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Introduction

In a first for my Tantalizing Tomes series, this book takes an ongoing series of my erotic shorts (Happy Endings Dungeon) and has the narrative take an alternative path. This book takes place chronologically between Happy Endings Dungeon 3, which introduces the lizardkin lothario Kantril, and Happy Endings Dungeon 4, which brings a yeti into the story.

As that series has progressed, Alfie Ivanhoe, the lord of the dungeon, has grown more powerful and more confident. In this version of events, Kantril hangs around the dungeon long enough for Alfie Ivanhoe’s ghostly uncle Tiberius to see an opportunity. The former Dungeon Lord decides to use Kantril as his pawn in a scheme to regain control of his erstwhile dungeon. But Kantril has a mind of his own and a compelling power over the many women he encounters.

In Happy Endings Dungeon, Kantril is a minor character. One of many monsters served up to lusty ladies to keep them satisfied. But one of my patrons really enjoyed the randy reptile and wanted more of him. In fact, they wanted Kantril to cuckold Alfie, potentially stealing all his lovely ladies from him.

Fans of the My Cheating Elf Girlfriend/Wife series should get a particular thrill out of this one. If you’re not a fan of cuckolding erotica, you might not like this book, but try to picture yourself as Kantril instead of Alfie. They are both POV characters in this story so maybe Kantril is the actual protagonist.

Whichever way you decide to interpret the story, I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2024
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The Ghost and the Reptile

Tiberius

Tiberius Ivanhoe had a plan. Being dead and having a plan were not mutually exclusive, at least when you were, like Tiberius, a ghost haunting your old dungeon. True, his powers were greatly limited by his insubstantiality. His death had also severed his control over the dungeon, leaving it to his closest blood relative: Alfred Ivanhoe.

“Ugh,” grunted the ghost.

That welp had reshaped Tiberius’ Maze of Masculine Malevolence into a pitiful brothel for adventuresses, offering the weaker sex a chance to have safe fun with monsters that should have been tearing them to pieces.

Hearing women crying out with pleasure as they rutted with monsters was an indignity that Tiberius could no longer bear. But Alfred’s most recent conjuring from the Dungeon Codex had enlightened Tiberius about his nephew’s weakness. The pathetic boy liked to be unmanned. To be made to watch a woman being pleasured. The lizardkin, Kantril, had made Alfred watch as he pleasured the cleric Maria. Alfred had joined in, but only at Kantril’s permission. Seeing that pitiful act by his nephew had given Tiberius an idea.

Which had become his plan. If Alfred could be tempted and even dominated by a clever enough monster, the monster could unseat Alfred as Dungeon Lord. Once Kantril did that, Tiberius would be able to possess the monster and regain his control of the dungeon. He could then use the Dungeon Catalog to conjure a golem of flesh in his likeness and take control of that, leaving Kantril to whatever pathetic life lizardkin enjoyed.

“Perhaps I could even reward him with a few maidens,” chuckled Tiberius, drifted through a wall in search of the randy reptile. “A nice, fat elf to bear his clutches of eggs.”

Tiberius emerged from solid stone and found the scaly green reptile curled against the sleeping cleric. She was scratched and reddened from her many couplings with Kantril. The stink of sex lingered in the cave, so strong that even Tiberius could smell it. And he didn’t smell much as a ghost.

Kantril opened one reptilian eye as Tiberius floated above him.

“What do you want, ghost?” rasped the reptile with annoyance.

“Mind your tone with me,” said Tiberius. “I am the master of this dungeon.”

“No, I have met the Dungeon Lord. He lives and breathes. You are a ghost,” chuckled Kantril, easing his arm out from under the cleric and rising to his feet. “I ask you again, what do you want?”

“The so-called lord of this dungeon is my nephew,” said Tiberius, “but I hate him. He has turned this dungeon into a shameful harem of monsters for women. The savage heart of this dungeon cannot stand such weakness.”

“You mean you cannot stand to see women in the throes of pleasure?” chuckled Kantril, running a clawed hand over the cleric’s hip. He toyed with her nipple with a black-clawed finger and she stirred in her sleep.

“You are a strong one,” said Tiberius. “A brutal master who could make slaves of these women. A lizardkin should not be some… some gigolo in this dungeon. He should take charge. He should rule.”

“And how would I take over this dungeon?” growled Kantril, fixing Tiberius with his reptilian gaze.

“You must assert your dominance over Alfred,” said Tiberius. “One woman at a time. Until he surrenders to your superiority.”

“Hmmmmmm. I gain power by dominating his women as I have dominated this female?” Kantril’s long tongue flicked out of his mouth, tasting the air. “Tell me more, ghost.”

Luisa

“Alfie?” The perky, slender thief Luisa Bettancourt called out as she entered the Dungeon Nexus. “Alfie? Where are you?”

She was sure she heard him walking around the nexus, but the room seemed empty. She wandered over to the Dungeon Table and glanced down at the miniature map of the Happy Endings Dungeon. There was a shimmering representation of Alfie halfway across the dungeon. He seemed to be altering the shape and interior of a small chamber, transforming it into something like a castle bedroom and using his powers to add furniture and decorations that winked into existence on the Dungeon Table.

Judging by the voluptuous figurine sliding along the table beside him, he was with Myssandra. The two miniature images suddenly pressed together and then fell to the floor. The demoness, as usual, was on top.

“By Mardoch,” muttered Luisa, rolling her eyes. “That boy will do anything that big, demonic slut wants.”

“Looking for someone, warmblood?” rasped a voice behind Luisa.

She turned and nearly drew the dagger on her belt at the imposing sight of the lizardkin standing so close behind her. She rested her hand on her dagger’s grip, tense and wondering how the big lizard managed to creep so close behind her without her noticing. She glanced back down at the Dungeon Table and saw his glowing figurine. He must have been hiding in Alfie’s bedchamber.

“Do not be afraid,” said the lizardkin, stepping closer and placing a clawed hand on Luisa’s forearm. “I am not here to harm you. That is not why I have been brought to this place.”

“Let go of me,” said Luisa.

“Of course,” replied Kantril, sliding his clawed hand up her arm to caress her shoulder before releasing her. His tongue flicked out, so close that it almost touched her lips. “I smell your desire in the air, human. The heat of lust clings to you like a fog. Did you come here expecting the Dungeon Lord to satisfy you?”

“N-no,” said Luisa, shuddering as she realized she was getting hotter by the moment. “I’m here to talk business with Alfie. I’ll go and find him, you don’t…”

“I don’t have what you desire?” asked Kantril, sitting back on one of the benches alongside the Dungeon Table and showing off his muscular body and the span of his long arms. He was strangely handsome, in his monstrous way, and Luisa could not help but wonder about the size of the bulge in his loincloth.

“No,” said Luisa. “I mean, yes, but it’s not what I’m here to do. I just need to talk business. With Alfie. So I’ll be leaving.”

She stared at Kantril. At his yellow-gold eyes and his flicking tongue. At the way the bulge in his loincloth seemed to be growing larger.

“Yet you are not leaving,” rasped Kantril, his lipless mouth curving into a smile.

The big, scaly brute cocked his head to one side as his predatory, reptilian eyes seemed to drink in Luisa’s petite beauty. She could have simply walked away. Left him lounging in the Dungeon Nexus with that big bulge in his loincloth. She stole one last glance at the Dungeon Table and saw the glowing miniature of Alfie had separated from Myssandra. He must have blown his load in the demoness’ steamy honeypot in seconds and was already heading back towards the Dungeon Nexus.

“Alfie… he’ll be here any minute,” said Luisa, taking a slow step closer to Kantril.

He let out a clicking sound and she realized it was the big reptile chuckling.

“Perfect,” said Kantril. “I want him to witness how I bring you pleasure.”

Luisa did not realize how close she had walked to Kantril until one clawed hand reached out and grabbed her by her wrist. She gasped as he pulled her down into his lap, his smooth scales against her bare legs and the bulge in his loincloth pressing distinctly against the firm roundness of Luisa’s ass. One powerful armed wrapped entirely around her, caging her there and drawing her tighter. She turned her face towards that big, dangerous snout and began to object. Instead, his snout pressed closer, and before a word could escape her lips, his long reptilian tongue thrust into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm!” she cried, tasting the vulgar bitterness of his tongue. Feeling it move and taste her mouth in reply. Thrusting deeper. Tickling and almost gagging her. She pressed her hands to Kantril’s muscular body and tried to push away. She felt the throb of him against her ass. The need in him drawing her tighter against his smooth scales.

Kantril seemed to suck at the heat in Luisa’s body even as he stoked it with his touch. His clawed hands slid down her sides and caught the waist of her tight shorts. He pulled them down and stripped them off her with forceful yanks, leaving her creamy, golden flesh bare and her hot cunny exposed.

“Touch it,” he growled against her lips, his tongue flicking against them. “Draw aside my loincloth and feel what will claim you, little human.”

“Oh, fuck,” moaned Luisa, too curious to resist him. Her fingers pulled aside his loincloth and she felt the cool, slimy pink of his cock beneath her fingers. Wedge shaped and impressively thick at its root. She grasped the slender head in her hand, squeezing and caressing him, eliciting a low growl from the reptile as he cradled her firm ass. “So fucking big, down at the root.”

“It will all fit inside you, little human,” growled Kantril, his voice deeper and hungrier. “I promise it will not hurt.”

She had to know. Her pussy was steaming at the thought of sliding down onto that fat, reptilian wedge. Luisa locked eyes with Kantril and let her bare cunny graze his tip. She gripped him tightly, ready to ease her hot folds down onto his cool, slick wedge.

Kantril had other ideas. His clawed hands moved to her waist, and he lifted her from his lap and tossed her to the woven rug of the Dungeon Nexus. Luisa cried out in surprise, wide-eyed and suddenly on her back as the hulking lizardkin moved atop her. His green scales flashed in the candlelight. His yellow eyes sparkled. He gripped her toned legs and bent them back to bare the slick furrow of her pussy.

“You do not dominate me, human,” he growled. “You must be fucked. You must be… bred.”

She started to protest and was cut off by the first thrust of Kantril’s fat, wedge-shaped cock. The slender tip slid easily past her cuntlips, but the force of his thrust spread her wide and buried his full width in her cunny. She cried out, shocked with pain and pleasure as she was filled and stretched in a way unlike anything she had ever experienced.

“Ohhhh Mardoch,” gasped Luisa, suddenly becoming pious with a lizard man pounding her pink pussy. “You’re… you’re huge.”

“And you, my dear, are so very small,” growled the lizard, using his weight to press Luisa’s body down to the rug. He took her with intense, deep strokes, his thick tail counterbalancing each stroke and thrashing back and forth as his pace increased. Luisa’s pert tits shuddered with each thrust and her pussy quaked. Her legs were pushed back and wide, feet bouncing in the air with her toes pointed at the floor to either side. It was a shameless position, one of weakness beneath him, and Kantril used it to drive her mad with pleasure.

“Going to… going to cum,” panted Luisa, her face contorting with the ecstasy tightening in her core.

“Then cum for me, warmblood,” hissed Kantril, powering her legs back even further and driving deep into her Luisa’s hot, juicy cunt.

She threw her arms around him and took his slithering kiss, tongue deep in her mouth as she came for him. Feet bouncing in the air with each springing stroke of the lizard’s wedged cock. Her cunt stretched wide but tightening around him with each pulse of ecstasy.

“MMMMMM!” she cried against his snout. Pussy squeezing so that she could feel every ridge and slimy bump. Nectar overflowing her cunt down the crack of her ass.

Just as her pleasure began to recede, Kantril drew his hips back and lifted his weight from atop Luisa. She looked up uncertainly and he grabbed her waist again, flipping her roughly over onto her knees and pressing her face and pert breasts down into the woven rug. His cock slammed into her from behind as he began to rut with the fury of a hungry serpent. His cock somehow reaching even deeper inside her trembling twat.

Kantril’s claws held her ass raised behind her. His hips spanked her firm cheeks again and again.

“Ohhhh, yes, don’t stop,” cried Luisa, clawing at the rug, her pleasure already beginning to rise again.

“I will not stop,” hissed Kantril, “until you are properly bred.”

Alfie

Alfie was still recovering from his brief encounter with Myssandra, staggering back to the Dungeon Nexus, when he heard the sounds of sex. The slap of flesh against flesh. Luisa crying out for more. And a hissing, clicking sound that Alfie knew all too well.

“Kantril?” He muttered as he crept to the door’s edge and pushed it open, his heart pounding and his cock twitching in his trousers.

The obscene sight of the petite thief being rutted by the savage lizard man nearly made Alfie cry out in shock. The brute was more than twice her size and doing as he pleased with her tawny, sweat-slick body as he held her hips and pummeled her pussy with his thick, pink cock. Alfie’s anger dissipated as he realized Luisa was no victim. She was throwing her hips back to meet each of the lizard’s thrusts and offering her dusky cunt to the pink wedge of his cock.

“Yessss, breed me,” she cried. “Breed my pussy!”

“Luisa?” Alfie stepped into the room. Into the rhythmic drumbeat of two bodies in full rut and the strong musky atmosphere of their secretions. “Luisa… you can’t…”

“She must,” growled Kantril, his yellow eyes flashing with a hint of menace as he glanced over at Alfie. “Her warmblood body craves my seed. I will breed her now, master. Observe her pleasure as she succumbs to my mating urge.”

“Kantril, yessss, fuck me!” howled Luisa, pushing up off the floor and looking back at Kantril with feverish lust in her eyes. “Fill me with your seed! Breed me!”

“Do you deny her this pleasure?” hissed Kantril, looking scornfully at Alfie.

“She… but… you’re going to take her as a mate? I thought—”

“I will have many mates,” hissed Kantril. “She will be one. Do you deny her the ecstasy of breeding, oh mighty Dungeon Lord?”

Kantril’s sarcastic respectfulness seared Alfie. He wanted to forbid this and to cast the lizard out of his dungeon, but he could not deny Luisa her desires.

“No,” admitted Alfie softly. “Do as you… do as she wishes.”

“Oh, you hear that, scaleboy?” laughed Luisa. “Alfie wants you to pump me full of your cum. Do it. Cum for me. Cum for AHHHHHH!”

Her bravado was overwhelmed by her pleasure as Kantril savagely pounded his pink wedge into her trembling cunt. Alfie could not stop watching. Could not look away. He saw the pulsing of Kantril’s beastly cock. He heard the warbling note of ecstasy in Luisa’s voice. And he witnessed the frothing cum as it spilled from Luisa’s cunt in a foamy ooze and pumped out with each spasm of Kantril’s pleasure.

Alfie’s cock was hard. He wanted to take it out and to keep watching, but as his friend and lover was turned into a slave to lizardkin cock, he forced himself to flee. Luisa, fingering her cum-drenched cunt, was on her knees and sucking Kantril. The lizard let out a clicking laugh as Alfie retreated from the Dungeon Nexus.

Another laugh echoed through the dungeon after him.

The guffawing of a ghost taking pleasure in Alfie’s humiliation.
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The Fall of the Demoness

Tiberius

Tiberius was in a good mood. The erstwhile master of the Maze of Malevolent Masculinity was one step closer to reclaiming his title and restoring his dungeon. The lusty lizard Kantril had easily seduced that petite thief girl, right in front of Alfred no less, forcing Tiberius’ heir to surrender Luisa to the lizardkin and retreat from the Dungeon Nexus.

Knowing Alfie, he was probably seeking solace with Myssandra. The gorgeous demoness had once been Tiberius’ assistant and pleasure slave, but her loyalties had become uncertain. It seemed she was obeying Alfred or at least pursuing goals for herself that did not serve Tiberius.

“No matter,” cackled the ghost. “I’ll have that scaly seducer take Myssandra from my soft-headed nephew. That might be enough to break his spirits completely.”

Not that Tiberius particularly fancied the thought of sharing his assistant with the lizard cocksman. Myssandra, like the rest of the dungeon, belonged to Tiberius. But if he had to give her over to Kantril temporarily to make his plan work, so be it.

His ghostly form drifted through the once-familiar walls of his dungeon, wincing at passages stripped bare of traps and rooms devoid of bone piles. Alfred had removed all the torture chambers and cages. Not even any hopeless moans remained to bring comfort to the phantom lord of the dungeon. Tiberius reached the Dungeon Nexus. Shabby and disorganized compared to how it had been kept in his day.

He followed soft, wet sounds and muffled whimpers of pleasure to the Dungeon Lord’s study. The green-scaled lizard was lounging at the Dungeon Lord’s desk. His head leaned back against the rest of the tall chair, one hand on the arm rest and the other idly stroking the head of the short-haired little human thief.

Luisa, she called herself, as Tiberius remembered. She was a fetching sprite of a girl. Toned and pert in her dusky nakedness. Crouched before Kantril at the Dungeon Lord’s desk like a slave girl before the throne of her master. Her hands were resting upon Kantril’s parted legs and her head was bobbing in his lap as she pleasured the lizardkin. Her lips popped softly from the reptile’s flared pink cockhead and descended once more as she moaned with lust. One hand between her legs, strumming her clit as she sucked Kantril’s rather large reptilian fuckmeat.

Tiberius drifted closer, hoping that Kantril might notice him and stop this disgusting behavior in a place of work and study. Kantril’s head rocked back against the chair. His eyes closed. His tongue flicking out to taste the air.

“That’s it,” he rasped. “See how much you can fit down your throat.”

“Mmmmnnnnmm,” moaned Luisa, brow furrowing and eyes watering as she took the lizard’s cock deeper into her mouth. She gurgled with effort, her throat bulging around him as she managed to suck him deeper.

“Yessss, good girl,” hissed Kantril. “You know your place.”

“MMMM!” Luisa choked and recoiled with effort. Her head jerked up from his lap, strands of mucus trailing from her lips to his red cock as she sputtered and recovered from gagging. She wiped a hand on the back of her lips.

“Well done,” rasped Kantril, lifting his lazy head from the back of the chair and slowly opening his slitted yellow eyes. “Now, try again, and this time…”

His gaze finally reached Tiberius and his words became an annoyed hiss.

“Miss me?” asked Tiberius, floating closer and finally startling Luisa from what she was doing.

“A ghost? Get out of here!” cried the slobbering thief. She looked very cross as she kept one hand pumping on Kantril’s cock and leaned closer to the lizard’s swollen meat as if to shield it from Tiberius.

“Busy your tongue with your lizard lover, thieving trollop!” snapped Tiberius. He hated the little troublemaker. Half of the weak ideas Alfred had come up with originated in the pea brain of this little slut. By all rights, she should have been in a cage being violated with hot irons or digesting in the belly of some demon.

Kantril’s tongue flicked out with irritation. “SSsssss. What are you doing here, Tiberius?”

“While you lounge about my Dungeon Nexus getting your meat polished by this little creeping harlot, my nephew is scheming with the one creature in this dungeon that might be smart enough to stop my plan.”

“And what creature is that?” asked Kantril, draping a hand over Luisa’s head and lazily guiding her mouth back to his cock.

“Myssandra,” said Tiberius, trying not to be distracted by the wet slurping and naked bottom of the thief. “She is the Dungeon Lord’s assistant and she served me well for many years. She is very clever and—”

“I will deal with her when the time comes,” said Kantril.

“You do not understand,” said Tiberius, pulling at his spectral beard. “She is a demon of considerable power. She deals in stratagems and intrigues. She will see my plan if my nephew divulges too much. And—”

Kantril shoved Luisa away from his lap and rose from behind the desk. He walked straight through Tiberius’ ethereal body and into the Dungeon Nexus.

“Hot blooded demonesses are renowned as the greatest lovers a lizardkin can find. The heat of their bodies excites us. Where are they?” demanded the lizard, gazing down at the magical markers on the Dungeon Table.

“Heyyyy, I wasn’t finished,” said Luisa, grabbing Kantril around the waist from behind and reaching for his cock.

The muscular lizard pushed her hand away. When she tried again, he growled and said, “Not now. Go to the bed and wait for me there.”

Sulking, Luisa departed. Tiberius joined Kantril at the Dungeon Table.

It took Tiberius a moment to even recognize the dungeon laid out before him. Much of it was still abandoned or unused, but there was a small chamber not very far from the nexus. The magical image of the table revealed a comfortable private room, a bath, even a small library. Luxurious lodgings for Alfred’s beautiful demonic majordomo.

“There,” said Tiberius, jabbing a ghostly finger at the two magical figurines moving nearer to each other.

“Yessssss,” hissed Kantril. “I will tame thissss one. But what is she doing? Massaging the supposed Dungeon Lord?”

Tiberius squinted. He felt a ripple of amusement as he realized what he was seeing.

“I believe she is… giving him a tug,” said Tiberius and he pantomimed the motion of Myssandra’s hand on Alfred’s cock.

“Pleasured by her hand?” Kantril let out a clicking sound that Tiberius took to be laughter. His scaley mouth curled ever so slightly into a smile and he added, “Pathetic.”

Myssandra

“She’s a stupid girl,” purred Myssandra, leaning her cleavage nearly into Alfie’s face. She could feel his hot breath teasing over her creamy orbs and down into the valley between them. As he breathed her scent and stared down her crimson bodice, her hand wrapped his straining cock and slowly worked up and down his rigid length. “Girls like that don’t really know what they want. One day it’s a handsome, powerful Dungeon Lord like you. The next it’s just a summoned creature with a big cock.”

“Big cock?” gasped Alfie, tearing his gaze away from Myssandra’s lightly jiggling breasts and looking up into Myssandra’s lidded blue eyes. “You’ve seen it too?”

“Yours is very nice and large, Alfie, but few humans could hope to match the size of a lizardkin warrior’s cock. Mmmmmm. Nothing to be ashamed of.” She stopped stroking him for a moment and met his gaze as she ran her tongue over the palm of her hand. She returned her grasp to his cock, now moistened and sliding easily over his glans. “Only a stupid girl like Luisa would give up her relationship with a mighty man like you to play with a beast like that Kantril, master.”

Alfie swallowed hard, his gaze sinking back to Myssandra’s jiggling breasts and then, lower, to her pumping hand on his twitching red cock.

“But he’s not leaving,” moaned Alfie, squirming against Myssandra’s hand.

She tightened her grip on him and reached her other hand between his thighs to cradle his tensing bollocks. She massaged them and gently squeezed them as she pumped faster on his cock. Her stroking fingers made lewd, wet noises as Alfie’s precum began to soak down over her fingers. Her master had been so miserable when he showed up at her door. She knew just how to make a simple boy like him feel better.

“Awwwww, there, there, master,” she whispered, pressing her lips to his ear and leaning and squeezing the weight of her tits against his face. Her hand worked up and down his pre-lubed cock with sudden intensity. She could feel Alfie moaning against her breasts, but his words were smothered by the weight of them. “Don’t worry about Kantril and his biiiig cock, master. You’re the Dungeon Lord. You rule this dungeon. You rule me. I would be happy to get rid of that scaly green brute.”

“Mmmmmphmmphm,” cried Alfie, his arms out and hands flailing like a man being smothered to death by a magnificent pair of breasts while having his cock expertly massaged.

“Thaaaat’s it,” gasped Myssandra. “I know you want to cum. Let it alllll out, My Lord.”

He went rigid beneath her, arching against her body and thrusting his cock into her grasp. He was either dying or just about to explode in her hand.

“Cum for me,” cried Myssandra, pumping deftly upon his slick cock with her thumb gliding under his crown.

He thrust hard through her slippery fingers and she felt the spasm of his release. Cock pulsing. Bollocks throbbing. Warm cum splashed on her hands and over her arm. A hot, slimy mess that coated her fingers as she milked out every trembling gush of his seed. Alfie at last relaxed back onto the bed and Myssandra lifted the smothering weight of her breasts from his face.

“My, what a mess you have made, master,” she purred, holding her hands up for him to see the ropes of glistening white dangling between her fingers and hanging from her wrist. “I will get a nice, warm washcloth to tidy you up a bit and then, mmmmm, then I will deal with this reptile that vexes you so.”

“Th-thank you,” said Alfie, smiling weakly as he watched her get up from the bed and saunter about the room.

Myssandra cleaned her hands, filled a basin with warm water, and dipped a washcloth into the basin. She returned to the bed and Alfie let out a gasp as she began to caress him with the washcloth. She sat on the edge of the bed, long legs folded, golden hair immaculate, and only the slightest blush on her cheeks to betray what she had been doing with him. She smiled down at Alfie as she methodically cleaned the cum from his body.

She was still massaging Alfie’s cock with the washcloth when she heard the slither of scaly feet upon the floor and the scratch of sharp nails against stone. Kantril opened the door and strode into the room without invitation. Myssandra had glimpsed the reptile before, making his way around the dungeon with his pet cleric. This was different. He was looking at her with hunger in his beastly yellow eyes. His tongue flicked at the air and his scaly, muscular chest flexed.

“You dare enter my quarters without my permission?” hissed Myssandra, rising from her bed.

“I wanted to see how the… current… Dungeon Lord uses his slave for pleassssssure,” hissed Kantril, his eyes sparkling cruelly.

“She’s not a slave,” protested Alfie, sitting up on the bed and covering himself with the blanket. “And… and you have no place intruding like this! You’re just a…”

A glare from Kantril was enough to silence Alfie. The Dungeon Lord retreated to the headboard, his knees against his chest and the blanket pulled up to his chin.

Myssandra was not so timid.

“Out, you coldblooded snake,” she commanded, shoving Kantril hard to get him moving. Myssandra was very tall and superhumanly strong. Her first push staggered the lizardkin back a step. When she tried to push him again, Kantril was ready. He did not budge a hair and his clawed hands shot up and grasped her forearms tightly.

“Mind yourself, demon,” he hissed. “You are no better than me. I owe you no deference.”

“If that is what you think,” laughed Myssandra, anger fizzing in her words and sparking in her blue eyes, “then I shall have to show you the error of your ways.”

Myssandra flung her weight and demonic power at the lizardkin, slamming him back through the door and out into the unfinished stone hallway. A lamp broke and a painting fell from the wall in her bedchamber, but she had no time to concern herself with it.

“Bitch! You dare attack me!?” Kantril’s scaly lips curled back from his big, sharp teeth. “I will tear you to pieces!”

“I should like to see you try!” roared Myssandra, throwing Kantril down the hallway and leaping atop him the moment he landed.

He stunned her with three quick punches to her abdomen, gaining the advantage, if only for a moment. They grappled and tore at one another. Myssandra’s fingers sharpened into claws and raked the lizardkin’s armored hide. Despite his scales, she managed to graze his flank and draw some blood. Kantril was heavier than Myssandra and used his weight to his advantage. His clawed hands tore open her bodice and exposed her breasts. His teeth tore at her gown when she tried to climb atop him and crush him with her thighs.

Myssandra was hurting, but not seriously. The pleasure of grappling with a worthy opponent far exceeded the pain of any wound Kantril could inflict. Though battered and a little bloodied, she found herself growing more aroused by the moment. She laughed triumphantly each time she got the upper hand, cried out with anger when he reversed their positions, and grunted with effort to try to regain the advantage.

It all happened so naturally. They were wrestling. Both on their feet for the moment. Kantril with his back to the wall and Myssandra pressing the advantage. His tongue flicked against her neck as they struggled. Her heat radiating into his coldblooded body. Her soft breasts heaving with each breath of exertion. Stiff nipples dragging against smooth scales.

His cock. Huge. Pressed between their bodies. She looked down at it and saw the pink thickness of it. That flared, frilled tip rubbing against her toned abdomen.

Kantril saw her distraction and seized the moment. He drove Myssandra back from the wall, pushing her across the corridor and against the opposite wall. She twisted and struggled in his arms, but she wasn’t really resisting. Wasn’t really fighting it at all. She could feel the way he wanted her as her back turned to him and her tits pressed against the cool stone.

One clawed hand on her hip. His scaly body against her back. His tongue tickling one ear. His cock – that magnificent cock – rubbing and pressing to her overheated folds.

“Do you sssstill want me to leave?” hissed Kantril, one hand on the back of her head as he pushed her face against the stone wall. His cock teasing up and down her cunt as he slowly rolled his hips.

“Yes,” moaned Myssandra. “Get out of here. You’re nothing… nothing but a summoned monster.”

“If I left, you would never know how good it feelsssssss,” he hissed, his tongue tickling her ear and neck. His cock just barely parting her folds as he dragged it up and down her entrance.

“That little thing?” Myssandra, red-faced with exertion and glistening with sweat, looked back at him over her shoulder. “I’d hardly feel it if you triiAAAAHH!”

Her words were interrupted by a savage thrust as Kantril buried his huge cock in the snug cove of Myssandra’s demonic cunt. He pinned her to the wall with his first thrust and hammered his scaly hips against her ass. His powerful thrusts stole her breath and Myssandra yielded to the pleasure of being fucked hard by the massive reptile.

“You do not fool me, demon,” he growled, his snout against her neck. “I feel the heat of your cunt. The lust that boils within you. I will quench my flesh in your depths. Sssssssssssss. And you will bear the mark of my seed.”

“Ohhhhhhh, fuck,” groaned Myssandra, fingers spread against the wall. Tits mashed to the stone. Ass pressed back against Kantril as he held her hips with both hands and pounded into her pussy.

It was incredible. Better than she had ever imagined. Her orgasm burst from her depths and went pulsing from her clit to her core. She bit back a wail of ecstasy but could not hide her pleasure from the lizardkin. He hissed and tasted the sweat on her neck with his flicking tongue. His hips spanked louder and louder against her ass. His strokes intensifying. His cock bulling through the tightening clutch of her climax.

“Mmmmnnnnnnnnn,” she whimpered, lips pursed tightly.

“Sssssssssubmit to me, demon,” hissed Kantril. “Sssssubmit to the pleasure of your new Lord and Master.”

“Mmmmnnnnn! YESSSS!” Myssandra threw back her head, bucking wantonly against him as another orgasm rocked her body. Her squeezing cunt finally wrung the pleasure from Kantril’s sliding fuckmeat. She felt the intense throb of his orgasm and then the flood of his seed into her depths. Spurt after spurt, drenching her demonic womb and overflowing her quivering quim.

Kantril clicked loudly with pleasure, nuzzling his snout against her lips and finally prying her mouth open. Claiming her tongue with his. Kissing her and dominating her as he drowned her loyalty to Alfie in a massive, spurting load of lizard cum.

Alfie

The fighting had stopped some time ago. Alfie finally worked up the nerve to crawl out from under the blanket and staggered out into the hall in his robe.

“Myssandra?” called Alfie weakly.

He saw a few flecks of blood and scraps of her dress on the floor. Had Kantril killed her? Had that been those distant screams he had heard?

Concern for Myssandra drove him down the hall. He stopped at a strange puddle of milky liquid. He crouched beside it, dragging his finger through it and sniffing at it. There was a peculiar acrid aroma to it. Familiar, but unidentifiable. He thought about tasting it but wasn’t sure what it was so decided he had better not. He wiped his finger clean on the wall and continued.

“Myssandra?” he called a bit louder. “Are you alright?”

Something flashed past Alfie and he cried out with fright and nearly tumbled over backwards. Tiberius swooped back around and hovered above Alfie.

“I know where she is, Alfred,” said the ghost of the bearded old madman.

“You do? Is she alright?”

“I think so,” said Tiberius. “Although, she was making a lot of noise. You had better see for yourself. Follow me.”

Tiberius swooped off down a side passage and Alfie had no choice but to run after him to keep up. At last, they reached an unfinished portion of the dungeon. More cave than room. Sounds echoed from within. Soft cries and embattled grunts.

Tiberius motioned for Alfie to be quiet and then urged him to the threshold of the room. Alfie leaned against the natural entrance to the cave and peered inside.

There, by the light of glowing cave anemones, Myssandra was riding atop Kantril’s massive cock. Her hands were caressing his scaly chest, and her shapely hips were working urgently as her ass smacked up and down atop him. Her plush tits bounced with a matching rhythm.

“Yesss,” cried Myssandra. “Oh, by the hells, your cock feels so good.”

“Cum again for me,” commanded Kantril, spanking her ass. Clapping it and squeezing it with both hands. Spreading it in such a way that Alfie had a very clear view of Myssandra’s twitching pink pucker and her cunt stretched wide around Kantril’s monstrous cock.

“No, it can’t be,” whispered Alfie.

“It is,” giggled Tiberius. “You’ll have to do something, Alfie. Go in there and stop them or you’re not even a man.”

But Alfie couldn’t move. He found his feet had become like shoes of stone and he stared in disbelief as his gorgeous assistant and lover rode to her climax atop Kantril’s cock. The sight only worsened as Luisa sauntered into the room, shedding a silk robe and climbing onto the stone slab where Kantril and Myssandra were already locked in the throes of pleasure. The three embraced, kissing and caressing, and all Alfie could do was watch.

Alfie’s jaw was tight. His cock hard. He had to stop this. There had to be a way.

But for now, he had to watch.
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Shared Unequally

Alfie

The cave like chamber of the dungeon echoed with the soft, muffled moans and the wet slurp of two mouths serving one monstrous cock. Luisa and Myssandra, ever at odds, were on their knees and competing to please the sex-soaked pink pillar of Kantril’s reptilian fuckmeat. Their smacking lips, lashing tongues, and caressing fingers were quickly coaxing him back to full hardness.

From his vantage point in the shadows by the door, Alfie could see every lewd detail. The way the petite thief and big, shapely demoness rested their round asses atop their heels as they knelt before the lizardkin. The way they both almost wagged their asses with excitement, cooing and caressing the monster that sat on the rocks before them.

Even across the room, lit by the bluish glow of the cave anemones, Alfie could make out the glistening trickle of Kantril’s cum from Myssandra’s folds. The heads of the two beauties bobbed and their soft tits and luscious bodies pressed against the lizardkin’s legs.

Alfie knew that he had arrived too late to stop them and had done nothing to intervene since catching his demonic assistant with the randy reptile. Myssandra and Luisa both were serving Kantril like harem slaves. And Alfie was doing nothing to intervene.

Pathetic, thought Alfie, his jaw tightening with anger.

“You’re just going to stand there and do nothing?” chuckled Tiberius, as if sensing Alfie’s self-recriminations.

“Shut up,” hissed Alfie, trying to ignore the ghostly image of his dead uncle floating beside him.

“Mmmmmmm,” Myssandra popped her lips free of Kantril’s wet cockhead. “Did you hear something?”

“I didn’t,” giggled Luisa, leaning in to take over sucking Kantril’s cock.

“Do not worry,” commanded Kantril. “No one will dare disturb us here.”

“Fuck,” muttered Alfie, watching as Myssandra began kissing Luisa over the monstrous head of Kantril’s cock. Their tongues entwined over his greasy tip. Their lips smacked and met and Alfie found he could no longer resist the straining lust in his trousers.

“Put your asses up,” commanded Kantril, rising from his rocky throne. “Show me how badly you need this cock.”

“Ohhhhh, yes, I need it most,” moaned Luisa, pushing her head down to the floor and raising her golden-brown hips. This afforded Alfie a clear view of Luisa’s slick cunt and tan asshole.

“She may need your cock more, Kantril, but I can please you better with my sweet pussy,” purred Myssandra, planting a last kiss on the reptile’s cock before lowering her big tits and her cheek to the floor and raising her hips high. Her ass was creamy and gloriously big to match the large stature of the demoness. More of Kantril’s yellow-white spunk drooled in a long strand from Myssandra’s freshly fucked folds.

Alfie couldn’t resist stroking himself to the lewd display by Luisa and Myssandra.

“You disgusting cur,” growled Tiberius. “Wanking that prick of yours while you let this coldblooded cretin take what is yours? What sort of man are you? BAH!”

Tiberius floated through the wall and disappeared, leaving Alfie with his stiff cock in his hand. He gripped the root of his big dick and began to slowly stroke his shaft up to his sensitive tip. He moved his hand more urgently as Kantril positioned his fat reptilian cock at Luisa’s cunt and thrust home.

The mighty reptile took several intense strokes, making Luisa howl with ecstasy and push her firm, round ass back against him. He unsheathed his reddening cock from her slick depths and turned his prick to Myssandra. His huge reptilian wedge slid home into the creamy cunt of the demoness. Excess spunk was squeezed out around his root and dripped to the floor in filthy globs.

“It’s soooo good, Kantril,” cried Myssandra, her head up from the floor and bouncing as she rocked back against him with each thrust. The reptile’s muscular tail steadied him as he moved back and forth between the thief and the demoness, conquering and taming their cunts and reducing them to quivering, whimpering heaps.

“You will both have my SSSSSeeeeed!” hissed Kantril, hilting inside Luisa and pumping her pussy with powerful spurts of his cum. He drew his hips back, still gushing ropes of spunk from his reddish wedge as he moved to Myssandra. He thrust deep and the sight of Kantril filling her pussy once more was enough to drive Alfie over his own edge.

“Hmmmmmm,” he moaned, pinching his lips together tightly to keep from making a sound. Shameful pleasure rushing from his fat bollocks to his twitching tip as he sprayed the wall of the cave and the floor at his feet with gushes of his seed. Wasted. Unwanted. Filthy. Alfie staggered back as Kantril savored his triumph. Both girls turned to the lizard to offer still more pleasure.

Alfie could not bear to watch any more. He retreated into the depths of the dungeon.

Tiberius

Tiberius swooped into the chamber where Myssandra and Luisa were slavishly licking up the mess that Kantril’s cock had made. They ran their tongues up and down the reptile’s slowly deflating cock and cleaned droplets from his scaly thighs.

Tiberius ignored them and floated beside Kantril.

“Stay out of here, Tiberius,” said Myssandra, glancing up at him.

“Mind your tongue, demon,” hissed the ghost.

Kantril let out a click of amusement.

“Yes, mind your tongue,” he said, directing Myssandra’s mouth back to the head of his cock. Her demonic eyes flashed red for a moment but fluttered shut as she began to suckle the lizardkin’s cock. Kantril glanced lazily over at Tiberius. “What is it you want now, phantom?”

“You have let the boy escape you,” said the bearded ghost.

“He saw enough,” said Kantril, letting out another clicking chuckle. “He knows I possess his women.”

“That is not the plan,” said Tiberius, growing impatient with the arrogant reptile. “You’ve shaken him, yes, but he must break down and surrender this dungeon to you. Go after him!”

Kantril’s yellow eyes narrowed with annoyance and his long, forked tongue flicked out of his mouth. Tiberius braced himself for the lizard’s anger, but before Kantril could give voice to his annoyance, Myssandra climbed into his lap. Tiberius watched as the demoness put an arm around Kantril’s muscular neck and leaned her lips to the ear hole in the side of his head. Tiberius could hear her whispering but could not make out the words.

“What are you saying to him?” Tiberius demanded. “I told you to stay out of this, wench!”

Kantril held up a clawed hand to silence Tiberius. Myssandra slid out of the reptile’s lap and to her feet.

“I will deal with your nephew as I see fit, old ghost,” said Kantril. “You are right. Alfred Ivanhoe must learn his inferiority.”

Myssandra

She could hear Alfie making a racket in his bedroom from halfway across the Dungeon Nexus. He was thumping drawers and muttering to himself about treachery. Myssandra could not help but chuckle to herself at the thought of Alfie’s rage.

It wasn’t that she disliked the young Dungeon Lord, but she could hardly think of him the same way knowing he had been wanking his prick to the sight of her being fucked by Kantril. Did Alfie get off on humiliation? Or was he such a randy lad that anything could make his cock crow?

“Knock, knock, Alfie,” she said from the doorway. “Going somewhere?”

She leaned against the door, her blonde locks framing her face and her tall and luscious body clad in nothing but a whisper of a nightgown. Her plush tits tented the sheer fabric and her stiff nipples jutted with arousal. She was still hot from being pumped full of Knatril’s seed. There was something about that brutish reptile that thrilled her like no other lover she had taken during her time in the mortal realm.

“Yes, I’m leaving,” said Alfie, packing a mismatched collection of clothes into a valise and grunting as he forced the lid to close. “I am going to Macerolina to stop Josephine from marrying that prince.”

“What?” Myssandra laughed at the thought. “You are going to see a princess days before her wedding? And how do you propose to get there without my magic?”

“I’ve learned a thing or two about being a Dungeon Lord,” said Alfie, his eyes blazing with anger. “I can cast the spell without you, Myssandra. I’m going. So don’t try to stop me.”

“Awwwwww.” Myssandra pouted out her lower lip as she walked into the bedroom and slid an arm around Alfie’s shoulders. Alfie pushed at her and objected, but Myssandra was much stronger and effortlessly squeezed his face into her bust. “Shhhhh. Don’t be so cross, Alfie. Kantril isn’t so bad. You’ll like having him around. Give me a kiss now, master.”

“You still call me… mmmmmphhhh?” His question was smothered by her lips. He fought to escape her for a moment and then yielded to her kiss. Myssandra’s mouth opened whorishly and she fenced her tongue against the Dungeon Lord’s. He moaned, “You taste… mmmmm… salty.”

“Do I?” Myssandra giggled. “Never you mind that. How about my tits? How do they taste?”

She pulled his face down to her cleavage and yanked her nightgown down from her breasts. Alfie was buried face-first in her tits, moaning at first, then groping and kissing them both.

“Salty,” he moaned, his tongue roaming over her heaving mounds.

“Mmmmmm, then you’d better taste lower,” purred Myssandra, pushing Alfie down to his knees and hooking a long, powerful leg over his shoulder. One hand drew him to the hot folds of her cunt and Alfie moaned as her hand on the back of his head guided him to her soaking furrow.

“Does that taste good, Alfie?” panted Myssandra.

“Mmmnnnhnn,” he said, his brow knitting with effort as he licked her.

She moaned with delight as she felt his tongue stroking her clit before it slipped into her hot passage. He licked her with growing fervor, even moaning as she rocked her hips against his face. She held him tightly against her throbbing cunt.

“That’s it. There’s a good body. You want me to cum, don’t you? This is how you can… do it… ALFIEEEE!”

Myssandra’s cries of pleasure signaled Kantril. She came against Alfie’s tongue as the big, brutish reptile swaggered into the bedroom. Alfie was still oblivious to Kantril’s presence as he wantonly tongued Myssandra’s twat. She let him up for air and he looked up at her with nectar dripping from his chin.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” she giggled.

“Yesss, please,” moaned Alfie.

“If it’s alright with Kantril,” said Myssandra, looking over Alfie.

“Oh, yes, I can share my women,” said Kantril, clicking with amusement as he approached them both.

Alfie

Alfie tried to will himself to be unashamed, but it wasn’t easy as he stood across from Kantril with Myssandra on her knees between them. She was stroking his big human cock in one hand and pleasuring Kantril’s even bigger reptilian wedge with her other.

“Ohhhh, it’s so fucking big,” she moaned, kissing Kantril’s cock. Lavishing her attention on it as her hand on Alfie’s cock became distracted. “Oh, I need it inside me, master. Don’t you want to see him fuck me again?”

“I want to fuck you,” objected Alfie.

“Oh, but I’ll use my mouth,” giggled Myssandra. “And my tits. Isn’t that good enough?”

Alfie found it hard to object as Myssandra’s big, soft tits enveloped his cock and her tongue lashed at the purple plum of his cockhead poking up through her wanking cleavage. Myssandra repositioned herself on her knees while Alfie was getting his straining cock massaged by the demoness. Kantril growled, deep and hungry, and grasped his pink cock in one hand as he moved behind Myssandra.

“Mmmmm, yes, put it in my pussy,” gasped Myssandra, lifting her hips. “It’s so much bigger than Alfie’s.”

The words stung Alfie, but he could only whimper with pleasure as he watched the creamy squeeze of Myssandra’s tits moving up and down his cock. Precum began to ooze from his reddened tip as Kantril’s clawed hands encircled Myssandra’s waist and the lizardkin fed the flattened head of his cock into Myssandra’s pussy from behind.

Myssandra stifled a moan with her lips on Alfie’s cock. Her eyes rolled with pleasure, and he felt her rock forward, lips tightening on his cock as she slurped softly on his straining meat. Kantril hammered her hard and deep. Myssandra’s tits dropped free of Alfie’s shaft as she had to brace herself on her hands to keep from toppling forward. Her big breasts swung beneath her, and she tried to keep her lips on Alfie, but it was clearly difficult as Kantril’s powerful hips slammed against her ass.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she cried, brow furrowing. “Oh, yes, use my pussy. Your glorious cock satisfies me like no other. Yesssss, mighty Kantril, make me cum. Ohhhhh! I cannot hold back with your cock taking me! Claim me! Claim my womb with your seed!”

Kantril hissed, but it was Alfie who could not hold back the flow of his seed.

“I’m… I’m cumming!” he cried.

“Mmmmm?” Myssandra lifted her mouth from his cock. “Already? I was going to let you fuck me after AHH!!”

She cried out, her head falling back as pleasure contorted her beautiful face. The sight of her ecstasy pushed Alfie past his brink and he let out a pained cry of pleasure as his cock, untouched, began to jerk and bounce with his orgasm. It was a rushing, ruined pleasure. Cum spurting and dribbling out as his cock bounced up and down with each spasm of his release.

“Ohhhh, master, you’ve cum all over the floor,” laughed Myssandra. “You’ve wasted your seed… while Kantril… ohhhh… is making me CUMMMMM!”

She bucked her hips wantonly, taking the lizard’s huge cock and cumming on it. Kantril railed her with relentless zeal. His muscular tail curled and he leaned into Myssandra’s clapping buttocks. His cock slamming deep as he unleashed a hissing, clicking sound to accompany the spurts of his seed.

Alfie could stand no more. His loyal assistant being pumped full once more with Kantril’s seed and crying out with adoration for the lizardkin was enough to break the last of his fighting spirit. He staggered back, grasping for his valise, and fled from the bedroom.

Myssandra called out after him, her words echoing up the hall, “Where are you going master? Come back! Don’t leave! I want you to see Kantril’s seed dripping out of me! I want you to taste it!

Tiberius

Tiberius was too late to stop Alfie’s ritual. He watched his nephew disappear in the center of the crudely drawn ritual circle. Alfie’s body faded out of existence as he cast himself through the aether and to the capital of Galamanca.

“That damned lizard has let him slip through his fingers again,” snarled Tiberius.

He flew through stone walls and back to the Dungeon Lord’s bedroom. Kantril was lounging atop the fourposter, looking content with his lot in life as Myssandra, ass in air, massaged Kantril with her breasts and licked his pink wedge.

“You let him go! He is gone, you fool!”

“So? The dungeon is mine?” Kantril gestured expansively and then rested a claw on Myssandra’s head to guide her bobbing lips.

“No, it isn’t,” snarled Tiberius, floating closer despite the disturbing sight of Myssandra’s lips stretching around the lizardkin’s fat wedge. “He is still the Dungeon Lord. You do not control the magic. Without him, the power of the dungeon will decay.”

Kantril’s fingers tightened in Myssandra’s golden hair and he lifted her from his cock with a wet pop.

“Is this true?” he demanded.

“Mmmm, I’m afraid so, master,” she moaned and reached out her tongue to lash Kantril’s tip. “He must surrender to you formally for the dungeon to pass to your control. And he must be in the dungeon to do that.”

Kantril snarled with anger and shoved Myssandra away.

“Then I will find him, and I will bring him back,” said Kantril, his lips curling cruelly. “But not before I defile this princess he lusts after. That will truly break him.”

“Oh, yesssss,” laughed Myssandra, fondling her soft tits in both hands as she looked adoringly at her new reptilian master. “She will make a fine addition to your harem.”
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The Perfect Princess Kneels

Alfie

An amateur using translocation magic can end in disaster. Untrained wizards can simply come apart in the aether, translocate themselves into solid objects, or wind up somewhere they shouldn’t be. Alfie was fortunate that his first attempt at long distance translocation only ended in teleporting him somewhere forbidden.

Alfie disappeared from the Happy Endings Dungeon, seemed to pass through hell fire, and reappeared shin-deep in hot water. Literal hot water. He looked over and saw a plump and flushed woman reclining in a steamy bath. Her huge breasts glistened atop the water. Her face was framed by damp, curly locks of dark hair. She had a large, dark mole on her cheek.

The woman stared at him dully for more than a second and then her eyes flew open wide.

“Excuse me, miss,” said Alfie, lifting one foot out of the water. “Do you happen to know where—”

“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! Pervert! Intruder!”

Alfie was going to ask her where he could find the white stone palace of Macerolina, but he found it impossible to ask the woman much of anything as she heaved up out of the water like some jiggling leviathan and began to hit him with her hands. He fell into the bath and glimpsed wobbling fleshy buttocks and a big, furry cunt as she kicked and screamed at him. She finally retreated and he found himself staring down three halberds pointed directly at his face.

“Who are you? What are you doing in the royal baths?” demanded one of the guards.

Well, thought Alfie, at least I am in almost the right place. He was promptly dragged from the bath as he pleaded to see Princess Josephine. They ignored him, stripped him of his wet clothes, and shoved him into a cell in the dungeon. They even stripped him of his Dungeon Lord’s medallion. He finally blurted out, “Tell the princess that a Dungeon Lord has come to speak with her. Show her that medallion.”

“Alright,” said one of the guards. “We will. But if you are wasting the princess’s time and causing us problems, I will kick you until your dick stops working.”

Fortunately, the medallion convinced Princess Josephine of his sincerity. She had him dressed in trousers and a tunic and had him taken to her private quarters. Two guards accompanied him into her room. Her reaction when introduced to him was almost as surprised as the plump woman in the bath. She stood up from her study table, knocking over a wine glass that spilled out its contents onto the floor.

“You!” she cried. “The boy from the street!”

“It is me,” said Alfie, bowing his head apologetically. “I wasn’t a Dungeon Lord then, but I, well, I inherited a dungeon from my uncle and…”

She sent the guards away and Alfie told Princess Josephine everything. She calmed down and sat on the edge of her bed, listening to his every word. About his attempts to reform the dungeon as a positive thing and to give women pleasure instead of pain. She questioned him about details, as if doubting his story, but the more he told her, the more she knew about the inner workings of a dungeon, the less she doubted.

“Why did you come to me?” she finally asked. “You must know that I am crusading against Dungeon Lords. So why should I do anything but imprison you here and consider one less dungeon to trouble the land?”

“Because then you will be giving Kantril exactly what he desires,” said Alfie and he was then forced to explain, in embarrassing detail, his thorough cuckolding by the devious reptile. His face burned with shame as he related even the most unflattering of moments. Josephine blushed as well and more than once cleared her throat to stop Alfie from continuing with obscene details about what Kantril had done.

“So you want me to deal with this reptile for you so that you might retake your dungeon?”

“Yes!” said Alfie, taking her hands. “But more than that, I want you to know that I love you, Josephine. I will turn my uncle’s dungeon into whatever you desire. A hospital to heal the sick. A school for magic. Anything you wish. Name it.”

“You… love me?” Her cheeks colored.

“Yes,” said Alfie, kneeling before her. “I know you are to wed the prince of Galamanca. I will not interfere with your wedding. I will not try. But if your heart belongs to me…”

She looked away from him, her brow furrowing uncertainly.

“I must think about all you have said.” Josephine turned away from him in her chair and gave him a push when he tried to take her hands again. “It is late and I must sleep on this matter. Come to me in the morning and I will give you my decision.”

“I will wait in your dungeon for as long as it takes,” said Alfie.

“Oh, no, honorable Dungeon Lord,” she said, hanging Alfie’s medallion around his neck “Take your amulet back. I will see that you are quartered down the hall in the royal wing.”

“Thank you, Princess Josephine,” he said, bowing deeply and kissing her fingers. “I promise you will not regret helping me.”

Josephine

Sleeping on what the strange young man had told her was hardly an option. She lay awake in her bed, tossing and turning in her nightgown, until she finally decided there was no point to staying in bed at all. She sat back at her writing table and fetched a book about the Dungeon Lords from her personal library.

She had studied this volume many times, for it included detailed descriptions of the dungeons and their many legendary dangers. She found Tiberius Ivanhoe in the book and was impressed that his description matched Alfie’s. His dungeon sounded every bit as terrible as Alfie had described, known for preying particularly upon women adventurers. It was exactly the sort of dungeon that should be emptied out and sealed permanently.

Yet Josephine knew she was attracted to the bashful young Dungeon Lord. She had found herself thinking of him when he was only a boy she had seen in the streets. He had obviously been thinking of her in much the same way.

Could she really carry on a secret affair with a Dungeon Lord? And what good would it do to help him in his strange power struggle?

She was reading another book about the breeding habits of lizardkin when there was a sudden snapping sound from her bedchamber. She turned and was shocked to see two tall, cloaked figures approaching from the darkness.

They were already between her and her door. There was no calling for help from her guards. She fingered the dagger she kept hidden under her writing desk as the figures stepped forward and drew back their hoods.

One was a ravishingly beautiful blonde-haired woman with intense eyes and a wicked smile. Beside her stood a lizardkin, with hard yellow eyes and a wide, fanged mouth in his snout.

“You must be Myssandra,” said Josephine. “And you are Kantril.”

“I am,” said Kantril. “I ssssssee my reputation precedes me. I’ve brought you something, princess.”

“What is that?” demanded Josephine, tensing and wrapping her fingers around the grip of the dagger.

“A gift,” said Myssandra, reaching under her cloak and holding out a blue flower with delicate, white-edged petals.

A sweet, cloying aroma met Josephine’s nose. She inhaled reflexively and felt a tingling warmth in her sinuses. The warmth began to spread through her body. The tingling seeping down her abdomen and into her core. Her pert breasts heaved against her nightgown’s lacy neck.

“Poison,” gasped Josephine, but the word hard scarcely left her lips and she found herself feeling euphoric.

“No, it is an abyssal orchid called an indigo kiss,” purred Myssandra, holding the flower closer to Josephine. “The scent is lovely, but it is the flower’s pollen that is most helpful. You see, it awakens desires in the most chaste of women. Desires to be loved. To be conquered.”

“Desssssires for me,” growled Kantril, shedding his cloak and revealing his muscular scaly body and the jutting pink length of his obscene cock. It glistened with natural lubrication and Josephine found herself staring at the strange, flared head and the ridges along its length. Her mouth watered, her heart quickened, and her cunt throbbed with need.

“No,” whimpered Josephine, but it was clear that she was already at the mercy of Kantril. He let out a clicking chuckle and scooped her out of her chair. She moaned and hung an arm from his powerful neck as he carried the lovely princess to her massive four-poster bed.

“You are mine,” hissed Kantril. “And after I have shown you the pleasuressss I can give you, there will be no more need for Mysssssandra’s bouquets.”

Myssandra perched on the night table beside the bed, kicking her feet and sniffing at the orchid playfully.

Josephine barely thought of the buxom blonde, for Kantril was all that occupied her attention. His wide snout pressed to her lips and she kissed him in reply. His long, slender tongue thrust into her mouth and Josephine whimpered and realized just how much she wanted to learn of these pleasures that the lizardman had promised her.

Kantril’s claws made short work of Josephine’s flimsy nightgown. His rough hands caressed and explored her pert young body. He parted her slender thighs and stroked her heaving breasts. His pink tongue slid out to tickle at her nipples. She giggled with pleasure. Kantril pushed her legs wide and back, exposing her to his snout. His tongue danced over her cunt and tasted of her nectar. Her ass. It slipped inside her cunny and he let out a satisfied click as he realized she was a virgin.

“How fitting that I shall be your first,” clicked Kantril.

“Yesss, please,” moaned Josephine, bucking against his snout and stroking his scaly head. “Take me. Claim me. The prince means nothing to me.”

“And the Ivanhoe boy?” asked Kantril, glaring at Josephine from between her legs.

“Less than nothing,” gasped Josephine.

Kantril let out a rattling click of mirth and climbed between Josephine’s slender legs. She reached down to take hold of his huge reptilian cock, guiding it to the hot seam of her cunt. She knew it would hurt, but she did not care. She locked eyes with him as Kantril thrust through her grasp and impaled her virgin cunt on his monstrous cock. It was huge, stretching her, ripping past her virgin seal and into her trembling depths.

There was no gentleness to Kantril. If anything, he seemed inflamed by the idea that he was claiming a virgin. Her blood slicked the merciless pillar of his cock, plunging deep until Josephine’s shock and pain gave way to intense pleasure. Her feet bounced in the air to either side of Kantril as he split her wide on his relentless wedge. Driving to her core and out again. Working his bulging root into her cunt as Josephine, helpless beneath him, began to cum.

“That’s it,” laughed Myssandra, eyes sparkling cruelly as she watched. “Give him everything, princess. He is your mate. Your master.”

“Yesssss!” wailed Josephine, locking her ankles around Kantril’s muscular back.

The rutting reptile let out a barking, clicking bellow of triumphant pleasure and Josephine felt the gush of his seed into her soiled depths. A flood of pumping cum that drenched her innocence in beastly desire and overflowed down the crack of her ass.

Kantril finished inside her and drew his cock out. He blinked and admired the mess he had made of the princess. She blushed with shame, feeling the warm slickness that met her fingers as she touched her folds.

“So much,” she moaned, lifting fingers that dripped with white.

“There is more to give,” clicked Kantril. “Turn over and I will fill you once more.”

“Yes, master,” cried Josephine, rolling onto her hands and knees and shamelessly lifting her pert young bottom to her master’s gaze.

Alfie

He couldn’t sleep. He would close his eyes and think of the faces that Princess Josephine had made as he told his tale to her. The way she had listened and understood him like no other. The way she had let him kiss her fingers and how she had hung his medallion back around his neck like she had been awarding a military medal for bravery.

It was well past midnight when Alfie decided he had to see her again. Damn propriety, he had to make her understand how much he loved her. He would give up everything if it pleased her. He crept out of his room and into the hall. Moonlight through mullioned windows formed patterns on the stone floor of the corridor. He stepped through the pools of light, grateful that no guard had been posted outside Princess Josephine’s quarters.

He reached the door, raised his hand to knock, and stopped. He could hear something from within her room. Soft sounds. Feminine sounds. He pressed his ear to the heavy door and listened closely.

“Ohhhh, yessss, it tastes so good,” he heard her say. “Will you do it in my mouth now?”

Her strange question was answered by a harsh clicking sound that sent a chill up Alfie’s back. It was Kantril laughing.

Alfie turned the knob and flung open Princess Josephine’s door.

“What are you…”

He could not finish the question. His raised voice died away as he was confronted by the sight of Kantril sitting at the writing desk of the princess. The lizardkin had his legs apart and his cock was jutting from his lap. His eyes flashed with arrogant amusement as he glanced over at Alfie.

“Ah, welcome, Alfie,” hissed Kantril. “I was just acquainting myself with Josephine.”

Alfie’s eyes fell upon the princess. Her back was mostly to him, but he recognized her pale golden hair now pulled back in a loose tail. That tail bounced and flicked as she bobbed her head atop Kantril’s cock. She moaned around him, stretching her lips and taking him deeper than seemed possible into her tiny mouth.

Worse than the pleasure she was giving Kantril was the evidence of the pleasure she had already received. She was completely naked, on her knees, with her peachy, firm bottom bouncing against her heels as she bobbed her mouth on Kantril’s cock. Alfie could see that each time her ass descended and collided with her heels, it caused her delicate cunt to spread open a little and for thick strands of glistening white cum to spill out of her blushing folds. There was already a large puddle on the floor between her knees and judging by the chafed look of her cuntlips she had been fucked by Kantril several times.

His beautiful, innocent, goodhearted love had been conquered by Kantril. The lizardman had usurped everything from Alfie.

Alfie tried to scream, but no sound came out of his mouth. He dropped to his knees in the doorway, his mind shattering as Kantril let out a long click of satisfaction and began to pump his cum into Josephine’s mouth. Josephine gurgled, her throat working as she swallowed, but not fast enough as cum dripped from her chin and even bubbled from one nostril.

She never stopped. She seemed to love it. She seemed to love Kantril. His reptilian fingers tangled in her hair and pushed her down further on his cock as he stared arrogantly at Alfie.

“He has won, Alfie,” chuckled Myssandra. “Do you surrender your amulet to him?”

Alfie couldn’t answer. Kantril pushed Josephine from his cock and stood from the chair.

“I will sssssweeten the offer,” said Kantril. “Yield to me, give me the amulet, and you can fuck her.”

Kantril pushed Josephine onto her back on the leopard rug beside the writing desk. Her legs parted and more of Kantril’s cum oozed out.

“Yesssss, Alfie,” cooed Josephine, touching her filthy cunt. “If master says it’s okay, you can fuck me.”

“Take it,” cried Alfie, tears in his eyes as he tossed the amulet to Myssandra. He crawled to Josephine. She laughed and embraced him as he kissed her, weeping desperately.

He tore open his trousers and his cock was in his hands. Without another thought, and doing his best to ignore the sight of Myssandra hanging the amulet from Kantril’s muscular neck, Alfie thrust into Josephine’s pussy. His cock squelched into her filthy, cum-stuffed depths. Warm slime squeezed out around Alfie’s shaft. He drew back and thrust in again, hardly touching Josephine’s slick walls she was gaping so wide around him. He drew back and thrust in again, the filthy act enough to drive him over the edge.

Kantril, Myssandra, and even Josephine laughed as Alfie cried out with desperate pleasure and pumped his spurting seed into Josephine’s creamy cunt. He thrust twice more and then collapsed atop her.

“Get off her,” commanded Kantril. “She is mine.”

Alfie had no choice but to obey. Kantril was the Dungeon Lord now.
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Mutatis Mutandis

Alfie

Alfie knelt upon the floor of Princess Josephine’s bedroom, naked and trembling, a mixture of his seed and the churned seed of Kantril dripping from his flaccid cock. His knees ached from kneeling for so long and his ears rang with Myssandra’s cruel laughter and Josephine’s gasps of pleasure. He stole glances of what was happening on the bed when he thought Kantril wasn’t looking, and every time visited some new carnal misery upon the former Dungeon Lord.

Josephine’s moans currently assaulting him were among the worst, for they were muffled beneath Myssandra as the demoness joined in the pleasures taking place on the bed. Alfie stole another glance, even though Kantril had threatened to tear out Alfie’s eyes if he was caught looking again.

Josephine was on her back, her face smothered beneath Myssandra’s plush bottom as the demoness straddled the head of the princess. Kantril was holding Josephine’s slender legs to his scaly body as he rutted into Josephine’s cream-filled cunt. Myssandra was moaning and kissing the lizardkin usurper. Her demonic tongue reaching out to his slimy reptilian tongue as she bounced up and down on Josephine’s face.

Perhaps most shameful of all, worse somehow than even the fact that Kantril was fucking beautiful, innocent Josephine, was the medallion thumping rhythmically against Kantril’s chest. It was Alfie’s medallion, the symbol of his office as lord of the Happy Endings Dungeon. Surrendered for a moment of pleasure with Josephine and now lost forever.

“Mmmmmm!” cried Josephine, wailing beneath Myssandra’s smothering ass.

“Yes, mmmmmm, oh, my lord, fill her again,” gasped Myssandra. “Her fertile cunt craves your superior seed! Wash away the sting of the human’s wretched residue!”

“Yes, yes! SSSSS!” Kantril hissed and clicked with pleasure, hilting his bulging pink cock in Josephine’s folds. “Look well, human! Watch as I breed your precious, fair-haired maiden! My seed will take within such a cunt as hers! HHHSSSSS!”

Kantril drove deep and his hissing sounds were punctuated with the ecstasy cries of Josephine smothered beneath Myssandra’s round bottom. Alfie watched, enraptured by the sight of Kantril’s throbbing root as the devilish reptile deposited another massive load of his seed deep into Josephine’s honeyed walls.

At last, Kantril unsheathed his cock from Josephine’s raw, gaping cunt. Yellow-tinged cum spilled out of her, filthy and stinking even to Alfie’s nose across the room. Josephine whimpered softly, fingers playing in the silky flow, a dazed flush on her face as Myssandra dismounted.

“It is time to claim my throne as rule of the dungeon,” declared Kantril, looking down at his new medallion as his cock slowly wilted back into its scaly sheath. “First, I will dispose of this human.”

Kantril reached for a dagger on his belt. Alfie cried out, falling back and shielding himself pitifully with his hands.

“No, please, master,” said Myssandra, stopping Kantril’s hand. “The boy is useful to us yet. Though you hold the office surrendered to you, the former lord must give you the codes and open the doors that only he can open.”

“The ghost told me he could do all that,” hissed Kantril.

“Tiberius? He is mad! You dare not trust him.” Myssandra pressed her voluptuous body against Kantril. “Please, master, let’s take him with us. You can keep him as a pet. And if you wish… I can make him more appealing to you.”

“Mmmmm? What use would I have for such a pitiful boy except my cookfire?”

Myssandra squeezed tighter against Kantril and whispered something to him. Alfie saw the cruel delight flickering in Kantril’s eyes. He did not know what it meant, but he knew it would not be good for him.

Tiberius

The big lizard had actually done it! The ghost of Tiberius Ivanhoe flitted about the Dungeon Nexus as a new order took hold. Gone were the relics and symbols of the Dungeon Lords and in their place were leering masks, crossed spears, and the stretched pelts of various predators of the swamps and crags of the lizardkin homeland. Gaslights had been replaced with large brass braziers and torches. Tapestries had been pulled down and the bare rock walls had been decorated with lewd paintings.

Myssandra, Luisa, and Princess Josephine wore shimmering fishscale robes split to reveal their legs and cinched beneath their busts to leave their breasts bare. Josephine seemed shy about this, always covering herself with her arms when she was not busy. Luisa seemed not to notice and struck unladylike poses whenever she was idle. But Myssandra, ah, beautiful Myssandra glided through the Nexus serving the will of Kantril with her large breasts gently bouncing and her hips swaying from side-to-side. A queen in the making.

She was showing Kantril the ways of the magic in the dungeon and helping him to remake it from a ridiculous pleasure palace into a fortress for his tribe. Tiberius did not much care for this, but it would be easy for him to undo these changes once he was in control of the dungeon again. He floated pasted his sulking nephew, who was busy folding clothing and cleaning for Kantril.

“Well done, boy,” laughed Tiberius.

“Go to hell,” muttered Alfie.

“It looks like you are in the pit already,” chuckled Tiberius, ruffling the lad’s hair, but only passing his ghostly hand through Alfie’s head. “Worry not, my boy, when I am back in charge of things I’ll give you a nice goblin girl to keep you company and see that those disloyal wenches of yours are properly punished. A nice spike trap or maybe bore worms to eat them from the inside out.”

Alfie’s eyes widened at what Tiberius was saying and then hardened strangely. Good, thought Tiberius, the boy needed to reckon with his own softness.

“How do you mean to get the amulet back from Kantril?” wondered Alfie.

“Oh, I’ll just take Kantril from the amulet,” said Tiberius. “You see, there is a spirit jar in the vault. All I need to do is convince the fool there is something valuable inside and when he opens it his soul will be sucked from his body and into the jar. Then I will be able to take his body for myself. Not the most pleasing of bodies, mind you, but I suppose I can find someone else to possess once I am in control.”

“Sounds… like a good plan,” said Alfie.

“Yes, now I just need to find a way to persuade him to enter the vault.”

It took Tiberius several hours to devise a plan. He finally managed it with a little unwitting help from Myssandra. He reminded her that there was a scepter of construction in the vault to make rebuilding the shape of the dungeon easier.

“Big changes require such a tool,” said Tiberius. Kantril was persuaded by Myssandra and was soon rummaging in the vault while Tiberius and Myssandra waited at the threshold.

“I do not see this scepter,” growled the lizardkin, adjusting the golden crown upon his head.

“Are you certain? Perhaps that was one of the items stolen by the Knights of Krondor. But their bones are all moldering in the bottomless depths, I assure you. Oh, but there, Kantril. Do you see that jar with the stopper?”

“This?” Kantril lifted the spirit jar from the piles of treasure.

“Oh, yes, that contains the spirit of a great warrior,” said Tiberius. “If you release it, you will be twice as powerful as you have ever been.”

Kantril’s yellow eyes narrowed. He looked from Tiberius to Myssandra as he walked back to the door of the vault.

“Is this true?” he asked Myssandra.

“I think you should open it,” said Myssandra, smiling with cruel delight twinkling in her eyes.

Kantril’s monstrous mouth broke into a wide, fanged smile. Tiberius was heartened to see that Myssandra was aiding him in his plan. Of course, the stupid lizard was tricked.

Kantril opened the clasps atop the stopper of the spirit jar. He began to remove the stopper. He looked up at Tiberius again.

“Well? Open it!” exclaimed Tiberius.

“As you wish, ghost,” growled Kantril, opening the jar and turning it in the same motion.

The stopper dropped to the floor and the open jar faced Tiberius. A great rushing wind pulled at the ghostly shape of Tiberius. He fought against the suction for a moment, trying to fly in the opposite direction in a panic, but the hungry mouth of the jar drew him towards it. The phantom of the Dungeon Lord howled as spectral suction pulled him into the empty vessel. The world closed in around him and Kantril pushed the stopper onto the top.

Tiberius, now trapped inside the spirit jar, howled with fury. He could hear the muffled voices of Myssandra and Kantril through the walls of the jar.

“A good thing that boy warned you, Myssandra,” said Kantril. “I wonder why he would betray his uncle like that.”

“He said Tiberius planned to kill Queen Josephine,” purred Myssandra. “That was enough to make him pick a side.”

“Well, I suppose I had better reward the welp,” growled Kantril. “I was planning to roast him over a spit tonight… but your other suggestion was enticing. We shall see if this new arrangement will satisfy me.”

Tiberius never heard what Myssandra’s suggested “arrangement” was for his nephew. Kantril placed the stoppered spirit jar on a shelf in the Dungeon Vault and sealed it up again.

Alfie

Alfie, the dethroned and cuckolded former Dungeon Lord, shuffled into what had become Kantril’s throne room in the Dungeon Nexus. Savage masks and spears decorated the walls and a pair of summoned golems pounded on tribal drums. Alfie wore only a loincloth as he approached Kantril in his throne.

The reptilian master of the dungeon toyed with his medallion as he lounged in his throne, his crown cocked to one side. Myssandra and Josephine were bare-breasted and wore their hair up and festooned with savage charms. Myssandra stood beside Kantril’s throne and Josephine knelt at his feet, draping herself against the arm of his chair.

“Kneel before your master,” commanded Myssandra and Alfie dropped to his knees before Kantril.

“The demon thinks you have some worth to me as a slave,” said Kantril. “I see no use in a scrawny thing like you, but she suggested something interesting. So, to satisfy my curiosity, you will drink this…”

Kantril gestured with a clawed hand as Myssandra lifted aside a cloth and revealed a glass vial containing a shimmering pink potion.

“Is it poison?” asked Alfie, looking at the strange potion.

“Perhaps it is,” chuckled Kantril. “Perhaps one drop will kill you. Or perhaps it is your salvation. I give you only one choice, boy: drink it or die.”

Kantril’s clawed hand settled on the grip of a sheathed dagger. Alfie swallowed hard, imaging the reptile plunging that dagger into his heart. He did the only thing he could and picked up the potion, removed the stopper, and quickly drank it all.

The potion was thick, slightly creamy, and surprisingly sweet. Kantril sat forward, his cruel eyes glittering as he stared down at Alfie. Myssandra and Josephine both looked on with interest.

“I don’t think it did anything,” said Alfie. “I don’t feel any—AHHH!”

The pain was sudden and only grew worse with each passing moment. His body spasmed and his flesh burned. He felt his muscles beginning to go slack. His face softening and rearranging slightly. His hips flaring. His buttocks rounding and softening. His chest growing larger and larger until it swelled impressively with ample breasts. His hair grew longer, though not quite long enough to reach his shoulders, and his cry of shock sounded high and feminine.

It was the final change that left Alfie gasping in shock. His penis shriveled and wilted and seemed to invert inside his body. He felt his organs rearrange as his male genitalia were completely replaced with the anatomy of a woman. A tight, virginal cunt replaced what had once been a rather impressive cock.

“What… what have you done to me?” gasped Alfie in a voice that was not his.

“Look at that,” laughed Kantril. “It worked just as you said, demoness. Such luscious tits and such a pretty face. Does he now have the mind of a woman?”

“No, it is the same Alfie who ruled over this dungeon,” said Myssandra. “In time, the hormones will transform his mind and desires. But he can still revert to his male state unless his womb is claimed.”

“Impregnate this?” Kantril laughed. “Perhaps if she is worthy. Come here, slave. Let me feel those tits.”

Alfie, still whimpering from the transformation, pushed himself (herself??) to his feet and staggered towards Kantril’s throne. He leaned heavily into the clutching hands of the lizardman as Kantril fondled and squeezed Alfie’s large, dangling breasts. Alfie gasped as the rough scales of the lizardman stroked his stiffening nipples.

“Yes, very nice,” said Kantril. “I have no desire in being served by a male human, but this female will do nicely. What will I call you?”

“My name is—”

“Your name is whatever I tell you!” snapped Kantril, pinching Alfie’s nipples and making him cry out in the soft, whimpering voice of a young woman.

“Althea,” suggested Josephine. “That’s a nice name.”

“Yes, good, my pet,” laughed Kantril, drawing aside his loincloth and baring the loathsome pink wedge of his cock. “Althea. That is your name now. Get down on your knees again, Althea, and serve your master.”

Tears gathered in Althea’s eyes as she tried to come up with a reason or a means to resist the cruel reptile. But her newly made body seemed to have a mind of its own. She fell heavily to her knees, her huge breasts jiggling. Her hands, so small and soft, grasped the glistening pink of Kantril’s wedge, grasping at its base and working up to the narrow tip.

“Your hand is not enough,” growled Kantril.

Althea leaned closer into his lap and her newly-plumped breasts dangling and fell onto his cock, enveloping his slick length in her cleavage. She squeezed her tits around him and began to move her breasts against his cock. Her nipples seemed so big and sensitive and they dragged against his scaly lap, sending shockwaves of pleasure through Althea’s body.

“Ohhhhhh,” she whimpered with dismay, the unwanted pleasure exciting her further and making her want to satisfy the cruel reptile.

“Good, good,” his Kantril, clicking with satisfaction. “Your tits are warm and soft. Now give me more. More!”

“Suck him,” purred Myssandra, leaning over Kantril’s shoulder like a second head.

Althea could not resist her body’s urges. She took the reptile’s foul-tasting cock into her mouth, her soft, warm lips tightening around him and sliding down his wedge. His musky odor was eye-watering and yet somehow thrilling. The strange taste of him was even more foul. A strong, salty flavor unlike any human secretion.

Althea choked a little with effort. Kantril clicked with laughter, draping a clawed hand atop her hair.

“Sssssuck,” hissed the lizard.

Althea fought against her urges, tried to lift her mouth from him, but she could not resist her desire. She took him deeper, swallowing him to the back of her throat. She began to slurp and suck wantonly at him, her head bobbing in his lap and her tongue working beneath the ridges of Kantril’s cock.

She could sense his growing pleasure. Each bob of her lips seemed to ignite that pleasure in herself too. She found herself sucking more and more eagerly until she was working his cock like a wanton whore. Althea no longer cared that Josephine was looking on or that Myssandra was taunting her. She did not care that she was doing something so disgusting it would have driven her mad only minutes earlier.

“Mmmmmmm!” moaned Althea, knowing that Kantril was close by the clicking sounds he was making.

He erupted into her mouth with sudden force, spurting his thick, oily seed against her tongue and the back of her mouth. She swallowed without a moment’s hesitation. Gulping the gushing goo again and again as some leaked out of the corners of her mouth. Kantril held her head down, pulsing his last few spurts directly down Althea’s throat and making her eyes water.

“Good,” laughed Kantril, letting her up for air. “You are a good slave. Perhaps I will make you my personal scepter polisher.”

He pushed Althea away, done with her for the moment, and turned his attention to Myssandra and arrangements to continue the transformation of the dungeon into his palace. Althea, still kneeling before him, ran her fingers across her plush, feminine lips and tasted the residue of Kantril’s cum.

The shock of her transformation was nothing compared to the shock of swallowing the reptile’s gushing seed. She had never imagined doing something like that, let alone doing it so well that Kantril complimented her. Now it was all she wanted to do.

She crawled back towards his lap, gently drawing aside his loincloth as his pink cock was retreating back into its sheath. She leaned down between his scaly thighs, fixing her mouth over his cock and catching the retreating wedge of him between her lips. She sucked and licked urgently.

“Hmmm?” Kantril stopped talking to Myssandra and gazed down into his lap where Althea was bobbing and slurping upon him. “My, my, I think your potion has created a monster, Myssandra.”

“Yes, she seems to have taken a liking to you, master,” chuckled Myssandra, watching Althea desperately slurping on the small wedge of Kantril’s flaccid tip.

“Very well,” sighed Kantril, reclining in his throne and draping his clawed hand over Althea’s head. “Just this once, I will tolerate your impertinence. Serve me, Althea. Serve your master.”

“Mmmmm, yes, master,” moaned Althea, eagerly doing exactly that.
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New Girl, New Purpose

Kantril

The power of the Dungeon Lord was firmly in Kantril’s clawed grasp. The ghost had been sealed away in the vault and the previous lord was now just another member of Kantril’s harem. With a flip of the Dungeon Catalog and a plop on the Dungeon Table, Kantril could build an army of lizardkin warriors or enlist the help of demons, golems, orcs, or even the undead.

“Ssssssoon the world beyond these walls will feel my power,” rasped the lizard as he reclined in his throneroom in the Dungeon Nexus.

“What is that, my master?” purred Myssandra, leaning her bare breasts against Kantril’s scaly shoulder and caressing his powerful neck.

As usual, the demoness stirred his cock and distracted him from his thoughts of conquest. She wore only a loincloth and her breasts always tempted him.

He reached a scaly arm around Myssandra and pulled her into his lap. She cooed with delight as he nuzzled his snout into the softness of her bare breasts. His tongue flicked out and tasted her creamy mounds and the pink buds of her nipples. His hand slid down her back and cradled the softness of her ass.

“All of my desires will be manifested,” growled Kantril, his yellow eyes focusing on Myssandra’s face as his claws squeezed and fondled her nearly naked body. “Tell me of my brides. Are they taken by my seed?”

“The thief has been bred,” giggled Myssandra, grinding against Kantril’s bulging cock and thrusting her breasts against his snout. “I sense your clutch already growing within her womb.”

“The princess is far more important to my plans,” growled Kantril, lifting his face from Myssandra’s breasts and looking seriously at his demonic servant.

“Ohhh, master, only a matter of time now. I have utilized rare ingredients from the dungeon’s apothecary to prepare a fertility potion for her if you wish to ensure she is bred.”

Kantril grunted in response to this news and shoved Myssandra from his lap. Any other slave might have fallen to her knees, but Myssandra gracefully rose to her feet as Kantril stood. As always, he was slightly annoyed that Myssandra was taller than him.

“Bring the potion. I will enjoy this princess now,” said Kantril, starting off through the dungeon to the quarters he had created for his brides.

“Of course, master,” said Myssandra, ducking her head slightly and accompanying Kantril. “I should also inform you… the former Dungeon Lord’s potion will wear off soon and I have no more ingredients for the potion that transformed her.”

“Althea?” Kantril’s growl darkened as he thought of the buxom slave girl who nursed so eagerly at his prick whenever he commanded. “A pity. She has become a fine cock cleaner, but I cannot have the former Dungeon Lord in my midst. When her male aspect returnsssss, I will kill her.”

“The fertility potion would work on her as well, master,” said Myssandra.

“Hmmm?” He stopped in the hallway and regarded Myssandra with an amused twinkle in his eye. “You propose that I breed this man thing?”

“Oh, yes, it would prevent her from ever returning to being Alfred. And Althea is woman enough, though it would be normally difficult to breed one so freshly transformed. However, the fertility potion is powerful. She could be made ready to take your seed.”

“And there is enough of the potion?” A cruel smile began to spread on Kantril’s face.

“There are three doses,” said Myssandra, holding up a glass flask containing a pink potion that throbbed with an unearthly glow.

Kantril snatched it from her and pushed Myssandra back against the wall of the dungeon’s hallway.

“And what of you, demoness? Will this potion work on you?”

For the first time since Kantril had known the demoness, she seemed taken by surprise.

“W-what? Master, I am a demon, I should not—”

“Silence,” growled Kantril. “The blood of a king of the reptiles and the blood of a demon like you could create very powerful sons. Even daughters worth raising to maturity. The kings of legend were said to consort with demons. I want to mate with one.”

“Master, I appreciate your—”

“Drink!” commanded Kantril, thrusting the potion back into her hand. “Drink and I shall mate you now!”

Myssandra smiled uncertainly and uncorked the flask. She hesitated for a moment, then lifted it to her lips and drank. She winced at the flavor of it, but Kantril saw her throat work as she swallowed. The effect was immediate and obvious. Her face flushed and her eyelids grew heavy with a sudden wave of desire.

“Master… I feel it… throbbing inside me,” she gasped.

Kantril let out a clicking laugh of approval.

“Then I shall breed you now, demoness!” Kantril sized Myssandra’s hips in his clawed hands and turned her around roughly. He pressed her face to the smooth stone of the passage. Her soft tits squished against the rock, and she let out a gasp of stoked lust as Kantril flipped the back of her dangling loincloth over her large, round, and lusciously firm ass.

“Ohhh, master, I have a fever and the only cure is more of your seed,” she moaned, wiggling her hips from side to side to entice him.

No such enticing was necessary. Kantril grasp the slimy root of his pink cock and guided it to her entrance. With a single thrust, he buried his cock inside her hot demonic channel and bullet his tip against her twitching cervix. The demoness crooned with delight, arching her back and pushing her ass back against Kantril’s hips. He took a firm hold of her and began to roughly saw his cock in and out of Myssandra’s slick pussy. The potion had worked so well that her demonic nectar was flowing heavily down her thighs and each stroke of Kantril’s cock made loud, wet squishing sounds.

“Fuuuuuuck!” cried Myssandra. “It’s so good! I can feel my womb pulsating with need for you, master! Breed me! I will give you demonborne sons and daughters!”

Kantril hissed loudly, leaning into her with each stroke as he felt his pleasure rising within his bollocks. He clamped his jaws against her shoulder, drawing trickles of blood as he held her in place and rutted fiercely into her. The hallways echoed with the loud slap-slap-slap of his hips spanking Myssandra’s plush bottom. His cock swelled nearly to bursting in the depths of her cunt.

With a last hissing roar of pleasure and a series of triumphant clicks, Kantril unleashed a great torrent of his seed into Myssandra’s clutching cunt. Spurt after spurt poured into her fertile womb. A quenching flood that bred her with all the certainty the potion could grant. He remained inside her, his cock swollen almost to a knot. Holding fast and dwelling in her cunt until, at last, his hardness retreated and slipped from her pussy.

“Th-thank you, master,” panted Mysandra, her shoulder marked by the wide semicircle of his bite and her face flushed with her quivering ecstasy.

“Go. Ressssst now, demoness. You are my adviser no more. Now… you are another of my bridesssss.” Kantril plucked the flask from her hands and set off down the hall. He had two more cunts to breed before the day would be through.

Althea

The woman who had once been Alfie Ivanhoe knelt obediently beside the four-poster bed and used her mouth to wash her master’s slimy pink cock. It was filthy with womanly juices and the reptilian spunk. A familiar taste for Althea, who often washed Kantril’s penis after he had taken one of his slave brides. Althea no longer minded. In fact, as she bobbed and slurped upon his cock, she savored the act.

Josephine, the princess she had once hoped to marry, knelt upon the bed next to them with her small, firm bottom in the air and her blushing pink cunt on display. As Althea pleasured Kantril, the lizardkin occasionally leaned over to lash Josephine’s cunt or ass with his long, reptilian tongue.

Upon entering the chamber, Althea thought that Kantril might have just fucked Josephine, but the princess seemed untouched and eager to be taken. Exceptionally eager, in fact. Her face deeply flushed and her body trembling with desire. It was not Althea’s place to question what was happening. She knelt and served her master, grateful to be speared and willing to pleasure him. Though Josephine moaning and wiggling her hips atop the bed was a bit of a distraction.

“SSSSSSS!” Kantril hissed angrily, yanking Althea’s head from his cock by her hair. “Your teeth! Do not bite me, slave, or I will end you!”

“Forgive me, master,” whimpered Althea, looking up at him with teary eyes. “Your cock is so large and I am so very eager.”

“Yessss,” hissed Kantril, releasing his cruel grip on Althea. “You are eager. But I have ssssomething for you.”

He reached into a pouch on his bandoliers and held out a glass flask that was a third full of a strange, glowing pink liquid. It looked almost like the potion that had transformed Alfie into Althea.

“Master, what is it?” wondered Althea.

“Drink or I have no more use for you,” hissed Kantril.

Althea knew better than to try to argue with her cruel master. She removed the stopper from the flask and drank down the potion. She winced at the strong, burning taste of it. Then an intense wave of warmth washed out from her stomach and through her body. It gathered in her face and between her thighs and she felt a strange, throbbing desire within her abdomen. She began to have slight spasms within her cunt. The odd sensations felt almost like the aftershocks of an intense orgasm and were accompanied by an intense spill of slick nectar from her cuntlips and down her thighs.

“Oh, master,” moaned Althea. “I think… think I need to be… fucked?”

She looked up uncertainly. Kantril had never taken her before in such a way and the very idea had terrified her before drinking the potion. Yet she suddenly craved nothing more than to feel his cock pounding into her virgin pussy and pumping her full of seed.

But Althea had to wait her turn. With a growl, Kantril climbed onto the bed and took his freshly spit-washed cock into his hand. He guided the pink tip of it to Josephine’s slick entrance and thrust mercilessly inside her. Althea was forced to watch as the woman she loved was rutted relentlessly by Kantril. The bed shook with the force of his thrusts and Josephine fall forward, her face down and her ass still raised as Kantril hunched over her.

“Yessss! Oh, master, your cock is so good! Fuck me! Breed me!” The princess cried out and bucked with pleasure, pushing her firm little ass back against Kantril’s scaly hips.

Althea was entranced by the carnal display. She reached a hand between her slender thighs and began to stroke her clit. As her pleasure built, she began plunging two and then three fingers into her cunt, imagining Kantril’s cock plundering her instead of Josephine. Althea had given up all hope of ever escaping, let alone ever winning Josephine’s heart. Josephine belonged to Kantril and so did Althea.

“Ohhhhhh yes, please,” moaned Josephine. “I can feel how close you are, master! Cum inside me! Breed me! I am your princess! Your queen!”

Kantril let out an inhuman snarl followed by a series of loud clicks as he buried his cock in Althea’s fertile cunt and unleashed the flood of his seed. Althea watched it all. She could see Kantril’s cock twitching and watched the foamy residue of his release smear Josephine’s cuntlips. The sight was beautiful enough to make Althea cum. She whimpered and bucked against her fingers, but such pleasure could not diminish the throbbing need in her core.

“Master, please,” moaned Althea, desperate to be fucked. “Oh, Master Kantril, I need your cock inside me. I need… need to be bred!”

She wanted what Josephine had and Kantril was eager to give it to her. He unsheathed his huge pink cock from Josephine’s creamy pussy and turned to Althea.

“Clean it,” he growled and shoved his cock in Althea’s face. It was dripping with cum and Josephine’s nectar. Althea took that huge cock into her mouth and down her throat with an urgent need. Slurping down to Kantril’s root and stuffing her throat with his fat cock. She tongued beneath his root and gurgled submissively until Kantril was satisfied, then he pulled with a wet slosh and his stiff pink cock bounced free of Althea’s lips.

“Master?” panted Althea, still working her fingers in and out of her dripping snatch.

“On the bed beside your beloved princess! I will claim you now, Althea! I will breed you as you desire!”

“Ohhh, thank you,” moaned Althea, crawling onto the bed and rolling onto her back.

Kantril climbed atop her, positioning himself at her entrance. Josephine moved beside Althea and leaned down to stroke her shoulders and cradle Althea’s head.

“We will carry his sons together,” giggled Josephine.

“Yes,” said Althea, feeling a surge of hope.

Then she forgot all that as Kantril thrust into her with his massive reptilian cock. It tore through the remnants of Althea’s innocence and drove to the depths of her virgin cunt. A pain shot through her, a burning pain that lingered as Kantril bent Althea’s legs back and began to forcefully rut into her pussy.

“You are fortunate it, human,” hissed Kantril, his yellow eyes narrowing as he looked down at Althea and pounded his cock into her pussy. “Myssssandra created a potion to make you fertile. And if my sssseed takes, your life will be spared. If it does not…”

“I don’t want to think about that,” moaned Althea, daring to reach up and wrap her slender arms around Kantril’s scaly neck. “I need to be bred! Please!”

Kantril surprised Althea by leaning his snout down to her face and sliding his tongue into her mouth. It was rare enough that the reptile kissed Josephine or Myssandra, but he had never done such a thing to Althea. She stiffened for a moment, the long slender tongue of the lizard sliding past her lips. Tasting her mouth. But then her tongue began to move against his and she forgot any resistance to her master.

“Your cunt isssss tight,” he hissed, his tongue flicking against her lips as he spoke. “I will not lassssst long in that silken vissssse.”

“Oh, please, master,” moaned Althea. “My womb is ready for you. I can feel it. Throbbing inside me. Ohhhhhh! Your huge cock! So slippery! It’s going to make me… make me… AHHHHHH!”

Althea’s orgasm was like none she had ever experienced before. At the height of her clutching pleasure, Kantril let out a roar and drove hard and deep into her squeezing walls. She felt the first pump of his seed against her womb and she knew at once that the potion had worked. Spurt after twitching spurt followed, drenching her cervix and overflowing her cunt with his frothing seed. She clung to him and milked his cock with her inner walls. Each spurt another chance at survival.

“Thank you, master,” panted Althea, kissing his inhuman snout. “Oh, thank you.”

“You have done well for me,” he said, easing his cock out of her creamy depths. “Now… clean me. I will fuck you both again.”

It would be a long night of serving Kantril, but with Josephine at her side, Althea knew she would enjoy it.


7

Harem of the Lizard King

Kantril

The Lizard King’s fur cloak fluttered behind him as he paraded past the triumphant warriors of the Dungeon Clan with his bloody spear in hand. His kin knelt briefly as he passed, their heads bowing in deference to their conquering king.

The humans and elves inhabiting the nearby village had put up more of a fight than he had expected. He had lost fifteen of his warriors in the battle to purge Galabros of useless men and make captives of the women. But thanks to the Dungeon Catalog his supply of warriors was endless. The humans had been overwhelmed. Galabros burned, the husbands and fathers and sons were dead, and his trophies were being marched up the mountain to the dungeon.

His dungeon.

He reached the entrance of the dungeon where his warrior lieutenants had lined up the choicest of the new slaves. The women knelt before him, some dead-eyed and others sniffling softly. One looked up at him defiantly. He stopped in front of the woman. A firm-bodied, blonde-haired beauty with golden skin. Her hip already bore the claw mark brand of his tribe and it was clear by the stains drying on her bare breasts that his warriors had used her before presenting her to him.

“This one,” growled Kantril, feeling his cock stir at the sight of her. “What do they call her?”

His red-scaled lieutenant kicked the tawny beauty in the leg.

“What is your name, human?” growled the warrior.

“Veena,” said the blonde. “The Goblin Killer. I have slain hundreds of goblins and—”

Kantril grabbed the woman by her slender neck and lifted her to her feet. She struck at his forearm as his clawed hand tightened around her throat. His cruel yellow eyes stared at her.

“Do I resemble a goblin? Do you even see any goblins here?”

“Go… go to the hells…”

“We are the chosen race,” hissed Kantril. “Sssssons of the scale. You may be too ignorant to realize we are your rightful conquerorsssss, but you will learn. I am patient. I will teach you.”

Still holding the warrior called Veena by her throat, Kantril raised his voice and shouted to his warriors.

“These other slaves are yours, my kin! Take them and make them into breeders! Let your seed flow into their fertile wombs and birth new generations of sons to spread our power!”

“Kantril! Kantril! Kantril!” His warriors cheered.

The Dungeon King’s hard lips curled back from his sharp teeth in a smile.

“Ssssavor the mating!” he commanded his warriors and they fell upon the slaves with savage lust. Kantril threw the one called Veena to her knees and shoved her face to the stone path leading into the dungeon. A single rip of his claw tore away her loincloth and bared the golden peach of her luscious human rear. He stroked a clawed finger over her blonde-tufted cunny and pressed a digit inside her stewing honeypot.

“Ohhhh, you are ready for it,” laughed Kantril. “Did you think you would be bred by one of my warriors? No. You shall sssspawn the sons of a king!”

“I’d rather die!” cried Veena.

Kantril let out a clicking chuckle at her continued defiance as his glistening pink cock slid from his scaly sheath. He grasped his hardness by its root and guided the tip to Veena’s delicate folds. He teased her entrance and coated his cockhead with her warm human nectar.

All around them were the sounds of hissing lizardkin and moaning human and elf women. There were more than enough new slaves to go around. Some greedy lizards were enjoying three at a time, thrusting with their pink reptilian cocks, their clawed fingers, and even their long tongues. Kantril was gratified by the enthusiasm of his warriors. The humans would swell with the sons of a new generation of warriors.

“I do not want you dead,” hissed Kantril, turning his full attention back to Veena. “You must live to sssserve the clan!”

He thrust his cock past her cuntlips and buried his full length to the hilt in the slick channel of her cunt. Veena howled and clawed at the paving stones beneath her. Kantril held her firm hips in his hands and rutted her hard and fast. As he had expected, her resistance melted as she was wracked by one orgasm after another. By the fourth, she was pushing back onto his cock, chasing her pleasure despite her humiliating surrender.

“Good slut,” growled Kantril, wrapping his clawed fist in her golden ponytail as he spanked her ass with his scaly hips. His cock plunged in and out of her hot, squeezing cunt. While the other lizardkin spilled their seed in a rush of bursting cocks, Kantril held back, fucking waves of pleasure into the defeated barbarian slut. He broke her, made her beg, and then rolled her over onto her back.

“Please,” moaned Veena, her face flushed and her body glistening with sweat. “Just… just cum for me. I need it.”

“Yes, you do,” hissed Kantril, pressing apart her thighs and climbing between them.

He took her in a way that was unusual for a lizardkin but that he had come to appreciate in his many encounters with his harem of sluts. He fucked her like a human husband might fuck his wife. Looking down at her, watching her pert breasts shudder with each thrust. He leaned his wide muzzle down to her face and reached out his tongue to taste the sweat on her lips. Her mouth opened with a moan and he pressed a kiss to her human lips. Tasting her weakness. Her surrender. Her tongue moving against his as he hilted his cock in her again and again.

Pleasure shook her thighs and quaked in her core. Kantril let out a deep, clicking hiss of ecstasy and buried his length inside Veena’s squeezing cunt. His cock erupted against her fertile womb. Pump after slimy pump. He poured his seed against her cervix, drenching it and preparing her for his sons. His clicks vibrated against her lips as his tongue finally slid free of her mouth.

“Now, you are marked,” he growled.

Kantril left her gasping as he lifted his weight from atop her and eased his massive pink cock from her creamy cunt. She looked up at him with a stunned expression. Her tits quivering as she took shaky breaths. He stood and smiled down at her.

“You may use her mouth and her ass, but leave her cunt unsullied. This one’s womb belongs to me.”

“No,” moaned Veena as two of the warriors hurried forward to grab her and take their turn with her. Kantril walked away and ignored her pleading cries, soon muffled by a lizardkin’s cock. The sounds of Veena being defiled were soon just another voice among a chorus of dozens of women being fucked by his warriors. Their cries of pain and pleasure and fear echoing into the depths of the dungeon.

Myssandra

Myssandra was in the nursery, feeding her red-scaled sons from her large, milky tits. She sighed with contentment as she felt them suckling. They had grown so much in the few months since their birth. Lizardkin sons did not roll about helplessly. They were born of human, elf, or demon mothers and on their feet in minutes. And Myssandra’s demon-touched spawn were unusually rambunctious. Her four sons were tussling with the large brood of tan-scaled lizardkin born of Luisa.

She heard Kantril entering the nursery and pushed her sons away. They hissed with annoyance, but upon seeing their father they scampered away fearfully. Kantril loomed over Myssandra, his cock freshly dripping with seed.

“Oh, my love,” moaned Myssandra, sitting up from the bench and reaching for his cock. “My master. Mmmmm!”

She began to suckle his slimy cock, tasting the residue of his last lover. He pushed her away roughly, clawed fingers tangling in her hair. He drew her head back.

“Your demon womb and your demon milk have made my sons strong. It is not the time for your mouth. It is the time for me to give you more sons.” He picked her up and slung her over his shoulder. Myssandra cooed with excitement as his clawed hand fondled her ass and her dangling tits dripped milk onto his dusty scales.

“Ohhhh, thank you, Kantril,” she moaned. “I will birth hundreds of sons for you. My body will remain forever fertile.”

“The sons I make with you will be my elite guard,” laughed Kantril, a clawed finger teasing into the hot depths of Myssandra’s cunt. “Perhaps I will one day have my heart pierced by the blade of one of these boys. And he will take the throne. And he will make more sons with you.”

“Ohhhhhhh, I hope that is not for a long time,” moaned Myssandra. Kantril clicked with amusement and tossed her onto her back atop his bed.

He pinned her arms above her and his snout dropped to her heaving breasts. So large and swollen with milk. The serpent of his tongue dragged across her reddened nipples, tasing the cream of her mother’s milk. Lizardkin were not good at suckling. They had hard lips and so had to squeeze the breasts and tilt their heads back to let gravity feed them.

Kantril did not seem to care that most of the milk he sucked was spilling back out of his mouth and down Myssandra’s body in warm white rivulets. It spilled beneath her onto the bed. Milk filled the hollow of her throat and spilled over her sides. She moaned at the pleasure of her master’s tongue licking at her spurting buds. Each in turn. His yellow eyes gazing down at her as he moved back and forth. His sharp teeth pricking at her sensitive nipples.

“Your milk sweetens every victory,” growled Kantril. He rosed above Myssandra, powerful and triumphant, and he turned her onto her stomach. He lifted her plush bottom and fed his huge cock into the snug folds of her cunt.

When Kantril fucked her, he always fucked her relentlessly. He knew that she could handle the rough sex better than a human or an elf and she clearly enjoyed his big cock slipping in and out of her tight cunt.

“Yesssss, master,” she cried, bucking back against him. “Ohhhh, breed me again, please. I want to give you more sons. Fuckkkkk me!”

“Sssssssss! My demon bride! Only the princess holds an equal place in my heart! Take my seed, warrior by blood! Take the seed… of your king! SSSSS!” He threw back his head and let out a loud, clicking hiss.

“Yes! Fill me, master!” cried Myssandra, her cunt gripping him tightly. A climax tearing through her core as she felt Kantril begin to pump his seed into her fertile demonic depths. She milked out every spurting drop, draining his seed until he was satisfied. Her cunt bearded with frothy spunk, dripping down her thighs in trickles as he withdrew.

“Rest now, demon,” he said, clapping a claw upon her offered ass. “I will seed you again when I return.”

He departed the bedroom, leaving Myssandra to luxuriate on her back, one hand on her cum-stuffed abdomen and the other idly playing with the reptilian spunk dripping from her stretched cunt. This, she realized with a smile, was where she belonged all along. Not serving a Dungeon Lord. Serving a King.

Josephine

Josephine rolled over with a groan. The soreness since her first spawning had decreased, but she could still feel a dull ache in her womb. Her breasts were painfully swollen and she was hot and sweaty in the depths of the dungeon.

Althea lay beside her. Smiling dully. Her stomach appeared soft in the aftermath of her own spawning.

“I feel so empty,” said Josephine, touching her abdomen. “I want master to give me more.”

“I want them too,” agreed Althea. “You know, once I hated him. I thought he had taken you from me. But now we are together all the time.”

“Yes, we get to be very close,” agreed Josephine, pressing her naked body against Althea’s in the piled cushions of their shared bedchamber. Althea turned to embrace her and they began to kiss. Softly, playfully at first, but with increasing, hot-tongue ardor. Their mouths melding together and their soft, milky tits beginning to leak milk against their bodies.

As Josephine grew more excited, she intertwined her slender thighs with Althea’s. She felt the heat of Althea’s cunt against her thigh and felt Althea’s thigh pressing against her own. They began to writhe with their mutual, rhythmic pursuit of pleasure. Their breaths coming in gasps between kisses. Their hands caressing and exploring each other’s curves.

They were so lost in their pleasure, that they did not hear Myssandra enter their shared bedchamber until the giant redhead was literally standing over them, her feet planted on either side of the intertwined humans.

“Well, well, having fun without me?”

“Myssandra?” gasped Althea, breaking her kiss with Josephine.

“Yes, that’s right,” laughed the demoness. “And to think I once called you my master. Now look at you, barely done birthing your first clutch of lizard and already too horny to keep your hands off the princess.”

“I goaded her,” gasped Josephine, looking up at Myssandra. “Please don’t blame her.”

“Oh, I blame you both,” said Myssandra, squatting above them in a way that caused her blushing cunt to part its fleshy lips. Her cunt began to drip with Kantril’s spunk. Globs splashed and spattered onto Josephine and Althea. “But I’m not here to punish you. I’m here to give you a gift.”

She held out two vials of pink liquid.

“What are they?” asked Josephine, taking one.

“Is this to transform me back?” asked Althea.

“Oh, no, Althea,” laughed Myssandra. “There is no going back for you now. This is to increase your milkiness to feed the many sons you will be birthing. Your breasts will grow even larger and you will produce enough milk to satisfy them. It will also prepare you for another clutch even though it has only been a few days since you each gave birth.”

“Oh, yes, thank you,” gasped Althea, quickly popped open the vial and drinking the pink liquid.

Josephine hesitated a moment longer. She had once held dreams of destroying the dungeons and freeing Aropa from the fear they inspired. But since becoming one of Kantril’s brides, she realized she no longer cared about such foolish dreams. Her purpose was to birth sons for the cause. To give him warriors and, by her noble birth, legitimacy if he ever claimed Galamanca’s throne.

“Thank you,” said Josephine finally and she popped the vial and drank. Warmth spread quickly through her chest. Her nipples grew more sensitive and her womb pulsated with a hunger for more of Kantril’s seed.

“I think it’s time you repay me for my generosity,” said Myssandra, smiling down at them and remaining in her lewd pose above them, dripping with cum from her freshly-fucked snatch. “Clean me. With your tongues.”

“Yes, Myssandra,” Althea agreed readily, leaning up to latch her mouth to Myssandra’s cum-filled cunt. Althea began licking and slurping at Myssandra’s creamy folds. Josephine sat up more slowly. Myssandra grabbed her suddenly by her pale blonde hair and yanked Josephine’s face towards the creamy globes of Myssandra’s demonic ass.

“Lick me there, princess slut,” growled Myssandra. “Show me you have learned your place in the pecking order of the master’s harem.”

“Oh, I… mmm…”

Josephine wanted to object, to assert her status as a princess, but found she could offer no objection to Myssandra’s big, creamy ass. She buried her face in it and began to lick the demoness on her clenching pink asshole. Josephine moaned needfully, touching herself as she licked Myssandra’s ass and Althea, wanton and pitiful, cleaned the creamy cunt of the demoness.

Above them both, Myssandra moaned with satisfaction.

“It won’t be long before you are ready again for the master’s seed,” purred the demoness, cradling both of their heads. “And I will wear the crown as his queen.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” agreed Althea, burying her face between Myssandra’s thighs.

“Nnnnhnnnn,” concurred Josephine, thrusting her tongue into the demoness’ tight asshole.

The dungeon belonged to Kantril and the harem would be ruled by Myssandra.

For Josephine, Althea, Luisa, and the countless women who would join the harem, there would be no disputing this hierarchy of lust.
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