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AUTHOR'S NOTES 


Warning: This story contains strong sexual content not seen in most harem and Core stories. If you are not comfortable with BDSM, dominance, female submission, and acts of sexual depravity, then this is not for you. If some of the aforementioned is your kink, then I welcome you to join the journey.

Note: This is Part 6 of Castle Core: Dark Harem. Each novella will run between thirty-five and forty thousand words. They are short enough to consume in one or two sittings, allowing you to fully immerse yourself in the story.

Note: The MC is by no means an evil man, though few would call him kind either. While the women of his dark harem are at his beck and call to fulfill every whim he might have, the gods themselves should fear what would happen if one of them harmed one of his consorts.

Note: This offering of Castle Core: Dark Harem continues several hours after The Unctal Irregulars departed the castle.

Note: This offering is a bit different from the others. In many ways, all the chapters from Memory Stone to the end act as a sort of prequel, providing the reader with the origin of the Corruption King—the earlier manifestation of the Dominion Lord. This story also ties up, to some extent, the Kirsa storyline introduced in Part 2.

Notes from R.U. RUFF

	On a personal note, this series is my guilty pleasure, and I plan to continue to put out two or three parts each year for the foreseeable future. 
	Since so many people have asked for an audio version, I am privately funding the production of the audiobooks—at least for the first three parts. What would really help this endeavor is if every reader of this book would leave a rating or review. The more ratings and reviews out there, the more potential readers will discover the series and read it. And each new page read is literally a few more pennies toward paying for these audiobooks. 
	Also, since you are on Part 6, I assume you have read the first five. If you have not left a rating or review for the earlier books, I kindly ask you to go back and do so. Ratings and reviews are the lifeblood of indie writers like me. 
	That’s all for now… here is Part 6. 



CHAPTER 1: NEED TO READ THE EULA

Kali / Kitty

As soon as I step onto the carriage bound for our villa, Silas starts badgering me. I’m still riding high from surviving the castle, and even more from the fire grimoire buried deep in my sack. It’s a powerful tome, one that will grow stronger as I rank up. I need to hide it before Silas discovers it. If he does, he’ll make me sell it. It’s always about gold and gems with him. And pleasure, of course. Well, his pleasure. Usually from using my body and all my good parts, as he calls them.

If he had his way, I would be naked all day long, with a collar around my neck attached to a heavy metal chain that would prevent me from leaving the house—except for when he wants me out and around town on his arm as his prized possession.

The first time he allowed me to explore the dungeon was because I gave up my anal virginity to him… the only thing I had kept from him. And that is just about all we do now. This last time, he let me back into the castle because he wanted more of that damn lubricant.

“So, Kitty,” he says, “were you able to speak to the Core? Did he give you more of the incredible lubricant?”

I can lie smoother than any merchant, act better than any thespian. “No, husband. The Core didn’t speak this time. Not to me, not to anyone. I even called out to it, mentioned you like you told me to. I told him how important a man you are, how much you could help him.” I shake my head. “He didn’t answer, though. Maybe he was busy. He does have to run a castle after all.”

“I’m very disappointed,” he says simply.

No threats. No curses. Just that quiet chill. It unsettles me more than his rages do.

I feel heat beneath my robes, as the grimoire hidden against my skin turns hot, the leather heating fast. A female voice calls to me, and I can sense it is coming from the spellbook.

He’s an obstacle to us.

He’s holding us back.

He needs to be gone.

“Who’s there?” I murmur.

When the carriage stops, Silas doesn’t help me down as usual. He just strides into the villa, leaving me to carry my rucksack and staff. Once I’m through the door, he tosses a glance my way.

“Why don’t you take a bath, Kitty? You stink.”

Of course he wants me in the bath so he can rifle through my things. Last time he found the Magical Anal Lubricant tucked away in one of my sacks, even though I was certain I’d gotten rid of it. However, the damn Core wanted him to find it, and it found its way back into my sack. This time he won’t find anything.

Still, a bath does sound good. I’ll need rest and clarity for tomorrow. Ascension requires focus. Nevertheless, I can’t afford to raise his suspicions.

“A bath would be perfect,” I say. I step close, lay a hand on his chest. “Once I’m all clean and smelling sweet, I want you to fuck me hard, Daddy. Fighting through that dungeon got me soaked.”

His grin turns wolfish. “Oh, we’ll be doing plenty of fucking tonight, Kitty, with or without the magical lube.”

I shiver. He must’ve restocked that damn elixir, the one that makes him horny and hard as a teenage boy.

No use resisting tonight. I’ll endure it. And tomorrow, I’ll find a quiet place and ascend without him ever knowing.

In the washroom, I strip down and pull the crimson-covered grimoire from beneath my robe where I had it hidden. I wedge it into the cabinet behind a stack of my womanly sundries, as Silas so delicately puts it. It’ll do for now. I’ll find a safer spot tonight after he falls asleep.

I slide into the steaming bath and reach between my legs, fingers slipping into the one hiding place Silas would never think to search, and there I retrieve the vial.

The damned lubricant nearly ruined me last time. I felt like my ass was being split in two. But not tonight. Even with that stamina elixir he’s been using, he still doesn’t last more than a few brutal minutes.

I scrub the dirt, grime, and dried blood from my skin, the heat of the bath doing little to soothe my aches and bruises. Once clean, I rise, pull the plug, and watch the bathwater spiral down the drain. I unstopper the tiny vial, letting the elixir I received from the Core swirl down into the drain. I hide the empty vial along with the book. Tomorrow, I’ll throw it deep into the woods.

As I step out of the washroom, Silas is waiting for me. Gray eyes hard with anger and something colder—disappointment.

Without a word, he grabs me by the arm and hurls me onto the carpeted floor. My hip strikes first, then my elbow. Pain blooms.

“My great little actress,” he sneers. “First you run off and fight bandits with that simpering boy who can’t keep his eyes off your tits. I’ve seen his leers. You are mine… and no one else’s.”

“How’d you find out about the bandits?” I ask, my voice squeaking.

“Angela,” he spits out. “Maya’s old crone of a grandmother. Bigger gossip than the girl herself. By tomorrow, all Unctal will know you and your little band slaughtered the bandits. Think of the scandal. The embarrassment.”

“Why would that embarrass you?” I say, tears welling in my eyes.

“My little wife, running off with the butcher’s boy. If only you were as smart as you are beautiful.”

“Daddy…” I say, getting to my feet.

“And then you did speak to the Core…” he says, opening his hand to reveal the vial, the one I had just poured out and hidden away.

“I… I… I was going to surprise you with it,” I lie.

That damn Core again. It does a nice thing and gives me a powerful grimoire. But I guess nothing is free, and I’ll be paying with my ass again.

“You lied to me, Kitty, not once but twice,” Silas sneers.

I know what is about to come.

All fear is gone…

The same woman’s voice shouts in my mind.

Kill him.

Burn him alive and listen to his screams as his skin melts from his body.

I could do it. Kill him so easily. Though I’m not sure I could get away with murder. It would just take Hilde to cast one Compel Truth spell, and I’d be hanged for murder.

Silas yanks off my towel and pulls me down over his lap.

“My little Kitty,” he says, rubbing his bony fingers over my ass cheek. “What did I say about lying?”

“You said next time I lie you would tan my ass.” I turn my head toward him. “Wouldn’t you rather fuck me, Daddy? We have the lubricant now. We can have lots of fun.”

“We’ll be using it soon enough,” he says with a sneer. “First you need to know that unlike you, my little pet, I don’t lie. I said I would tan your ass again if you were dishonest with me and tan your ass I will.”

He’s spanked me before. His hand usually gets tired or starts to hurt after four or five strikes, so this won’t be too bad.

Silas / Daddy

I grab Kitty by the wrist, yank away her towel, and pull her down over my lap as I sit on the edge of the bed. Her ass is bare, warm, and perfect. I let my fingers trace it, enjoying how tense she’s gone. She knows what’s coming.

“What did I say I’d do the next time you lied to me?”

“You said… you’d tan my ass.”

I reach under the sheets and pull out the enchanted belt. It’s made of oiled leather and black as deep night.

“Do you know what this is?” I ask, letting the length uncurl in front of her eyes.

She doesn’t answer, so I give her a light slap with my hand.

“It’s a belt made to tan the asses of lying women,” I say. “I’m told it hurts… a lot. Best of all, it doesn’t leave a single mark. Not a single welt or lash. So your backside will remain as pale and lovely as ever. But it leaves the pain. Isn’t that brilliant? What will wizards think of next? I’m also told that it inflicts significantly more pain than a normal strap. Isn’t that clever? I think ten strokes on each cheek should be just right.”

“You’ll count them,” I say. “I wouldn’t miss one if I were you.”

I bring the first strike down hard.

THWACK!

My lying Kitty yelps, her back arching as her screams echo through the room.

“Please, Silas!” she screams. Her cries are an aphrodisiac, and my dick swells.

“You didn’t count,” I say. “I guess I need to repeat it.” I bring the strap down on my pretty Kitty’s thin, round ass.

“O-one!” she cries.

Good girl.

I bring the second down even harder, aiming for the same cheek.

THWACK!

“Two!” she gasps, tears already edging her voice.

By the third, her voice is breaking.

THWACK!

“Three!”

Her legs twitch. Her hands claw at her sides. Her body trembles with every crack of leather across her soft, sinful skin. I make sure each blow lands with precision. I want her to feel it every time she sits for the next two days. It lands several more times.

The sound of the leather striking her soft flesh, her cries of pain, her whimpers… all of them make my cock throb.

THWACK!

“Seven!” she cries.

Her voice is a sob. And gods, I’m hard.

THWACK!

“Eight!”

I can see the glisten of sweat on her back. Her thighs squeeze together—maybe from pain, maybe something else. But I don’t care which.

THWACK!

“Nine!”

Her voice is hoarse now, her face turned to the side, eyes squeezed shut.

THWACK!

“Ten!” she chokes.

One cheek done. I rub it slowly, feeling the heat radiating from her flesh.

Then I get to work on the other side.

THWACK!

She screams, “Eleven!”

Tears are pouring from her eyes.

And it only turns me on more.

Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen. She’s full-out sobbing by fifteen. Pleading by sixteen. But she never stops counting. Never misses one.

Which is a shame.

I was going to tell her if she missed another one that I would have to start all over.  

Seventeen. Eighteen. Nineteen.

I pause.

The final stroke.

I let the belt hang for a moment in the air, then snap it down hard across the center, catching both cheeks at once.

THWACK!

She shrieks.

“Twenty!”

Silence hangs for a breath. Her body is limp over my lap, shuddering.

I stroke her long blonde locks, then grip her jaw and tilt her head up so she’s forced to look me in the eye.

“Have you learned your lesson, my lying little cat?”

Kali / Kitty

My ass is on fire.

Not even the wounds I took from the bandits, not even the pain I endured in that cursed castle, come close to this agony. Each nerve feels raw, flayed open, throbbing with a heat that won’t stop. I can barely breathe; the pain is so sharp it drowns out everything else.

What hurts more is that Silas, who is cheaper and more frugal than a dwarf, spent gold on this enchanted strap, one meant to cause me horrific, burning pain.

“Have you learned your lesson, my lying little cat?” he asks, his voice sickeningly calm.

I want to curse him. Spit in his face. Burn him like a bonfire.

I know what he’ll do if I hesitate.

He’ll start over.

“Yes, Silas,” I choke out between sobs. “I’m sorry, Silas. I’ll never lie again.”

THWACK!

THWACK!

THWACK!

Three more strikes. These are more vicious and cruel than the last twenty. My body jolts with each one, a scream tearing from my throat.

“Why?” I cry out, twisting and writhing. “Why did you hit me again?!”

He shushes me.

His hand strokes over my punished flesh, fingers gliding over the burning skin with perverse tenderness.

“Because I like the sound you make when you scream,” he murmurs, almost lovingly. “And you lied again. You will never learn your lesson. You will continue to lie, Kitty. Because it is in your nature.”

Just an hour ago, I was dreaming of ascension. Of being a great sorceress. Now I am draped over the bony lap of Silas. I need to escape him. Take the silver and gold I earned today and flee Unctal. I can find an adventuring group. And there are other Cores out there—Dungeon Cores, Forest Cores, and Tower Cores. I can explore them all.

A different voice speaks to me in my mind: The Dominion Lord. You can be free of him. Just use my elixir. Lilith made it special just for tonight.

“The potion,” I say, the words tumbling from my mouth.

“What about it?” Silas asks, tugging on my hair so my face is twisted toward him.

“I know you want to use it… Daddy,” I coo. “Let me make it up to you.”

Silas / Daddy

“You know me so well, Kitty… my filthy anal queen.” I drag my hand across the curve of her ass, savoring the heat that radiates from her cheeks. The enchanted strap leaves no marks, but it doesn’t need to. The pain lingers beneath the skin, raw and pulsing. Just the way I like it.

“Down. On your knees.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she murmurs, her voice shaky but obedient.

She slides off my lap slowly, wincing. She reaches back, rubbing her sore backside with one hand, the other bracing against the bedpost. There’s no way she’s sprinting off to play adventurer in the woods anytime soon. No more chasing bandits. No more foolishness.

I’ll have a word with Duggar. The old soldier has ties to the Castle Core—useful ones. I’ll find out what the damn place needs and trade for more of his magical potions. And once I’ve got more, I’ll make sure my little Kitty remembers her real purpose. Not magic. Not power. Me.

She turns to me with that fake innocence in her eyes and starts stroking my already swollen dick. I know what she’s doing. She’s hoping to buy herself time. Thinking if she sucks me off now… makes me cum… that I’ll forget about the potion. Forget about what she owes me.

I grab her chin hard, forcing her to look up at me.

“I’ll be washing your mouth out with my cum in just a moment, my deceitful, lying little kitten. But first, let’s take a look at that castle gift.”

I reach over to the bedside table where the vial rests. It isn’t the same as the original Magical Anal Lubricant. That one shimmered like liquid moonlight. This one is thicker, darker.

As I lift it, the room shifts and the air thrums. Just like last time, the Dominion Lord’s voice fills the chamber, his voice coming from everywhere and nowhere.

Not a lubricant this time, my friend, his voice echoes. But a potion. One brewed just for you. I call it… Silas’s Savage Serum.

I grin.

“You hear that, Kitty… my own personal potion… named after me.”

This one is more potent than the first. So drink up, my friend.

“You hear that, Kitty—more potent,” I shout, pulling out the cork and quaffing it down. It tastes almost like pomegranate juice, but it strikes me like the strongest whisky… going first to my head… and then right down to my dick.

Kali / Kitty

Silas found the potion. He’ll find the fire grimoire next. I just know it. He always gets what he wants.

He doesn’t hesitate and uncorks the vial, downing it like cheap moonshine.

The change is instant.

“By the gods…” I breathe, eyes widening as his cock stiffens, nearly doubling in size and thickness. It’s monstrous. He’ll kill me with that thing.

New and improved, the Dominion Lord taunts, smug and self-satisfied, as his voice fills the room. Lilith tailored this batch with you in mind, my little witch. So you’ll feel every last inch. Now, I know missionary is not your favorite, Silas… but trust me, to experience the pleasure best, you want to be on top of your witchling.

Silas grabs my hair and yanks me up off the floor.

“You heard the Core. On your back, my filthy slut.”

He throws me down onto the mattress, forces my legs up and apart so my knees are near my ears. He spits between my ass cheeks before dipping down, his rough tongue licking and probing my anus, not for my pleasure, but to ensure he will slide in easily.

Then he’s inside me without warning. Just brutal, full-bodied invasion as my ass is stuffed and filled.

Even though Silas consumed the potion, its effects seep into me as well. The potion is twisting my nerves, rewiring my pleasure centers. I can feel the pain… horrible… terrible… but just above it is indescribable pleasure.

“Oh gods, yes—fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your anal queen.” Filthy words spill from me without control. And the worst part is, the words are true. “I love it when you take me like this!”

“Say it again,” he growls, bending over me as his hips hammer forward, our bodies colliding with obscene rhythm.

“Use me, Daddy!” I cry. “I’m your fuck toy! Your filthy, lying ass slut! Don’t stop! Dark gods, never stop!”

Behind the pain and degradation, the heat builds. Pleasure surges, raw and undeniable. My toes curl. My breath comes in sobs. An orgasm barrels toward me like a firestorm.

When it hits—it burns.

I scream as it tears through me. My asshole tightens, seizing around his cock. I feel Silas pulse. His growls fill my ears, and my channel fills with his warm jizz. More than fills. It overflows as it drips around his cock, the cum becoming further lubrication for him to continue to pound away and unload inside me. And his cum seems to fuel me, and another orgasm strikes again like a meteor shower.

Silas’s heart is beating above me, pounding like a blacksmith’s hammer. He screams out one last time, the beating of his heart slowing down until I feel nothing.

He collapses on top of me.

“Silas,” I rasp, squirming beneath him. “Silas. Get off!”

Nothing.

His body’s warm… but lifeless.

Dead.

“No…” I gasp. “No, no, no—”

The Dominion Lord laughs, the sound echoing all around me like a cruel god in a temple.

I said you’d enjoy the potion.

“You killed him!” I sob, shaking beneath Silas’s corpse, his cock still half-hard inside me, his mouth slack.

Correction, the Dominion Lord taunts. He killed himself. He should’ve read the properties of the potion—the warning: orgasm will be mind-blowing. I wasn’t kidding. Massive stroke. But he died happy, if that helps. And why are you cross? You wanted him gone. I know it as well as you do.

I shove his bony body off me with trembling limbs and roll to my side, tears hot on my cheeks, his cum dripping from my ass.

I stare at the man who once claimed to own me.

And then I hear it.

You owe me now, the Dominion Lord says.

“I didn’t want this!” I shout, spinning to face the shadows.

You really are a liar, he replies. You wanted every bit of it. I read your thoughts back in the castle.

“You—what?”

Your emotions. They’re loud. Easy to read. Especially your hunger for power. Why do you think I gifted you that specific grimoire?

I snarl. “I don’t owe you anything. I have the grimoire now, so I don’t need you anymore. I’m not going back inside your walls.”

Laughter, low and wicked, fills the chamber.

You’ll beg me to let you back inside my walls, the Dominion Lord taunts.

I want to shout back at him, but his presence fades.

Yet the weight of his words lingers.

“Begging him… for what?” I whisper.

Something shifts beneath me. I reach down, pull back the sheets—and there it is. The Pyromancy grimoire.

“How?” I murmur, fingers curling around the cover.

You can’t get rid of me, a voice crackles from the tome, like wood popping in a campfire. I am the grimoire—Cindra.

My hands tremble as I lift it. The cover is warm and pulsing.

I have so many delicious things to teach you, Kali… about fire, burning, and immolation.

I glance back at Silas’s body.

I’ll summon the guards later. No one will question him dying in the throes of passion, especially at his age.

Right now there are more important things to do.

“I’m ascending tonight,” I say to the book, not feeling at all foolish. “I’ll reach Topaz. Then I’ll bury Silas. After that… I’m leaving Unctal. I’ll go to one of the great cities. Become a real sorceress.”

The grimoire hums in my grip.

You will be powerful one day. Feared and respected, Cindra says. And as you rise in rank, more of my spells will become available… though not automatically. They must be unlocked.

I frown. “The Dominion Lord didn’t mention that. I thought reaching the next rank would unlock them.”

Only he can grant access to the next tier, she says, smug and gleaming with arcane pride. After gaining each rank, you must return to him where he will require you to complete a task or, if you are lucky, to please him.

The grimoire flares hot in my hand, so hot I nearly drop it.

“Gods—why did you do that?”

Because I sense your reluctance. But you will do what the Dominion Lord requires. I refuse to remain bound to a lowly caster. I want access to my full spellbook. All the way up to Diamond. And you’re going to get me there. We’ll help each other.

Even resting on the bed, the heat radiates, choking the room until I can barely breathe.

Then it fades.

I gasp, sucking in air. “You almost killed me! Try that again and I’ll toss you in a tub of ice.”

You wouldn’t dare, Cindra snaps.

“Oh, I would.”

Well, she huffs, “we’ll see how long you resist returning to the Dominion Lord, especially after you taste what Topaz brings: Fire Glyph, Summon Fire Elemental, Fire Barrage, Flaming Shield, Resist Heat and Fire. And the Ruby-tier spells? More destructive. Yes… we will visit him. We will do whatever he requires from us. And together, we will rise. No one will get in my way.

My way. The threat curls beneath her words.

My gut sinks.

I escaped one master in Silas… and now I’m bound to another. The Dominion Lord will own years of my life. But I’ll teach him. I’ll grow strong enough to burn down his walls and turn his lovers to ash.

“All right, Cindra,” I say, picking up the grimoire. “Let’s begin.”

I like your priorities, she replies, voice dripping with approval. Especially with a corpse cooling at your feet.

“Ascension tonight. Burial tomorrow. And the day after that…” I smile grimly. “We’ll visit the Dominion Lord and do whatever it takes to access the Topaz spells.”


CHAPTER 2: SPECIAL DELIVERY

Maya

“Let me see the ring, poppet,” Gammy says.

I hesitate. I love her. She’s raised me since that night the goblins came when I was six. I still remember my parents’ bodies on the floor, blood soaking the wood, guts spilled like stew, flies buzzing around them. I remember screaming. Hiding in a closet.

Then Gammy burst through the door like a storm, robes swirling, hands blazing with white-hot light.

Black mist leaked from her fingertips, snaking across the floor. The goblins started choking, dying.

She never told me the name of that spell. Just that it was old and awful. But it saved me.

I would do anything for her, even relinquish the ring to her if she asked me to. Though I want to keep it, to master it.

She holds out her hand now, and I pass her the ring. She turns it in her fingers, eyes narrowing.

“The Core bonded this to you. No one else can use it now. If you die, it’s just jewelry.”

“How do you know that?” I ask. “Don’t we need a mage to read enchantments?”

Gammy

I would’ve thought that killing men—the bandits—and seeing blood spilled by her own hands would leave her shaken. Yet she returned brighter than I’ve seen her in years. Almost… womanly.

Then came the castle. She returned troubled. But won’t say why. I can tell she wants to. I’ll let it be, though. She always tells me eventually. Still, I’ve got a strong feeling it has to do with that boy Timman.

“If an item is made to heal, soothe, or protect the sick, I can feel it like the cracks in my old bones,” I tell her. “Potions, scrolls, charms—they speak to me.”

She looks up at me, wide-eyed, and full of hope. She’s a sweet thing. Pretty too with her hips just starting to round, lips too soft for her own good. She doesn’t realize it yet, but she will: a woman’s body is power. Real power. The kind that makes men beg, lie, and steal.

Sex is a tool. Like a blade. Or a good pair of work boots.

“Can I learn that too?” she asks, eager as a puppy. “To sense healing magic?”

“I’ll teach you, poppet. And once you’ve got it, you’ll know in an instant whether that glowing vial in the dungeon heals wounds or rots your gut.”

“Yes, please. I want to learn that so badly.”

“You’d better,” I say with a smirk. “Especially if you’re hell-bent on playing adventuress.”

Maya

“I never thought I wanted to be an adventuress… it never even crossed my mind. You know I planned to be your acolyte, to learn everything you had to teach me, and serve the people of Unctal just like you’ve done all these years.”

“The thrill of it got to you,” Gammy says, grinning. “Just like it got to me when I was your age.”

She gives me a broad smile, flashing her ivory-white teeth. “I’m proud of you, poppet. That orc you put to sleep in the woods? That saved lives.”

“But I was stupid. I forgot about her. She woke up and nearly gutted us.”

“Novice mistake. Next time you drop an enemy, you’ll slit its throat like a chicken’s—or bash in its skull like a walnut. Once you hit Ruby Rank, you’ll be able to put more than one foe to sleep, and from a distance—no touch needed. If you’d had that spell the other day, with the bandits all clumped together, you might’ve dropped half the pack.”

“Everything you said was true, Gammy. My healer spells can help in battle too, supporting and shielding, not just patching wounds.” I pause, then press on. “What does the ring do, Gammy? The Core said it would grant me powerful spells. So… does it?”

She closes her eyes. Hums. Clicks her tongue. Whispers to herself.

Then giggles.

“What’s so funny?” I ask, annoyed.

“You can’t even access the Opal spells yet,” she explains. “But when you can, you’ll heal people faster and expend half the mana you normally would have to. And you’ll gain access to several new spells, some that will be of great benefit to an adventuring party.”

“What sorts of spells?”

“There’s a spell that creates healing orbs, floating little darlings that stick to you or your allies, pulsing healing energy right in the middle of battle.”

“Wow!”

“Wow indeed. Healing spheres alone will make you valuable to any group. Don’t be surprised when they find out what you can do and try to recruit you.”

I never thought I’d want to be an adventurer. I thought I’d just take over as town healer one day. But now? I can’t wait for the next dungeon dive. The next fight.

Even if it’s with Timman. I’ve forgiven him. He was drugged. It wasn’t his fault. Maybe this ring even holds a spell to counter aphrodisiacs like the one that struck him.

“How do I unlock the Opal spells? And what were you laughing about?”

Gammy’s smile turns wicked. “Because opening the ring’s power requires you to give of yourself.”

I tense. “Give what?”

“You’ll give all of yourself, poppet—maidenhood included—but not just yet.”

I blink. “My maidenhood!”

“Don’t fret, poppet. To access the Opal spells, you’ll just need to take a man in your mouth. And he’ll need to do the same to you.”

My whole body locks up. “You mean… I have to… go down on a man in exchange for magic?”

“Proper oral exchange. Mutual delight. The ring responds to pleasure shared.”

I just stare.

Gammy chuckles. “The Core’s twisted like that. Could be humor. Could be cruelty. Either way, you’ll need a partner. Timman, maybe. Or Maximillian. He’s got those big arms and broad shoulders. And I’m sure he’s packing down below.”

“Gammy!”

“Big maces carry a much bigger wallop.”

“Gammy!” I stammer again.

My stomach knots. I’m still a virgin. I thought my first time would be after falling in love. Not as a trade for spells.

“This is insane.”

“That’s life sometimes,” she says. “Messy, weird, and rarely fair. You’re eighteen. There’s plenty of time for love later. For now? Enjoy the ride. Some rides can be very enjoyable.”

“Gammy!”

“Topaz spells will require even more from you. You’ll have to surrender your maidenhood. For Ruby, your other maidenhood.”

“My other…” I stammer when I realize what she means.

“Oh, and one more thing, poppet, you must be with a new man or men to access each new rank of the ring. Can’t reuse partners for new ranks.”

“Men… plural? At some time I’ll have to be with more than one? I can’t believe this.”

Gammy pats my hand again. “You’re a healer now. And magic always demands a price. Might as well enjoy what you’re giving.”

I swallow hard.

Then I nod.

If that’s the cost, so be it. I can become the greatest healer this kingdom has ever known. I can save lives. Do good.

I stand.

“I’m going to find Timman,” I say. “He owes me.”

He does. And he won’t say no to me. Not after what nearly happened in that well. And when he finds out why I went looking for him, what I want from him… he won’t say no.

I hesitate.

“What’s wrong, poppet?”

“It’s just… I’ve never done anything like that before. What if I’m bad at it? What if—”

Gammy squeezes my hand. “It’s alright, love. I’ve got just the thing. A little Succubus Essence in a bottle. One sip, and you’ll milk that boy’s cock dry and have him begging for more.”

“Gammy!”

She hands me a small vial with swirling blue liquid inside it.

“One more thing. Once you slip on the ring… no man will say no to you. He’ll do whatever you ask of him.”

“Like an aphrodisiac?”

“More like a charm spell.”

I blink.

She smiles. “Now go. Own your body. It’s more powerful than any ring.”

Maximillian

“Don’t be too long,” Pa says as he leaves the smithy. “Liz is making rabbit stew. Should be ready soon.”

“Just got something to finish up,” I say. “I’ll be there directly.”

Once he’s gone, I peek out the window to make sure he isn’t coming back. When he’s out of sight, I pull open the drawer under the workbench, push aside some tools, and lift the cloth hiding the ring I’ve been working on. The silver catches the lamplight. Just a little more polish and the flower engraving will be done. Tomorrow I’ll give it to Lydia when I ask her to marry me.

She’ll say yes. I’m sure of it. Once she does, we can finally go all the way. I’m tired of stopping short every time. We’ve done a little bit already, kissing and touching one another everywhere. She’s even started using her hand to stroke me off. I’ve begged her to use her mouth, but every time she’s said, “Not till we’re married.”

I grit my teeth as I polish the ring. I love her, sure, but damn, waiting’s driving me mad. I can’t wait to be married… then we can do it all… fuck two or three times a day.

There’s a knock at the door.

I shove the ring in my pocket and turn toward the door just as it creaks open.

“Maya,” I blurt, my heart kicking in my chest.

The other boys say Regina or Gwen are the prettiest girls in town. Maybe Kali too. But they’re wrong. Maya’s got that soft kind of beauty. And when she smiles, I forget what I’m even doing.

I wonder why she’s here. Does she need a cracked pot fixed? Or a skillet mended?

Maya

I was on my way to find Timman. He’d say yes, especially after what happened in the well. It wasn’t his fault. The Core drugged him, turned him into a sex-addled fiend who needed release. Stroking him off was the only cure. Sex cures most things bothering a man, Gammy always says.

Yet I want Timman to be my first, the man to take my maidenhood. When that happens, I want him on top of me, kissing me, and caressing me. And because each new rank of the ring demands a new man, I won’t waste a blowjob on him. He has to be the first to enter me.

For now, Maximillian will do. He likes me. He’s told me so. I ignored him before because of Timman. If he turns me down, I’ll head to the castle, where there are plenty of handsome adventurers camped who wouldn’t turn me down. Though some might look like angels and turn out to be demons. Max, at least, is safe.

Then I remember. The ring acts like a charm spell, and he’ll do what I ask of him.

“Hey, Max,” I say as I step into the smithy.

“What’s up, Maya?”

I look him over. He’s taller than Timman, and maybe stronger too. He is cute with his long, tousled brown hair, dark eyes, and broad shoulders under the leather apron.

I pull out the ring and let it glint in my palm. I sipped the Succubus Essence potion before I came, and it’s already working. Heat hums in my veins. I feel bold, like a woman who’s spent a lifetime in her husband’s bed and knows every trick to make him beg.

“This is what I need help with.” I open my palm and show him the ring.

He steps closer, glances at it. “Did you get that from the castle? Heard you’re an adventurer now.”

“You could be one. You’re strong enough. And you’ve got plenty of quality weapons and armor here to outfit yourself.”

He shakes his head. “I’m a simple guy. No desire to fight monsters. I like being a smith. So, what sort of help do you need, Maya? If you’re looking to sell that, my Pa doesn’t buy jewelry. You could try…”

“No. Not selling,” I say, cutting him off.

I slip the ring onto my finger and feel its power, like a locked book opening—Opal spells waiting just beyond my reach. Maximillian is my key.

I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. “Why don’t you take this off?” I point to his leather apron.

“Yeah, sure, Maya.” He pulls it over his head, draping it over a chair.

I feel the two magics working together—the Succubus Essence and the ring’s charm weaving around us. Within half an hour I’ll have access to a half-dozen new spells. A few more dungeon runs and I’ll reach Topaz, and to gain those spells will cost me my maidenhood. It’s a small price to pay.

For now, the requirement is clear: we have to pleasure each other with our mouths.

“I know you like me, Maximillian,” I say, pressing my palm to his chest.

He looks down at my hand, two emotions warring in his eyes, guilt and raw, unrestrained desire. “I like you too.”

My hand drifts lower, tracing the line of muscle toward the waist of his trousers. Normally I’d never be this bold. But I’m not just me anymore, the essence of the succubus courses through me as well.

“Maya…,” His voice catches, rough and uncertain. “What are you doing?”

“Shh.” The Succubus Essence thrums through me, hot and electric, stripping away every trace of fear or modesty. “Let me.”

His breath stutters when my fingers brush him through the fabric. “You shouldn’t.”

“I want to,” I say softly.

It isn’t entirely a lie. I want the power that will come after we both climax. But it’s more than that… I want to do this. To pleasure a man with my mouth. Gammy always says, You might be on your knees like you are subservient, with the man towering above you like a king… but you hold all the power. Never forget that.

Only now do I understand that.

I sink to my knees on the smithy floor, the scent of coal and iron thick in the air.

“Maya, wait,” he stammers.

I look up through my lashes, giving him the softest, most dangerous smile I can manage. “Trust me.”

His dick strains against his breeches. I loosen the ties and tug them down. His manhood springs free, nearly striking my chin. My breath catches. Timman’s dick had been long and thick, but Maximillian’s… it’s monstrous. Even without experience, the ring whispers to me that Max is more endowed than most men.

For a moment, I wonder how I’ll ever fit him in my mouth.

The worry flees like smoke as the Succubus Essence guides me.

I wrap my hand around him first, stoking his cock.

He moans above me.

Yes. I hold the power to his pleasure.

Maximillian

Lydia.

Images of her flicker through my head. Her shy smile, the way she blushes whenever I touch her ass or breasts.

I can’t do this to her. It is wrong.

You are doing nothing but being a man, a female voice whispers in my mind.

Maya’s hand glides faster along my shaft. My breath catches, my fingers curl into fists.

Gods, the heat of her palm, the slick rhythm, each stroke wrings another gasp from me. The world narrows to that sensation, the sweet friction building like molten metal under a hammer’s blow.

Then she lowers her head.

“Maaaaaya,” I groan.

Her lips part, soft and warm, and she takes the head of my cock between them. My knees nearly buckle. A jolt of pleasure spears through me. Her tongue flicks against my tip, swirling, teasing, and my body arches toward her despite every shred of guilt clawing at my chest.

“Shades!” I moan.

She starts to bob her head, slow at first, then faster. She bobs, sucks, and draws my cock deeper. Her hand cups my balls, rolling them gently, the contrast of pressure and tenderness unraveling me completely.

Lydia has never touched my balls though I’ve asked her to.

Maybe I should ask Maya to be my betrothed instead. How exciting it would be to be married to an adventuress?

Her tongue coils around my shaft. It is like she is worshipping it. Lydia strokes me off like it is a chore… or a responsibility. But Maya… she is enjoying this.

Pleasure radiates through me like the roar of the forge fire. My legs tremble.

She looks up. Her eyes meet mine, blazing with confidence and hunger.

She moves her head faster, the wet sounds filling the room, and I can’t hold back. “Oh gods, Maya, I’m going to…”

The rest dies in my throat as I explode. Sparks erupt behind my eyes, white-hot and blinding, like hammer strikes on steel. She doesn’t flinch. Her hands clamp around my hips, holding me deep, drawing me in, her throat flexing as she swallows. The rhythm of her swallowing pulls more cum from me until I am utterly spent, shaking and hollowed out.

When she finally pulls her mouth free, it’s with a soft, wet pop. A bead of my seed clings to her lip; she licks it up with a flick of her tongue, eyes still locked on mine.

“Oh, Maya…” I wheeze, barely able to stand.

Then it hits me.

The guilt.

A crushing, merciless weight slamming down on my chest.

Lydia. I betrayed her.

My knees almost give. I want to cover myself, to run, to apologize to a woman who isn’t even here.

Maya rises, her expression unreadable. “Now it’s your turn to pleasure me,” she says softly.

The words hang in the air like a spell.

I know exactly what she means. What she wants me to do. Yet another thing Lydia has been too scared, or maybe embarrassed, to let me do to her.

Maya

Maximillian’s still breathing hard when he looks at me, sweat glistening on his brow.

I can feel the magic humming between us, the pulse of the ring on my finger and the low, thrumming power of the Succubus Essence coursing through my veins. It isn’t just inside me; it’s inside him too. His eyes are glazed, unfocused, like he’s caught in a spell that I cast without even speaking.

I smile. I can’t help it. My lips still taste faintly of his salty seed, and for the first time in my life, I feel like a real woman. Not a scared apprentice. Not a girl stumbling through tests and mistakes. A woman who chooses what she wants and takes it.

This is what Kali must feel like all the time. This confident.

I went from no experience with men to now pleasuring two of them in a single day. Timman in the well and Maximillian here in the smithy. Certainly not the most romantic places.

The ring warms against my skin. It’s as if it purrs in approval. I can sense Maximillian’s desire rising again, mingled with guilt and confusion, tangled up in the web the magic has spun.

His restraint snaps.

He growls low in his throat, swipes the tools from the worktable with one arm, and the clatter of metal fills the air. Before I can breathe, he lifts me onto it, his hands firm, urgent, and trembling. The wood is warm beneath me, and the air smells of iron, sweat, and smoke.

He spreads my legs, and heat floods through me again like liquid fire surging from the base of my spine to the tips of my toes. I ache to touch myself, to chase the release building inside me… but that isn’t what I truly want. What I want is for him to take my maidenhood, to feel his manhood thrusting and pulsing inside me. But I can’t let him, nor any other man, do that at the moment. If I don’t wait until I reach Topaz to surrender my virginity, I will forfeit all future spells the ring has to offer.

He tugs at my underwear. When the fabric gets caught, he tears it apart with a single motion, the rip sharp and final. He tosses the shredded cotton into the forge, the flames quickly consuming it.

He glides a finger along the inside of my thigh, and my breath shivers in my chest.

A soft, broken sound slips past my lips. “Ahhhhhh.”

Maximillian lowers himself so his face is level with my womanhood. The forge light paints his hair the color of molten copper, and when his eyes lift to mine, the world holds its breath. For a heartbeat, we are suspended between want and guilt, between sin and sanctity.

His hand slides up my thigh, over my stomach, to the rise of my breasts. My bra still clings there, a last scrap of modesty. I’m about to lift it away and grant him access when he dips his head lower. His tongue flicks my clit, teasing, coaxing, while two fingers slip inside me, curling just right.

“Ahhhhhhh!” The sound tears from me, raw and involuntary.

I’ve touched myself before, countless times, but nothing has ever been like this. My whole body trembles, every nerve aflame. I push up my bra, baring my breasts, and guide his free hand to one. He squeezes gently, his thumb circling my nipple as I tangle my fingers in his hair, guiding his mouth exactly where I need him.

“There,” I gasp. “That’s the spot, Max…”

The pleasure builds fast. My world narrows to the slick rhythm of his tongue, the pressure of his fingers, the pulse between my legs. And then—release.

It hits like the breaking of a dam, a flood of pure, golden rapture. My body arches, my mind dissolves, and for a moment I’m nothing but sensation.

When the storm finally ebbs, I collapse back, boneless.

Max lifts his face. His lips and chin glisten, his eyes are wide with something between awe and fear.

“Lydia… what did I do?” he whispers.

And just like that, the charm that held him shatters.

Lydia.

That’s right. He’s been courting her for a while now. How could I have forgotten that? Then it comes to me—the Succubus Essence. It was so powerful that I lost all control. And the ring… yes, it is the healer’s ring too. It doesn’t care who is hurt. And the irony of that is not lost on me.

“Maya,” he says, pulling back from me like he’s seen a ghost. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand and fumbles as he pulls up his pants.

Maximillian

“You have to go, Maya,” he says, voice low and urgent. “My pa’s going to come looking for me soon. I was supposed to be home already.”

“I’m going,” I tell him, but there’s a grin tugging at my lips I can’t quite suppress. The thrill still hums through me. My legs are still trembling a little. I smile at him before grabbing my dress and gliding it back over my body.

I see something, a flicker of movement beyond the window. Someone’s there. I freeze. My heart stutters when I recognize her.

“Lydia’s coming,” Max hisses, panic in his voice. “If she catches me—us—” He runs a hand through his hair, wild-eyed. “Oh, I don’t want to think about it. What have you done to me, Maya?”

“Pretty much the same thing you did to me, Max,” I say, though there’s a soft ache behind my smile. The Succubus Essence still hums under my skin and yet guilt prickles along my spine. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to cause trouble between you and Lydia.”

My pulse pounds as I hear her footsteps crunching up the hill.

Gods, what have I done?

I can still taste him on my lips, feel the pulse of his pleasure echoing in my own body. The ring glows faintly on my finger, a warmth that’s half shame, half satisfaction. I smooth my hair, steady my breath, and slip out the back door just as he opens the front to greet her.

I find a secluded clearing not far from home and activate the ring, the part that now grants me access to the Opal spells.

I sense something. Not a thing, I realize, but a her.

The ring feels alive.

And feminine.

As soon as that thought takes hold, the pleasure I’d just felt a short time ago crashes over me again, stronger this time. My knees give out, and I collapse onto a patch of soft grass, gasping. Waves of ecstasy roll through me, each one sharper, deeper, until I’m moaning helplessly, my body arching and twisting like a serpent in heat.

The pleasure builds and builds until I feel myself unraveling, flesh giving way to something radiant and unbound. For a heartbeat, I am pure energy, pure desire. This is what a succubus feels like, I think hazily, before the sensation peaks… and then explodes outward. The release tears through me, raw and blinding, and I feel the energy rip free from my body, funneled into the ring on my finger.

Then the energy slams back into me.

I gasp, my entire body arching as light floods my mind. Images, runes, and knowledge pour into me all at once. I can feel them taking root inside me, threading through muscle, bone, and mana lines until they’re as much a part of me as breath itself.

I know seven new spells, and it is like I have always known them: Mending Touch, Vitality Pulse, Bone Knit, Minor Healing Sphere, Soothing Mist, Somnolence, and Warding Glow.

Each one hums in the back of my thoughts, ready to answer my call.

When I finally manage to stand, my legs are trembling, my body tingling from the aftershocks of pleasure and revelation. The spells whisper to me like old friends, their effects clear in my mind.

Somnolence—the power to lull a group of monsters into deep, dreamless sleep.

Warding Glow—a radiant blessing that shields allies from poison, venom, and corruptive magic. The kind of ward that could have protected Timman from that cursed toad’s lust-inducing saliva.

I can feel the ring’s satisfaction pulsing against my finger, like a heartbeat in sync with my own. It’s not just an artifact.

She’s a partner—one that’s chosen me.

A few more castle runs and I’ll reach Topaz… and I’ll be able to access even more spells.

And the price is small, a woman says in my mind. Just your virginity. Make sure you don’t lose it, or give it up, until then… or you will find all my knowledge gone.


CHAPTER 3: TIMMAN

“You could’ve killed Jezzie!” Madam Rochelle shrieks, her voice sharp with fury.

“Yeah,” Jezzie rasps, the redhead’s voice cracked and hoarse. Her neck is covered with lovely bruises and angry red welts. “I like it rough just fine, and yeah, you paid extra silver, but you nearly killed me with that belt! Could’ve suffocated me.”

Women want to be dominated, the demoness had whispered in my ear. To be owned. Ruled. Most are dumb little bitches who don’t know what they crave until you show them.

“I was just giving her what she wanted,” I mutter. I still feel the belt in my hand, the leather cutting into my palm as I pull it tighter around her throat, driving into her from behind like a man possessed.

“You’re banned for a week,” Rochelle snaps.

“A week? For what?” I throw a few more silver coins on the table.

“For nearly killing me,” Jezzie spits, rising from the chaise, clutching a robe to her body. “You’re a sick bastard.”

“You’re a whore. That’s what you’re paid for.”

“Make it two weeks,” Rochelle barks. “If you don’t get the hell out right now, I’ll make sure every brothel in Unctal knows what you did to poor Jezzie.”

I don’t argue. I just shove the door open and stalk into the warm summer night, boots clapping hard against the dirt road.

“I can’t do what the Core wants,” I mutter aloud. “I can’t. It’s wrong.”

Even as I say it, my cock twitches in my pants. Fucking traitor.

I remember her—the demoness. At the end of the castle run, she’d pulled me from the others, teleporting me to a candlelit chamber that smelled of incense and sweat. There, she filled my mind with wicked, vivid images. Regina on all fours— her eyes vacant with pleasure— moaning as I bent her over and made her mine. Gwen, naked and flushed, begging for my cock like a wanton whore.

“I want that again,” I told the demoness. “I want power over women. Always.”

And you can have it, she had purred, her voice silk-laced with fire. The Ring of the Incubus. More potent than any elixir. A relic forged in sin itself. Slip it on, and women will crave you. Will surrender their mind, body, and soul to you. Their thighs will tremble when you are near them. Their nipples will stiffen at the sound of your voice. They’ll beg to serve, to please, and to be ruined by you. The higher rank you become… the more powerful the allure will be. You could have a harem of women whose only purpose is to adore and obey you.

“Give it to me…” I’d slurred, drunk on the vision.

Nothing is simply given, she whispered, licking her lips. What will you do to earn it?

“Anything,” I said. “I’ll do anything.”

Good, she cooed. My master requires a virgin girl of age delivered to him within thirty days. But not just untouched. A full virgin who has never used her hands or her mouth on a man. No experience at all. In fact, if you can bring him two, your reward will be even greater.

“What if they kissed a guy?” I asked, swallowing the rising guilt.

A kiss is fine, she said, her smile wicked. But if you can find one who hasn’t even done that… all the better.

She paused, tilted her head, eyes narrowing slightly.

Maya, she said, almost spitting the name. The healer? She cannot be one of them. The master has other plans for her.

With that, she opened her palm and showed me the Incubus ring—silver and cold as moonlight, crowned with a deep sapphire that pulsed faintly, like a heartbeat. I felt it calling to me, whispering promises of pleasure, power, and dominance. My fingers twitched with the need to possess it. The lure faded when she closed her palm over it.

I stood there trembling, staring at the demoness’s now-closed hand. What was the Dominion Lord’s plan for the virgins? To defile them? I didn’t think that was it. Sacrifice. A virgin sacrifice. I felt it in my soul.

And I knew it was wrong.

But my desire was stronger.

Stronger than guilt. Stronger than shame. Stronger than whatever pitiful scraps of morality I still clung to.

“Tell the Core,” I said, my voice low, steady, resolved, “I’ll bring him two virgins.”

A portal shimmered into existence before me, and my path lay bare.

I stepped through.

And I didn’t look back.

I had already had one virgin in mind. And she was close to home.


CHAPTER 4: MEMORY STONE

Kirsa

At last, it is just the Great Master and me alone in his throne room.

The same man who possessed me for so many years. I had been his sex slave… his cum slut… and he had been my cruel, loving master.

Being this close to him again… my cunt aches, slick and needy, remembering the way he used to take me in the mouth, my pussy, and mostly in my ass. Especially in those early days, when it was just the two of us.

He might try to dominate me again, especially once he hears what I’ve come to reveal. As much as I loved being his, and the whorish part deep inside of me wants to be his thrall once more, I cannot be. There is something I need to accomplish.

So, I will require an oath from him, one guaranteeing my safety.

Cruel or not, the Great Master has always been a man of his word.

“Great Master,” I say, letting the old title slip easily back into place. “Before we begin, I need your word, the same oath you gave me last time. Once our conversation is done, once I have told you what I need to, I will be free to leave this castle unharmed, mentally, physically, and spiritually. With no enchantments, charms, or geas placed upon me. No clever tricks. I leave in the same state as when I entered.”

He looks exactly as he did when I first met him two centuries ago: flowing black hair, eyes bluer than any sky, that same mischievous spark alive within them. His chiseled jaw and perfect cheekbones frame the dusting of scruff across his too-handsome face.

My nipples tighten. My pussy throbs.

Devils, I want to ride his cock all night.

But I can’t give in.

I need to stay in control.

Dominion Lord

“You dare to question me?” I growl. My voice echoes off stone and mortar. “I told you last time I’d let you leave here unscathed and unharmed once our discussion is over. And I keep my promises.”

“I’m aware of that,” she replies, unflinching. “Yet you twist the truth. For example, you said when our discussion is over. But you could decide it is not over. That it will not be over for years.”

She has me there. I was always a master manipulator of truth.

With her tousled brown hair, green eyes, and narrow, almost mousy face she looks like nothing remarkable at first glance. She’s short, barely five-foot-three. But the leather of her armor strains against her large breasts with every breath, like they’re desperate to be freed. I consider slicing open her shirt and bra just to see them.

“Not many would dare say that to my face,” I tell her. “Fine. Let’s say you may declare the conversation finished. Does that work for you?”

“Thank you, Great Master,” she says. “You will want to hear my story.”

“What makes you so sure?” I ask.

“You’ll find I’m not most people,” she answers evenly.

A flicker of anger cuts through me. Who does this slip of a girl think she is, speaking to me as if we are equals? Yet… there is something unusual about her. I sensed it when she first reached out to me weeks ago. Maybe it is because her soul overflows with a thousand Corruption points.

I smirk. “I’ve watched you. You’re quick with a blade. Deadly, even. I’ll grant you that. But why would I want to keep you here? You’re a plain little thing, and I have a harem of beauties, including a dark elf and a succubus.”

That’s when she smiles.

Not nervously, but smugly. The smile of someone who has been waiting for this exact moment… someone holding a secret she’s about to unleash. Just like that, I know I’m not speaking to a simple guard.

“They are beauties, especially Lilith. Yet you will soon find they cannot hold a candle to me.”

I laugh at that comment. No woman who has entered my castle yet has even come close to Lilith’s beauty.

“Let’s get to it then,” I say. “What is it you want to tell me?”

“I visited you dozens of times over the past hundred years, waiting for your return, Great Master.”

“A hundred years?” I blink. “How is that possible?”

“I will show you, but first, I need a promise.”

“I’ve already given you one,” I remind her sharply, my anger swelling.

“It is not you, Master. It is the High Mistress, Lady Lilith.”

“Lady Lilith,” I scoff. “There is nothing ladylike about her.”

“That’s what she made the others in your dark harem call her.”

“But not you.”

“Not me. She tried to kill me. Yet you intervened and cast me out, but not before she laid a geas upon me. One that would alert her to my return. And she swore by the dark gods she would kill me if I ever entered these halls again. I feel her curse deep in my bones.”

Now that intrigues me.

But another question still burns.

“You’ve been here before, several times. Yet Lady Lilith has not attacked you.”

“Tell me I am safe from her claws, and I will explain.”

“Lilith will bring you no permanent harm,” I declare. My will ripples through the castle. “Nor will anyone within my walls. Now speak.”

“I must show you, Great Master.”

Her body begins to change. Her frame lengthens, bones stretching, her presence blooming like a half-forgotten memory. She grows to nearly six feet. Her hips widen. Her shoulders straighten. Her mousy features melt away. Hair, like liquid gold, spills down her shoulders. Her brown eyes brighten to a deep, radiant blue that catches the torchlight.

The air hums around her, reality bending to her will.

She is one of the prettiest women I have ever seen, and I have seen many beautiful women in my time. She can even hold a candle to Lilith’s eldritch beauty.

“This,” she says, her voice now huskier, richer, “is the form you knew best. The one you preferred.”

“You’re a shapeshifter.”

“You!”

Lilith suddenly shrieks, her voice cutting through the walls of the castle. She had just begun flogging Little Bitch’s pussy.

I send out my will like a whip.

“Train my newest sluts,” I command. “Nothing else concerns you.”

“But Master. The shapeshifting cunt is dangerous!”

My will lashes out again, harder this time. Chains of magic slam around my impudent succubus, dragging her to her knees.

“Desire,” I say. “You know how to punish her. Do so.”

“Yes, Master.” Desire beams with cruel delight. She drops the ten-inch dildo she’s been deep-throating into Ass Licker’s mouth and crosses the room to retrieve a particular magical device, one I created for the sole purpose of disciplining my defiant succubus, who thrives on both receiving and inflicting pain.

“Can I pee on her first, Master?” Desire asks. “All over her face and down her throat?”

Well, that’s a new one—peeing.

“Sure. Go ahead,” I say.

The chains drag Lilith down to the floor, her legs and arms bound, her torso restrained.

“Do this, bitch, and I will fuck you with a hot poker in the ass… heal you… and then do it again… until you are a broken husk. Only Master can pee on me.”

“Now I can,” Desire says, squatting over her.

Desire and my other thralls do not need to eat or drink, nor do they need to use the bathroom. Corruption sustains them. But releasing a bit of Corruption, I fill her bladder almost to the point of bursting with urine.

Lilith will get her back later, and I am curious to see if she does, in fact, fuck Desire with a hot poker.

“Lilith,” I command, “keep your mouth open. Now get to it, Desire. Then, when you’re done, you will use the magic feather on her.”

“Please, Master,” Lilith whines.

Desire squats over Lilith’s mouth, lets out a long, satisfied “Ahhh,” and then begins to pee, a flood of urine pouring from her pussy straight down Lilith’s throat. It is even too much for the succubus who begins to gag as the inordinate amount pours into her mouth, spilling over her chin and down her tits.

“Keep your mouth open,” I command.

My will slams into the succubus without mercy.

In my mind, she answers immediately: Yes, Master. Though I would rather you pee on me.

I continue to watch. Golden showers have never really been my thing. This, however—watching Desire piss on her mistress, watching her overstep, and knowing the inevitable price she will pay for even suggesting it, that is a turn-on.

When she finishes, I speak again.

“That’s enough, Desire. Clean her up. Then move on to the real punishment.”

I let the silence stretch before continuing.

“And after that… Desire… why don’t you pee on the face of our newcomers as well. I think they will appreciate not being left out.”

Both of them have O-gags in their mouths and try to scream around them. Even though they are my thralls and bound to me—and will not fight what will happen to them—it still doesn’t mean they will like it all.

I turn my thoughts away from the visions in my dungeon and back toward Kirsa.

“Lilith is taken care of and will offer you no harm. Now speak.”

“I’m no mere shapeshifter, Great Master, but a changeling. One of the last of my kind—older even than the haughty high elves.”

I stare at her. In this form, she is almost celestial, like what I envision a Valkyrie looking like.

Memories strike me unbidden: this blonde goddess hunting me through a forest.

“How was I ever beyond these walls? Did my Core grow strong enough that my avatar could wander? Or did I come from the outside world? And there was a ruined castle,” I hear myself say as more memories slowly return.

“You were just a man then,” she whispers. “A great wizard. And yes, we entered a dark keep. But not just any castle, but Wraithold, where a vile and wicked core once ruled.”

A cold chill rolls through me.

“Wraithold,” I repeat the name.

“The Core housed a vile, hateful spirit who despised adventurers. Rumors say even the Assessors entered to destroy it, but only one escaped, her mind shattered beyond repair. After that, the entrance was sealed so none could enter.”

“Yet we did,” I say.

“We did, Great Master. And it changed everything.”

My past is still fractured, like shards of glass.

“Before I was the Corruption King… before I was Diamond Rank… I was something else. A mortal.”

“Flesh and blood,” she says softly. “But by no means a normal man.”

More images sear through me, not from this world, but Earth. Not modern Earth with flat screens and cars, but one far older, before even the telegraph.

A truth settles in my chest like iron: I was not always a Core. I was a man from Earth, thrust into this world.

“Tell me everything,” I command. “Leave nothing out.”

She reaches into her pocket and pulls out a green stone.

“What is that?” I demand, irritated by how familiar it feels, annoyed that the Corruption King first, and now Kirsa, knows more of my past than I do.

“It’s yours,” she says. “Your Memory Stone. And now that I return it, the geas you placed upon me is shattered.”

“Geas,” I mutter darkly.

“One that compelled me to retrieve this stone soon after your destruction a hundred years ago.”

I stare at the stone, then extend my hand. Even with my memories fractured, I know this much: I was not a being who felt fear often. Yet dread curls cold and deep in my stomach.

Fuck that. I am not a sniveling woman, but a Ruby Rank castle Core.

I steel myself, take the green stone, and enclose it in my fist. The walnut-sized stone is rough and warm.

Pain explodes through my hand as the stone spins like a drill bit, burrowing into my flesh. It feels like fire, like molten iron eating into bone. But there’s no universe in which I cry out—not in front of Kirsa, and certainly not inside my own castle with my thralls around.

The pain stops abruptly.

The world floods with green light.

A force seizes me, pulls me backward through time, and I am wrenched out of the present and into the past.


CHAPTER 5: ARRIVAL

Riley Sampson

Nude women, one sluttier and more whorish than the next, dangle from chains around me, moaning and wailing, their sweat gleaming in the torchlight. Across the chamber, a red-haired girl thrusts her fist, and half her forearm, into the ass of a blonde locked into stocks, while a raven-haired waif paddles the pale flesh of a dark-skinned beauty who cries out in a delirious blend of pain and pleasure. The air hums. It’s alive, thick and vibrating with lust and incense, an orchestra of erotic torment.

I sit on my throne of black stone, flesh slick with sweat, the heavy scent of arousal coiling around me like smoke. Three women kneel before me, taking turns with their lips and tongues on my cock. Their slurping and sucking sounds mingle with the crack of whips, endless sighs, and loud gasps.

“Ahhhhhhh,” I moaned out pleased.

I grab the back of one girl’s head. Her name is Whore or Slut or Cum Dumpster or Dumb Bitch—one of a hundred other names I have given these women. Really, the names are all interchangeable. I drive myself deep into Whore’s—or Dumb Bitch’s—throat. She gags, eyes watering, while the other girls giggle. One of them grabs her head, holding it in place as I thrust harder and deeper down her worthless throat. The tension inside me coils tighter, rising like a storm.

Then lightning strikes. Literally. Bursting through a pane of stained glass and striking my chest.

It detonates through me—cock, balls, spine—every nerve exploding in white fire. My vision flares, streaks of brilliance tearing through my skull.

The chamber shatters, spinning apart into shards of blinding light. My throne vanishes beneath me. I fall. Hurtling through endless black.

Wind howls angrily around me as I plummet. Below me, I see the ground rushing toward me. I wait for the pain as my body strikes the ground.

I hit it…

There is a moment of blackness, and when vision returns, I am on a dirt road, gasping, naked, and shivering. A cold, savage wind howls across my skin; flecks of ice sting like glass; the air burns in my lungs when I breathe.

Ahead of me, faint and trembling, a glow pierces the dark. Instinct tells me that safety lies there.

Every step is agony, my bare feet crunching into frost-crusted ground. The wind claws at me until I can’t even feel it. My joints lock, my teeth chatter uncontrollably, but still I push forward. I refuse to falter.

Hesitation is for the weak.

And weakness is something I don’t allow in myself.

I reach the glowing light. It’s a door, and I step through it.

Warmth crashes over me as I enter a bar filled with woodsmoke, ale, chatter, and laughter. A hearth fire blazes. Faces turn as I collapse onto the tavern floor, naked and disheveled.

I try to speak, to ask where I am, but sound won’t come.

Questions pepper my mind. What was that chamber? Who were those women? I know only this: they belonged to me somehow. They were my thralls. My loving slaves. When I reach for the memory, my skull shrieks with pain. I clutch my head. And how am I somewhere else now—In a tavern? And I’m not on Earth. I know that much as well.

The only thing I recall for certain is my name: Riley Sampson.

Even that feels hollow. Empty. A label without a life attached. It tells me nothing of who I am or what force dragged me into this frozen hell.

A man approaches with gray hair, silver eyes, and wearing a white robe. His voice is calm and his hand gentle on my shoulder.

“I will clear your muddled mind, friend.”

The moment his hand makes contact, it feels like I have been touched with an electrical charge, and agony detonates through my skull. Memories claw at me, frantic and vicious, trying to break free but refusing to surface. The cleric, for that is what this man is, pushes deeper, his words vibrating with power that grinds straight through my nerves. The pain becomes blinding.

My body reacts before thought.

My hand shoots up and clamps around his throat. Then I hurl him across the room with unnatural strength. He crashes into a table, sending mugs, plates, and half a dozen startled patrons flying.

Gasps choke the air. Before silence falls heavy, like the lid of a coffin shutting.

Four figures rise from the crowd.

Not all of them are human. Yet I know what races and classes they are.

Have I been to this world before?

Or has this knowledge been imparted to me?

More questions I don’t have answers to.

The first creature is an orc. He’s a mountain of muscle and barely contained wrath. He cracks his neck and stalks toward me, murder bright in his eyes.

Something ancient stirs in my blood.

I meet his gaze and raise my hand. Not to defend myself. Defense has never been my first instinct. Violence and domination rise first, always.

I only trust people I control completely.

The air ripples around my palm.

Lightning erupts from my hand, lancing across the room and striking the orc square in the chest. He flies backward, smashing through a line of tables, splinters and ale exploding around him.

The entire tavern freezes.

An exotic, dark-skinned woman with pointed ears lunges at me next, her twin obsidian blades flashing like a moonless night.

“Charm,” I whisper. The word spills from my lips unbidden, but it carries power.

Her violet eyes widen and go blank, then fill with obedience.

She is mine.

At least for the time being.

“Slaughter those who would harm me,” I command.

She moves instantly, a shadow with purpose.

In a heartbeat, she slits the orc’s throat. Blood arcs across the floor. A man in a gleaming breastplate rises, claymore drawn, but she is already in front of him, her serrated daggers plunging into his eyes. He crashes to the floor, the sound of metal clanging and echoing.

A woman with a gaunt face, dressed in a silver robe, acts next. She flings out her hand. A black miasma curls outward like starving smoke.

It washes toward me and then it bends, diverting around me as if hitting an invisible barrier. The rot sweeps outward, hungry for life.

Three young women sitting by the hearth scream as the magic reaches them. Their skin shrivels, their hair bleaches white, and then they crumble into dust.

The woman who cast the dark spell falters. Horror dawns on her face, but far too late.

The assassin is already on her.

Her daggers plunge into her chest and stomach a dozen times before she can fully register that death is upon her. Her body drops too, blood and guts spilling from her.

For a moment, the crackle of the hearth is the only sound.

Then the tavern erupts.

Tables overturn, mugs shatter, and the air fills with the scent of blood, spilled mead, smoke, and terror. Patrons scream, stampede toward the door, trample each other in blind panic. The door bursts open, and they flood into the frozen night, their cries echoing down the street.

Through it all, the dark-skinned woman stands still amid the carnage. Her blades drip red. Her breath is steady, disciplined.

My gaze lands on her.

She turns, lowers herself to one knee, head bowed, body trembling with the need to serve.

Her voice is soft, and reverent.

“Master.”

Kirsa

“What is it, Great Master?” I ask as his bright blue eyes open.

He stares down at his palm where the gem had rested moments before. “I was there,” he murmurs. “I was Riley Sampson. I suppose I still am, though none will ever call me that again.”

When Master’s gaze lifts to meet mine, the sheer weight of it drives me to my knees. I feel him inside my mind again. His presence is quiet and deliberate, slipping through the corners of my thoughts. I can feel his power moving through me like silk-covered steel, testing and searching for deceit. I remind myself of the bargain. Once our conversation is complete, once I have told him what I must, I will leave his castle unharmed in mind, body, and spirit.

“Yes,” he says aloud. His voice echoes faintly inside my skull, as if he is answering both my words and my thoughts. “You will leave unharmed.”

His eyes sharpen. “You speak the truth, Kirsa. Though I felt it. That is not even your real name.”

A sudden pull twists deep within my mind, stirring memories I have tried to bury. He smiles slightly, as though savoring the discovery.

“Kirsa is the name you have used during these past few years. There were others before it. Darling. Constance. Demi. I knew you as Justine at first, and then later Cum Lover and Titty Fuck. I ultimately honored you with a new name, Domina, when you became the High Mistress of my first harem.”

“Yes, before the succubus arrived, I was your High Mistress who trained the girls of your dark harem.”

His blue eyes fix on me. “Strip, Kirsa—Domina. When I open my eyes again, I want the first thing I see to be you on your knees, ready to service me like you did in the past.”

He closes his eyes once more.

I am a fool, of course. Ordering me to strip— to bare myself in front of Master – will not cause me any harm. And Master will not be going against the pact that we made. In fact, except when I was killing for Master centuries back, I was entirely nude – the way that Master preferred me. And part of me is still that girl from all those years past.

My hands begin to move without hesitation. I step out of my boots and slowly unclasp each piece of armor until they lay in a pile on the floor. Within half a minute, I am completely naked and kneeling, waiting for the Great Master to open his eyes again. The thought of his gaze alone makes my body tremble, and warmth begins to spread between my thighs.

Riley Sampson

“Take me somewhere safe,” I command the assassin.

I know she’s a dark elf, though I can’t say how. The knowledge sits in my mind like an old truth rediscovered. The Charm spell still coils around her thoughts, silky but thinning, her arrogant will tugging faintly against my control.

“This way, Master,” she purrs. Her voice is smooth and husky.

She turns, not toward the front door where the survivors fled screaming, but toward the kitchen. I follow her, naked, my cock swinging with each step, my skin still slick with the tavern’s heat. My gaze drinks in every line of her lithe body.

She is exquisite. Skin like dusky silver beneath the torchlight. Hair black as a starless sky, braided loosely down her spine. Leather molded tight to her curves, laced so the narrowness of her waist and the perfect roundness of her hips and ass are unmistakable.

She moves like a predator made of silk.

“If you’re leading me into danger,” I say quietly, “you’ll die screaming. I promise you.”

She glances back with a faint, knowing smile. “I’ve spent a lot of time in this inn, Master. My kind are drawn to places beneath the earth, dark, hidden realms where the light fears to tread. There are caverns below this city… and one lies beneath this tavern.”

She slides her hand along a section of stone near a stack of barrels. A soft click echoes, and a narrow passage yawns open, exhaling cool, stale air.

“Below,” she says. “These tunnels have served me well.”

I step in behind her, the darkness swallowing us immediately. Dripping water echoes around us. Her eyes gleam faintly violet as she leads the way with absolute certainty.

I mutter a spell that rises from instinct, Fire Eyes. My vision ignites red and gold. The blackness dissolves, replaced by a world of sharp edges and glowing heat.

“Lead on,” I tell her. “And pray to your shadow gods that I find no betrayal waiting below.”

The passage twists downward in uneven spirals. The air thickens with the scent of damp earth. Cold creeps into my bones. Drips of water echo like whispers from somewhere deep.

I am cold and damp, and my cock has shriveled embarrassingly from the chill.

I walk close behind the dark elf, my enhanced sight cutting through the murk. Crimson ore veins pulse faintly in the walls, as if the stone itself bleeds.

“How far do these tunnels go?” I ask.

“They run beyond the city walls, into the Southern Woods.”

Her movements remain graceful, even mesmerizing, as the path narrows. Her hips sway hypnotically, her leather armor whispering with every step.

We trudge for nearly an hour before the tunnel widens into a cavern vast enough to swallow a cathedral. The cold deepens, sinking into me until my breath hangs in pale clouds.

Then, almost desperately, I glance at the faint glyphs flickering across my vision. One glows softly.

Arcane Robe.

“Damn it,” I mutter. The spell has been sitting there the entire time, buried among the abilities I haven’t sorted through.

I focus on the glyph and whisper the command.

Heat floods through me as red light coils around my body. Threads of fire spin themselves into fabric, heavy crimson robes wrapping over my shoulders like molten silk. Runes flicker along the hem, moving like embers drifting on air. Thick warm boots envelope my feet.

Warmth envelopes me instantly.

I tug the robe’s edge. It is a perfect fit, as if stitched by the unseen hands of a master tailor. For the first time since waking, I almost feel like a sorcerer out of legend.

The elf glances back at me, shock flickering across her face at my new garb. “Beyond this cavern lie the old catacombs. From there we’ll find a way to the surface.”

I nod, though unease prickles at the back of my mind. The air changes. It feels charged, almost alive. My senses sharpen, my awareness turning razor keen.

Then I sense it.

My Charm spell snaps. It is like a violent recoil, as if a cord stretched too tight finally breaking. The backlash slams into my chest, stealing my breath. My vision flares white, and when it clears, the weight of my control is gone.

The dark elf freezes, then slowly turns, her face unreadable in the shifting light.

Our eyes meet, no longer master and thrall, but predator and prey. Which is which has yet to be determined.

“Well,” she purrs, her lips curving into the faintest smile. “Your charm has worn off… Master.” She says the last word mockingly.

I tense, my power humming beneath my skin. “So it seems,” I reply. I can’t use Charm on her again due to a cooldown that restricts repeated use on the same person within a week.

The dark elf lunges, twin obsidian daggers flashing. I answer with instinct more than thought. Energy erupts from my hands, serpentine streams of light coiling around her limbs. They constrict, twisting until she gasps and freezes mid-strike. The bonds shimmer, alive and pulsing with my will.

“You see?” I taunt. “I can control every part of you.”

I shape the end of one coil with deliberate slowness, and the dark elf’s breath catches. Two tendrils tug at her leather pants and the thong beneath; soon both lie on the damp cavern floor. Then a single glowing tendril twists and solidifies into the shape of a phallus. It is long, thick, and veined.

Her lips tremble. “Please—”

I respond with a toothy smile. The coil slithers forward like a serpent, not toward her pussy as she expects. Instead, its tip presses against the tight ring of her ass.

She tries to twist away, but the bindings of dark light hold her motionless. The tendril presses harder, forcing her open inch by inch.

“Please,” she gasps.

“If you insist,” I say softly.

The pain comes sharp and searing, like molten iron poured into her flesh. She screams, her voice cracking, tears streaking down her dusky cheeks.

But I am not done. When the coil buries itself fully within her, it pulses.

She convulses. A tremor races through her, pleasure tangled with agony as the rhythm of the energy cock sends waves rippling up through her body, teasing her clit. Her body betrays her.

“Please,” she begs again, though I’m not sure whether she’s pleading for more pleasure or more pain.

“If you insist,” I murmur, mocking her tone. “But first, so no one hears you scream.”

Another coil shapes into a phallus and lifts from the air, gliding toward her face. She clenches her jaw tight, glaring up at me, but the cock stuffed in her ass releases a brutal electrical shock that arcs through every nerve. She cries out, her mouth opening, and the waiting tendril plunges between her lips.

The cock in her mouth feels real. I made it warm, flesh-like, and salty. It fills her mouth and presses deep into her throat until she gags. It moves with a slow, possessive rhythm, giving her barely enough time to breathe before thrusting again.

I crouch before her and slide two fingers between her soaked thighs, the touch casual and confident. “So wet,” I tease. “Tell me, darkling, what excites you more? The pain? Or that I control every breath that leaves your body?”

When she doesn’t answer, I grip her chin hard, forcing her to look at me. “You will always answer me, or you will be punished. Now. Do you like me controlling you?”

She nods quickly, her body trembling.

The energy cock pulses again inside her ass, and a ripple of sensation rolls through her, tightening around her clit. She whimpers, helplessly close to release.

“How about this?” I ask, seizing her nipples between my fingers and twisting them cruelly. She screams into the coil in her mouth. Tears stream from her eyes, and the sight makes me smile. “You like the pain, don’t you?”

She hesitates, defying me. Then the shaft in her ass explodes with another charge of energy. Every muscle in her body arches and spasms, the agony almost divine. When it passes, she is left panting and shuddering, her eyes wild.

She nods quickly, broken.

“Do you want to cum, little slut? I’ll only ask once.”

She nods frantically. The once proud assassin who would now give me anything—gold, blood, her soul—for carnal release.

My fingers circle her clit, slow and deliberate, while the coils pulse in perfect rhythm. Her body goes taut as a drawn bowstring. A scream tears from her throat as an orgasm crashes through her, wave after wave of unbearable pleasure. The sound is barely muffled by the cock still fucking her mouth.

When the spasm finally fades a minute later, she slumps in the bindings, trembling. The coil slides from her ass with a slick sound, leaving her aching and empty. The one in her mouth withdraws as well, leaving a string of drool glistening down her chin.

“Would you like to feel that again?” I ask.

Her head rolls toward me, eyes glassy, breath trembling.

“Yes…” she whispers.

“Then give yourself to me,” I murmur, my voice low and resonant in the cavern air. “Completely. And you’ll feel it again and again.”

“Give… myself?” she breathes.

“My thrall.”

“Your… thrall?” she echoes.

I touch her clit just enough to send a surge of power through my fingertips. It isn’t pain. It isn’t even pleasure. It is surrender—pure and primal—flowing straight into her like a command written into her bones.

She screams beautifully, her body arching against the glowing coils that hold her suspended. Light ripples over her skin like wildfire.

“Yes!” she cries. “Yes! I want you to be my Master!”

A slow smile curls across my lips.

The coils loosen and slip away, dissolving into soft mist. She collapses onto the cold ground, trembling, her breaths shallow, her hair clinging to her damp skin.

Power gathers around me, responding to her oath, reshaping itself. I feel it tightening in the air, dense and electric. The cavern seems to hold its breath.

She looks down.

Bands of light materialize from the shadows. They slip around her wrists and ankles, cool and soft at first, then solidifying with a faint metallic hiss.

Blackened steel, etched with glowing runes.

The runes on her new manacles pulse in time with her heartbeat.

I look down at her, claiming her with my gaze long before I touch her.

“There,” I say softly, my voice carrying through the cavern like a verdict, a promise, and a vow. “Now you belong to me.”

Her lips part. A shiver rolls through her entire body. “Yes, Master. I belong to you.”

Dominion Lord

I was there. Back in the past as Riley Sampson.

“The dark elf. The assassin,” I say to Kirsa. “I don’t even know her name yet.”

“She was your thrall,” she says.

“Yes.”

My gaze drifts downward to Kirsa—Domina—my changeling servant. Blonde now, my favored form, it seems. Her hair spills in soft waves over bare shoulders. Her hips are subtle and inviting. Her perfect, pert breasts rise with each quickened breath as she kneels before me.

Desire coils low in my body.

“I will take you in this form before you leave unharmed and unmarred today,” I tell her, my voice rich with promise. “But first, there is something I have wanted to do since the moment you first stepped into my castle after I awoke. I want you back in the body I am familiar with since my return—as simply Kirsa, the guardswoman.”

Her shape alters, and within seconds she returns to the petite but busty, mousy-faced guard with long brown hair. Her head lifts slightly. “What is it you wanted to do, Great Master? Fuck my mouth, my ass, or my worthless pussy, as you always called it?”

With a thought, my pants dissolve into nothing. Her eyes widen in anticipation, excitement, and lust. Her skin flushes faintly, her breath catching at the sight of my power more than anything else.

And then she tests me.

“What if I chose not to, Great Master?” she asks quietly, searching my face.

I smile.

“I will not force you,” I say. My voice is calm, steady as a blade. “But you call me Great Master…”

I crouch before her, lifting her chin with a fingertip.

“…so am I not still that? Has the passage of time changed that?”

Her pupils dilate. Heat rolls off her. She trembles, not with fear, but with the thrill of the game she is trying to play.

“Don’t you want to please your Master?” I ask, my thumb brushing her lower lip.

Kirsa’s breath shivers. Her knees press together in a small, helpless motion, and she swallows as if her throat has forgotten how to work.

“I…” Her voice falters. “I do, Great Master. I want to please you. I always have. But I cannot.”

Her gaze lifts, guilt and longing twisting together.

“Not only was there a geas placed upon me that would alert the succubus the moment I returned… but she placed a second, more powerful one on me. If any of my forms ever please you again, my heart will explode in my chest.”

Her fear radiates like heat.

But so does her desire.

I reach outward with my will again, letting it roll through the chamber like a dark tide.

Lilith is nearly comatose in the training room, slumped and shuddering. Desire has been using the magic feather on her, the one flaw written into all succubi: the unbearable torment of being tickled.

Even demons have weaknesses.

And it pleases me to exploit them.

“Enough, Desire,” I say, projecting authority. My will snaps across the room like a whip.

Desire instantly withdraws the feather.

“Wake her up,” I command. “Perhaps with the two-piece strap-on. And once she’s lucid, send her here. She’s keeping me from painting Kirsa’s plain-looking face with my cum.”

“Yes, Master,” Desire answers, always eager and obedient. The strap-on materializes around her hips with a pulse of magic, double-ended and heavy.

My chains respond to my intent with a soft metallic hiss. They shift and reconfigure around Lilith, bending her almost fully forward, legs forced wide by a spreader bar locked to the floor rings. Two more chains coil around her wrists and pull her arms down, dragging her posture into perfect, helpless exposure.

Her ass and pussy lift toward Desire like an offering.

“Good,” I murmur.

But I am not quite done.

The two dildos on the strap-on grow—thicken—veins pulsing with an inner glow. Then a faint electrical hum crackles along their surface.

I grin.

That will rouse even Lilith. A few kilowatts of electricity up her butt and pussy.

I look back down at Kirsa.

Her eyes are wide, frightened… but hopeful.

“It will return soon,” I tell her, brushing a thumb along her cheek. “So while we wait…”

I tilt her chin up so she cannot look away.

“Let me go back into the past. I am…very curious.”

Her breath catches, her pulse fluttering like a trapped bird beneath my fingers.

She whispers, “Yes, Great Master.”

And I dive again into memory.


CHAPTER 6: DARK HAREM

Riley Sampson

“It hurts so good, Master,” the slender dark elf moans, her voice breaking in that delicious way I’ve come to crave. I don’t know whether it’s my cock buried in her ass or the sharp kiss of the switch striping her silver skin that makes her moan. And I don’t care.

What matters is the sound she makes.

The way her body trembles for me.

The crack of the switch splits the air again, wet and hot, and the shiver that runs up her spine excites me more than any pleading ever could.

“Take my cock,” I growl, thrusting deeper into her tight, welcoming body. “All of it.”

She gasps, her voice high, trembling, and needy. She told me her name once, and I remember it now: Orlissa.

The farmhouse we claimed carries the scent of smoke, dust, and domestic life.

My hand slides down and around her thigh, fingertips brushing between her legs. I let a spark of magic slip out. It dances across her clit, and her whole body seizes beautifully, trembling uncontrollably.

Gods, that’s perfect.

I call up the shifting, luminous menu of my abilities, the strange new powers that came with my awakening. Two disciplines stand before me, one to destroy and one to control.

The destruction spells thrum beneath my skin like a storm waiting to break, raw force begging to be unleashed. When I brush the edge of them, the power snarls. Telekinesis crackles like invisible claws ready to tear a body apart. Mind Grip coils like a hand poised to crush a skull or spirit. Shock Bolt spits lightning through my veins, eager to leap.

And then there are the spells of fire: Infernal Flame, Balefire, Burning Cloud, and countless more.

All of it pulses with the same purpose—to destroy.

These spells are not for my sex slaves.

It is the other school of magic that is made for domination and control: Incubus.

Where Destruction magic is a shout, Incubus magic is a whisper. A breath against the ear. A hand sliding slowly down a spine. When I access it, it opens like a secret door inside my mind, warm and dark and intimate. It shows me my thrall’s limits, her cravings, and best of all, her fears… how to push this dark beauty to her limit… and then beyond it.

It lets me feel what she aches for before she even knows it herself. The spells include Charm and Suggestion. But the ones I like best are Permanent Bond and Enslave.

One spell, Carnal Lust, amplifies a woman’s pleasure, turning every shiver, every moan, every breath into an offering she makes to me.

“More, Master,” the dark elf begs. “Hurt me so good.”

I smile.

Her wish is my command, so I infuse the switch with a bit of power, increasing the pain.

“Dark gods,” the dark elf gasps beneath me, her voice a trembling ribbon of pleasure and pain woven together exactly the way she craves.

I smile and bring the switch down again, watching the sharp red bloom across her silver skin. The sound makes my cock throb inside her.

“Master… Master…” she whimpers, hips pressing back against me. “Please, Master—”

“Please what?” I murmur, though I already know. My Incubus magic lets me feel the shape of her desire before she speaks it.

“Can I come?” she begs. “Please?”

“You really are an ass slut if fucking you there is about to make you come,” I say.

“Yes, Master. I am an ass slut. Your devoted ass whore.”

I thrust balls-deep a few more times.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMM!” she moans.

“I’ll say when.”

I grip her hips, and drive into her harder, deeper, exactly the way she wants me to. Her body tightens around me.

When my own climax surges, hot and unstoppable, I growl, “Now. Come for me, my lovely slave.”

Her body convulses beneath me, magic sparking between us, her pleasure amplified by the Carnal Lust spell humming under her skin. She cries out as she releases, trembling violently, and I finish with a final thrust. I pull out and bring the switch down once more, hard enough to break the skin.

“Yes, Master,” she pants, bliss-drunk and shaking.

I look down at her, sweat-slick and perfect. “You’ve pleased me,” I say. “So I’ll give you a gift. A new name.”

She starts to speak, perhaps to give me her old one, though she knows by now it doesn’t matter. She’s not who she was. She doesn’t belong to that life or that name.

“From now on,” I say, “your name is Ecstasy.”

“Thank you for the wonderful name, Master,” she says, her voice trembling with genuine joy.

“Now, Ecstasy. I will only say this once, and you will be punished severely if you forget. You will always clean off my cock after it’s been in your ass or pussy. Now get down on your knees and clean me off.”

She drops to her knees, and within a second her mouth gobbles up my semi-erect cock. Her tongue slithers and slurps around my shaft. Soon I am rock hard again. And since my cock is already buried in her mouth, I figure I should make further use of it than just as a washing machine.

I grab the back of her head and start to mouth-bang her. She chokes and gags around it.

“Take it all,” I rasp. Then, for added measure, I thrust in balls-deep, my cock buried in her throat. I take two knuckles and press them over her nostrils. A little breath play is always fun—for me, at least.

She tries to push away, her hands braced against my thighs. I just grab her harder.

“I own every breath you take,” I say. “And I won’t let you die. Not today.”

She gets the hint and moves her hands away.

“I didn’t tell you to stop moving your tongue.”

Her tongue starts to move. My magic tells me when it is too much, when she needs to take a breath, to suck in some life-giving air.

She starts to shake, and I can tell she’s struggling. She wants to raise her hands again to push away from me… but she doesn’t. Just when she’s on the edge of passing out, I move my knuckles, and she drags in air through her nostrils. I grab her head with both hands and skull fuck her savagely.

“That’s it,” I growl as my cum explodes, squirting into the back of her throat. I feel it move and vibrate as she swallows. I finally pull out, spittle and drool pouring from her mouth.

“Get dressed. We’re leaving,” I say.

“Yes, Master,” she responds, still winded from the savage blowjob.

She turns toward the other room. The farmer is awake now, his eyes wide, bloodshot, and haunted. His wife lies bound beside him, their children clinging to her, half-asleep and terrified. The floor reeks of piss.

Ecstasy glances at them. “What of them, Master?”

“Leave them be.” I’m no saint, but some lines aren’t worth crossing, like murdering an innocent family. I took their silver, food, and clothes.

Killing them would be pointless.

By the time they break free, we’ll be miles gone.

We step into the morning chill and follow the dirt road north.

“Granalyn is a day’s travel,” the dark elf says softly. “A great ocean city. Ships leave daily for ports up and down the coast, Master.”

We walk most of the morning. The road is a scar of packed dirt winding through rolling fields, the sky swollen gray with the threat of rain. Ecstasy stays close behind me, her steps light, her hood pulled low. Every time I slow, her eyes flick up to me, awaiting instruction.

“Granalyn should be beyond the ridge,” she says. “We’ll reach it by dusk if we keep this pace.”

“Good,” I say. “Once we reach it, we’ll need new clothes and more coin. A real bed, too.”

She smiles faintly.

We pass between two stands of oak, and that’s when the world goes still.

A warning prickles through me.

Then I hear the sound of hooves.

Ten riders spill out from the trees, fanning across the road in a practiced arc. Their silver armor gleams even under the gloom; their horses are war-bred, thick with muscle. Mud rises as they close in.

Seven riders keep their helmets on. Two don’t.

An older man with iron-gray hair, authority carved into every line of his face.

And beside him, a striking young woman with cropped black hair and emerald eyes. Her sword hand is steady, her posture regal. I can tell she is highborn and well bred.

“Move aside,” I say flatly to the riders.

One rider wears travel-stained robes instead of armor. A wizard. “It is them, Princess.”

“Princess,” I mumble, already liking the idea of defiling a princess.

The young woman speaks. “You will come with us and face judgment.”

“For what crime?” I ask.

Two guards dismount, cudgels in hand.

Fools.

They think they’ll knock me unconscious with a couple of sticks.

“There is nowhere to go,” she says calmly, her voice cold as winter.

“I’ll ask once more. For what crime am I being accosted?”

But Ecstasy already knows what’s coming. In a blink, she’s behind the wizard, up on the horse, her knife pressed to his throat.

“Your men move closer to Master,” she hisses, “and I’ll slice your little wizard’s throat up.”

I glance at the two soldiers with clubs. My voice becomes steel. “I am not a man who asks a third time. Before your wizard dies, and the rest of you join him, what crime are we accused of?”

“The death of a noble woman at the Happy Stag in Longmeadow,” the wizard blurts.

“Then there’s no need for violence.” I spread my hands, unnervingly casual. “I didn’t kill her. Neither did Ecstasy. A necromancer did, and neither of us is a necromancer. In fact, Ecstasy did you a favor and killed her. So we’ve already done your job for you.”

I nod once at Ecstasy. She pulls back her blade and springs down, walking back to my side.

“By the Gods of Light, Mistress,” the wizard sputters.

“What is it?” the Princess demands, losing a sliver of calm.

“He is Garnet, and she is Onyx,” the wizard says, his voice trembling.

A flood of knowledge sears through my mind—the Ten Paths of Power: Opal, Topaz, Ruby, Emerald, Amethyst, Onyx, Garnet, Pink Diamond, Blue Diamond, and White Diamond.

Each new rank is not a small step in power… but a leap.

I grin when the Princess pales. She just realized I’m not a common fugitive.

But I also know this truth: there are three ranks above Garnet.

If I let her ride back now, she’ll return with a hundred soldiers and a dozen mages, some nearly as strong as I am. Some possibly Diamond Rank.

So I reach inward and touch the Incubus bond linking me to Ecstasy. A telepathic command slides into her mind like a blade slipping into a sheath.

Kill the mage.

I’ll take the rest.

The woman lives.

Selene Braunhaus

I am Amethyst rank, just like Radic, our mage. In most cases, that rank alone should be enough to subdue any common, or even most uncommon, man or monster.

But not this time.

The man standing before us radiates daunting power. It thrums in the air like pressure on my lungs, heavy enough to feel, and thick enough to taste. He isn’t just strong. He is Garnet Rank, bordering on Diamond.

Garnet Rank means he could break a battalion. For the first time in my life, I feel cold fear. I have fought legions of orcs and even delved into a haunted tomb ruled by a great demi-lich, yet the fear I feel now eclipses all of that.

My father sent us to uncover who the nude stranger at the inn was, the one who caused all the trouble, and then to subdue him and the dark elf in his company. I wanted to be the one to bring him answers.

The assassin moves before I even register the motion. One heartbeat Radic is beside me, drawing breath to cast a spell. The next, his throat opens under a tar-black blade. Blood sprays across my cheek, hot and metallic, and Radic collapses without a sound.

I freeze.

I can’t move.

I can’t breathe.

The man turns toward my guards as if he’s bored, as if they’re an inconvenience he’s already dismissed.

He raises a hand.

“Chain Lightning.”

He says it casually. Almost lazily.

The world erupts.

Blinding white arcs explode between my men, striking first one knight, then another, then another. They convulse in perfect unison, screams torn from their throats as metal sizzles and flesh chars. The air fills with ozone and melting steel. The ground shakes under the force of the spell.

And then there is deathly, heavy silence.

My father’s soldiers. My escort. Gone in heartbeats.

I stare at the smoldering shapes of men who would have died for me, who did die for me, and all the courage I pretended to have evaporates.

My mouth opens, but nothing comes out. My throat is ash.

I came here to find answers.

And I have them, it seems.

Yet some questions are best left unanswered.

Dominion Lord

“That was… odd,” I murmur, feeling the pull of the Memory Stone fade as I return to the present.

Kirsa kneels before me, nude and motionless, her eyes lowered in devotion.

“What is odd, Great Master?” she asks softly. “Perhaps I can assist you, as I did when I was your first mistress.”

“In a moment,” I say, spreading out my will to check on my thralls.

“Oh yes, yes, yes…” Lilith screams as Desire continues to thrust both dildos into her ass and pussy. There is a puddle of water beneath her, and I know that she has already come at least half a dozen times.

“Enough fun you two,” I say.

Desire pulls out at my command. My chains uncoil and Lilith is free.

“Remove the other compulsion, my pet,” I order Lilith. “And do it now.”

Lilith wants to say something to me. I sense it. But she knows if she does I will have Desire tickle her for a full day… or I withhold my cock from her for a week… or forbid her from orgasming. All of which would be torturous to the pain loving demoness.

I feel Lilith release her will, and the compulsion falls away like air.

“You two, back to training Ass Licker and Little Bitch.” I can sense Lilith’s anger at Desire. The fact that she was following my commands is irrelevant.

“Now you assist me,” I say to Kirsa. My fingers brush her brown hair, forcing her to look up at me. I grab the back of her head and thrust my cock into her mouth. “Ah… this will help the old synapses to click.” I guide myself in and out. She begins to twirl her tongue like a good girl… and even hums a bit… sending vibrations racing along my cock.

“I understand why the Memory Stone allowed me to see Riley’s memories,” I say aloud. “Because they are my own. But then… and this is odd, Kirsa…” I am going to say more but I’m starting to get into a rhythm as I mouth fuck her. I shove in as far as I can… my tip hitting her throat, her nose pushed against my flesh, and my balls plush against her chin. She is doing a swallowing motion… massaging my cock with her throat. But I also know she can’t breathe… and I had made a promise that she would leave uninjured... so I say, “I’m going to move my hands. Let's see how much you loved and worshipped your Great Master in the past.”

She sucks in air. A flood of drool drips down from her mouth. She wraps it around her finger and pushes it back into her mouth. She lowers her mouth and continues to suck me off, one of her hands stroking my balls and the other rubbing up along my stomach.

“This Selene chick must become my thrall,” I say. Kirsa turns her eyes towards me and with a mouth full of cock says, “Yes, Master.”

She continues to blow me. “And I guess because she becomes my thrall like Ecstasy did, that I was connected to her and gained access to her memories— and that is why I was able to see through her eyes.”

She bobs her head, making slurping sounds. She squeezes and fondles my balls, and I can feel the pressure building. “I’ve wanted to do mouth bang you since you first entered my castle. Now, keep your eyes open,” I command.

I pull my cock just in time as streams of cum explode in thick viscous jets. She is a good whore and keeps her eyes wide open and doesn’t even flinch.

“Thank you, Great Master,” she says, when I am done, her entire face coated in my jizz.

“You look beautiful with a face full of my cum.”

I snap my fingers and Desire appears, she has a riding crop in her hand that she was about to strike Little Bitch with. But that will have to wait.

“Clean up her face. And then return to what you were doing,” I command.

“Yes, Master,” Desire says as she licks a glob of cum from Kirsa’s face.

With that, I slip back into the Memory Stone.

Riley Sampson

The mage topples from his horse, blood bursting in a bright arc from the severed artery in his neck. My lightning spell still crackles in the air, fading into the heavy silence that follows death. The armored soldiers twitch inside their metal shells, their bodies cooking in their own suits. The stench hits next, scorched flesh and melting steel, thick enough to sting the back of my throat.

Two of the horses bolt, their panicked whinnies cutting through the stillness.

The black-haired woman on the white mare sits frozen. Her eyes are wide and her lips trembling. Terror etched into every line of her posture. Then instinct kicks in. She jerks the reins and tries to flee.

I raise my hand.

Coils of luminous energy burst from my palm, twisting through the air like serpents. They catch her mid-turn and rip her clean off the saddle. One coil snaps across her mouth, muffling a scream.

The spell lowers her to the ground in front of me.

She’s tall, graceful even in fear, but I still tower over her.

“Charm,” I say nonchalantly.

The magic slides from my mouth like smoke, drifting toward her. For a silence breath, she resists. Fear, instinct, and pride all clawing for control. Yet the spell sinks deeper, softening her eyes and loosening her mouth. Her trembling eases. Her breathing steadies. The panic melts into a dazed, pliant calm.

“Who are you?” I ask.

“My name is… Selene.”

“Selene,” I echo. “A pretty name. But not for long.”

She blinks slowly, confusion rippling through her expression.

“How did you track us?” I ask, though I already suspect the answer.

She lifts a trembling finger toward Ecstasy. “She left a strand of hair behind. And Radic,” she glances toward the mage’s charred corpse, “was able to track her with it.”

I turn a cold stare on Ecstasy.

She drops immediately to her knees before me. “I am sorry, Master,” she murmurs, eyes fixed on the ground.

“I’ll deal with you later,” I tell her. “Now get up.”

She rises without hesitation.

I turn my gaze to Selene. Charm holds her motionless, her fear suspended beneath a glassy layer of obedience. I step closer and lift her chin with a single finger. Her breath hitches, but she stays still.

“Tell me about yourself, Selene,” I say. “Start with your sex life.”

She fights the questions for several long seconds. I am actually impressed by her willpower. But mine is stronger.

“Don’t make me repeat myself.”

The spell softens her resistance. Her eyes lower.

“I have no sex life to speak of,” she whispers. “I am twenty one. Unwed. My maidenhood intact. My father arranged a betrothal next week to Lord Brenn of Duskvale.”

I study her expression. Shame flickering beneath the surface.

“So,” I say, “you’re a princess.”

“Yes,” she murmurs.

“How long until your father sends people after you?”

“Not long.” Her throat tightens. “He will already know his soldiers are dead. It is one of his gifts… his connection to them. And he will send Justine, the Captain of the Guard. She is young and beautiful, but lethal and merciless – and just as strong as you. She will come for me.”

I curse softly. “Dammit all to hell.”

I weigh my options.

I could kill the princess now. Leave her on the road and let this Justine chick find her body.

But that invites another problem: revenge. The father will send assassins to hunt me down until his coffers go dry.

Keeping her alive buys me time. A hostage, or a bargaining chip, buys me even more.

“Take me somewhere safe,” I order.

Her eyes cloud with hesitation. “My father owns land north of the city. There is an estate there that we visit it once a year.”

“That’s where we’re going,” I tell her.

She nods at once and leads us from the ruined road. The city fades behind us, its towers swallowed by mist. That soon gives way to a lush forest.

We ride for hours beneath tightening branches. Sunlight spears through the canopy in thin, dying slants. The silence grows heavier with every step of the horses. I can feel the Charm spell slowly unraveling… thread by thread, slipping from her mind like frayed silk.

Her resistance is stronger than Ecstasy’s was, far stronger, even before I bound the assassin to me.

The shadows grow long, and the forest swallows the last hint of road. A stream splits the underbrush ahead. Its silver water whispers across smooth stones. The horses stumble toward it gratefully, flanks steaming.

“Let them drink,” I say, dropping from the saddle.

Selene slides down after me. Her black hair clings damply to her neck. The Charm spell still holds, but barely. It flickers like a candle threatened by the slightest breath of wind.

She crouches by the stream and cups her hands.

And the spell snaps.

I feel it break in my mind like a bowstring. The hollow emptiness left behind tells me she is her own again.

She realizes it at the same moment and runs.

For half a heartbeat, I admire her speed. Boots tearing through leaves. Hair streaming behind her in a dark ribbon of panic. She’s fast enough that a different hunter might have lost her.

But not mine.

A silver blur flashes ahead of me. Ecstasy moves with predatory grace. She cuts through the brush and intercepts Selene effortlessly. Her hand snatches the girl’s arm. A twist, and a pivot, and Selene slams into a tree, breath knocked from her lungs.

A dagger lifts under her jaw, drawing a small bead of blood.

I approach slowly, arms folded, eyes cold.
“Try to use a spell or an ability and she will kill you,” I threaten.

Ecstasy gives the slightest smile, moonlight catching the edges of her blades.

“I won’t,” Selene whispers.

“Strip her,” I command. “She’ll have trouble running buck naked. And to make certain… her boots too.”

The tip of her blade traces the leather straps crossing Selene’s shoulder. A swift flick of the wrist slices it clean. The remaining straps follow. The front of Selene’s chainmail sags, then falls away as the assassin continues her careful, methodical work.

The knife glides from strap to strap. Mail parts drop with dull thuds. Selene’s breath hitches with each cut, her body trembling against the tree. The assassin works with the precision of a tailor and the cold detachment of a butcher.

The final strap snaps and drops into the leaves with a dull thud. Her tunic beneath is thin and fitted. The assassin slides the dagger beneath its hem and lifts.

“Stop,” Selene cries, “I am a princess. You cannot do this.”

The blade travels upward in a slow, deliberate line, splitting Selene’s tunic as if the assassin is opening a parcel rather than cutting the clothes of a royal heir.

The rest of her garments come off even faster.

The assassin doesn’t bother with gentleness—laces snap, seams tear, cloth falls in useless strips around her ankles. Her trousers are peeled down her legs with a violent tug, and her undergarments are cut away without hesitation. The cold forest air swallows her bare skin, chilling her all the way to the bone.

A sob slips out before she can stop it.

When the assassin finally steps back, Selene stands naked between the trees, stripped not only of her clothing but of every symbol of her station. There is no crown, no silk, and no guards. Just a shivering girl trying to cover herself with arms that suddenly feel too small and weak.

One of her hands flies between her legs to hide her womanhood but not before I notice the bush of black hair.

That will need to go. I like my thralls clean shaven.

Her other arm crosses over her chest, trying to shield her breasts.

Her voice rises, raw and thin with humiliation. “I am a princess. You cannot do this to me.”

The dark elf taps the flat of her dagger against her palm. Like a hunter deciding whether the prey before her was worth killing now or toying with first.

I smile as I approach.

“And now,” I say, stepping closer, “you will never need to worry about marrying a man you do not want to.”

“Are you going to kill me?” she stammers, voice cracking.

“Not very bright for a princess, is she?” Ecstasy mutters.

Selene’s breath hitches. “What are you going to do to me?”

“Make you mine,” I say. “You will be my thrall, my loving and willing sex slave. And once you are mine… no one will take you from me.”

Selene takes a step back, her bare heels pressing into cold dirt. There is nowhere to run. Her back hits a tree.

Predator.

Prey.

The order has never been clearer.

She hunted me… sought to kill or capture me… and now she is the one whose life is in my hands.

“Justine will come for you,” she says, though her voice holds no conviction.

“And you,” I say, “will do all you can to protect me from her.”

I seize her by the hair, yank her forward, and crash my mouth against hers. It is a violent, consuming kiss meant not for affection but domination.

I release my Bonding spell on her.

She jerks back, twisting her head away, her fists slamming weakly against my chest. Her bare feet scramble for purchase in the dirt; her body writhes against my grip. She manages to clamp her teeth down on my lower lip, hard enough for me to taste copper on my tongue.

My fingers knot in her hair, I pull her lips towards me again, and then the magic strikes.

It hits her like a blow to the chest.

A pulse of cold fire surges through her skull, down her spine, into every trembling inch of her exposed body. Her legs buckle.

She gasps.

A faint crackle of light flickers at her throat, then coalesces into solid form. A collar with a single ring hanging from the front materializes around her neck. It is dark metal, fitted snugly to her skin, radiating heat like a brand still cooling. My symbol of ownership.

With the assassin it was shackles; with Selene a collar.

I release her hair only long enough to take hold of the ring. I wrap my finger around it and give the smallest tug.

“Who am I?” I ask.

“My Master,” she answers.
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Days later, I stand in the lavish Braunhaus country estate. The scent of incense, sweat, and old money coils through the air. Beneath my boots, the polished stone floor gleams like wet marble.

“Ecstasy, get Fuck Bunny’s ass ready. I want my cock to glide in easily.”

Ecstasy moves immediately.

Fuck Bunny, AKA the former Selene, is bound over the gilded desk.

I come across in front of her.

“What is your name?” I ask.

“Fuck Bunny, Master.”

“And so you will remain until you please me enough to earn a new name – one like Ecstasy.”

Her wrists and ankles are locked in gleaming restraints that catch the light with every quiver of her body. Her breath shudders in frantic, uneven pulls as Ecstasy steps behind her.

Without hesitation, the assassin spreads the girl’s ass apart, exposing the soft, vulnerable pink of her untouched hole. She spits once, before opening her wider, her thumbs stretching Fuck Bunny until she whimpers. She dips her tongue between her cheeks, licking her asshole. Even plunging it in, almost like she is fucking it.

Fuck Bunny cries out, her body bowing at the sudden invasion. The assassin’s tongue circles with practiced precision, soft and slow at first, then deeper, preparing her for me.

“Tell me, Fuck Bunny,” I say, lifting her chin. “Tell me what you want.”

“You have claimed my mouth and throat. And you took my maidenhood. All I have left is my virgin asshole,” she says.

For three days I used her mouth until her throat was raw and her jaw ached. The first day the only sustenance she had was my seed that I unloaded down her throat a half dozen times.

For the next three nights I fucked her pussy. In between I even titty-fucked her, had her eat out Ecstasy, had Ecstasy return the favor—twisting her into pleasure slut until she forgot how to resist.

But this…

This I had saved.

Her final surrender. Her last untaken place.

Ecstasy lifts her head slightly, lips slick from her work.

“She’s ready for you, Master,” she says softly.

I stroke Fuck Bunny’s cheek.

“If you are a receptive whore, I’ll grant you a new name. I’m thinking, Bliss. Would you like that?”

“Very much, Master,” Fuck Bunny whispers.

“My virgin ass, Master. Please take it. All my holes are yours. I am here to serve you.”

I position myself behind her. The air thickens with anticipation.

Fuck Bunny trembles against the desk, her fingers flexing helplessly inside the restraints. Her ass is ready, pink and glistening where Ecstasy has prepared her. The assassin steps aside just enough to give me space, her eyes heavy with hunger as she watches.

“Strip and then on your knees, Ecstasy,” I command. “I’ve had you clean off my dick when it’s been inside your pussy and your ass. But I’ve been neglectful and haven’t had you clean it off after it’s been inside the ass of one of your fellow thralls.”

“Yes, Master. I will suck and lick your powerful cock clean after it’s been inside the human’s worthless ass.”

I run my palm slowly down the curve of Fuck Bunny’s back, feeling every shiver, every desperate intake of breath as it ripples under my touch. She arches toward me, offering herself without being told.

“Please,” she whispers. Then louder, her voice fraying and unraveling she begs, “Please, Master. Please use me.”

I grip my cock and stroke it once, watching the way her body reacts, the clench of her thighs, the frantic widening of her stance as she tries to open herself even more for me.

“Say what you want,” I order.

She gasps when the head of my cock brushes her rim, barely a touch, and her hips jerk violently in response.

“My ass,” she chokes out. “My virgin ass, Master—please—fuck it. Ruin it. Make it yours.”

I smile, slow and dark, and press forward.

Her breath stops.

The first inch meets resistance and then her body yields around me with a broken, guttural moan.

“Oh dark gods, Master” she gasps, voice cracking. “It’s—it’s too big—oh fuck—please keep going Master.”

Tears spill freely down her cheeks, dripping onto the desk beneath her. Her legs shake, straining against the restraints as I sink deeper, inch by inch, feeling her stretch around me, feeling her take me in spite of the pain burning through her.

I hold her hips still, forcing her to feel every slow push, every relentless advance.

“Relax,” I order, my will snapping like a whip. “Good slaves take their Master’s cock in their asses. Don’t you want to be a good slave?”

“Yes, Master. I want to be the best slave ever,” she responds. Then I feel some of the tension leave her body.

“Beg,” I say softly, as I begin a brutal assault on her ass.

The words pour out of her hot and filthy, breaking free like floodwater.

“Please split my ass open, Master. Make me scream. I want to feel you for days. Deeper—yes—yes—gods—tear me open—make me your dirty little ass whore—”

I groan at the sound of her, low and rough, as she tightens around me, already learning exactly what it means to belong.

I thrust deeper, my hips meeting the soft swell of her ass. Her cries echoing off the walls.

Fuck Bunny bucks against the restraints, her back arching, her ass pushing onto me even as she shakes uncontrollably.

“That’s it,” I growl, tightening my grip. “Take all of it.”

“Yes, Master. I’m taking every inch. Please don’t pull out—don’t ever pull out. Use it—use my ass—oh dark gods—yes—YES—”

I thrust in, until her asshole swallows my whole cock. I keep it in her a moment. And then thrust in and out, burying each one to the hilt.

Her cries turn wild, frenzied.

“Harder—please—fuck my ass harder—ruin me—train me—use me like your filthy slut—oh fuck—yes—Master—yes—make it yours—brand me inside—”

Her body trembles violently beneath me, overwhelmed but ravenous, tears and drool wetting the polished wood.

I lean over her, my breath hot against her ear.

“You want to be broken open on my cock,” I murmur.

“Yes—yes—yes—Master—please—break me—”

“The old fuck Daddy wanted to marry you off to would never be able to satisfy you like this,” I say.

“Only you, Master,” she cries out.

Fuck Bunny’s voice rises higher.

“More—more—please—give me more—don’t stop—never stop—Master, fuck my ass until I can’t walk—until I can’t think—until I’m nothing but your hole—”

I feel her body clutch helplessly around me, her tight heat spasming with each deep stroke. Every thrust draws a sob.

My hips snap forward, pounding into Fuck Bunny with a rhythm that rips a scream from her throat.

I draw on a thread of Incubus power, funneling it down through my cock and into her. I feel it spread through her ass, spread into her pussy, flare across her clit, and even spark through her nipples pressed tight against the table.

Her voice turns wild and desperate.

“Oh gods—oh fuck—Master. I’m going to—oh fuck—oh fuck—please, Master, I’m going to come.”

Her whole body convulses. The climax slams into her without warning, tearing through her like an electric shock. She arches violently, her ass squeezing my cock so tightly I grit my teeth to keep moving.

“She’s coming,” Ecstasy whispers, awed. “Look at her… she’s coming from her ass… like a good ass whore.”

Fuck Bunny sobs as the orgasm wracks her. I feel every tremor, every convulsion, and every desperate, clenching pulse. Her hole grips me hard enough to milk me, hard enough to make me snarl.

“Master—Master—I’m still—oh fuck—still coming—please don’t stop!”

I slam into her harder, deeper, my hands locking around her hips with crushing force.

“Ecstasy, get beneath her and finger her pussy. I’m not done with her yet.”

In a second the assassin is in front of me, below the table. Her fingers glide up and inside Fuck Bunny.

Fuck Bunny screams.

The double penetration shatters her again. Her walls flutter helplessly around Ecstasy’s fingers while her ass clamps around me, her entire body jerking, spasming, overwhelmed.

“Oh gods—oh fuck—oh fuck—Master—I can’t—I can’t—I’m coming—I’m coming again—”

The orgasm hits like a physical blow, dragging me deeper into her heat. My breath breaks. Pleasure surges hot and brutal up my spine.

I thrust once—twice—bury myself completely—

And release.

My climax tears through me with a violence that startles even me. Hot pulses flood into her ass, filling her so deeply she lets out a broken, animal sound.

Ecstasy moans softly as she feels the contractions ripple around her fingers.

I stay buried inside Fuck Bunny, holding her shaking form steady as my seed spills into her, thick and unyielding. Her voice is a shredded whisper.

“Thank you, Master for finishing inside me, for filling my ass, for claiming it…”

Her body still trembles, still squeezes around me in involuntary pulses, milking the last of my release.

Ecstasy slowly withdraws her fingers from the girl’s soaked pussy and lifts them to her lips, licking them clean with slow, deliberate attention.

“Hold my cum in your ass,” I order.

I pull out. My cock is coated in cum. The assassin will clean it off. But first…

I yank the dark elf up by the hair and push her mouth up to her asshole. “Eat her ass. Slurp up my cum. And when you’re done with her you will clean off my cock.”

I exhale, remnants of pleasure still burning through my nerves. I look as the assassin begins to lick and slurp up my cum from Fuck Bunny’s ass.

I step up to the princess’s face and rub her cheek. “You did well. And I promised you a new name. From now on, you are Bliss.”

Bliss

I used to be Princess Selene Braunhaus.

The name tastes foreign now, like a costume someone else wore. A title stitched together from obligation, bloodlines, and the suffocating expectations of a house that had never truly seen me. People bowed to that name.

Now… after what Master did to me, after what I begged Master for, after what Master made me become… Selene feels like a ghost. A hollow shell I crawled out of the moment I stretched open for Master, and he claimed the last untouched piece of me. I can still feel Master inside me, the way he filled me so completely that something in me broke. Or maybe it healed. Maybe it finally snapped into the shape it was always meant to be.

I can still feel the tremors in my legs.

The ache inside me keeps fluttering, trying to hold on to what Master left there.

And gods… I never want this feeling to fade.

I used to think freedom meant power. Influence. Choice.

But freedom feels nothing like that. Freedom feels like submission. Like opening myself without hesitation. Like belonging so fully to someone else that I no longer have to question who I am.

When Master called me Fuck Bunny, I felt humiliation burn me open from the inside. But even then, I wanted Master to strip me down. To scrape away every polite veneer and noble pretense and see the truth I had never dared whisper even to myself:

I wasn’t meant to rule.

I was meant to kneel in front of a true lord and Master.

And now…

Now Master has given me something new.

A name.

A real one.

Bliss.

It settles on my skin like warm hands. It seeps into the cracks inside me. It feels—impossibly—right.

I repeat it silently to myself.

Bliss.

The woman I became under Master.

The creature Master shaped with his hands, his voice, his will, and mostly with his powerful cock.

I feel more real now than I ever did as Selene.

Because Bliss is not a mask, nor an heirloom, nor a prisoner of expectation.

Bliss is a gift.

Master’s gift.

I am Bliss because Master said I could be.

Because I pleased Master.

I have never been prouder of anything.

I never owned anything the way Selene supposedly owned her estates, her jewels, her place in the lineage.

But Bliss…

Bliss belongs completely to Master.

And the strangest thing, the most terrifying, liberating, intoxicating thing,
is how deeply I love it belonging to Master.

“Master,” Ecstasy cries out as she pulls her mouth from my asshole.

“Something wrong?’

“Enemies are headed this way. Lots of them. At least twenty. And some as powerful as you.”

Master grabs me around the cheek. “Is this your doing?”

“Never Master. I love you, Master. But my father is powerful. And his archmage – Manning is a master of Divination. It is he who must have found me.”

“Who is this powerful person leading them? Is he Garnet Rank as well.”

“It is Justine. And she is deadly.”

Dominion Lord

The past tears itself away with a violence that feels almost physical, ripping me out of Bliss’s trembling devotion and slamming me back into my throne room.

My vision blurs, then snaps into brutal clarity. Every edge is too sharp. Every shadow too deep.

Before me kneels Justine. Demona. Kirsa. The hunter sent to kill me.

And yet I know, with a certainty that settles deep in my Core, that things worked out. That she became the first mistress of my dark harem. That she stood with me when I shed my human shell and ascended into what I am now.

A Castle Core.

A Dominion Lord.

A Master with an ever growing dark harem.

“You hunted me,” I say.

Four chains lash out like living serpents, two snapping around her wrists, two around her ankles, yanking her forward and splaying her helplessly before me. I release a fifth chain from the ceiling. It lowers slowly, deliberately, then coils around her throat.

“Master,” she gurgles as it tightens.

A sudden cold weight settles over me.

Even though I conquered her, defeated her… she still had the audacity to hunt me like a dog. And beneath that realization, something darker coils.

She killed Bliss.

I don’t know how yet. Only that she did. Only that she destroyed something that belonged to me.

Lilith, Desire, Ass Licker, Little Bitch, Talia… these are my girls. Mine! And even the gods should fear me if they try to take or do harm those who belong to me. And it was no different back then even as a human.

Pain flares through my Core like I’ve been set alight from the inside.

I realize, distantly, that the chain around Kirsa’s neck has been tightening on its own. Another few seconds and she would be dead.

The promise I made slams into me like a spike.

She will leave unharmed.

The contract bites deep. I have to honor it, no matter how it gnaws at me. With a sharp motion, I loosen the chain. It uncoils from her throat and snaps back overhead.

She collapses forward, coughing and wheezing, dragging air into her lungs.

The burning pain fades.

“You promised I would be unharmed,” she rasps.

“We agreed that you will leave unharmed. And you will,” I say calmly. “But you hunted me,” I continue. “You killed the princess. I don’t know how yet. Only that you did.”

“I did, Master,” she says hoarsely.

The chains around her wrists and ankles remain. I tap my Corruption and shape it with idle precision, forming a dildo gag in my hand. I step closer.

“Open,” I command.

“But Master,” she says quickly, “you said I could call an end to our discussion. I can’t do that with a gag in my mouth.”

“Are you calling an end to our discussion?” I ask.

She hesitates.

“You claim you saved me,” I continue evenly. “That you served as my faithful thrall. If all of this is true, then not only will you leave unharmed, but I will let you leave with a gift.”

She smiles, slow and knowing.

“I believe you will see I was your greatest ally,” she says. “Greater even than the succubus. As for a gift… I reserve the right to refuse it. I know your gifts, Master. They always come at a cost.”

“You really do know me,” I say.

“You shall have the right to refuse. And if you were truly my ally, I will remove the gag afterward. But if I am displeased…” I lift the dildo slightly. “…the cock will remain in your mouth forever. Except for the times I remove it to fuck your face.”

I lean closer.

“Now open. Or I will do it for you.”

She will leave unharmed.

That much is certain.

Whether that is in an hour, or in ten years, remains unresolved. She should have negotiated better terms. A time limit, perhaps.

Slowly, she opens her mouth.

I shove the gag inside and secure it behind her head and neck.

Then I step back to admire how perfect she looks with the cock gag in her mouth.

Then once more, I send myself into the past.


CHAPTER 7: PERSUIT

Riley Sampson

“I know a place we can go, Master. One that is defensible. A place that will shroud us from scrying eyes,” the assassin says as we leave the estate.

We saddle the horses in haste and ride hard into the countryside, hooves pounding like war drums beneath us.

It is not merely the flight that rankles me.

Fleeing is not in my nature.

Yet something told me that remaining at the estate would mean my death.

No, I will fight those chasing me, make them pay for their insolence, but I will do it on my own terms.

It is just how it looks in front of my thralls.

Like I am weak and feckless.

There was no time for Ecstasy to kneel. No time for her to clean my cock with her worthless mouth. And I had every intention of face fucking her… shooting one final load for the morning.

Instead, I was forced to flee.

That really gnawed at me.

I even had to have Bliss dress when I had fully intended to keep her naked for days on end inside the estate, place a leash on her neck and walk her around like a dog, even have her pee outside… the beautiful princess turned into a pet.

The summer estate contained an armory, and Bliss made use of it quickly. By the time we rode, she was armed and armored once more.

Right now, I need allies.

Or, failing that, bodies to place between myself and my enemies.

We ride fast, the assassin leading without hesitation. She knows this land. Knows where the eyes linger and where even magic grows blind. The road narrows, trees closing in as the air thickens, and the world itself seems to lean inward.

We ride for the better part of the day, and all the time we are being pursued… hunted.

The sun sinks slowly toward the horizon, bleeding gold and red through the trees. The horses snort beneath us, muscles trembling with exhaustion, but I don’t slow our pace.

Bliss stiffens in the saddle beside me.

“They’re close,” she says quietly. “Justine, the archmage, and elite guards. I am sorry, Master, but all the guards wear magical armor that is resistant to most spells and impervious to most damage from weapons. Even they will be hard to kill.”

I glance back at her sharply. “How did they reach us so quickly?”

“We opened a portal to the inn,” Bliss says. “That’s where I took up the chase. Later, the archmage must have opened another portal. This one on the road where you first encountered me. Justine has been tracking us ever since. She is relentless and will never stop coming after you.”

Well, she is the fool. I will kill the mage and the soldiers, and then I will bind this Justine to me. That’s if she’s pretty and all. If she’s a sow, then she’ll die like the rest of them.

The assassin spurs her horse onward as the land begins to rise. Broken hills loom ahead; their silhouettes jagged against the dying light.

“Where are we heading?” I ask Ecstasy.

“Wraithold,” she says.

The name settles heavily.

“The keep is sentient. Or it once was. An evil Core lies at its heart,” the dark elf explains.

She pauses, as if remembering something old.

“My kind lives for centuries,” she says. “In my youth, adventurers challenged Wraithold. They sought power, wealth, and glory.”

Her voice darkens.

“It was always a difficult Core. More than half who plundered its depths died or left mad. Yet those who survived came back with magic and riches beyond belief.”

I snort softly. “Sounds generous.”

“It wasn’t,” she replies. “It was bait. The magic items turned slowly. Swords grew hateful. Rings whispered evil to their owners. Silver dulled into iron. Wealth rotted. Owners were ruined by what they carried.”

I feel a flicker of interest stirring in my Core.

“The Assessors were sent,” she continues.

“Who are they?” I ask.

“Powerful adventurers, some of the strongest in the land. Their charge was to destroy the Core as it was deemed too unstable and cruel.”

Her mouth tightens.

“None returned. Save one.”

I exhale. “Let me guess. Broken.”

“Mad. Stark raving. She spoke of phantoms. Of voices in the stone.”

I glance at her. “So, this is where you want us to hide?”

“No one has entered the keep in over a hundred years,” the assassin says. “Undead once escaped – ghouls, ghasts, and wights. But no monster has emerged in a century. The place is dead, cold as the heart of a devil.”

She hesitates, then adds, “Cores require adventurers to feed upon. And none has entered there in a century. The Core had to have starved. Or will be so weak as to pose no danger, especially against one as powerful as you, Master.”

The wind carries the scent of old stone and rot.

“Yet the wards still stand,” she continues. “Once we pass inside, those chasing us won’t be able to scan us. They won’t be able to locate us.”

“How do you know this?” I ask, not thrilled by the idea of hiding inside a wicked castle.

“I hid there once, Master. Not in the keep itself. But in the ruins beyond the entrance. Those who pursued me lost my scent, so to say, allowing me to then flee once they were beyond reach. Though it might please you, Master, to know that I hunted down and killed my pursuers one at a time, so you do not have to fear additional enemies coming after you.”

“And this group that follows us,” I say. “I will not have them pursuing me to the ends of the earth. We will make our stand at Wraithold.”

“Master. That is another reason I chose Wraithold; it’s a good place to set up ambushes. It is said to have narrow halls and broken paths. Places to strike from the dark. If we can get there before them, we can pick places to attack.”

Her eyes flick toward the darkening hills ahead.

“We can kill them a few at a time,” I say.

The sun dips fully below the horizon.

I nod.

“You have chosen well, my pet. Lead us to Wraithold.”

Let the hunters follow.

They are stepping onto my ground now.

Justine

“Wraithold, Mistress,” Manning says. His voice carries equal parts revulsion and certainty. “A cursed, vile place. I’m not surprised the fiend who holds the princess, who has corrupted her and twisted her mind, would flee to such a den.”

Wraithold. This could not have worked out better.

Even now, bards whisper baleful dirges of the haunted hold, the dark castle that devoured all. Fear has clung to its name for generations, ripening into myth. But we will have to enter it to save Selene.

Yet this can work out for me.

I hadn’t planned this… but yes, it will work out for me. I will drive them forward, deeper into the keep, toward the heart where the Core still rests upon its pedestal. All I need is a spark of surviving energy.

With that, I can seize control of the Core. Then I will use it to consume Manning and the soldiers, as well as the powerful foe we hunt and the piteous princess bound to him. Their essence will feed the Core. Then the Core will feed me.

And then—

Ascension.

Diamond Rank.

Then I will finally be able to retain this form of Justine for as long as I desire. I will transcend limitations and become the first Greater Changeling in a century. Then, and only then, will I be able to resurrect my kind.
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The ancient keep rises into view as dusk bleeds into night.

Wraithold stands upon a jagged rise of stone, its silhouette broken but unmistakably imposing. Towers once tall and proud now lie shattered, their upper reaches collapsed inward like broken teeth. Curtain walls sag and split, their stones blackened by age, fire, and something older than either. Ivy and thorn choke the battlements, yet even in ruin the structure radiates defiance.

This was once a fortress of terrible beauty.

Massive gates hang askew, one torn from its hinges, the other fused shut by melted iron. The central keep looms behind them, its windows hollow, its spires cracked, its bones exposed to the sky.

The air itself feels wrong here.

The horses begin to nicker. The soldiers have to slap them hard to keep them moving closer to the castle.

Several of the horses try to toss their riders, attempting to turn and flee.

“We need to stop here, Mistress,” Manning says. He uses the word Mistress deferentially … yet I know what he thinks of me…

The king’s concubine.

But it is the opposite. He is my bedward – my consort. Let them all think what they want. I have served the weak fool these many years looking for a chance like this and I intend to take it.

Dominion Lord

“Corruption really does flow through you deeply,” I say to Kirsa. “You used them all. The cuckolded king, the archmage, even the princess you were sent to save. I almost respect it. You waited for the perfect moment to strike them all it seems.”

She cannot answer, of course, with the cock gag rooted in her mouth.

I let my awareness drift downward, spreading my will into the training chamber below. Ass Licker and Little Bitch are chained flat to the floor. Lilith squats over the dark elf while Desire hovers over Ass Licker. Apparently peeing has become a thing as both of my new thralls are thoroughly drenched.

Peeing does nothing for me. It was a punishment, nothing more, and I will put a stop to it later. For now, I need my succubus.

“Desire,” I say absently, “get back to training them. Start with the ten-inch dildo, then move on to the foot-long one. Break in their asses properly.”

I shift my focus without emotion. “And you, Lilith, bring the single tail whip.”

The succubus arrives moments later, the whip coiled loosely in her hand. At my gesture, she steps behind the bound Kirsa.

“Don’t worry,” I tell Kirsa, my tone almost reassuring. “I’ll heal all your wounds before you depart. You will leave as promised, unharmed and uninjured.”

I turn to Lilith. “I must return to the past. Do not kill her.”

A beat passes.

Lilith grins at me. Which is disconcerting, as the Succubus’ grin could mean just about anything.

“And do not break her, Lilith. Or she will once more be my high mistress and I will relegate you to no more than a footrest.”

“Yes, Master,” my murderous succubus says.

My sexy demoness does not hesitate. The whip cracks through the air and bites into Kirsa’s bound body.

Her muffled scream echoes through the chamber as I once more reactivate the Memory Stone.


CHAPTER 8: WRAITHOLD

Riley Sampson

My pursuers are tenacious; I’ll give them that.

I send a Flame Eye hurtling through the air. It slows and hovers above my approaching foes, its gaze widening my own, and I see them clearly now through the flickering flames.

At the front stands a tall blonde woman, her hair like spun gold spilling over finely wrought mail. Power radiates from her in steady waves, cold and cutting, like a winter wind that scours flesh from bone.

I can sense that she is Garnet Rank just as I am.

I know that I have seen beautiful, magnetic women in my life, but none has ever been so striking.

And I want her. To add her to my growing dark harem.

Beside her stands the archmage, Manning. He appears young at first glance, almost boyish in the smoothness of his face, but the illusion cracks when I notice the subtle curve of his ear, just visible beneath dark hair pulled back in a mage’s knot. Half-elf, I murmur. His eyes are sharp and ancient despite his youth, irises shot through with faint arcane light. The wizard is Garnet Rank too. His entire body is covered in enchanted items: a magical robe, a powerful staff, enchanted rings. All of these making him as powerful as a Diamond Rank adventurer.

Behind them stand the soldiers. They are clad in fine armor, polished and fitted, their faces hidden behind closed helms. Each carries multiple weapons: swords and maces at their belts, crossbows slung across their backs. They are prepared for every range of combat.

The archmage notices the Flame Eye. His gaze flicks upward, calculating. He gestures once to Justine.

She smirks.

Then something slams into the Flame Eye—hard enough that even at a distance, I feel the impact ripple back through the spell.

I can tell some form of mental assault is coming, and I sever the connection before it can strike.

“We need to head inside,” I say. “Into the depths of Wraithold. We cannot fight them directly. An ambush is what we need.”

I turn to the assassin and order her to find us a way into the depths of the cursed keep.

She leads us across the remnants of a stone bridge toward a collapsed guard tower. Below it, the moat has mostly dried out, leaving behind thick muck and layers of rotting detritus. A foul stench seeps upward, clinging to the air and coating the back of my throat. Still, we press on. Once we pass beyond the broken gate, I halt and spread out my will.

I have only one hope of defeating the foes pursuing us.

I send my will outward, probing for the Core, seeking to learn whether it still exists, whether it still lives.

I feel something familiar—my Incubus magic flaring to life.

A woman.

The Core is female.

And she is hungry.

Not only to consume life forces, but she has another hunger as well.

I grin inwardly. The Core is a woman. And like all other women— I will dominate her too.

“It has been so long,” a husky woman’s voice says, echoing from the stones around us. “And two of you are filled with so much delicious darkness. And the other one… ah… open to so much darkness.”

“You’ll not feast on Master,” the assassin snaps, drawing her black blades.

The stones tremble as a mocking laugh emanates from all around us.

The Core ignores the threat and says, “Ah. And you bring me many others…”

“They are foes,” I say. “I wish to bargain with you.”

“Bargain. Yes… a bargain,” she replies, her voice lilting with interest.

“I will help to destroy them so you can consume them,” I say.

“Yes, I will feed on your foes. And then… well… I have other plans for you. For I sense the Incubus in you.”

I can sense what this Core, this woman, needs. To draw from me my carnal energy.

Justine, Manning, and the soldiers step onto the stone bridge. When they are halfway across the hundred-foot span, the section they just crossed collapses with a thunderous crash, cutting off their retreat. A moment later, a portcullis slams down ahead of them, trapping them on the bridge.

“That will hold your foes… but not for long,” the voice says. “I have slumbered for countless years. It is now time to awaken my monsters and reactivate my traps. Yes, you and I will bargain. But to do so, you must live. And those trapped on the bridge—well, they seek to kill you. And to kill the dark-skinned bitch with you. And then to take what belongs to you—the woman with raven-colored hair. Will you allow that? Your thralls, taken from you?”

“No,” I say coldly. “I want to feed my pursuers to you, so you can be stronger.”

“Lead them deep into the catacombs below. I will do what I can to assist you. Yet they are formidable, and I am but a shadow of what I once was. Still… each of their deaths will return me to beautiful glory.”

I glance back at the portcullis. The archmage’s hands glow with arcane light. The iron bars begin to soften, metal slowly melting. In minutes, they will be through.

“I must cheat,” she says suddenly.

I feel her presence press against my mind, trying to invade me. I shove her back. At the same time, I sense that same presence reaching for my two lovers, but since they belong to me, she has to take me to reach them.

“You must let me in,” she urges. “They will break through within a minute. You must let me make you part of the castle, make you defenders like my beautiful monsters. Otherwise, my beasties will come after you as well. For even I am bound by the rules of the Dark Mistress.”

I know opening myself to her is a foolish thing. But I can only face one threat at a time. And right now, it is the powerful force bearing down on us that I need to concern myself with. I will deal with the Core after.

I open my will to the Core. She is still weak from her prolonged slumber, and while she will bind us to the castle, she will not have dominance over me—not by a long shot. In return, I will gain knowledge of the keep: hidden passages, places to vanish, and once a few of the soldiers die, she will be able to unlock deeper sections of the fortress. Darker places below where I can draw them in and finish them off.

I open my presence and let her in.

Lilith

Master will return from the past soon, and I will make him glad that he did. Remind him why I am his high mistress, and this cunt hanging by chains is nothing.

The guard’s screams fill my dark soul with joy.

“You are nothing but a worthless slag,” I shout as I pour my magic into the whip. Electricity crackles along its length, alive in my hand. I slash it forward. The sharp crack—the faint hiss of rippling energy—her muffled cries. Every sound makes heat bloom low in my belly. I am soaked with it.

I spin her around so I can see the tears streaking down her face, then slash her again—across her tits this time. They are the only thing nice on her. Not as nice as mine, of course, but perky enough, full enough for Master to fuck with his beautiful, massive cock. The thought alone sends a shiver through me.

With a flick of magic, the cock gag vanishes.

I hit her again. And again. And again.

She howls and curses, her voice raw and breaking, and every word feeds me.
“You were weak two hundred years ago,” I sneer, breath coming faster, “and you are even weaker now.”

I whip her breasts back and forth, savoring the way her body jerks and twists. The chains flail and clang as she tries to escape the bite of the whip, and the sound is intoxicating. My thighs press together as pleasure coils tighter inside me.

I wish Master was here to fuck me… first in the mouth, then in my pussy, and next in my ass… before starting all over. I am so horny for him it is maddening.

I draw the whip back, ready to carve it across her face – to mar her plain looking features.

Master’s eyes open, blue as the most valuable sapphires.

“That’s enough, Lilith,” he says.

“She can take more, Master,” I reply, breathless but eager. “I whipped her worse than this before you sent her away, before you banished her from the castle.”

I walk over to Kirsa. She is half-hanging in her chains. Her tits are slashed, deep furrows carved into her flesh. I had gone to town on her belly and thighs as well.

“Heal her,” Master commands, his voice brooking no dissent.

“Yes, Master,” I say, though healing her is the last thing I want to do.

I step up behind the changeling. She is slumped in her chains, still whimpering. I rub her red and raw ass. I could release the pain again, inflame her wounds, make it feel like she is sitting on a hot stove.

But Master told me to heal her. So heal her I will.

I grin. I have just the item to heal her with. I pull out the healing suppository and simply shove it up her asshole. It is tight… though not as tight as mine.

The thing about the suppository is that it burns like a hot poker shoved deep inside her. Like she is burning from the inside out. She cries out. The chains dance and swing as she flails in pain, inaudible words spilling from her slutty lips.

Then the pain fades.

The beautiful marks I painted across her body slowly disappear until it looks as though I never whipped her at all.

Master walks up to her.

“I said you would leave unmarred, uninjured, and unwounded, and you will,” he says calmly. “I also see that the succubus has removed the gag from your mouth. I told you that you could end our discussion whenever you wished.”

“So, do you wish to leave right now… to end our discussion?”

“Not yet Master. I wish for you to see everything before I go.”

He nods his head to the bitch and says, “In the Memory Stone, I have just entered Wraithold. You are on the bridge with your wizard burning through the portcullis. Yet I know it all works out for me.”

“It does, Great Master,” the cunt says quickly. “You will see. I pursued you—that I did. But you will also see that I helped you.”

Master turns to me.

“I can see that look in your eyes, Lilith,” he says. “The heat burning behind them. Whipping and tormenting Kirsa has aroused you.”

“Heat burns between my legs, Master,” I whimper. “I beg you—fuck me. Shove that hard cock into my mouth, then my pussy, and finally into my ass.”

“No time now,” he says, and my dark heart nearly breaks. “But feel free to use her mouth and hands to receive all the orgasms your dark heart desires.”

He turns back to the slag. “I would do a very good job with my tongue if I were you. Because if you don’t, she is going to whip you again, and this time with the flaming whip.”

“Yes, Great Master,” Kirsa says.

I turn to Master. “Thank you, Master. But can she do it in her other form, the one I cursed and told never to return?”

“Change into Justine,” Master orders, and the chains fall away. “Then pleasure your mistress.”

The slag changes into the blonde-haired cunt. I grab her hair and thrust her face between my legs.

“Get to work,” I say.

I stare at Master while the slag works her tongue, but his blue eyes are closed now, and he is once again reliving the past.

Riley Sampson

Stone grinds aside. A section of the wall peels open, seamless and deliberate, and a stairwell forms where none existed before.

The Core speaks again: “I will not waste the energy required to resurrect the piteous defenders who sleep on my Opal, Topaz and Ruby sections. One of the guards could handle all three sections by himself. But there is one creature on the Emerald level… yes. She is still useful. She will bring me lots of fresh meat.”

A pause.

“When she attacks,” the Core adds softly, “so will you.”

Now that I am functionally one of Wraithold’s defenders, I feel the pull of her command. Not compulsion exactly. The subtle insistence of a being much like myself that demands obedience.

I am still stronger than she is. Far stronger. But I know it is only because she has faded through centuries of neglect and betrayal.

Yet she will never be stronger than me. No man, and certainly no woman, will ever have dominance over me. If needed I will destroy the Core, even if it means bringing the entire keep down around me and my enemies.

“Take the lead,” I tell the assassin.

She glides ahead of me like a shadow. In some ways, she is like me, a hunter. Running and fleeing are not in her nature, yet she understands that sometimes retreat is necessary. Get to safety and strike when you have the advantage.

Bliss stays behind me, taking up the rear, a longsword in her hand.

Normally, I would never allow anyone to stand behind me with a weapon effectively pointed at my back. But she is mine. My ownership of her, the bond that connects her to me, is as strong as diamond. Unbreakable. It has grown stronger with each passing day. Especially since the first day, when I fucked her mouth… and then truly solidified when I took her virginity. Each new act bound her more tightly to me.

Yes.

I trust her to stand behind me.

I am partially attuned to the Core now. I can feel her attention sliding over me, probing. She keeps most of herself hidden, layers folded inward like sealed tombs, but I know better than to trust her restraint. Betrayal is there, coiled and patient.

Beneath her cultivated calm, she burns with rage and hatred.

Yes… she wants my help now. She is not strong enough to kill my pursuers on her own. And with their high ranks… she will grow significantly stronger with each kill. But I am a higher rank too… as well as my two lovers… and she will ultimately want our energies as well.

But one issue at a time.

We descend.

The stairs end in crypts—rows of stone coffins and cracked reliefs. As my boots touch the floor, my awareness snaps outward.

I see what the Core sees. Or what she allows me to see. My will is yanked back to the courtyard.

“I am Celia,” the voice says, and this time it carries weight, pressure against bone and breath. “I am Wraithold. You stand inside my walls because I allow it.”

The guards shift uneasily.

“You are all intruders.”

Somewhere beneath my feet, stone tightens.

“I will grant you one mercy,” Celia continues, her tone velvet-smooth. “Leave now. Walk away. Breathe free air while you still remember what it feels like.”

A beat.

“After that… you are mine. And since you are intruders, I am unrestrained. Bound by no will other than my own.”

“This place…” a guard whispers. “This old place lives.”

“Wraithold,” the mage murmurs, voice unsteady. “You were destroyed.”

The laughter that follows is not loud. It does not need to be.

“Destroyed.” The word ripples through the walls like a spreading crack. “I was betrayed.”

The crypts around me listen.

“We want the Princess,” Justine says. “Give her to us, and we will leave you in peace.”

In the crypts, something stirs.

“Give her to you?” the Core mocks, and now the calm is gone. The voice sharpens—predatory and intent. “You dare command me? Celia Wraithold. The Queen of Cores. The Mistress of Murder.”

Stone creaks and mortar sighs.

“You have sixty seconds to exit,” Celia says. “When they end, I will kill you all, one at a time.”

“Scan me, Celia,” Justine says proudly. “See what I am. See who I am. Then you will understand why this ends better for you if you cooperate.”

“I already know what you are,” Celia replies.

A pressure rolls through the keep, slow and suffocating.

“Your time is over,” the Core says a minute later. “You are interlopers. The hold of the Dark Mistress is gone.”

Her voice drops, resonant and terrible.

“And now… I hunt.”

Celia / Wraithold Core

He, my lover, feasted on Corruption, the darkness and wickedness inside all living beings.

I feed on the spark of life itself.

And after my long sleep, I am starving.

I will have the man. The eldritch fire of the Incubus races through his blood, hot, defiant, and delicious. He is what I need. What I have waited for. He must live… must reach me. He and one of his lovers. I smell their scent on him, tangled together in sweat and desire. And I feel his tether… the one that binds them to him.

I need only one of them to survive the descent with him.

One is enough.

The changeling, though… the one who pursues them. Ah. She would be an exquisite vessel.

But first, a lesson.

A reminder of why Wraithold was feared.

Yes… I am weak.

What I am about to do will consume much of what little strength I have reclaimed over the many years. It will hurt. It will leave me thin and aching, stretched raw across stone and shadow.

Nevertheless, a single soldier will more than repay the cost. And not only will I feast on their life energy – but the magic that swathes them I can use as well.

It will double what remains of my power.

They move toward the sealed wall now. Three soldiers in the lead, brave, obedient, and disposable.

Soldiers, hirelings, slaves… all tasty morsels… but it is their masters who are the main dish.

Behind them come the changeling and the wizard, surrounded by the rest. It is good to have lives walking willingly into my reach.

Two soldiers linger behind.

Rear guards.

Easy prey!

I let my will sink downward, seeping into the dirt and stone beneath the two left behind. I drink in the weight of the earth.

Then I take it.

The ground liquefies beneath their boots, stone turning to swallowing mud, earth collapsing inward like a hungry mouth. Their shouts come too late. One drops his sword. The other tries to scream.

I pull them down.

The ground gives way beneath them with a wet, sucking sound. One of them flails, boots scraping uselessly against collapsing rock. The other slams into him as they tumble, armor clanging, breath tearing from his lungs.

They do not fall far. Just deep enough to make it impossible to climb out.

The pit tightens around them as they drop, walls quickly closing. Stone grinds against their enchanted mail armor. Dirt packs in around their legs, hips, and chests. The weight is immense, crushing, and inexorable.

Their armor flares.

Runes ignite along breastplates and pauldrons, glowing hot with defensive magic. Barriers snap into place, shimmering fields of force straining outward, holding back the pressure. The enchantments scream as loudly as the men do, pushing against me, resisting.

I feel the wizard’s awareness brush outward.

The changeling too.

If I hesitate, the soldiers will be saved.

I cannot allow that.

I risk everything.

I pour the last of my remaining strength into the pit, all of it, driving my will into the earth, into the stone, into the ancient bones of Wraithold itself. The pressure multiplies. The walls convulse inward with brutal finality.

The enchantments fail and explode.

Arcane light detonates outward in a violent burst, runes shattering like glass. Raw magic floods the pit, uncontrolled, unbound, and I drink it greedily, ripping it from the collapsing wards as they unravel.

The soldiers scream inside their helms.

High, thin sounds, cut short as the pressure finishes its work. Their armor buckles and their bones crack. Viscera bursts outward, instantly absorbed by my hungry stone.

Then there is nothing.

I take what remains.

Blood seeps into the earth and vanishes. Bone dissolves, ground smooths, flesh is unmade and consumed. Then I absorb their armor and weapons, breaking them to their component parts to be reshaped later.

But the truest feast comes last.

Their spark of life.

I feel it as it leaves them, thin, fragile wisps peeling free from ruined bodies like smoke rising from embers. Panic, defiance, terror… all bound together in those final motes.

I inhale.

Deep.

The sparks rush into me, filling my Core far below the castle stones. Warmth blooms where there was only hunger. Power swells—slow at first, then stronger, richer.

For the first time in countless years, I feast on the embers of life. And it is delicious.

Dominion Lord

Entering the memory of anyone other than Sampson is taxing… yet the fact that I could see through the Core’s eyes reveals that something powerful happened between the two of us, and I am beginning to gain an inkling of what it was.

From what she said, she wanted me for some purpose, along with one of my consorts: Bliss or Ecstasy. Though the one she truly wanted was Kirsa… Justine… whose face is dripping with Lilith’s eldritch juices.

I am starting to suspect that I might actually owe something to Kirsa—that she was instrumental in shaping who I am today.

“Enough, Lilith,” I say. “Get Ass Licker and Little Bitch ready for tonight’s orgy. Talia will be joining us as well.”

“Master, I will prepare everything. Your worthless consorts will be more than ready for the festivities,” she says, before vanishing back down into the training room.

Kirsa / Justine is writhing on the ground.

She appears drunk, which means only one thing: Lilith came down her throat at least a dozen times. Succubus pussy juices are like a drug… an aphrodisiac. The more of it she swallowed, the more she wanted to eat out Lilith, and that desire grew incrementally with each new orgasm.

But succubus juices are more than intoxicating.

They are hunger.

Kirsa looks up at me now with wild, feral eyes.

She moves her vision towards my cock.

I know there are one or two more visions for me to see. And I think for those I will have Justine come along with me… share the past with me as it is her past as well.

I plop down on my throne and say, “Crawl over here and pleasure me with your mouth. Show me how hungry you are for my cock. And if I am pleased, I’ll let you ride my cock to orgasm. And I can assure you it will be mind-shattering.”

Maybe I’m just delaying seeing the rest of what happened at Wraithold. I have a suspicion how things play out … but it is nothing I want to deal with at the moment.

All thoughts slip away as the sexy and busty Justine crawls over to me on her hands and knees. Her blonde hair hangs down like spun gold.

The only thing missing from her nude form is a collar. I summon a bit of Corruption, and a leather collar adorned with sapphires to match her eyes appears around her neck.

I spread my legs, and Justine crawls between them like a good and loving slave—even though she isn’t that anymore. Any bond I once had with her has long since been broken. Nevertheless, I can still feel some control over her, my natural appeal, my charisma. She wants to please me, wants my cock down her throat, and up her ass.

She moves onto her knees like a good girl. Her tongue and lips slather and suck my balls, while her hand strokes my cock.

“What a good slut,” I groan, the pressure building in me. My cock is ramrod hard. What I am enjoying most is that first I had Kirsa suck me, and now her other form, Justine, is doing the same thing. Yet their lips and mouths feel different. Justine is more certain… more aggressive. Her lips are thicker. Her hand is moving over my cock quickly… long strands of spittle drip down from her lips and from my nutsack.

The pressure is building. Yet with a bit of Corruption I can hold off forever. But why deprive myself? I can cum all I want as well and remain hard and aroused as long as I have Corruption to draw upon. And I have ample Corruption.

“Choke on my cock!” I command. “Take it all!”

Her hand reaches down to caress my nuts while her thick lips close over the tip of my cock. I rest my hands on the arms of the throne, lean back, and let her do all the work. There is no prettier sight in the world than a girl on her knees giving head, her mouth bobbing up and down along your shaft.

It is what women were made for anyway, to pleasure and please men.

And Justine is pleasing me… bobbing up and down along my shaft. Normally I like to grab my bitches by the hair and mouth fuck them, but she’s doing a great job deepthroating me. She pushes her head all the way down my shaft. My balls push up against her chin, her nose is buried in the small tuft of well-groomed pubic hair. Her tongue moves around my shaft… twisting and coiling.

“Yessssss!” I groan.

The one word inspires her, and she begins to move up and down again, her tongue whirling like mad, one hand rubbing my balls and the other sliding up my chest.

“Here it comes, slut,” I grunt as powerful jets of milky cum shoot down her throat. She swallows it all up, and even after I am done, she bobs her head, moves her tongue, slathering up every last bit.

“You’ve earned my cock in your pussy,” I say.

She looks up at me. Her eyes are wilder than they were before. Heat radiates from between her legs like a furnace. At this moment she is just a creature of lust… of need.

“Oh yes, Great Master… please… I need your cock…” she pleads.

“You will have it, but sit here first,” I say, pointing to my lap. “I am certain I can share my visions with you, and they are memories of you as well. I think it is best that we see them together.”

I know she wants me to fuck her. She is nearly delirious from first having been filled with Lilith’s juices and now my cum.

“It’ll be worth the wait,” I say.

“Yes Great Master,” she says winded as she takes her spot on my lap. Then I activate the Memory Stone once again.

Justine

Two fewer guards I need to worry about.

The others are disciplined. Even now, with two of their own dead, they hold formation. They’ll mourn later. Or, at least, they believe they will. None of them will survive if I have my way.

That thought should horrify me.

It doesn’t.

It isn’t that I hate them. I don’t hate Manning. I don’t even hate the man we pursue. I feel no personal enmity toward any of them. That, somehow, makes it worse. I’m not acting out of anger or revenge. I am acting because this is what must be done.

The truth is… this could not have worked out better.

As if guided by cruel fate, the Princess was brought into Wraithold. As if the world itself collaborated to assist me, the Core still lives. And now, with the deaths of two soldiers, the Core will be stronger for it.

I feel the weight of that knowledge settle into me like a stone.

If enough blood is spilled from ally and enemy alike, it may be enough to awaken the Core fully. Enough for me to steal that power. To siphon it away. To use it for what I need. For the resurrection of my kind.

Manning refused to waste mana blasting through the wall, so he ordered the soldiers forward with sledgehammers and picks. The tools had been packed neatly in the Dimensional Storage box we brought along.

I watched them work. Listened to the rhythmic strikes. Counted the heartbeats.

Then the wall vanishes.

One of the soldiers lurches forward, his momentum carrying him where solid stone should have been. He stumbles, arms flailing, and tumbles down the newly revealed stairs, his shouts cutting off as he vanishes into the dark below.

Riley Sampson

I like this connection to the Core.

It has grown stronger since the deaths of the two guards. I felt her drain the life from them, and felt her Core expand. Some of that power even leeched into me from the bond we share.

Yet it doesn’t spread evenly through me.

It goes straight into my cock.

The hunger hits hard and fast. I want to bend my two sluts over and switch off ass fucking them until they scream out Master, but this is neither the place nor the time.

The ass I truly want to sodomize belongs to the blonde-haired beauty chasing us through these halls.

My thoughts shatter when the wall vanishes.

A soldier stumbles forward, momentum carrying him where stone should have been. He goes down hard, tumbling and rolling down the stairs. As he falls, I sense it as the Core moves the steps, subtly reshaping them, steepening the descent, making sure he can’t stop his fall.

“I will kill him for you,” Bliss says.

I want her to remain hidden. To let our enemies exhaust themselves against whatever monsters the Core chooses to throw at them. That is the smartest path.

But she wants to protect me.

And who am I to deny her that?

Besides… if she dies, perhaps they’ll leave. Perhaps the danger will pass.

And then I’ll be safe.

Though I would prefer it if she lives. I have grown fond of her in my own way.  




Bliss

It’s my fault that Master is in danger, that Manning and Justine are hunting him. He doesn’t realize just how dangerous they are. And it’s not my place as a lowly whore to make him worry. But I can help him.

I have magic of my own.

I use Shutter Step, and then I am above the solider. I probably know him, or Selene did… but I can’t see his face below the visor he wears. He hits the ground hard, but his armor is magical, and it softens his fall.

“Princess,” he says, shocked. That is the last thing he says. While all their armor is enchanted, I have a counterspell to negate them. A failsafe in case a guard ever betrays us. If I were still Selene, it would be ironic, as she would be the one doing the betraying, but as Bliss… and Master’s Fuck Bunny… it’s not betrayal but defense against those who would harm Master. I shout the counterword. Energy crackles across my sword. I drive it downward towards his heart. The metal armor resists the tip of the blade for a moment before plunging through. I can see the shock in his eyes through the visor… and then I can see life leave him.

I hear shouts from above.

“Get back here,” Master shouts in my mind. His command tugs at me… and I Shutter Step back to him.

He smacks my face, and pain blossoms across it. “You will not attack unless I command it. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Master. I was just…” He smacks me again.

“I don’t want excuses. I want you safe…. You’re mine.”

Master wants me safe.

He says I am his.

Riley Sampson

Bliss and Ecstasy are both mine. I know, without question, that they would fight to the death to protect me. And if it comes to that, I will let them. But until that moment arrives, I will allow the castle to do her worst to our enemies.

Since the three of us are effectively combatants acting in service to the Core, the death of this soldier belongs to her. Once again, I feel her feed on a man’s essence as his life is torn away and consumed.

The others are heading down the stairs into the tomb. We move quickly along the corridor. There is nothing on this level, no monsters that, even if she were to resurrect them, could pose any real threat to the soldiers, let alone the wizard or Justine. This level is a passage only. A funnel.

We need to lead them through the Opal level, down the stairs to Topaz, and then deeper still to the Emerald level, where a malicious and cruel entity— female I sense—waits for us.

I don’t know exactly what she is—not fully—but her presence prickles my skin, a cold awareness crawling across my nerves. We must lead them to her.

Beyond that, the Core has begun awakening her Emerald Rank monsters, or at least a few of them. Each life she takes fuels the process. I can feel what she is doing: spending what little energy she has left, channeling it into her monsters and her traps. If the monsters fail, or if the traps are discovered, she will fade from lack of power. This is her last gambit. Her final, desperate strike to resurrect her full power.

As we rush through the corridor, Justine and her forces advance behind us with maddening patience, following our trail methodically. She knows we are trapped. That our only choices are to move forward, deeper into the dungeon, or turn and face them.

Beyond the last catacomb, the passage opens into two stairwells. One leads upward, now blocked by a collapse of stone and rubble. The other descends into darkness.

“Master,” Ecstasy says.

I glance back at her. The dark elf assassin moves with lethal grace, her expression controlled, her voice calm.

“The princess is not the only one who can kill them,” she says quietly. “Unlike her… I know my place.”

She lowers her gaze briefly, not in fear, but in acknowledgment to my dominance.

“I have a trap,” she continues. “One that should be able to kill two or three soldiers. But I will not act without your leave.” She pauses, then asks, “May I do so, Master? May I kill your enemies?”

“If you can do it fast,” I reply.

She nods once.

“In less than five minutes,” I add. “They will catch up to us.”

Ecstasy flashes a predatory smile.

“That will be enough time,” she says.

And she slips forward into the shadows, already moving to prepare the kill.

Ecstasy

As if the human princess could ever hold a candle to me, a dark elf, a woman with centuries of experience in devotion, submission, and the art of pleasing a master. The royal bitch has occupied his attention these last few days, but that obsession is already fading. She was only desirable because she was untouched, an innocent dove to be claimed. Now she is spoiled. All three of her holes used and abused by Master. Reduced to what she truly is – a valueless whore who has endangered his life.

When Master witnesses what I have prepared for his enemies, his focus will return to where it belongs, on me. On the servant who understands him. On the weapon that serves without hesitation.

I slip back toward the staircase, my movement silent. From my pouch, I withdraw the most powerful relic I carry, one designed for enemies clad in enchanted steel and divine arrogance alike. An assassin plans for every foe, even those who believe themselves untouchable.

I hurl the gob of green slime onto the ceiling above the bottom step. It clings there, pulsing faintly. I whisper the first activation word, binding the spell in place. When Master’s enemies are beneath it, I will speak the second word, the command that unleashes death.

I hurry back to Master, waiting for me on the far side of the corridor.

“It is set, Master,” I say, bowing my head. “I think you will be pleased.”

“What now?” he asks.

“They are coming,” I reply. “I will know the instant they are in position. Line of sight is unnecessary.”

“Good,” he says. “Then let’s move.”

We descend deeper into the Topaz level, a place long abandoned. Once, these halls crawled with ghouls and ghasts, restless dead packed into hidden crypts carved into the walls. The air still reeks of old decay and dried blood, and I can almost hear the echoes of clawed feet and hollow moans that once filled these corridors.

We slip into the next chamber, a ruined temple. A cracked stone altar dominates the center, its surface blackened and sticky with centuries of sacrifices. Faded sigils crawl across the walls like dying wounds.

I slow, then stop.

“Master,” I murmur.

I grin.

The trap allows me to sense my enemies. And when several of them are beneath it, I activate it.

“Acid Shower,” I say.

In the blink of an eye, the tiny blob detonates. Though no larger than a marble, its interior unfolds like a dimensional pouch, shooting out gallons of corrosive acid. It cascades downward in a screaming green torrent—designed to devour magic, metal, and flesh alike.

Armor means nothing.

Neither does flesh.

And as the trap does its work, I feel only satisfaction, knowing I have pleased Master, and knowing the princess will never compare.

Riley Sampson

Once more, I see through the eyes of the Celia – the Core.

But more than that—I feel her.

Her glee. Her hunger. Her joy.

It rolls through me as thick, green acid pours from the ceiling directly onto two of the guards below. It does not splash so much as claim them. The enchantments on their armor don’t even flare. They provide no resistance, not even a dying spark of magic. The acid simply eats away at the magic, the armor, and the flesh and bones beneath.

Steel softens, then sloughs away like wet parchment. Runes unravel mid-glow and vanish. Flesh follows moments later.

One guard screams as his breastplate collapses inward, fusing to him as it melts. His cry cuts off when the acid reaches his throat, dissolving jaw, tongue, and teeth in a bubbling hiss. The second stumbles backward, arms flailing, as his helm slides down his face—only there is no face left beneath it. His skull blackens, then caves, his body folding into itself like rotten fruit.

The smell is unbearable—burned metal, cooked flesh, and something sharp and alchemical that scorches the lungs.

The other seasoned guards recoil.

One of them rips off his helm and vomits violently onto the stone.

That is when the ghoul drops.

It appears as if the dungeon itself spits it out. A single ghoul drops from above with a shriek, landing squarely on the back of the retching man. Its claws punch through his skull with wet, final certainty. There is barely time for a scream before his body goes slack.

The other guards react instantly.

Steel flashes. Blades chop the creature apart in seconds, hacking it down into twitching chunks before it can even feast.

“Fools!” Justine shouts. “Keep your wits about you!”

Her voice cracks like a whip, snapping the soldiers back into formation.

She turns sharply to Manning. “Do something. Saving your precious mana is pointless if all that survives are you and me. Six guards are gone. We cannot afford to lose anymore.”

Manning clenches his jaw but nods. “There'll be no more surprises.”

His eyes burn with restrained fury as he begins the careful sweep, magic unfurling outward in controlled pulses.

Through it all, the Core hums with pleasure.

I feel her feeding, not just on the dead, but on their fear. On the chaos. On the realization dawning in their minds that the Core is not merely hostile, but she is enjoying herself.

Bluish light flies from the tip of the mage's staff. It swathes the entire room, and then sails forward quickly, until the remainder of the floor is covered in a light blue. We make it to the stairs just before that light is about to reach us.

The stairs leading upward are once again blocked, leaving only one direction open—down.

Wraithold is a keep, or rather, it was a keep. Celia had no interest in rebuilding the castle above, the barracks, the throne room, the guard towers, or any of the countless other structures that once defined it. Instead, she dug deep into the earth beneath the ancient foundations, claiming soil and stone alike and adding them to her dominion. What she built below was far grander than anything that had stood above: a vast sprawl of catacombs.

The first level, Opal, once housed skeletons and zombies, little more than raw material for her early experiments. The second, Topaz, belonged mostly to ghouls and ghasts, creatures faster, crueler, and far more aware of their hunger.

The Ruby level housed three beings born of nightmare: a mummy, a vampire, and a lich.

All this knowledge flows into me from Celia.

The death of the group pursuing me is a double-edged sword. On one hand, the more of them that die, the fewer I will have to face. On the other hand, every death feeds her. Every soul strengthens her. And I know, with cold certainty, that I will soon be forced to face her.

We pass through four chambers.

The first belonged to the vampire. A massive stone coffin rests at its center, etched with elegant, predatory runes that seem to drink in the light. The air is unnaturally still, heavy with the scent of old blood and dried roses. Velvet hangings rot on the walls, once rich crimson, now darkened to near black, as though soaked through with centuries of feeding.

The second chamber housed the mummy. A towering sarcophagus dominates the room, its surface carved with funerary curses and hieroglyphs that crawl and shift when not directly observed. The air here is dry and suffocating, filled with the faint whisper of sand and the bitter tang of embalming resins. Tattered wrappings lie scattered across the floor like shed skins, hinting at terrible patience.

The third chamber was the lich’s. A great throne of obsidian and bone rises from the stone floor, surrounded by cracked soul-foci and shattered phylactery wards. Arcane sigils are burned directly into the walls, still faintly glowing with residual necromantic power. Even empty, the room radiates cold intellect and absolute malice.

The final chamber once belonged to the true boss monster of this level: a Revenant—a necromancer capable of summoning hordes of undead. Her most wicked abilities included a devastating life-drain spell and the power to resurrect fallen party members, forcing them to rise and fight against their former allies.

Yet even these four powerful fiends would not have been strong enough to stop the hunters closing in on us. Nor would the Revenant have been able to resurrect more than one or two of them before being overwhelmed.

No.

Celia plans to make her stand on the Emerald level.

And it is there, deep in her true domain, that my dark harem and I will make our stand.


CHAPTER 9: THE MIMIC

Justine

“How many more levels will we have to chase them?” I ask.

“Wraithold once housed a Black Diamond Core,” Manning replies as we pass another ancient sarcophagus. “So she likely created one level for each rank…”

“Ten levels,” I mutter. The implications would have been dire for just about any adventuring force.

“What kinds of fiends did she keep in the lowest levels?” I ask.

“No one truly knows. Few were powerful enough to ever venture that far down,” Manning says. “There are rumors of greater devils. Some even claim that the tenth level was guarded by a great black dragon.”

“A… a dragon,” one of the soldiers behind me stammers.

I stop and turn to face them. “This place is dead. Other than the ghoul, we’ve fought no one. Those we pursue will tire before we do. We’ll catch them soon enough, get the Princess back, and then have our revenge for those we’ve lost.”

With that, I turn and press on.

I half expect something to burst from the shadows, a mummy lunging from a sarcophagus, some ancient guardian finally stirring, but the place remains deathly still. Too still. Either Wraithold is truly empty… or the Core is deliberately lulling us into complacency.

We follow the soft blue glow of the Seeking Light. Manning’s spell will expose traps and alert us to monsters ahead. It reveals neither.

What it does reveal is far more important.

Princess Selene, her abductor, and his dark elf companion are nearby.

We pass several more chambers, one dominated by a great throne, another resembling a desecrated temple. Beyond it lies yet another stairwell descending into darkness. As before, a second stairway, likely intended as an exit for adventurers, has been completely sealed off.

Manning stops at the top of the stairs. He taps his staff against the stone and sends the Seeking Light ahead once more.

The glow below flickers and shifts. Red tendrils bloom within it.

“There’s a trap ahead,” Manning says grimly. “I don’t know what kind. And the three we’re chasing have stopped moving. There’s… something else down there as well. A wicked soul of some kind.”

I turn to the men. “They’ve stopped. Now it’s our turn.”

I meet their eyes, one by one.

“We need the princess back alive, so be careful with your abilities.”

I draw my blade and gesture toward the stairs.

“Let’s move,” I order.

Dominion Lord

The Memory Stone releases me, shoving me back into the present.

Justine is sitting on my lap, her face frozen in shock. “It was like I was reliving it,” she says softly. “Like I was truly in Wraithold again, Great Master.”

“You were very confident you finally had us,” I reply.

“We underestimated the power of the Core, all of us,” she admits. “She was not as weak as we believed.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ll find out soon enough, Master,” Justine says quietly. “Things went badly for all of us on the Emerald Level.”

I feel a surge of impatience, a desire to plunge back into the past and witness it for myself, to see exactly how everything unraveled. Justine said things went badly for all of us… yet here she is, naked and very much alive, sitting in my lap. Below us, my four thralls wait in the Training Room. And since my recent return, I have ascended to Ruby Rank and plan to soon be Emerald Rank.

Yes. Things worked out quite well for me since my return.

Justine’s hand drifts over my cock, slow, and familiar. Her blue eyes are dazzling—unnaturally bright—and filled with a kind of feverish delirium. The hunger in her hasn’t faded. If anything, it has only grown stronger.

I lean in and kiss her neck. She moans, and then I grab a nipple and squeeze it. The moan increases even more. Like all my thralls, she is also a pain slut.

“Please, Master,” she begs.

“Sit on my cock,” I order.

She turns toward me.

“No. The other way.”

She obeys at once. Moments later she lowers herself onto me, her back to my chest. Her channel is slick and tight.

My hands slide around her, not to comfort or caress, but to take hold of her breasts and twist her nipples between my fingers until her breath stutters.

With her feet on the floor, she rides me, driving herself up and down along my rod.

She continues to move, grinding herself on me. I squeeze and twist her nipples one final time before I start to smack them relentlessly with my palms.

“Master… Master… Master,” she chants as her body betrays her, her channel tightening around me.

With my cock buried in her, I channel Corruption. Carnal energy radiates outward over her clit, up into her ass, and throughout every erogenous zone she has.

Justine screams as an orgasm rips into her.

It is so intense that her legs nearly give out. I seize her hips and hold her upright.

“Don’t move,” I growl.

My own heat builds.

I stand up, still buried balls deep in her. Then turn her and force her head down onto the seat of my throne. I take control and pound into her pussy from behind.

Her legs turn to jelly. Her channel vibrates around me. She moans, lost, drowning in sensation.

I know how to pull her back from the brink.

My hand comes down hard, stinging on her ass.

She cries out. Pleasure and pain bleeding together.

Her asshole is right there. I curl three fingers and shove them inside. Her cries are muffled.

I can’t hold back any longer, so I pull out.

“On your knees,” I bellow.

She collapses to the floor. Her eyes are glassy. I strike her face just hard enough to drag her back to this world. Tears stream down her cheeks.

The endless orgasms stop the moment I withdraw.

“Open your mouth, useless,” I roar.

She obeys.

I grab her golden hair and drive my slick cock into her mouth. I thrust a half dozen times and then erupt. My jizz splattering the back of her throat.

I hold her there. Force her to take it all.

I add a touch of Corruption so that more pours down her throat than should be possible. I unload for a good thirty seconds until her belly is nearly swollen.

She starts to cough and gag… her hands come up to try to push away.

I suffuse my anger at her impertinence and end the funneling of Corruption.

I pull my cock free. Drool and cum pour from her mouth as she slumps to the floor, drunk on my seed. I leave her there to writhe as I plop myself back down on my throne.

Then I focus, channel the Memory Stone, and fall back into the past.

Riley Sampson

I understand now why the Core chose the Emerald Level for our stand. This is where she intends to spend all the energy she has consumed so far. She uses it to resurrect a single powerful monster. Not one of her creations, I sense, through my connection with her. Not something shaped by the dungeon or bound by her will.

A creature that was here before Wraithold was even formed.

I feel the being. It is cruel, patient, and cunning. An evil so deliberate it makes even the Core’s malice feel tempered by comparison.

“I tire of this chase, my pets,” the Core says, her voice echoing through the stone.

I feel my thralls tense beside me, their anger flaring hot and immediate at the Core’s insolence in calling me her pet.

I am no one’s pet. I raise one finger and bare my teeth.

“Quiet,” I snarl. “Both of you.”

“This is where the final battle will be decided,” the Core continues. “When my monster strikes, that is when you act. But hear me well, Riley Sampson, do not be foolish enough to attack Her.”

Her.

The pronoun sinks its claws into my thoughts.

Yet another deadly female to deal with. Well, I dealt with a powerful assassin and princess so far without much issue. So I’m not really concerned about dealing with Justine, the Core, and this mysterious being.

“I will assist where I am able,” the Core goes on. “I can drink the life from my enemies instantly, grow stronger faster than a human can draw breath. But even so…” Her voice lowers. “This thing is not mine to command. I merely open the door for her.”

“My repast approaches,” she says at last. “They have entered the Room of Earth.”

The Emerald Level is not a single space, but a sequence of landscapes—each a twisted shrine to an element. My pursuers have already passed through the fire area: a broken caldera where rivers of molten stone once crawled like living veins, heat distorting the air and turning armor into ovens.

Beyond it once lay black, frigid channels that cut through drowned halls, currents strong enough to drag a man under and never let him surface. Now it is all dried and cracking.

The next area was a vast open cavern where wind once howled through hanging stone bridges and a single misstep meant a long, screaming fall. Now it is silent, except for echoes. I would have chosen that spot for this confrontation. Or I thought the Core would – simply wait for them all to enter the bridge and then destroy it, sending them all tumbling to the chasm below.

Yet the Room of Earth is where she has chosen for the confrontation.

It is almost pastoral with rolling hills and open grassland. There is a small copse of gnarled trees huddled together. Through it winds a narrow path. We follow it until it opens in a small glade. The path continues up against the side of a hill. I can tell there was once an exit there, but it is sealed now, making retreat impossible.

There is nowhere to hide.

“No more running, my loves,” I say to my two girls. “This is where we fight.”

Justine

“About time,” Manning mutters as the landscape reshapes itself once more.

The bridge ends abruptly at an exit carved straight into the stone. Beyond it lies a field of tall grass and rolling hills, deceptively peaceful. In the distance, a small grove of trees breaks the open land.

“There,” Manning says, pointing ahead after walking for several minutes. “They’re in the trees. And the way out is blocked. They won’t escape us now.”

I don’t like that last part.

The way out is blocked.

I need to reach the Core. And if she kills them, if everyone dies but me, her power will swell again, becoming formidable as in the past. Then it will be my turn to reveal what I truly am.

But one problem at a time.

I turn to the soldiers. “Let’s retrieve the Princess and get out of here.”

Manning spreads his will outward. Blue light floods the land, washing over grass and stone alike. Thin red streaks slice through it, converging on the copse of trees.

I draw my broadsword and take the lead.

We follow the narrow path into the grove. I haven’t gone fifty feet before the trees thin and open into a clearing littered with fallen leaves and twigs. A dead tree stump squats off to one side, old and splintered.

Across from us, no more than thirty feet away, stands the Princess.

She looks different.

She was always confident. Arrogant, even. But now there is something else in her posture. Something harder. More resolved. She looks less like a captive and more like someone who has chosen her place. She is no prisoner but an ally.

“Just as I suspected,” Manning says. “Princess Selene is bewitched.” He smirks. “And it seems she’s no longer pure. Lord Brenn wanted a virgin. That alliance is finished.”

“Come here, Princess Selene,” I command.

Even as I speak, I know she will not move. She has no intention of leaving the man beside her, and I can’t fault her for that.

There is something about him.

Crimson robes hang loosely from his frame, stirring faintly despite the still air. His hair is black as ink, and his eyes are a piercing blue—cold and luminous, like glacier ice catching the sun just before it fractures. A weaker woman would get lost in those eyes.

Several days scruff covers his face. He is tall and lean, and he exudes power. While Manning and I are of similar rank to this man, I still fear him. There is just something cold and calculating about him.

“Leave us Justine,” Selene says. “That is a command.”

I smirk.

“I told your father I would return you and I will,” I say. Though I have no intention of bringing her back, nor do I plan to return to the bed of her bloated father. I have taken from him and his kingdom what I need, and it is time to move along with my quest.

“He has ensorcelled her,” Manning says. “I can break his spell.”

“Do so,” I say, “and then let's get out of here.”

Riley Sampson

I don’t attack. Neither do my lovers.

And it takes every shred of willpower I possess not to tear them apart where they stand.

But I am the predator now. Still, patient, and coiled.

The Core’s monster is close. Ready to strike.

“Sever,” the wizard says.

The word snaps like a whip.

Light blooms at the head of his staff. It swells like a miniature sun, then detonates outward.

I should have acted first.

I was a fool to wait.

I start to raise a magical shield but the spell isn’t aimed at me.

It slams into Selene.

She cries out and drops to her knees, clutching her chest as if her heart is being crushed in an invisible fist. My own pulse hammers in response, rage flooding my veins as I understand his intent.

He’s not trying to kill her.

He’s trying to take her from me.

To break the bond. To rip my thrall free.

Her voice echoes inside my mind, strained but clear. Let me go, Master.

My head throbs as I push back, fury roaring up from somewhere deep and feral. No one takes what is mine. No one.

Please Master, she begs, and I feel her pain like a blade behind my eyes. He’s hurting you. Let me go, and I will make him pay.

The truth of her words is undeniable because she speaks them while she still belongs to me and cannot lie.

If this bond is ever going to be severed, it will be by my will, not his.

I snarl softly and release my grip.

The tether snaps.

It is as if something precious has been torn out of me. Ripped away by force. For a heartbeat, pure fury threatens to consume everything.

Then I smile.

Enough playing defense.

Let them think they’ve won. Let them believe they’ve freed her.

I know what’s coming next.

And I will make them all pay for their impudence.

Bliss

Manning is hurting Master.

The thought burns through me, sharp and absolute.

Master.

The man who I love.

The man who took my maidenhood— from all three of my worthless holes. Who never pretended I was some delicate flower to be protected and locked away, but treated me as the desperate, hungry slut I am. Who freed me from a marriage to Lord Brenn—a man three times my age, who smells of onions and entitlement.

While Master smells of musk and power.

Yes, he enslaved me. I knew that even with the tether wrapped around my soul. But it was mercy. It was that… or my death.

Now I love him deeply. And I want to keep loving him.

I rush toward Manning.

He won’t take me from Master.

There is a sly grin on the archmage’s face, pleased with what he thinks he has accomplished, freeing me from Master.

My sword is still clutched in my hand.

When I am within a single step of him, I reach into myself and activate one of the most powerful abilities I will ever possess.

A power I can only use three times in my entire life.

Royal Decree.

I will kill Manning for breaking my bond with Master. And then I will beg Master to collar me again.

Manning is Garnet-ranked. His body is wrapped in talismans, rings, layered wards stacked upon wards. I am only Emerald.

I shouldn’t be able to touch him.

But my sword begins to glow.

Not with fire. Not with mana.

Royal Decree is something more. Something granted by lineage.

Light crawls along the blade, clean and merciless, as if reality itself has acknowledged my right to pass judgment.

Manning’s eyes widen.

His talismans flare wildly, shrieking as they try, and fail, to compensate for something they were never meant to resist.

Me.

“You will not harm Master,” I cry out.

My voice carries more than sound. It carries law and imperial authority.

Terror floods his face. He opens his mouth, scrambling for a counterspell, for anything at all—

I swing.

The blade meets no resistance as it strikes his neck. His head leaves his shoulders in a smooth, final arc.

For a brief, frozen moment, his body remains standing, before it collapses to the stone, lifeless.

The glow of his talismans fades. One by one, they die.

Now to deal with Justine. I turn my wrath on her.

Riley Sampson

I feel my bond with Bliss snap. Yet beneath it, something deeper takes hold. Not a leash forged by my Incubus power, but a bond anchored in me. The former princess—now my beautiful, slutty Bliss—is like most women. She craves ownership. To be used, cherished, reduced to something precious and sexual by a powerful man. More than that, she wants to surrender. To give me every choice, every boundary, every fragment of her freedom, and let me decide who she becomes.

Her beheading the wizard was one of the most unexpected things I had ever seen. Until something even more curious happens.

Off to the side, the massive tree stump moves.

It stretches. The rotted wood elongating like muscle under bark. The flat top splits open with a wet, splintering crack, unfolding into a gaping maw lined with jagged, razor-edged teeth grown from petrified wood and bone. I feel it then, the same presence I’ve been sensing all along.

Her.

The evil woman. The fiend that even the Core is hesitant of.

The stump is only a guise. One of many this fiend takes.

The Core speaks a single word in my mind.

Mimic.

She lunges.

Roots uncoil like serpents, wrapping a nearby guard before he can even scream. The wooden jaws snap shut around his head. There’s a brief crunch as the jaws cut through magical enchantments and flesh. The jaw lowers more, and consumes the guard, pulling him deep with herself.

With the archmage gone, and Justine momentarily occupied by Bliss, I turn my full attention to the insignificant guards who dared follow their foolish leaders on their pursuit of me.

It is satisfying to act at last. To stop running like I am prey. To remind them all that I am the apex predator.

I release a deadly Garnet rank spell—Immolation—and cast it into the heart of their formation.

The effect is immediate and absolute.

The air around them locks, pressure snapping tight like a clenched fist. Before they can even scream, fire ignites inside their bodies. Not around them. Within. Flames burst from visors and joints, from mouths torn wide in soundless agony. Armor glows red, then white, runes failing one by one as the heat overwhelms every enchantment layered into the steel.

Several fall in the first heartbeat. Others stagger, weapons dropping from fingers already curling into blackened claws. They burn fast—too fast to flee, too fast to beg. In moments, there are no men left, only collapsing shapes of flame and ash.

Their charred remains strike the earth below.

And the Core feeds.

I feel it through her—an unmistakable pull, a greedy inhale as she absorbs them exactly as she did the mage moments before. I feel her gloat as she grows.

Bliss wheels on Justine, fury blazing in her eyes, her sword already moving. Steel clashes as Justine barely manages to parry the blow, shock still etched across her face.

At the same instant, the dark elf vanishes.

One blink she is there, then gone. The last glimpse of her is the flicker of motion behind one of the few remaining guard’s back, her twin pitch-black daggers sliding into the narrow gaps of magically infused armor. Death is delivered before the man even understands he has been mortally wounded.

For a heartbeat, it seems we have everything in hand.

I feel my lover draw in mana, feel the familiar tension as she prepares to teleport away—

And then the Core interferes.

The ground convulses. Thick, root-corded vines explode upward and coil around Ecstasy’s ankles, biting into leather and flesh alike. Her spell flickers out, the mana collapsing in on itself with a painful backlash I feel through our bond. She hacks at the vines, blades flashing, severing two—

She’s too slow.

The stump moves.

It is no longer the thing it was moments ago. It has grown, swollen with stolen mass and essence. Bark stretches and splits as it lurches forward, jaws yawning wider than before, ringed with teeth that gleam wetly.

Ecstasy lunges, driving both daggers toward the open maw.

Another vine erupts from the earth and slams into her arm.

The blade skitters away.

That single, stolen moment is enough.

The stump’s mouth closes.

Wooden jaws crash together with bone-breaking force, severing the dark elf in half. I feel the bond tear violently and abruptly away. Her life gutters out in an instant, swallowed by grinding teeth and crushing pressure.

Then she is gone from my presence.

Rage floods me, hot and blinding. The only one who is allowed to hurt one of my lovers is me. I may be cruel, but I am still their master. They are mine to command, mine to protect, and mine to keep alive.

I am already gathering power, shaping another Garnet Rank spell—Cold Death—ready to freeze the mimic solid from the inside out—

“Master!”

Bliss’s shout cuts through the fury.

She is on the ground.

Blood coats her chest from a savage gash, her armor split wide, her breath coming in wet, panicked gasps. She tries to rise—

Justine is already attacking.

Too fast. Inhumanly fast.

Her steel flashes, and Justine’s blade punches clean through Bliss’s heart, the tip bursting from her back in a spray of blood and shattered bone. Bliss jerks once, eyes wide in shock, lips parting as if to speak, then the light goes out of her. Her sword slips from her fingers and hits the ground with a dull, final clang.

Silence roars inside my head.

Both of them. Gone.

I have never known such impotence.

Nor have I ever experienced such naked, corrosive rage. It coils in my chest, choking, poisonous.

Justine will pay.

The mimic will pay.

But most of all—

The Core is going to pay.


CHAPTER 10: DEATH

Riley Sampson

Before I can act on my anger, before I can unleash hell on Justine, I feel my body wrenched violently away from the killing field.

I am still bound to the Core.

What a fool I was to allow that.

Yet what choice did I truly have?

And doing so helped, as all my enemies are dead except for Justine. And the Core, of course.

Her power has grown immensely since consuming the essences of the guards, the archmage, and even Bliss. I note that she gained nothing from Ecstasy, nor from the other guards the mimic devoured. And now I understand why she fears that creature. The mimic is a cancer living within her halls, something she cannot excise without tearing herself apart.

Then the sensation changes.

It is as if I am being broken down into something smaller than flesh, smaller than bone, smaller than pain itself. My body unravels into fragments, into drifting motes of awareness. I am dragged downward through layers of stone and packed earth, pulled inexorably toward the castle’s final level. There is no sense of direction anymore, only pressure, friction, and motion, like being forced through the veins of the world.

At last my body reforms, atom by atom, sensation flooding back in sharp, disorienting waves. Breath slams into my lungs. Just as when I first arrived in this world, I am naked. My cloak is not unfastened or torn away—it is erased, stripped from existence as though it had never been real.

Justine lies beside me on the cold stone, gasping for breath. Her armor and weapons dissolve as well, metal and leather breaking down into faint particles of light before sinking into the floor, more fuel for the Core.

I start to rise.

Then the ground convulses.

The stone beneath me roars and bucks like a living thing. The tremor is deep and violent, the kind of seismic upheaval that rattles bone and teeth alike, easily a seven on the Richter scale. The air fills with the deafening sound of grinding rock and cracking stone, a basso thunder rolling through the chamber as something vast and ancient shifts far below.

I realize with a shock what the Core has done.

She has collapsed the caverns above us, not merely to trap us beneath hundreds of tons of stone, but to imprison the mimic. To bury her once more.

That much mass would crush almost anything.

But I sense the truth even as the dust settles: the creature cannot die. Not fully. Not while it remains bound to the deep earth beneath the castle.

When the ground finally stills, and the vertigo in my head subsides, I push myself up onto my knees.

Justine groans beside me.

Her hair is tangled and filthy, pale blonde strands clinging to her face and neck with sweat and grit. Dirt smears her cheekbones, her collarbone, the gentle swell of her chest—yet none of it truly diminishes her beauty. Stripped of armor and authority, her body is lithe and compact, built for speed rather than brute strength. Her breasts are not large, but firm and high, the nipples drawn tight by the chill of the stone floor. Her waist narrows sharply above hips shaped for balance and motion, her thighs strong and well-muscled, dusted with scrapes and faint bruises earned in battle.

She looks raw, exposed, and still quite dangerous.

Her green eyes, bright as a sunlit field, snap up to meet mine, and the softness vanishes. Fury floods her expression. She flicks her hand outward, instinctively reaching for a spell to toss at me.

I do the same.

I reach for my magic to counter her.

Nothing answers.

My power is gone.

The same realization hits Justine a heartbeat later as her spell falters, dying in her grasp like smoke in the wind.

“What have you done?” she demands, her voice hoarse with rage and disbelief.

“Seems like we’re in the same boat,” I say calmly.

It is not entirely true. I am taller, heavier, and stronger. If it comes to it, I can subdue her by force.

A soft, almost amused sound echoes through the chamber.

Ahhhh.

Celia’s voice.

It emanates from a crystal resting atop a pedestal at the center of the chamber.

The pedestal itself is ancient, carved from a single column of black stone shot through with faint veins of red mineral that pulse like sluggish blood. Its surface is etched with sigils worn smooth over the centuries. The air around it feels thick, heavy, charged, as though reality itself resists coming too close.

The crystal atop it – the Core – Celia – swirls inside like a living storm of crimson smoke. Tendrils of red vapor curl and collapse, folding in on themselves, glowing brighter at the center before fading toward the edges.

It is beautiful.

And monstrous.

Yet my attention is drawn to the second pedestal beside it.

This one is identical in shape and size—but the crystal atop is different.

It is clear, like glass, but dull. Lifeless. A jagged crack runs straight through it from top to base, splitting it like a scar that never healed. No light stirs within. No smoke. No pulse. Just emptiness.

And suddenly, everything begins to make sense.

There was a second Core here once.

And it died.

Dominion Lord

The revelation shoves me back into the present. I know the stone still holds one final set of memories—ones that will define me—but I need a moment first.

I turn to Justine.

“You killed the princess. My Bliss. You took someone who belonged to me.”

“I am sorry, Great Master. It had to be that way,” she says. “I had nothing against her, but she was intent on killing me. And we underestimated you. Your binding spell may have been severed, yet her devotion to you went far beyond that bond. She was not brainwashed or broken—no. She had fallen for you. She wanted to belong to you. Wanted to submit all of herself to you forever. I could feel it inside her.”

“Talia,” I call out.

Tonight is one of the nights the green-skinned beauty is mine for an hour, to do with as I please. The sixty days of her thralldom will end soon, and then she and I will forge a new agreement. Until then, she remains my thrall.

“Yes, Master,” she says.

I felt her arrive in the Training Room not long ago. She is my connection to the outside world—the one who organizes those who enter my castle. She is also my little whisperer, spreading lies and intrigue among the adventurers camped beyond my walls.

She is already naked and was about to join in tormenting Ass Licker and Little Bitch, but I need something from her first.

“I need you to head back outside,” I tell her. “Let those outside know that Kirsa will be exiting my castle in the morning, that she is in the service of the Core this evening.”

“Yes, Master,” the goblinoid replies, a sly grin on her face.

“Great Master,” Justine says, fear plainly visible in her eyes.

“You killed someone who belonged to me,” I say calmly. “For that, you will be punished, severely. First by Lilith, who is a mistress of pain. Then by me, when I am finished here.”

She is about to speak, but I unleash a thread of Corruption. My will lashes out and silences her.

“And yet,” I continue, “I can sense that somehow you were responsible for saving my life.”

She nods.

“I still have more memories to examine,” I say. “And if it proves true that you saved me, you will leave here in the morning unscathed with a great reward.”

I step close and whisper into her ear.

“And you will like this reward. I promise you.”

With a flick of my will, she is gone—sent down to the Training Room, where a rough time awaits her until I arrive.

I steel myself. Then I close my eyes and allow the past to claim me once more.

Celia

The woman is Garnet and strong-willed—but after feeding on her soldiers and wizard, I am strong enough to dominate her.

As far as vessels go, she will be one of the prettiest I have ever claimed. Yes, she will make a good host for me.

But first, I must deal with the man.

I need him too.

Oh yes… I need him if I am to bring back my love—to return Syban to me.

By the rules that govern Cores, I have defeated both the man and the woman. They are mine now, to subjugate, or to kill and feast on.

They lost.

As they were always doomed to.

The man, realizing his magic is suppressed, lunges at the woman, though I am not certain whether to kill her or subdue. And I need her, so I can’t risk the former.

I pull her away—not far. Just beyond the impenetrable barrier, the wall that prevents anyone from approaching my Core. She poses no threat to me now.

“What?” she shouts as she finds herself on the other side of the barrier.

What they do not yet understand, what they have only just discovered, is that only my magic functions within the Core chamber. Nothing else answers here.

No.

I am in no danger at all.

Justine

My companions are all dead. The Core is alive once more – and dangerous.

The man and I are at her mercy.

Or so she thinks.

My armor is gone. My magic armor is gone. I cannot access my magic or my abilities.

But I still have the Blessing, the gift granted to me by Saldana, Goddess of Changelings. It is part of me, like my heart or my eyes. I can still feel it deep inside me, warm, coiled, and waiting to be released.

I feel a tug.

In the next instant, I am beyond the reach of the man who is lunging for me.

The Core is only a few feet away, sitting on a pedestal, finally within my reach.

I stand and rush toward it. All I need to do is touch it, grasp it in my palm. Then everything will change.

My head explodes in pain like an orc has just smashed it with a mace. White light nearly blinds. When the pain finally diminishes, it gives way to a different sensation… one worse than pain. It is as if insects flood my skull. Millions of them eating away at the part of me that makes me who I am – gives me my identity.

My thoughts fracture.

My vision whites out.

“You are mine, changeling,” the Core says.

I throw up what mental barriers I can, crude and desperate things, but they are smashed aside as if they were never there.

“Yes,” Celia taunts. “Fight me. That makes it even better when I finally have all of you.”

Celia

The changeling thinks she can resist me in my own domain, as though I hadn’t planned for this moment over the decades.

Fear.

That is always the first emotion as I take over a vessel.

Some Cores can manifest themselves by expending the energy that fuels them, shaping an avatar. My love, Syban, did that. He always chose the same form—not unlike the man, Riley Sampson. He has the same blue eyes, mischievous smile, and same long black hair as my love. And, most importantly for my purposes in a few minutes, the same large, impressive cock.

As for me, I have always preferred possessing a body over manifesting a body.

I would drive my consciousness into the mind of some foolish, weak-willed female adventurer arrogant enough to challenge us. Ah, the bodies I have worn—all for Syban’s amusement: a lithe cat-girl, a buxom red-haired Amazon, a flexible elf maiden, and countless other beauties. And once Syban grew bored with a vessel, I consumed the body and returned to my incorporeal state, waiting patiently for the next lovely fool to appear.

But this form solves everything.

She can be anyone, from an innocent novice mage to a murderous banshee. Every shape. Every face. And then the man… yes. Then Syban will return to me as soon as I finish pushing through the last vestiges of the changeling’s mind.

Justine realizes what’s happening.

She screams, No. No, no, no—get out. Get out of me.

Her thoughts splinter as I press deeper. Memories peel away like wet parchment: faces without names, names without meaning, emotions severed from their causes. She tries to cling to her memories, but my essence seeps into every crevice of her mind, rewriting, overwriting, and unmaking it.

I am still here.

Her scream turns soundless as her sense of self collapses inward. I feel her thrash, her will scraping uselessly against mine, and then the horror dawns fully: she is not being killed.

She is being erased.

There is one final flicker of coherent thought, a raw, naked terror at the knowledge that soon there will be no Justine left to scream, no mind left to remember that it ever existed.

I drink in her beautiful terror.

Then the voice is gone.

The resistance is gone.

The space where she was is empty and I settle into it this delicious new body, as though it had always been mine.

“It has been too long,” I say.

I lift my hands and admire the long, delicate fingers. I drag them slowly up the length of my arms. Sensation floods me. There is nothing like the feel of flesh.

I brush my fingers across my new breasts.

“Ohhhh,” I murmur as the tips of my fingers graze sensitive nipples, still flushed from fear.

But the breasts are nothing compared to my pussy.

I slide my hands lower.

“Ohhhh,” I moan again. I have missed this sensation.

Beyond the barrier, the man watches me. Curiosity and fury are etched across his face—but what is missing, most telling of all, is fear.

Riley Sampson

The Core flares a brilliant red, swathing the entire chamber in pulsing light.
Then I see Justine beyond the barrier.

She is clutching her head, crying and screaming.

It looks like something is boring into her skull. No, that isn’t right. It’s like someone, a presence, is burrowing into her mind.

I am still connected to Celia, technically one of her dungeon monsters, yet that tether suddenly weakens as I sense her expending a vast amount of energy.

I feel a clash of wills… though it is hardly a battle.

Celia is consuming Justine, taking her mind and her consciousness. She is destroying the essential thing that makes a person who they are. That makes them, them.

In a moment, I will have one less enemy to worry about.

Then I will only need to deal with the Core herself, and I sense something else. Something she has kept hidden. She is weaker when she takes on a vessel, forced to maintain a tether between the consciousness housed within her Core and the mind of her host.

Justine’s body stops flailing. The screaming cuts off.

I know the battle is over for Justine.

Now it is only the Core and me.

She has done me a favor by entering Justine’s body. As a pure Core, there might have been little I could do against her, even as a female. But now, in the body of a woman, and a hell of a body it is, she is all mine. She just doesn’t realize it.

The barrier never lowers.

Yet the form of Justine strides straight through it, arrogant and assured. There is a flicker of red in her eyes before they settle into their natural hue.

“You look so much like him, Syban,” the Core says softly.

“What happened to him?” I ask, buying myself a few moments. The more I learn, the greater my advantage in the confrontation to come.

“Destroyed,” she replies, as though that answers everything.

“Who was strong enough to do that?” I ask.

“Matters not,” she says, her voice edged with cold.

She steps closer and places a single slender finger against my chest.

A shock tears through me, racing downward, coiling into my cock as it slowly rises to attention.

“Yes,” she murmurs. “You will do. You will be my new Syban. My new consort. Yet this time, we will not rule as equals. That mistake led to our downfall. Now I shall rule… and you will follow as my plaything. A cock I will pull out from time to time to amuse myself with.”

She shoves me.

I fall backward, expecting to strike stone, but instead I land on something soft.

A mattress.

Ropes lash out in a blur. Before I can resist or fight back, I am bound to a great four-post bed, splayed in a brutal X position.

I have often had my women trussed up this way, and it is curious to now be helpless and displayed.

Though helpless is wrong.

I am far from that.

And the ropes are nothing to me.

Celia. Justine. The Core. The naked woman climbing onto the bed is all three entities at once. She is gorgeous. Sexy as hell. As well as murderous and insane. Though, if I’m honest, I’ve had my share of crazy, dangerous women, and their unpredictability has always been intoxicating.

She straddles my legs and strokes my cock.

From this position, I can see her entire front… her golden hair, taut belly, and pert, perfect breasts.

I haven’t fought back yet.

But that is about to change.

“No woman will ever dominate me,” I say.

She continues to stroke me. Her hand is strong but soft, confident and knowing, and the sensation is maddening.

“You just haven’t met the right woman,” she says. “Just look at your cock, hard like a magician’s staff. Men are so easy to take control of… and you are no different. All I need to do is promise you relief from time to time.”

She lifts herself, her pussy hovering just above my now aching cock.

“Oh, you will cum so hard. So very hard. And I will drain you until your body is nothing but a husk. But your essence… especially your carnal essence… I will funnel inside Syban’s Core. He will be whole again. Except this time, I will rule him. The same way you are part of my Core now—one of my defenders— Syban will also belong to me.”

Then she lowers her hips down onto me.

“Shades,” I grunt as she grinds her hips.

Oh, I plan to cum.

To cum hard.

To overflow her womb.

And I will as she made one massive mistake.

My Incubus magic.

While her Core room does not allow anyone else’s magic to function here, my Incubus abilities aren’t truly magic at all. They are innate. Part of me. They always have been.

If anyone is going to be left a husk, it will be Celia.

Which is a damn shame because the body she possesses, Justine’s, is striking.

Oh… I will strike back.

But I might as well have a little fun before I destroy the Core and flee this cursed place.

“Oh, Syban,” Celia coos as she rides me up and down.

Time to fuck with her a little.

“That’s it, Justine… ride your new Master just like that.”

“Justine is gone. This body is mine now,” she snaps with a scowl, then starts driving me harder.

Her channel is damn snug, and so thoroughly lubricated that I glide in and out with obscene ease.

“Ohhhhhh,” I moan.

Psychopath or not, she really knows how to ride a cock.

“Come for me, Syban. Fill my womb,” she commands, and her voice carries power.

“Oh, I plan to,” I say, “but you first.”

In a single motion, I snap the four wraps holding me down. Rough play, bondage, BDSM –the ability to create sexual toys and tools – all fall under Incubus abilities. Once she made them part of her twisted sexual game, they were just simple ropes, ones the incubus inside me could snap like thread.

I flip her over so she is beneath me.

Her eyes widen in shock.

“How?” she mutters.

“Because you are mine,” I say. “And you will come for me.”

I unleash the full force of my Incubus powers.

They slam into Justine’s body.

I might not be able to fully control her mind, as it is still tethered to the Core, which now pulses red like an emergency alarm. Had her entire essence been inside Justine’s body, she would now be my newest thrall, which would be nice, since Bliss and Ecstasy are both gone. And oh how she would pay for the death of my women.

I crush my mouth against hers and release my carnal energies into her.

She moans beneath me and slams her mouth back against mine.

My hands run up and down her thighs.

One of my Incubus abilities allows me to sense exactly what turns a woman on.

It is complicated in this case—Celia’s mind inside Justine’s body—but I know who I need to focus on.

Celia is no gentle dove.

She is a carnivorous crow.

I bite down on her lip, drawing blood.

“Ahhhhh,” she breathes as I pull away, her lower lip split and bleeding. The small act of violence turns her on, and the heat between her legs grows.

My hands slide up and wrap around her neck as I pound into her relentlessly.

“You are mine, Celia,” I say.

The same way Justine once battled Celia for control of her consciousness, now Celia wages war against the demon dwelling inside me.

And she slowly starts to lose ground. I tighten my grip around her neck as I pound into her. Her eyes are aflame and wanton. She is lost to the sensation of being fucked by a predator.

I infuse more of my Incubus power, increasing the length and girth of my cock until it is stuffed inside her, filling her completely.

I funnel carnal energy through my cock, and she begins to writhe and shake beneath me.

“Come for me,” I say, my voice laced with power and authority. No mortal woman can resist such a command from me, and at this moment, Justine is flesh and blood, quite human.

It is subtle at first—just a hitch, a fraction of a second where her body no longer moves with perfect certainty. Her eyes narrow, confusion flickering beneath the arrogance.

I am no one’s consort or plaything.

I am a predator.

The truth hits her like a blade between the ribs.

She starts to scream… to cry out… while my hands grip her neck. Her body quakes, her pussy tenses, then relaxes… gives in to the inevitable as an orgasm rips through her.

The red light of her Core flares wild and uncontrolled.

Her mind claws for dominance, to take control back, but she knows it is hopeless.

Her eyes lose focus, darting wildly as if tracking something only she can see. Her mouth opens, then closes, as if two thoughts are fighting for control of the same tongue.

Her body trembles.

I feel it immediately.

She realizes her battle is lost, that she has no control over me. Unless she can flee back to her Core. From there she could drop the ceiling on me, have the ground open up and swallow me. I can’t allow her to think. I need her to expend all her energy. I continue to funnel carnal energy into her, and her orgasms continue to explode and ignite inside her—one after another after another.

“Pleaseeeee, Syban,” she moans. “I am sorry. So sorry, I killed you, my love.”

Oh shit.

She killed her lover, the other Core.

By now my cock is aching.

I want to release so badly… yet doing so will return some of her power to her. I need to keep doing what I’m doing. To keep her on edge. To make her too weak to fully connect with her Core.

I see something else… a flicker in her eyes.

I feel something else… another presence. Another woman beneath me.

Justine.

“P-please…,” she says.

The word barely survives the journey out of her throat.

Her body spasms as if punished for speaking. The red light flares in violent protest.

Her eyes, Justine’s eyes, flicker beneath the surface, swimming in terror. Tears spill freely now, unrestrained, as if the Core no longer has the strength to dam them back.

“I’m still here,” she sobs. “She’s inside me. She’s everywhere. I can’t hold her anymore.”

The Core screams through her nervous system.

“No,” Celia roars. “You will not…”

But it is too late.

I lean close, lowering my voice.

“Justine,” I say.

Her gaze snaps to mine, desperate.

“Yes,” she gasps. “Please—please don’t let her—”

“There is only one way out,” I say.

She hesitates.

The Core pulses violently, sensing the danger now, not from me alone, but from within.

“No,” Celia snarls. “Do not listen to him. Syban will enslave you. Syban will—”

“—destroy you?” I finish calmly.

I keep my grip around her neck as I continue to fuck her and she continues to writhe and climax.

The red light flickers hard.

Celia feels it.

I turn my focus fully to Justine.

“Submit to me,” I gasp.

The words hit her like a sledgehammer.

Celia shrieks inside her mind, thrashing against the tether, burning what little power she has left to drown out my voice.

“No! You are mine! Mine!” She cries.

Justine sobs, torn between terror and hope.

“I—I don’t want to disappear,” she whispers.

“You won’t,” I say. “Not if you choose me as your master.”

The Core pulses again—weak, frantic, off-tempo.

I tighten my grip, not on her body, but on the space she occupies.

For a long, agonizing moment, nothing happens.

Then I hear the one word I want to hear.

“Yes.”

The word is barely audible.

But it lands.

The effect is immediate.

Celia screams. But this time from her core and not from Justine’s mouth. The red glow surges wildly, then fractures, splintering into chaotic pulses as two wills align against it from within the same vessel.

“No—No!—” Celia howls, her voice unraveling, her certainty finally shattering. “I am the Core! I am eternal! You cannot—”

Justine’s presence swells.

I feel her link snap into place.

Not a chain.

A bond.

“Together,” I murmur, my voice iron. “We end her.”

The Core’s light flares one last time. And for the first time in her long, monstrous existence, Celia understands the truth.

She is no longer the one who dominates.

She is the one being dominated.




Justine

I am still here.

I would like to say by the grace of Saldana, my goddess. But it is by the strength of a man – the same man I have pursued. I can sense his presence, strong and firm.

I lost time somewhere between the screaming, the red light burrowing into me, and the Core forcing her way into my head.

I have been pushed so far down that I barely exist.

She wants to erase me, like I never even existed.

She is close to doing so.

Just a bit longer and all of me will be gone.

But something starts to change.

The man.

The red pulse falters, stuttering through my dwindling consciousness instead of roaring.

Celia falters with it.

Her confusion ripples through me, sharp and angry.

No, she thinks. No—stay down.

Her grip tightens, frantic now. I feel her burn power just to keep me buried, just to keep my mouth closed.

But she is weaker.

And I am still here.

Then I feel something—her body—my body—is being overloaded with sensation, overwhelmed with carnal bliss and pleasure.

It’s more than that. It’s lust. I’m horny. Hornier than I have been in my life.

Suddenly I can see. The man I have been chasing, the one I sought to subdue is the reason for the ecstasy rippling through me. He is on top of my body, thrusting into me with his hard throbbing cock.

I want him deeper and stiffer.

When I’m done moaning in my mind, I remember my plight. And the man is the only one who can save me.

The sound that comes out of my throat barely feels like language.

“P-please…” I wheeze.

Pain lances through me instantly. The Core reacts, punishing the attempt. The red light flares, searing my nerves.

Silence, Celia snarls inside me. You are nothing. You are—

“Please save me,” The words tear out of me, ragged and broken, but real.

The pain pauses.

I feel him then.

Riley Sampson.

He is close enough that his presence cuts through Celia’s dominance like a wedge driven into a crack.

My vision blurs. My eyes burn. I don’t know if they’re mine anymore, but tears spill freely now, unstoppable.

“I’m still here,” I sob. I have never felt so weak and insubstantial.

Celia suddenly panics.

I feel it like static ripping through my skull.

No, she roars. You are mine. Syban is miiiiiiiinne.

She is feeling what I am feeling, raw sexual energy. So powerful in fact, that her certainty fractures.

For the first time, I feel her doubt.

Sampson’s voice cuts through the chaos. I can see through my eyes again, and they lock on his eyes of blue. His body is moving as he pumps into me… between gasps he says, “Justine.”

My name.

Not hers.

Mine.

Something in me snaps toward it.

“Yes,” I gasp. “Please—please don’t let her—”

“Submit,” he says.

Terror grips me instantly.

I know what he is. I know what he does.

He enslaved the Princess. And even after Manning broke the bond that enslaved her, she still belonged to him—stronger than before—because the choice was fully hers.

He will enslave you, Celia hisses.

I can barely think. I am shaking inside my own skin, crushed between two monsters, each offering a different ending.

Sampson speaks again.

“Submit.”

The word hits me harder than any pain.

Celia screams inside my head, thrashing wildly now, burning what little control she has left just to drown him out.

No! she howls. You belong to me! You are already mine!

I sob, choking on air.

The Core pulses violently, off-balance, and desperate. I feel her slipping—not gone, not defeated—but suddenly not absolute.

For the first time since she took me, I feel like I have a chance to get what I came here for.

“Yes,” I say.

The word barely exists.

But it is enough.

Celia screams.

I feel her recoil as something fundamental breaks, her dominance cracking as my will locks onto Sampson’s like a lifeline.

The crimson red light fractures into chaotic pulses, no longer controlled, no longer whole.

I feel Sampson’s presence settle around me—not gentle, not kind—but solid. A structure. A boundary.

If I had a face, I would grin.

He wants us to fight the Core together, to keep her from escaping. He wants to dominate her.

Oh, I will help him fight her.

Now that I am me again, I can access the Blessing of my Goddess. It is time to release it.

And it might work out even better—absorbing the power of the Core and of Riley Sampson.

Riley Sampson

Justine’s body is going wild beneath me, caught in a whirlwind of endless orgasm—and it is driving me mad.

I want to pull out and unload all over her, drown her face in my jizz. But I can’t release. I can’t give her what she wants—and needs—my seed. I have to keep fucking her to keep her under my spell, to keep her from fleeing fully back to her Core. And as if that weren’t enough, Justine—who I thought was gone forever—has resurfaced.

And she has submitted to me.

By doing so, she is bound to me.

Mine.

She is fighting the Core in her mind while I assault her physically.

“Syban,” the Core says.

“Sampson,” I reply.

“Only Syban could make me feel like this. You have returned.”

She says no more.

Even more strongly than I feel the Core’s presence, I sense something else. Something cold and ancient—or at least cold to me. Something anathema to me, and to the Core as well.

My connection with Justine is suddenly blocked by a force—a power. Then that force turns on me… and on the Core.

This power, emanating somehow from Justine, begins to tug at me, seeking to draw out all my energy, my lifeforce, from my Garnet Rank body.

And I gave it a connection to me when I opened the door by making Justine submit to me.

The same thing happens to the Core.

It begins to leech power from her, to drain her Core dry.

Bitch.

I pull out of Justine’s body and stop funneling my Incubus powers. The overwhelming sensations flee her body. Celia tries to pull free as well, to retreat back to her Core—but this ancient force has latched onto her.

I still don’t have access to my magic. Only my Incubus abilities.

I try everything. I push against the barrier preventing me from fully controlling Justine. I even lash out, trying to charm the being that is draining my energy.

She is female—I sense that much. But she is more than that. She is divine.

A goddess.

She is the first female I have ever been powerless against.

Celia screams, her voice like a thunderclap.

“I am sorry, Syban. Sorry I let my jealousy kill you. But I can save you now.”

The world seems to freeze; to go still as death.

I glance beyond the barrier, where Celia’s Core is burning brightly. Too bright. As though fuel has been added and it is about to go supernova.

“Oh God,” I mutter as I realize what she is doing.

The world is soon swathed in crimson as the power of her Core expands, pushing against the gem that houses her essence. Cracks appear—then more—spreading like a spider’s web.

Then it explodes.

Energy crackles and lashes outward, not at me, but at the force that Justine had somehow summoned. The raw force overwhelms it, breaking its contact with me and with Celia.

The two forces clash.

Justine moans beneath me, her body her own again.

I grab her wrists. “What have you done, bitch?”

“I had to,” she replies.

Those are the last words she speaks.

The two forces smash into one another, then explode outward. The impact is so violent that Justine and I are hurled from the bed and slammed into the far wall. I feel bones break, organs rupture. The world begins to go dark.

Justine lies a few feet away, her body twisted and contorted, blonde hair matted with blood and gore.

“No, Syban!” Celia screams.

“Next time,” the voice of the other power says.

Life is leaving me. I know it. If I could tap my magic, maybe I could heal myself. Maybe. Though the injuries are too severe.

“No, Syban!” Celia screams again, just a fraction of a second before death takes me.

I am cold and hot at the same time.

Then I feel it… a presence… the last of Celia… her life force… pouring into me. She is sacrificing herself so that I—her Syban—the lover she had killed—can live. The power is too much… too overwhelming. It is like I am drowning. Like my lungs are filling with this power.

Then the world goes dark.


EPILOGUE: CASTLE CORE

CORRUPTION KING

I wake up.

Or rather, my consciousness awakens.

I try to stand… but I have no legs or a body.

I can’t see—though I am not truly blind. I can sense my surroundings.

I’m in a cave. Celia’s Core room, I guess. I sense stone and dirt all around me, and that these substances are malleable, responsive, and waiting for me to shape them.

This cavern is my entire world now. The stairs that once led from here to the surface have collapsed. In fact, all the levels of the former Core—of Wraithold—are gone, crushed and buried. As for the castle itself, it is in even worse disrepair than when I first entered it. Ruined beyond recognition.

How do I know all of this? How do I know what has happened to the castle?

“Welcome, Castle Core,” a female voice says.

“Castle Core,” I repeat. I hear the words not with ears but within my mind.

“Yes, you are a Core,” the voice says. “And I am here to get you started.”

I hear groans…

My senses reach outward to a broken body on the stone not far from my Core.
Justine.

“Ah, she is awake. Good. You will not be alone now, Castle Core. Which is fortunate, as it may be many months before you see another person. Luckily, you already possess a class—Incubus—which I will convert to Subjugator.”

I may not have a physical body, but my entire being tingles. Then the knowledge hits—details of the Subjugator class are etched into me, sudden and complete.

“One of your abilities allows you to claim and collar thralls. The woman in your Core room is currently considered an intruder. You may consume her Corruption to empower yourself. Or you may claim her, collar her, and make her the first of your dark harem. While you cannot yet manifest an avatar, it will only be weeks before you can enjoy the pleasures of the flesh. Would you like to claim her?”

“You bet your sweet I’m claiming her,” I say. “Especially after all the trouble she caused.”

“The human female is now your thrall. Would you like to retain her current name, Justine, or assign a new one?”

“For now she’s just Dumb Cunt.”

“Dumb Cunt is your thrall’s name. She is badly wounded. Would you like to expend Corruption to heal her?”

“Can you make it painful?”

“How painful?”

“Like a swarm of angry wasps is stinging her, both on the inside and out.”

I know it might sound cruel. But she is the reason for my death… and for my rebirth as a Core.

Energy is drawn from me and driven into her shattered body. Bones knit. Organs repair. She was semiconscious, but she wakes fully screaming, writhing as healing burns through her like fire.

Minutes pass. Her screams fade to broken whimpers. She tries to speak. I have no interest in listening to a damn thing she has to say. Dumb Cunt hunted me, killed Bliss, and tried to kill me as well. No, there is nothing I want to hear from her.

I give my incorporeal helper a command.

Chains rip free from the walls. Four of them snap shut around her wrists and ankles and haul her into the air, limbs spread wide, suspending her helplessly at the center of the chamber. A fifth chain coils around her throat—tight enough to steal words, not breath—reducing her to wet, helpless sounds.

She hangs there, restrained and exposed.

Through our bond as Master and slave, I feel her reaching for me through it.

Master, I am sorry.

I shut the connection down. The next sounds she makes will be slurping sounds as she deepthroats my cock. But until then, I don’t want to hear from her.

With that done… and my anger sated for the moment... I have a moment to think. I am a Castle Core. Why does this feel so natural? Why am I not horrified? Is it because Celia saved me?

I know what happened. My physical body was beyond repair—broken past saving. But my consciousness was intact. She took it, placed it into Syban’s cracked core, and rebuilt it. It is inside his Core where I now live.

It all feels so familiar. As though I have been here before.

“The current name of the castle above you is Wraithold. Do you wish to retain it?” the voice asks.

I reject it instantly.

“Rename it Castle Dominion.”

“The name is now Castle Dominion. Your corporeal name was Riley Sampson. Do you wish to keep it?”

I consider it—and discard it.

“To the outside world, I will be the Corruption King. To those bound within my walls, I will be called Great Master.”

“Both names are accepted. Are you ready to begin rebuilding your castle, Corruption King?”

“Yes,” I say. “Let’s begin.”

And I am eager to do so. Because while I cannot yet manifest in the flesh, it is only a matter of time.

And the first girl of my dark harem hangs in my throne room, waiting for me to visit her with a world of pleasure and pain.             

End of Part 6
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If you have any thoughts you want to share about the book, then check out my Discord page: R.U. Ruff / D.J. Kingman Discord Fan Page

It would also be great if you want to friend me on Facebook where I can keep you updated on cover reveals, new releases, and books I have in the works. DJ Kingman Facebook Page

You can find the entire Castle Core: Dark Harem series under the R.U. Ruff pen name here: Castle Core: Dark Harem Series

I write most of my harem stories under the D.J. Kingman name: For those who want something a little darker I have a new book, Deadly Flowers which might pique your interest. You can pick up Book 1 here: Deadly Flowers Book 1

I also have a new age gap spice of life series – New Dawn - Book 1 is available here New Dawn Summer Breeze rating / review This series contains BDSM elements for those who are interested.

I have a complete harem series, Cheer Girls. Available to purchase on Amazon and on KU at: Cheer Girls Omnibus.

The audio version of Cheer Girls is available from Audible at: Cheer Girls Audio

You can catch my harem short story, “Homecoming” in the Dragons & Damsel short story anthology: Dragons & Damsels Anthology

You can catch my harem story, “The Bonds that Connect Us” in the Knights & Maidens short story anthology: Knights & Maidens Anthology

You can also catch my harem story, “Apocalypse Girls” in the Bullets, Blades, and Babes short story anthology: Bullets, Blades, and Babes Anthology

FOR HAREM LIT:

Dukes of Harem

HaremGamelit

Haremlit Readers

Dukes of Harem

Harem Lit

Harem Lit FB

Until the next book,

R.U. Ruff

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc2WH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2WM.jpg





cover.jpeg
A ‘ A / | {
\,‘ A y- & O - A

" DARK HAREM





OEBPS/image_rsrc2WJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2WK.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




