with that. Every inch of his body longed to be used by Striker. He recognized the power that the larger imp had over him—both mentally and physically. He was nothing. Striker was everything. Not a single bit of his world was untouched by Striker. Nothing was there but Striker.
Striker. Striker. Striker.
“Mgh, fuck… your mouth’s… really damn… fuck.” Finally, the cowboy grunted and convulsed. 
Moxxie felt the first burst of hot cum hit the back of his throat, and he swallowed reflexively—his tongue greedily seeking out every last drop. Striker's thrusts became more erratic, and Moxxie marveled at the sheer power of the man as he took further control. The cowboy’s scaley, beige balls slapped against his jaw—the wet impact music to both of their ears.
“Fhuuck… mgh… Moxxie… You’re so fucking…” The cowboy reached his climax, his grunts becoming louder and more intense. And then, with a final, deep thrust, he let out a primal roar as his orgasm overtook him. “MGHHOXXIE!”

Moxxie continued to suckle, milking every last drop of the cowboy's pleasure from his body—the white torrent guzzled down with gusto. He knew he was nothing more than a tool to the cowboy, but at that moment, Moxxie felt complete satisfaction in his new role. The sound of Striker's voice—the sight of his triumph—was all that he needed.
"Fucking Satan…" Striker panted—a subtle smidge of vulnerability peeking through his labored pants. "Man, I didn't expect that you'd be so good at this… hah…" The orgasm had taken such a wind out of him that it managed to get him to stop using his hypnotic eyes—the rings of light finally settling. 
“Mmghm, thaaankhou…” Even with the mental assault of hypnotic light, he could still see the rings—burned into his mind permanently. “Mmhstrikeeeeer…”
“Hah. Guess that you’re still a little bit loopy.” Striker chuckled as he wiped his cock against Moxxie's blissful face—smearing the leftover drops of cum across the imp's red face as if the smaller man was nothing more than a rag. "But don’t worry. You’ll learn to enjoy this.”
“Mmghyes…” Moxxie moaned—forever now in bliss. His dick had finally gone limp out of sheer exhaustion—not a drop left after having milked dry. He still hadn’t been allowed to reach an orgasm, instead still feeling that anxious neediness that would never be satisfied.
“That’s a good boy.” Chuckling, Striker cleaned up after himself, took away the milker from Moxxie’s cock, and began to untie the imp. He picked him up with the cadence of lifting a potato sack—ready to take him to his home.
///
"A little bit of whisky, please. I'm thirsty." Striker turned to his new property with glee—impatiently tapping his finger against the chair. Day by day, he had gotten used to having every single request that he could ever want at his beck and call. "Make sure to use the newest one that you stole from your father's house."
Moxxie nodded—his speech taken away by the gimp mask that left his mouth permanently open in a gaping ‘O’ shape. The shiny black leather fit tightly around the imp’s face. A zipper ran down from the base of his head—specifically on the spot between his horns—down to the nape of his neck. The only parts of his face that weren’t completely covered by the tight latex were his eyes and mouth. His black pupils were glassy and dilated—always relaxed to the point of making him look dazed beyond belief. The inside of his mouth was visible through his stretched lips—both saliva and moans pouring out of it.
The imp was dressed in a rubber butler outfit made out of the same stretchy, squeaky material as his gimp mask.  The outfit was incredibly tight and form-fitting—hugging every curve of Moxxie's body. The visage of a butler was painted over the rubber—the material is shiny and smooth, heavily reflecting the light around it. It squeaked loudly as Moxxie moved, the sound so loud that it almost overtook the music coming from the radio.
Striker smirked as he watched Moxxie shuffle over to the bar. The smaller imp's movements were robotic and precise. Striker was proud of the fact that he had trained his pet project to perfection. Moxxie lived to serve him in every capacity—from sucking his cock to cleaning his house every day.
As the imp poured the whisky, Striker couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction that washed over him. The power he now held over Moxxie was intoxicating. It was as if the world had finally aligned itself the way he had always known it should be.
Moxxie handed the glass to Striker, his eyes shining with dull adoration. His body trembled slightly as the larger man reached out and took the drink, petting him on the head.
“Good boy.” Striker purred, taking a swig out of his glass.
