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Missing a Couple Things

“What am I doing in a dungeon?”

There was a good answer for that

Buella Anna Milchkuchen seemed to be everything a man could desire. Her large, innocent green eyes framed with dark, fluttering lashes invited a man’s attention. She always greeted such interest with a sweet smile, her teeth gleaming and white beneath her luscious pink lips.

Her shapely hips, plump bottom, and ample thighs sheathed in small pink traveler’s shorts could entice any man to follow her from behind. A single flirtatious toss of her flowing, strawberry blonde hair could drive a man wild.

Yet her flimsy blouse hung loose against her bust. She scarcely had larger breasts than her farm boy brothers. Being from the dairy lands of Bravura meant living in a region obsessed with ample lifegiving milk. Buella, despite being quite beautiful, was teased mercilessly by the boys she met at village dances.

Buella’s sisters were even crueler.

Mitzy and Gretta were both extremely well provisioned with great, jiggling mounds that strained any bodice. Tits that seemed to bounce with every step and swing and heave with every turn. Men were enamored with Buella’s beautiful, buxom sisters. Her sisters teased Buella to no end, calling her “measuring stick” and “banner pole.” They told her she would never truly win the heart of a man nor be able to nurse an infant if she were to even manage to find a husband.

Buella was left feeling empty and inadequate without a bust to compare to her sisters. This lack of confidence had poisoned young Buella’s relationships and denied her the happiness that every woman deserves.

She had all but given up hope until a traveling minstrel arrived in her village and regaled the folks in the beerhall with tales of the Happy Endings Dungeon. IT was said to be a place that welcomed any woman and promised to make her deepest desires come true. Many scoffed that this was a trap to lure women to their doom, but Buella, desperate for a change, was willing to take that chance.

She used all her savings to buy a boat ticket from the nearest port of Bravura to faraway Galamanca. The young dairy girl spent days traveling the arid Galamancan countryside and ventured into the mountains to find the dungeon. Some of her uncertainty was alleviated by the raucous atmosphere she encountered in the village of Galabros. Banners invited visitors to the Happy Endings Dungeon and stalls sold trinkets and mementos with a decidedly erotic tone. This was the right place. Surely. There were so many adventurers in town who seemed to be preparing to visit the dungeon.

And yet, so few gathered in Galabros had that last measure of courage to go to the dungeon. Adventurers and curious peasants were endlessly drinking and boasting and partying, but not quite making it up the mountain to the dungeon. Not taking that final step to learn the truth.

Buella could not afford to stay in Galabros long, so she worked up her courage and set forth up the mountainside. The welcome sign and the garden at the entrance had reassured her. But those doubts had returned in full force.

Standing in the dungeon, gazing up with her eyes wide with fear at the skeletal giant seated behind the strange desk, Buella was beginning to think the doubters back in her hometown had been right. The Happy Endings Dungeon was a trap. How could such a sinister-looking creature really help her?

“Um, hello,” she said, her voice soft and high as she forced herself to look up at the gaunt face of the hooded creature. “Um, my name is Buella, and I am… well… maybe someone could help me? This is the Happy Endings Dungeon, right? Um, I heard that any woman could…”

Her words trailed off as the skeletal giant lifted a huge arm, the drooping sleeve falling back from its bony hand as it stretched out a single finger and pointed to a door on the far wall.

“Oh? Um, there? What’s in there?”

“Your desire,” rasped the demon.

The giant’s sinister voice was enough to convince Buella to back away from the desk. Her instincts told her to run for the entrance of the dungeon, to get out and never look back. To consider this entire adventure a very expensive lesson. She stopped herself from letting her fear govern her actions and she looked at the door the giant had indicated with his bony finger.

There was nothing suspicious about it. In fact, it looked like a rather nice, arched door like the sort she might see in an expensive gasthaus or even a castle. Her curiosity won out over her fear, and she approached the door. It had a simple iron pull. She grasped it in her hands and the heavy door swung open with such ease that she nearly fell over backwards.

She straightened herself up and glanced back at the skeletal giant in the robe. He had stopped pointing to the door, but was still watching her with his sunken, baleful eyes. She felt oddly embarrassed by her clumsiness.

“Through here?” she asked to reassure herself.

The giant only stared back at her with his cold, inhuman eyes. She turned back to the doorway, took a deep breath, and stepped into the dark unknown.

Buella stumbled on her first step into the room, nearly toppling over when her boot landed not on stone but on a soft, yielding carpet. Magical lanterns burst to life above her, illuminating a large, stone chamber that was furnished with couches, a table with refreshments, and several statues of very buxom young women. The busty statues were posed in lewd ways that seemed to taunt Buella, their lifelike marble breasts overflowing cradling fingers, dangling as they leaned forward, or spreading out on their ribs. Buella frowned as she stepped deeper into the room, looking past the busty statues, drawn by an unusual object at the room’s center.

It was a simple wooden totem at odds with the luxurious furniture. A voluptuous woman carved with crude tools and topped with two horns like those of a bull. The small opals set into the eyes of the statue began to glow with pale white light as Buella stepped closer.

“What is this?” she whispered, feeling the power emanating from the crude totem.

She took one step and then another, padding softly on the red carpet spread upon the floor. The glow of the totem’s eyes grew brighter and Buella became keenly aware that her nipples were stiffening and becoming more sensitive. She glanced down at her small breasts and her stiff nipples poking at her blouse.

She was afraid, but also excited by the sensations beginning to pulse in her meager bust. The heat was spreading from her tiny tits up to her face and down to her core. She reached the totem sitting atop a stone pedestal. The eyes were glowing so brightly that Buella had to resist the urge to shield her face from the light.

She reached out her tentative hand, fingers outstretched to the carven wooden figurine. She felt the warmth radiating as though she were reaching for the heat of a fire. Then her fingers brushed the wooden fertility totem, and a jolt of intense heat shot from Buella’s fingertips, up her arm, and through her entire body. She jerked back her hand in shock, but the sensation continued.

The heat gathered in Buella’s chest, and she felt an intense swelling almost instantly. She looked down and gasped as she saw her little breasts beginning to inflate as if they were bladders being pumped full of air. Her tiny tits rounded and continued to swell. A weight gathering and flesh seemingly forming with the speed of flowing water. Her blouse began to strain at its buttons. Her breasts swelling larger and larger. Nipples thickening and growing more sensitive.

“Gods, what is it doing to me?” gasped Buella as she staggered back from the totem.

Buella’s greatest desire was being realized, but it was happening so quickly that it was terrifying. She grabbed at her breasts as if trying to hold them back, to stop their sudden growth, but the soft flesh continued to swell against her blouse and bulged through her fingers like rising dough. She gasped at the sensation of her thick nipples pressing at the palms of her hand.

“No, they’re too big,” she gasped, staring down as her blouse’s buttons began to burst. “That’s enough! Stop! Oh, Mardoch, they’re even bigger than Gretta’s! Ohhhhh!”

Her blouse finally ruptured completely, popping a button that shot across the room and plonked off one of the busty statues. Buella’s hands were filled and overflowed with the plentiful softness of her newly enormous breasts. She felt the heaviness of them and the way they yielded when she squeezed. She gasped again and was treated to another surprise as milk began to flow from her nipples. Warm cream gushed out, running down both arms and dripping from her elbows.

At last, Buella’s breasts seemed to stop growing, but the changes wrought by the strange totem were not done. She felt a poking pain from the sides of her head as two wide horns began to push out from her golden hair. She released her dripping breasts and reached up to feel these curling horns atop her head. A moment after that, she felt another pain, like a serpent emerging from the base of her spine. She looked back as a slender, tufted tail began to push up and out of the back of her shorts. A cow’s tail! Her body was extruding a cow’s tail!

“MoooooooooOOOOooo!” Buella cried out with alarm. The sound just came out of her and shocked her. “What… mmmmoooooo… what is that sound comOOOOIIiiinngg out of me?”

Her breasts were swelling again and seeming to grow harder in her hands. Huge, heavy, straining weights that she had to support with her hands.

“Engorged,” she gasped, the word coming to her from something her mother had once told her.

She squeezed her breasts harder to keep them up and milk positively gushed from her nipples in plentiful streams. She cried out in a lowing bovine way as pleasure shot straight from her sensitive, spurting teats down to her core.

Buella fell to her knees, tossing her head and squeezing her breasts again, producing more gushing milk. She was terrified of these sudden changes, but they felt so wonderful. She lifted one breast in her hand and curiously opened her mouth so that some of the milk sprayed against her tongue. Her cream was warm, sweet, and rich with milky flavor. She sprayed it again and the milk ran down her chin and onto her breasts.

Her newly gigantic mounds seemed to have stopped swelling, but the ache, particularly in and around her thick nipples, was intense. She needed relief. Squeezing them wasn’t fast enough and it was making a mess.

As if the dungeon sensed her yearning, a small door opened in the wall nearby. Buella hadn’t noticed it because it seemed too small for a person to enter. And it was too small for humans. It was just the right size for a goblin.

A squad of eager green goblins came scurrying out of the half-sized door and scrambled towards Buella with lust in their savage yellow eyes.

“Suck!” shouted one.

“Suck and fuck!” shouted another.

“Wait, I’m not… fuck? I don’t mmmOOOOOoOoooOO about that!” But Buella could hardly give voice to her objections with all the mooing coming out of her mouth as eight (or was it nine?) eager goblins surrounded her.

The greedy green gropers began to fondle and squeeze. They cackled with delight as their rough hands produced impressive spurts of milk. One goblin pumped Buella’s left breast rhythmically, directing spurts of her milk into his own mouth and then the mouths of his companions. A plump goblin latched to Buella’s right breast, his hot mouth completely engulfing her fat nipple and his needlelike teeth pinching against her sensitive areola as he sucked.

“MMOOooooohhhh!” cried the transformed Cow Girl, writhing on the floor as she was entirely surrounded by goblins. These lusty lads were not just concerned with her huge breasts and her milk either. They began to tug at her boots and stockings, one stopping to lick and suck at her toes as the others yanked down her shorts and knickers. One goblin dove between Buella’s thighs and began to vigorously slurp at her pussy. The sensation of the goblin’s long tongue squirming into her cunt made Buella moo with pleasure and buck her hips.

Her lusty noises and spurting milk seemed to excite the goblins further. Before Buella knew what was happening, the one licking her had moved atop her thighs and was guiding his bumpy green cock to her steamy entrance. She cried out in mooing alarm as the goblin between her thighs thrust into her hot, slick channel.

Her moo was cut off by another goblin grabbing her by her horns and thrusting his cock into her mouth. She moaned, shocked, almost gagging, but the goblin’s gherkin didn’t quite thrust down her throat since it was stubby and short. And once she got over the surprise of being fondled and fucked by goblins, she looked up with lust-heavy eyes at the one standing astride her shoulder and thrusting into her mouth and she began to suck.

“Mmmphmm mmmmmphmm,” she mooed with her mouth full of goblin cock. The goblins sucked at her tits and one rode between them, vigorously rutting into her milk-slicked cleavage. She tongued and slurped at the goblin cock in her mouth, sucking away as it began to coat her tongue with salty sweet ooze.

The goblin between her legs cried out with yips of pleasure and Buella moaned around the cock in her mouth as she felt warm goblin cum spurting into creamy depths. The goblin between Buella’s legs collapsed atop her, muttering in his savage tongue. His comrades pulled him away and Buella felt the warm, silky spunk drooling from her freshly fucked folds and down the twitching clench of her asshole. A moment later, another goblin was atop her, thrusting into her messy cunt and spanking her ass with his bollocks.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, cradling the two goblins sucking from her breasts. She felt a warm gush from between her tits and onto her throat as the goblin humping away at her breasts released his seed. A moment later, perhaps inspired by the sight of his comrade unloading onto Buella’s milky tits, the goblin getting sucked by the beautiful Cow Girl released hot spurts of cum into her mouth. Buella moaned as she tasted the gushing goo and began to swallow to keep it from overflowing her mouth. It was strong and salty tasting with a hint of bitterness.

“By Mardoch, you are a greedy bunch,” she gasped, looking down at the bald green goblins still crowding around her. “It’s alright… mmmm… keep sucking that milk. I’ll keep… mmmmm… sucking too.”

Another goblin took the spot of the one she had just finished sucking and Buella willingly lowered her mouth onto his straining green prick. Her pleasure was intense, but incomplete. Satisfying the eight (it was nine!) goblins left her drenched in their spunk, but still leaking milk from her somewhat drained breasts. The goblins were spent.

“More,” she gasped, reaching for one goblin and finding his cock soft. She licked it and sucked it but after three loads the goblin could not be roused. Buella licked the goblin’s flaccid cock dejectedly. “MmooooOOOooore.”

The door Buella had entered thundered open with a sudden boom and again it was as if the dungeon was answering her desires. A huge brute stepped through the door. He stood over her, a giant with a bovine head with masculine features and huge, sharp horns, intense reddish-brown eyes, all atop an impressively muscular body covered in short brown fur. A massive beastly cock hung between his powerful legs. He snorted, nostrils flaring, his hooved fury sending the goblins shrieking from the room.

But Buella did not run. She was not even afraid. The Cow Girl was in love.

“MmooooOOooooo!” she called out to the giant minotaur, reaching up for him as he reached down and took her into his mighty arms.

“Angrus,” rumbled the minotaur.

“Buella,” cried the Cow Girl.

Here was a beast that could finally help her with her predicament. She mooed loudly and gratefully as he kissed her and thrust his huge, beastly tongue into her mouth.
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The Dungeon Lord’s Burden

With his latest visitor being dealt with, Alfie Ivanhoe allowed himself a moment’s rest in the guest bedchamber at the heart of his dungeon. His uncle’s former bedroom was occupied by Myssandra’s cocooned body, so Alfie had taken over the guest room. He changed out of his clothes and into a night shirt and crawled atop the overstuffed four-poster bed. He scarcely put his head down on the pillow, listening to the distant sounds of pleasure from his numerous dungeon guests, before he fell asleep.

He awoke, seemingly moments after closing his eyes, to a distinctive warmth and pressure engulfing his manhood. A flooded heat surrounded his straining cock. Rhythmic suction and gliding lips pleased him. A tongue stirred around his sensitive tip.

“Myssandra,” he moaned, reaching down to run his fingers through her long, silky hair. He caressed her and began to thrust gently to the rhythm of her sucking mouth. His eyes slowly opened as his pleasure built. He lifted his head from the pillow.

He stopped thrusting and gasped, “Dezzy!”

“Mmmmmm?” The pink-haired succubus looked up at him with mischief sparkling in her bright blue eyes and Alfie’s big, glistening cock still buried in her smiling mouth.

“I told you not to do that,” gasped Alfie, his fingers tightening in the heavy down duvet.

Dezzy laughed around his cock and resumed slowly bobbing her head. The wet slurping and pop of suction from her lips was answer enough about her intention.

“Ohhhhhh,” groaned Alfie, reminded of the expertise of the demoness. “Why… why didn’t you… at least let me sleep?”

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, his cock poking at the inside of her mouth and bulging her cheek. She popped her lips free and spoke hotly against the head of his cock. “I just couldn’t resist, master. You’ve been sleeping for hours, and I was sooooo hungry.”

“Couldn’t you go suck on a goblin or a gnome or something?” He protested, still not pushing her away.

“Awwwww, master, you’re so much yummier,” she giggled and licked her way down his shaft. “With this huuuge cock and these big, thick stones just pulsating with cum. Mmmmm.”

She stroked his wet cock as she leaned in and began licking and slurping on his bollocks. Her warm mouth engulfed one stone, and he had a great view of her folded wings and heart-shaped ass teased by her flicking demonic tail.

“Fuuuuck, you are a demon,” he groaned, his stones tightening with his building pleasure.

“Mmmmhmm,” she agreed, her tongue venturing lower to tease his clench.

“Ah! Not there!” Groaned Alfie, feeling self-conscious.

Dezzy giggled and went back to his bollocks. Sucking on them wantonly as her hips wiggled from side-to-side. She brought him to the edge, his precum flowing steadily down his shaft, then suddenly popped her lips free of his bollocks. She rose higher on her knees, her soft tits jiggling as she sat upright. She kept Alfie’s reddened cock gripped in her hand as she smiled down at him.

“What are you doing?” Alfie demanded, propping himself up on his elbows. “Why did you stop?”

“I have something special for you, master,” purred Dezzy, slowly curling her thick, fleshy tail around her hip. The tip had changed from its usual heart shape into a reddish cone that ended in a rippling opening. That opening resembled, at least to Alfie’s mind, the glistening, puffy folds of a woman’s aroused cunt.

“What is that!?” he cried as she brought the tail closer to his cock.

“It’s my tail, master,” purred Dezzy. “A special kiss that feels even better than my mouth. Mmmmmm. Here, master, let me show you.”

She straddled his thighs, pinning him to the bed, and raised the strange tip of her tail above the head of Alfie’s throbbing cock. He watched in stunned fascination as Dezzy’s tail lay against her shapely hip and she guided that meaty tip with one hand and her tail’s prehensile movement towards his drooling cockhead. He gasped as he felt the warm, fleshy graze of this obscene entrance and his hips rose instinctually to thrust his cock at her enticing opening.

“Ohhhhhh,” he groaned, pushing past the warm, soft folds and into an exquisitely tight passage within her tail. Almost at once, he felt an intense suction and the “mouth” at the end of the tail slurped down to his root. The inner passage of Dezzy’s tail clutched at him as deftly as any sucking mouth and he felt the urge to cum welling up immediately.

“Yesssss, that’s it,” giggled Dezzy, her eyes blazing with demonic delight. “Don’t fight it, master. You can cum in my tail as much as you like.”

“Ohh!” Alfie could not resist that magnificent suction. His cock throbbing and pulsating within those suckling, slippery walls. He thrust forward, hilting against her bulging tail and releasing a rushing geyser of ecstasy. Spurt after spurt of Alfie’s essence was devoured by the thirsty tail.

The pleasure seemed to reach a pulsating peak and remain in that uncomfortable ecstasy. His whole body spasmed and his hips jerked desperately as he fucked into Dezzy’s tail. Each thrust into that terrible orifice produced another pulse of pleasure and another spurt of his seed.

“Ahhhhhh!” he cried, arching on the bed and looking up at the smirking succubus. “What… what is happening? I can’t stop cumming!”

“That’s fine, master,” moaned Dezzy, running her hand up Alfie’s abdomen and stroking his chest as her tail bobbed and slurped like the mouth of a lewd whore. Its soft, fleshy heat pleasured Alfie like nothing he had ever experienced and trapped him at the peak of his orgasm.

“Stop! You can’t keep doooMMMMMPHH!” His words were silenced by Dezzy’s kiss as she leaned forward and pressed the soft weight of her breasts against his chest. Her lips smothered his and as her warm, sweet tongue invaded his mouth he found himself unable to resist that tantalizing kiss. He moaned, bucking, pumping his seed into her tail as he kissed her back with dwindling fervor.

In the throes of pleasure, a part of Alfie’s mind was distinctly aware that she was feasting upon his very life force, gorging herself on his seed and his human soul. He knew what was happening, but he could not stop. Each spurt another measure of surrender to her demonic hunger. Each swirl of his tongue against hers another admission that pleasure mattered more than his very life. Dezzy purred against his lips, caressing him and kissing him as the hot, soft mouth in her tail continued to slide up and down Alfie’s cock and made obscene sucking sounds.

Alfie grew weaker and weaker as his orgasm grew painfully prolonged. His climactic muscles spasming in ways they were never meant to endure. His eruptions were dwindling and his life force was ebbing away with each slurp of Dezzy’s tail. The damned succubus, despite his explicit instructions, was going to drain him dry.

“Mmmmm!” He protested against her kiss.

Dezzy only chuckled, her mouth to his, her ravenous tongue invading him once more as her tail’s sucking intensified. His bollocks throbbed painfully. His cum pumping again from his overtaxed cock.

Alfie fought to push her away, but he could scarcely lift his hands. The world was starting to spin around him, and he felt like the last bit of warm water draining from a tub. He realized that he was doomed.

It was an intense series of knocks on the door that finally saved him. It startled Dezzy and she broke the kiss, giving Alfie a chance to cry out, “Enter!”

The door opened and three gnomes came bustling into the room. The bearded gnomes in color-coded uniforms looked up at the bed and Dezzy straddling Alfie’s legs with her tail slurping his cock.

“Everything alright, master?”

“I was just leaving,” giggled Dezzy, popping her tail free of Alfie’s cock and gracefully dismounting from his body. “Thanks for that delicious treat, master. I’ll be by to finish what I started if—”

“No! Absolutely not!” Alfie found the energy to sit up in bed. “Get out of here, Dezzy. You’ve done enough damage for one day.”

“Oh, of course, master,” she purred, seemingly unbothered by his anger. She wrapped herself in a gossamer robe and retreated from the room.

The gnomes stared at Alfie with concern as he rose unsteadily from the bed and covered himself with the sheet.

“Good timing,” admitted Alfie, staggering over to a tea table and plopping down heavily in one of the chairs. “You three just saved me from becoming a snack for that succubus.”

“Oh, well, always aim to help, master,” said the gnome in the red uniform.

“Only, we have a problem of our own,” said the one in the blue uniform.

“It’s the goblins, master,” said the gnome doffing his green cap. “You opened a portal to their realm, and they just keep coming. They’re taking over the dungeon.”

“And they’re horrible,” added the red-capped gnome.

“Very mean,” agreed the blue-capped gnome.

“They’ve taken two of the guests and they’ve knocked them both up,” said yellow.

Alfie poured himself a cup of water, drank shakily, and then rose from the chair. He followed the gnomes into the Dungeon Nexus and studied the Dungeon Table. The three gnomes moved stools up to the table to climb atop them so they could see the table’s model of the dungeon and the ghostly illusions of the dungeon’s inhabitants.

True to what the gnomes had said, Alfie could see the deep elf Yvesula Nigthblade and the blonde barbarian beauty Veena swarmed by at least two dozen goblins. Several dozen more had piled up in the surrounding chambers, drinking and gambling and starting fires.

“I should have closed that portal yesterday,” muttered Alfie and he immediately snapped it shut. One goblin, half-in and half-out of the portal was split in half by the sudden closing of the magical aperture. Alfie saw the bisected figurine flash red and tumble to the floor. He winced. “Whoops.”

“Ha! Got him, boss!” laughed the red-capped gnome and he high-fived the others.

The grisly fate of the goblin and the sudden closing of the portal did little to deter the goblins in their raucous festivities. A knot of green figurines surrounded Yves and another knot surrounded Veena. The erotic movements simplified by the miniatures as the goblins crowded around the two women.

“I need to do something about those two,” muttered Alfie. “Go fetch me a healing potion from the apothecary cabinet. I’ll have a talk with the goblins left in the dungeon and find something useful for them to do.”

Alfie quaffed a healing elixir and regained enough of his strength to put on an appropriately imposing high-collared cloak of black velvet with swirling golden embroidery. He carried an old staff from his uncle’s closet with a silver skull at its head. The gnomes followed him to the region of the dungeon overrun with goblins. The walls were crude in this area, still resembling the raw stone passages carved from the rock that formed the base of the dungeon. Sharp barks of goblin laughter, crude music, and the distant moans of two women being pleasured echoed through the torchlit tunnels.

“Wait outside,” warned Alfie. “In fact, go back to your salon and give a pedicure to one of the guests or something. If the goblins see you, they’ll know you were the ones who sent me after them.”

“You got it, boss,” said the blue gnome.

“We’ll get back to pampering,” said the red gnome.

“We know you can handle a few goblins,” said the yellow gnome.

The diminutive trio of tattletales saluted and went marching off, singing some song about whistling and working. Alfie rolled his eyes and turned his attention back to the sprawling goblin gangbang occupying almost a quarter of his dungeon.

The bald, knife-eared goblins barely reacted to Alfie’s arrival in their midst. A few bustled out of his path, but even then, some continued to gamble and feast and tell jokes and forced Alfie to step over or around them. These were wild goblins. The kind of goblins that were accustomed to kidnapping and pillaging. Little green bandits that treated humans as targets for raiding rather than potential trading partners or friends.

He'd picked them to satisfy the barbarian woman’s need to be overwhelmed by goblin lust. The dungeon had granted Veena’s wish, but now the recently arrived deep elf was mixed up with them too.

Alfie followed the gasps of feminine pleasure to the large room where the goblins were having their way with Veena and Yves. A large bonfire lit the scene in reddish hues, revealing two clumps of lusty goblins surrounding and climbing atop the much larger deep elf and human.

Neither woman seemed to be in distress. In fact, Veena was bucking her hips and pushing her firm, round bottom back against one goblin lover as she took on another in each hand and one with her mouth. Veena’s body was decorated with splotches of yellowish goblin cum in various states of congealing and her hips and thighs were marked with little red scratches from their eager claws.

Yves, the deep elf, was on her back, looking a bit more helpless than Veena, with a goblin rutting her soft tits, another squatting atop her face and thrusting his cock into her mouth, and somehow three goblins all rutting into her frothing cunt at once. A large puddle of goblin filth had formed beneath the bottom of the deep elf. How many goblin loads had it taken to create such a puddle? Twenty? Fifty? Alfie did not want to contemplate the endless rutting.

“Alright, that’s enough,” shouted Alfie. One goblin squealed and released his jetting spunk all over Yves’ breasts. Another cackled with glee and pumped his seed into Veena’s blushing cunt.

The goblins were ignoring Alfie, so he banged his staff’s silver ferrule against the stone. He did not realize that this particular staff was Tiberius’ favorite flame skull staff and that its fiery magic was triggered by banging it against the ground. A jet of flames burst from the mouth of the skull and nearly hit the ceiling of the chamber. The flames swirled and roared with deadly anger, forming into the image of a grinning skull before flaming out into the darkness.

That got the attention of the goblins. They scurried away from the two women and cowered against the walls of the chamber. Alfie looked at Yves and Veena, his view now unobstructed by teeming goblins, and saw that both women were somehow, after only a couple of days, quite pregnant. Veena more than Yves, but both with visibly bulging bellies and Veena with swollen breasts.

“Hear me now, goblins!” shouted Alfie. “You have had your fun, but you are expected to work if you are to remain in my dungeon. That means you will clean, you will cook for the other monsters, and you will repair any damage done to my dungeon.”

The goblins snarled and yipped. He thought he heard a few words he could understand, but they weren’t talking to him.

“You will obey me, or I will send you back from whence you came!” Alfie’s voice boomed and he raised the staff in a way that caused the goblins to cringe.

“Dungeon Lord,” said Veena, rising from the floor unsteadily and cradling her pregnant belly with one hand. “These are rock goblins. They’re not going to do anything useful. They’re little brutes. Cruel, lustful things. They… they know how to satisfy us. But not much else.”

Alfie glanced at Veena’s plump abdomen and tried not to stare at her swollen breasts and engorged nipples.

“Right, I suppose I did summon the meanest goblins I could find,” admitted Alfie.

“They’re just mean enough,” gasped Yves, rising to her knees and dripping with goblin spunk. “We serve them well and let them… let them claim our bodies.”

“How is it you are both so pregnant? It’s hardly been more than three days for you, Veena. And Yves, not even two.”

“Goblins have accelerated breeding cycles,” said Veena. “I know, believe me. Especially rock goblins. They’ll overrun a village in a week if just a handful show up. I’ll be ready to give birth in another day or two. And they grow up fast.”

“You mean I’ll have more goblins to contend with?” Alfie groaned and leaned the staff against his shoulder so he could rub his throbbing temples with fingers from both hands. “Alright, here is what we’re going to do. First thing, I am going to summon an orc to whip these goblins into shape. Next, I’m going to send someone down here to teach the goblins how to pull out. And you two… no begging for goblin loads.”

“But it feels so goooood,” moaned Yves, pushing three fingers into her frothing cunt and making goblin spunk drool out of her well-used pussy.

“If you want to keep having fun with the goblins, you need to stop letting them knock you up,” he said. “I’ll investigate contraceptive potions for after you pop out these goblin pups. Maybe Luisa has something. Or, you know, you could always go home and leave the dungeon.”

Neither human nor elf seemed very eager to depart from the pleasures they had found in the dungeon. Alfie shook his head and turned away. Before he had even left the room, the goblins had crept out of the shadows and were once more surrounding the two women. He heard laughter from Yves and a lusty growl from Veena and knew it was going to be a struggle to control all these goblins.

Alfie returned to the Dungeon Nexus and used the catalog to call upon the services of a particularly large and brutal-looking orc named Drillmasta Gazzog ‘Ead Smasha. He dropped him into the goblin’s lair with instructions to whip them into shape. The barrel-chested orc seemed thrilled by the opportunity to instill some discipline in rowdy goblins (and possibly to smash a few ‘eads in the process). It wasn’t long before Alfie heard the bark of instructions from Gazzog echoing through the dungeon and could see the goblins lining up in ranks.

“That’s better,” muttered Alfie. “Let’s hope he doesn’t try to conquer anything with a goblin army.”


3

There is Good Evil and Bad Evil

Alfie was still weary after being so thoroughly drained by Dezzy and he did not dare lay his head down on a pillow to sleep. He needed to stay awake, if only to fend off the lusty advances of that untrustworthy succubus. He decided to keep busy by undertaking a patrol of the dungeon. He could hear the Drillmasta Gazzog barking orders at the rock goblins, so no need to pay those another visit.

He decided to check in first on his latest visitor. He could hear Buella and the grunting minotaur rutting before he could even see the door to their chamber in the dungeon. The loud slap of muscular hips against bare flesh echoed through that large door and when Alfie pressed closer he could hear the words escaping Buella’s lips.

“MooooOOOooooo! That’s it! Ohhhhh, yes, Angrus! Take me like your cow! Make my udders swing! Ohhhhh!”

“My beautiful milk cow,” groaned the huge minotaur, his voice deep and vibrating through the dungeon. “I will pour more of my seed into you if you keep squeezing me like that.”

“MMOOOOOO! I can’t help it! Your cock… so big! Feels so good!”

Alfie’s stiffening cock insisted that he see what was happening within the room with the Holstaur Trap. He grasped the ring pull and eased the huge wooden door slowly open just wide enough to peer through the crack to observe his latest monster and maiden pairing.

The transformation of Buella Milchkuchen had seemed so minor to Alfie when he had been watching from the Dungeon Table. But the Holstaur Trap had given the flat-chested young beauty not just huge breasts, but wobbling, swinging, massive hangers with thick, pink nipples that were flinging droplets of milk beneath her. She was on her hands and knees atop a bed, her horned head thrown back as the enormous minotaur Angrus rutted into her from behind. She was not merely taking his cock either, she was throwing her plush bottom back against his fuzzy hips, splattering her creamy cheeks against his brown fur and riding her slick cunt back onto the bulging bovine pillar of his enormous cock.

Of all the monsters Alfie had summoned, only the Yeti Chiubak could compare to the cock that Angrus was plowing into Buella.

“MooooOOOoooo!” She cried, her face contorted in pleasure and her milky tits leaking her cream in rivulets that soaked the mattress. “Ohhhhh! Angrus! That’s it! Grab my tail! Pull it! Ohhhhhh!”

The great brute was amenable to every filthy request, yanking her tail and using it to plow harder and deeper into her pussy. Her cuntlips stretched tight around his cock. Gripping his dark hardness as he drew back and stuffed his full length in again. The lewd squelching sounds and the ripe musk of sex filled the air.

Alfie was mesmerized by the liquid motion of Buella’s swinging teats. Her milk-laden mounds, heaving and bouncing with each stroke of the minotaur’s massive cock, dragged their peachy nipples against the bed and dripped without ceasing. His mouth watered at the thought of fitting one of those dewy cream nozzles into his mouth and sucking the beautiful blonde’s rich nectar.

“Angrus!” Alfie boldly opened the door and stepped into the room.

“Ahhhhhh!” cried Buella, rising high upon her knees and covering herself with both arms. A ridiculous gesture considering her dripping breasts overflowed one arm and the other was trying to cover her cunt which was impaled upon the minotaur’s frothing cock. Buella stared wide-eyed and panting at Alfie. “Who… who is this, Angrus? Do you know him?”

“That’s master,” grunted the minotaur, slowing his thrusts into Buella and reaching down to push her hands aside. “Show him the body. He makes the dungeon. He brings Angrus for you.”

“Ooooohhhhh,” moaned Buella, her eyes rolling as the minotaur took a slow, deliberate stroke into her creamy cunt. His huge hands held her hips as he loomed behind her like a great, fuzzy statue. “Oh, so… so you must be…”

“Alfie.” He saluted her with his staff, forgetting that it was topped with a screaming skull that breathed fire. Fortunately, his gesture did not activate the flames. “I like to check in on my guests. Are you, ah, enjoying your stay in the Happy Endings Dungeon?”

He moved closer to the bed as he asked the question, wetting his lips and staring at the dripping buds of Buella’s nipples.

The newly-minted Holstaur blushed deeply and jostled as Angrus took another thrust into her pussy.

“Oh, yes, sir,” moaned Buella. “Thank you so much for… for giving me these. They’re so big and… and juicy.”

She hefted her soft tits in both hands, the flesh overflowing her fingers as more milk dribbled out of her nipples. She looked at Alfie and bit her lower lip as she gave her transformed titties a two-handed squeeze and produced twin sprays of milk. The cream sprayed with such force that it reached Alfie’s black robe, decorating it with dozens of tiny, pearl-white drops.

“Ohhhh, I’m sorry,” giggled the Cow Girl, jostling again as Angrus took another slow stroke. “Let me… let me clean you off, sir.”

Alfie stepped closer and Buella released her breasts to reach for his robe. She lifted it to her face and moaned softly as she licked her own milk from the dark, velvety robe. When she lifted her lips, she looked up at Alfie standing beside the bed, her eyes heavy with desire as her body rocked forward with another stroke from Angrus.

“Mmmmm, you are beautiful,” admitted Alfie, stroking her hair and running his fingers over her thick horns. “You wouldn’t mind if I had a taste, would you?”

“Noooo, of course not,” gasped Buella with delight, hefting her tits once more and thrusting them towards Alfie. “Have as much as you… ohhhhhhhHHH!”

Alfie did not wait for further encouragement. He was damned eager for a taste of that sweet-scented cream. He tried to ignore the fact that Buella was having her tight cunt stretched out by the minotaur as he leaned in and brushed his lips against her plump pink nipples. She gasped softly, squeezing her tits and causing milk to spray out against Alfie’s lips, chin, and into his slightly opened mouth.

The tantalizingly sweet sample of Buella’s warm milk made him lunge forward and capture one fat nipple in his mouth. He latched to her breast with sudden fervor, holding one with suction against his mouth as he brought up a hand to massage the laden tension of her breast. He was instantly rewarded with a plentiful gush of warm, sweet milk and a moo of ecstasy from Buella.

“MooOOOoooohhhhhh! Yessss! Go on, Alfie, drink my milk! Isn’t it yummy?” She gasped, cradling his head against her breast as he sucked from her nipple.

“Mmmmhmmmm,” was all he could manage, with her sweet, creamy milk bursting into his mouth and her big breasts practically smothering him.

Angrus took these sounds to be encouragement, and the huge minotaur began to fuck Beulla more forcefully. His fuzzy hips spanked her bottom and his massive pillar of a cock worked in and out of her stretched cunt. It was clear from the plentiful froth and the thick musk of sex that the minotaur had already pumped Buella full of at least one load of his seed. He seemed intent on giving her another. Grunting and snorting, his nostrils flaring wide as he leaned into her from behind.

This pressure pushed Buella’s breasts into Alfie’s face. He gathered those squeezable orbs in both hands, licking and sucking one nipple before moving to the other. Letting them swing against his face and smack his open mouth. Milk drizzling down his robe and spattering his chin. The sound of the bull’s rut intensified. The sloshing plunge of his cock into Buella’s stretched cunt grew louder.

“Ohhhhhh! Ohhhh it feels so good! Suck my milk… drink it… while he fucks meeeee! MOOOOOOO!!” Buella threw back her head and let out a series of bestial sounds.

Alfie might have been a bit put off by the beastly minotaur rutting into Buella so close to him, but the sweetness and relaxing warmth of the Cow Girl’s milk more than made up for sharing the room with the lusty brute. Alfie closed his eyes and relaxed against those heaving breasts, drinking his fill and ignoring the insistent throbbing beneath his robe. This was purely for rejuvenation purposes, he told himself, and continued to lick and suck at Buella’s breasts.

The Cow Girl was certainly being made livelier by the minotaur. Angrus bent her forward so that her breasts were resting heavily atop Alfie’s face and the huge monster drove his cock in and out of her pussy with complete abandon. Buella howled with her pleasure, her mooing interspersed with curses and prayers to Mardoch for forgiveness or mercy. Angrus let out a deep bellow and his cock began to throb inside Buella’s overstuffed cunt. Minotaur spunk spurted out around the bull’s thrusting shaft, painting Buella’s quivering thighs and drenching the bed between her knees.

“Ohhhh MOOOOOO! Yessss! Cum inside me, Angrus! Ohhhh, I love the way it feels when you… MOOOOooooOOO! Pump me full!”

Alfie could not help but detect the sudden, spasmic spurting of Buella’s milk, as though her own orgasm triggered ejaculatory gushes of her sweet cream. He enjoyed the flood of her milk into his mouth, his strength growing with each gulp of her rich milk until, at last fully rejuvenated, he lifted Buella from his face. He stood slowly as she collapsed, panting, and looked up at him from the bed.

“Mister… Alfie? MooooooOooo? All… full?” She smiled sweetly, blonde hair dark with sweat and plastered to her face. Tits swinging slowly as Angrus withdrew his huge, flat-headed cock from her cum-stuffed pussy.

“Do you wish to have a turn with her, master?” Angrus asked, pushing her hip to turn her plush bottom towards Alfie.

One look at the creamy mess the minotaur had made of Buella’s stretched cunt was enough to dissuade Alfie from indulging.

“Ah, no,” said Alfie, backing away from the bed and wiping his arm across his milk-damp lips. “Ah, have fun. Buella, enjoy your stay, and your wonderful new breasts.”

“Mmmmmm, thank you, Mister Alfie,” she said, already turning back to Angrus to lace her hands around his huge, muscular neck. She kissed his muzzle and fell back onto the bed, her legs parted wide to invite the return of Angrus’ huge cock. Alfie backed out of the room as the minotaur leaned over the beautiful blonde, rubbing his flaccid hose of cock against her creamy cunt as he ran his bovine tongue over her tits.

Alfie shook his head, his cock twitching at the thought of joining the two in their rut, but his pride preventing him from taking second-seat to a monster-dicked minotaur. He continued his rounds through the dungeon, peeking in on the goblins being commanded by the orc, and checking on the buxom brunette elf and her Yeti.

The beautiful elf was deliciously nude and sleeping in the arms of Chiubak, her hips slightly raised and her pink pussy literally steaming in the icy cold of the chamber. The Yeti opened his startlingly blue eyes and reached a protective hand to the elf’s blushing bottom. Alfie gave the huge beast a thumbs up. He hoped the gesture was understood by the frost monster. The shaggy white monster was one of the only creatures he had summoned that seemed like it might attack him.

The other was Dezzy.

Alfie wondered what the succubus was planning as he made his way to the room shared by Clive the werehorse and Wendy, the buxom peasant girl. He knocked at the closed door to their room and Clive called out, “Come on in!”

Alfie found the couple enjoying tea together at a rustic table. Well, more specifically, Clive was enjoying tea in his half-horse form, his head like that of a great draft horse and his body fuzzy and muscular. He held a teacup in one huge hand, sipping from it with his horselike muzzle. Beneath the table, Wendy had her plush tits out, cradling the massive shaft of Clive’s cock as she tried to sip a different sort of refreshment from his beastly tip.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” she moaned around Clive’s cock, reaching out from under the table to wave at Alfie.

“Come on over, lad,” said Clive. “The tea is warm. Have a cuppa.”

“Uh, well, alright,” said Alfie, sitting down at the table opposite the big, evil werehorse. “Enjoying your stay in the dungeon?”

Wendy answered first, gasping as she popped her lips free of Clive’s cock. “Oh, yes, there’s always something to do and Clive is such fun to talk with!”

“She’s a right perfect beauty,” said Clive, reaching under the table to stroke Wendy’s head and then lower to fondle her tits. “Set me up nicely, you have, master. Care for a cup? One sugar? Two? I love the sugar.”

“One is enough,” said Alfie, watching as the werehorse struggled to fit his oversized fingers into the sugar bowl. He extracted a cube and ended up crushing it with his beastly strength, dropping chunks into the teacup.

“Well, good enough,” decided Clive. “Cream?”

“Mmmmmm, I bet he has cream alright,” giggled Wendy.

Alfie straightened up in the chair as he felt the peasant beauty reaching under his robe.

“Now… Wendy… that’s not… oh… no need to… ohhhhh…”

His eyes rolled as he felt her soft lips part around his cockhead. The warm, wet suction of her mouth engulfed him a moment later. Almost as seductive as Dezzy’s slurping tail. Wendy took her time, bobbing slowly up and down and flicking her tongue all over Alfie’s tip.

“She’s incorrigible, ain’t she?” chuckled Clive. “Don’t mind her. She’ll have her fun and you can have yours. No harm done. No hurt feelings.”

“R-right,” said Alfie, Wendy’s knee-shaking sucking continuing under the table. Alfie’s teacup was shaking as he brought it to his lips.

“What did you want to talk with me about?” asked Clive.

“Well.. ahhh… AHHHH!” Alfie struggled to compose his thoughts with his cock buried down Wendy’s silken throat and her tongue tasting his bollocks. “Ah… the… I have a problem. Ahh! A lot of them actually. But the one… the one of the monsters I summoned.”

“Grrrk grrrk grrrk!” A wet quacking sound emerged from beneath the table as Wendy set about absolutely impaling her throat on Alfie’s cock. The Dungeon Lord could feel her saliva soaking down his bollocks and slicking his cock as it twitched in her throat.

“Tell me about the monster, lad,” said Clive, packing tobacco into a pipe and fitting the stem between his equine lips. “I’d wager it’s that red-haired demoness.”

“Yessss,” groaned Alfie, more immediately concerned with Wendy’s delightful throat working around his cock head and her tongue cradling the underside of his cock. She drew back to his tip, suckling hard at his sensitive cockhead and twirling her tongue around his bulge. “I mean, yes, that’s it. She’s trying to suck my life out of me.”

“As a succubus’ll do,” chuckled Clive.

“Yes, but she’s not supposed to be able to do it to me,” said Alfie, feeling a sudden surge of disappointment and relief as Wendy, repositioning herself under the table, popped her mouth free of his cock. “I summoned her from the codex, just like the rest of you, and that should put her directly under my control. But she’s able to ignore my commands somehow. And I think she’s conspiring with my evil uncle. Who is a ghost. Or worse.”

“Worse than the evil ghost uncle?” Clive managed to give the impression of raising a curious eyebrow despite having the head and lack of eyebrows of a horse.

“Well, she has used her demonic magic to summon another demon,” said Alfie. “And…”

His words trailed off as he felt something brush against his cock under the table. A soft, round shape that rubbed against his tip. Then another soft, round shape. Then a delicious warmth that cradled his shaft. Alfie leaned back and peered under the table to see Wendy’s big, creamy, plump ass thrust against his cock. His hardness was held by the inviting warmth, his glistening wet dick resting in the valley between her cheeks.

“Ahem,” said Clive, puffing out a cloud of purple pipe smoke. “You were saying?”

“Just one moment, Clive,” said Alfie, reaching under the table to grasp the root of his cock. With his other hand, he gently pushed Wendy away, exposing the pink knot of her arsehole. He aimed his cock straight for her pucker and let her weight bounce back against his throbbing tip. Wendy moaned softly under the table as the head of his hardness met her soft clench.

She bounced her taut pucker against him and rubbed her ass up and down, but she was too tight. Wendy spit on her fingers and reached back, smearing saliva into her crack and pushing two digits and then three into her hot back passage. Alfie rubbed his cock at her cuntlips, gathering some of her leaking dew and using it to lubricate his cock as he pushed it back between her cheeks.

Wendy’s tight ring held him back for a moment longer. Then the tension broke and his cock slid it into that incredibly warm, tight passage. Wendy rode him back until her twitching asshole was stuffed full of Alfie’s big human cock. Her hole clenched around his root.

“Fuck,” groaned Alfie, watching her ass tense around his fat cock.

“What’s that? Have you lost your marbles, master?” Clive took another puff of his pipe.

“Sorry, just a lot on my mind,” said Alfie, staring down as Wendy pushed her breasts and head down to the floor and began to work her hips to ride her ass against his cock. The table jostled with each slide her ass took along Alfie’s thick cock. “Uh, what was I saying? Right. Desdemona.”

“You need to put that one in her place,” said Clive. “There’s two types of evil. There’s good evil and bad evil.”

“How is that?” Alfie asked, doubly confused by Clive’s words and his welling pleasure as Wendy’s ass devoured his cock.

“I’m good evil. I’ll kill for ya, but I follow instructions. I’ll behave. You don’t want me stomping on heads, then I won’t do it, much as I might like the idea. I’ll just lounge around here with my sweet Wendy.”

“Sweet Wendy,” agreed Alfie, his balls tightening and his pleasure surging as he looked down and watched Wendy’s luscious ass bouncing against him under the table. Her arsehole sliding on his spit-lubed cock.

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Clive, his big horse teeth holding the stem of his pipe as he took another drag and snorted it out through his huge equine nostrils. “Then there is bad evil. Bad evil can be wild or it can just want its own thing so much that it doesn’t care about following the rules.”

“But my power is absolute in the dungeon,” said Alfie. “And she disobeyed.”

Clive shrugged. “Don’t know about that, boss, but those demons got their own ways. You said she summoned a demon herself? I’d start there. Make him know who is in charge.”

Alfie was finding it very difficult to concentrate on what Clive was saying as he was about to unload into Wendy’s squeezing ass.

“R-right,” said Alfie, staring down and watching Wendy’s hypnotically rolling hips under the table. The soft, slippery ring of her asshole working up and down his straining shaft. He finally managed to tear his gaze away from the sight and added, “But I didn’t summon that demon. I don’t have control over him.”

“You said it yourself, master,” said Clive, gesturing with his pipe and smiling reassuringly. “Your power in the dungeon is absolute. If he won’t follow the rules, then make him.”

“Make him,” grunted Alfie, rocking forward in his chair and burying the full length of his cock in Wendy’s bottom. The naughty farm girl cried out from beneath the table, her ass tightening around Alfie as his cock erupted with pleasure. He nearly fell forward out of his chair, driving deep and pumping Wendy’s ass full of spurt after rushing spurt of his cum. Her tight ring milked him so well he started to have flashbacks to Dezzy and her tail.

At last, Wendy eased forward, and Alfie’s cock popped free of her asshole. He had a momentary view of her gaping pink ring heavily glazed in his milky cum and then she crawled out of sight. Her skirt was covering her ass by the time she emerged from the other side of the tea table, flushed and smiling. Clive grinned a big, horsy smile and gave her a spank on her bottom.

“You gotta show these women who is boss,” said Clive. “Even if it means getting rough with them.”

“I like it rough,” giggled Wendy, turning and hanging from Clive’s neck and pressing her big tits to his massive shoulder.

“Start with that demon she summoned,” advised Clive. The horse-headed shifter turned and began making out with Wendy, his huge horse tongue thrusting into her mouth. It was a strange, fascinating, but also somewhat revolting sight.

“Uh, thanks for the tea,” said Alfie, backing out of the room. “I’ll just go check on that druid girl and show that demon who is boss around here.”


4

Some Help Wanted, Some Not So Much

The druid named Beska had been moved, presumably by Dezzy, in one of the generic, pre-furnished rooms in the dungeon. Alfie had designed this one to resemble one of the rooms at The Duke of Arles back in Charreaux. A little half-timbered taste of home that even had the sloping ceiling like one of the cheaper guest rooms on the upper floor of the tavern. Alfie had given it a window with a reasonably accurate illusion of what he remembered seeing out the window when he had been able to afford a room. The rolling fields and dusty streets of that country village in Orleans. A distant view of the sea. Ships at anchor that swayed with the seductive promise of faraway adventure.

But the illusion had been fouled by the guest and her monstrous lover. There were tufts of light brown and black hair all over the place. Like a dog’s shed fur. The bed sheets were a mess of stains, and it looked like something had half ruined the straw-stuffed mattress with compulsive digging. The bedside table was overturned, one of the two chairs smashed to bits, and someone had spilled the pitcher of wine. There were handprints and smears in the sticky wine on the floor. The room stunk of beastly, forbidden sex.

“Hello? Beska? Are you in here?” Alfie called, gingerly stepping over a puddle that might have been spilled water but might have been demon piss. “My name is Alfie. I am the Dungeon Lord. We met briefly at the party last night and I was hoping to talk with you.”

“Mmmmmmpphhmmm,” came a moan from somewhere behind the bed.

“Beska?”

Alfie avoided stepping on any broken glass from the pitcher as he made his way around the bed. He stopped in shock at what he found. Beska, the pretty little brunette druid, was on her face on the floor, hogtied with twine. Her bare buttocks and hips marked with scratches and the residue of pleasure dried upon her thighs. She lifted her head and moaned into a gag, which seemed to be her underclothes stuffed into her mouth and tied with more twine.

“By Mardoch, what has he done to you?” Alfie muttered, hastening to the young druid’s side. He pulled the drool-soaked gag from her mouth, and she gasped with relief. She looked up at him with tear-swollen green eyes.

“Terry said it was a game,” she rasped. “Just for fun. He’ll tie me up a little.”

“The gnoll,” said Alfie, remembering the creature Dezzy had summoned was named Terry. And he wasn’t a gnoll at all, he just resembled one with his spotted hyena head. He was a cackler demon from the Realm of Sin.

“That’s right,” said Beska, whimpering gratefully as Alfie untied her arms and legs. She turned over and he helped her to sit on the chair.

“Did he hurt you?”

“He was rough,” said Beska, but she smiled weakly. “I liked it though. His thing, you know, cock and bollocks, are truly something incred—”

“I don’t need to hear about his prick,” said Alfie, checking her chafed wrists and ankles. “Are you alright? Do you need help?”

“I just wish he’d come back,” admitted Beska.

She was a pretty, slender girl with perky breasts and slim hips. Her face was tanned and freckled but her skin everywhere else was sunless pale. The sign of a girl who rarely took off her robe. Her pale skin was marked with dozens of small, simple tattoos. The symbols meant nothing to Alfie but were clearly important enough to Beska and her nature worship for her to embed the language in her flesh.

“I don’t suppose he told you where he was going?” asked Alfie hopefully.

“Something about a demon,” said Beska.

“Dezzy?”

Beska’s brow furrowed against the small, squiggly diamond symbol tattooed above the bridge of her nose.

“Mmmm… no… it wasn’t her. I met her. It was… Milandra?”

Alfie did not even reply to Beska. He stood sharply, hands clenched into fists, and he left the room with anger boiling in his blood. Dezzy had summoned this demon and allowed it into his dungeon. Now “Terry” was meddling with Myssandra. He was furious about the way that the demon had treated Beska, but if that cackling fiend had hurt Myssandra, he would pay dearly.

It was not hard to find the cackler demon. Terry’s hysterical laughter echoed up the halls from the Dungeon Nexus. Alfie’s fury came to a full boil as he threw open the door to the nexus and stormed towards the bedroom where Myssandra’s cocoon was being kept. The door was open and he could see the furry, hyena-headed demon hunched over Myssandra’s smooth, reddish capsule. He was chiseling at it with a black-bladed dagger.

“Heeee heeeee, gonna make a fine bit off you, ‘Praefecta’.” He spoke that last word with hissing contempt. “Hee hee. You deserve… every bit of this. Ohhhh. I’d carve you up if I could see your ugly face. Those stupid battles. All your dirty tricks! You thought you could beat Dragmargoth? He sends his regards. Hee hee hee!”

The demon scrambled atop the enormous cocoon and raised the dagger over his head with both hands as if to plunge it through the shell and into Myssandra’s heart.

“Get off her,” said Alfie. “Right now. Down.”

“Oh, the Dungeon Lord, hee hee,” snorted Terry, his back claws gouging into the shell of the cocoon as he climbed down. He turned to Alfie, tossing the dagger from hand to hand. His black lips curled back from his gums and sharp yellow teeth. “Sorry, master, just checking on the Praefecta. You know this cyst she is in is made from sorrow wax? It’s worth a fortune in the Realm of Sin. Every chip is—”

“I don’t give a fuck what it’s worth or what you were doing,” said Alfie, taking a step closer to the hyena-headed demon. “I’m sending you back to the pit. You can go willingly or I can make you go.”

The cackler demon flattened its fuzzy ears and let out a braying laugh.

“HeeeeEEEEe Heeeee! You can try, human! This is my home now! And you’re not really my master, I was just being polite.” The demon’s eyes flared red and its furry hackles raised. Its lips curled back further into a savage snarl. “And I’m done being polite to the likes of you, human. Hee hee!”

The cackler demon lunged at Alfie, but Alfie had seen this coming from the creature’s demeanor. He slammed the ferrule of his uncle’s staff down on the floor and let loose a great gout of flame from the silver skull atop the staff. The fire roared from the skull’s eyes and its yawning open mouth, dousing the bedchamber in fire. Tapestries, wardrobes, paintings, and the four-poster bed supporting the weight of Myssandra’s cocoon were all instantly set ablaze. The fire washed over the cackler demon.

Alfie lifted the staff’s tip from the floor and fire stopped gushing from the skull. Smoke and flames filled the bedroom and Alfie realized the extent of the inferno he had just ignited. Fear followed that realization as he lost sight of the dark shape of Myssandra’s cocoon within the flames. Had he just doomed her? Could he save her from the flames?

“Hee hee! Nice trick, Dungeon Lord!” The cackler strode out of the inferno, his clothes burned away but his body, even his fur, seemingly unharmed by the flames. He still held the black-bladed dagger in his hand. “I was born on the plains of fire. Weaned from the teat of a demoness with boiling blood. Your fire was a hot breeze to me. Hee hee! And now, human… now you die!”

The cackler demon strode confidently towards Alfie, his red eyes hardening to blazing points as he licked his chops with demonic hunger.

“I’ll make it quick, little human,” said the demon, a good head’s height taller than Alfie. He gripped the dagger in a stabbing stance and prepared to strike.

Alfie swung the back end of the staff with the strength of two arms trained tirelessly by swinging a much heavier long sword. He had spent every day up until he became a Dungeon Lord practicing combat. His whole life, practically, preparing for a moment like this. He might not have been a match for Shrike, Lord Heraxon’s killer, but Terry was no Shrike. The demon registered surprise for an instant before the swing connected with his jaw. Jagged teeth went flying from his mouth and the loud “crunch” of impact suggested other bones were broken. Alfie followed through with a slam of the silver skull, backhanded, to Terry’s face.

The cackler demon dropped to the floor. Alfie was consumed with anger, the flames so hot they were making his clothing smolder as he swung the staff again and again, beating the brains out of the demon in a gory splatter.

He stepped back, panting, tossing the staff aside and looking into the room as fire spread to conceal the carnage of what he had just done. Blood dripped from his face and hands. Demonic blood, but close enough to human that it made Alfie turn and retch upon the floor of the stone hallway.

“Master? What’s going on?” Dezzy cried, hurrying to Alfie’s side and helping to support him.

“Catalog,” he groaned, steadying himself and shoving the demoness away. “Got to get to the Dungeon Catalog.”

He staggered past Dezzy. She followed him to the Dungeon Table, where the miniature representation of his former bedroom was flashing red with fire that was spreading into the hall. He ran to the Dungeon Catalog and lifted the huge book from the pedestal. He paged through desperately, smearing the pages with demon blood and drops of his sweat. He finally reached what he was looking for and he lifted the magical figurine from the page.

The shapely water elemental splashed into his bedroom, instantly turning the red to blue as water and fire met. Steam rolled out in a fog into the hall and reached all the way into the room with the Dungeon Table. Alfie ran back, the elemental reforming and looking peevish for being used in such a utilitarian way.

“That hurrrrt,” she pouted, tossing her liquid locks and splashing Alfie with annoyance as he ran past her.

The elemental’s water had turned the ashes to a thick, foul-smelling mud. The bed had been reduced to a few metal pieces and blackened beams. Amid this ruin, covered in ashes and dripping with water, was Myssandra’s cocoon. Other than the gouges from the cackler’s dagger and claws, the shell seemed unharmed.

Alfie stepped through the incinerated corpse of the cackler. Whatever immunity to fire he possessed had no longer applied to his corpse. A few bones crunched.

“Terry!?” Dezzy crouched beside the charred remains of the demon. “You killed Terry?”

“He tried to kill me first,” said Alfie, not even sparing Dezzy a glance as he ran his hands over the cocoon’s shell. “I caught him trying to hurt Myssandra.”

“Oh… oh, master, forgive me,” gasped Dezzy, falling to her knees atop the charred bones and grabbing for Alfie’s robe. “Please! I only summoned him to help satisfy that druid and—”

“And he tied her up and fucked her senseless,” said Alfie, still not looking at Dezzy. “You are not to be trusted in this dungeon. You have defied my orders repeatedly and tried to devour my essence. Go and wait for me in the dungeon’s lounge and do not interfere if any guests arrive.”

“Please, master,” moaned Dezzy, tears pouring down her face and her voice quaking with sorrow. “I did not mean it! I love you, master! I only wanted to help!”

“Enough!” Alfie roared. “Your games of manipulation will not work on me, demoness! Go to the lounge! Await my judgement!”

Dezzy’s tears evaporated from her big, blue eyes and her face twisted from sorrow to sullen anger in an instant.

“As you wish, master,” she growled, rising to her feet and brushing the ashes from her knees. She sauntered out of the bedroom. Alfie used his powers as Dungeon Lord to send word to Scarabarus, the huge Watcher Demon at the dungeon’s entrance, to be sure that Dezzy did not leave until Alfie was ready to make his decision.

He returned his full attention to Myssandra and her cocoon. He needed to move her somewhere more secure. The only place in the dungeon that was protected from the likes of Dezzy and others was the Dungeon’s Heart. The armored vault was all but impenetrable to everyone and everything except the Dungeon Lord.

The cocoon had become too heavy for Alfie to move alone, so he enlisted the help of Chiubak the Yeti. Kiyara the busty frost elf translated Alfie’s request to Chiubak and the Yeti snorted and agreed to help. The big, shaggy white giant did most of the work as Alfie unlocked the vault and dragged the cocoon the last few paces into the treasure room.

Chiubak and Kiyara looked curiously into the vault, their eyes wide as they took in the sight of such a horde of riches.

“Sorry,” said Alfie, swinging the vault door shut after himself. “This is Dungeon Lord business.”

Alfie did not care for the piles of jewelry and golden artifacts. The only other object in the vault that interested him was the strange, angelic sarcophagus. He could still picture the pallid angelic woman who lay perfectly preserved in that vessel. In fact, he dragged Myssandra’s cocoon next to her. It seemed somehow appropriate for the two to rest together.

Alfie stood over the strange, smooth cocoon that Myssandra had created for herself. It was no longer warm and no longer giving off any glow. Luisa had claimed she could still make out a heartbeat, but Alfie heard nothing even when he pressed his ear to the hard outer shell. It was marred by Terry’s digging with his dagger and blackened from the fire that Alfie had caused.

Alfie glanced over at the sarcophagus containing the angelic woman, perfectly preserved between life and death. Though he could not see her with the lid closed, he knew he could open it and look at her beautiful face. He wished desperately that he could do the same for Myssandra. To at least reassure himself that she was still there. That she still existed.

“Moping around and staring at this thing isn’t going to make her come back any faster,” murmured Alfie. “But Mardoch, if you’re listening, maybe you could… well… I guess I can’t ask you to help with a sinborne. Actually, you’d probably want her to die, so forget I said anything. Sorry I bothered you, oh mighty Mardoch.”

Alfie departed from the Dungeon Vault and sealed it behind him. He still was not sure what to do with Dezzy. Banishing her from his service seemed the wisest option, but Alfie would then have to recruit a new assistant. He knew he would rather miss the times when his affectionate and beautiful succubus was not trying to suck out his soul. And also he would miss some of the times when she was draining his life force.

Fortunately for Alfie, the chiming of the Augurium interrupted his decision making. One of his fellow Dungeon Lords was trying to contact him. He could only hope it wasn’t Supreme Lord Heraxon.
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Storm Warnings

“You look as if you’ve been devoured and excreted from the fiery innards of an inferno worm,” said Dungeon Lord Ramone Brookwyne. The handsome Dungeon Lord leaned towards the mirror of his Augurium to inspect Alfie, which made his face grow larger than life on Alfie’s mirror. “Were you set on fire? Are you injured?”

“Nothing like that,” said Alfie, running fingers through his sooty hair and trying to smile. “It has been a difficult day. What can I do for you, Ramone?”

Ramone smiled and leaned back from the mirror.

“How is my lovely friend Myssandra? Recovering from her encounter with Shrike?”

“She’s still recuperating,” said Alfie. He liked Ramone and trusted him as much as he could trust any Dungeon Lord, but he saw no reason to betray weakness to him.

“Oh? Her injuries must have been more serious than I realized. Send her my love, Alfie.” Ramone sat up a little straighter and cleared his throat. “Now then, this is a bit more than a courtesy call. It seems that our enemies within the Secret Society of Protectors have been proceeding with Lord Heraxon’s plans.”

“Which plans were those?” asked Alfie, remembering more than one possible scheme of the sinister Supreme Dungeon Lord.

“The plans that involve embroiling the SSP in open war with the rulers of Aropa,” said Ramone. “The plan to unite all the artifacts of power under Heraxon. A plan that begins with that meddling blonde from Galamanca that you are so enamored with you almost got yourself executed.” Ramone softened his tone and winked at Alfie. “I get it, my boy. She is a beauty. And I believe some elf once said that love makes fools of us all.”

“She’s not from Galamanca,” corrected Alfie, picturing Josephine’s fair hair and her innocent blue eyes as she looked down at him in the mud the day they met. “She married the prince of Galamanca, but she is from Orleans. Like me.”

“Right, your accent,” said Ramone. “I forget sometimes. Now then, one of my servants has heard that Lord Heraxon is making his move on you and the princess now. In fact, it’s already begun. I could not get much in the way of specifics, I’m afraid, but I know an important detail: it revolves around a cleric of the Pateric Church. Some sort of priest that has been sent to Galabros.”

“An inquisitor? The Pateric Inquisition is working with Lord Heraxon?” The thought of the most terrifying arm of the Church of Mardoch working with the most sinister of the Dungeon Lords was truly terrifying.

“It could be,” admitted Ramone. “They both like torturing people. Although beyond that it is hard to imagine their goals aligning. Unless it’s some sort of power play within that damned church. Such moments can create strange bedfellows indeed. And take it from someone who has seen a man make love to a giant spider.”

Alfie winced at the thought.

“There was something… Luisa mentioned a priest hanging around Galabros. It could be this inquisitor.”

“Better find out what he’s up to,” said Ramone. There were sudden screams from out of view and Ramone glanced over, his brow furrowing with annoyance. “Ah, sorry, my friend. It seems Uxana the slime girl has begun eating the wrong visitor in my dungeon. I warned the mayor about hanging around the slimes and oozes. I need to go deal with this or there is going to be a new mayoral election. That will mean spending a fortune to buy the loyalties of another mayor.”

“Right, thanks for the warning, Ramone,” said Alfie, saluting the Dungeon Lord as Ramone ducked out of frame. Alfie’s reflection reappeared in the mirror as the light of the Augurium dimmed. The room fell silent, leaving the young Dungeon Lord alone with his troubles.

The thought that Lord Heraxon was sending agents to Galabros was certainly worrying. If the evil Dungeon Lord really was an ally of the Pateric Inquisition, then Alfie was in danger. Despite his pressing concerns, a smile began to spread on Alfie’s face. Lord Heraxon’s priest had just provided him with a solution to one of his problems.

Alfie stormed through the dungeon and to the lounge just inside the dungeon’s entrance. His loyal Watcher Demon slowly looked over at Alfie. The skeletal demon pointed a bony finger at one corner of the lounge where Dezzy lay sprawled indecently upon a brightly colored orange couch.

The first thing he noticed, other than the shameless nudity of the lounging succubus, was the legless specter of Tiberius slithering away from Dezzy. The ghostly old madman cast one glance back at Alfie before disappearing through a wall. What was his uncle doing still whispering with Dezzy? And what was Dezzy doing sprawled out on the couch?

The entire cadre of dungeon gnomes were eagerly tending to her needs. Two were massaging her feet, two were giving her a manicure, and one of them was doing her hair in curls. Alfie thought that one of them was pleasuring her, but as he approached, the gnome rose from between Dezzy’s creamy thighs and Alfie saw that the gnome was holding foam and a razor to shave the succubus bare.

“Is any of that necessary?” asked Alfie. “Can’t you just change your appearance at a whim?”

“Not a whim, master,” said Dezzy, sitting up and waving away the gnomes. “It takes effort and concentration. And these little ones like to be helpful, so I thought I would enjoy their attentions.”

She patted one of the gnomes on the head and the tiny, bearded man blushed and looked up at her adoringly.

“Out,” snapped Alfie, waving the gnomes back to their salon. They muttered with dismay at being sent away in the middle of their work. He waited for them to go, then plopped down heavily on the edge of Dezzy’s couch. She reached for him, and he pushed her hands away. “I have a mission for you, Dezzy. You have been disobedient, and you’re spending far too much time around my uncle, so this will be your chance to earn your way back into my good graces.”

“Oh, yes, master,” purred Dezzy, rolling over onto her elbows and knees top face Alfie in a way that raised her hips and the luscious, heart-shaped loveliness of her bottom. “I know I have made you cross, but I will do anything to please you, master. Annnnnything.”

She reached out for Alfie’s robes, fingers gliding over the bulge of his cock and sending hot, electric pulses into his body even through the layers of fabric. He could almost feel the perfect, silky warmth of her tail’s obscene maw slurping his cock. He glanced at the tail, but it had the small, heart-shaped tip again.

Alfie reminded himself of the danger Dezzy presented and took a reluctant step back from the couch.

“Stop that,” he commanded. “Your mission is simple. Go into the nearby town of Galabros under cover. Do not reveal your nature, pretend to be a simple farm girl or a pilgrim.”

“Or an adventurer coming to visit the dungeon,” suggested Dezzy.

“Yes, fine, whatever,” said Alfie. “My point is, I need you in Galabros to find out everything you can about the Pateric priest that showed up in town. Luisa was supposed to be watching him so maybe she can help you find him. I think he is working for Lord Heraxon. He might even be an inquisitor, so be very careful around him.”

“Oh, yes, master,” said Dezzy, bouncing up from the couch and conjuring the bust-hugging costume of a sorceress complete with a black corset, a long, burgundy skirt, a pointed hat, and a gnarled staff. She seemed mature and regal in the costume and the way her breasts jiggled in her corset made Alfie’s cock twitch beneath his robes.

“By Mardoch,” grunted Alfie, looking away from the heaving mounds of those luscious tits lest he be drawn back into Dezzy’s lusty clutches.

“Want to try me out, master?” Purred Dezzy, thrusting her breasts forward.

“No!” Alfie shouted, turning his back on her. “Go away! Go! You have your orders! Find out everything you can about that priest and report back to me as quickly as you can!”

“Then you’ll fuck me?”

“Yes,” said Alfie. “I mean, no! I am not doing that anymore. You’ve nearly killed me twice.”

“But I haven’t killed you, master,” she said, sliding her arms over his shoulders.

Alfie felt another tremor of desire as Dezzy’s fingers brushed his neck and stroked his face. He shrugged hard, resisting another powerful urge to fuck the beautiful succubus. He stepped away – far away this time – and jabbed his finger in her direction.

“Go! Go or I will banish you forever! You’ve endangered me, my dungeon, and my true assistant, Myssandra. If you fail in this mission I will send you back down to the Realm of Sin.” When she hesitated and looked as if she might try again to seduce him, Alfie shouted at her, “GO!”

His voice carried the commanding power of the Dungeon Lord. At last, Dezzy retreated from the dungeon’s lounge and out through the garden at the entrance. Alfie waited until she was well down the road to Galabros to follow her out and see that she was truly going.

If she had been lying in wait for him, he did not trust himself to resist her yet again. Once he was satisfied that she was truly going to the nearby village, he returned to the dungeon. Dezzy had caused him so much trouble and he did not even really want to know what his uncle was doing hanging around her. Then there was the matter of the cackler demon. Having defeated Terry and sent him back to the pit caused new problems for Alfie. He now had to make it up to a guest, the beautiful druid Beska, who had enjoyed being mistreated by the demon. He had to explain to her that “Terry” was not coming back and hope to find some other way to satisfy her.

Alfie remembered the pert swell of the druid’s creamy breasts and the innocence in her eyes beneath that diamond tattoo on her forehead. Maybe he could make a personal project out of the slender girl with the freckles. Her small body and perky tits, marked with those little druidic tattoos. Yes, he could wash away the stink of the cackler demon and show her that being treated with respect was far better than being hogtied and fucked in her firm little bubble butt by a demon dick.

Beska was wearing a diaphanous green robe and sitting by the fire when he returned to the room that Dezzy had provided for her.

“Ah, Dungeon Lord,” she said, smiling slightly. “Have you news of Terry? I so wanted our games to continue. I have never met such a fascinating creature as that and with such impressive attributes to…”

Her words trailed off as she seemed to study Alfie’s expression.

“He is not coming back, is he?”

“I am afraid not, Beska,” said Alfie. “Terry was unfortunately let go.”

“Let go?”

Alfie closed his eyes and saw the staff in his hands as he spattered the brains of the demon hyena on the floor. He opened his eyes again and looked at Beska with what he hoped was convincing sympathy.

“Yes, it was a mutual parting of ways,” said Alfie. “Now then, my number one concern is seeing that all our guests are satisfied. I understand you were enjoying your visit with the cackler demon, but I would like to show you another side of the Happy Endings Dungeon. Would you come with me?”

“Well, I am most disappointed that Terry will not be coming back,” said Beska, rising slowly from the chair. Her green robes veiled her body well, but Alfie could still make out the dark shapes of her breasts capped with stiff nipples and the untamed thatch atop her mound. “But I suppose if there is something you wanted to show me, I would be willing to give the dungeon another chance.”

“Very understanding of you,” said Alfie, taking her arm and leading her from the room.

He felt very large and powerful compared to the slender young druid. Her beauty was bewitching in its quiet, gentle way. He admired the pouty firmness of her breasts beneath her slightly clinging robe. The way her face and hands were tanned a golden brown and yet he knew from seeing her nude that she was pale as a ghost beneath the robe. He wanted to see that pale flesh again. To caress it and kiss it and suck it. He wanted to show Beska that pleasure did not need to be cruel.

“What was it that brought you to the path of a druid?” asked Alfie as they walked through the dungeon passages together.

Beska’s sweet smile tightened, her lips pinching into a thin line on her face.

“It was… my father. He was a very bad man. He dealt with the unspeakable gods. The Darkborne.”

“Oh,” said Alfie, startled by mere mention of the old ones.

“He sacrificed my mother to them. He was going to sacrifice me in the depths of the woods, but then a spirit of the forest intervened and saved me. I devoted myself to that spirit every day since then. My body is marked with my devotion. My deeds inscribe that devotion upon the world. I protect the deep wood and I serve my patron.”

“What is his name?” asked Alfie.

Beska giggled softly. She glanced over at Alfie like his question was foolish.

“It is spoken in a language only known to druids. But you might think of him as the Father of the Woods. He is an ancient and gentle spirit. But he is unforgiving towards those who bring darkness into the forest.”

“Sorry if I pried too much into your past,” said Alfie.

“No, no, I find your curiosity endearing. I talk to other humans so infrequently that it is nice to be reminded that you are not all wood cutters and arsonists.” She favored Alfie with a genuine smile that reached her big, green eyes. “What brought you to being a Dungeon Lord?”

“Myssandra,” said Alfie.

“Was she cruel?”

“No,” said Alfie. “Well, maybe a little. She told me that I had inherited this dungeon from my uncle. I wanted no part of it, I wanted to be a hero, but she persuaded me with her beauty and… my desire.”

“She seduced you into being the Dungeon Lord?”

“She seduced me into accepting my inheritance,” said Alfie. “The Dungeon Lord part, well, that did not come easily. My uncle who left me the dungeon had turned this place into a murderous maze of traps and lurking monsters that he used to kill and torment women.”

“Oh, dear,” said Beska. “But you changed it?”

“Yes, in the face of all tradition, I wanted to turn this dungeon into a place that women could be safe and enjoy.” Alfie explained as their footsteps began to echo into the unfinished darkness of the dungeon ahead. “A place for happy endings instead of bad ones.”

“And this Myssandra did not like that?”

“She did not,” said Alfie. “But I think I convinced her. So much so that she… she might have given her life for me.”

“I had no idea,” said Beska. “Now I am the one who must beg forgiveness for prying.”

“You were only paying me back for my questions,” said Alfie. “But look. Just ahead is what I wanted to show you.”

They emerged from the tunnel into a large open darkness. The sound of water echoed softly from the walls of a vast and ancient cavern. Faint blue lights from luminous fungus glowed against the stone ceiling and stalactites.

“Wow,” whispered Beska reverently. “That is mycena inflamus. I’ve never seen so much in one place. And this water, so pure and dark. Like the tears of the earth itself. Oh, Dungeon Lord, thank you for showing this to me.”

Beska pressed herself suddenly into Alfie’s embrace and leaned up on her toes to kiss him. She seemed to mean only to kiss his cheek, but Alfie pulled her closer still and planted a kiss upon her lips. Their kiss lingered. It blossomed. He explored the warmth of her sweet mouth and tasted her tongue against his. A soft, spicy root flavor on her tongue.

“Mmmmm, that was nice,” she said, pulling back slowly and looking up at him, her face dark in the blue glow. “But what was it for, Dungeon Lord?”

“Alfie,” he reminded her. “No titles now. You weren’t given the welcome I intended, Beska. Someone gave you over to that demon and he treated you in ways that I would not—”

“Oh, but I liked it,” said Beska. “Maybe not when he left me tied up and left me. But the other parts, I liked very much.”

“He was beastly and cruel,” said Alfie.

“Yes, perhaps, but a woman does not devote her life to the natural world without seeing the violence of nature. Without respecting the ways of savagery and even a bit of cruelty.”

Alfie was not so sure she was right about that. He could imagine a woman observing boars rutting without needing to be rutted like a boar. But any objections he might have offered were quickly forgotten.

Beska stepped back from Alfie and untied her layered robe. The green veils slipped from her shoulders, catching momentarily upon the buds of her breasts before dropping down her slender little body to pool at her feet. Her arms and legs were surprisingly muscular, her abdomen toned, but her body was compact and beautiful. She had untamed hair upon her cunt and the small, simplistic tattoos that covered her body agave her an exotic look. Her skin, other than her face and hands, was very pale. Her nipples, peachy pink and stiff as pebbles.

She was gorgeous. Dark eyes sparkling with motes of blue light. Unashamed and adorned with her faith.

“By Mardoch,” muttered Alfie, struck by the young druid’s extreme beauty.

“If you wish to please me, Alfie, then be beastly and cruel,” she murmured. “Show me that you know the way of nature.”

Alfie grimaced as he shed his robe and tossed it to the ground alongside Beska’s layers of sheer green. He revealed his body to her and was gratified by the smile that curled her lips as she caught sight of the thick hose of his cock. It was swelling with desire for her pert little body. He took her in his arms again and smashed a kiss to her lips. He pulled her body against his, letting her feel his strength and his pressing cock as they embraced.

His kisses explored her neck, her shoulder, his hands played with the firm roundness of her ass. He squeezed her buttocks. He spread them and rubbed roughly between them. She moaned submissively.

He kissed his way to her breasts, nibbling, sucking, biting at them. Showing her his teeth and kissing her again upon her lips. His tongue thrusting to conquer her mouth. He bit her lower lip and tasted a hint of blood.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, sharing that taste with him.

He wrapped his fingers in her hair and yanked her head back. He growled and looked down into her eyes.

“You want to be fucked by a beast, is that it?” He said, smiling wickedly down at her as he wrapped her braid around his fist and held her head back tightly. “You want it to hurt?”

“Yessssss,” she gasped, eyes lidding with pleasure, lower lip smeared with a hint of blood. “Oh, yes, Dungeon Lord. Show me your cruelty.”

Alfie shut his eyes and again saw the cackler demon chiseling at Myssandra’s cocoon. He saw the hyena-headed creature laughing. He saw it engulfed in the fires of his anger. He saw its head breaking to pieces beneath the silver skull atop his staff.

He saw all this and let his anger and inhumanity take hold of him. A ferocious snarl escaped Alfie’s lips, and he threw Beska down to the floor with no concern for her safety. He fell upon her, shoving her legs wide apart and devouring her mouth with another kiss. His fingers – three and then four – plunged into her little druid cunt. She mewled against his lips, shocked by his force. By his pitiless fingers. He sucked at her pink-capped breasts. He tongued them and bit at them until they were red and sensitive.

“Oh, God of the Forest, yessss,” moaned Beska.

“Shut up,” growled Alfie, pulling his fingers from her cunt and thrusting them into Beska’s mouth. She gagged and her eyes rolled in shock. He pressed her flat to the floor, the bare stone hard beneath her, and he moved between her parted thighs. His thick cock was hard and straining. His tip rubbed at her soft hair and the warmth of her folds.

He kept his fingers in her mouth as she drooled and sucked at them. Her brow knitted against the diamond tattoo upon her forehead. Her cheeks were streaked with tears from gagging.

“That’s right, this is how you wanted it? The beast? The beast!? Ha!” He pulled his fingers from her mouth and grasped her hands. He pinned them roughly above her head and thrust his straining cock into Beska’s hot cunt.

“Ahhhhh! Yessss!” She wailed beneath him, her body tensing and legs wrapping around Alfie to draw him deeper. But he pried her legs apart again, pinning them back with both hands, slamming into her and looking down at her as he let out a furious growl.

His savage grunts and her rhythmic gasps were accompanied by slaps of flesh echoing through the blue-lit cavern. Alfie went from playing at being the beast to actually being the beast. He wrapped his hand around Beska’s slender neck and squeezed until her face turned red. He kissed her and sucked at her wounded lip as she gasped for breath. He hilted his big cock within her with every stroke. His bollocks slapped against her ass and his cock beat against her clit.

“Mmmmmoorrreee,” she cried. “Make it… make it hurt. Like he did.”

“Don’t compare me to that welp,” snarled Alfie, suddenly pulling his cock from the slick depths of Beska’s tight cunny. He stood up, his stiff rock cock bouncing with the movement. He grabbed her braid and yanked her into a sitting position and forced his slick bollocks into her mouth. She moaned and slurped at them, one small hand coming up to stroke his cock. Alfie laughed, watching her suck at his balls as he asked, “Is this what you wanted?”

“Mmmmmphmmm,” she moaned, pumping her hand on his cock and tonguing his stones.

“Yeah, right, not rough enough!” He pulled back and guided his cock to her mouth. He took her lips with a thrust, slamming straight down her gurgling through and coating his cock in mucus. He fucked her face. Bollocks mashed to her chin. Cock buried in her spasming throat. Her eyes pouring with tears and her slimy mucus coating him each time he drew back and thrust in again.

He pulled out of her mouth, leaving her gasping desperately and red-faced. Slime trailing to his cock. He turned her over, pressing her face down to the hard stone and lifting her hips up. Alfie was outside his own mind. He was watching himself do these things as he was seized by the fury he felt as he killed the cackler demon. He grabbed Beska by her slender hips, spread her firm ass, and loudly spit into her crack. Her pink knot twitched.

He gave her no further nicety than that as he fed the straining tip of his cock into her back passage. A shuddering moan escaped her as Alfie began to savagely fuck her ass. He pounded her clutching ring, faster and faster, his hips hammering her firm cheeks. His hand holding her head up by her ponytail as he drove her chest into the ground. She wailed in pain and pleasure, the brutality of the assfucking apparently enough to make her cum. Her ecstasy was translated into the rhythmic, intense squeezing of her asshole and this was nearly enough to make him cum.

But not yet. Not yet, for this woman. He fucked her until she went limp with pleasure and then pulled his cock from her ass. Her rolled her over, straddling her abdomen just beneath her breasts. Her tits just big enough to cradle his cock. He squeezed them roughly and began to rut between them, jabbing his cock against her chin, her throat, and her lips. She moaned, sticking out her tongue, tears smearing her face.

“Cum for me, Dungeon Lord,” she gasped. “Cum for me. Cum on my ugly face.”

Ugly? He wanted to tell her she was beautiful. That she was heartbreakingly gorgeous. Yet this was not what this woman wanted. She craved it rough and cruel. So he gave it to her that way. He let his darkness all the way out and snarled, “Here you go then, you ugly druid slut!”

He felt his pleasure rise, his bollocks tighten, and he grabbed hold of his surging cock and stroked it right over her face. She looked up at him, smiling so sweetly, her face red and puffy from her tears. And he unloaded. His pleasure bursting in hot ropes that splashed across her face, covered her eyes, and drenched her mouth in his seed. She licked her lips and he came again and again, glazing her in a thick, glistening layer of his spunk. He staggered back, gasping, dripping with sweat.

“There you go,” he said, returning to himself. “There you are, Beska.”

“Ohhhh, Dungeon Lord, thank you,” she moaned, smearing cum from her face into her mouth with her fingers. She sucked her fingers clean and fucked herself with her other hand as she looked up at Alfie. “Don’t stop. I need… need more.”

“No,” said Alfie firmly. “No. That’s enough for you. Go back to your woods. Go back to being a goodhearted druid. You have indulged enough in the depravity of this dungeon.”

She whined in dismay, but Alfie had already turned away from her and was headed for the Dungeon Nexus.


6

Trouble in Galabros

Alfie awoke in his bed in the Dungeon Nexus, his head pounding with a hangover, surprised to feel someone beside him. He ran his hand over a smooth hip and up to the peak of a soft breast.

“Myssandra?” He whispered.

He sat up, feeling a wave of dizziness and nausea, remembering something about goblin brandy. Or was it gnome brandy? He fought back his hangover, pushing it up into his skull until it was just a throbbing in his temples. The candles around his bed had mostly burned down to stumps that overflowed his bedside table in frozen white trickles. One candle still guttered, providing a faint light in the room.

He rubbed his eyes. He blinked. Slowly a gray feminine body came into focus. White hair. Pointed ears. Perfect curves. A slight swell in her abdomen.

“Yves,” he murmured, realizing he was in bed with the deep elf that Dezzy had dominated.

“Mmmmmm?” Someone else stirred beside him. Turned over. Soft breasts with pink nipples, swollen and engorged, a large, taut belly seemingly months into a pregnancy. Platinum blonde hair. A scarred but beautiful body.

“Veena,” muttered Alfie, rubbing his head as moments of the last night started to filter back into his conscious mind.

There had been drinking, of course, and feasting, again. At the feast, Drillmasta Gazzog ‘Ead Smasha had explained his plans to whip the goblins into shape. Plans that had involved denying access to women until they learned how to behave. That had left Veena and Yves without dates. Alfie had been brooding about his treatment of Beska, even if it had been at the druid’s request, and he jumped at the chance to entertain the gorgeous barbarian and the sultry deep elf.

They had both been sober, abstaining from the brandy due to their goblin pregnancies, but had encouraged him to drink himself stupid. He was sure he had made an ass of himself several times over and was glad he could not remember the specifics. His behavior had not kept the two beauties from his bed. He was itchy with dried sweat and could feel the residue of sex on his cock. The soreness in his flaccid member matched the soreness in his exerted muscles. He had fucked like a warrior and had left it all on the battlefield of the bedroom.

He wished he was able to recall more of that part of the night. He glanced back over his shoulder at the two beauties sleeping peacefully in his bed. Their tanned and gray limbs crisscrossed and their light, silky hair fanned out behind them. Their loveliness was on full display. He felt the urge to crawl back into bed with them both and rediscover what he had forgotten.

No, he had gotten black out drunk the night before. Mardoch only knew what his enemies had been up to while he was out of commission. That was more than enough indulgence for the moment.

Alfie left the two beauties behind and shuffled through the dungeon, hearing the peaceful sounds of his monsters and guests sleeping in their beds. He made his way back to the unfinished parts of the dungeon and the blue-lit cavern where he had allowed his beastly side to take over to satisfy Beska.

“Maybe I really am the bad guy that Josephine thinks all Dungeon Lords are,” he muttered and sunk down to his knees beside the cold, dark waters of the lake. He cupped his hands and splashed the water in his face. That woke him up a bit more. He sputtered through the dripping water, “No. I am no villain. I am the same Alfie I have always been, but better. Standing up for myself and for what matters to me. Not letting Heraxon or the Pateric Inquisition or anyone else tell me how to run my dungeon.”

He leaned lower over the water and saw his blue-lit face reflected in the darkness. He cupped his hands again to take a drink, lifting from his rippling reflection for a moment. Suddenly, he was pushed off balance and plunged forward into the frigid water. He was shocked wide awake. He resurfaced sputtering. He felt a tentacle or some huge fish brush against his leg he desperately struggled to crawl back out of the water onto the rocky shore.

“What the… who did that?” He gasped, water pouring from his sodden robe as he heaved himself out of the dark waters.

“I did, you moron,” said Luisa, stomping her boot inches from Alfie’s fingers. “I should kick you back into the water.”

Alfie was shocked by the fury blazing in the petite thief’s brown eyes. He had seen her angry before. This was something else entirely.

“What… what did I do to you, Luisa?” Alfie looked up at her uncertainly.

“Oh, I don’t know, how about you sent your latest pet demon into my town to assassinate a missionary priest of the Pateric Church?”

“I did what!?” Alfie struggled to his feet.

Luisa grabbed him by his dripping collar and yanked him out of the cavern and out into the corridor. She was surprisingly strong for her size and gave Alfie a shove that nearly sent him sprawling.

He staggered into a soft, yielding figure lit in the golden light of a torch that Luisa must have brought with her. They rocked back against the wall and let out a feminine, “Ouch!”

Dezzy had her arms bound behind her back and was wearing very little. Her more than ample curves were covered in clinging sackcloth that did nothing to disguise her proportions. Her plump pink nipples stood out beneath the sheer white material and her cunt seemed nearly to glow through the clinging skirt. Her head was covered in a heavier sack of burlap. Alfie pulled the rough sack off her head, snagging on one of her horns and making her yelp for a moment before the sack finally tore free. 

“There she is,” spat Luisa. “The murderess you sent to my village. She drained the poor old man dry.”

“But… but I hardly took anything from him,” Dezzy objected. “You must believe me, master. How was I to know that he had a weak heart?”

“You killed the priest?” Alfie was aghast. He could think of no worse outcome than for his personal assistant, a creature of the Realm of Sin no less, to have murdered a representative of the church.

“But, master, he was your enemy,” cried Dezzy. “He was distributing material trying to stoke anti-dungeon sentiment among the villagers.”

“That much of her story is true,” said Luisa and she pushed a paper flyer into Alfie’s hand.

“’Beware the Dungeon of Sin’” Alfie read the headline of the flyer, which included an illustration that depicted a sordid demoness that looked suspiciously like Dezzy. “’Men and women alike who enter the so-called Happy Endings Dungeon will face temptation and destruction of their very souls.’ So he wasn’t with the inquisition? He was just spreading this nonsense about the dungeon?”

“Nonsense that your demonic killer just confirmed,” said Luisa, shoving several more flyers with similar content into Alfie’s hands. “I was about to report all this to you when my guards told me that a succubus had been sighted in the village. That’s when we caught them in the act. She was riding him like a steeple jumper, sucking out every drop of his life force with that demon cunny of hers.”

“OhhhHHhhhh master, don’t listen to her,” moaned Dezzy, struggling against the ropes binding her arms behind her back. “She’s just trying to turn you against me. Look at me, master. Would I ever do anything to hurt you?”

Alfie was about to upbraid Dezzy for her constant treachery when he happened to make eye contact with the beautiful demoness. There was a pink sparkle in her blue eyes. A beckoning, bewitching glow that seemed to draw him in. Alfie suddenly felt very warm all over.

“I… I… don’t…”

“Don’t listen to this murderous bitch,” warned Luisa. “I’ve been your partner in all this, Alfie, but I am no killer. Definitely no priest killer. When the Inquisition shows up in my town, when they come for you with templars and a mob with pitchforks, I am going to save my own skin.”

“Yes, she will save herself,” purred Dezzy, the pink glow within her eyes seeming to pulsate and draw Alfie deeper. “She does not adore you like I do, master. I am devoted to you, body and soul.”

“Devoted,” agreed Alfie, his fears subsiding as he saw the truth of Dezzy’s loyalty. “My truest companion.”

“Listen to yourself,” snorted Luisa. “Trouble is coming for you, Alfie. Killing a priest will bring the whole church down on your head. Even if I was willing to sacrifice myself to protect you, it wouldn’t matter—”

“She should go,” purred Dezzy.

“You should go,” repeated Alfie, staring into the depths of Dezzy’s bewitching eyes.

“I was only trying to protect you, master,” said Dezzy, wiggling against the ropes binding her arms behind her back.

“She was only trying to protect me,” murmured Alfie, stepping behind her to untie her arms.

Luisa shook her head as she departed, leaving Alfie standing in the torchlight with Dezzy.

Once the arms of the succubus were free, the sackcloth she was wearing melted away and her luscious, perfect curves became swaddled in red lace. She turned and put her arms around Alfie, pressing her soft bust against his chest and smiling sweetly. Her smell was intoxicating. A sweet perfume mingled with the unmistakable musk of raw, fresh sex.

“Master, you know I love you,” she said breathlessly, bringing her plump lips close to Alfie’s. “I will take care of you and protect you. Trust in me. You do not need that thief. She is only in it for herself and for profit. I am here… to serve you.”

Dezzy pressed a passionate kiss to Alfie’s lips. Her warm, sweet tongue slithered into his mouth and he moaned in agreement. Why would Dezzy hurt him? She was there to protect him. To serve him. He could trust her. She was his assistant.

“Mmmmm,” he agreed as he embraced her and began to eagerly return her kiss.
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The Scorpion on His Back

Knowing that his bed might still be occupied by Yves and Veena, Alfie took Dezzy’s hand and led her to one of the outer guest chambers. This one was finished with plush carpeting, decorative golden flourishes and statuary, and furnished with many silk cushions. He could not stop smiling at Dezzy as he took her hand and climbed atop the altar of pillowy pleasure within the room. She giggled, falling atop him, their kiss resuming with all the heat and fervor they had found in the corridor.

“Mmmmm, oh, master, it is so good to be home,” she gasped, pressing her intoxicating softness against him. Her hips wiggling seductively as her large breasts squished against his chest. Her mouth, hot and sweet, kissed away the last barriers of his resistance. “I love you so much, master. I adore you.”

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Alfie, forgetting himself beneath those soft lips. “Oh, Dezzy, mmmmm… I adore you too… mmmmm… love… it’s… mmmmmmm…”

“Yes?” She lifted her lips from his mouth and smiled down at him, one eyebrow raised.

“Yes, I do, I love you,” he confessed, feeling a wave of pleasure reward his words. “I want to share everything with you, Dezzy. Even… even this.”

He reached into his robe and took out the weight of his Dungeon Lord’s amulet. He held it towards her.

“You can have it if you want,” he said, not pausing for even a moment to consider the repercussions of handing his amulet over to a demoness. The horrors Dezzy might unleash with such power at her command.

“Oh, but I couldn’t take that from you, master,” she pushed it away. “That’s what makes you so cute to me. My sweet, innocent, trusting Dungeon Lord.”

Alfie was undone. Not just under Dezzy’s spell but enslaved by it. His moment of weakness and confusion exploited by the demoness as her sinborne magic tightened its grip on his mind.

“Let me… let me prove how much I love you then,” cried Alfie, pushing Dezzy away and rolling her onto her back among the cushions. The ravishing succubus giggled and moaned, spreading her plump thighs wide and making the lace of her lingerie melt away from her curves.

“I am yours, master,” she moaned, spreading her legs to him and fondling the overflowing softness of her breasts to offer up her plump nipples. “Do with me whatever you wish.”

“I wish… to taste your sweet nectar, Desdemona!” Alfie growled with lust and took hold of the backs of Dezzy’s knees. The simple act of pushing her legs back parted her slick cunt and filled the air with the sweet scent of her lust. He lowered himself between her legs and began to lick. Fervent and moaning from the moment he tasted the oily sweetness of her cunt.

“Ooooohhh yessss, master,” moaned Dezzy with delight, threading her fingers through Alfie’s hair. She guided him to the bud of her pleasure, and he began to lick and suck and drink the intoxicating nectar of her demonic cunt.

Her sweet honey spilled down his chin and dripped down the seam of her ass. He bent lower to lick her there as well, tasting the sweetness smeared against the velvet clench of her pucker. He moaned as he buried his tongue in that hot back passage. Alfie added his fingers to both. One for her ass and three for the hot depths of her cunt. He plunged them into her as he sucked at her fat, pulsating clit.

“Mmmmmm!” He cried, looking up over her heaving bust at her beautiful, flushed face, her scarlet hair, her horns, and her lidded blue eyes sparkling with the sinborne flame of lust.

“Yesss! Ohhh, master, I’m cumming for you! The greatest lover I have ever known! Ahhhhhh! Ruler of my body! I subjugate myself to you!” She cried, bucking against his face and feeding Alfie a sweet flood of her nectar. “Drink your fill, my lord! My king! Drink the honey of hell!”

Alfie’s enthusiasm surged with the gushing release of Dezzy’s climax. He felt her silken cunt grasping at his fingers. Her spit-slicked ass clenching around his smallest digit. He sucked at her relentlessly, watching the pleasure contort her pretty face.

“Oh, master!” Dezzy cried, suddenly pulling his head from between her legs. “Oh, my handsome ruler, let me serve you now, my glorious Dungeon Lord!”

“Y-yes, right,” laughed Alfie, recalling the pleasures Dezzy might give him through a thick and rosy fog of desire. He kissed her, nectar still on his lips as her hot mouth devoured his kiss. Her tongue, like a serpent, searching his mouth. Pleasure buzzing between their molten kiss as Dezzy consumed the slightest morsel of his essence.

Being reminded that Dezzy was dangerous and could feed upon his life force did nothing to deter Alfie. He was completely under her spell. Totally at her mercy.

With the taste of Dezzy’s sweet nectar still on his lips, Alfie shed his robes and reclined atop the pillows. His stiff cock stood out, red and glistening with his arousal, from his muscular abdomen. Dezzy cooed with delight at this, wrapping her warm hand around him as she climbed atop him.

“Your cock is glorious, master,” she moaned, stroking him and kissing his lips. Her hand was magnificent, her kiss divine.

“Ohhhhh, Dezzy…”

Her breasts brushed against him. So soft and heavy on his chest. Her lips devoured his with another kiss. Her fingers slick with precum on his straining hardness. Alfie felt the sudden rush of pleasure. The inexorable race of his climax suddenly erupting, spurting against her fingers. Her thighs.

“Mmmm!” She cried out in surprise as he came beneath her stroking fingers. She laughed, sweetly mocking him, “You’ve cum already? Oh, master, I need more than that.” Her hand pumped out the last of his seed and he fell back among the cushions.

Alfie chuckled at his own exuberance, watching as Dezzy kissed her way down his body. He grunted as her heavy tits dragged over his sensitive cock. She held up her cum-slathered hand and looked at him as the long serpent of her tongue reached out to lick her fingers clean. Her mouth descended upon his cock. Her breasts cradled his shaft.

There was no chance of Alfie’s hardness waning with Dezzy’s mouth deftly sucking him. She drew him in, deep, her lips gliding down to his root, her tongue stroking beneath his shaft, and her throat enveloping his tip. Her eyes looked up at him then, pink embers aglow in the blue. Her tongue seeming to wrap around him. His cock pulsating.

Another rush, just as inescapable as the last.

“Oh… Dezzy! You’re… ahhh!” He came again with rapid spurts and she drank him down without pause. A throaty chuckle vibrating around him as her lips kissed his root and her throat gulped his cum. She slid back to his tip then, his shaft still grasped in the soft valley of her breasts, her tongue swirling about his sensitive tip. He gasped and writhed, wanting to escape that oversensitivity, but there was nowhere to go.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she purred around his cock, wanking his spit-slicked shaft with her breasts and keeping her lips locked around the fat head of his manhood.

He thought she might make him cum again into her mouth, but when he was nearing the brink she popped her lips free and let out a laugh of delight.

“Oh, master, you taste so yummy! I could drink your seed until I’ve swallowed every drop.”

“Y-yes? Take… take what you want. Take it all.” He smiled, surrendering to the pleasure.

“Alfie, I’m not going to kill you. I don’t want that, especially now that things are going so well between us.” She mounted him with the languid grace of a predator having toyed with and exhausted its prey, at last deciding to feast. Her luscious body straddled his hips, and she slid the incredible heat of her cunt down to envelop him. Her beauty was exaggerated more than usual by her demonic aspect. Her eyes aglow. Her flesh almost red in color. “Let’s have a little more fun before we get to work.”

“Work?”

Alfie was answered by the exquisite tightening of her inner muscles and he could think of nothing but that pleasure. Desdemona rose above him, wings spreading, her head haloed by the flames of sin. Her plush bottom rose and fell and her cunt, that perfect vise surrounding his cock, seemed to stroke him beyond all barriers of pleasure. He was cumming in moments, bucking beneath her as she rode atop him. His orgasm one long, continuous series of spasms. Spurt after spurt emptying from his bollocks as his life force gushed into her devouring cunt along with his seed.

“Yessss!” Dezzy hissed and rode faster atop him. Her perfect, plump breasts heaving and shuddering with each impact against her ribcage. Her hot cunt squeezing rhythmically in perfect counterpoint to the roll of her hips.

“More,” moaned Alfie. It was all he could think to say as he thrust desperately into her cunt. Spurting, twitching, spurting again. Locking eyes with her glowing pink gaze. Her cunt swallowing up his soul with each spasm of ecstasy. With every plunge, every rise and fall of her luscious body, he was fading away like a guttering candle.

He could sense the beckoning of sweet oblivion. His heart straining in his chest as he came again and again and again. Dezzy’s power grew until she was a queen – a goddess – riding atop him. Luminous with her power. Her hair swirling as if caught in some dark wind. Her smile showing through the haze of pleasure.

Her ride slowed. The dangerous drumbeat of Alfie’s heart receded. Dezzy eased herself from his wilting cock without losing a drop of his seed. He stared up at her in awe as she slowly stood above him.

“You… you really didn’t… kill me?” Such was the power of the succubus over Alfie in that moment that he felt a pang of regret that she had not finished him off.

“You are my master,” she said, kneeling beside him and stroking his hair. “But I must ask a favor now, master.”

“Anything,” said Alfie.

“I must send word to a friend of our predicament. You forbad me from summoning any more demons, but I am afraid a messenger imp is the only way to reach my friend.” She flexed her fingers and violet magic sparked between them. “May I summon an imp?”

Some distant part of Alfie’s mind recoiled from the idea of Dezzy summoning any more demons. Yet he could not recall exactly why that should matter.

“Of course, my love,” he said. “Summon whatever you need.”

“Thank you, master,” giggled Dezzy, rising to her feet. She struck a seductive pose and thrust out both hands. Her demonic utterance meant nothing to Alfie, but he could feel the power in her words. Violet magic burst from her splayed fingertips and created a fissure in the air before her. Scarlet light surged out and opened a brief, but terrifying view of the Realm of Sin. Landscapes of torment, fire, and depraved pleasure.

Then, like a calf being birthed in its sac, a demon no larger than a fawn dropped from the hole. The fissure closed behind it and Dezzy caught the sac in her arms. She tore away the caul of the demon to reveal a spindly-limbed little coal-black humanoid covered in the slime of its “birth.”

“Scraw? Mistress?” The imp spread its slimy wings and looked up at Dezzy.

“I need you to take a message to the master,” she said, then glanced down at Alfie still lying atop the cushions with a dazed smile. She turned back to the little demon and spoke to it in the same demonic tongue she had used to cast her summoning spell. The words might not have meant anything to Alfie, but she spoke two names that he recognized.

“Heraxon” was unmistakable. “Dragmargoth” was the other name. This second name he knew from the whispers of the cackler demon as he mocked Myssandra. He had said the name “Dragmargoth” as if invoking a friend or superior. Perhaps he was a general in the Realm of Sin. A Duke or Prince of hell.

Dezzy finished relating her message to the imp and the creature squawked and disappeared with a flash of flame and clap of thunder. Dezzy smiled, turning back to Alfie and kneeling beside him.

“Master, you’ve done so well,” she said, stroking his cheek. She ran her fingers over the medallion on his chest. “I think it’s time we put you somewhere safe. I don’t want anything bad happening to you.”

“Are you sure? What if the dungeon is attacked?”

She helped him to his feet and began to walk him through the corridors of the dungeon. He felt very tired. The medallion of his office hung so heavily around his neck.

“If the dungeon is attacked, I will be able to use my magic,” said Dezzy. “But if you want to help, you could leave me the amulet while you rest.”

He realized they had arrived at the heavy door of the dungeon’s vault.

“Go on, master, open it,” she said.

“In there? You want me to rest in the vault?” He felt like this was a very bad idea, but in the addling afterglow of the pleasure he had experienced with Dezzy, he could not think of any real reason to object.

“It’s the safest,” said Dezzy, her smile sweet and convincing as the vault’s door began to swing open.

Alfie saw within at all the treasures, the strange sarcophagus with its angelic corpse, and the blackened pod containing whatever remained of Myssandra.

“Go on inside, master,” said Dezzy, giving him a little push.

Alfie staggered into the vault, feeling the hum of the immense power protecting the heart of the dungeon.

Dezzy held out her hand to him.

“Now, hand out the amulet, master,” she said, extending her hand to him just short of the vault’s door.

Alfie slid the amulet from his neck and held his arm out through the vault door. The moment Dezzy lifted the amulet from his grasp, he was suddenly shoved back deep into the vault. The door began to swing shut on its massive, armored hinges. Tiberius came drifting into view from the vault entrance.

“In the vault without an amulet, my boy? You fool! You’ve just become property of the dungeon! And you’ve just given the amulet to one of your monsters. Now, anyone can take it.”

“Anyone I choose,” corrected Dezzy, summoning a velvet box with a snap of her fingers and placing the amulet inside. “Of course, I would rule the dungeon myself, but demons cannot be Dungeon Lords.”

“Supreme Lord Heraxon will be happy to take ownership of another dungeon,” giggled Tiberius, swooping and swirling around Dezzy. “And he’ll reward me well for devising this little scheme with this demoness.”

“Quiet, old man,” snapped Dezzy. “Your plot to get the amulet was meaningless. A detail. The real plan was devised by—”

The vault door slammed shut, mechanisms locking into place as Alfie’s stunned view of the conversation was silenced. He was alone. Trapped.

He thought the vault was completely dark, but after a moment he realized there were two faint light sources. The sarcophagus glowed a faint white around its seals. The pod containing Myssandra glowed an even fainter red. By those two lights he could see the priceless treasures heaped around him that now constituted his prison.

Dezzy’s love spell faded from his mind and Alfie groaned at his stupidity. He slumped down among the treasures, ruing the day that Myssandra ever came to him and told him of his inheritance. Why did she ever think he could be a Dungeon Lord?

“I haven’t done much of a job of it,” he muttered.

With a sigh, he slumped lower among the treasure. There was no way out of the vault without the amulet. Even if the door was wide open, he wasn’t sure he could leave unless the new Dungeon Lord came in and got him. That would probably be Supreme Lord Heraxon, entering to gloat about his triumph shortly before he brutally tortured and killed Alfie.

“I just wish I could have protected Josephine,” muttered Alfie. “And you, Myssandra.” His fingers stroked the keratin shell of her cocoon. “Sorry if I let you down.”

He was answered moments later by a sharp cracking sound and a sudden spill of red light from the pod. The pieces began to separate, sliding open as slimy liquid spilled out. A dark shape was moving within the crumbling pod. More liquid sloshed out and Alfie scrambled back, getting to his feet.

A dark shape rose from the dim red glow of the pod and stood, unfolding slowly until it became the towering silhouette of a huge, shapely woman. Her muscles were so pronounced that they were visible even in outline. Her claws like bouquets of knife blades. Her horns edged with red light.

The huge, dark figure opened her eyes, and they glowed a brilliant, hateful red that overwhelmed all other light sources in the vault. They slowly took in the vault and then angled downward to gaze at Alfie.

“You… you’re back,” he said.

Myssandra had returned.
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