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Chapter 1: The Last Normal Day / The Awakening

Mila always walked a little too fast. Her heavy boots scraped against the wet concrete, forcing me to constantly shuffle my feet just to stay behind her right shoulder. That was my designated spot. The safe zone. Close enough to smell her shampoo over the stink of the damp city trash cans, but far enough back that I didn’t have to risk brushing my knuckles against her hand.

I buried my fists deep in the pockets of my cheap coat, though the thin fabric offered no resistance against the biting November wind. As I dug my hands down until the seams groaned, my teeth clicked together from the cold—but the cowardice leaving a sour taste in my mouth was far worse.

"That second act was garbage," Mila called out over the roar of the street, not bothering to look back. She just projected her voice over the noise of a passing bus. "The guy spends an hour whining in a cave, and then boom, he's the ultimate badass? no build-up. Total trash."

"Yeah," I muttered. My jaw was tight from shivering. "Makes no sense."

I hadn't paid attention to a single minute of the movie. We had been sitting in the cramped theater, and our knees had bumped. Once. She didn't move away. I spent the next ninety minutes paralyzed, staring blankly at the screen, terrified that shifting my weight would ruin the contact.

Twenty-two years old. A grown man with a cubicle job entering shipping data into spreadsheets all day. And I was still acting like a panicked fool.

Just talk to her, idiot. Say something.

She spun around and walked backward. The wind caught her hair, blowing it across her face. She grinned, a lopsided expression that made my stomach do a nervous flip.

"You're totally out of it tonight, Chris. You didn't even eat your popcorn."

"Just tired," I lied, looking down at the scuffed toes of my sneakers. The yellow streetlights reflected off the oil-slicked puddles.

She rolled her eyes and turned back around as we hit the intersection. The crosswalk sign was glowing a solid red hand. We stopped. The silence stretched between us. It was heavy. I could hear my own pulse thudding behind my ears. I opened my mouth. I wanted to say it. I just wanted to ask her out properly. Not a hangout. A date.

The light clicked over to a white walking figure.

Mila stepped off the curb.

The horn hit me before the headlights did. It was a massive, mechanical scream that rattled the teeth in my skull.

I looked left. A wall of dark metal was tearing down the street. A semi-truck, ignoring the red light.

The tires shrieked against the wet pavement. It was moving too fast. Way too fast.

Mila stopped dead in the middle of the crosswalk. She just stood there, staring at the incoming grille, her face washed blank by the high beams.

My boots skidded against the slick white paint as I lunged, throwing my entire weight squarely into her back. The impact jarred my collarbone—like tackling a brick wall—but the momentum was enough.

With a choked gasp, she tumbled toward the far curb. A split second later, the truck's grille obliterated my ribs, the blunt force emptying my lungs in a spray of spit.

The impact launched me backward, slamming my body hard against the asphalt. As my head bounced against the rough street, everything instantly went numb. The shrieking roar of the engine faded, sounding as though it were buried under ten feet of dark water.

Lying there on my back, I stared at my right arm—bent at a grotesque, impossible angle—yet I couldn't feel the shattered bones. I couldn't feel my legs, nor the freezing rain that had just begun to wash over my face.

I tried to pull air into my chest. My throat worked, but my ribs refused to expand. The pressure in my chest was unbearable. A thick, hot liquid pooled around my right eye, blurring my vision. It tasted like old copper.

I stared up at the dark sky. A single streetlamp flickered in and out.

I can't breathe.

Panic seized my throat. I tried to thrash, to scream, but the numbness had already swallowed my legs and was creeping past my collarbone. The wet asphalt pressed against my cheek, freezing and final.

I never kissed her. I'm dying a virgin. Blood pooled under my cheek, hot and sticky against the freezing asphalt.

The flickering streetlamp went dark. And then everything else followed.



Stone.

Rough, freezing stone biting into my cheek.

I gagged. My stomach convulsed, dry heaves wracking my chest. My eyelids felt glued together with grit. I forced them open.

The street was gone. The rain was gone.

I was lying on my side on a massive stone floor. Thick blue light pulsed from deep grooves carved directly into the rock beneath me. The smell of city exhaust was replaced by something heavy and stale. Dust and old sweat.

Groaning, I forced my palms flat against the freezing, unforgiving rock and pushed myself onto my hands and knees. My arms trembled violently beneath me, yet miraculously, they held.

No broken bones, no blood blurring my vision. Just a heavy, suffocating fog clouding my brain that I desperately blinked away.

"The tether held. The vessel is here."

The words weren't spoken in English. They sounded like a harsh string of vowels and clicks, but the meaning jammed itself directly into my head. It felt like a cold needle scraping the back of my eyeballs. I winced, grabbing the sides of my head.

I looked up.

Two people stood a few feet away, just outside the glowing blue circle carved into the floor.

One was an old man. He wore heavy layers of dark green fabric that looked like old curtains. He leaned heavily on a twisted wooden stick topped with a jagged rock. He was panting hard, sweat dripping off his chin and splashing onto the stone floor.

But the person in front of him made my stomach drop.

It was a woman. She was tall. Much taller than me. She wore polished metal plates strapped over a dark leather tunic. Her boots were capped with steel. Long, pale silver hair hung down her back.

And her ears were pointed.

My brain stalled. The visual information didn't match reality. Armor. Glowing circles on the floor. Pointed ears. I played enough games in my dark bedroom to know what I was looking at, but seeing it right in front of me just made me feel sick with vertigo.

She took a step forward. Her boots clacked loudly against the floor.

She looked down at me. Her eyes were bright green. They didn't look warm or magical. They looked like she was inspecting a dead rat she found in her kitchen.

"This is the Hero?" she demanded. Her voice echoed in the massive room. "He looks like a sick peasant. He carries no weapons. His magic aura is absent."

"The ritual pulls what the world needs, Princess Emilia," the old man rasped. His voice sounded like dry leaves rubbing together. "The prophecy dictates a specific configuration of soul. We cannot question the grand ley lines."

I sat back on my heels. My hands were shaking so hard I had to press them flat against my thighs to hide the tremors.

Hero? Ritual?

My memory snapped back. The headlights. The horn.

I scrambled to my feet. My legs felt like rubber. I stumbled, catching my balance right at the edge of the blue light. I spun around, scanning the massive, dark room. Empty stone walls. High arched ceilings hidden in shadow.

"Mila," I croaked. My mouth was incredibly dry. I swallowed hard. "Where is Mila?"

The armored woman—Emilia—frowned. "What is a Mila? A summoned beast?"

"No!" I yelled. My voice cracked loudly. "The girl! She was right there on the street with me. The truck hit us. I pushed her out of the way. Where did you put her?"

I lunged a step forward, the air in my lungs turning to hot ash. I just needed to see her. "Check the room! Bring her back! Whatever this is, put us back!"

The old man hit the bottom of his stick against the floor. "Silence yourself, human. You stand before the Sylvian Court. You were pulled across the void to serve Aethelgard. You will show respect."

"Screw your court!" I lunged forward. I reached out, aiming to grab the old man's heavy robes. I just wanted answers.

I never touched him.

Emilia moved. I didn't even see her shift her weight.

Her hand clamped around my right wrist. The thick leather of her glove ground my bones together. The pain flared instantly. Before I could yell, she jerked my arm down and twisted her hip.

My feet left the ground.

I slammed back-first onto the solid stone. All the air exploded out of my lungs. My vision flashed white. Before I could even twitch or gasp, the heavy steel toe of her boot pressed hard against my collarbone, pinning me flat.

"Do not thrash," Emilia ordered. Her voice was flat. Cold. "You are weak. If I wanted to break your arm, I would have. Stay still."

I lay there, staring up at her. My chest heaved as I fought to suck air past the tight knot in my throat. I couldn't move an inch under her heavy steel boot. The cold metal dug into my collarbone, pinning me flat against the stone.

"My friend," I wheezed, staring at the silver plates of her armor. "Please. Was she pulled with me?"

The old man sighed. "The rift was chaotic. If she was caught in your wake, she did not land here in the Citadel. She was scattered."

"Scattered where?" I asked.

"Across the continent," he replied. "Aethelgard is vast. If she landed in the beast territories or the dead zones... she will not survive long without a system blessing."

Emilia lifted her boot. She took a step back, letting me curl onto my side. I grabbed my bruised wrist, pulling my knees up toward my chest.

Mila was out there. In a world with monsters and people who could throw me to the floor without breaking a sweat. She was alone. My chest felt like it was caving in. I saved her from the truck just to drop her into a nightmare.

"Send me back," I whispered to the floor. "Or send me to her."

"Impossible," Emilia stated. The metal on her armor clinked as she crossed her arms. "The grand ritual burns the kingdom's mana reserves. We cannot open the gate again for a decade. You are stuck here. And you have a job to do."

She reached down, grabbed the cheap cotton of my t-shirt, and hauled me to my feet. I stumbled, my sneakers squeaking loudly on the stone. She shoved me forward.

I caught myself, looking up at the far wall.

Massive double doors made of dull gold stood at the end of the room. They were covered in strange carvings. Naked bodies tangled with thick vines and giant flowers. The metal looked heavy. A faint, glowing yellow light leaked from the crack between the doors.

"The Abyssal Labyrinth," Emilia said. She stepped up right behind my shoulder. "A dungeon of corruption. It manifested on our borders a month ago. It feeds directly on the body and the mind. It drives our strongest warriors insane with lust, draining their life force until their hearts stop."

A hot, damp breeze blew from the crack in the golden doors. It smelled like overripe fruit and heavy perfume. My stomach did a weird flip. Just breathing the air made the skin on the back of my neck prickle.

"Look at me," I said, turning to face her. I held my hands out. They were soft. Pale. Shaking. "I work a desk job. I can barely lift a heavy box. Whatever is in there is going to kill me in five seconds."

"Perhaps," Emilia agreed. She didn't look bothered by the idea. "But you possess a unique trait. The system marks you as a vessel of endurance. You might survive the miasma long enough to reach the core at the bottom. If you smash the core, the dungeon collapses."

She took a slow step toward me, forcing me to back up until my heels hit the golden doors.

"If you refuse to enter," she continued, "I will lock you out of this Citadel. You will have no money, no food, and no protection. And your lost friend will die alone in the dirt."

I stared at her bright green eyes. There was no bluff there. She would throw me out without a second thought.

I looked back at the old man. Then down at my own pathetic, shaking hands.

I was trapped. If I ran, Mila died. If I stayed, I had to walk into a death trap.

I swallowed the lump in my throat. I dug my short fingernails into my palms until the pain grounded me.

"If I go in," I muttered, my voice barely working. "If I break the core. Will you help me find her?"

The old man hit his stick against the floor again. "You have the word of the Sylvian Court. Clear the Labyrinth, and we will use every scrying stone in the kingdom to track her down."

I turned back to the golden doors. The sweet, heavy smell leaking out of them made my head spin slightly. I didn't feel brave. I just felt like a cornered animal with nowhere else to go.

"Fine," I said.

Emilia didn't say good luck. She just walked past me to the wall and grabbed a heavy iron lever. She pulled it down hard.

The gold doors groaned loudly. They slid apart, revealing a dark, glowing purple tunnel. A wave of intense, humid heat blasted my face. It felt like stepping into a greenhouse.

I dragged my feet forward, leaving the cold stone room behind, and walked directly into the heavy, suffocating heat of the dungeon.


Chapter 2: Level 1 Hero

"Hold."

Emilia’s voice cracked like a whip over the low hum of the purple tunnel. Her armored hand clamped onto the back of my winter coat.

The collar jerked backward, biting into my windpipe. I gagged on a sharp intake of air as my sneakers lost traction on the polished stone, sending me crashing hard onto my tailbone.

"What?" I wheezed, rubbing my throat. "You just told me to go in."

Emilia stood over me, her bright green eyes narrowed in disgust. "You step into the Abyssal Labyrinth blind, you die in three heartbeats. The miasma will fry your brain before a beast even smells your blood. You need to anchor your mind to the World Soul."

I stared up at her. Sweat was already beading on my forehead from the wave of humid heat rolling out of the open golden doors. "The what?"

The old man in the heavy robes dragged his wooden staff across the floor. He stopped beside Emilia, his breathing ragged and wet. "The System, human. The framework of Aethelgard. It quantifies the soul. It translates the chaotic mana of the world into concepts your primitive mind can process." He pointed a shaking, bony finger at my chest. "Demand to see your measure. Speak the word. Status."

Wiping a drop of sweat from my eye, I felt my pulse thudding a frantic rhythm against my ribs. Having spent half my life in a dark bedroom grinding RPG levels and calculating stat distributions, hearing a withered old man in a stone castle order me to check my "status" felt like a hallucination bleeding into reality.

I swallowed the dry lump in my throat. I pushed myself up into a sitting position.

"Status," I croaked.

Nothing happened. The cavernous stone room remained empty. The purple glow from the dungeon tunnel kept pulsing.

Emilia let out a harsh breath through her nose. "Do not just flap your lips. Will it. Pull the concept from the mana around you and force it into a shape."

I closed my eyes. The heavy, sweet stench of the dungeon leaking from the doors made my stomach turn. I forced myself to ignore the smell. I ignored the throbbing pain in my bruised wrist. I pictured a screen. A simple, glowing blue box. I imagined reaching out and pulling that box into the dark space behind my eyelids.

Status.

A sharp, electric crack popped right behind my ears. I flinched, snapping my eyes open.

A pane of jagged blue light hovered in the air, roughly two feet in front of my face. The edges flickered, shedding tiny sparks of white energy that vanished before they hit the stone floor. Thick, blocky text glowed on the transparent surface.

Name: Chris

Class: None (Vessel)

Level: 1

Strength: 2

Agility: 3

Vitality: 4

Mana: 0

Skills:

●        None

Passive Traits:

●        Super Recovery (Unique) I stared at the glowing blue numbers. A cold, sinking dread settled in my gut, fighting the heat rolling off the open doors.

"Well?" Emilia demanded. "Speak your attributes. What is your Strength?"

"Two," I muttered.

The old man let out a sound that was half-cough, half-laugh. "Two. A field mouse possesses a Strength of one. A sick elven child holds a baseline of five."

"My Agility is three," I continued, my voice going numb. "Vitality is four. Mana is zero."

Emilia crossed her arms. The steel plates of her gauntlets scraped against her chest armor. "Pathetic. The summoning ritual grabbed the absolute dregs of your world. You have no magical capacity, no physical power, and the reflexes of a stoned slug. If I tossed you a standard infantry shield, the weight would snap your forearm."

I didn't argue. I couldn't. The numbers were right there, hovering in the air, confirming exactly what I already knew.

My calluses came from a keyboard, not a sword hilt. Forty hours a week of data entry didn't prepare me to carry a rusty blade, let alone fight monsters.

I looked down at the bottom of the blue screen.

"I have a trait," I said.

Emilia tilted her head. "A passive? Read the exact wording."

I squinted at the glowing blue text, forcing my eyes to focus on the jagged letters. "It’s called Super Recovery. It says... Stamina and physical flesh rebuild at an aggressive rate when pushed to the point of breaking. Effect scales with the intensity of the external stimuli."

The old man frowned, the deep wrinkles on his forehead folding over each other. "A regeneration skill. Rare, but usually reserved for trolls or high-tier beasts. Yet your Vitality is only a four. If a minotaur swings an axe and cuts you in half, accelerated recovery will not matter. You will still die."

"It is an endurance anchor," Emilia said. She uncrossed her arms and looked toward the open golden doors. The purple light reflected off the polished metal of her armor. "The Labyrinth weaponizes exhaustion, elder. It breaks the mind and drains the stamina until the heart gives out. This human cannot fight, but his system might repair the damage caused by the Labyrinth's miasma faster than the dungeon can drain him."

She turned her sharp green eyes back to me. "It is the only reason you are still breathing right now. The corrupted mana spilling from that gate should have boiled your lungs the moment I opened the doors."

I looked at the open tunnel. The hot, wet air hitting my face did feel heavy, almost suffocating, but my chest didn't hurt. My lungs expanded, drawing in the sweet, overripe scent. A strange, unnatural heat pooled in my lower stomach, a restless energy that made my skin itch. I shifted my weight, feeling a sudden surge of adrenaline spike through my veins.

"Stand up," Emilia ordered.

I grabbed the stone floor and pushed myself to my feet. My knees wobbled slightly, but I locked them in place. The blue status screen vanished, shattering into a dozen tiny sparks the moment I stopped focusing on it.

Emilia turned to the shadows near the back of the massive stone hall. Two tall, lean figures stepped forward. Elven guards. They wore thick plates of dark iron over chainmail. Their faces were hidden behind heavy visors, but I could see the rigid tension in their posture. They gripped long, curved halberds with white-knuckled intensity.

They refused to look at the golden doors. Their helmets stayed locked straight ahead. The closer they got to the pulsing purple light, the more their steps faltered.

"Bring the surplus gear," Emilia commanded.

One of the guards reached behind his back and unhooked a long, plain sword in a wooden scabbard. He stepped toward me, his movements jerky and stiff. He shoved the weapon at my chest.

I reached out and grabbed the hilt.

The guard let go.

Gravity ripped the sword down. The sheer weight of the iron tore the hilt right through my grip. The heavy scabbard slammed against the stone floor with a loud, ringing crash. The impact sent a painful vibration shooting up my arm, straight into my shoulder socket.

I hissed through my teeth, grabbing my numb fingers.

The guard scoffed behind his metal visor.

"Useless," Emilia stated. She didn't sound angry, just bored. She pointed to the ground. "Leave that. Give him the scout's blade."

The second guard pulled a much smaller weapon from his belt. He didn't hand it to me. He tossed it.

I fumbled, trapping the leather sheath against my stomach. Barely longer than a kitchen butcher knife. The frayed leather grip felt slick with old sweat. I wrapped my hand around it—heavy, dragging my wrist down, but manageable. I could swing this.

"Take off the winter coat," Emilia said.

I unzipped the cheap jacket and let it drop to the floor. The damp, humid heat of the dungeon immediately soaked into my thin cotton t-shirt. I started sweating instantly.

Emilia grabbed a piece of boiled leather from the second guard. It was a single shoulder pauldron, strapped with thick brass buckles. She stepped into my personal space. Up close, I could smell the polished metal of her armor and a faint hint of pine needles.

She slammed the hard leather against my left shoulder. The impact bruised my collarbone.

I grunted, stepping back.

She caught my arm, holding me in place while she yanked the leather strap across my chest and fastened the buckle tight under my right armpit. The stiff leather dug painfully into my ribs. It restricted my breathing.

"It does not fit," I gasped, trying to wedge my fingers under the tight strap.

"It stops a glancing blow to your neck," Emilia replied, stepping away. "That is all you get. Anything heavier and your pathetic Strength stat will root you to the floor."

I stood there in my wet sneakers, my thin t-shirt clinging to my sweating chest, wearing a mismatched piece of rigid leather and holding a rusted dagger. I felt ridiculous. I felt like a joke.

I looked past Emilia, past the old man, straight into the open mouth of the Abyssal Labyrinth.

The purple light pulsed, rhythmic and slow, like a massive heartbeat. The scent of heavy perfume and rotting fruit grew thicker, clinging to the inside of my throat. The heat radiating from the tunnel was unnatural. It didn't just warm the skin. It sank straight into the muscle.

My pulse picked up speed. A heavy, anxious thud in my ears.

"Mila," I whispered.

"She is dead if you stay in this room," Emilia said. She stood beside the heavy iron lever on the wall. "The Labyrinth expands a few inches every day. In a week, it will consume this Citadel. In a month, it will swallow the kingdom. The monsters inside are born of pure, corrupted desire. They do not seek to kill. They seek to drain."

Emilia looked at the two elven guards. They had retreated ten paces back into the shadows, putting as much distance between themselves and the golden doors as possible.

"My best soldiers lose their minds within fifty feet of the entrance," Emilia continued. Her voice dropped, losing some of the sharp command. "The miasma strips away discipline. It strips away logic. It reduces them to screaming, thrashing animals begging for release until their hearts explode."

She turned her bright green eyes back to me.

"Your stats are garbage. But your body rebuilds when stressed. You are the only thing in this kingdom that might outlast the Labyrinth's hunger."

I looked down at my hands. The cheap leather grip of the shortsword dug into my palm.

My knuckles turned white around the cheap leather grip. The room felt like a furnace, but a heavy tremor rattled my forearms anyway. My pulse hammered a frantic, sickening beat against my eardrums.

A semi-truck. A wall of metal. Mila staring blankly into the headlights.

I pushed her. I took the hit.

I didn't die on that wet asphalt just to cower in a fantasy basement while she was out there alone in the dirt.

I took a breath. The hot, sweet air burned my lungs.

I stepped forward.

With my cheap sneakers squeaking against the stone, I brushed past Emilia and the old man, coming to a dead halt at the threshold of the golden doors.

The line between the cold stone of the Citadel and the purple, pulsing flesh-like rock of the Labyrinth was sharp. The moment my toes crossed the boundary, a jolt of raw static electricity shot up my leg.

My thigh muscle spasmed. I stumbled forward, my momentum carrying me fully into the tunnel.

The temperature spiked instantly. The air inside felt thick, almost like walking through warm syrup.

Behind me, the grinding scrape of heavy metal echoed off the walls. I twisted my head around.

Emilia threw the iron lever. The massive golden doors slammed shut with a deafening boom that shook the floor under my boots.

The thin line of yellow light from the Citadel vanished.

I was sealed in.

The purple veins carved into the walls of the tunnel throbbed. The heavy silence of the dungeon pressed against my eardrums. I gripped the shortsword with both hands, pointing the chipped tip at the darkness ahead.

My throat felt like swallowing crushed glass, the frantic pulse in my neck thudding so hard it made my vision throb.

I swallowed hard, took a step deeper into the heat, and began the descent.


Chapter 3: The Beautiful Abyss

The heat hit me first.

The sensation wrapped around my skin like a suffocating, wet wool blanket. As my feet hit the ground, the heavy gold doors slammed shut behind me with a booming thud that rattled the fillings in my teeth, instantly snuffing out the thin sliver of yellow light from the Citadel.

Sealed inside the gloom, I gripped the leather handle of the shortsword until my knuckles ached, my breath catching in my throat.

I waited for the dark tunnel to choke me. I waited for the corrupted mana to fry my brain, just like Emilia warned.

Nothing happened.

My lungs expanded. I pulled in a deep, shaky breath. The air tasted heavy. It tasted like overripe peaches left out in the sun, mixed with a thick, musky scent that made the back of my neck prickle. A sudden, jarring spike of energy shot through my chest, chasing away the cold terror. My heart hammered a steady, driving rhythm.

Super Recovery. The system trait was already working. The miasma was trying to break me down, and my body was force-feeding me adrenaline to repair the damage in real-time. My skin felt hot. Too hot. A strange, heavy pressure coiled low in my stomach.

I blinked the sweat out of my eyes and took a step forward.

The tunnel did not look like a cave. Thick veins of glowing purple crystal pulsed under the smooth stone floor. The walls were covered in sprawling patches of bioluminescent moss that cast a soft, shifting blue glow over the path ahead. Massive, twisting roots hung from the ceiling. They dripped a clear, sweet-smelling sap that hissed softly when it hit the ground. It was quiet. Just the rhythmic throb of the glowing veins and the steady drip of the sap.

I dragged my feet downward. The incline was steep. My sneakers slipped on a patch of wet moss, and I threw my free hand against the cavern wall to catch my balance. The stone felt warm to the touch. Almost like living flesh. I yanked my hand back, wiping my palm on my jeans.

A sharp, ragged gasp echoed up from the dark.

I froze. My grip on the shortsword tightened. I pressed my back against the cavern wall, straining my eyes against the dim purple light.

Another gasp. Then a wet, choking cough.

It was close. Just a few yards ahead, where the tunnel widened into a small clearing. I crept forward, keeping my boots flat on the stone to avoid slipping again. I rounded a massive stalagmite jutting out of the floor.

A body lay thrashing in the dirt.

I lowered the sword. It was an elven guard. He wore the same heavy iron plates as the men in the Citadel, but his armor was a mess. The leather straps were torn. He had ripped his own chest plate off, tossing it aside into a puddle of glowing sap.

He was clawing at his own throat. His helmet was gone. Long blonde hair plastered his face in dark, sweaty streaks. His eyes were rolled back, showing nothing but white. A thick line of drool spilled from the corner of his mouth as he let out a low, animalistic groan.

He arched his back, grinding his hips into the unyielding stone. His iron-capped boots sparked as they kicked and gouged at the rock, while his bare fists battered the empty air.

Emilia’s words rang in my ears. The miasma strips away discipline. It reduces them to screaming, thrashing animals begging for release. The elf drove his fingernails into his own thighs, tearing at his chainmail until his fingertips bled. He let out another guttural moan, his jaw snapping shut so hard I heard the teeth crack.

I stood there, paralyzed. This was a trained soldier. A guy with actual combat stats. The dungeon broke him in half.

I looked down at my own shaking hands. My Strength was a two. I wore a single, ill-fitting leather pauldron and a t-shirt soaked in sweat. But my brain was clear. The bizarre, unnatural heat pooling in my gut was intense, but it did not blind me. I knew my own name. I knew why I was here. Mila.

The elf let out a ragged, suffocating choke. His chest stopped heaving. His body locked up in a rigid spasm.

I dropped the shortsword. The metal clattered against the stone.

I ran forward, sliding the last two feet on my knees, and grabbed the elf by his broad shoulders. The heavy chainmail dug into my palms. His skin was boiling hot.

"Hey," I barked, shaking him. "Hey, wake up!"

He did not register my voice. His head lolled to the side. His breathing was dangerously shallow, just thin wheezes scraping past his lips. He was dying. The dungeon was draining his life right out of his pores.

I grabbed him under the armpits. I planted my boots on the slick floor and pulled.

Pain exploded across my shoulders. My muscles screamed. The elf felt like he was bolted to the floor. The armor, the dead weight, the sheer mass of his frame was too much. My low Strength stat made every inch an agonizing battle.

I gritted my teeth. I tasted old copper. I leaned back, using my entire body weight to drag him backward up the steep incline.

His boots dragged across the stone, catching on the jagged crystals.

Move. I took one step backward. Then another. My thighs burned. The humid air seared my lungs with every harsh breath. Sweat poured down my face, stinging my eyes, blurring the purple glow of the walls.

The elf thrashed weakly, his armored elbow catching me hard in the ribs. The impact knocked the wind out of me. I stumbled, dropping his left arm. He slumped back onto the floor, groaning.

"Do not quit on me!" I yelled, my voice cracking in the heavy air.

I grabbed his armpit again. I dug my heels into the moss. I hauled him backward, step by agonizing step. My cheap sneakers squeaked and slid. My bruised wrist throbbed with every yank. It felt like hours. It was probably only minutes.

The glowing gold line of the heavy doors finally appeared through the gloom.

I let out a harsh, ragged shout and dragged him the last ten feet. I slammed my own back against the massive metal doors. I dropped the elf. He hit the floor like a sack of wet cement.

I spun around and slammed my fists against the gold metal. The brass buckles of my pauldron bit into my collarbone.

"Open the door!" I screamed. My throat felt like sandpaper. "Open the damn door!"

Silence.

I hit the metal again, the impact bruising my knuckles.

"He's dying! Pull him out!"

A heavy mechanical groan echoed through the rock. The gold doors shuddered. They slid apart, opening a crack just a foot wide. A blast of cold, stale Citadel air hit the back of my neck. It felt like ice water.

Emilia stood in the gap. Her bright green eyes snapped wide. She looked down at the thrashing elf, then up at my face.

She did not say a word. She reached through the gap, grabbed the elf by his torn leather collar, and hauled his massive frame through the opening with one arm.

I watched his heavy boots slide across the threshold, leaving a trail of sweat and dirt on the polished stone of the Citadel.

Emilia kept her hand on the iron lever inside. She looked at me. I stood on the dungeon side, my chest heaving, my t-shirt plastered to my skin.

"You did not break," she noted. Her voice lacked its usual sharp edge.

I wiped a streak of sweat and dirt off my chin. I pointed down the dark tunnel.

"Shut the door."

Emilia pulled the lever. The heavy gold metal slammed shut, cutting off the cold air and the safety of the Citadel.

I was alone again.

My arms shook. I leaned against the warm gold door, sliding down until my butt hit the stone floor. I dropped my head between my knees, dragging in harsh, gasping breaths of the sweet, sickening Labyrinth air.

The strange energy in my blood flared up again. The exhaustion from dragging the elf vanished in seconds, replaced by a jittery, restless heat. My muscles felt tight. The unnatural arousal in my gut gnawed at me, demanding an outlet.

I pushed myself up. I walked back down the incline, retrieved my dropped shortsword, and gripped the frayed leather handle.

I ventured deeper.

The tunnel widened. The ceiling stretched upward, vanishing into the dark. The glowing purple veins in the floor grew thicker, pulsing with a frantic, hurried rhythm. The air shifted. The humidity spiked, turning the atmosphere into a heavy, suffocating mist.

Small pools of liquid dotted the cavern floor. They glowed with a bright, crystalline blue light. The liquid was thick, bubbling slowly, popping with soft, squelching sounds.

I slowed my pace. My sneakers crunched over a patch of dried bone. I kept my eyes on the shadows, the shortsword held out in front of my chest.

A loud splash echoed off the walls.

I spun toward the sound. Ten yards away, the surface of a large blue pool rippled.

A shape rose from the center.

A woman stood there.

Or at least, the silhouette of one.

She was formed entirely of the blue, translucent liquid. The fluid churned and flowed, mimicking the curves of a human body. Full hips. A narrow waist. Heavy, rounded breasts that defied gravity, the liquid inside them swirling with tiny, glowing specks of white light.

She stepped out of the pool. Her bare feet hit the stone with a wet slap.

She had no facial features. No eyes, no mouth, just a smooth, blank surface of rippling blue jelly. But I could feel her looking at me.

The heavy heat in my lower stomach spiked into a raging fire. My mouth went dry. My pulse hammered a bruised rhythm behind my ears. I leveled the rusted shortsword at the liquid mass, the blade trembling so hard the tip drew erratic circles in the humid air.

"Stay back," I rasped.

She tilted her head. The movement was fluid, her neck stretching slightly longer than anatomically possible before snapping back into place.

She took a step toward me.

A cold spike of adrenaline pierced through the heavy heat in my gut. I lunged.

I swung the shortsword in a wide, desperate arc, aiming right for the center of her chest.

The rusted metal blade connected.

The blade sank directly into the thick blue liquid without leaving a scratch.

The surface of her chest bent inward, wrapping around the iron. The sheer density of her body brought my swing to a dead, sudden halt.

The shockwave ran up the blade, slamming into my wrist. My fingers went numb.

Before I could yank the weapon back, the translucent jelly contracted. The fluid hardened around the blade like quick-drying cement.

She jerked her shoulder backward.

The force ripped the frayed leather handle right out of my sweaty grip. The shortsword vanished deep inside her chest, suspended in the swirling blue liquid.

I stumbled forward, my momentum carrying me off balance.

She did not wait. She moved with terrifying speed, flowing forward like a crashing wave.

The sheer, unnatural density of her gelatinous mass slammed into my chest, instantly throwing my center of gravity backward. My shoes skidded uselessly against the damp stone, sending my feet flying out from under me.

I slammed flat onto my back. The wind rushed out of my lungs in a harsh gasp. My skull bounced against the rock, sending a sharp flash of white light across my vision.

Before I could suck in a breath, she was on top of me.

She straddled my waist. Her knees pinned my hips to the floor. The cold shock of her body biting through my thin jeans sent a massive, involuntary shudder up my spine.

She leaned down. The thick, sweet smell of the dungeon rolled off her skin in heavy waves.

I brought my hands up, shoving my palms against her slick blue shoulders to push her off.

My fingers sank right into the liquid. It was freezing cold and incredibly thick. The harder I pushed, the deeper my hands went. The fluid slithered up my wrists, wrapping around my forearms, sealing my arms in a heavy, cold vice.

I thrashed. I bucked my hips upward, trying to throw her weight off.

She shifted her hips, sinking her heavy, cold mass down against my groin.

The fight drained out of my muscles. The terror in my chest tangled with a raw, electric shock of arousal. My breath hitched.

The featureless blue face leaned closer, the swirling liquid parting right where her mouth should be. A drop of icy blue fluid fell from her chin, landing dead center on my sweating neck.

I squeezed my eyes shut, my chest heaving against her chest, trapped under the overwhelming weight of the abyss.


Chapter 4: The Slime’s Embrace

Above me, the cavern ceiling disappeared. The bioluminescent moss vanished behind a shifting, undulating wall of translucent azure. The mass descended.

It hit my chest with the force of a tidal wave. The weight crushed me against the stone floor. Ice. Absolute, bone-deep frost radiated from the substance. The impact drove whatever air remained in my throat out into the open. I sucked in a breath. The scent of ozone and crushed mint flooded my sinuses.

The mass settled over my torso. It had no real shape, just a crushing, freezing weight that pinned my ribs down. I shoved my hands against the gelatinous surface. My palms sank into the icy depth. Friction did not exist here. My fingers slipped. I thrashed. My boots kicked at the uneven rock beneath us, searching for purchase. The slime absorbed the kinetic energy, sending minor ripples across its surface.

My wrists vanished into the blue substance. The chill wrapped around my forearms. The liquid solidified just enough to form manacles of freezing water. They pinned my arms to the stone.

Bile rose in my throat. I twisted my neck, searching for an escape route. The azure wall blocked every angle. The slime shifted again. A mound of blue liquid gathered near my face, hovering inches from my nose. It possessed no eyes, no mouth, no recognizable features. Yet, the attention felt physical. It scrutinized my terror.

Wet chill seeped directly into my thin cotton t-shirt.

The damp fabric instantly turned heavy, plastering itself against my sweating skin like a layer of freezing ice.

The wet fabric clung to my freezing body like a second skin. My core temperature plummeted. Shivers wracked my shoulders. My teeth chattered, clicking together with chaotic rhythm.

The liquid mound near my face descended. It brushed against my cheek. The texture mirrored damp silk. Smooth. Cool. Unyielding. A whine formed in the back of my throat. The sound vibrated against the slime.

Gelatinous tendrils separated from the main body. They slithered beneath the frayed hem of my t-shirt. Ice-cold liquid traced the line of my ribs. The freezing slush hitting my sweating skin made my whole spine spasm. Goosebumps erupted across my abdomen. My back arched, bowing off the cavern floor.

The tendrils mapped the contours of my stomach, spreading out and flattening into broad, glacial bands.

The icy moisture soaked my undershirt, turning the fabric translucent as it plastered against my chest. Unfazed by my shivering, the slime continued its upward path.

Pooling around my collarbones, the heavy, frigid mass formed distinct points of pressure, the absolute cold hardening my nipples into painful, sensitive peaks right before the gel gathered into the shape of thumbs and forefingers.

They pinched.

A jolt of electricity snapped down my spine. My hips jerked off the stone. The ice snapped away, immediately swallowed by a raw, scalding flush.

My spine arched, a ragged gasp escaping my lips as the unnatural heat flooded my groin. The air caught in my throat.

The gelatinous digits rolled the sensitive nubs. Frictionless tugs. Rhythmic. Demanding. I couldn't stop shaking. The ice slowly gave way to a humiliating, heavy heat pooling in my gut. My head tossed side to side. The damp stone abraded the back of my neck.

The pinching grew firmer. The pace increased. The ice and the fire warred beneath my skin. My vision blurred. The cavern spun. Blue light shattered into jagged needles behind my eyelids. A ragged moan slipped past my lips.

The faceless mound hovering above my nose reacted to the sound. It shifted closer. The scent of sweet water and ozone intensified, suffocating the damp smell of the cave. The slime morphed. A protrusion elongated, tapering into a smooth, wet point.

It descended toward my mouth.

I clamped my jaw shut. My lips pressed together in a tight, desperate line. The slime did not force the issue. It traced the seam of my lips. The freezing silk texture painted my mouth with icy moisture. The moisture tasted like pure energy. Electric sugar. The taste triggered an involuntary swallow.

My jaw relaxed for a microsecond. The slime struck.

The tendril slipped between my teeth. It coated my tongue in freezing, viscous liquid. The gag reflex hit me with the force of a physical blow. I choked. My chest heaved. The slime ignored the gagging. The freezing mass shoved past my teeth, sliding heavy and thick over my tongue, choking me until my jaw locked open.

Saliva flooded my mouth, mixing with the azure gel. I swallowed out of raw survival instinct. The cold mixture slid down my throat, chilling my esophagus. Air became a luxury. The mass sealed my lips, plugging my nose.

My lungs burned. Fire spread through my chest cavity. The panic peaked, a chaotic drumbeat against my ribs.

Though I thrashed against the gelatinous manacles—my forearms burning with the raw, surging power of the Super Recovery skill—the fight was already draining out of me. I had the strength to rip free, but the intoxicating taste of electric sugar short-circuited my brain.

Letting my buffed arms go completely limp against the damp stone, I pathetically traded my desperate need for oxygen for the humiliating, inescapable heat spreading through my groin. My hips twitched forward, chasing the freezing grip.

The rhythmic stroking bred a dark, insidious heat.

Tears pricked the corners of my eyes. They spilled over, tracking down my temples, vanishing into the blue mass. A muffled, pathetic sound vibrated in my chest. The slime absorbed the noise.

Just as the black spots danced in my peripheral vision, the mass retreated from my nose. A sliver of damp, stale cave air rushed into my lungs. I inhaled a desperate, ragged breath. My chest expanded against the heavy weight of the monster.

The reprieve lasted one second. The slime resumed its internal massage. It controlled my oxygen. It controlled my life.

I couldn't catch my breath. The freezing slime suffocating my mouth and chest made my vision swim, but the nightmare was just moving south. The freezing slush slithered down my stomach, pooling heavy and wet right over my zipper. The icy moisture seeped straight through the cheap denim, pasting the rough fabric directly against my skin.

The moisture reached my groin. The freezing slime should have shriveled me up. Instead, my blood pumped south, making me throb against the ice. The monster’s magic dictated otherwise.

Blood rushed downward with violent force. The initial chill vanished beneath a wave of engorged heat. The rough drag of wet denim against my swelling flesh ripped a strangled gasp from my mouth. It burned.

The slime detected the heat. The azure mass churned. A concentration of the gel gathered over my crotch. It formed a heavy, dense pocket of liquid pressure. The weight pressed down against the strained zipper.

I bucked my hips upward. The movement drove the denim harder against my erection. A fresh wave of tears leaked from my eyes. The tendril in my mouth pulsed in time with my frantic heartbeat.

The slime did not bother with the button or the zipper. Pushing right through the metal teeth of the zipper, the gel soaked through my underwear in a freezing rush.

I gasped, hips bucking uselessly against the stone as the icy mass swallowed my aching length whole.

It was a suffocating, inescapable grip that should have shriveled me, but the moment the slush clamped down, the panic in my blood ignited into a scorching, humiliating heat. I was left throbbing helplessly inside a living block of ice.

The custom-fit grip contracted. The gel squeezed the base of my shaft, trapping the blood, forcing the erection to a painful, throbbing peak. The liquid hand began to move.

Up and down. A perfect, relentless stroke.

Her grip tightened, smooth and inescapable. The cold gel squeezed the base of my shaft, pulling upward in a relentless, suffocating glide that milked every nerve ending. The pace started slow, a deliberate torture that dragged every nerve ending out into the open air.

The cold tongue in my mouth mimicked the rhythm of the grip below. Sliding in. Sliding out. My eyes rolled back. The freezing suction dragged my breath out in a ragged wheeze, burying my panic under a thick, suffocating weight.

My fingers curled into tight fists. My nails dug into my own palms. The manacles holding my wrists dissolved, replaced by the sheer weight of the pleasure pinning me to the floor. My hands lay limp by my sides. Motor control vanished.

The rhythm accelerated. The ice-cold friction transformed into a branding iron. A knot coiled low in my stomach. It tightened with every stroke. Winding up to a breaking point.

The heavy mass on my chest pressed harder. The air squeezed out of my lungs in a broken, staccato whine. I needed oxygen. I needed the friction to stop. I needed the friction to rip me apart.

My hips chased the liquid hand. Every thrust met the perfect counter-pressure of the slime. The gel shifted, adjusting its grip to maximize the friction against the most sensitive nerves. It mapped my pleasure the same way it mapped my terror.

The knot in my stomach turned into a physical ache. The tension spread to my thighs. The muscles trembled, locked in pre-orgasmic rigidity.

The slime hand pumped faster. A blur of freezing motion and localized fire.

My head snapped back. "F-fuck—" I choked,gagging helplessly on the slush sliding down my throat. The teeth sank into the yielding gel. The taste of mana exploded across my tongue.

The tension snapped.

A guttural, wordless roar built in my chest, tearing through the gelatinous plug in my throat. The first wave hit.

A soundless gasp hitched in my lungs. My back arched into a rigid bow, so hard my spine popped as my heels dug into the stone.

The damp stone floor and the blue light vanished, swallowed by a deafening rush of heat as my hips snapped forward into the freezing slush.

Fluid pulsed out of me. It met the freezing, welcoming mass of the slime. The suction increased. The monster drew the essence out, pulling every drop, draining the life and the tension from my veins.

The climax dragged on, refusing to stop. The slime just kept pulling and sucking, dragging the release out until I was sobbing for air.

I couldn't even squeeze my eyes shut. My jaw locked wide open in a silent, drooling scream as my toes curled hard enough to scrape the rock, my whole body jerking uncontrollably against the freezing slush. Tears streamed down my temples, pooling in my ears.

My thighs cramped hard, hot fluid pulsing helplessly into the freezing suction until the cavern dissolved into a blinding white flash.

The custom grip released. The freezing weight lifted from my chest. The mass withdrew from my mouth.

Air rushed into my starved lungs in a desperate, ragged gasp. I lay flat on the cold stone. Tremors shook my arms, my legs, my core. The damp cavern air felt freezing against my sweat-slicked skin.

I blinked. The world spun. The blue mass retreated toward the dark edges of the cavern walls, melting into the shadows.

A small, solid clack echoed in the silence.

My heavy eyelids drooped. The energy drain felt absolute. Through the blur of my fading vision, a smooth, glowing stone rested on the cavern floor, right where the monster had been.

The faint blue light pulsed once. The monster's body dissolved completely, leaving my rusted shortsword clattering onto the damp stone beside the glowing core.

Darkness rushed in to claim me.


Chapter 5: Scratches and Whispers

I expected to wake up a broken husk.

The last thing my fading consciousness had registered was an overwhelming, mind-shattering wave of pleasure that short-circuited my nervous system. I had been drained. Literally emptied out by a creature made of translucent blue jelly.

The slime drained me until I blacked out. I expected to wake up a broken, cramping mess, too weak to even crawl.

Instead, I snapped awake with a sharp, involuntary gasp, my eyes flying open to the dimly lit ceiling of the cavern.

My blood burned with a restless, electric heat.

I pushed myself up off the damp stone floor, waiting for the inevitable wave of dizziness or nausea. Neither came. My palms slapped against the rock, and I pushed my weight up with a sudden, jarring burst of speed that threw me off balance. I stumbled forward, my rubber soles skidding against a patch of slick moss, and caught myself against the cavern wall.

The impact should have bruised my shoulder. It didn’t. The rough stone just felt like a coarse brush against my skin.

I stood there in the quiet gloom, breathing hard, trying to process the absolute disconnect between what had happened to me and how my body was currently operating. I wiped a hand down my face. My skin was still tacky with a thin, drying layer of the slime girl’s residue.

My clothes were a mess—my jeans stained, my shirt rumpled and pulled half out of my waistband. The distinct dampness in my underwear made my face burn with a sudden flush of intense humiliation. I had been ravaged. Defeated. Milked until I passed out by the very first monster I encountered in this twisted labyrinth.

I should be terrified, curled up and crying in a corner. But as my lungs pulled in massive, greedy lungfuls of the cool dungeon air, the blood rushing through my veins felt terrifyingly hot and vibrant.

The hot, frantic pounding of my pulse drowned out the sheer terror of my situation.

I looked down. Right where the slime girl had been undulating over me, resting innocently on the uneven stone, was a small, smooth object. It was a stone, roughly the size of a plum, glowing with a faint, pulsing blue luminescence. It looked like polished glass, but it radiated a subtle warmth.

I knelt down, my joints moving with a fluid, painless grace that I had literally never experienced in my twenty-two years of life. I picked the stone up. It was heavy for its size, solid and thrumming with some kind of contained energy. A monster core. A magic stone. Whatever the fantasy equivalent was, this was the drop.

I shoved it deep into the front pocket of my jeans, the smooth surface pressing a comforting warmth against my thigh.

Then, I remembered the interface. Emilia had shown me how to pull it up. I needed to see what was broken. I needed to understand why I wasn't dead, or at least bedridden.

I focused my intent, imagining the sheer pane of light materializing in front of my face.

A soft chime pinged in my ears, and the translucent, golden-hued status screen flickered into existence, hovering in the damp air.

Name: Chris

Level: 1

Class: Hero (Summoned)

Strength: 2 [+45]

Agility: 3 [+50]

Vitality: 4 [+80]

Mana: 0

Skills: - [Passive] Super Recovery (Unique)

I stared at the numbers. I blinked, rubbed my eyes with knuckles that were still coated in dried grime, and looked again. The numbers hadn't changed. Next to my pathetic, single-digit base stats were massive, glowing green modifiers.

Plus eighty Vitality.

I didn't understand the exact mathematics of this world, but I knew the difference between being a frail, useless human and suddenly possessing stats that probably rivaled the seasoned elven warriors guarding the gate.

My eyes drifted down to the lone skill at the bottom of the list. Super Recovery.

I focused on the text, willing it to expand, hoping for a tooltip or a detailed description. A smaller window popped out beside the main one.

[Super Recovery (Unique)] The user converts trauma, exhaustion, and critical drain into raw stamina.

Survival of extreme stress grants temporary, compounding stat boosts. The buff scales directly with the intensity of the ordeal.

Buff duration and potency are directly tied to the proximity and continuous exposure to the source of the stimuli.

I read the text three times. The words started to blur together as the sheer, ridiculous gravity of my situation crashed down on me.

"Systemic depletion." That was a very polite, sterile way of saying I had been forced to climax until I blacked out.

The skill wasn't just healing me. It was adapting me. The more I was broken down, the more I was drained, the stronger I became. The slime girl hadn't just used me as a toy; the intense, mind-melting pleasure and the absolute physical exhaustion she inflicted had triggered my unique passive. My body had registered the forced, relentless stimulation as massive damage, and it had overcompensated.

I was just a sponge. A battery that charged faster the more it was emptied.

I closed the status screen with a shaky exhale. The golden light vanished, plunging the immediate area back into the natural, eerie luminescence of the dungeon moss.

I looked at my hands. I clenched my fists. The tendons in my forearms popped, tight and corded. I reached down and grabbed the frayed leather hilt of the scout's shortsword resting on the damp stone.

Before, just holding the rusted metal had dragged my weak wrist down.

Now, I lifted it with one hand. It felt light. Almost weightless, like a wooden prop. I gave it an awkward, experimental swing. The blade hissed through the air, carrying far more momentum than I anticipated.

The torque twisted my torso. My brain failed to calculate the sudden lack of resistance, sending my center of gravity completely off-kilter. My sneakers slipped on the damp stone, dropping me hard onto my kneecaps.

The sound of my kneecaps hitting the rock echoed loudly down the corridor. I winced, bracing for the agonizing flare of pain.

Nothing. Just a dull thud. My newly buffed endurance absorbed the impact completely.

I scrambled back to my feet, brushing the dirt off my jeans, feeling a bizarre mixture of absolute invincibility and profound stupidity. I was incredibly strong, but I had no damn clue how to actually fight. I was an amateur given the keys to a tank without a driving manual.

"Okay," I muttered, my voice sounding weirdly loud in the cavernous silence. "Okay. Keep moving."

I didn't know what the text meant by the buffs being tied to the "proximity of the stimuli." Did it mean the buffs would fade if I left the dungeon? Did it mean they would fade if I stopped encountering monsters? I couldn't risk finding out. Not yet. I had to push deeper. I had to find a way to clear this place, or at least find something that could help me figure out what happened to Mila.

I gripped the sword tighter, ignoring the sticky feeling on the hilt, and began to walk.

The layout of the labyrinth began to change as I descended further. The relatively smooth, worked stone of the upper levels gave way to a more natural, jagged cave system. The glowing moss that clung to the ceiling shifted in color, bleeding from a soft blue to a sickly, pale violet. The air grew warmer, carrying a strange, musky scent that smelled like ozone mixed with damp, crushed leaves.

My newly enhanced agility made me hyper-aware of my surroundings, but it also made me jumpy. Every drop of condensation hitting the floor sounded like a footstep. Every shifting shadow cast by the jagged stalagmites looked like a crouching beast.

I walked for what felt like hours, though time was impossible to track down here. I tried to stay close to the walls, keeping my back covered, moving as quietly as my clumsy, rubber-soled shoes would allow. The physical vitality thrumming in my veins was intoxicating. I wasn't tired. I wasn't thirsty. I just felt an endless well of restless energy pushing me forward.

The corridor opened up into a massive, cavernous chamber. The ceiling disappeared into absolute darkness high above, and the floor was littered with massive, broken pillars of stone that looked like they had been chewed through by something enormous. The violet moss grew in thick, pulsing veins across the ground.

I stopped at the edge of the chamber, pressing my shoulder against a jagged rock formation, trying to survey the area before stepping out into the open.

It was entirely silent. Too silent. The ambient dripping of water had ceased.

I took a slow, deep breath. The musky smell was stronger here. Much stronger. It was cloying, almost sweet, burying the smell of the damp earth.

Then, the air above me shifted. The pressure dropped.

A sudden displacement of wind slammed into my shoulders, followed by a rapid, leathery snapping noise, like a heavy canvas sail catching a gale-force wind.

I snapped my head up, peering into the gloom.

Two distinct shadows detached themselves from the ceiling. They didn't fall; they dove.

My enhanced agility screamed at me to move. My brain registered the threat, processing the speed and the trajectory with a clarity that shocked me. I could see them.

But my body, still untrained and lacking in actual combat reflexes, didn't know how to execute the command. I tried to bring the sword up to defend myself, but the blade caught on the edge of the rock formation I was hiding behind. The steel clanged loudly against the stone, the impact vibrating up my arm.

I cursed, abandoning the sword and throwing myself backward.

I was fast. Faster than I had ever been. But I wasn't fast enough.

The first shadow slammed into the ground where I had been standing just a fraction of a second prior. The impact sent a shockwave of dust and loose pebbles scattering across my shins.

Before I could even process the shape of the creature, the second shadow hit me.

The shadow swooped low, ducking under my flailing arms to slam directly into my spine.

The sheer kinetic force of the impact drove the breath from my lungs in a violent, explosive rush. I was thrown forward, my chest slamming into the violet moss-covered stone. I skidded, my chin scraping roughly against the ground, the taste of dirt and copper flooding my mouth.

I tried to scramble up, pushing off the ground with my buffed strength, but a sudden, terrifying weight settled directly onto my lower back, pinning my hips to the floor.

Something sharp—wickedly sharp—dug into the fabric of my shirt at my shoulders. Not deep enough to pierce the flesh, but enough to catch the fabric and hold me with an iron grip.

I gasped, my lungs struggling to pull in air against the crushing weight. I threw my elbows back, trying to strike blindly at whatever was on top of me.

My elbow connected with something soft, but incredibly dense. A thigh. A bare, muscular thigh.

A low, musical giggle vibrated through the air directly above my ear.

"Feisty little morsel, aren't we?"

The voice was entirely feminine, dripping with a thick, syrupy amusement. It sounded like a woman whispering a secret in a crowded bar.

Before I could process the voice, two hands—slender, with fingers that ended in sharp, elongated nails—slid down my arms. They grabbed my wrists with a grip that ignored my enhanced strength. It was like being locked in a steel vise. The hands ruthlessly yanked my arms backward, pulling them taut and pinning them against the small of my back.

I thrashed. I kicked my legs, my sneakers finding no purchase on the slick moss. I bucked my hips, trying to dislodge the weight, but the creature on my back simply shifted its balance, riding my struggles with effortless, humiliating ease.

Then, the darkness around me shifted.

Two massive, leathery wings—inky black and textured like fine velvet—swept forward from the creature on my back, snapping open and dropping down on either side of me. They blocked out the dim violet light of the cavern, creating a suffocating, isolated dome of darkness over us.

The musky, sweet scent I had noticed earlier was overwhelming now. It was radiating off the body pressed against my back, a narcotic perfume that made my head spin and my pulse spike in a way that had absolutely nothing to do with fear.

"Hold him still," a second voice echoed from the darkness just outside the dome of wings. "I want to see his face."

The creature on my back shifted her weight entirely onto my pinned wrists. I grunted, my face mashed against the stone.

There was a soft rustle, the quiet slap of bare feet against the rock, and then the wings forming the dome parted slightly at the front.

The dim light filtered back in, illuminating the space directly in front of my face.

A pair of boots—thigh-high, made of dark, supple leather—stepped into my field of vision. I craned my neck up, fighting the pressure on my spine.

The second creature crouched down in front of me.

Her pale skin glowed in the dim violet light, contrasting sharply with the minimal, strappy leather clinging to her curves.

A massive pair of leathery wings, identical to the ones currently trapping me from behind, folded neatly behind her back. Her hair was a messy cascade of dark purple, falling over her shoulders and framing a face that was twisted into an expression of predatory delight.

Her eyes caught the faint light. They were solid crimson, glowing with a feral, hungry intensity.

She leaned in close. I could feel the heat radiating from her skin. She reached out with one hand, her long, sharp nails tracing a feather-light path down the side of my cheek, wiping away the dirt and grime from my fall.

I flinched, trying to pull my head back, but there was nowhere to go.

She smiled. The expression was beautiful, but it revealed two distinct, elongated fangs resting against her lower lip.

"Well, well," the bat girl in front of me purred, her crimson eyes dragging slowly down the length of my pinned body. "Look at what stumbled into our hunting grounds. He doesn't smell like an elf."

"He smells..." The bat girl on my back leaned down, her nose burying into the crook of my neck. I felt a hot, wet tongue drag slowly up the side of my throat. A full-body shudder racked my frame. An electric jolt of adrenaline and raw heat slammed into my spine. "...He smells delicious."

I couldn't move my arms. I couldn't buck the weight off my back. The system buffs meant nothing against the sheer leverage pinning me to the floor.

The bat girl in front of me reached forward. With a casual flick of her wrist, her sharp nails severed the thick leather strap of my pauldron, tossing the heavy armor aside before hooking under the collar of my cheap t-shirt.

My only piece of defense clattered uselessly against the stone, stripping away the last fragile delusion that I could survive this. With another effortless pull, the fabric tore open down the middle with a loud rip, exposing my chest to the cold dungeon air.

I gasped, a pathetic, strangled sound of panic. I tried to squirm backward, an instinctual retreat, but the girl on my back simply dug her knees harder into my thighs, locking me in place.

"Don't break him yet," the girl in front whispered, her crimson eyes locking onto my bare chest. "I want to hear how he sounds first."

She leaned closer, the musky, intoxicating scent of her clouding my judgment. Her hand moved down my chest, her sharp nails trailing lightly, dangerously over my skin.

The razor point dragged down my stomach, leaving a burning trail over the goosebumps.

The damp stone, the crushing weight on my spine, the hot breath on my neck—it all bled together into a suffocating, heavy heat that made my hips twitch. The sharp, terrifying prick of the nails dragging down my stomach only scrambled my thoughts further.

Her nails stopped their downward path. They drifted back up, trailing delicately over my ribcage, before coming to a stop directly over my left pectoral.

She smiled, a wicked, fanged grin, and slowly, deliberately, began to scrape the very tip of her sharp nail back and forth across my sensitive flesh.

My breath hitched. The cavern around me faded away. There was only the darkness of the wings, the heat of their bodies, and the agonizing, paralyzing realization that I belonged to them now.


Chapter 6: Captured by Wings

One moment I was marveling at the unnatural vigor coursing through my veins, and the next, a vice-like grip locked me in place.

I tried to wrench free, boots scraping wildly against the slick moss, but my knees buckled, leaving my entire weight suspended helplessly in the grasp of my unseen attacker.

It felt like being clamped in iron. The grip on my forearms was a bone-crushing vice, ignoring my frantic thrashing.

Then, the world went dark.

Massive, leathery membranes swept forward from the shadows behind me, wrapping around my peripheral vision and enclosing me in a dome of dark, veined flesh. The ambient blue glow of the dungeon was instantly snuffed out, replaced by a suffocating, musky darkness. The acoustics of the cavern vanished. Suddenly, all I could hear was the ragged, desperate sound of my own hyperventilating, bouncing off the leathery walls of the wings that now formed a cocoon around me.

And another sound. A soft, rhythmic purring, vibrating directly against my spine.

I couldn't swallow. My throat locked up completely. The scent inside this enclosed space was intoxicating—a dense mixture of damp earth, raw ozone, and a cloying, sugary sweetness that immediately made the back of my neck burn.

A sudden rush of air disturbed the closed-off space. Someone else had just landed directly in front of me.

Through the faint, purple ambient light filtering through the thin membranes of the wings, her silhouette sharpened into focus. She was crouching just inches away. Pale, almost luminescent skin. A pair of large, distinctly animalistic ears twitching atop a mess of chaotic, dark hair. And her eyes—they were entirely predatory, glowing with a faint, predatory amethyst hue that pinned me to the spot far more effectively than the grip on my arms.

I let out a shaky breath, trying to scramble backward, but the girl holding me from behind merely tightened her hold, pulling my chest taut and arching my spine forward. I was a specimen pinned to a board.

The girl in front of me stood up slowly. She was tall, her movements possessing that terrifying, liquid grace that reminded me instantly of how outmatched I was. Her attire—if you could even call it that—was nothing more than ragged strips of dark fabric that barely concealed the aggressive curves of her body. But my eyes didn't linger on her chest or her hips. They locked entirely on her hands.

Her fingers were slender, delicate even, but they ended in sharp, blackened talons.

She took a step closer. The tip of her knee brushed against my thigh, and I flinched violently. A low, mocking giggle echoed in the small space, the sound bouncing off the leathery wings surrounding us.

"P-please," I managed to choke out. The word tasted pathetic on my tongue. My voice cracked. I sounded exactly like what I was: a level-one weakling with no armor, no weapon, and no way out.

She didn't answer. Instead, she reached out, her talons hovering just millimeters from the cheap fabric of my shirt.

I stopped breathing. I expected her to slash my chest open. I expected pain. I braced for the sharp, burning agony of my flesh being torn apart. I squeezed my eyes shut, my jaw clenching so hard my teeth ached.

But the strike never came.

Instead, I felt the cold, hard edge of a single talon trace the ragged edge of my torn shirt. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, she began to peel the ruined fabric back, exposing my stomach and chest further to the chill.

I was exposed, my chest heaving erratically as I struggled to pull oxygen into my panicked lungs.

The girl in front of me tilted her head. Her glowing eyes scanned my exposed torso. The cold air bit into my bare stomach. My teeth clicked together. I stared up at her blackened talons, my throat locked too tight to pull in a full breath.

A jolt of raw electricity slammed through my nervous system. My back arched hard enough to pop my shoulder joints. I choked on a loud, embarrassing gasp.

I braced for the agony of a slice as the razor-sharp talon pricked my flesh, but my corrupted biology instantly betrayed me. Instead of the sharp sting I expected, the dungeon’s curse instantly flooded the microscopic scratch with a scalding rush of heat, dragging a breathless whimper from my throat.

My chest was on fire—and heaven help me, I desperately wanted to lean into the burn.

The bat girl's eyes widened in surprise at my violent reaction. Her lips curled into a wicked, knowing smile, revealing a set of incredibly sharp, elongated fangs.

She knew. She instantly understood exactly what kind of toy she had just caught.

With agonizing deliberation, she began to move her talon. She didn't press harder; she simply dragged the microscopic point in a slow, impossibly precise circle around the sensitive perimeter of my areola.

"Ah—! This is... I shouldn't—" I stammered, my head throwing itself back against the shoulder of the girl holding me.

Every millimeter of movement from that talon triggered another cascading wave of that hyper-sensitive healing response. The skill was overcompensating, flooding the localized area with so much blood and energy that the peak of my chest instantly hardened, aching with an intense, swollen heat.

The sharp, freezing point of the nail dragged across my boiling skin. My knees gave out, leaving me hanging entirely from my pinned wrists.

I couldn't process it. My legs turned to absolute jelly. If it weren't for the iron grip on my wrists keeping me suspended, I would have collapsed into a useless heap on the damp stone floor.

She traced the circle again. Then again. Slower this time.

My breathing fell apart. I was gasping, taking in ragged, shallow breaths that did nothing to clear the dizzying fog rapidly filling my head. I tried to twist my torso away, a clumsy, desperate attempt to escape the overwhelming stimulation. I jerked left, my sneakers scraping uselessly against the floor.

The grip on my wrists jerked upward. My shoulders popped. My spine bowed, trapping my exposed chest directly under the talon.

The rough, sudden movement sent a spasm of strain through my back, but it only served to press me closer to the talon.

Then, the girl in front stopped moving in circles. She brought the tip of the nail directly over the hardened peak.

And she flicked it.

"Nnngh!"

A pathetic, high-pitched whimper broke through my clenched teeth. A shockwave of heat radiated out from my chest, shooting straight down to my groin with the force of a physical blow.

Trapped under the crushing weight of the monsters, my breath hitched. My blood completely betrayed me, rushing south and straining hot, heavy, and rigid against the zipper of my cheap denim.

My face burned. I wanted to fight, to pull away, but the panic in my chest was already melting. The Super Recovery skill bypassed my brain entirely. It flooded the microscopic scratch on my chest with so much raw, scalding energy that my hips twitched off the stone. I was practically begging for her to press harder.

Before I could even attempt to recover from the shock of the front assault, the second phase of the nightmare began.

The girl behind me shifted. I felt her chest press flush against my back—two firm, incredibly hot mounds of flesh flattening against my shoulder blades. The leathery wings tightened around us, sealing out any remaining cold air.

Then, I felt her breath.

Hot, wet air brushed against the sensitive skin just behind my right ear. She was so close I could hear the wet, parting sound of her lips opening.

I froze. The talon on my chest was still resting there, a constant threat of agonizing pleasure, but the new presence at my neck demanded my entire, panicked attention.

A wet, incredibly warm tongue slid out and traced the delicate shell of my ear.

I violently shuddered. Her touch was a heavy, exploratory glide, leaving a trail of hot saliva in its wake. The contrast was devastating. In front of me, the terrifying, surgical precision of a razor-sharp claw. Behind me, the overwhelming, wet heat of an aggressive mouth.

The freezing point of the talon dug into my chest while the wet heat of her mouth smothered my neck. My knees buckled. My jaw hung open. I couldn't pull a single breath into my lungs.

The tongue pushed deeper, sliding obscenely into the crevice of my ear. The wet, squelching sound it made amplified in my own head, drowning out my frantic thoughts. I tried to pull my head away, tilting my neck violently to the left, but she simply followed the movement.

She opened her mouth wider and clamped her teeth down gently on the sensitive tendon of my neck.

"Ah! God—" I choked out, a string of drool escaping the corner of my lips as my jaw went slack.

She didn't break the skin. She just applied enough pressure to let me feel the sharp points of her fangs. Just like the claw on my chest, the threat of the bite triggered my passive skill. The muscles in my neck surged with a violent rush of heat, turning the terrifying grip of her teeth into an intoxicating, paralyzing thrill.

The front girl laughed again. It was a raspy, dark sound that vibrated directly into my bones.

She brought her other hand up. Now she had two talons resting against my exposed chest, one on each side.

"P-please, I... I can't..." I babbled, having no idea what I was even asking for. My words were slurred, entirely robbed of any dignity. I was just making noise, a desperate, instinctual vocalization of a mind being pushed entirely past its limits.

They didn't care about my protests. They didn't view me as a threat, or an enemy, or even a person. I was just a toy. A battery. An endlessly regenerating source of entertainment.

The front girl began to move both talons in erratic, unsynchronized patterns. One would lightly scratch the underside of my pectoral muscle, sending a stinging line of heat across my skin, while the other would aggressively pluck at the hardened peak, sending lightning bolts of sensation straight down to my rapidly hardening erection.

At the exact same time, the girl behind me began to aggressively suck on the juncture where my neck met my shoulder. Her hands, still locked around my wrists, adjusted their grip, her thumbs pressing hard into my pulse points.

I couldn't catch my breath. Caught between the fangs at my neck and the claws on my chest, my vision swam.

I couldn't form a coherent thought. Mila's face, the reason I was even trying to survive this hellscape, dissolved into static.

Mila. The car crash. The stone ceiling. It all bled out of my head. My hips jerked up off the floor, chasing the wet heat on my neck and the bite of the claws.

My body began to betray me in entirely new ways. My hips gave an involuntary, jerky thrust forward, grinding my aching erection against the rough fabric of my own pants.

A spastic shudder racked my spine. I jerked my hips forward, chasing any kind of friction to ease the burning pressure.

The girl in front noticed instantly. Her glowing eyes flicked downward, settling directly on the heavy, obvious bulge straining against my zipper.

A low, approving hum vibrated in her throat. She stepped closer, closing the final inch of distance between us. I could feel the heat radiating off her pale skin. Her talons stopped their erratic scratching and instead dragged slowly, firmly down the center of my stomach, leaving a trail of burning, hypersensitive skin in their wake.

She hooked a single finger into the waistband of my jeans.

"God, wait, wait, it's too much—" I chanted, a panicked, breathless mantra. I tried to pull back again, a violent, full-body spasm of resistance. My neck cramped. My shoulders burned. My sneakers slipped wildly on the moss.

The girl behind me didn't just hold me in place this time. She let go of my right wrist, wrapped her now-free arm entirely across my chest to pin my torso tightly against her, and used her other hand to grab a fistful of my hair. She yanked my head back sharply, exposing my throat entirely.

My vision blurred. Staring straight up at the dark, leathery dome of their wings, the last remnants of my rational mind snapped.

She dragged her wet tongue straight up my exposed windpipe.

A ragged, broken groan escaped me. It didn't sound human. It sounded like an animal submitting to a predator. My eyes rolled back.

My entire body went slack. The fight drained out of my muscles, leaving me hanging as dead weight from the arm wrapped around my chest and the hand gripping my hair.

My breath hitched in my throat as my hips jerked forward off the damp stone, chasing the heat, desperate for any kind of friction against the sudden, aching throb.

I pushed into her grip. I chased the heat of her talons and the threat of her teeth. The blinding, scalding burn of the Super Recovery skill swallowed my resistance, leaving me gasping and twitching against the rock.

The girl in front leaned in, her face inches from mine. I could smell the metallic tang of blood and the overpowering sweetness of her scent. Her breath ghosted across my trembling lips.

Her hand, still hooked in the waistband of my jeans, pulled downward.

Her talons easily forced apart the already ruined zipper, the broken metal teeth giving way completely to release the immense, throbbing pressure trapped behind the denim.

The cool cave air rushed in, hitting the thin fabric of my underwear, but it was immediately replaced by the radiating heat of her hand.

Saliva slipped from my slack jaw. I hung there, chest heaving, gasping for air that wasn't there, unable to form a single thought to fight back. And as her sharp talons finally bypassed the fabric and made direct contact with the searing hot skin of my lower stomach, I knew, with absolute, terrifying certainty, that I never wanted to escape.


Chapter 7: Infinite Vigor

The cavern's ambient chill swept over my exposed skin for barely a fraction of a second before the girl kneeling in front of me leaned closer, entirely blocking the draft.

I was hanging awkwardly. The bat girl positioned behind me still held my hair in one hand and had her other arm clamped across my upper chest, forcing me onto the tips of my toes. The angle was ridiculous. My sneakers kept sliding on the mossy stone, forcing my calves to cramp, and my denim jeans were now bunched unevenly around my mid-thighs, tangling my legs. There was no dignity here. I looked like a captured animal strung up in a poacher’s trap, hopelessly trying to find my footing while my pants trapped my ankles.

None of that awkwardness seemed to deter the predator directly in my eyeline.

She reached forward with both hands, her elongated, blackened talons intentionally retracting just enough so only the smooth pads of her fingers made contact with my boxers. Her slow, deliberate pull on the fabric terrified me more than a strike. She hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband and slowly dragged the cotton down over my hips.

A strangled, pathetic noise escaped my throat. I couldn't stop it.

The moment the fabric cleared my waist, my erection sprang forward, rigid and throbbing violently in the humid air between us. It was a humiliating display of my own body's betrayal. I wanted to cover myself. I wanted to curl into a defensive ball and hide from those glowing amethyst eyes. Instead, the grip on my hair forced my head back, leaving me vulnerable, open.

The kneeling girl tilted her head, her chaotic dark hair spilling over her pale shoulders. She studied me. Her gaze held no affection—it was an intense, calculating stare of a starving creature evaluating a particularly interesting meal. A low, vibrating hum resonated in her throat, a sound that immediately made the girl behind me tighten her hold on my chest. They were communicating.

Without breaking eye contact, the girl in front leaned forward.

Her breath hit the ultra-sensitive skin of my anatomy first. It was unnaturally hot, carrying that cloying, sugary scent of ozone and decaying flowers. My entire lower body convulsed.

I tried to jerk my hips backward, a purely instinctual attempt to retreat, but my bunched-up jeans and the slippery floor made the movement jerky and useless. I merely scraped the sole of my shoe against the rock, throwing myself entirely off balance.

If the girl behind me hadn't been supporting my upper body weight, I would have collapsed face-first into the dirt.

"Ah..." I whispered, the word slurring into an unrecognizable string of vowels. "I... it's too..."

She ignored my babbling. She opened her mouth.

The first thing I felt wasn't her lips or her tongue. It was the sharp, distinct graze of her elongated fangs. The twin points of her upper teeth lightly scraped against the delicate underside of my shaft as she took me into her mouth.

It was an electric shock of sheer terror. One wrong twitch, one sudden sneeze, and those teeth could effortlessly sever flesh.

My heels dug into the wet stone. Every muscle in my thighs locked up, screaming at me to kick her away, to thrash, to scramble backward before her fangs sank in.

But then, her tongue moved.

It was flat, incredibly hot, and possessed a rough texture almost like a cat's, but coated in a slick, sweet saliva that instantly eliminated any friction. She swirled it underneath the ridge, catching the sensitive frenulum in a deliberate, agonizingly slow motion, while simultaneously applying a light, vacuum-like suction with her cheeks.

My vision actually whited out for a full second.

I couldn't breathe.

Her fangs nicked my skin. Fire erupted in my veins.

The passive skill triggered instantly, flooding the scratch with a scalding, heavy heat. For a fraction of a second, her jaw went slack.

The suction broke.

I had a window to scramble backward, to kick her away and run. Instead, a needy, desperate whine ripped out of my throat.

I bucked my hips violently upward, forcing myself deeper into her wet mouth, begging the sharp fangs to sink back in.

A torrent of localized stamina and cellular regeneration flooded my groin. The energy forced an even greater volume of blood into the area, making me swell to a point that bordered on pain. My vision fractured. I was choosing this. I didn't want to be saved. I just wanted to burn.

"God—!" I screamed, the sound echoing loudly against the leathery dome of their wings.

I broke into a pathetic mess, openly sobbing at the ceiling, my hips bucking forward in jerky, involuntary spasms. I was chasing the heat inside her mouth. I couldn't stop myself.

The girl behind me let out a raspy laugh, the vibration traveling directly through my spine. She released my hair and brought both of her hands around to my chest, her talons lightly raking across my ribcage while she pressed her wet mouth against my shoulder blade, biting down just hard enough to activate another wave of that agonizing healing energy.

My fingers dug into the slick moss. My jaw locked. The heat pooling in my gut burned so hot I couldn't remember how to form a word.

Mila.

Her name flashed through my melting consciousness for a split second. The girl I had loved for years. The girl I had planned to properly ask out. The guilt hit me, a sharp, cold dagger of reality trying to pierce the overwhelming fog of lust. I was in another world, she was likely missing, and here I was, surrendering to monsters. I was a failure. A traitor.

But then the girl kneeling between my legs swallowed deeper, taking the entire length of me down her throat while running her sharp claws lightly up my inner thighs.

The wet friction dragged my thoughts into white-hot static. Mila's face blurred, swallowed completely by the crushing pressure building inside my skull.

The pressure was building entirely too fast. I had never experienced anything like this. My own clumsy, lonely nights in my cramped apartment were absolutely nothing compared to the aggressive, supernatural technique of a creature designed to extract energy from its prey.

"I'm... I'm gonna—" I stammered, my head thrashing wildly from side to side. "Ah... God. It's too much—"

She didn't stop. She accelerated.

Her head bobbed in a rapid, blurry rhythm. The rough texture of her tongue wrapped entirely around me, milking the length with a desperate, starving intensity. The fangs continuously scraped the edges of my skin, keeping the Super Recovery skill locked in a perpetual state of hyper-activation, feeding more and more energy into a climax that was already spiraling out of control.

My toes curled so hard inside my sneakers that my arches cramped.

A spastic shudder tore through my torso, breaking the grip of the girl behind me. I slumped forward, my hands instinctively reaching down to grab the dark hair of the girl blowing me, my fingers tangling in the messy strands.

I didn't even have the breath left to scream.

The orgasm hit me with the force of a freight train. My hips snapped forward. I choked, my spine locking rigid as I unloaded into the back of her throat, gagging on air that wasn't there.

It went on and on. The sheer volume of the release was terrifying, likely another byproduct of the bizarre physics of this dungeon. My legs finally gave out completely. I collapsed, falling to my knees onto the damp stone floor, my tangled jeans preventing me from sprawling out entirely.

The bat girl didn't back away. She stayed right where she was, her hands gripping my hips to stabilize my kneeling form, aggressively swallowing every single drop, her throat working in visible, greedy gulps.

When it finally ended, I fell forward, my palms slapping against the cold moss. My head hung low, a string of saliva hanging from my lips. My vision was swimming with dark spots. My heart was threatening to break my ribcage.

I lay flat against the stone, gasping. Sweat stung my eyes. My limbs hung loose and heavy, dead to the world.

I expected the monsters to finish me off now. They had gotten what they wanted. I was an empty husk, defenseless.

But my status screen, that translucent blue interface that hovered at the edge of my vision, suddenly violently flickered.

[Passive Skill: Super Recovery - Activated]

[Status: Extreme Depletion Detected. Initiating Emergency Restoration.]

I didn't even have time to read the text before the biological override hit.

It started in my chest. A localized explosion of heat that felt exactly like slamming an energy drink directly into a vein. The exhaustion was violently purged from my muscles. The trembling in my arms vanished.

And then, the energy traveled south.

My body was empty, but the system registered my drained state as a critical injury.

I gasped, my eyes flying wide open as an agonizing, impossible rush of blood forced its way back into my groin. It was brutal. There was no gentle buildup, no slow return of arousal. Within three seconds, I went from spent to an erection that was somehow harder, thicker, and far more sensitive than it had been just a moment ago. It literally throbbed, aching with a supernatural pressure that demanded immediate friction.

"What... what is happening..." I groaned, staring down at my own body in absolute horror. I felt like a puppet. This ridiculous game system had completely overridden my own senses and desires.

The bat girl kneeling in front of me wiped a smear of white fluid from the corner of her pale lips. She looked down at my instantly revived state.

Her glowing amethyst eyes widened. Her breath hitched. A low, wet purr started deep in her throat, her fangs fully extending.

She let out a sharp, high-pitched chirp—a sound more animal than human. The girl behind me finally released my hair and shifted her weight, moving to the front to kneel beside her companion. Positioning themselves on my left and right, they flanked me as they stared down. Or rather, they stared at the endlessly renewable energy source hovering between my tangled jeans.

"It... it's a skill," I tried to explain, my voice trembling terribly. I tried to crawl backward on my hands and knees, dragging my trapped legs across the stone. "Ah, I just... I need a minute. My mind can't take—"

The girl on the left moved with blinding speed. Her talons shot out, gripping my right thigh with bruising force, halting my pathetic retreat instantly. The girl on the right mirrored the movement, her claws digging slightly into my left hip.

They weren't going to let me go. They had found the ultimate toy. A plaything that would never break, never tire, and could produce infinite amounts of the sweetest nectar they had ever tasted.

"No, wait," I begged, the panic surging back, but this time it was mixed with a terrifying, aggressive lust that my freshly rebooted nervous system was forcing onto my brain. "Both of you? Ah, God, I can't survive that, I can't—"

They didn't speak. They didn't need to.

The dome of leathery wings around us shifted, tightening the enclosure even further, blocking out the last remnants of the dungeon's blue light. We were encased in a pitch-black tent of their own making, lit only by the predatory glow of their eyes.

Then, they synchronized.

The girl on the left leaned in and took the entire left side of my shaft into her mouth, her sharp fangs instantly grazing the skin. Simultaneously, the girl on the right latched onto the right side, her incredibly hot, rough tongue swirling against the other's.

My mind snapped in half.

Hot, wet suction overlapped with the scraping of sharp teeth. My mouth gaped open in a soundless wail, my hips bucking wildly against the stone as their tongues twisted together around my aching flesh.

I threw my head back, my mouth open in a silent, agonizing scream. My fists slammed weakly against the damp stone floor.

It was a perfectly engineered loop of torture and ecstasy. Every time their teeth scraped too hard, threatening to draw blood, the Super Recovery skill would detonate, flooding my pelvis with agonizing waves of hypersensitive healing energy. The healing would force me harder, which would only make the girls more frantic, their suction increasing, their tongues moving with blur-like speed.

I was drowning. I couldn't tell where my body ended and their mouths began.

The cavern air was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and ozone. I was gasping, pulling in shallow, useless breaths that tasted only of their musky perfume. The muscles in my abdomen cramped violently as the second climax began to build, arriving in a fraction of the time the first one had taken.

"I'm close!" I sobbed out, abandoning any attempt to hide my pathetic state. "I'm going to—!"

They didn't pull away. They clamped down harder, sealing their lips perfectly around the base, creating a vacuum that physically pulled the climax out of my soul.

When it hit, it was a localized earthquake. I emptied into their overlapping mouths with a violent, full-body spasm that left me seeing stars. The sheer force of the contraction made my vision go entirely black for a few seconds.

I collapsed sideways, my cheek hitting the freezing moss. My brain was floating in a sea of endorphins. I was dead. I had to be dead. No human heart could sustain that kind of rapid-fire detonation.

But then, a cold, mechanical ping echoed in my skull as the system forced itself into my awareness.

[Status: Extreme Depletion Detected. Initiating Emergency Restoration.]

A fresh, violent explosion of heat erupted in my chest. The exhaustion was vaporized. The trembling stopped.

And, with agonizing predictability, my lower body violently surged back to life. The engorgement was instant, aggressive, and painfully rigid. I let out a broken, hopeless whimper, staring up at the dark canopy of their wings.

The two bat girls sat back on their heels, licking their lips clean. They looked down at my miraculously revived state, their amethyst eyes burning with an endless, bottomless hunger.

There was no escape. There was no reasoning with the dungeon's logic, and there was absolutely no reasoning with the monstrous, infinite stamina system that had hijacked my biology.

One of the girls giggled, the sound echoing maliciously in the small space. She wiped a stray drop from her chin with a blackened talon, then leaned forward again, her jaws parting.

I closed my eyes, entirely surrendering to the abyss. The interface might have called it a passive skill, but as their hot mouths clamped down on me for the third time, tearing another raw scream from my throat, I knew the truth.

It was a curse. And I was going to be milked dry until the end of time.


Chapter 8: The Overgrown Trap

A heavy silence crushed the cavern, broken only by my ragged, pathetic breathing. I remained collapsed against the damp stone floor of the cavern, staring blankly up into the shadows where the dark canopy of their leathery wings had been just moments before. My cheek was pressed against a patch of freezing moss, and my limbs felt as though they had been filled with liquid lead.

I was a disaster. My cheap denim jeans were hopelessly tangled around my knees, the metal button completely missing and the zipper ruined beyond repair. My skin was coated in a mixture of cold cave condensation, my own sweat, and the sticky, sweet-smelling saliva left behind by the monsters who had just used me as a living battery.

I hung there, stripped of whatever dignity I had left.

The true horror lay in the absolute absence of pain. By all standard human logic, my body should have been shattered.

I had been ambushed, suspended awkwardly by my wrists and hair, scratched by razor-sharp talons, bitten by fangs, and forced through multiple, violent physical releases in a span of time that defied basic biology. My muscles should have been screaming in agony. My skin should have been covered in deep, bleeding lacerations.

Slowly, clumsily, I pushed myself up into a sitting position. I looked down at my chest, expecting to see a nightmare of torn flesh where the bat girl had dragged her claws.

There was nothing. Not a single scratch. Not even a faint red line.

My pale, embarrassingly unathletic torso was completely flawless. In fact, it looked somehow healthier than it had when I woke up in this dungeon. The skin was flushed with a strange, radiant warmth. The microscopic tears and abrasions inflicted by the monsters had been completely eradicated.

I swallowed hard, my throat still tasting faintly of ozone and sugar. I needed to see what was happening. I needed to understand the mechanics of whatever joke the universe was playing on me.

Focusing my mind the way Emilia the elf princess had instructed me back at the golden gates, I willed the translucent blue interface to materialize in my field of vision. The screen flickered to life, casting a soft, artificial glow across the dark rocks surrounding me.

[User: Chris]

[Class: Hero (Unassigned)]

[Level: 1]

I scrolled down past the depressing initial stats—the abysmal strength and agility scores that had made lifting a standard iron sword feel like trying to bench press a truck. I was looking for the passive skill. I found it pulsing with a vibrant, golden border at the bottom of the menu.

[Passive Skill: Super Recovery (Active)]

[Current Status: Euphoric Overdrive]

I stared at the blinking text. Euphoric Overdrive. The system wasn't just passively healing me anymore; it had actively categorized my recent trauma as a localized buff. I expanded the details tab, my eyes widening as the temporary modifiers populated the screen.

[Temporary Modifiers Applied:]

[Strength: +45 (Duration: Variable)]

[Agility: +60 (Duration: Variable)]

[Vitality: +80 (Duration: Variable)]

[Mana: 0 (System Loop Sustained. Infinite output available while in Overdrive state.)]

The numbers completely defied the logic of the early game. Back on the surface, the elite elven warriors guarding the entrance had boasted about base stats hovering around the twenties. I, a level-one virgin who couldn't even swing a sword, was currently sitting on stats that likely rivaled a mid-tier dungeon boss.

But I hadn't earned a single point of it through combat. I hadn't slain a monster, solved a puzzle, or demonstrated any tactical brilliance. I had acquired the power of a seasoned adventurer entirely by surrendering my body to creatures that viewed me as a convenient, endlessly renewable snack.

I reached down and grabbed the frayed leather hilt of the scout's shortsword the guard had tossed me earlier. When I had first held it, the blade had dragged my weak wrist down, feeling heavy and clumsy.

Now, I lifted it with two fingers.

It felt weightless. It felt like holding a wooden broomstick. I gripped the leather-wrapped hilt and swung the blade experimentally. The metal sliced through the humid cavern air with a sharp, terrifying hiss, stopping exactly where I willed it to stop. My muscles didn't strain. My joints didn't complain. The energy coursing through my veins was absolute and intoxicating.

I stood up. The movement was so fast, so fluid, that I actually startled myself. My sense of balance had completely shifted. The uneven, mossy stones beneath my cheap sneakers no longer felt like a tripping hazard; they felt like perfectly placed stepping stones. My enhanced perception picked up the microscopic details of the cavern—the subtle currents of the cold air, the faint dripping of condensation hundreds of feet away, the exact texture of the rocky walls.

For a brief, shining moment, a dangerous illusion took hold of my mind.

I looked down at the blade in my hand. With these stats, I could fight. I could actually be the hero Emilia thought she had summoned. I could carve my way through this beautiful, terrifying abyss, find a way to stabilize these numbers permanently, and march into that military nation to rescue Mila. I wasn't just a toy anymore. I was armed, I was buffed, and I was ready to conquer.

I violently pulled my ruined jeans back up over my hips, knotting the torn denim fabric together at the waist just to maintain some shred of decency. I gripped my sword tightly, squaring my shoulders against the darkness.

"Okay," I muttered to the empty cavern, my voice sounding unnaturally steady in the gloom. "Let's go lower."

I began my descent. The dungeon did not follow the architecture of a human structure. There were no stairs, no carved hallways. It was a chaotic, descending labyrinth of natural geological formations that simply refused to end.

As I moved, the physical reality of the buffs continued to alter my perception. I wasn't walking; I was gliding. When I encountered a wide, seemingly bottomless chasm splitting the floor, I didn't hesitate or look for a bridge. My enhanced agility calculated the distance instantly. I simply bent my knees and launched myself forward.

I cleared the thirty-foot gap effortlessly, landing on the opposite ledge without making a single sound. The impact didn't even jolt my spine. The Super Recovery skill immediately absorbed the kinetic energy, converting the minor stress of the landing into a faint, lingering warmth that pooled pleasantly in my lower stomach.

It was a constant, distracting reminder of how I had acquired this power. The buff wasn't a clean, sterile upgrade.

It was fueled entirely by the heavy, humiliating heat the monsters had forced out of me.

Every time my enhanced muscles worked, every time the energy surged, it carried a ghost of that throbbing ache. I was literally running on weaponized lust.

The environment began to change rapidly the deeper I went.

The cold, blue luminescence that had illuminated the upper caverns gradually faded, replaced by a sickly, vibrant green glow. The temperature shifted drastically. The chill air that had constantly threatened to make me shiver was entirely gone. Instead, a thick, oppressive humidity rolled up from the lower depths, clinging to my skin and immediately soaking the collar of my shirt in sweat.

The stone walls themselves seemed to soften. The sharp, jagged stalactites were slowly replaced by massive, twisting roots that broke through the cavern ceiling. At first, they were just thin, pale tendrils seeking moisture. But as I descended a long, sloping tunnel, the flora completely took over.

I stepped out of the rock corridor and into an entirely new biome.

It was an underground jungle, a chaotic explosion of bioluminescent plant life that defied the absence of sunlight. Massive vines, some as thick as ancient oak trunks, coiled around each other to form the floor, the walls, and the ceiling. The air was incredibly dense here, saturated with the smell of rich, damp earth, crushed ferns, and an overwhelmingly sweet, almost rotting scent of nectar.

Giant, predatory-looking flowers bloomed in the shadows, their petals glowing with soft pink and purple hues. The green moss covering the vines was so thick it looked like plush carpeting.

I stopped at the edge of the vegetation, my enhanced perception scanning the area. It was beautiful, undeniably so, but it triggered a primal sense of wrongness in the back of my mind. The plants didn't look stationary. In the shifting, unnatural light, the twisting roots almost looked like they were slowly breathing.

But my temporary confidence shouted down my instincts. I had over fifty points in agility. I had forty-five points in strength. I gripped my lightweight sword, assuring myself that I could cut through any overgrown weed that tried to block my path.

I stepped off the bare rock and onto the mossy floor of the jungle.

The ground was remarkably soft, absorbing the sound of my footsteps entirely. The humidity was making it difficult to breathe, the air so thick with pollen and moisture that I felt like I was inhaling warm water. I pushed forward, using the flat of my blade to carefully part a curtain of hanging, glowing moss.

I walked for what felt like ten minutes, navigating the twisting, organic pathways. The silence here possessed a heavy, suffocating weight.

The entire environment felt acutely aware of my presence, watching from the shadows.

I entered a wide, circular clearing. A woven mat of pale, slender roots replaced the mossy floor, pulsing faintly with a rhythmic, green light. The smell of sweet nectar was absolutely overpowering in the center of the room, making my head spin and my vision momentarily blur.

I paused, raising my free hand to wipe the sweat from my forehead. The artificial energy from the buff was still surging through my veins, but the environmental heat was starting to take a toll.

I took one more step forward, aiming for the exact center of the glowing root mat.

My sneaker sank slightly into the pale wood. It wasn't a solid surface.

Before my enhanced perception could even send the warning signal to my brain, the trap sprang.

There was no mechanical click, no loud rustle of leaves. The ambush was entirely organic and terrifyingly fast. The ground beneath me literally exploded.

I tried to use my boosted agility to jump backward. My muscles fired with superhuman speed, attempting to launch me out of the danger zone. But stats do not grant martial arts training. They do not grant combat reflexes or spatial awareness. They just make your raw outputs higher. I jumped, but my form was completely wrong. I had no leverage.

Three thick, fibrous vines shot out from the shattered ground with the speed of striking vipers.

The first one whipped around my right ankle, snapping tight with a brutal, constricting force that immediately cut off the circulation to my foot. The vine killed my momentum, snapping me out of the air. The sudden shift in momentum sent me crashing back down toward the floor.

I didn't even hit the ground.

Before my shoulders could make contact with the moss, a second vine lashed out, wrapping securely around my left wrist. I instinctively swung my sword with my right hand, aiming blindly at the thick green appendage. The blade bit into the bark, slicing halfway through the tough exterior, spilling a glowing, sap-like liquid that smelled sickeningly sweet.

But it wasn't enough to sever it. And it left my weapon arm completely exposed.

A third vine, thicker and darker than the others, erupted from the canopy above. It dropped directly over my right arm, coiling around my forearm and the hilt of the sword simultaneously. The grip was unyielding. It squeezed with the raw, crushing pressure of a hydraulic press. My fingers involuntarily splayed open, the cheap sword dropping from my grasp and disappearing into the undergrowth below.

"Hey—! Wait, wait!" I shouted, the panic instantly shattering my illusion of competence.

The vines didn't pause to negotiate. The moment they had me secured, they retracted.

I was violently hoisted into the air. The vine on my ankle pulled my right leg straight up, while the vines on my wrists pulled my arms outward in opposite directions. The sudden, agonizing stretch popped my shoulders and sent a terrifying jolt of strain through my lower back.

I was suspended roughly ten feet off the ground, dangling spread-eagled in the center of the cavernous clearing. I thrashed against the bindings, my buffed muscles tearing at the bark and straining the thick vines to their breaking point. But the plants simply absorbed the energy. Every time I strained, the vines simply tightened, their rough, bark-like texture grinding uncomfortably against my skin and my clothes.

My left leg hung uselessly beneath me, kicking at empty air.

I was pinned. Helpless. Stripped of the artificial superiority the system had just granted me.

The reality of the ambush crushed the bravado I had felt just moments before.

The dungeon did not care about temporary numbers. It adapted, deploying a snare that bypassed brute strength and rendered my enhanced stats meaningless.

I stopped struggling, my breath coming in ragged, terrified gasps as I stared down at the broken earth below me.

The pale, pulsing roots that formed the floor of the clearing began to slowly part. The glowing pink light from the surrounding flowers seemed to intensify, focusing entirely on the center of the room. The sickeningly sweet smell of nectar grew so strong it made my eyes water.

Something massive was shifting beneath the soil. I could hear the wet, tearing sound of earth giving way, followed by the slow, deliberate rustle of immense petals unfolding.

The buffs hadn't made me a conqueror. They had simply ensured that I would survive whatever fresh nightmare was about to emerge from the dirt to claim its new, highly durable toy.


Chapter 9: The Alraune's Garden

The ground tore open beneath my suspended form. Huge chunks of moss-covered rock tumbled into a cavernous, expanding maw. The deafening roar of the earth tearing apart drowned out the frantic pounding of my own heart. I hung ten feet in the air, a helpless captive strung up by my wrists and my right ankle. The thick, fibrous vines holding me tight dug deep into my skin, burning with intense friction with every desperate, futile thrash of my limbs.

A wave of suffocating heat rolled up from the fractured pit. The temperature in the cavern spiked. The air turned heavy, thick with a cloying, rotting sweetness. The scent of overripe fruit and concentrated nectar invaded my sinuses. The smell overwhelmed my senses, forcing a dizzying fog into the forefront of my mind. The thick pollen coated my tongue with a sugary, unnatural taste.

Movement stirred deep within the dark, gaping chasm.

Colors emerged from the shadows. Bruised purple and blinding, bioluminescent pink. Massive, fleshy slabs pushed their way toward the surface. They were petals, immense and thick like velvet blankets, each one the size of a car. They unfolded with deliberate, terrifying grace. The rustle of the massive plant scraping against the cavern walls sent deep vibrations straight through the soles of my dangling feet.

The bloom continued to expand. It consumed the cavern floor, a colossal, glowing blossom of impossible proportions. Translucent, shimmering sap oozed from the edges of the petals. The heavy droplets fell to the shattered stones below, hissing upon impact, releasing more of that intoxicating, mind-numbing perfume.

Then, the center of the giant flower parted.

A figure rose from the deep, pulsating core of the bloom. A woman's torso, pale and flawless, emerged into the humid cavern air. She possessed a terrifying, alien beauty. Her skin shimmered with a pearlescent sheen under the pink light of the petals. Vibrant, emerald-green hair cascaded in thick waves over her bare shoulders, the strands moving with a life of their own, twisting and weaving into the colossal plant structure at her waist.

The transition between human flesh and monstrous plant blurred. Thick, vibrant green stems wrapped around her hips, fusing her spine to the immense flower beneath her. She was the core. She was the predator.

She tilted her head back. Her gaze locked onto my suspended, thrashing body.

Her eyes possessed no whites. They were pools of liquid, burning gold. Pure, unadulterated hunger radiated from her stare. She looked at me with the ecstatic reverence of a starving creature discovering an absolute feast.

A deep, melodic hum vibrated within her chest. The sound carried across the cavern, a hypnotic purr designed to shatter any remaining human resolve. The vibration resonated in my own ribcage. My breath hitched. My throat went bone dry.

The primary vines holding my limbs responded to her hum. The thick tendril wrapped around my right ankle gave a violent, upward yank. The rough movement pulled my leg higher into the air, forcing my hips to tilt forward in a humiliating, exposed angle. My left leg kicked out at empty space, my sneaker scraping against nothing but humid air. The vines around my wrists pulled outward, spreading my arms wide, arching my chest forward.

I hung spread-eagled above her, a literal sacrifice offered to a blooming goddess.

My broken jeans, ruined by the bat girls in the upper levels, gaped open at the waist. The cheap denim strained against my thighs. My arousal, sustained by the constant, agonizing feedback loop of the Super Recovery skill, pushed a pronounced, rigid bulge against the fabric. I squeezed my eyes shut, a flush of pure shame burning across my cheeks. I wanted the cavern roof to collapse on me. I wanted an end to this pathetic display of weakness.

The Alraune let out a breathy, chiming laugh. The sound sent a fresh jolt of electricity straight down my spine.

"P-please... God, let me go..." I whimpered, my voice cracking, devoid of any heroic defiance.

She ignored my pathetic begging. She raised her arms. Her fingers, delicate and slender, ended in wicked, dark thorns instead of nails. She brought a single thorn to her own chest, dragging the sharp point down the slope of her breast. A bead of glowing, fragrant sap welled up from the minor scratch. She brought her finger to her lips, tasting the nectar, her golden eyes burning with intense, heated anticipation.

The cavern came alive.

Dozens of slender, whip-like vines shot up from the central core of the giant flower. They darted through the humid air like a swarm of striking snakes. The tendrils possessed a pale, translucent green color, quite different from the thick, bark-covered ropes holding my main limbs. These new vines looked softer, wetter, dripping with the same shimmering sap that coated the massive petals.

The swarm reached my dangling left foot first.

The thin creepers coiled around my cheap sneaker. Sharp, microscopic thorns pierced the canvas material. With a synchronized, brutal tug, the vines shredded the shoe. The fabric tore apart. The tendrils peeled the ruined shoe and my cotton sock away from my foot, discarding the scraps into the dark abyss below.

The swarm moved higher. The vines slithered up my bare calf.

My spine arched off the stone.

The pale creepers felt cool against my overheated skin, but the shimmering sap coating their surface burned like liquid fire.

The contrast of the cool plant tissue and the burning nectar sent a violent shudder through my entire body.

The tendrils slipped beneath the frayed hem of my left pant leg.

"Ah! God! It's too sensitive!" I shouted, thrashing my head side to side, my sweat-soaked hair clinging to my forehead.

More vines erupted from the bloom. Hundreds of thin, wet creepers surged upward, enveloping my suspended form. They wrapped around my right leg, squeezing past the thick binding on my ankle. They swarmed my waist. The tendrils probed the ruined zipper of my jeans, their wet tips sliding against the exposed cotton of my boxers.

There was too much heat, too much friction, too much of her sap burning into my pores. My mind went completely blank.

The sap didn't just burn my skin; it sank straight into my blood like liquid adrenaline. My back bowed off the ropes, a pathetic whine trapped in my throat as the creeping vines slithered over my waist. Sharp, tiny thorns caught the seams of my jeans, pulling tight.

A chorus of ripping fabric filled the cavern as the vines tore the denim apart.

The cheap material shredded like wet paper under the pressure, and the tendrils peeled it away from my body in long, ragged strips. A heavy scrap of denim—my front pocket containing the slime core—tumbled through the air, landing softly on the massive pink petal far below my dangling feet.

The cool draft of the cavern air rushed over my bare thighs, causing goosebumps to erupt across my flesh.

The vines continued their assault, surging up my torso and catching the torn, ruined flaps of my sweat-soaked shirt.

They shredded the remaining cotton. The fabric was violently ripped away from my chest and arms, leaving me clad in nothing but a tattered pair of boxers.

I hung exposed, shivering despite the oppressive heat of the cavern. My pale, unathletic body gleamed with a layer of sweat and the Alraune's glowing sap. The Super Recovery buff coursed through my veins, pumping unnatural strength and stamina into my muscles. The interface flickered in the corner of my vision, the glowing blue text warning me of a critical sensory overload. The skill offered no defense against the overwhelming stimulation. It amplified the sensations, turning every brush of the plant tissue into a blinding flash of heat.

The Alraune leaned back against her massive petals. She observed my naked, trembling form with undisguised lust. The golden glow in her eyes intensified.

She raised her hands again, curling her thorny fingers inward.

The swarm of pale vines covering my body obeyed her silent command. The tendrils shifted from a chaotic, tearing force into a deliberate, agonizing caress.

Hundreds of wet, sap-coated vines began to writhe across my bare skin. They moved with rhythmic, pulsating friction. A cluster of tendrils coiled around my chest, their tips homing in on my sensitive nipples. The vines tightened, squeezing the hardened peaks, while the rough texture of the microscopic thorns provided a maddening, scratching sensation.

"Nngh!" I let out a weak, breathless sob. My back arched, straining against the unyielding ropes holding my wrists.

Instantly registering the scratches as damage, a scalding rush of system-generated heat slammed into my chest. The healing fire mixed with her burning sap, short-circuiting my senses until my hips bucked blindly against the empty air, totally enslaved to the sensation.

The vines multiplied their efforts. The tendrils wrapping my thighs began to stroke the sensitive skin of my inner legs, creeping ever closer to the bulging fabric of my boxers.

The sap coating the vines acted as a perfect, frictionless lubricant. The tendrils slid over my skin, leaving behind a trail of burning, hypersensitive heat. The smell of the nectar grew thicker, clogging my senses, forcing a heavy, syrupy fog into my brain. The cavern walls faded from my peripheral vision. The world narrowed down to the glowing pink petals below and the relentless, writhing mass of vines covering my body.

The Alraune pushed herself up from the center of the bloom. Her emerald hair whipped around her shoulders. She reached out, grasping a distinct, sap-drenched vine extending from her own waist. She guided the thick appendage upward, aiming it straight at my suspended form.

This new vine looked different. It possessed a darker green hue, pulsing with a deep, rhythmic glow. The surface appeared incredibly smooth, devoid of any thorns. A thick layer of the translucent, fragrant nectar dripped from its bulbous tip.

The dark vine snaked its way up my right leg. The thick appendage slid over my knee, leaving a thick trail of glowing sap on my skin. The sheer heat radiating from the plant tissue felt like a physical brand against my thigh.

The dark vine reached my groin.

It nudged against the tattered cotton of my boxers. The thick tip probed the rigid length hidden beneath the fabric.

"Fuck... please... God, please..." I moaned, my hips thrashing forward in a desperate, erratic rhythm.

My chest heaved violently, pulling in ragged, desperate gasps of air as I pushed blindly into the heat.

The swarm of thinner vines responded to my movement. They surged downward, sinking their microscopic thorns into the waistband of my boxers. With a final, agonizing tear, the vines shredded the thin cotton, stripping away my last remaining shred of modesty.

My rigid, aching erection sprang free, pulsing in the humid cavern air.

The Alraune let out a triumphant, musical cry. The golden light in her eyes blazed like twin suns.

The thick, dark vine struck.

The bulbous tip pressed direct against the sensitive head of my exposed length. The smooth plant tissue radiated a blistering heat, slick with the intoxicating nectar.

The thick appendage ground against me, working the glowing sap deep into my frantic, throbbing veins.

A ragged gasp wracked my chest. The wet friction dragged the oxygen straight from my lungs, leaving me choking on the heavy pollen.

Super Recovery detonated. The system flooded my pelvis with scalding energy, forcing the hypersensitivity past the breaking point and denying my body the mercy of going numb.

"Ah! Ah! Yes... ah! It's too much!" I babbled, a string of incoherent, messy nonsense spilling from my lips. My head rolled back, my mouth open in a silent scream of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

The Alraune commanded the entire swarm.

The thin, pale vines tightened around my chest, hips, and thighs, securing my thrashing body in place. The tendrils squeezed and massaged my skin, providing relentless, full-body friction. The thick, dark vine continued its assault on my groin. The appendage coiled around my rigid length, the smooth tissue contracting and expanding in a rhythmic, milking motion.

The slick nectar burned into my pores, driving the sensitivity of my skin past the breaking point. The heavy, muscular grip of the vine kept squeezing, milking me with a wet, frictionless heat that dragged a pathetic, sobbing whine out of my throat.

The hallucinogenic properties of the pollen began to twist my vision. The glowing pink petals below blurred, swirling into the shape of a human face. Mila. I saw Mila's smile superimposed over the terrifying beauty of the plant monster.

Mila's face flashed in my mind for a split second—her smile, her heavy boots, the life I was supposed to fight for. I'm sorry, I thought, a pathetic, fleeting apology as the guilt stabbed at my chest. But the monster's wet, suffocating grip was too perfect, too absolute.

Hating my own treacherous biology, my hips betrayed me, jerking forward to greedily chase the heat. I bit the inside of my cheek until I tasted copper, drowning my shame in the blinding pleasure as I thrust deeper into my own degradation.

I could feel the climax rushing up my spine. It felt like a freight train of pure heat.

"I'm going! I can't hold it! I'm going!" I screamed, the sound echoing off the cavern walls.

The Alraune tilted her head back, her emerald hair flying. She pulled the thick, dark vine away from my length for a fraction of a second. The sudden loss of friction sent a jolt of panic through my system.

Then, the dark vine returned.

The bulbous tip split open.

The end of the thick appendage revealed a wet, fleshy interior, lined with incredibly soft, velvety ridges. The dark vine surged forward, swallowing my rigid length whole.

The wet, suffocating heat inside the plant appendage clamped down on me. The velvety ridges contracted, a perfect, muscular grip designed to extract every single drop of energy. The sheer intensity of the suction tore the breath from my lungs.

My body convulsed.

I threw my head back, a raw, animalistic roar erupting from my lungs. My hips snapped forward, driving deep into the wet, fleshy core of the dark vine. The climax hit with apocalyptic force. I unloaded a massive, shuddering release into the plant, the sheer volume of the eruption was absurd, an impossible flood of energy.

The dark vine pulsed around me, milking the length with rhythmic, greedy contractions. The Alraune absorbed the energy. Her golden eyes flared with renewed brilliance. The pink and purple petals of the massive bloom shivered, glowing brighter with the influx of my stolen stamina.

The climax stretched on and on, a continuous, agonizing flow of life force. My passive system tried to keep up, pumping fresh energy into my veins the moment I spent it, creating a perpetual loop of extraction and regeneration. The blue screen in my peripheral vision flashed with a stream of chaotic error messages, the numbers spinning out of control.

My vision faded to black. The deafening roar of my own heartbeat consumed my hearing. I hung suspended in the humid void, an infinite energy source surrendered to the roots of a monstrous, beautiful god.


Chapter 10: Milked in Mid-Air

Gravity became my entire world. The massive eruption of stamina from the previous encounter had drained my bones of marrow. I hung from the dense, bark-covered ropes above the colossal glowing bloom. My wrists burned. My shoulders threatened to tear from their sockets under the sheer weight of my exhausted flesh. Sweat dripped from my chin. The salty drops splashed onto the shimmering pink petals far beneath my dangling feet.

The cavern air tasted dense with sugar and ozone. Every breath required deliberate effort. My lungs fought the ambient humidity. The green-haired monster, fused to the center of the giant flower, tilted her head back. She bathed in the golden light radiating from her own pores. She looked radiant. The stolen energy from my core gave her a vibrant, terrifying glow.

The blue system interface hovered at the edge of my vision. The text pulsed with a rapid, erratic rhythm.

[Status: Critical Depletion. Initiating Emergency Restoration.]

The familiar heat ignited in my chest. The passive skill flooded my veins with aggressive, burning vigor. The exhaustion vanished from my muscles. An artificial, endless stamina took its place. My crushed dignity meant nothing to the system logic. The mechanics prioritized survival through endless biological output. My pulse drummed a frantic beat against my ribs.

My lower body responded to the system override. The engorgement hit with the force of a hammer strike. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut. I wanted rest. I craved a single moment of peace. The dungeon offered no respite. I throbbed in the humid air, rigid and aching. I hung suspended like a prime cut of meat above a starving predator.

The Alraune traced a clawed finger over her own collarbone. She hummed a deep, vibrating melody. The sound resonated in the hollow space of my chest.

Dozens of pale, slender creepers detached from the main cluster around her waist. They ascended toward my dangling form. These plant appendages dripped with a fresh coating of translucent, shimmering nectar. The sap smelled distinct from the ambient pollen. It carried a sharp, intoxicating musk. It smelled raw and demanding.

The pale creepers reached my bare skin. They slithered up my calves. They wrapped around my thighs. The plant tissue felt cool. The sap radiating from the pores burned with a chemical heat. The creepers wove across my stomach and chest. They moved with coordinated, rhythmic friction. They worked the shimmering nectar deep into my pores.

"God, it's too intense," I choked out, thrashing my head side to side. "My mind can't take another round. Have mercy."

The monster ignored my pathetic begging. The creepers tightened their grip. The sap acted as a hyper-potent stimulant. The nectar bypassed my epidermis, sinking straight into my nerve endings. A localized fire spread across my chest. The thin plant hands massaged my muscles, smearing the fragrant liquid over every inch of exposed skin. The friction grew intense. The soft, wet plant tissue rubbing against my hypersensitive flesh created a maddening sensation.

The pale creepers continued their assault. They traced the outline of my ribcage, pressing hard into the spaces between the bones. The microscopic thorns coating their surface provided a constant, maddening scratch. The unnatural regeneration chased the phantom injuries, sending microscopic bursts of heat to the affected areas. The constant fluctuation of temperature on my skin left me dizzy. The cavern spun around me, a blur of neon pink and toxic green. The air pressure in the room shifted. A low, baritone hum vibrated through the floorboards, traveling up the stout vines holding my legs.

The central bloom shifted beneath the Alraune. The massive petals rustled, releasing a fresh cloud of dense pollen. A specific section of the flower core swelled. The glowing pink tissue parted.

A new appendage emerged from the depths of the plant.

It rose toward me. It dwarfed the other vines in size. The appendage resembled a massive, fleshy stamen, wider than my forearm. It pulsed with a deep, bruised purple hue. The surface looked wet, glistening with an excessive amount of the viscous, musky nectar.

The tip of the purple stamen blossomed open.

The sight sent a jolt of primal terror mixed with agonizing lust straight down my spine. The tip revealed a hollow, cavernous interior. The inside walls were lined with hundreds of small, soft, velvety nodules. The plant flesh convulsed. A plump bead of glowing sap welled up from the dark center, dripping down the side of the appendage.

The Alraune guided the monstrous stamen upward. Her golden eyes locked onto my rigid, aching length. The hunger in her gaze intensified. The purple appendage extended, closing the distance between us.

Gravity fought against me. My suspended weight pulled my hips downward, offering my exposed groin as a vulnerable target. I tried to pull my knees up. I tried to curl my body into a defensive posture. The pale creepers wrapping my torso tightened, locking my limbs in a spread-eagled pose. I hung there, a prisoner to the physics of the cavern and the strength of the monster.

The purple stamen bumped against my sensitive tip.

The heat radiating from the plant tissue felt like a brand. The soft, wet texture of the opening smeared a generous layer of nectar over my throbbing veins. I gasped. The air rushed out of my lungs in a ragged, broken sound.

The stamen pushed higher. The velvety rim swallowed the head of my erection.

The internal temperature of the plant defied reason. A scalding, suffocating heat enveloped me. The hundreds of soft nodules lining the interior walls pressed against my skin. They felt like tiny, independent tongues, coated in the frictionless nectar.

The appendage consumed my entire length. The dense, muscular base of the stamen collided with my pelvis. The impact sent a shockwave of raw pleasure through my core.

The nightmare escalated.

The stamen contracted.

The internal walls tightened with immense, crushing pressure. The velvety nodules massaged my rigid flesh. The appendage began a rhythmic, undulating motion. The plant milked me. It pulled downward, using the force of gravity to enhance the extraction. My own body weight dragged me deeper into the suffocating, wet heat. I sagged against my wrist restraints, multiplying the friction inside the stamen.

"Ah! Fuck!" I screamed at the cavern roof. "It burns! It's too much!"

The curse hit a chaotic frenzy. The relentless, suffocating pleasure fed directly into my stamina, trapping me in an inescapable loop of heat and helpless recovery.

The system pumped raw energy into my groin. The stamen drained the energy the very second of its arrival. I existed in a perpetual state of peaking arousal. The edge approached, shattered, and reset in an endless cycle.

The Alraune hummed her melodic tune. The sound vibrated up the length of the stamen, transferring straight into my pelvis. The sonic vibrations combined with the muscular contractions of the plant to destroy my fragile mind. My vision blurred. The cavern walls dissolved into a swirling vortex of green and pink light.

The stamen altered its rhythm. The interior walls clamped down hard. A vacuum formed at the base of the appendage. The suction hit with terrifying force. The plant drew the air out, creating a void that demanded a physical offering.

My hips snapped forward—a jerky, desperate thrust I couldn't stop. I chased the wet friction, burying myself deeper into the suffocating heat of the plant, completely betraying my own survival instincts for just one more second of the squeeze.

The velvety nodules grazed the hyper-sensitive ridge. The friction ripped another raw, animalistic noise from my throat. I sounded like a dying beast.

Sweat poured down my forehead, stinging my eyes. I blinked against the salty burn. The world beneath me spun in chaotic circles. The massive pink petals of the flower seemed to breathe, expanding and contracting in time with the milking rhythm of the stamen.

The pale creepers holding my torso shifted their grip. The tendrils coiled around my chest, squeezing my lungs. The pressure restricted my breathing. I gasped for air, pulling in lungfuls of the viscous, nectar-laden humidity. The lack of oxygen amplified the dizzying high of the endless stimulation. Spots of darkness danced in my peripheral vision.

The stamen increased its pace. The downward pull grew frantic. Gravity turned into a cruel accomplice. Every downward stroke of the plant dragged my suspended body a fraction of an inch lower, stretching my arms to their absolute limit. My shoulder joints popped. The tearing strain fed straight into the scalding heat in my groin. The system fused them together, translating the physical trauma into an even greater reservoir of stamina.

"I'm at the limit!" I sobbed, spit flying from my lips. "Let me go! I'm going to break!"

The Alraune tightened the suction.

The climax struck with the force of a detonating bomb.

My spine arched with rigid, bone-breaking tension. A massive, shuddering release erupted from my core. I unloaded into the dark, wet center of the stamen. The sheer volume of the offering was terrifyingly unnatural. The energy poured out of me in a continuous, agonizing torrent.

The stamen pulsed around my spasming length. The internal nodules massaged the last drops of stamina from my veins. The vacuum at the base maintained its relentless grip. The plant refused to let me fall flaccid.

The blue interface flooded my vision with a cascade of warnings.

[Critical Output Exceeded. Passive Skill Overdrive Engaged.]

The text vanished in a blur of corrupted system warnings. Bypassing my exhausted organs, Super Recovery tapped directly into the raw, emerald mana of the Alraune's domain. A verdant, suffocating surge of energy bloomed in my chest.

The agonizing rush of blood forced my spent flesh back into rigid attention. I remained trapped inside the stamen, throbbing with renewed, painful intensity.

The Alraune laughed. The chiming sound echoed through the massive cavern. She tilted her head, her golden eyes burning with triumphant greed.

The second round commenced without a single second of respite.

The stamen resumed its undulating motion. The friction hit harder this time. My skin burned, sensitive to the point of agony. The soft, velvety bumps inside the appendage felt like rough sandpaper against the engorged veins. The pain-pleasure feedback loop spun out of control. I thrashed against the vines. My bare feet kicked at the empty air.

Gravity pulled me down. The stamen pushed up. I hung caught between two opposing forces, my groin serving as the focal point of the collision.

The nectar coating my skin began to dry in the ambient heat, turning sticky. The pale tendrils wrapping my chest tugged at the fine hairs on my stomach with every movement. The minor stings added another layer of sensory static to the overwhelming noise in my nervous system.

I lost track of time. The concept of minutes or hours dissolved into the humid ether. There was only the wet, suffocating heat enclosing me, the rhythmic tug of the suction, and the blinding flashes of golden light. The system forced me through climax after climax.

The third release forced a ragged scream from my lips. The fourth release left me whimpering, drool sliding from my slack jaw. The fifth release reduced me to a catatonic state, my eyes rolled back, staring blankly at the dark cavern ceiling.

I couldn't remember my name. The suffocating heat of the stamen and the endless, agonizing orgasms melted my brain into a hazy void. I was nothing but a gasping, twitching mess, completely surrendered to the milking rhythm.

The golden light of the Super Recovery skill saturated my vision, blinding me to the horrors of the cavern. The system pushed my heart rate to lethal speeds. The drumming in my chest drowned out the sound of my own screams. The plant absorbed every decibel, every drop of sweat, every ounce of my forced arousal. It fed on my humiliation, transmuting my despair into raw magical power.

The air grew stagnant. The giant petals below me began to sweat, exuding viscous droplets of the shimmering nectar. The droplets fell to the ground, pooling in glowing pink puddles on the mossy floor. The Alraune absorbed the endless stream of energy. Her pale skin flushed with a vibrant, healthy glow. Her emerald hair writhed with increased vigor, the strands curling around her bare shoulders.

The purple stamen holding me captive transformed during the endless milking process. The muscular walls swelled. The internal temperature rose to a near-boiling point. The velvety nodules expanded, applying precise, agonizing pressure to the most sensitive nerve clusters. The plant adapted to my anatomy. It learned the exact rhythm required to push me to the edge in the shortest amount of time.

My wrists bled. The rough bark of the suspended restraints had chewed through my skin. The Super Recovery skill healed the abrasions in a heartbeat, but the constant friction tore the fresh skin open. The cycle of injury and healing created a constant, burning ring of fire around my arms. I felt the hot trickle of blood mixing with the cold sweat running down my forearms.

"Ah... my mind is melting..." I mumbled to the empty air. My voice lacked any volume. The words drifted like dry leaves over the ambient hum.

The system punished my weakness.

[Stamina Generation at Maximum Capacity. Initiating Core Drain.]

The text turned a dark, blood-red hue. The golden heat in my chest shifted into a cold, terrifying ache. The system had exhausted my physical reserves. It began pulling energy from my very life force.

The stamen sensed the shift in energy. The appendage changed its tactics. The undulating motion stopped. The internal walls locked into a rigid, unyielding mold around my engorged flesh. The vacuum at the base intensified to an impossible degree.

The pull felt like a physical hook buried deep in my gut. The plant attempted to rip my soul through my groin.

I convulsed. A massive, full-body spasm seized my muscles. My legs kicked out in a final, desperate burst of strength. My chest strained against the pale creepers, gasping as the cavern shattered into an explosion of static and heat.

The ultimate climax hit. It surpassed the limits of biological function. It felt like a supernova exploding behind my eyes. I screamed, but no sound emerged from my raw throat. The energy rushed out of me in a solid, unbreakable beam of pure stamina. The stamen vibrated, struggling to contain the sheer volume of the forced release.

I hung frozen in the air. The agonizing ecstasy stretched for an eternity. The extraction drained the last drop of resistance from my mind. The image of Mila, the guilt, the desire to escape, the fear of death—every complex human emotion burned away in the white-hot furnace of the endless orgasm.

I became a hollow vessel. An empty shell designed for the single purpose of generating mana for the dungeon core.

The Alraune let out a deafening, ecstatic wail. The giant pink petals of the central bloom shivered. A massive shockwave of displaced air rippled through the cavern, rustling the hanging moss on the distant walls. The monster had reached her absolute limit. She had consumed a feast of unparalleled proportions.

The blinding white light in my vision fractured. Darkness crept in from the edges. The roaring sound in my ears faded into a dull, echoing hum.

The purple stamen slackened. The internal ridges released their iron grip. The appendage slipped off my spent flesh, retreating with a wet, squelching sound. The massive tentacle slithered back into the glowing core of the giant flower, disappearing beneath the heavy petals.

The loss of support sent a jolt through my suspended body. My head flopped forward. My chin struck my chest. I stared down at my ruined, trembling state. The cold air rushed over my burning skin. The contrast sent a final, weak shiver down my spine.

The dense scent of the nectar hung in the air, potent enough to coat my lungs with every shallow breath. The cavern around me felt like a massive, humid stomach, digesting my willpower. The bioluminescent glow of the surrounding fungi cast eerie, shifting shadows across the mossy walls. The vibrant greens and bruised purples of the jungle biome blurred together into a sickening collage of alien flora.

My arms felt dislocated. The constant downward pull had stretched my ligaments to the breaking point. The stout vines holding my wrists resembled ancient, twisted cables of wood. The coarse texture dug deep into my flesh. The Super Recovery skill pumped its golden energy into the joints, fighting a losing battle against the mechanical strain of my dangling weight.

Below me, the Alraune basked in the aftermath of her feast. Her pale torso gleamed with a fresh layer of sweat and sap. The dense, emerald vines connecting her to the central bloom pulsed with a rhythmic, satisfied heartbeat. She ran a clawed hand through her chaotic green hair, her golden eyes half-closed in a state of narcotic bliss. She radiated a dangerous, satiated heat.

I tried to swallow, but my mouth contained no moisture. My tongue felt like a block of dry sandpaper. The interface hovered in my peripheral vision, the glowing blue text glitching and stuttering after the massive energy drain.

[Status: Critical Exhaustion.]

[Passive Skill: Super Recovery - Cooling Down.]

The golden border around the skill icon turned a dull, lifeless gray. For the first time since entering the dungeon, the system allowed me to experience the true, unmitigated weight of my fatigue. The artificial stamina vanished. The crushing reality of my physical condition slammed into me with the force of a falling boulder.

My muscles turned to liquid. My spine lost all rigidity. I hung like a broken marionette with severed strings. Every single nerve ending in my lower body pulsed with a dull, throbbing ache. The memory of the scalding, velvety interior of the stamen remained branded into my flesh. A permanent, phantom sensation of the relentless suction haunted my mind.

"I'm done..." I breathed, the words scarce audible over the ambient hum of the cavern. "I'm empty."

Her expression shifted. The burning hunger receded, replaced by a look of deep, terrifying affection. I saw her gaze linger on me, the look of an owner admiring a prized possession. I had performed far beyond her wildest expectations.

She raised her hand. A single, delicate gesture.

The dense, bark-covered vines holding my wrists responded to her silent command. The tight coils began to loosen. The rough wood scraped against my torn skin as the restraints unraveled.

The vine holding my right ankle gave way.

Gravity claimed its final victory. The release of tension sent my body plunging downward. The rushing wind roared in my ears. The massive, glowing pink petals of the giant bloom rushed up to meet me. I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing for the impact.


Chapter 11: The Fall into the Abyss

The collision with the massive pink petals knocked the remaining breath from my lungs. The giant flower provided a plush cushion. The soft surface absorbed my fall. I sank deep into the thick plant tissue. A fresh wave of pollen plumed upward, coating my sweat-drenched skin in a fine layer of glowing dust.

I lay spread-eagled on the bloom. My limbs refused to move. The exhaustion penetrated my marrow. System error codes and critical warnings sputtered across the periphery of my vision. The Super Recovery buff had burnt itself out. The golden border surrounding the skill icon turned a dull gray. The system offered no support. I felt every ache, every strained tendon, every microscopic friction burn covering my exposed flesh.

My wrists throbbed. The rough bark of the suspended restraints had chewed through my skin. The raw red rings around my arms stung in the humid air. My groin ached with a deep, bruised heaviness. The sheer volume of the forced extractions had left me hollow. My muscles twitched, tiny spasms rippling across my thighs and abdomen.

My chest heaved. Sweat pooled in my collarbones, and hot, uncontrollable tremors wracked my thighs. I tried to lift my hand, but my knuckles just dragged uselessly against the velvet.

The Alraune towered above me. The monster bathed in the ambient bioluminescence of the cavern. Her emerald hair writhed with satisfied energy. The golden glow of her eyes softened into a narcotic daze. The thick, bark-covered vines holding my wrists had retreated. The pale creepers slithered back into the dense foliage at her waist. She had drained my reserves. I was an empty husk discarded on her dining table.

The cavern air tasted dense. The nectar pooled in the crevices of the massive petals. The sweet aroma choked my senses. My chest heaved. I dragged oxygen into my burning lungs. The silence stretched. The ambient hum of the dungeon felt oppressive.

The Alraune sighed. The sound echoed through the chamber. A melodic, chiming noise sent a shiver down my spine. The monster shifted her weight.

A tremor shook the massive flower.

The vibration started small. A faint rumble originating deep beneath the roots. The moss-covered stone walls of the cavern groaned. Dust cascaded from the ceiling. The bioluminescent fungi flickered. The tremor intensified. The rhythmic pulse of the Alraune's domain fractured into a chaotic earthquake.

The ground gave way.

The root system supporting the colossal bloom snapped. The sound of tearing wood resembled a thunderclap. The cavern floor split open. A jagged fissure tore through the center of the room. The Alraune shrieked. The narcotic bliss vanished from her golden eyes. Panic replaced the hunger.

The massive pink petals beneath me tilted. The angle grew steep. I scrambled for purchase. My slick, naked skin found absolutely no grip on the velvety surface. The nectar acted as a frictionless slide. My fingers clawed at the plant tissue. The thorns tore my nails. Blood welled up, bright crimson against the glowing pink bloom.

The abyss opened its jaws.

The entire clearing collapsed into the void. The Alraune, her giant flower, the glowing roots, and the scattered debris of my clothes—everything plummeted into the darkness.

I slipped over the edge of the petal. The wind rushed past my ears. The drop swallowed me whole, carrying the ruined fragments of the upper dungeon down with me.

The descent stripped away my senses. The humid jungle biome vanished. The oppressive heat vanished. A bone-chilling draft rushed upward to meet my naked body. The temperature plummeted. The air turned stale. The scent of ozone and ancient rock replaced the cloying sweetness of the nectar.

I tumbled through the endless dark. I saw no light. The blackness felt absolute. I stretched my arms out, grasping at the empty void. My fingers met nothing. The wind roared. The sound deafened me. I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing for the inevitable impact.

The interface flashed red.

[System Alert: Boundary Breached.]

[Warning: Entering Uncharted Sector.]

[Status: Critical Danger.]

The text provided no comfort. The system recognized the shift in the environment. The dungeon possessed distinct layers. The upper levels felt dangerous. The bat girls and the slime offered a warped, predatory challenge. The Alraune ruled the middle depths with her hallucinogenic trap.

This felt different. This felt ancient.

The sheer depth of the fall defied human architecture. I plummeted for what felt like miles. The pressure in my ears built to agonizing levels. My eardrums popped. The pain spiked, sharp and blinding. The Super Recovery skill remained dormant. The gray icon pulsed in the corner of my vision, refusing to activate. The system lacked the mana required to heal the internal pressure.

I opened my mouth to scream. The wind stole the sound. The air rushed down my throat, choking me. I curled into a fetal position, wrapping my arms around my knees. I tucked my chin to my chest. The fetal posture offered no protection against the deadly plunge. I operated on pure instinct.

The abyss felt alive. The darkness pressed against my skin. The void possessed a physical weight. The temperature continued to drop. Ice crystals formed on my eyelashes. The sweat freezing on my skin created a layer of painful frost.

The wind tore at my skin. The velocity turned the air into a physical weapon. The freezing draft whipped my face, stinging my cheeks and forcing tears from my eyes. The droplets flew upward, ripped away by the sheer speed of the descent. My jaw clamped shut. My teeth ground together with enough force to risk cracking the enamel. The friction of the air against my naked body created a paradoxical burning sensation. I felt encased in ice, yet my skin felt scorched.

The darkness offered no visual references. The lack of visual input amplified my internal sensations. The chaotic tumbling caused severe vertigo. My stomach churned. The nausea rose in my throat, a sour, burning bile. I swallowed hard, fighting the urge to vomit in mid-air. The physical disorientation matched the psychological terror.

The memories of the past few hours assaulted my mind. The slime girl pushing me down. The bat girls ambushing me from the shadows. The Alraune suspending me above the abyss. The monsters had stripped me of my humanity. They treated me like a disposable battery. The humiliation burned hotter than the freezing wind.

I deserved this fall. The thought crept into my mind, a toxic whisper generated by my own insecurities. I failed to protect Mila. I failed to act like a hero. I surrendered to the pleasure. The dungeon exploited my weakness. The abyss served as a fitting punishment for my pathetic submission.

The interface flashed again.

[Status: Psychological Trauma Detected.]

[Recommendation: Seek Safe Zone.]

I let out a hysterical, breathless laugh. The sound vanished into the roaring wind. A safe zone. The system possessed a cruel sense of irony. The concept of safety did not exist in this labyrinth. The game mechanics operated on a fundamental rule: exploit or be exploited. My class read 'Hero (Unassigned)'. I possessed no offensive skills. My sole ability forced me into a state of perpetual victimization.

I counted the seconds. One. Two. Ten. Twenty. The fall stretched on. My perception of time warped. The adrenaline rush sustained my consciousness. The primal terror of falling kept my brain firing.

The wind carried whispers.

The sound originated from the rock walls rushing past me in the dark. The noise resembled human voices, twisted and distorted by the immense pressure. The whispers scraped against my eardrums. The language sounded foreign. The syllables carried a heavy, guttural weight. The dungeon spoke. The structure itself possessed a malignant consciousness. The stone recorded the deaths of countless adventurers. The echoes of their final screams merged with the rushing air. The labyrinth digested souls. I felt the psychic weight of those lost lives pressing against my mind.

I tried to block the sound. I pressed my hands over my ears. The wind ripped my arms away. The velocity forced my limbs outward. I tumbled out of control. My spatial awareness shattered. I lost track of up and down. The void spun around me.

The blue interface returned. The text expanded across my vision, blocking the absolute darkness.

[Location Update: Abyssal Depths.]

[Warning: Entity Detected.]

[Class: Unknown.]

[Threat Level: Immeasurable.]

The text vanished. The warning sent a fresh spike of terror through my chest. The dungeon recognized a presence at the bottom of the pit. The Alraune possessed a threat level of 'High'. The bat girls registered as 'Medium'. The system lacked the parameters to classify whatever waited below.

The whispers grew louder. The voices merged into a single, resonant chord. The vibration shook my bones. The sound possessed an undeniable allure. The terror in my chest mixed with a strange, hypnotic calm. The magic of the abyss seeped into my pores. The freezing air turned electric.

The darkness broke.

A faint, violet light appeared below. The illumination lacked the vibrant, healthy glow of the jungle biome. The purple hue looked bruised. The light pulsed with a deliberate rhythm. The heartbeat of a sleeping titan.

The violet glow expanded. The walls of the shaft came into view. The stone looked polished, carved with intricate, glowing runes. The architecture defied natural formation. The abyss transitioned from a chaotic sinkhole into an engineered descent.

The air pressure shifted again. The terminal velocity of my fall began to decrease. An invisible force pushed upward against my body. The magical dampener slowed my descent. The wind stopped roaring. The freezing chill vanished, replaced by a suffocating, dense heat.

The violet light consumed my vision. The source of the illumination rushed up to meet me.

A massive, circular chamber opened beneath the shaft. The scale of the room dwarfed the Alraune's garden. Giant obsidian pillars supported the domed ceiling. The floor consisted of smooth, polished black marble.

The abrupt deceleration defied physics. The invisible force caught me. The magical net absorbed the kinetic energy. The transition from a terrifying freefall to complete stillness happened in a heartbeat.

The g-force slammed my brain against my skull. A flash of white light exploded behind my eyes. The pain in my internal organs felt severe. My stomach lurched. My liver and kidneys protested the sudden stop.

The magic released its grip. I fell the remaining ten feet.

I crashed onto the black marble floor. The impact rattled my teeth. My shoulder struck the stone first. The bone groaned under the stress. I rolled, absorbing the remaining kinetic energy. I came to a halt on my back, staring up at the massive, glowing shaft I had just fallen through.

The violet light bathed my naked, shivering form. The absolute silence of the chamber felt heavier than the roaring wind.

I had reached the bottom. The core of the labyrinth. The domain of the immeasurable threat.

The heat of the stone felt absolute. The warmth seeped into my frozen flesh, thawing the ice crystals on my eyelashes. The abrupt temperature shift caused my skin to tingle with thousands of microscopic needles. The pain felt sharp and agonizing. My body shivered, a violent tremor wracking my exhausted frame.

The marble floor felt seamless. My fingers traced the surface, searching for a crack, a joint, a sign of masonry. The floor felt like a single, continuous sheet of obsidian glass. The craftsmanship surpassed human ability. The magic of the dungeon had forged this room from raw, molten earth.

I pushed myself up onto my elbows. The movement sent a bolt of agony through my bruised shoulder. I gritted my teeth, suppressing a whimper.

The system remained silent. The Super Recovery skill refused to engage. The dungeon had stripped me of my artificial stamina. I had no buffs, no weapons, and not a single shred of clothing left to protect me. I was a fragile, human mortal stranded at the bottom of a monster's lair.

My eyes adjusted to the bruised purple light. The chamber stretched for hundreds of yards in every direction. The obsidian pillars rose like silent sentinels, holding up the vaulted ceiling. The architecture suggested a throne room. The space demanded reverence.

The air in the chamber smelled different. The sharp ozone and the cloying nectar of the upper levels vanished. A rich, musky perfume filled my lungs. The scent contained notes of dark chocolate, burning incense, and a raw, overpowering pheromone that made my head spin.

My pulse quickened. The scent bypassed my rational mind, striking a primal chord in my nervous system. The residual aches in my groin throbbed in response. The magic in the air possessed a physical weight, pressing against my skin with an intoxicating heat.

I scrambled backward. My bare feet pushed against the smooth marble. I needed a corner. I needed a place to hide. The vast emptiness of the chamber offered no cover. The purple light illuminated every inch of the polished floor.

A sound echoed through the silence.

The noise resembled the rustle of heavy silk. The sound originated from the far end of the chamber, hidden behind a cluster of massive pillars. The rhythmic swish of fabric brushing against stone. The deliberate footsteps of a predator.

I froze. The breath trapped in my throat burned. My wide eyes locked onto the shadows between the pillars.

The blue interface flickered back to life. A single line of text appeared in the center of my vision.

[Area Discovered: The Lord's Bedchamber.]

The text confirmed my worst fears. The implication of the words slammed into my exhausted brain. The bedchamber. The private domain of the dungeon's master. The entity the system could not classify.

The rustling sound grew louder. The musky perfume thickened, suffocating my senses. The heat radiating from the floor intensified. The magic in the chamber saturated the air, creating an immense pressure.

I tried to stand. My legs refused the command. My knees buckled. I collapsed back onto the marble, a pathetic, trembling mess. The exhaustion, the terror, the lingering effects of the Alraune's nectar—the combined weight crushed my resolve.

The shadows between the pillars shifted. The darkness coalesced into a solid form. The footfalls lacked the heavy thud of a monster. The steps sounded light, elegant. The approach possessed a terrifying grace. The purple light caught the edge of a silken garment. The fabric shimmered, dark and rich. The figure remained concealed in the gloom, a silhouette of predatory curves and immense power. The ambient magic in the room swirled around the figure, drawn to the entity like a magnet. The Lord of the labyrinth absorbed the energy of the dungeon.

"Oh?" A voice echoed through the chamber.

The single syllable stopped my heart. The tone sounded female. The voice possessed a rich, velvet texture. The sound dripped with dark amusement. The resonance vibrated in my chest, striking the same chord as the musky perfume.

I pushed back again. My back hit the base of an obsidian pillar. The cold stone provided no comfort. I curled my knees to my chest, attempting to hide my exposed state. The effort felt useless. The purple light illuminated my total vulnerability.

"A present," the voice purred. "Falling straight into my sanctuary. How novel."

The words carried a dangerous heat. The syllables wrapped around my mind, pulling at the frayed edges of my sanity. The tone promised ruin. The monster recognized my arrival.

I stared into the purple shadows, waiting for the abyss to claim me. The fall had ended. The floor had caught me. The Lord of the labyrinth had found me. My journey through the upper floors felt like a childish game. The true test of my broken spirit began now.


Chapter 12: The Lord’s Bedchamber

Consciousness returned in jagged, fragmented pieces. The freezing wind of the endless shaft vanished from my senses. The impact against the solid obsidian marble faded into a distant memory. I sank into a vast, yielding surface. Layers of heavy velvet and spun silk encased my bruised, naked limbs. The transition from terminal velocity terror to absolute luxury shattered my perception of reality. I plummeted into the lightless abyss mere moments ago. The dungeon floor caught my broken form. Now, an impossible comfort surrounded me.

The air tasted different. The sharp ozone of the falling shaft and the cloying, rotting nectar of the Alraune's jungle faded away.

A thick, musky perfume saturated my lungs. The air was heavy with the intoxicating scent of crushed velvet and aggressive, primal pheromones that melted my rational thoughts.

The aroma bypassed my sinuses. The smell burrowed into the deepest, most primitive sectors of my brain. The pheromones hijacked my nervous system. Every breath forced a wave of intoxicating heat through my bloodstream. The chill of the abyss evaporated. My skin flushed with a feverish warmth.

My eyelids carried the weight of lead anvils. I forced them open with immense, agonizing effort.

The bruised purple light of the lower chamber filtered through sheer, dark curtains. A colossal wooden canopy loomed overhead. Intricate carvings of writhing bodies and monstrous flora decorated the dark timber. The woodwork depicted scenes of submission and eternal ecstasy. The imagery confirmed the nature of this room. I lay spread-eagled in the center of an impossible bed. The plush mattress absorbed my exhausted form, molding to the contours of my battered spine. The silk sheets possessed a cool, frictionless texture. The fabric glided over the sensitive friction burns on my skin.

A shadow detached from the surrounding gloom.

A figure sat on the edge of the mattress.

The steel springs groaned under a deceptive, immense weight. The displacement of the mattress rolled my body toward the center. I fought the incline. My limbs were completely dead. She leaned forward. The ambient magic in the room coalesced around her silhouette. The air shimmered with visible purple energy. Her features materialized in the dim light. My breath caught in my throat. My lungs refused to function.

She possessed a terrifying, otherworldly beauty. Chaotic waves of midnight hair cascaded over her pale shoulders.

The dark strands absorbed the purple light, creating a void of color around her face. Twin obsidian horns curled from her temples. The lethal points gleamed with a polished sheen.

Her eyes burned with a liquid, crimson fire. The gaze held centuries of predatory hunger.

She looked at me with the calculating evaluation of a starving god inspecting a sacrificial offering. Her attire bordered on the obscene. Skin-tight, dark leather gripped her voluptuous frame.

The material compressed her waist, highlighting the aggressive flare of her hips. The fabric pushed her heavy breasts upward, exposing her pale cleavage.

A pair of massive, leathery bat wings folded behind her back. The wings pulsed with thick, dark veins, radiating an oppressive heat. A long, sinuous tail wrapped around her thigh. The spade tip flicked back and forth with hypnotic, predatory rhythm.

My heart slammed against my ribs. The rhythmic thud echoed in my own ears, loud as a war drum. I scrambled backward. My elbows dug into the plush velvet. The soft mattress offered absolutely no traction. My bare heels kicked against the silk sheets, slipping on the luxurious fabric. I pushed my shoulders against the mountain of pillows at the headboard. I sought a futile escape from the center of the labyrinth. My frantic movements failed to put any distance between us.

"You survived the drop."

Her voice resonated in my chest cavity. The tone wrapped around my mind. The velvet sound dripped with dark, intoxicating amusement.

"I expected a shattered doll on my marble floor. I find a breathing, throbbing feast."

She lunged, making the bedsprings shriek as her weight slammed into my chest before I could flinch, her hand instantly clamping around my throat.

She pinned me against the headboard, her fingers locking around my throat with a crushing, effortless force that instantly cut off my oxygen. Panic spiked through my veins as I blindly clawed at her wrist, my weak fingers sliding uselessly off her smooth, pale skin.

I kicked my legs. My ruined, trembling muscles failed to generate any force. She held me in place with absolute, casual dominance. The physical strength disparity broke my spirit. I possessed the raw stats of a mid-tier boss from the upper floors, but my artificial strength meant nothing against the Lord of the Labyrinth. My attacks felt like the struggles of an insect.

The interface flickered to life. Red warning glyphs violently burned their way into the center of my sight. The text flashed with a frantic, jagged rhythm. The system attempted to scan the entity.

[Analyzing Entity...]

[Error. Mana Density Exceeds Parameters.]

[Entity: Arsh]

[Class: Succubus Lord / Labyrinth Core]

[Threat Level: Incalculable]

The system acknowledged my doom. The text turned a dark, bleeding crimson. The warning boxes multiplied, obscuring the carved wooden canopy above. The interface cascaded with critical failure notifications.

Arsh tilted her head. Her crimson eyes tracked the invisible movement of my pupils. She saw the interface. She understood the game mechanics overlaying my vision. A low, rumbling laugh vibrated in her throat. The sound transferred straight into my trapped windpipe, shaking my vocal cords.

"Your little magic box won't save you down here."

She leaned closer. Her hot breath brushed my cheek. The heat felt like an open oven door.

"I am the abyss. I dictate the fundamental rules of this domain. The system answers to my core."

She loosened her grip. I gasped. I dragged the musky, pheromone-laced air into my burning lungs. Tears stung the corners of my eyes. My chest heaved. I stared at the monster holding my life in her taloned hands.

"I felt you."

She dragged a sharp, elongated nail down my sternum. The microscopic point severed the top layer of skin. A single drop of blood welled up from the scratch. She brought the blood-stained nail to her lips. Her long, dark tongue darted out. She tasted the crimson drop with agonizing deliberation.

"You triggered the upper guardians." She hummed a note of pure satisfaction. "The gelatinous girl in the shallows. The flying rodents in the caves. My overgrown gardener in the jungle. You sent massive shockwaves of stamina through my roots. The energy cascades disrupted my slumber. The resonance shook the foundations of my bedchamber."

She traced the outline of my pectoral muscle. The touch left a trail of scorching heat.

"Elven men shatter in minutes. They weep, they empty their pathetic reserves, and they die. Their souls crumble under the pressure of the labyrinth. You burned for days. You possess an impossible fountain of vigor. A self-replenishing battery."

She released my throat. She crawled over my body. Her leather-clad knees bracketed my hips. She settled her immense, dense weight over my pelvis. The friction sent a catastrophic jolt of electricity through my groin.

An agonizing, unnatural heat clawed its way up from the bottom of my exhausted chest, completely overriding my desperate need for rest.

I wanted to pass out, but my ruined body betrayed me the moment her heavy, leather-clad thighs pressed down. Blood rushed south with a heavy, throbbing ache, forcing me to surge against the silk sheets, straining rigid and hot beneath her crushing weight. My mind screamed for oblivion, yet my cursed flesh begged for her to break me again.

I became a helpless puppet to my own passive skill. I squeezed my eyes shut. I ground my teeth together. The heavy, throbbing ache fought a losing battle against the suffocating heat melting my thoughts.

Arsh felt the change. She ground her hips downward. The leather of her outfit rubbed against my bare, hypersensitive skin. The contact sparked a localized fire in my nerves. A ragged moan tore out of my mouth. I clamped my teeth down on my lower lip. I tasted iron. I fought the overwhelming tide of lust. The battle proved futile.

"Look at me."

The command hit like a physical blow. The demonic compulsion forced my eyes open. I stared into her crimson gaze.

"You are a fascinating toy."

She dragged both hands through my sweat-soaked hair. Her nails scraped against my scalp. The sensation sent cascading shivers down my spine.

"The Alraune drained your physical reserves. She sought mere stamina. A clumsy, gluttonous harvest. I operate with supreme refinement. I extract the essence of the soul."

Her tail uncoiled from her thigh. The spade tip slithered over the mattress. The appendage possessed a mind of its own. The tip dragged across my bare thigh. The cool, smooth texture of the tail contrasted with the furnace heat of her body. The dual sensations short-circuited my nervous system.

I writhed against the pillows. My wrists strained against an invisible force. I lacked physical ropes or chains. Her sheer physical presence served as an unbreakable prison. Gravity magnified under her aura. I sank deeper into the mattress, pinned by the sheer weight of her lust. My trapped legs kicked against the heavy velvet blankets.

She leaned down. Her heavy breasts pressed against my chest. The leather material felt smooth and warm. Her heartbeat thudded against my sternum. The rhythm matched my own frantic pulse. The musky perfume enveloped me. The scent destroyed my remaining willpower. The fear melted into the background. A desperate, humiliating need consumed my rational thoughts. I wanted her touch. I craved the agonizing pleasure of the dungeon core. The monster rewired my brain.

"You belong to the labyrinth now."

She whispered the decree against my lips. Her breath tasted of dark magic and raw desire.

"The surface world holds nothing for you. Your pathetic elven princess cannot reach this depth. Your childhood crush remains a distant ghost. I am your absolute reality."

The truth of her words crushed my spirit. Mila felt like a fading dream. The military nation, the rescue mission, the hero role. The concepts turned to ash in my mind. The Succubus Lord possessed absolute authority over my existence. The dungeon had broken me. The monsters had stripped my humanity piece by piece. The final surrender felt inevitable.

She shifted her weight, deliberately aligning her center with my aching, rigid flesh. As the rough leather ground against my skin, a fresh spike of blinding heat shot through my pelvis, forcing my hips to jerk upward in a weak, involuntary thrust. I whined, the broken sound sealing my pure submission.

The interface flashed one final warning.

[Critical System Failure]

[Surrender Imminent]

The translucent screens shattered. The blue shards dissolved into the ambient purple light. The system abandoned me. I stood alone against the apex predator of the abyss.

Arsh smiled. The expression promised endless, sweet torment. She raised her hand. Her fingers snapped. The sound echoed like a gunshot in the silent chamber.

The massive dark curtains surrounding the canopy bed slammed shut. The fabric sealed us in a private, suffocating cocoon. The ambient purple light vanished. Only the crimson glow of her eyes illuminated the darkness. The scent of incense and arousal grew thick enough to drown a man.

"Let the eternal harvest begin," she purred.


Chapter 13: Arsh's Toy

The darkness of the sealed canopy bed swallowed the surrounding world. The twin crimson embers of Arsh’s eyes provided the sole illumination in the suffocating gloom. The heavy velvet curtains trapped the thick incense. The air carried the undeniable weight of pure pheromones. My lungs burned with every frantic inhalation. The scent bypassed my rational thoughts, injecting a feverish heat straight into my bloodstream.

The springs of the massive bed groaned. Arsh shifted her weight. The sound of smooth leather rubbing against silk echoed in the confined space. She crawled over my battered form. Her knees bracketed my hips. The dense, muscular weight of her thighs locked my pelvis to the mattress. I lacked any leverage. The crushing pressure anchored my spine to the bed.

The demonic leather encasing her legs felt like a second skin. The material radiated the furnace-level heat of her body.

The fabric felt like the scales of a mythical beast, smooth yet unyielding. The sleek texture dragged across my bare, hypersensitive flesh. A sharp gasp racked my chest.

My hips gave an involuntary jerk. The movement achieved nothing. I remained trapped beneath her thighs. I ground my aching, rigid length against the seam of her leather pants.

Arsh released a dark, velvet chuckle. The sound vibrated against my sweat-soaked skin. She leaned forward, planting her taloned hands on the pillows beside my head. The movement pressed her massive, leather-bound chest against my face. The sheer volume of her cleavage blocked my vision. The smooth, hot leather of her corset pushed against my nose and mouth. I fought for air. I inhaled her intoxicating musk. The scent sent a fresh surge of raw energy down my spine.

"Several Elven champions have breached my gates," Arsh purred. Her voice resonated deep within my chest cavity. "They march into the abyss wrapped in shining armor. They carry magical swords. They boast of their legendary endurance."

She dragged a single talon down the side of my face. The sharp point left a trail of searing heat.

"They break in minutes. Their bodies give out after a handful of pathetic releases."

She shifted her hips, grinding the heavy leather seams directly against my straining erection. I choked on a gasp.

"But you... the system turned you into an infinite battery for my personal amusement."

The Super Recovery skill pulsed in the background. The passive ability flooded my pelvis with aggressive, burning vigor. My flesh throbbed. The engorgement caused a dull ache, demanding friction. The dungeon magic forced my body to betray my fear. I wanted her to crush me. I craved the destruction she promised.

Arsh lifted her torso. She granted me a sliver of breathable air. I gulped the humid oxygen. My chest heaved. I stared up at her terrifying beauty. The crimson glow of her eyes illuminated the flawless curves of her face.

Reaching for the top of her leather corset, her sharp nails caught the thick laces. With a quick, deliberate pull, the binding unraveled and the rigid leather parted.

Her heavy breasts spilled out of the confinement—pale globes of impossible fullness, their dark, swollen peaks standing at rigid attention as the sheer mass of her flesh defied gravity. The ambient heat in the enclosed space spiked.

"The feral weeds in the upper levels lack refinement," Arsh whispered. She reached beneath her generous curves, lifting her weight with both hands. "I know the exact cadence required to break you."

She dragged her knees down the silk, shifting her weight until her heavy breasts hovered directly over my crotch. Pressing her flesh together, a bead of glowing fluid welled up from a dark peak.

The magical nectar possessed a sweet, intoxicating aroma. The single drop fell, landing on the sensitive tip of my erection.

The heat of the fluid rivaled boiling water. A shockwave of pure pleasure exploded behind my eyes. I arched my back. A raw, guttural moan escaped my lips.

My broken biology registered the intense heat as tissue damage, instantly dumping a reservoir of healing energy southward and multiplying the hypersensitivity tenfold.

Lowering her chest, Arsh trapped me completely beneath the overwhelming softness of her breasts.

The suffocating heat of her cleavage enveloped me—a smooth, soft contrast to the rough horrors of the upper dungeon.

Leaning her weight forward with immense, crushing pressure, she finally began to move.

Her torso slid up and down in a fluid, hypnotic rhythm. The glowing nectar acted as a flawless lubricant. The friction felt divine. The sheer volume of her breasts surrounded every inch of my throbbing veins. She adjusted her grip, using her hands to push her mounds tighter against my shaft.

My brain went completely blank. Arsh didn't just rely on sharp teeth or a mindless vacuum. She smothered me. Her soft, heavy flesh slid over my throbbing veins with terrifying precision, milking the exact spots that made my breath hitch.

She knew the necessary amount of pressure to apply. She found the most sensitive nerve clusters with terrifying precision.

I grabbed the silk sheets. My knuckles turned white. My jaw locked. I stared up at the canopy, my vision swimming with chaotic stars. My abdominal muscles cramped. The constant tension turned my stomach into a knot of rigid fibers.

"Yes," Arsh cooed. "Feel the difference. Let the refinement break your mind."

She increased her pace. The heavy slap of her flesh against my stomach echoed in the dark space. The glowing nectar smeared across my skin, creating a slipstream of boiling heat. The pleasure reached a critical threshold. The pressure behind my eyes built to agonizing levels.

"I'm... God... I'm close," I stammered. My voice cracked. A pathetic string of drool escaped the corner of my mouth.

When she suddenly stopped, the wet heat vanished, allowing the cold air to hit my chest and sparking a frantic, blind panic in my gut. My hips jerked up involuntarily to chase her weight, but she hovered agonizingly out of reach. She lifted her chest a mere inch away from my agonizing state.

The unspent energy screamed in my veins. The Super Recovery skill had pushed me to the absolute edge. The system demanded release.

"Patience, little battery," Arsh mocked. She sat up straight. She wiped a smear of the glowing nectar from her stomach.

Shifting her tactics, she moved her thick, leather-clad thighs inward, trapping my rigid, aching length between her legs in an inescapable vise.

The demonic leather possessed a smooth, synthetic bite. The material gripped my skin. Her thighs locked around me like a steel vise. The pressure choked the blood flow down south, trapping the heat. The resulting ache pounded against the back of my skull, heavy and blinding.

She leaned forward, planting her hands on my chest. Her sharp talons dug into my pectoral muscles. The pain triggered the system. A fresh burst of stamina flooded my core.

Arsh initiated the grind.

She rolled her hips forward. The leather seams dragged across the hypersensitive ridge of my flesh. The sensation presented a stark contrast to the wet heat of her breasts. This new tactic provided an abrasive, aggressive burn. The synthetic material scorched my skin.

A ragged scream shattered the heavy silence. I thrashed my head from side to side. My sweat flew across the velvet pillows.

The sheer physical strength of her thighs immobilized my lower body. I existed as a helpless captive to the relentless grinding. She rocked her pelvis back and forth. The leather squeaked with every brutal stroke. The texture of the material ignited a localized fire on my skin.

The cursed stamina waged a chaotic war against the intense heat.

The system healed the microscopic skin abrasions in real time. The constant loop of damage and restoration created an unbearable hypersensitivity. A feather touch would have felt like a lightning strike. Arsh applied the crushing weight of a demon lord.

I lost all semblance of humanity. I forgot my name. I forgot my purpose. The quest to save my childhood friend vanished into the ether. My universe shrank to the crushing grip of the demon leather and the searing friction. My eyes burned in the dry, incense-heavy air, my vision blurring from the relentless heat.

"More," I begged. The word spilled from my lips in a broken sob. "Please. Just break me."

Arsh laughed. The sound carried the triumphant ring of a conqueror. She leaned her face down to my ear. Her hot breath tickled the sensitive skin on my neck.

"A willing surrender," she whispered. "The sweetest nectar of all."

She accelerated the grind. Her hips blurred into a frantic, piston-like rhythm. The leather seams dug into my flesh.

The abrasive drag of the demon leather ground against my swollen flesh, mixing agonizing friction with a heat that melted my thoughts into static. My jaw locked wide open, hot spit dripping onto my chin as I lost the ability to scream.

The translucent blue screen hovered at the edge of my vision. The text recorded the chaotic spikes in my heart rate. The system operated with cold, mechanical efficiency. It treated my psychological breakdown as a minor data anomaly.

The pressure in my groin hit the breaking point. The dam shattered.

I arched off the mattress with a raw, broken scream. My thighs cramped as I unloaded directly against the tight, scorching seam of her leather pants.

The climax wouldn't stop—the system kept pumping the stamina out of me in heavy, endless pulses.

As I poured my essence onto the smooth demonic material, all rational thought shattered, leaving me entirely adrift in a blinding sensory overload.

The deafening roar of my own heartbeat consumed my hearing.

I collapsed back onto the pillows. My chest heaved. My limbs turned to liquid. A profound, hollow exhaustion settled into my marrow. The refractory period demanded immediate, deep sleep.

The blue interface materialized in the darkness. The text pulsed with an aggressive, golden light.

[Extreme Depletion Detected. Passive Skill Overdrive Engaged.]

Before my exhausted mind could even grasp the fleeting mercy of rest, a scalding jolt of pure energy shocked my nervous system like a live wire. The curse refused to let me sleep. It incinerated my fatigue, violently turning my exhaustion into raw, burning lust.

I groaned in sheer terror as my lower body surged back to life, the agonizing engorgement throbbing so hard it felt like my skin would tear.

The blood forced its way back into my spent flesh. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut. I felt the rigid, throbbing ache return in full force. The system restored my physical state to a pristine, untouched condition.

I remained trapped beneath her inescapable, dominant presence.

Arsh felt the renewed rigidness pressing against the slick leather of her thighs. She stopped her grinding motion. She looked down at my revived state.

The crimson glow in her eyes flared with a terrifying, unquenchable greed.

"The system speaks the truth," Arsh murmured. She traced a taloned finger over her lower lip. "A literal fountain of youth. An endless feast delivered to my bed."

She shifted her weight. She moved her hips backward, releasing my aching length from the vice grip of her thighs.

The cold air of the room hit my sweat-slicked skin. The relief lasted for a fraction of a second.

She reached down with both hands. She grabbed my revived, throbbing flesh. Her long, black talons hovered mere millimeters from my sensitive skin. The threat of the sharp points triggered another rush of healing heat from my passive skill.

She lifted her heavy breasts. She positioned herself over me once more.

"Round two," the monster purred.

She slammed her chest down, trapping me in the suffocating heat of her cleavage.

I threw my head back. My fingers dug helplessly into the silk sheets. The cycle of agonizing ecstasy began anew. The dungeon had claimed my soul. I existed to fuel the dark heart of the labyrinth.


Chapter 14: The Slime Mucus Skill

The massive mattress groaned. The steel springs squeaked under the shifting weight. The latest round of extraction ended in a catastrophic eruption of stamina. My vision swam with chaotic purple stars. The heavy velvet canopy above us spun in dizzying circles.

I lay embedded in the plush silk sheets. A thick layer of sweat and glowing magical nectar coated my pale skin. My muscles twitched in random, uncontrollable spasms. The dungeon logic demanded my continuous suffering.

A scalding rush of heat detonated behind my ribs, the system brutally purging the exhaustion from my veins without mercy. My chest heaved.

I dragged the incense-laden air into my burning lungs. The magic forced my ruined lower body back into a state of rigid attention. The aching, engorged flesh pulsed against the damp silk.

I let out a pathetic whimper. The broken sound echoed in the enclosed space. I had absolutely no control over my own biology. The system operated on a cruel, unyielding loop. The healing energy repaired the microscopic friction burns on my skin, generating a maddening hypersensitivity in the process. My anatomy stood at full mast, demanding an impossible release.

Arsh rolled off my chest. She collapsed onto her back beside me. Her heavy breasts heaved with her own ragged breaths. A film of my sweat and her glowing fluid gave her flawless pale skin a glass-like sheen. She turned her head. Her crimson eyes locked onto my revived state.

A melodic, breathless laugh spilled from her lips. The sound vibrated against the mattress, traveling straight into my spine.

"Fascinating." She reached out. Her sharp, black talon traced a path from my navel down to the base of my pulsing erection. The touch sent a fresh jolt of electricity through my nervous system. I arched my back, chasing the searing heat of her finger.

"Elven warriors turn to dust after a single harvest," she whispered. Her gaze held a mixture of demonic hunger and genuine awe. "Their magical cores shatter. You regenerate faster than I can consume the energy. A limitless well of vitality."

She pushed herself up. The dark leather corset strained against her massive curves. She swung her legs over the edge of the mattress. The demon lord required a moment of respite. The concept baffled my exhausted mind. I, the pathetic human virgin, had pushed the ruler of the abyss to take a break.

My passive skill offered no such pause. I remained trapped in a state of agonizing arousal. My hands gripped the tangled sheets. My knuckles turned white from the strain. I stared at the carved wooden ceiling, begging the dungeon for a fraction of numbness. The request went unanswered. The throb in my groin matched the frantic rhythm of my heartbeat.

Arsh walked toward the edge of the room. Her bare feet were completely silent against the polished obsidian floorboards.

The dim light of the chamber illuminated a ragged, familiar piece of debris resting on the tangled silk sheets beside my exhausted body.

When the Alraune's giant petal collapsed, the heavy, torn scrap of my jeans pocket must have plummeted down the shaft right alongside me, landing on the massive bed.

Arsh bent down. Her lithe form moved with terrifying, predatory grace.

Her long fingers reached for the shredded denim just inches from my limp, sweat-slicked hand. She nudged the ruined fabric.

A soft, heavy clink cut through the silence. A smooth stone rolled out of the torn pocket and onto the dark velvet.

Arsh straightened her posture. She held the familiar object between her thumb and forefinger.

The item pulsed with a faint, cool blue luminescence. The light cast a subtle, alien glow against her pale skin.

"What do we have here?" Her voice carried a new edge of curiosity. The tone sent a shiver down my spine.

She stepped back into the shadows of the canopy bed. The blue light from the object grew more pronounced in the darkness. She extended her hand, displaying the item over my exposed chest.

A gemstone rested in her palm. The surface lacked the faceted cuts of a jeweler's work. The shape resembled a teardrop formed from solid, glowing water. The core of the stone swirled with tiny, effervescent bubbles. The cool blue hue provided a jarring contrast to the oppressive red and purple tones of the bedchamber.

I recognized the object. The memory surfaced through the thick fog of my endless arousal. The blue light matched the translucent skin of the monster from the upper levels.

"The slime," I rasped. My throat felt like dry parchment. I forced the words past my chapped lips. "It dropped that."

Arsh tilted her head. Her dark obsidian horns cast menacing shadows against the velvet curtains.

"The gelatinous scavenger near the Labyrinth's entrance?" A wicked grin spread across her flawless face. "Those mindless creatures consume dungeon debris. They possess minimal magical density. They drop loose copper coins. They drop common healing herbs."

She rolled the blue stone between her talons. The magical resonance of the item hummed in the quiet space.

"This is a monster core. A pristine, uncorrupted skill stone." She leaned over my trapped body. The scent of her dark perfume washed over me. "The dungeon dispenses these treasures under very specific conditions."

I forced down a dry swallow. I tried to focus on her words. The throbbing ache between my legs made concentration a monumental task. Every microscopic movement against the silk sheets threatened to push me over the edge again.

"Conditions?" I managed to ask. The single word required immense effort.

"Supreme satisfaction." Arsh dragged her sinuous tail across my bare shin. The spade tip tickled the sensitive skin behind my knee, sending a fresh wave of heat up my thigh. "The monster must experience an overwhelming, unprecedented level of pleasure. The system rewards the conqueror with the essence of the defeated beast."

The revelation struck me with the force of a physical blow. The mechanics of this world operated on a warped, perverse logic. I had defeated no enemies with a sword. I had conquered the slime by surrendering my body to her gelatinous embrace. My sheer, pathetic virgin panic and my passive stamina had overloaded the creature's senses. I had pushed a monster into a state of absolute bliss.

Arsh laughed again. The sound held a rich, throaty quality.

"The few elven scouts who dared to enter this past month just swung their iron swords. They chopped the outer slimes into puddles of goo, hoping to harvest mundane alchemy ingredients." She brought the blue stone to her lips, grazing the smooth surface with her fangs. "You arrived in my labyrinth with no combat ability. You fed the slime a feast of endless stamina. You broke her mind with your bottomless vigor."

She climbed back onto the mattress. The steel springs protested the sudden weight. She positioned herself beside my hip. The ambient heat radiating from her leather-clad form scorched my skin. I squeezed my eyes shut, fighting the urge to thrust my aching hips toward her warmth.

"A skill stone," she murmured, tracing the edge of the glowing gem along my jawline. "You hold the potential to assimilate the fundamental nature of the beast."

"How?" I whispered. My voice trembled. I feared the answer. Every interaction with the dungeon mechanics resulted in a new form of humiliating torment. I expected a ritual of intense pain.

"Take it."

She placed the glowing blue gem into my open palm.

The stone felt icy cold. The temperature shocked my overheated skin. The smooth surface hummed with contained magical energy. The vibration traveled up my arm, setting my teeth on edge. The item possessed a dense, heavy weight, far exceeding the mass of a normal pebble.

"Focus your intent," the demon lord instructed. She hovered above me, her crimson eyes tracking every micro-expression on my face. "Accept the essence. Claim your reward."

I stared at the blue teardrop. The concept of gaining a skill offered a tiny sliver of hope. A magical ability might provide a defense. An offensive spell might grant me a chance to fight back against the monsters. I closed my fingers around the cold stone. I willed the system to engage. I visualized the magical energy flowing from the gem into my veins.

The stone reacted.

The blue luminescence flared into a blinding light. The solid surface of the gem lost its structural integrity. The stone dissolved. The material turned into a pool of icy, glowing liquid in the center of my palm.

The liquid defied gravity. The fluid seeped straight through my pores. The cold sensation pierced my skin, traveling deep into my bloodstream. The chill moved up my forearm, bypassing my elbow, rushing toward my chest.

The sudden drop in internal temperature shocked my system. My back arched off the mattress. I gasped for air. The cold energy hit the center of my chest, colliding with the burning golden heat of the Super Recovery skill.

The two magical forces waged a brief, violent war inside my ribcage. The freezing blue magic attempted to freeze my lungs. The golden heat of my passive stamina dominated the foreign energy. The system assimilated the blue magic, bending the new ability to serve the overarching purpose of my existence.

The freezing sensation evaporated. A strange, slick warmth settled into the palms of my hands and the pores of my skin. My body felt different. A dormant well of fluid pressure built beneath the surface of my flesh.

A sharp chime rang in my ears.

The system screen flashed into view. The text scrolled across the screen in rapid succession. The glowing letters illuminated the dark space beneath the canopy.

[Assimilation Complete.]

[New Item Consumed: Pristine Slime Core.]

[Calculating Compatibility...]

[New Active Skill Unlocked: Slime Mucus.]

[Skill Level: 1]

[Mana Cost: 0 (Fueled by Stamina)]

I stared at the floating text. The words mocked my desperate hope for a combat ability. The dungeon refused to grant me a weapon. The system doubled down on my role as a biological plaything.

No offensive power. No defensive shields. I received the slick, oozing secretions of a gelatinous monster.

"Slime Mucus?" The words tumbled from my lips in a ragged whisper. My shoulders slumped against the pillows.

Arsh read the glowing text reflected in my wide eyes. A wicked, devastating smile bloomed across her flawless face. The crimson fire in her gaze flared with renewed intensity. The demon lord possessed a terrifying intellect. Her mind processed the tactical applications of the new skill in a fraction of a second.

She understood the implications. She recognized the boundless potential for fresh torment. The ruler of the abyss had just received a brand new tool for her favorite toy. Friction had served as the primary limitation of our previous encounters. The microscopic tearing of my skin triggered the agonizing healing loop.

This new skill eliminated the friction.

Arsh leaned down. Her dark hair cascaded over my face, creating a curtain of midnight silk. Her hot breath washed over my trembling lips. Her eyes burned with the promise of endless, slippery ruin.

"Show me," she commanded.

The order carried the absolute weight of a dungeon boss. The magic in her voice compelled my exhausted body to obey. I possessed the infinite stamina. I possessed the new skill. I existed entirely for her pleasure.

The dread pooled in my stomach. The title of the skill sounded pathetic. The reality of its application terrified me. I felt the strange, slick pressure building in my hands. A heavy, unnatural pressure built under my skin, waiting for me to just give in and release it.

Raising my trembling right hand, I hovered my palm over my chest and willed the skill to activate. As I visualized the translucent blue liquid from the slime girl, my pores opened.

A thick, clear fluid secreted from the skin of my palm. The liquid possessed a viscous, heavy texture. The mucus dripped from my fingertips, splashing onto my bare stomach. The substance carried a faint, sweet aroma, reminiscent of the cool caverns above.

The liquid felt cold at first. The temperature matched the chilling environment of the upper dungeon. The substance hit my feverish skin and began to absorb the ambient heat. Within seconds, the thick mucus warmed to match my body temperature.

Arsh watched the demonstration with rapt attention. She reached out, catching a thick strand of the clear fluid on her talon. She rubbed the substance between her thumb and forefinger.

The mucus eradicated any trace of resistance, creating a slick barrier that surpassed any mundane oil or lotion. The slime essence provided a perfect, unbreakable glide.

"Exquisite," Arsh murmured. She brought her coated fingers to her mouth. She tasted the clear fluid. A low hum of approval vibrated in her throat. "The ideal consistency. An infinite supply of pure, magical slickness."

She shifted her weight, swinging a leather-clad leg over my waist. She straddled my hips once more. Her heavy thighs locked me in place. The demonic leather rubbed against my aching, rigid flesh.

"The dry friction provides a delightful burn," the demon lord whispered. She planted her hands on my chest, her talons digging into the slick pool of mucus on my stomach. "The raw abrasion breaks the mind. A necessary step in the taming process."

She leaned her full weight onto her hands. The clear mucus allowed her palms to glide across my pectoral muscles with terrifying speed.

Without friction to trigger the pain, the raw contact flooded my nerves with blistering heat.

"The ultimate madness requires the complete elimination of boundaries. The absence of resistance."

She moved her hands lower. Her slippery palms coated my torso in the viscous fluid.

"We will test the limits of your infinite battery," she promised. The threat hung in the heavy, incense-laden air. "We will find the bottom of this well. We will use every single drop of your new skill."

The interface pulsed in the corner of my vision. The active skill icon glowed with a bright, eager light. The dungeon had armed me with the instrument of my own destruction. I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing for the frictionless descent into hell.


Chapter 15: The Slippery Command

The glowing text of the interface faded into the bruised purple shadows.

I stared at my own trembling hands. A thick layer of clear, viscous fluid coated my palms. The dungeon had stripped away my last defense. The system transformed my own body into an instrument of my torment.

Arsh leaned over my exhausted form. The ambient heat of her flesh scorched my skin. Her crimson eyes locked onto the pooling mucus. A wicked grin spread across her flawless face. The demon lord understood the mechanics of the abyss. She grasped the tactical advantage of this new ability.

"More," she commanded.

The single word carried the crushing weight of a magical geas. My passive stamina surged. The golden heat ignited behind my ribs. The biological mechanism in my pores answered her call.

As I opened my hands, the clear fluid secreted from my skin, its volume rapidly increasing. A steady stream of the pristine slime essence spilled from my fingertips. The fluid pooled on my bare stomach. The substance held a cool, refreshing temperature.

Arsh watched the harvest. Her dark obsidian horns cast long shadows across the silk sheets. She brought her face close to my chest. She inhaled the scent of the mucus.

"A flawless vintage," she murmured. "The slime yields an infinite well of lubrication."

As she stood up, the heavy mattress groaned under the sudden shift in weight. Grabbing the laces of her tight leather pants, she undid the bindings with a sharp tug, peeling the dark material down her thick, pale thighs until the garments fell heavily onto the cold obsidian floor.

She stood naked beside the immense canopy bed. Her physique was impossibly perfect. Massive, heavy breasts rested above a toned, flawless stomach. Wide hips flared outward, supported by thick, muscular thighs. Her leathery bat wings folded behind her back. Her long tail lashed the air in a hypnotic rhythm.

I swallowed hard. The musky scent of her arousal saturated the heavy air of the bedchamber. My body betrayed my fear. The Super Recovery skill forced blood south. My aching flesh thickened. The rigid length pulsed against my stomach, desperate for relief.

"Coat me," Arsh ordered.

I hesitated. My arms felt like lead. The sheer intimidation of her naked form paralyzed my mind.

She lunged. Her hand closed around my wrist. Her grip held the strength of a titan. She dragged my slime-coated hand toward her chest.

"Do as I say, little battery."

She pressed my palm against her massive left breast.

The sensation shattered my thoughts. The clear mucus eliminated all resistance. My hand glided across her pale skin. The soft, heavy mass of her flesh yielded under my touch. The fluid acted as a perfect barrier. I felt the immense heat of her body. The texture felt like wet ice.

"Yes," I gasped. The word escaped my lips in a ragged breath. "Oh god, it's so hot."

"Use both hands."

I raised my left hand. I focused on the skill. The pores on my palms opened wide. A fresh wave of the viscous slime poured forth. I smeared the fluid across her collarbones. I traced the curves of her heavy breasts. I dragged my coated fingers over her dark, swollen peaks.

My slime-coated palms slipped wildly across her heavy breasts. Without a shred of friction to anchor my hands, I felt nothing but the raw, scalding heat of her pale skin and the frantic thud of her heartbeat under my sliding fingers.

I couldn't get a grip. She was too slick, too hot, and the smooth slide made me throb uselessly against my own stomach.

Arsh closed her eyes. A deep, resonant hum vibrated in her throat. She arched her back, offering her body to my slick hands. I became a machine designed to spread the slime. I coated her wide hips. I glided my palms down her thick thighs. The viscous fluid clung to her pale skin, giving her a wet, shimmering sheen.

The ambient purple light of the room reflected off the slime. She looked like a goddess sculpted from polished glass.

I willed the pores on my palms to close, naturally cutting off the flow of the slime. I stopped moving, my chest heaving as I dragged the heavy air into my lungs.

Arsh opened her eyes. The crimson fire within her gaze burned with a terrifying hunger. She looked down at her own slick, glistening body. She ran a hand over her own chest. Her fingers slipped across her skin with no resistance.

"Perfection."

She dropped back onto the mattress. She straddled my hips. Her heavy, slime-coated thighs trapped my legs.

The contact sent a shockwave of raw pleasure through my spine. Her wet skin met my dry flesh. The contrast ignited a fire in my nervous system.

"Your turn," she whispered.

Reaching down, she scooped a massive handful of the pooled mucus from my stomach and spread the clear fluid across my chest. Her palms moved with blinding speed, painting my torso with the slime as every trace of friction evaporated into the humid air.

She massaged the thick fluid into my shoulders. She worked the mucus down my sides. She coated my trembling arms.

The temperature of the slime rose. The magical substance absorbed the furnace-level heat of her body and the feverish flush of my own skin. The fluid turned into a blanket of slick, suffocating warmth.

I squirmed against the silk sheets. My attempts at movement resulted in a chaotic slide. My back slipped against the pillows. I lacked any anchor. The slime covered my entire upper body. I existed in a frictionless void.

Arsh focused her attention lower.

She dipped both hands into the remaining pool of slime. She brought her coated palms to my groin.

"Ah," I sobbed. "God. I'm going to break."

She ignored my plea. She wrapped both slick hands around my rigid, aching length.

The sensation hit like a physical blow. All conscious thought was instantly vaporized by the sheer intensity of her touch. The slime acted as a barrier. Her hands glided over my throbbing veins. The thick mucus smothered the harsh friction that usually tore at my skin.

Deprived of the microscopic abrasions that usually triggered my curse, my body simply snapped.

The overwhelming, frictionless pleasure was so absolute that my brain registered the ecstasy itself as a lethal threat. A blinding, desperate heat flared in my chest, flooding my pelvis with a fresh, agonizing wave of stamina that I didn't want, making me throb with an impossible sensitivity.

My erection swelled, aching with a supernatural pressure.

She stroked me. The rhythmic slide of her hands created a vacuum of wet heat. The fluid squelched and popped in the silent chamber. The sound echoed off the heavy velvet canopy above.

My hips thrust upward in a jerky, involuntary spasm. I chased the sensation. I wanted her to crush me. I needed the release. My rational mind shut down. The dungeon broke the final barrier of my resistance.

"You feel it," Arsh purred. Her voice dripped with dark amusement. "The absence of pain. The pure, unadulterated essence of the labyrinth."

She released her grip. The sudden loss of contact sent a jolt of panic through my chest.

"If I get off the bed right now," Arsh whispered, hovering just inches above my face, "would you run, little battery?"

The golden fire in my chest surged, offering me the stamina to push her away. I looked at her wet, sliding skin, the heavy breasts dripping with clear slime.

I shook my head, my pride completely broken. "Never," I sobbed, my slick hands reaching up to grab her hips, pulling her heavy, wet body back down. "Don't stop. Do whatever you want."

She laughed, a dark, victorious sound, and dropped her full weight onto me. As skin met skin, the impact forced the air from my lungs.

The no-friction environment instantly turned the bed into a chaotic sea of slick limbs; her heavy breasts slid up my torso until her collarbone crashed against my chin, before she slipped backward, letting her stomach glide smoothly across my ribs.

We became a tangled mass of wet, thrashing limbs. The slime eliminated all boundaries. I could not tell where my body ended and her demonic form began.

She wrapped her arms around my neck. She pressed her face against my cheek. I inhaled her musky, intoxicating perfume.

A fleeting image of Mila crossed my mind. Her annoyed expression. Her fast-paced walk. The mundane reality of my past life felt like a faded photograph. I had spent years pining for a single, hesitant touch. I had craved a simple holding of hands. The contrast shattered my remaining dignity. I lay naked in an alien abyss. Monster secretions coated my flesh.

I was nothing more than a biological battery now. I tried to picture Mila's face, tried to hold onto the guilt, but the memory dissolved the moment Arsh shifted her weight. A desperate, needy sound escaped my lips as my hips involuntarily chased her movement, completely surrendering to the overwhelming sensation. I belonged to the frictionless void now. I belonged to Arsh.

She began to move her hips in a slow, agonizing rhythm.

As her wet, heavy thighs rubbed against my coated legs, the complete lack of friction transformed the physical sensation into pure, kinetic energy. She slid her pelvis against mine, letting her slick lower stomach glide flawlessly over my throbbing erection.

The contact sent a localized earthquake through my core; the impossibly smooth slide of her skin over my hypersensitive flesh created an unbearable, building tension. Desperate for an anchor, I tried to grab her waist, but my slime-coated hands merely slipped off her hips, leaving me entirely at her mercy.

I clawed at her back, my nails skidding uselessly across the slick surface.

My arms flailed, unable to find a single anchor. Trapped under her shifting weight, my muscles locked up.

She accelerated her movements. The bedchamber filled with the wet, slapping sound of our bodies colliding. She rode the relentless momentum. She glided up my body, dragging her swollen peaks across my face. She slid down, pressing her wet heat against my desperate, rigid length.

The motion caused intense vertigo. My vision spun. The shadows of the room blurred into a chaotic streak of color. I squeezed my eyes shut. I surrendered to the darkness.

"Ah... God... Arsh...!" I babbled. The words spilled from my lips in a stream of broken nonsense. "It's too slick... I can't hold on...!"

"You don't need to hold on," she whispered in my ear. Her hot breath sent a shiver down my spine. "You just need to burn."

She shifted her angle. She positioned her wet, slick center over my throbbing tip.

She ground her hips downward in a circular motion. The slime acted as a conduit for the intense heat of her core. The smooth slide against my most sensitive nerves triggered a catastrophic chain reaction in my brain.

The Super Recovery skill hit maximum capacity. The golden light behind my eyelids turned a blinding white. The system funneled an ocean of stamina into my groin. My body prepared for a massive eruption.

My toes curled. The muscles in my calves cramped. My abdominal wall turned rigid. I strained against the silk sheets, seeking any form of leverage. The slime denied my request. I slipped backward, sliding up the pillows.

Arsh followed my movement. She kept her heavy, wet body pressed tight against mine. She maintained the agonizing, circular grind of her hips.

The pressure reached the breaking point. The dam in my mind collapsed.

"I'm going!" I screamed. The sound tore my vocal cords. "I'm going to—!"

A massive convulsion seized my spine. I arched my back, lifting my hips off the mattress.

My spine locked. I arched completely off the mattress, a pathetic, sobbing whine spilling from my lips as my hips snapped up into her wet heat. I couldn't stop spilling into her, my thighs cramping from the sheer force of the endless release.

The fluids mixed with the thick pool of slime. The sheer volume of the eruption defied human capability. The dungeon extracted my essence in a continuous, agonizing flow.

My mind went blank. The world dissolved into a sea of white-hot pleasure. I existed as a conduit for the magical energy. The demon lord drained the stamina from my veins. She drank the power through the porous contact of our slick skin.

The release stretched into an eternity. My lungs burned. I gasped for air. I found naught but the musky, pheromone-heavy scent of the demon lord. The climax refused to end. The system's healing energy entered a paradoxical loop. The system restored my stamina in the exact moment of extraction. The constant regeneration fueled an endless, shattering orgasm.

Arsh amplified the torment. She refused to stop moving. Her wet, heavy body continued to slide across my thrashing form. The frictionless glide maintained the hypersensitivity of my skin. Every shift of her hips, every brush of her massive breasts against my chest, sent a fresh jolt of electricity into the eternal climax.

I lost the ability to scream. My jaw hung open in a silent wail. Tears streamed down my face. The saltwater mixed with the clear mucus coating my cheeks. I became a puddle of broken nerves. The labyrinth claimed ultimate victory over my soul.

The blue interface flickered in the corner of my vision. The text pulsed with a frantic, warning hue.

[Warning: Critical Sensory Overload.]

[Stamina Output Exceeds Safety Threshold.]

[Slime Mucus Skill: Active.]

I couldn't even focus on the blurry blue text hovering in my vision. The numbers didn't matter. None of my buffed stats could save me from just how good it felt to be completely ruined by her sliding weight.

Arsh let out a triumphant cry. The melodic sound echoed off the obsidian pillars of the bedchamber. She absorbed the massive influx of magical energy. Her crimson eyes blazed with a blinding, terrifying light. The veins in her leathery bat wings pulsed with renewed vigor. Her tail lashed the air, striking the wooden bedpost with a sharp crack.

She rode the crest of my endless release. She synchronized her own breathing with my chaotic gasps. The succubus fed on my absolute submission. The environment allowed her to extract every single drop of magical potential from my core.

The blinding white light in my vision began to fade. The edges of the room crept back into my peripheral sight. The roaring sound in my ears reduced to a dull, throbbing hum.

The physical climax subsided. The Super Recovery skill cut the connection. The system allowed a brief moment of refractory peace.

I collapsed into the mattress. My limbs felt severed from my torso. I lacked the strength to lift my eyelids. A profound, hollow emptiness settled in my chest. The dungeon had wrung me dry.

Arsh stopped her sliding motions. She rested her heavy, slick body atop mine. Her erratic heartbeat drummed against my ribcage. Her hot breath washed over my neck. The slime coating our skin pooled in the creases of the silk sheets, creating a wet, sticky mess.

I lay trapped beneath her crushing weight. My coated skin tingled with the residual phantom sensations of her touch. The clear mucus remained active. The frictionless barrier prevented any return to normalcy.

The silence in the chamber felt heavy. The scent of our combined fluids saturated the air.

I stared up at the dark velvet canopy. A single thought cut through the fog in my mind. The slime core had unlocked a permanent skill. The slick, no-friction torment represented my new reality. The demon lord possessed an instrument of infinite madness.

Arsh shifted her weight. Her wet thighs slid against my legs with a wet squelch. She propped herself up on her elbows. Her dark hair fell across my face, tickling my nose.

She looked down at my broken, trembling form. A look of supreme satisfaction graced her features.

"The first test," she whispered. Her finger traced a path down my chest. "A resounding success. The slime essence elevates your utility."

She dragged her slick lower stomach against my spent, aching flesh. The contact sent a weak, involuntary shudder through my pelvis. The passive stamina sparked in my chest. A cruel reminder of my endless capacity for suffering.

The demon lord smiled. The expression promised a long, brutal night.

"Generate more."


Chapter 16: The Three-Day Banquet Part 1

The air inside the canopy bed turned into a thick, visible soup of pheromones and magical vapor. I lay flat on the silk, my chest heaving, my ribs aching with every desperate breath.

Thick, clear slime continued to seep from my pores, pooling in the dips of my collarbones and soaking the silk sheets beneath me. The fluid stripped away all friction, turning my shivering, exhausted body into a slippery, exposed mess.

Arsh loomed above me. She looked like a statue carved from obsidian and pale moonstone, her wet skin shimmering under the bruised purple light filtering through the velvet curtains. She had discarded every shred of her demonic leather. She stood in her raw, predatory glory, her massive breasts swaying with her movements, her long tail lashing the air with a sharp, expectant crack.

"The banquet has officially begun," she whispered.

Without waiting for a response, she threw herself onto me.

The collision felt like being hit by a warm, wet landslide. Because of the slime, there was no impact, no jarring thud of bone against bone. We simply merged. Her heavy, slick torso glided over mine, the heavy layer of mucus turned our contact into a chaotic, slippery dance. She wrapped her arms around my neck, her pale skin sliding across my shoulders with the speed of a striking snake.

I lost my balance entirely. My heels kicked against the mattress, seeking traction, but the silk offered nothing. My legs splayed outward, leaving me totally exposed under her shifting weight.

Arsh leveraged her weight, her thick, slime-coated thighs clamping around my waist.

Pinning me down with a grip that felt like a sliding vice, she began her assault. Her entire body dragged up and down the length of mine in a maddening, slippery glide.

Her massive breasts smeared against my chest, the soft, heavy weight of her flesh gliding across my ribcage. The mucus acted as a perfect conductor for her furnace-level body heat. I felt the scorching temperature of her skin through the slime, a localized fire that chased the movement of her body.

The sensation defied human logic. Without friction, the nerve endings on my chest and stomach fired with a clarity that bordered on madness. I felt the exact texture of her skin, the thud of her heart, the subtle ripples of her muscles, all without the interference of abrasion. It was pure, unadulterated touch.

"Ah... God, Arsh!" I gasped, my head thrashing against the pillows.

The Super Recovery skill hit a fresh peak. The system's relentless energy exploded within my core, flooding my veins with a surge of artificial stamina that made my vision blur.

My erection, already rigid and aching, pulsed with a violent pressure. It stood like a rod of iron between us, trapped under the wet, heavy slide of her lower stomach.

Arsh let out a melodic, triumphant cry. She accelerated her movements.

She turned into a blur of motion. She slid up my body until her face was inches from mine, her hot breath smelling of dark chocolate and raw lust. Then, she slid down, her slick breasts dragging over my stomach, her thighs rubbing against my hips with a wet, squelching sound. The slime popped and hissed between our bodies, the sound echoing in the small, enclosed space.

The lack of resistance allowed her to move with terrifying speed. She wasn't just rubbing against me; she was vibrating. The sheer frequency of the contact overloaded my brain. My nervous system couldn't distinguish between the different points of touch. I became a single, massive nerve ending, screaming under the weight of her demonic affection.

I grabbed her shoulders, my fingers slipping uselessly across her wet skin. I needed to hold on. I needed to find a center in the chaos. I found none. I was a passenger in my own body, a biological battery wired into a machine of infinite pleasure.

"Don't stop... please, more!" I heard myself shout.

The voice didn't sound like mine. It was raw, broken, stripped of every ounce of dignity. The human called Chris had vanished. In his place was a creature of the labyrinth, a puddle of nerves and slime begging for the abyss to swallow him.

Arsh leaned down and bit my shoulder. Her sharp fangs pierced the skin, the minor injury instantly triggering the Super Recovery skill. A fresh wave of healing heat crashed into the site of the bite, turning the pain into a blinding flash of euphoria. She sucked on the wound, her hot tongue lapping up the mixture of blood and slime.

She shifted her hips, aligning her center with the head of my throbbing length.

She didn't insert. She simply ground her wet, slick pelvis against me in a circular motion. The slime facilitated a glide that felt like being touched by a cloud of steam. The smooth rotation against my most sensitive nerves sent a bolt of electricity straight to my spine.

My toes curled. My calves cramped. My abdominal muscles turned into a knot of rigid iron. I was peaking. The climax rushed up from my heels like a tidal wave.

"Look at me, Chris," she commanded, her voice a velvet whip.

I forced my eyes open. Her crimson gaze held me captive. I saw the reflections of my own pathetic, drooling face in her glowing pupils. I saw the monster I had become.

"You are the heart of this dungeon now," she whispered, her tail coiling around my thigh, the spade tip tracing the sensitive skin behind my knee. "Your vigor feeds the stone. Your surrender sustains the core. Give it all to me."

She slammed her chest down, her massive breasts flattening against mine, and gave a violent, full-body shudder.

The scalding heat breached the limit. My jaw locked. Every rational thought dissolved into pure sensory overload.

My entire body went rigidly taut. A massive, shuddering release erupted from my core. I unloaded a torrent of spent energy, the volume of the extraction defying every law of biology. The release didn't stop. The Super Recovery skill entered a paradoxical loop, restoring my stamina in the exact millisecond of its departure.

I was caught in a perpetual explosion.

My vision turned into a kaleidoscope of purple and white. The roaring in my ears drowned out the sound of the world. I felt the demon lord drinking the energy through our slick skin, her body vibrating with the influx of my stolen mana. She was a black hole of hunger, and I was a star collapsing into her event horizon.

The climax stretched for minutes. Ten minutes. An hour. Time lost all meaning. There was only the wet, sliding heat and the golden fire in my chest. I whimpered, I sobbed, I begged for death, but the dungeon denied me. The system demanded the harvest.

Arsh rode the wave of my release, her own body convulsing in time with my spasms. She absorbed the infinite output, her wings unfurling and slamming against the velvet curtains, her tail lashing the bedposts with enough force to splinter the wood. She was radiant. She was terrifying.

When the first wave finally subsided, I collapsed into the mattress, my limbs turning to water. My chest was slick with a cocktail of slime, sweat, and nectar. I couldn't even blink.

Arsh didn't move. She remained straddled across my hips, her heavy, wet body a crushing, welcome weight. She rested her head on my chest, her midnight hair spread across my skin like a web. Her heart drummed a frantic, powerful rhythm against my ribs.

The silence of the room was heavy, broken only by the squelch of the slime as she shifted her weight.

I stared up at the dark canopy, my mind a blank slate. The image of the surface world, of the sun, of a girl named Mila—it all felt like a story I had read in a previous life. This was the only reality. The silk, the slime, and the demon lord.

"One hour," Arsh murmured, her voice a low purr of satisfaction.

I blinked, my eyes burning in the incense-heavy air. "What?"

"The first hour of the banquet has passed," she said, lifting her head to look at me with those burning crimson eyes. "We have seventy-one remaining."

She reached down, her slick hand finding my revived, throbbing length. The Super Recovery skill had already restored me to a state of rigid, painful readiness.

I let out a broken, hopeless laugh.

"Generate more," she commanded.

She lowered her chest, trapping me once again in the suffocating, frictionless heat of her cleavage, and the slide began anew.


Chapter 17: The Three-Day Banquet Part 2

The cursed, scalding heat in my chest flared with blinding, absolute intensity.

The slime essence seeped from my pores in a thick, clear wave. Arsh guided my coated hands down her waist. The ambient heat of the bedchamber baked the sweat on my skin.

She straddled my hips. The dark velvet canopy enclosed us in a private abyss. Her crimson eyes locked onto my gaze. She exhibited pure, demonic hunger. Her massive breasts swayed with her erratic, panting breaths. The air in the confined space tasted of sweat, sweet slickness, and overwhelming heat.

She shifted her weight backward, her heavy thighs squeezing my waist with bone-crushing force as she aligned her slick, wet center with my aching erection.

With the slime mucus coating every inch of our contact points to provide an unbreakable barrier between our skin, she lowered her hips and sank down with no hesitation.

The slick mucus allowed her to bury me deep inside her boiling heat in one ruthless, crushing plunge. The breath punched out of my lungs. It was suffocating. The wet, scalding grip clamped around the base of my spine like a vise, locking me inside. The cold slime on my chest mixed with the molten fire squeezing my hips, shattering my grip on reality.

The outside environment remained slick and cool under the blanket of monster secretions. The inside environment burned with an intense, crushing heat.

I threw my head back against the velvet pillows. My vision flashed white as all the air left my lungs in a silent rush.

Every muscle in my body locked up. The searing heat bypassed my skin, sinking straight into the bone and burning out every remaining shred of resistance.

Arsh arched her spine. Her leathery bat wings snapped open, striking the wooden bedposts with a loud crack. She began to ride the frictionless momentum.

Her hips pumped in a brutal, mechanical rhythm. The slime allowed her to achieve terrifying speeds.

The wet, slapping sound of our bodies colliding echoed in the dark space. Every downward thrust forced the air from my lungs. Her internal ridges milked my veins with supreme, calculated precision. The soft, velvety bumps inside her anatomy massaged the hypersensitive nerves of my rigid flesh.

My corrupted biology triggered a massive dump of stamina. The familiar system warning shattered my vision in a burst of chaotic, corrupted data. My abdominal muscles cramped, and my fingers desperately clawed at the silk sheets, seeking an anchor in the void.

I slid helpless across the mattress. The pressure in my groin reached critical mass. The climax erupted.

I unloaded my essence deep inside the succubus. The release felt infinite. I surrendered my memories, my fears, my entire identity to the extraction. I became a hollow vessel emptying into a black hole.

Arsh let out a deafening wail. She threw her head back, drinking the magical energy straight from my core. The interface flashed red and gold warnings across my peripheral vision. The floating text documented the catastrophic spike in my heart rate. The numbers lost all meaning. The system warned of total system failure. The warning went ignored.

The system refused to grant me rest. The physical release shattered.

Before my lungs could even pull in a full breath, the passive skill hijacked my biology. A scalding surge of system-generated adrenaline flooded my drained veins, forcing my exhausted flesh to revive.

Blood rushed south, swelling my erection to painful, rigid attention in a matter of seconds.

Arsh felt the immediate, hard throb deep inside her boiling core. A wicked, predatory grin stretched across her flawless face.

She resumed her relentless assault.

The hours blurred into a chaotic montage of sweat, slime, and blinding heat, the faint light filtering through the curtains offering the sole measure of time. We entered a perpetual loop where the demon lord drained my battery and the dungeon system recharged the cell.

By the time the first day bled into the second, my sense of self had completely dissolved. The physical mechanics of the endless, frictionless glide faded into a white noise of pure sensory overload, replacing mortal needs like thirst and hunger with a hallucinatory haze. My jaw hung completely slack, hot drool sliding down my cheek as my ego fractured under the weight of her demonic pheromones.

The system sustained my biological functions through sheer, brute-force magic. The stamina regeneration fueled my survival. The bedchamber turned into a swamp of our combined fluids. The silk sheets clung to our bodies. The heavy velvet canopy trapped the escalating heat.

The second day brought a shift in the sensory overload. My nerve endings went numb to the external world, focusing entirely on the scalding friction inside her body. Arsh altered her tactics. She leaned forward, pressing her massive, slime-coated breasts against my face. The sheer weight of her flesh threatened to suffocate me. I dragged the humid, pheromone-laced air into my lungs in ragged gasps. Her dark hair created a tent over my head, isolating me in a universe of her scent and her heat.

She initiated a grinding, circular motion with her hips. The internal velvet ridges caught the sensitive peak of my anatomy with each rotation. The specific angle bypassed my remaining mental defenses. I thrashed under her weight, my hands slipping across the wet expanse of her back. I sought purchase on her leathery wings, my fingers sliding off the thick, pulsing veins.

"Submit," she purred, the sound vibrating through her chest and into my own. "Give the labyrinth your mind."

Hallucinations plagued my fractured consciousness. The thick incense and the demonic pheromones induced a waking dream state. I saw the modern world. I saw the concrete sidewalks of my home city. I saw Mila walking ahead of me. Her heavy boots scraped against the pavement. She turned her head, offering a rare, genuine smile. The vision twisted. Mila's face melted into the terrifying, beautiful visage of the succubus. The concrete sidewalk dissolved into the plush silk of the dungeon bed. The guilt of my surrender surfaced for a brief moment. The crushing grip of Arsh's interior annihilated the guilt in the next heartbeat.

I convulsed. The second day concluded with my body locked in an eternal state of climax. The magical fluid poured from my core, feeding the stone foundations of the labyrinth. The interface glitched, the translucent blue screens shivering and fracturing under the immense data load. The system categorized the ongoing extraction as a class-five threat. The passive skill responded with a class-five regeneration sequence. The system's artificial vitality pumped through my veins, burning hotter than the succubus interior.

The third day dawned with a subtle shift in the atmosphere. The unyielding rhythm of the demon lord developed a microscopic flaw. Her downward thrusts lost a fraction of their bruising force. Her leathery wings drooped, the thick veins pulsing with a sluggish cadence.

I stared up at her face. The flawless, pale skin shone with a thick layer of sweat. The sweat mixed with the clear slime, dripping from her chin onto my chest. Her crimson eyes lacked their initial, terrifying fire. The liquid flames flickered, struggling to maintain their intensity. Her chest heaved. She dragged oxygen into her lungs with audible effort.

The infinite stamina system operated without an off switch. The mechanics prioritized my survival above all else. The constant extraction registered as a persistent, lethal threat. The system countered the threat with boundless, aggressive vigor.

I remained a rigid, aching monolith of energy. The passive skill flooded my veins with an agonizing, restorative burn, demanding release. The system forced my hips to thrust upward, chasing the internal heat.

"Ah!" Arsh gasped. The sound conveyed surprise, perhaps a touch of alarm.

She tried to regulate the pace. She slowed her hip movements, seeking a moment to digest the massive influx of mana. The dungeon core within her chest swelled with the stolen energy. The succubus had consumed a feast meant for an entire army of elven champions. She was full.

I possessed no capacity for mercy. The dungeon had stripped away my human empathy. I operated on the base, animalistic instructions of the passive skill. The friction must continue. The pressure must find a release.

I grabbed her wide hips with my slime-coated hands. The fluid made my grip precarious. I dug my fingers into the soft, heavy flesh of her thighs. I initiated the rhythm. I thrust my pelvis upward, driving my rigid length deep into her exhausted core.

Arsh shrieked. The noise echoed off the obsidian pillars outside the canopy. The sound held a mixture of agonizing pleasure and absolute terror. She lacked the magical capacity to absorb the fresh wave of energy. I battered her internal walls with relentless, mechanical force.

The power dynamic inverted. The toy broke the master.

She placed her hands on my chest, attempting to push herself away. Her arms trembled under her own weight. Her talons slid across the thick layer of slime coating my pectoral muscles. She found no leverage. I maintained my grip on her thighs. I trapped her against my thrashing body.

The climax built with terrifying speed. The third day culminated in a physical detonation that threatened to tear my body apart. I roared. The sound lacked any human quality. I sounded like a beast forged in the fires of the labyrinth. The release struck.

I flooded her interior with the final, catastrophic wave of stamina.

Arsh collapsed. Her arms gave out. Her massive, heavy torso slammed into my chest. The air rushed from her lungs in a defeated sob. Her inner muscles spasmed, weak and erratic. She lay pinned against me, her heart fluttering like a dying bird against my ribcage.

"Stop," she whimpered. The word held no demonic resonance. She sounded small. She sounded broken.

She scrambled backward. Her frantic movements lacked her usual predatory grace. She disengaged from my body with a wet squelch. The sudden absence of her internal heat sent a shiver down my spine. She retreated to the far corner of the massive mattress. She pulled her knees to her chest. She wrapped her leathery wings around her trembling form, creating a dark, protective cocoon.

I lay alone in the center of the ruined bed. The slime, sweat, and magical fluids soaked the luxury fabrics. The air felt heavy, dead, devoid of the aggressive pheromones.

The blue interface materialized in my field of vision. The text scrolled with calm, clinical precision.

[Threat Neutralized.]

[Status: Optimal.]

[Passive Skill: Super Recovery - Entering Standby Mode.]

The golden heat behind my ribs subsided. The rigid ache in my groin faded into a profound, hollow numbness. My body went limp. The unnatural energy evaporated, leaving behind a deep, natural exhaustion.

The three-day banquet had concluded. The infinite battery had outlasted the ravenous machine. I turned my head, looking at the shivering silhouette of the succubus lord in the corner of the bed. The master of the abyss cowered in the shadows, brought to heel by the sheer, unending force of my weaponized submission.


Chapter 18: The Pocket Dungeon

The exhaustion settled into my marrow.

The searing, unnatural energy of the passive skill retreated, leaving a cavernous void in my chest. The silk sheets under my body felt heavy with sweat and monster secretions. The air in the chamber hung thick with the musk of our marathon.

I stared at the dark velvet canopy. The carvings in the wood seemed to mock my shattered dignity. I forced my head to the side. The movement sent a spike of dull pain down my neck.

Arsh remained curled in the corner of the massive mattress. Her leathery bat wings formed a dark shield around her pale, flawless form. The demon lord slept. Her chest rose and fell with a steady, deep rhythm. The sight broke the illusion of her invincibility. The apex predator of the labyrinth needed rest. My bottomless stamina had pushed her past the point of endurance.

I sat up. The silk slid off my chest. The cool air of the cavern hit my skin, causing a shiver to ripple down my spine. The slime mucus dried. The barrier turned into a thin, powdery residue. I rubbed my hands together, flaking the dried essence onto the dark blankets.

The torn scrap of my pocket—the only piece of my clothing that survived the fall—rested near the edge of the mattress.

It offered no protection.

I remained naked, vulnerable, stripped of every connection to my past life.

A soft groan echoed in the chamber.

Arsh stirred. The dark wings unfurled, stretching wide across the mattress. The thick veins in the leathery membranes pulsed with renewed blood flow. She rolled onto her back. Her midnight hair fanned out in a chaotic halo against the pillows. Her eyelids fluttered open.

The crimson fire in her gaze returned. The blinding, ravenous hunger vanished. A warm, narcotic satisfaction replaced the predatory glare. She looked at me. A lazy, devastating smile stretched across her lips.

"Good morning," she purred. The velvet texture of her voice stroked the frayed edges of my nerves.

I lacked a watch. The concept of morning held no meaning in the lightless abyss. The system interface offered a built-in clock, yet I refused to summon the blue screen. I dreaded the numbers. The duration of my surrender felt better left unknown.

"We need to talk," I rasped. My vocal cords felt like shredded sandpaper.

Arsh shifted her weight. She propped herself up on one elbow, resting her head in her palm. The movement caused her heavy, pale breasts to sway. The visual trigger sent a ghost of a throb to my groin. My body remained conditioned to respond to her every motion.

"The toy has demands," she mused. The smile reached her eyes. "Speak. You earned an audience. You provided a feast of legendary proportions."

I took a ragged breath. I gathered the fractured pieces of my resolve. The memory of the sun, the sky, and Mila fueled my words.

"The elves outside," I began, my voice gaining a fraction of stability. "Princess Emilia and her guards. They summoned me. They want this dungeon closed. They want the monster threat eradicated from their forest."

Arsh let out a brief, melodic laugh. The sound bounced off the polished obsidian pillars.

"The long-eared weaklings." She rolled onto her stomach, crawling toward me across the tangled sheets. Her lithe, muscular form moved with hypnotic grace. She stopped inches from my crossed legs. She rested her chin on her folded arms, gazing up at me from the mattress. "They think a labyrinth falls to a sword."

"I survived," I countered, stating the obvious fact.

"You submitted," she corrected. Her crimson eyes locked onto mine. "You offered your essence to the core. You conquered the abyss through absolute surrender. A stark difference."

I looked away. The shame burned hot on my cheeks. She spoke the undeniable truth. I abandoned every heroic ideal in favor of the frictionless abyss.

"The result remains the same," I argued, staring at a stain on the velvet blanket. "I reached the bottom. I met the master. I need to fulfill my end of the bargain. I need you to leave the forest."

The silence stretched. I braced for a magical attack. I expected her to summon the vines, the slime, the suffocating darkness. I anticipated a brutal punishment for my insolence.

"Done," Arsh said.

I snapped my head back to her. The sheer casual nature of her agreement broke my train of thought. My jaw went slack.

"You agree?" I asked, confusion coloring my tone.

"This forest has already bored me," Arsh explained. She sat up, crossing her legs. She rested her hands on her knees.

The posture exuded casual authority. "I manifested on their borders a month ago, but the local flora lacks imagination. The elves provide a miserable harvest. Their champions have breached my gates, yet their men possess the stamina of mayflies. A few thrusts, a single pathetic release, and they crumble. They weep in the dark. They shatter."

She reached out, tracing a long, black talon down my shin.

"I've been planning to leave this pathetic kingdom almost since I arrived. The acquisition of an infinite battery simply solidifies the decision. I now possess the energy required for the transit. We will close the doors."

The plural pronoun triggered an alarm in my exhausted brain. I processed the sentence. The implication hit me with the force of a falling stalactite.

"Transit?" I repeated. "You can move the dungeon?"

"A labyrinth functions as a living construct," Arsh stated, gesturing to the massive chamber around us. "The stone, the vines, the guardians—they spring from the core. I am the core. The physical location holds no permanence."

She raised her hand. The purple ambient light in the room surged, coalescing around her palm. A miniature, glowing replica of the golden gates from the surface materialized above her fingers.

"A pocket dimension," she continued. "A space folded into the fabric of the world. I dictate the entrance. I collapse the structure, bind the magic to my soul, and walk the earth. When I find a suitable nexus of mana, I plant the seed. The abyss blooms anew."

She closed her fist. The glowing gates vanished.

"Dungeons dot this entire continent," she said. "Every major labyrinth operates under the command of a Lord. We deploy our domains, harvest the ambient energy, feed on the foolish adventurers, and move on. The world serves as a vast grazing field."

The lore drop rearranged my understanding of this world. The video game mechanics masked a terrifying ecological reality. The monsters treated the human and elven populations as a renewable food source. The dungeons functioned as mobile slaughterhouses.

"And you intend to come with me," I said. The statement tasted like ash.

"I found an endless well," Arsh smiled, revealing the sharp points of her fangs. "I intend to keep my prize. You belong to me, Chris. You fuel my power. I protect my property."

The power dynamic defied simple categorization. She claimed ownership. She possessed the raw, demonic strength to break me in half. Yet, her tone held a strange, twisted reverence. She needed my passive skill. I held the leash, even if she wore the collar. The realization provided a microscopic sliver of comfort.

I rubbed my temples, fighting a sudden headache. The situation spiraled out of control. My goal involved finding Mila in a distant, militaristic nation. Arriving with a devastatingly beautiful, sex-crazed demon lord presented a massive logistical nightmare.

A horrifying thought breached my mind.

"Arsh," I started, hesitant to ask the question. "You mentioned other Lords. Other dungeons. If we travel across the continent..."

I gestured vaguely to the ruined bed, the slime stains, the chaotic mess of our marathon.

"Is every monster out there... like this?" I felt my face flush crimson. "Does everything in this world want to use me as a battery?"

Arsh threw her head back and unleashed a booming, unrestrained laugh. The sound shook the velvet curtains. She wiped a tear of mirth from her crimson eye.

"Oh, my sweet, fragile toy," she chuckled. "The vanity."

She crawled closer, closing the distance between us. She pressed her bare chest against my knees. She looked up at me, her expression turning serious.

"Lords possess distinct appetites. A dragon lord craves gold and charred flesh. A spectral king feeds on terror and lost memories. I am a Succubus. My domain revolves around the harvest of lust and stamina."

She ran a hand through my messy hair. The touch felt almost maternal, a stark contrast to the violence of the previous days.

"Feral beasts roam the wilds," she continued. "Wolves, goblins, mindless horrors. They will attempt to tear your throat out. They possess no interest in your infinite vigor. They want meat."

The clarification provided a grim reassurance. I faced the threat of standard death and dismemberment outside the labyrinth. The endless sexual torment remained exclusive to Arsh and her specific minions.

"However," she added, her voice dropping an octave. "Any intelligent creature with a magical core will sense your anomaly. They will smell the bottomless well of mana within your veins. You emit the scent of a walking feast."

The reassurance vanished. I swapped one set of horrors for another. The entire world would view me as a prime target.

"Do not tremble," Arsh commanded, gripping my chin and forcing me to meet her gaze. The crimson fire flared, a promise of absolute destruction. "You walk beside a Lord of the Abyss. My combat capabilities dwarf the pathetic slimes and bats you encountered above. I shatter armies. I level mountains. No feral beast or rival Lord will touch my property."

She released my chin. She stood up from the bed. Her naked, demonic form projected immense, unyielding power. The heavy breasts, the wide hips, the sweeping bat wings—she looked like a deity of war and desire.

"Get up, Chris," she ordered. "The banquet ends. The journey begins. We collapse the domain."

I looked down at my shivering, naked body. "I need clothes."

Arsh waved her hand. The ambient purple magic swirled in the empty air.

Thick strands of dark mana wove together, pulling memories of my mundane life straight from my mind and giving them physical weight.

In a matter of seconds, a perfect replica of my jeans, the winter coat I had abandoned at the Citadel, and my sneakers settled onto the obsidian floor.

The display of casual magic underscored the vast gulf in our abilities. I stood up, my legs wobbling under my weight. I dressed in silence. The familiar feel of the denim offered a tiny anchor to my humanity. The winter coat felt heavy and suffocating in the humid heat of the bedchamber.

Arsh snapped her fingers.

The heavy velvet canopy above the bed dissolved into purple ash. The immense obsidian pillars cracked, dissolving into the air. The massive chamber began to fold inward. The boundaries of reality warped and blurred.

The ambient heat vanished. The musky perfume evaporated.

A rushing sensation filled my ears. The world spun in a chaotic vortex of light and sound. I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing against the vertigo.

The spinning stopped. The ground beneath my boots felt solid, uneven, and covered in damp grass. The crisp, cold air of the surface world hit my face. I opened my eyes.

The sun hung low in the sky, casting long, golden shadows across a dense forest clearing. The air smelled of pine needles and damp earth.

I stood in the forest, a short distance away from the stone walls of the Citadel. The golden gates and the suffocating aura of the Labyrinth were completely gone. Only a massive circle of scorched earth marked its former location.

Arsh stood beside me. The sunlight caught the polished sheen of her obsidian horns. She wore a dark, hooded cloak that concealed her wings and tail, though her voluptuous curves pressed against the fabric.

We stood in the forest, ready to face the world. The weakest hero and the apex predator, bound by a contract written in stamina and slime.


Chapter 19: The Illusion of Power

The transition tore the breath from my lungs, immediately replacing the humid, pheromone-soaked atmosphere of the bedchamber with a blast of crisp, freezing wind. Instead of heavy perfume, the sharp scent of pine needles and damp soil flooded my senses. I stumbled as my cheap sneakers hit solid, uneven earth, the crunch of dead leaves echoing loudly in the sudden quiet. The ambient magic of the abyss evaporated, leaving behind the stark, mundane reality of the surface world.

I shivered. My repaired winter coat offered minimal protection against the chill. The fabric felt stiff. The denim of my jeans clung to my legs. My muscles ached with a profound, hollow exhaustion. The three-day marathon had drained my marrow. The golden fire of the passive skill sat dormant in my chest.

I surveyed the clearing. Tall, ancient trees formed a dense perimeter around the mossy glade. The afternoon sun cast long, elongated shadows across the ground. The massive, ominous golden gates were missing. The entrance to the labyrinth had ceased to exist. Only a circle of scorched earth marked the former location of the dungeon.

Arsh stood beside me. She wore a heavy, dark cloak. The thick wool concealed her leathery bat wings and her long, sinuous tail. The oversized hood shadowed her face. The fabric bulged in the front, struggling to contain the sheer mass of her breasts. She projected an aura of absolute calm. She examined the trees with the casual disinterest of a tourist reviewing a disappointing landmark.

"Primitive," she murmured. Her voice lacked the resonating, demonic echo of the lower depths. She sounded almost human. Almost.

A sharp snap of breaking branches shattered the silence of the forest.

Movement erupted from the tree line. Silver armor glinted in the sunlight. A squad of elven warriors burst into the clearing. They moved with fluid, lethal grace. Longbows raised. Swords drawn. They formed a tight crescent formation, their weapons aimed at the center of the glade.

Princess Emilia broke through the ranks. Her pristine, ornate armor shone with a polished gleam. Her long blonde hair whipped in the cold wind. She gripped a glowing, jewel-encrusted broadsword with both hands. Her emerald eyes scanned the clearing, searching for the golden gates.

She registered the empty space. Her flawless face contorted in absolute shock. The tip of her broadsword dipped toward the dirt.

Then, she saw me.

Her eyes widened to the size of saucers. She stared at my shivering, disheveled form. I stood there in my newly conjured clothes, my hair still matted with dried sweat and residual slime. I looked like a victim of a terrible mugging, a hero returning from an epic conquest.

"Chris?" Emilia breathed. Her voice trembled. She took a hesitant step forward. "By the Ancestors. You live."

The elven guards lowered their bows a fraction of an inch. Whispers rippled through their ranks. They exchanged bewildered glances. They had watched a level-one human walk into a meat grinder with no armor and a sword he could barely lift. They expected my corpse to rot in the shallows.

"The gate," an elven lieutenant stammered, pointing a gauntleted finger at the scorched earth. "The labyrinth. It is gone. The magical signature has vanished from the forest."

Emilia rushed forward. She closed the distance between us, her armor clanking with every step. She stopped an arm's length away, her emerald eyes scanning my body for injuries. She found no wounds. The Super Recovery skill had healed every scratch, every bite, every friction burn inflicted by the monsters.

"You destroyed the core," Emilia said. Her tone shifted from shock to deep, reverent awe. She fell to one knee, bowing her head. "You vanquished the Lord of the Abyss. You saved our kingdom. We are forever in your debt, great hero."

The elven guards followed her lead. The entire squad dropped to a knee, bowing their heads in unison. The sight of the elite, arrogant warriors showing such deference sent a strange jolt through my exhausted nervous system.

I opened my mouth to correct her. I wanted to explain the humiliating truth. I wanted to confess my absolute surrender. I wanted to tell them I had served as a biological battery for three days of mind-breaking torment.

Arsh moved.

She stepped out from behind my shoulder. The dark cloak swirled around her voluptuous frame. The movement drew the attention of the elves. Emilia raised her head, her hand drifting back toward the hilt of her broadsword. The elven guards tensed, sensing the immense, suppressed power radiating from the hooded figure.

"Who is your companion?" Emilia demanded, her voice regaining a sharp, authoritative edge. "Reveal yourself, stranger."

Arsh let out a low, velvet chuckle. The sound carried a fraction of her demonic resonance. The elves flinched. The temperature in the clearing seemed to drop ten degrees.

Arsh reached up with pale, flawless hands. She pushed the dark hood back from her face.

The sunlight caught the polished sheen of her obsidian horns. Her chaotic, midnight hair cascaded over her shoulders. Her crimson eyes burned with a suppressed, predatory fire. She offered the elves a smile that promised absolute ruin.

Gasps erupted from the kneeling warriors. Several elves scrambled backward, their boots slipping on the damp moss. They recognized the aura. They understood the nature of the entity standing before them.

"A Demon Lord!" the lieutenant screamed, drawing his blade. "Protect the Princess!"

The guards surged forward, forming a protective wall of shields and steel between Emilia and Arsh.

"Stand down," Arsh commanded.

She exerted a fraction of her true power. A wave of oppressive, heavy gravity washed over the clearing. The elven warriors froze in their tracks. The invisible force pressed them down, forcing them back to their knees. The metal of their armor groaned under the pressure. Emilia struggled against the magical weight, her teeth gritted in exertion.

Arsh turned her head. She looked at me. The terrifying glare vanished. A mask of complete, utter devotion replaced her predatory expression. She knelt beside me, the damp earth staining the hem of her cloak. She bowed her head, exposing the nape of her neck in a gesture of absolute submission.

"I am Arsh," she announced. Her voice carried across the silent, terrified clearing. "Former Lord of this labyrinth. I exist now to serve the one who conquered my domain. I am bound to my Master."

She reached out, wrapping her hands around my right ankle. She rested her cheek against my knee.

The silence in the forest became absolute. A falling leaf would have sounded like a thunderclap.

The elves stared at the scene with uncomprehending horror and awe. A mythical Demon Lord, a creature capable of wiping out entire cities, knelt in the dirt and called a level-one human "Master."

I stood frozen. My brain short-circuited. The word "Master" echoed in my skull. The irony of the title felt like a physical blow to my stomach. I knew the truth. I remembered the suffocating heat of her cleavage. I remembered the endless, agonizing extraction inside her body. I remembered begging for release while she drained my soul. She held the leash. She owned me.

She played a game. She fed their assumptions. The performance elevated my status while securing her own safety from their pathetic weapons.

Emilia stared at me. Her emerald eyes shone with a terrifying level of worship. The princess viewed me as a god walking among mortals. I had achieved the impossible.

A dangerous spark ignited in my chest. The awe of the elves fed a starved, pathetic part of my ego. For my entire life, I had existed as background noise. I was the guy holding the coats. I was the guy walking half a step behind the girl he loved. Now, an elite military force bowed to me. An apex predator knelt at my feet, declaring her servitude to the world.

The dungeon had broken my body. The dungeon had shattered my dignity. But the dungeon had given me power.

I felt the phantom memory of the buffs. Inside the labyrinth, I possessed the strength to lift a boulder. I possessed the agility to leap across chasms. The Super Recovery skill had turned me into a juggernaut of infinite stamina. With Arsh by my side and my enhanced stats, I could march across the continent. I could tear down the gates of the militaristic nation holding Mila captive. I could actually be the hero they thought I was.

I puffed out my chest. I tried to adopt a posture of confident authority. The movement strained my exhausted back muscles, but I ignored the ache.

"Rise," I said to Emilia. I tried to deepen my voice.

The elven princess stood, her movements stiff and reverent. She sheathed her broadsword. The guards followed her example, their eyes darting nervously between me and the kneeling succubus.

"The threat is neutralized," I declared, hoping I sounded convincing. "The labyrinth will no longer plague your borders. Arsh travels with me now."

Emilia nodded, her expression solemn. "Your power is beyond our comprehension, Lord Chris. To subdue a core without shattering it... such magic belongs in legends. We will arrange a grand feast in the capital. The King must honor your victory."

A feast. A celebration. The prospect of warm food and a clean bed held immense appeal. I needed to plan my next move. I needed to understand the limits of my new abilities before heading into hostile territory to find Mila.

I decided to check my permanent rewards. The system owed me a massive payout for clearing a dungeon and subjugating its boss. I anticipated level-ups. I expected permanent stat boosts. I wanted to see the numbers reflecting my new status as a god-tier adventurer.

I focused my intent. I summoned the translucent blue screen.

The interface materialized in the air before me. The familiar text scrolled across my vision. I smiled, ready to bask in my digital glory.

[User: Chris]

[Class: Hero (Unassigned)]

[Level: 1]

The smile froze on my face. My breath hitched.

I stared at the number. Level 1. The digit mocked me. I blinked hard, assuming a system glitch. The number remained unchanged. I scrolled down, my eyes frantic, searching for the massive stat boosts I had experienced in the lower depths.

[Strength: 2]

[Agility: 3]

[Vitality: 4]

[Mana: 0]

The numbers sat at the exact same miserable values I possessed upon my arrival in this world. The forty-five points in strength. The fifty points in agility. The euphoric overdrive. Every single buff had vanished.

Panic clawed at my throat. I felt the blood drain from my face. My knees trembled. The illusion of power shattered into a million jagged pieces. I possessed the physical capability of a malnourished weakling. I remained a level-one piece of trash.

I scrolled down to the bottom of the interface. I found the passive skill icon.

[Passive Skill: Super Recovery (Standby)]

[Condition for Activation: Extreme Physical/Mental Trauma or Overwhelming Sensory Stimulation.]

[Note: Stat modifiers are strictly temporary and context-dependent.]

The text spelled out my doom in glowing blue letters. The dungeon had granted me no permanent strength. The system functioned on a reactive, parasitic loop. I only became strong when I suffered. I only gained the stats of a hero when a monster inflicted trauma or forced me into a state of absolute, mind-breaking pleasure. The buffs existed to prolong my survival during the extraction process.

In the real world, standing in a quiet forest, I was defenseless.

I had absolutely no combat skills. A feral wolf could tear my throat out before the Super Recovery skill could even trigger. A random bandit could stab me in the gut. The passive skill might heal the wound, but I lacked the strength to fight back.

The weight of the true reality crushed my lungs. I was a fraud. The elves worshipped a weakling.

I looked down at Arsh. The demon lord remained kneeling at my feet, her cheek resting against my denim-clad leg. She tilted her head, looking up at me from beneath her dark eyelashes. The crimson fire in her eyes danced with cruel, knowing amusement.

She felt my trembling. She saw the terror in my eyes. She understood the exact moment the realization hit me.

The succubus lord knew the mechanics of my skill from the beginning. She knew I reverted to a helpless mortal the moment I stepped out of her domain.

Arsh shifted her position. She leaned closer, pressing her face against the seam of my jeans. She parted her lips. Her hot breath bled through the fabric, grazing my skin.

"You see the truth now," she whispered. Her voice reached my ears alone. A private, demonic taunt. "The surface world leaves you hollow. The real world offers you nothing but weakness."

She ran a single, black talon over the toe of my cheap sneaker.

"You need the abyss, Chris," she purred. "You need the heat. You need the slipstream. My pocket dimension holds the key to your power. To be the hero they want, you must surrender to the monster they fear."

The trap clamped shut around my soul. The dungeon had not released me. The physical walls of the labyrinth had vanished, but the psychological prison remained intact.

I needed to save Mila. I needed to travel to a brutal, militaristic nation. I needed strength. The only source of that strength rested in the hands of the succubus lord. Whenever I faced an obstacle, whenever I needed to fight, I would have to ask Arsh to deploy her pocket dimension. I would have to beg her to subject me to the endless, agonizing extraction. I would have to pay the toll in sweat, slime, and stamina to borrow the power of a hero.

I was a junkie. The demon lord held the supply.

Emilia stepped forward, her expression turning to concern. "Lord Chris? You look pale. The battle must have drained your reserves. Please, let my healers tend to you."

I swallowed the bile rising in my throat. I forced my facial muscles into a rigid, unnatural mask of composure. I looked at the elven princess. I looked at the loyal guards ready to die for my fabricated legend.

"I am fine," I lied. My voice sounded hollow, devoid of the forced authority from moments ago. "The aftermath of the core extraction requires a moment of adjustment."

Standing up, Arsh brushed the dirt from the hem of her dark cloak and stepped close, her arm brushing deliberately against my shoulder. The contact sent a phantom shiver of hypersensitivity down my spine.

"My Master requires sustenance and a proper bed," Arsh declared, adopting the role of the devoted servant. "Lead the way, Elf."

Emilia bowed her head. She gestured toward the dense tree line. "We have a camp nearby. We will depart for the capital at dawn."

The elven squad formed a protective perimeter around us. They marched into the forest, leaving the scorched circle of the labyrinth behind.

I walked in the center of the formation. My cheap sneakers scuffed against the roots and rocks. I felt the profound weakness in my muscles with every step. The heavy broadswords and the taut longbows of the elves highlighted my total vulnerability.

Arsh walked in my shadow. Her presence felt like a physical weight pressing against my back. I smelled the faint, lingering scent of dark chocolate and pheromones beneath the wool of her cloak.

A phantom ache pulsed deep in my groin just from the smell, making my stomach twist into a sick knot.

The golden gates were gone. The journey had begun.

I walked toward a distant, hostile nation to rescue the girl I loved, escorted by an army of elves who thought I was a god, and shadowed by a demon lord who knew I was merely her favorite, endless toy.


Chapter 20: The True Quest Begins

The march through the dense woods chewed the rubber soles of my cheap sneakers. Jagged roots and sharp stones bruised my arches with every footfall, while the cold wind bit mercilessly through my thin denim.

The dungeon had insulated me in a cocoon of humid heat and monster pheromones. The surface world offered no comfort. The air tasted of pine needles and damp dirt. My lungs burned from the exertion of a mundane walk. I possessed the stamina of a withered leaf.

Emilia led the procession. Her silver armor caught the fading sunlight. The elven guards maintained a tight perimeter around us. They treated the forest with intense suspicion. They cast reverent glances in my direction. They viewed the stumbling, shivering mess of a human as a deity of war. The misconception felt like a physical weight on my shoulders.

Arsh glided beside me. The heavy wool of her dark cloak hid her demonic features.

She moved over the uneven terrain with a fluid, predatory grace. Her bare feet didn't make a single sound against the dead leaves.

The elves gave her a wide berth. The soldiers lacked the magical vocabulary to identify her true nature. Their primal instincts provided a sufficient warning. They smelled the apex predator hidden beneath the fabric.

As we breached the tree line, a sprawling military encampment revealed itself in the wide valley below. Green canvas tents dotted the landscape, their campfires sending plumes of grey smoke into the twilight sky.

The scent of roasting meat and boiling stew hit my nose. My stomach cramped into a tight knot. The biological reminder of hunger struck with dizzying force. I had survived three days on the glowing nectar of monster girls and the artificial energy of the passive skill. Mortal food sounded alien to my digestion.

The guards parted ranks. Emilia gestured toward the center of the camp. A massive pavilion tent stood on a raised wooden platform. Banners bearing a silver tree emblem fluttered in the evening breeze.

"We must inform the Grand Mage of your victory," Emilia announced. Her voice carried over the din of the bustling camp. "He holds the communication crystals. He can send word to the capital."

I forced my legs to move. We climbed the wooden steps. Two guards pulled back the heavy canvas flaps. The interior of the pavilion bathed in the warm, orange glow of magical lanterns.

An old elf stood over a sprawling map table. Deep lines etched a map of harsh experience across his face. He wore robes of charcoal grey. A wooden staff leaned against the table edge. A glowing blue crystal pulsed at the top of the wood. The mage looked up from the parchment. His emerald eyes widened at the sight of Emilia.

"Princess," the mage breathed. He bowed his head. "The magical tremors ceased. The dark aura over the eastern ridge vanished."

Emilia stepped aside, gesturing to me. "The labyrinth is gone. Lord Chris destroyed the core. The forest is safe."

The mage turned his gaze upon me. His stare bore into my skull. He scrutinized my ragged clothes, my unkempt hair, the dark circles under my eyes. He sensed the absence of mana. He searched for the aura of a grand champion. He found the hollow shell of a broken toy.

"The hero," the mage murmured. His tone conveyed deep skepticism.

Arsh shifted her weight behind me. The movement was minuscule. The effect was catastrophic. The ambient shadow in the tent deepened. The magical lanterns flickered. The pulse of the blue crystal on the staff sputtered.

The mage went rigid. The color drained from his weathered face. He recognized the sheer, suppressed terror hidden beneath the dark cloak. He gripped the edge of the map table to steady his trembling hands.

"I hold news of the summoning anomalies," the mage managed to choke out. He redirected his attention to Emilia, avoiding the hooded succubus entirely.

"Speak," I demanded. I needed a distraction from the crushing reality of my weakness. I needed a goal.

The mage unfurled a separate scroll. The parchment bore a seal of black wax. "The spell that brought you here fractured. The magical backlash rippled across the continent. Our scrying crystals detected another tear in the dimensional fabric."

My heart slammed against my ribs. The fatigue vanished for a single, terrifying second. "Where?"

"The Iron Empire," the mage answered. The name hung in the air like a death sentence. "Far to the north. A nation forged in soot, steel, and endless war. They worship strength. They enslave the weak. Their spies boast of a new arrival. A woman."

He consulted the scroll. "The reports describe a human female. Short stature. Dark hair. A fierce disposition. She arrived in the center of their capital square."

Mila. The description fit her to the letter. The fierce disposition confirmed it. Mila never backed down from a fight. In an empire of warmongers, her attitude would ensure immediate conflict. The Iron Empire would crush her. They would throw her in a cage. They would force her into the mines. The vivid images of her suffering flooded my mind.

"I have to go there," I said. The words spilled from my lips before my brain could process the logistics.

Emilia gasped. "The Iron Empire is hostile territory. They turn away all diplomatic envoys. They shoot trespassers on sight. A journey there means war."

"She is there because of me," I stated. The guilt weighed heavier than the physical exhaustion. "I need to bring her back."

The mage rolled up the scroll. "A lone warrior breaching the Iron Citadel. A task meant for legends." He bowed his head. "We will provide maps. We will provide rations. We cannot offer an army."

"I don't need an army," I lied. The bravado tasted like bile in my mouth.

Emilia ordered the tent cleared. She promised a warm bath and a feast. The elven princess and the terrified mage exited the pavilion, leaving me alone with the demon lord.

The canvas flaps fell shut. The ambient noise of the camp became a muffled hum.

I collapsed into a wooden chair near the map table. My spine curved. My head dropped into my hands. The adrenaline of the news faded. The crushing reality of my situation returned with a vengeance.

I focused my intent. The translucent blue interface materialized in the air.

I stared at the glowing text. My base stats stared back at me—Strength: 2, Agility: 3, Vitality: 4, Mana: 0.

The numbers cemented my doom. A level one weakling. I possessed the physical might of a wet paper towel.

The Iron Empire boasted legions of battle-hardened soldiers. They possessed war mages and siege engines. I planned to march to their gates and demand the release of their prisoner.

A single guard could snap my neck.

The passive skill sat at the bottom of the screen. Super Recovery. The golden fire remained dormant. The condition for activation required trauma. The condition required overwhelming sensory stimulation. The dungeon had stripped away the buffs the moment I exited the labyrinth. I achieved the stats of a hero under one specific condition. A monster must use my body as a biological plaything.

A harsh, mocking laugh filled the tent.

Reaching up to push the dark hood back, the warm lantern light caught the polished curves of her obsidian horns. She shrugged off the heavy wool cloak, letting the garment pool onto the wooden floorboards.

She stood in her raw, demonic glory. The skin-tight leather corset pushed her cleavage upward, while the pants gripped her wide hips and thick thighs. Behind her, heavy bat wings flexed as her tail lashed the air.

"The conquering hero weeps," Arsh purred. Her crimson eyes locked onto my pathetic form. She stepped closer. The scent of her musky, intoxicating perfume overpowered the smell of the burning lantern oil. "The mortal world demands strength. You possess none."

She circled the wooden chair. Her long fingers grazed the back of my neck. A phantom shiver ran down my spine. The contact triggered a ghost of the slime mucus sensation. My skin remembered the heat of her cleavage. My body remembered the agonizing extraction.

"I must save her," I whispered to the floorboards.

"You will try," Arsh corrected. She stepped in front of me. She placed a taloned finger under my chin. She forced my head up. She forced me to look into the liquid fire of her eyes. "You face an empire of iron. You face steel and blood. Your pathetic stats guarantee a swift, brutal execution."

She leaned down, pressing her massive, leather-bound chest heavily against my knees.

"The solution rests in the abyss," the succubus whispered. "The golden fire slumbers in your chest. The dungeon magic responds to my touch."

A cold knot formed in my stomach. I understood the implication.

"The pocket dimension," I said. My voice trembled.

"My domain travels with me," Arsh confirmed. A wicked, devastating smile stretched across her flawless face. "I can deploy the bedchamber at will. We can step out of the mortal world and into the labyrinth in a heartbeat."

She dragged her talon down my chest, tracing the line of my sternum through the fabric of my coat.

"You need the buffs to fight. You need the artificial stamina to survive the Iron Empire. I hold the key to that power."

The trap closed. The true nature of my existence solidified.

"I am your battery," I stated the fact.

"You are my favored toy," Arsh corrected. She straddled my legs, dropping her heavy thighs over my knees. The leather rubbed against my jeans. The ambient heat of her body soaked through the layers of clothing. "The elves will see a god of war. The Iron Empire will face an unstoppable juggernaut. They will witness a hero shattering their gates."

She leaned her face inches from mine.

"In the shadows, the truth remains. The hero requires charging. Before every battle, before every display of might, you will beg me to open the portal. We will retreat into the velvet darkness. I will strip you bare. I will summon the slime essence. We will engage in the endless glide."

The horrific reality of the quest unfolded in my mind. I would march across the continent. I would face hordes of enemies. To defeat them, I would submit to the succubus. I would endure the mind-breaking pleasure. I would suffer the milking process to borrow the strength of a titan.

"The frictionless glide," Arsh promised, her voice dripping with dark lust. "The endless extraction. I will ride you until your mind shatters. I will drain your essence until the system screams. In that moment of absolute ruin, the passive skill will forcefully reboot your system.. The buffs will engage. I will release you to fight your little war."

My breathing turned shallow. The arousal fought the terror in my brain. My body completely betrayed me, surrendering entirely to the unnatural heat.

The mere description of the torment sent a rush of blood south. The throbbing ache returned, pressing against the zipper of my jeans. Arsh felt the rigidness trapped beneath her thighs. Her smile widened.

"You accept the terms," she declared. The statement stood as an absolute command.

I had no other choice. Mila suffered in a cage of iron. I possessed the key to her salvation, wrapped in a contract of endless humiliation. I traded my dignity for the raw stats of a monster.

"Yes," I choked out. The single syllable sealed my fate.

Arsh leaned forward. She captured my lips in a bruising, dominant kiss. Her hot tongue forced its way into my mouth. The taste of dark magic and raw pheromones flooded my senses. She devoured my breath. She staked her claim on my soul.

Dawn broke over the elven camp. The morning air held a bitter frost. The sun crested the eastern ridge, casting a pale, cold light across the valley.

I stepped out of the command pavilion. The elven guards snapped to attention. They saluted the grand champion. They saw a hero ready to conquer the north. They missed the dark circles under my eyes. They missed the slight tremble in my hands.

Arsh followed me into the light. She wore the heavy wool cloak, the hood pulled low over her horns. She played the role of the silent, subservient shadow. The deception felt flawless.

Emilia waited at the edge of the camp. She held the reins of two sturdy, grey horses. Saddlebags bulged with rations and detailed maps of the continent.

"The road to the Iron Empire spans harsh terrain, Lord Chris," the princess warned. She handed me the reins. "May the Ancestors guide your blade."

I took the leather straps. I mounted the horse. The animal shifted its weight, uneasy in the presence of the cloaked demon lord. Arsh swung into the saddle of the second horse with terrifying grace.

I looked to the northern horizon. Jagged, snow-capped peaks pierced the sky. The military nation lay beyond those mountains. Mila waited in the soot and the steel.

I squeezed the reins, the harsh leather digging into my palms. Lacking a magical sword or a suit of enchanted armor, I possessed nothing but a level-one status screen and a desperate, pathetic love.

I glanced over my shoulder. Arsh met my gaze from the depths of her dark hood. The crimson fire in her eyes promised a journey of endless, slippery ruin. The pocket dimension waited. The endless stamina system demanded a toll.

I turned my horse toward the north. The true quest began.


Thank You for Reading!

If you've made it this far, I want to sincerely thank you for stepping into this world and joining the adventure. I write these stories for readers exactly like you, and I hope it delivered the exact kind of high-heat, wish-fulfillment fantasy you were looking for.

As an indie author, the biggest way you can help me continue writing these stories is by leaving a quick, honest review.

A Quick Favor... Amazon's algorithms thrive on reader feedback. Whether it's a few words or just dropping a star rating, your honest review is literally the mana that keeps my core running. It helps other readers find my work and allows me to keep expanding this universe.

[ Click Here to Leave an Honest Review on Amazon ]

Don't Want the Journey to End? The world is much bigger than what you've just read. I’ve written an exclusive, dark, and spicy prologue that is only available to my Inner Circle newsletter subscribers.

Claim your FREE copy of Spellbound Academy: The Unintended Mana Magnet (Book 0) today. You'll also get early previews of upcoming releases and a chance to share your ideas for future projects!

[ Click Here to Join the Inner Circle & Get Your Free Story! ]

Cheers, 
Leon Kageyama

[image: ]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc20C.jpg
LEON KAGEYAMA

|





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc20D.jpg





