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Chapter 1

“I hate this!”

The words tore out of me as the carriage jolted again. Each bump felt like something was bashing the vehicle. Again and again.

Luckily, this stretch of the kingdom did have paved roads, but our so-called carriage, which was really just a glorified horse-drawn cart with a roof, made sure no one forgot we were still peasants at heart.

I had heard that the finer carriages, the ones nobles used, had suspensions made of braided leather straps or hanging chains that softened every shock.

But we couldn’t afford luxuries like that. Not because we didn’t have any money.

We, of course, had an entire treasure in the dungeon. Although using the ancient gold coins that are no longer in use could make us suspicious, that wasn’t exactly an option here. We did have the quest rewards and the loot from the poor adventurers who entered my dungeon. But we had to act like we were some struggling adventurers saving for the next set of gear, the next meal, and a place to stay.

So we played the part: just another band of weary adventurers rattling across the kingdom.

One of the good things about the journey was seeing Lily's tits jiggle, her tight top holding them back, while her cleavage was almost trying to pop out of the window.

Something was mesmerising in simply watching that, even though I had already sucked and fucked them. Gilliana sat silently beside her, still in her skimpy bikini costume.

The city ahead was huge. The first thing that hit me was the wall, a massive stretch of white stone rising out of the ground and extending wide.

Outside the wall, a whole township had grown up around the gate, with shops, houses, and inns flanking the road.

It was certainly very different from the cities I had seen before in this world. But it's still rather medieval, not particularly magical, with rising towers and dragons and things. And compared to cities in my world, it looked more like a historic tourist attraction rather than the capital of a nation.

Slowly, the carriage moved towards the gatehouse. The carriage rolled on, clattering closer to the looming gatehouse, and I couldn’t stop leaning forward, craning my neck to take in as much as I could before the shadow of the wall swallowed us whole.

We just rolled up to the gatehouse, handed over our invitation, and that was it. The guards barely glanced at us before waving the carriage through.

They did appear impressive compared to the watchmen in other cities. With polished breastplates and halberds at their sides, they did look much better equipped.

Right after passing the wide gate, large enough for two elephants to pass through side by side, we finally entered the royal capital. Large and wide streets paved in stone, while tall white buildings loomed several stories high.

Being a business major, my brain went straight to margins, supply chains, and politics.

I have my little army, goblins, and orcs.

But from what I see, I doubt they could actually put a city under siege. Certainly not one on this scale.

A sigh slipped out before I could stop it.

I remembered the old words, The Art of War. Funny how a book written for generals worked just as well for business strategy.

Know your enemy and know yourself.

But there was one tiny problem: I didn’t actually know my own forces. I hadn’t seen my goblins or orcs in a real war, not against trained soldiers, not against walls, not against a city that could shut its gates.

That wouldn’t conquer a kingdom.

Not yet.

But it was inevitable. I will rule all. I won’t stop.

Everything will soon be mine.

A sudden jolt from the carriage snapped me out of my thoughts. The wheels kept rattling along the wide stone road, and when I looked up, we were already approaching the city’s inner ring.

Another gate loomed ahead. Smaller than the main one,  but it was ten times more pompous. Two huge white statues of knights stood guard on either side, their hands resting on the hilts of massive greatswords pointed toward the ground. Stone faces, blank and noble, stared down at everyone who passed as if silently judging whether we were worthy to breathe their air.

And beyond that gate… the castle.

A sprawling giant of white stone, dwarfing everything around it. Four colossal towers rose like massive stone cylinders, each one crowned with jagged crenelations and connected by thick crenelated walls. Banners of every color whipped in the wind, proud and loud.

The carriage rolled to a halt before the inner gate, forcing us to stand and disembark. Gilliana hopped down first, her ass cheeks only covered with what was basically a thong, which was spread towards me for a split second, giving me an eyeful. I followed after, boots hitting stone, then turned to offer a hand to Lily, who jumped out like a ball of excitement, her tits jiggling as if they absorbed the shock of the landing.

The guards here were a different breed from the ones at the outer wall. These men wore full plate armor. Their commanders stood out even more: tabards of bright scarlet, deep blue, and gold draped over their armor, each one embroidered with lions, griffons, and dragons.

It was one of the officers who finally broke away and headed in our direction. His walk had that lazy, routine rhythm of a man just doing his job, not expecting anything worth his time. His eyes swept over our little group, quick at first, then again more slowly… and that’s when his gaze snagged on Gilliana.

Judgment. Plain as day.

Of course. An almost-naked elf tends to invite stares, whispers, and judgment. Gilliana drew attention the way a lit torch drew moths.

Lily’s demeanor shifted in an instant, her usual bubbly warmth tucked away behind a composed, almost stern smile.

We couldn’t wear our masks here. If anyone recognized who these two had been back when they were just ordinary adventurers it would cause complications we weren’t ready to face. That left us with only one option: abandon everything familiar. Acting as completely differently people with totally different styles and clothes.

And somehow… it worked.

No one would ever expect Gilliana, a disciplined elven ranger, to turn into an exhibitionist strutting around in skimpy outfits. Nor would they imagine Lily, once the bubbliest alchemist in any tavern, reborn as a cold, no-nonsense mage. As far as the world knew, both women were dead, lost on an expedition gone terribly wrong.

An expedition that ended in my dungeon.

As I reminisced, a little smile crept onto my lips.

Then I pulled myself back to reality and dealt with the guards.

“Well…the adventurers are in the guest building.” The guard read a document before gesturing for us to follow.

So follow we did.

Past the massive gate, we found ourselves standing before the colossal castle. Looking at it made me feel small. To enter the castle, there was another gate, guarded by a raised drawbridge and a wide moat filled with water so clear it looked unnatural.

However, we did not go into the castle.

Nope.

We turned right, heading toward a long, three-story white building. Rows of wooden windows lined each floor, stretching evenly across its length. There was nothing ornate or imposing about it. Just simple, functional architecture.

In fact, it looked rather plain—at least from the outside.

I had expected something far grander. After everything I’d done, I thought I’d be resting within the palace, not beside the palace.

I had killed Orc warlords, who’d burned villages. I probably saved hundreds, maybe even thousands of lives.

And yet, it seemed even that wasn’t enough.

I suppose letting mere adventurers sleep inside the palace was simply too much for a feudal society to stomach.

A small slight, but I won’t forget it.

Inside, the place was far better than I’d expected—certainly an improvement over the drafty, smoke-stained inns we were used to. The air was clean, faintly scented with herbs and polished wood. Soft carpets muted our footsteps, and the walls gleamed with quiet elegance.

It felt more like a boutique hotel than a barracks, royal treatment, even if we were still considered the lesser kind of guests.

“Tomorrow will be the ceremony,” the guard muttered, his voice flat and tired. He stifled a yawn behind his gloved hand, clearly done with his duties for the day.

“You can rest… or whatever it is you adventurers do with each other,” he added, his tone laced with weary disdain. His eyes flicked toward Gilliana, scanning her skimpy “dress” before he turned on his heel and left us in silence.

He wasn’t wrong.

When the door closed, Gilliana was the first to fall on her knees. Lily’s face changed as her bubbly personality burst out.

“Gilly wants my hubby’s cock.” Lily knelt beside her slutty elven friend.

As if Gilliana was her bitch and she was its master, which in a way was not wrong.

That train of thought led to an idea in my head. Something that ignited a little flame within me.

“Lily, it's time to undress her.”

“Yes, boss!” Lily chirped, snapping a playful salute so exaggerated it bordered on mockery.

With a deliberate slowness, she let her fingers toy with Gilliana’s straps. The soft click of the buckle echoed in the cramped room, and one by one, she undid them until the strips that Gilliana’s privates fell to the floor.

“There,” Lily said softly, almost purring the word. “All done.”

The naked elf kneeling before me, her tits small yet her body sensually slender.

But I stepped back.

The space between us grew, the warmth in her eyes dimming like a candle snuffed too soon. The face of disappointment followed by a faint, wounded whimper.

Then my pants fell.

My cock, still half-hard, throbbed in front of her.

“You want it?” I teased her.

Gilliana’s eyes locked on the treat instantly, her ears perking through her hair. “Yes, master,” she whimpered, voice soft and trembling with lust.

But it wasn’t enough.

It was never going to be enough with me. Then come to me like a horny bitch.

Gilliana got on all floors, whimpering as she crawled towards

“Lil, you know what to do.”

Just as I uttered the words, Lily grabbed something shiny and rounded, a pointed head on one side and a long, fluffy tail on the other end.

She tucked her lips inward, her round eyes filled with a sudden determination right before plunging the buttplug into Gilliana’s asshole.

Gilliana's ears jumped as she howled like a bitch. Her entire body shuddered as the tail stuck onto her ass.

Then she began advancing again, her ass swaying, waving her new tail.

She crawled all the way towards me before getting on her knees.

“Master!” She breathed panting with her tongue out like an excited bitch desperately wanting my cock.

Seeing her like this made my cock grow harder, throbbing in front of her. But then I noticed Lily undressing, her clothes falling one by one. First, the massive milk sacks that hung onto her short frame spilled out, followed by the unveiling of her entire plump, hourglass-shaped body.

I ignored her for now, pulling my eyes away from her enormous breasts. I knew she was up to something devious and exciting.

But my attention fell back to Gilliana, who remained ignorant of what her friend was doing behind her.

“Bark for me,” I commanded, and the slutty Elf gave a loud “Woof!”

Instead of rewarding her, I took a slow step back. Then another. The anticipation flickered in her eyes, only to falter as I turned away and sat down on the edge of the bed. The mattress creaked softly beneath me, a quiet sound that seemed to echo louder in the stillness between us.

Gilliana froze, her hopeful energy draining in an instant. The corners of her lips trembled before she let out a small, wounded whimper. Her shoulders slumped, ears drooping slightly as she watched me, unsure whether to follow or retreat.

“Come here like a bitch, and you can get my cock.” I gave her hope, her eyes growing hopeful as she crawled like an excited dog, panting with her tongue lolling out.

But just before she could reach me, Lily fell on her back.

“Giddiyah!” she yelled cheerfully before spanking Gilliana’s ass, making the slutty elf moan and howl.

“You want my hubby's cock, then you take me with you!” Lily spanked Gilliana again, making her crawl forward towards me. Lily’s massive tits swayed around as Gilliana crawled towards me, exciting me as they came closer and closer.

It didn’t take long, even with Lily on her back.

“Suck it,” I gave the command, and Gilliana fell upon my cock, like someone starving for a taste. She dragged her tongue across the entire length of the shaft like licking a popsicle while looking at me with puppy eyes.

Even as I locked my gaze with her, the next moment, my eyes were moving to enjoy Lily’s full breasts that were swaying on top of Gilliana. And now they were right in front of me, which attracted my attention like a super-powered magnet.

As Gilliana slurped on my cock her movements were making Lily’s tits jiggle like two jellies hanging from her chest. There was no holding back as I reached out to grab those udders, fingers sinking into the softness.

“Om…mmmm….nmmmm”

Then Gilliana went down on my cock, her head bobbing, sending waves of pleasure that made me shiver. I could feel her tongue caress my tip, each suck blasting me with pleasure.

And all of that energy travelled through me, spreading across my body until it reached my arms, making them instinctively squish Lily’s boobs, squeezing them so hard they changed shape and made her moan in her cute voice.

The music of her moans set my body on fire. Worse, she looked at me with her lustful yet adorable face, like a big titty teddy. And that turned the fire into an inferno.

I was sure the situation was the same for her because suddenly she leapt forward, falling on Gilliana’s upper back right. The sudden weight caught the socking-sucking elf slut off guard, driving her down my cock until the tip plunged into her throat.

“Gghkkk”

A sudden wave of pleasure made me growl, only for Lily’s soft arms to wrap around my head before she yanked me towards her breasts. My face was pressed against her massive breasts, their softness enveloping me. My monkey brain reacted, fuelled by the pleasure that was ravaging me as my cock was rubbing against Gilliana’s throat.

As Gilliana lifted her head, my tip slipped out of her throat. My body reacted to the waves of sensations by feasting on Lily’s tits until I could hear the sound of her moans.

Lily shuddered as she began grinding on Gilliana so hard that she pushed her down yet again, plunging Gilliana’s head to deepthroat me again and again to the rhythm of her humping.

The sensations were overwhelming. Devouring Lily’s milk sacs was the only outlet for my body, but it did little to stop the coming tide.

Just as the moaning girl bounced on her friend, I lost control. The second my cock invaded Gilliana’s throat, it erupted.

I could hear her gag as my seed flooded her throat, but the pleasure drowned all other sensations, covering all in a white light of bliss.

When my mind returned to my body, Gilliana had fallen, Lily still naked on top of her.

“Gak…mmmmaaa….ahhhhh” Gilliana gagged and moaned as she coughed up cum on the floor, her upper back glistening with Lily’s juices.

Then she gasped for air.

Gilliana looked utterly drained for the moment, while Lily was panting with the bright, restless eagerness of an excited puppy on top of Gilliana.

I reached out, caught her by the waist, and pulled her toward me. Her breath hitched in surprise as I lifted her. She may be short, but she did have more weight on her than a goblin.

‘Here comes the wifey!” She yelled as she glided towards me before crashing like a giant plushie, my hands wrapping around her naked, plump body while her arms and legs wrapped around mine.

She didn’t waste a second, pushing her lips against mine, throwing her tongue to dance with mine like she was starving for me.

And it turned wet extremely quickly, her saliva mixed with mine as her tongue danced, sometimes breaking the kiss to suck and lick my lips, then the entire mouth. She was basically spitting into mine before sucking the hell out of it, gulping down as we fell onto the bed.

Her hands began removing my remaining clothes, and she quickly threw them away. There was no time to waste.

Then we rolled, putting her body below me like a round pillow before I positioned my cock, which hardened and throbbed again in anticipation of pounding Lily, a woman I could never have enough of.

“Do you like your wifey?” She smiled, and I quickly replied, “Always.”

Her face changed from a smile to a moan as I came crashing down on her pussy, my hips pounding with the energy of all the desire I had for her. Her massive breasts squished on my chest, rubbed against me with each thrust. I could feel her nipples massaging me, the little shocks that spread across my skin, energizing me to fuck her with even greater intensity.

“I feel it! My hubby is inside me! Hard!”

Lily howled, her thicc thighs wrapping around my waist before she began kissing me desperately, licking my face like a kitten.

The bed began creaking, louder and louder, just as Lily’s moans grew.

I couldn’t slow down even if I wanted.

Each thrust blasted me with pleasure. Her walls sucked me in, trying to hold it inside.

“I am cumming! My hubby is gonna make me cum!” She howled, and I drove my rod deep into her.

My vision flashed white as the load was released. Her grip on me tightened, not letting me slip out. Her body instinctively craved my seed.

And I wouldn’t deny her.

The pleasure washed over, leaving us sweaty and panting. I rolled beside her, and she quickly hugged me, and I did the same, taking her into my arms as if she were a teddy bear before drifting away to sleep.


Chapter 2

The next morning, however, didn’t arrive gently.

A deep rumble followed by a sharp, insistent knock hammered at the door.

The moment I opened the door, workers streamed in. The room filled with a rush of movement, voices overlapping in hurried whispers, the smell of starch and metal and too much perfume hitting all at once.

“The ceremony is tonight,” the butler declared, stepping in last with the rigid posture of someone who slept standing up. His voice cut clean through the chaos. “Please get ready.”

Then a maid followed,

“The bath is ready.”

Instantly, we were hurried to a tiled room with a massive tub on the floor where steam was rising as if it were a sauna. I assumed the heat was probably coming from a lower level.

“Ahhhhhhh,” Lily sighed, sinking into the steaming water. Her breasts became buoyant as if they were being lifted by the water,

When I stepped into the water after her, the warmth hit me in full force. It soaked in the exhaustion and the lingering morning heaviness behind my eyes. For a heartbeat, I just stood there, letting the heat seep deeper.

Then, with a sudden splash, Lily surged through the water toward me, sending ripples rolling across the surface. She collided with me, the impact absorbed by her soft, buoyant waterbags that pushed against my chest as she wrapped her arms around me. In reply, my arms moved on their own to squeeze her round, and wet ass cheeks.

However, a splash of water interrupted us. Both of us turned, slowly—and there she was.

The blonde elf stood in the far corner of the tub, half-submerged, droplets clinging to her pale hair like scattered jewels. She must have slipped in without either of us noticing. Her arms were drawn close to her chest, her posture small, but her expression anything but.

She was watching us.

Her breath hitched, shoulders rising and falling, the steam swirling around her like a veil. One of her hands slipped beneath the water—slow, hesitant only for a heartbeat—and began to move with a rhythm that made the surface tremble in tiny ripples. She wasn’t even trying to hide what she was feeling; the flush across her cheeks gave her away instantly.

“Jeez, Gilli, you could have just asked!” Lily exclaimed.

“Well, she didn't get any dick yesterday…after all that gulping on my husband's hard cock.” Lily’s head swayed as if in pity.

Gilliana made a tiny sound in the back of her throat, somewhere between embarrassment and longing, her ears twitching downward like wilted leaves.

Lily slid closer to me, her voice dropping into that innocent, bubbly tone. “Why don’t you give her a good morning fuck?” she murmured, soft and playful, as if it were the most harmless suggestion in the world.

Gilliana froze, cheeks blazing, steam curling around her like she was about to melt right into the water.

“I must do as my queen commands,” I replied with a smile. Glliana’s ears twitched, her breath catching, her entire posture tightening as if the words alone hit her like a physical touch.

I reached toward the horny elf, the ripples from my movements reached her before my fingers ever did, and it was enough to make her shiver and moan.

“Master!” She moaned as my palms touched her bare skin. I held her lithe figure. Her body had the most perfect curves, even if she lacked in size when it came to her ass and tits.

That’s why I instantly turned her around and pushed against the edge of the pool.

Lily’s short stack body was best when you felt her softness, her breasts squished against you, or her hands squeezing her round cheeks.

But Gilliana was best when you had her bent over. So I pushed her body down on the edge, her ass pointed at the pool. My fingers moved over her arched back, from her ass all the way to her neck.

Gilliana purred like a cat as I explored her curves, her back bending even more as if taking a mating position.

However, there wasn’t much time for play. My cock was already hard and ready to go.

The moment I felt her long, wet hair slip between my fingers, my grip tightened, grabbing her hair like the reins of a horse. Just as my hands tugged them, my hips moved forward, penetrating her pussy from behind.

Both actions happened in sync; her moans grew louder as her head was yanked and her pussy pounded at the same time.

“Yes!” She yelled, “I feel…goooooood,” she howled while her walls tightened around my cock. I yanked on her hair as water splashed around us with each thrust. Her back was bent to the limit over the edge of the bath. The pounding on her cheeks sent waves across her body, rising in intensity until her moans filled the bathhouse.

She thrashed against the floor and the water, and each time she moved too much, I yanked on her hair, utterly dominating her until she came to an explosive climax.

Her pussy exploded, spraying her squirt juice into the pool. A moment later, my vision flashed as my cock emptied its load into her.

I could feel my thoughts melting into the heat around me. As my cock slipped out, a waterfall of jizz and pussy juices flowed down between her legs.

It was then that I felt two large balloons push against my back.

“Let’s get out now!” Lily exclaimed behind me.

∞∞∞

Getting out of the bath ended any relaxation we had.

Palace staff surrounded us the moment we stepped out of the bathing room, closing in like ants to a sugar cube.

Before I could so much as breathe, measuring tapes were circling my arms, my waist, my shoulders, tugged tight, scribbled down, and moved along without a single wasted second. Another pair of maids swept around Lily and Gilliana, doing the same.

The air quickly filled with a layered cloud of perfumes, fresh and heady.

Then we were whisked toward the fitting rooms.

“You are the main guests,” the butler murmured, gliding beside us with the calm of someone used to absolute chaos. “So we must take extra care with your appearances.”

He said it gently, almost politely…
Right before another army of staff stormed in from the side corridors.

They carried bundles of outfits, belts, jewels, and hair ornaments.

The door to the fitting room swung open, and they herded us inside like prized livestock, setting down clothing sets faster than we could even look at them.

Gilliana looked overwhelmed. While Lily looked around, utterly confused.

The two girls barely had time to yelp before a squad of maids descended on them, sweeping them away into another chamber with the determined precision of people who had already decided exactly what “look” they wanted. Lily was practically bouncing as she was carried off; Gilliana, on the other hand, looked like she’d been kidnapped by overly enthusiastic fashion witches.

Meanwhile, the butlers closed in on me.

Luxurious suits appeared around me, each in a different colour with embroidered patterns. One butler slid a glossy dark coat onto my arms while another adjusted the collar.

An older butler took notes for each outfit.

The parade only ended when he finally gave an affirmative nod.

And only then did I manage to breathe a sigh of relief.

However, the moment the butlers finally stepped back from me, a sharp cry pierced through the corridor.

“It doesn’t fit!”

A maid burst out of the girls’ fitting room, flustered, her face flushed with panic.

That was enough to spark my curiosity. I quickly slipped away and edged into the next room.

What I saw inside made me stop on the spot.

Gilliana stood in the center, serene amid the chaos, surrounded by maids who wore satisfied smiles as they fussed over her. She was wrapped in a long, slender gown of yellow fabric that perfectly matched her flowing blonde hair. The dress hugged every curve and draped down her legs like liquid sunlight. The color made her hair shine, her skin glow, and for a moment, she looked almost ethereal, untouchable, like a mermaid who had wandered into the palace.

Lily, however, was an entirely different story.

The maids were waging war over her dress, tugging, pulling, and contorting the fabric as if they were in a battle with some invisible enemy. Every attempt to fit it properly only seemed to make the chaos worse.

“We don’t have dresses that fit her!” one maid cried, collapsing onto the floor in despair. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she clutched the too-small fabric.

“Her bust is too big for her short figure!” another wailed, flinging the gown aside in frustration.

“Mine feel so tiny!” a third burst out, wringing her hands, her voice rising above the others in a crescendo of panic.

One by one, the maids protested, their complaints overlapping into a chaotic symphony of frustration. The dress refused to obey, the fabric straining against Lily’s form, seams groaning under the effort. Lily herself stood frozen, her cheeks flaming, arms half-heartedly trying to help but mostly just flailing as the staff tugged and adjusted in vain.

And then...

SNAP!

The seams gave way with a theatrical pop, her tits popping out with a vengeance. Pieces of fabric flew in every direction, fluttering through the air like colorful confetti. Lily squealed, flinging her arms to cover herself, half in horror, half in disbelief.

“Ah! This is a disaster!” one maid wailed, trying to catch the flying fragments before they touched the floor.

A few minutes later, an older seamstress arrived. She did not take any measurements, just scanned Lily, who simply stood dumbfounded.

Then the old woman snapped her fingers toward an attendant, a sharp crack that made everyone jump. The attendant scurried forward with a soft blue dress—light, flowing, and delicate like a finely made chemise.

The seamstress took it, inspected it with a critical squint, then shoved it toward the maids.

“Put her in this. Gently this time.”

The maids lifted the garment and eased it over Lily’s head. The fabric slid down her body in a smooth, shimmering cascade, settling around her like a sheet of sky-blue water.

The fabric curved outward around her chest like a massive mountain range under silk, but the dress held.

A maid gasped.

“It… it actually adjusted to her!”


Chapter 3

Simply getting the costumes right wasn’t the end.

But at least we were finally allowed to enter the castle.

When we were escorted out, it was already nearing noon. The sun glinted off the stone as the castle walls rose ahead—towering, ancient, and overwhelmingly vast. With every step closer, the walls seemed to swell in height, swallowing the sky until we stood at the shadowed mouth of the gatehouse. The tunnel yawned before us, cool and echoing, lanterns flickering along its length like watchful eyes.

And then we passed through.

What lay beyond was not at all what I expected.

Boxed in by the titanic fortifications was an enormous inner courtyard—neatly paved, immaculately tended, dotted with trimmed hedges and bursts of colorful flowers. A fountain stood proudly in the center, its water scattering light in a shimmering arc. The space was lively, bustling with attendants and guards, all moving with purpose.

But beyond that was the true shock.

The grand palace rose on the far side, not a bulky stone keep as I expected. With rows upon rows of tall windows, ornate balconies, and carved pillars, it was more like the Buckingham Palace than a medieval keep.

I suppose there was no real reason to sacrifice luxury for protection anymore. Attackers would have to claw their way through the outer wall, then the inner wall, and then breach the castle walls themselves before even reaching the palace grounds.

I scratched my head, staring at the sprawling palace grounds and the layers of walls beyond. Charging straight in would be suicide. Even the outer defenses alone were enough to stop what I had at the moment.

I wasn’t an expert in siege warfare. That kind of planning would have to be left to one of the liches.

But if I could use my time here as a simple adventurer to find something corruptible or weaknesses that other experts like the Liches could recognise.

However, as we were hurried into the palace, I had no time to think.

We moved through the courtyard,  gliding past the gardens. Rows of flower beds stretched in perfect patterns while gardeners paused mid-work to step aside. Beyond them rose the final approach.

At the entrance stood the large ornate doors, towering slabs of carved wood inlaid with sweeping patterns of silver and emerald. Two guardsmen in immaculate tabards flanked them. As we approached, the guards uncrossed their weapons and reached for the handles.

As the doors opened, the palace interior unfurled before us in full, breathtaking splendor. Gleaming marble floors stretched across the entrance hall like mirrors. White pillars rose carved with spiraling motifs of dragons and vines.

The attendants shepherded us forward like livestock, guiding us down a corridor and through a pair of smaller, gilded doors, until we were ushered into a large hall.

Waiting inside was a butler standing ramrod-straight, his posture so perfect that even the pillars looked lazy by comparison. At his sides stood a long parade of people who were clearly adventurers.

Or rather…

Adventurers who had been forced into formal clothing.

Among them were several faces I could recognise.

A tall, voluptuous woman with long half-blonde hair stood a few steps apart from the others, as if the air itself refused to let her blend in. Her hair fell in elegant waves down her back, shifting from pale gold at the roots to deep honey at the ends, catching the light with every subtle breath she took. A polished silver circlet rested on her brow, glimmering with faint enchantment.

Unlike the others, she wore her adventuring Cleric’s dress, apparently one of the few outfits the palace had allowed her to keep.

And beside her were two very familiar faces.

To her right stood a slender but well-built young man. He stretched lazily, arms high above his head, before releasing a massive, jaw-cracking yawn. Back slouched, hands in pockets, as if the royal palace was nothing more than an inconvenient stop on a morning stroll. His hair was a mess, sticking out in careless tufts, making it painfully obvious he’d been dragged here against his will.

To her left was a short, petite girl. Wide-eyed, she was turning in slow circles, drinking in every detail of the palace with pure, innocent wonder. She clutched the fabric of her neatly adjusted dress, and every new sight made her eyes sparkle like a child seeing magic for the first time.

“That is the short girl that was getting huggy with you when we dealt with the Orcs… what was her name again?” Lily whispered, narrowing her eyes as if inspecting a suspicious creature in the wild.

“Mia,” Gilliana whispered back, her gaze flicking between the petite girl and me.

“She’s almost the same height as you,” I murmured to Lily.

That nearly made her puff her cheeks out like an angry hamster, but halfway through, she seemed to remember she was supposed to be acting dignified and serious for the ceremony.

“Well, her chest is flat,” Lily countered with exaggerated primness.

Mia was smaller in the bust department,  but she had a soft silhouette and a subtle hourglass shape that made her look feminine in a delicate, almost porcelain-doll way. Her waist curved inward, her hips slightly out, the kind of figure that looked effortlessly cute in a different way from Lily’s more busty body.

Just as we were whispering among ourselves, Mia suddenly froze mid-spin.
Her head snapped toward us, her eyes widening—then sparkling—with instant recognition.

“Look, it’s the guys that saved us!” she shouted, her voice bright enough to echo across the hall.

Every one of her companions turned toward us.

Abel, the young warrior, blinked once… then sighed the sigh of a man who knew exactly what was coming.
The tall Cleric beside him pinched the bridge of her nose as though bracing for impact.

Mia, meanwhile, immediately tried to sprint in our direction, dress fluttering around her like an excited flag.

She didn’t get far.

Abel casually hooked an arm around her waist and lifted her clean off the ground, holding her like one might restrain an overly enthusiastic house pet.
Her legs kicked uselessly in the air as she reached toward us.

“But—! But I want to—! They’re right there—!”
She wriggled like a determined ferret.

The Cleric let out a long, weary exhale. “Mia… decorum. Please.”

Before Mia could renew her struggle, the head butler turned toward her with a perfectly measured, utterly unamused look.

“Please remain in your assigned locations,” he said, voice crisp enough to cut stone.

Mia deflated instantly.

“Please follow the instructions,” The butler explained to everyone.

“All adventurers that participated in the Orc hunt will stand in line and will be granted rewards and honours.” The butler announced. “The slayers of the Orc warlords will be personally honoured by the Queen.”

“Follow the instructions.”

∞∞∞

It was almost nightfall when the ceremony finally began.

The sky outside had deepened to a rich velvet blue, and the palace chandeliers blazed with golden light. A hush fell over the hall, thick with anticipation.

Then—

TRUUUUMPETSSSS!

A fanfare exploded through the chamber as the grand entrance commenced.

First came the knights.

Rows of them, clad in pristine white armor trimmed with silver filigree, marched in perfect unison. Every step echoed sharply over the polished marble floor as they advanced down the red carpet toward the raised dais. Their armor gleamed under the chandeliers, immaculate and ceremonial, each knight looking as though they’d stepped out of a legend.

When they reached the dais, the formation split.

Half turned sharply to the left, half to the right, creating a flawless guard corridor leading directly to the throne’s steps.

Then came the royals.

A bearded old man strode forward, pot belly leading the charge. His golden crown was studded with jewels, while the scepter in his hand glittered with inlaid crystals of all colours.

Regal and pompous.

Beside him was a woman of striking presence, tall, statuesque, her long blonde hair cascading in perfect waves over her back. A golden dress draped over her voluptuous figure. Her ass pushed against the fabric like a mountain while her cleavage gave a glimpse of her massive tits.

Behind her stood another woman.

She was younger, in her twenties, perhaps, and had a refined beauty of her own, though without the queen’s dramatic, commanding silhouette. Her long black hair was swept up into a chignon that showed off the line of her neck, and her silver dress shimmered under the hall’s lights, catching glints of white and pale blue with every movement.

Any news about who that woman is?” I whispered to Lily, keeping my voice low enough that even Gilliana had to lean in slightly to hear.

Lily didn’t look at me at first. Her eyes stayed fixed on the elegant woman behind the Queen, the one with the silver dress and composed expression. Only after a beat did she exhale softly, almost as if sharing a secret she wasn’t supposed to repeat.

“They say,” she murmured, “that she’s the King’s mistress. Because the Queen failed to produce a male heir.”

Then came two girls, clearly the Queen’s daughters, younger mirror images of her.
Both had the same soft blonde hair, though theirs was styled in youthful waves rather than the Queen’s regal curls. Their dresses were elegant, light enough to sway with every step, and embroidered with delicate threads that caught the chandelier light.

The first girl was slightly slimmer, her figure graceful and willowy. She moved like she’d been practicing court etiquette since birth with measured steps and a calm expression. The way her back arced made me want to draw my fingers across the curves.

The second daughter, however, drew the eye for a different reason. Her chest was much larger and rounder than her sister's. What she lacked in elegance, she made up for with wider hips and a more hourglass figure. Still, her milkers weren’t even close to her mother’s mountains, but I was sure they were much firmer.

Then, one by one, they ascended the dais.

The royals took their seats upon the thrones. The King and the Queen sat in the central, largest seats while the princesses settled to their sides.

But the so-called mistress…

She did not ascend to the throne.

Instead, she took a place close by, on a smaller but still finely crafted chair.

I wonder how the family dynamics worked, but there is no way the Queen would be liking this. If I could summon a Demon of Envy, then things would have been much easier.

But I had been advised not to use daemons in the capital, especially the palace, where there should be magical protections, priests, and paladins.

My fantasies of corrupting the royals would have to wait.

One after another, officials stepped forward to drone endlessly about the King’s virtues, the nobles’ unmatched service, this achievement, that policy, how blessed the kingdom was, how glorious the ceremony would be, and so on.

It took over an hour for our names…or the fake names we went with to be called.

“The ones who slew the Orc warlords,” The announcer yelled.

“Come forth, John. Rosy. And Gilabelle”

The names felt awkward, but as a butler signalled us, we came forward, making a line in front of the dais.

A maid hidden behind the dais, hidden by curtains so that only we could see her, quietly demonstrated the gestures we were expected to follow. Silently, we mirrored her, dipping into a coordinated curtsy.

The two princesses leaned forward, their bright, curious eyes studying us. The Queened us with the same eyes, but her gaze was sharper, and she didn’t change her posture in the slightest.

The King, meanwhile, appeared to be uninterested in the whole thing.

The Queen tilted her head toward the King, a subtle nudge beneath the veil of ceremony. Only then did he stir, clearing his throat as though dragged back into his own coronation hall.

“We thank you, adventurers,” he announced, voice carrying more out of duty than enthusiasm. “Your feats in slaying the Orc warlords are most commendable. Each of you shall be rewarded with gold.”

He shifted his gaze, this time addressing the rest of the assembled adventurers without ever quite meeting any of their eyes.

“And so will all who fought to defend the villages from the Orcs. Your efforts will likewise be rewarded.”

Then the Queen rose.

“Please proceed to the ballroom for the dinner buffet,” she proclaimed, the words rolling through the chamber like a soft bell.

The gathered adventurers straightened, anticipation sparking through the crowd as attendants moved to guide everyone toward the grand doors.

∞∞∞

The ballroom was a collection of adventurers and nobles, while the royals sat in a corner under guard.

But there was a clear separation between the two groups. For nobles, it was like a networking event, while the adventurers were busier filling their plates at the buffet.

It was then that I saw the adventurers that we had met before.

But they were quicker, or to be precise, she was quicker.

Mia broke from the gathering and hurried straight toward us, her enthusiasm unmistakable as she dragged Abel along by the arm. He followed with the weary resignation of a man whose soul had already clocked out for the day, while their Cleric companion trailed behind at a more dignified pace, clearly used to this routine.

“Your boyfriend looks tired,” Lily commented.

“He will be alright,” Mia replied before Abel murmured, “We are in the capital to catch some cultists. We came here just to get the reward.”

Suddenly, my interest was piqued.

“Cultists?” I asked.

“A priest found evidence of cultists trying to summon demons.” Gloria, the cleric explained. “This is a quest outside of the adventurer’s guild.”

Cults.

Demon summoning cults.

Inside the Kingdom. In its very capital.

“Would you mind any help?” I asked.

“Of course not!” Mia jumped in front of her party before turning around and asking the rest, “Right?”

“Of course not,” The Cleric replied.

“More people could make things easier,” The Warrior agreed.


Chapter 4

A good night's sleep later, we were back on the go with a sack filled with gold as a reward from the Kingdom. That was in addition to the bounty from the Guild.

“We are getting rich…by adventurer standards,” Lily commented.

As we talked from the other side, the adventurer trio came walking towards us. Back in their plain adventuring clothes. The short mage waved as she approached.

“She wants your cock” Lily whispered to me.

“You can feel lust like Lilura, too?” I replied in a low whisper.

“A girl can sense when another is aiming for her man,” Lily whispered with a sly smile. “This is gonna be fun.”

I barely had time to react before Mia came sprinting toward us, practically dragging her boyfriend behind her like a sack of worn-out gear.

The moment Mia reached striking distance, Lily moved.

She slipped her hand around my arm and pulled herself tight against me in one smooth, territorial motion. Her chin lifted, eyes bright and smug, as if daring the petite adventurer to try anything.

Mia didn’t seem to notice right away, too energetic and focused on greeting us. Abel, of course, noticed nothing at all; he looked ready to collapse where he stood.

But even with Lily pressed against me possessively, I couldn’t ignore the sight of Mia up close again, her small, cute figure, lively eyes, and excitable energy. She was both like Lily, even though their bodies were complete opposites in everything except height.  Something about her petite build and bubbling personality stirred a subtle excitement in me.

If Lily wants to play the game, I may as well go with it.

But for now, I turned towards the Cleric. “Where do we start searching?”

“A priest was concerned about disappearances in the slums,” She replied. “Let’s start there.”

∞∞∞

The Slums weren’t just a nickname; they were both an accurate description and the literal name of the district.

They sat on the far edge of the capital, placed as far from the main avenues as possible. Another city gate connected them to the outside world, a back entrance that allowed them to come and go without ever “tainting” the grandeur of the capital’s true front.

We traveled through the largest street, which led all the way to the back gate, where carriages moved goods. Tenements lined the sides of the streets, the rows broken by the occasional alley leading deeper into the more rundown areas of the slums.

The problem was that we attracted attention.

Too much of it.

A small band of adventurers wandering through the Slums, the difference in our clothes was like day and night. But Gilliana was another matter entirely. An elf in a skimpy outfit was practically a beacon.

Heads turned as we walked.

“Can’t your friend wear more clothes?” Her eyes flicked nervously toward Gilliana’s outfit, which was drawing stares like moths to flame.

“Jealous?” I murmured back, unable to resist.

Her face went pink immediately. “I—! No! I mean, it’s not like that… It’s just—this place is weird.”

Before she could trip over her own explanation any further, Abel reached over, hooked a hand around her collar like a tired parent retrieving a runaway child, and tugged her back.

“I apologize for her… enthusiasm,” he said, exhausted from her antics.

“We’re staying at an inn around here,” the Cleric said, pointing toward a building that rose several floors higher than anything nearby. It looked sturdier, too—less likely to collapse if someone sneezed too hard. Compared to the shacks surrounding it, the place almost seemed impressive.

But the moment we stepped inside, the illusion cracked.

The interior felt like every shady tavern described in adventure stories, with dim lighting, lingering smoke, and the heavy scent of stale ale clinging to the wooden beams. Most of the light came from flickering lanterns that barely held back the shadows pooling in the corners. Rough-looking patrons occupied the tables. This wasn’t the sort of place adventurers usually gathered. The atmosphere was all wrong. It was too quiet, too tense, too practiced in pretending not to notice newcomers.

I got the feeling that the people who frequented this tavern weren’t here for quests or camaraderie. They were travelers of a different sort… the kind who lived in the gray spaces between laws, opportunities, and moral lines.

But they minded their own business for a reason.

The Cleric and Lily headed toward the counter to speak with the innkeeper, leaving the rest of us near the entrance. Abel stayed beside me, looking half-conscious, while Mia clung to his arm, trying to worm her way into a hug. She nuzzled against him with exaggerated affection, clearly amused by his growing irritation.

Abel endured it with the patience of a man who had long accepted his fate.

Gilliana let out a slow sigh as she watched the scene unfold, her expression somewhere between envy, amusement, and exhausted resignation.

“I’m going to get a drink,” Abel muttered, gently prying Mia off him before trudging toward the crowded bar like a man escaping battlefield chaos for something simpler—alcohol.

The moment he left her side, Mia’s attention snapped to me.

Her eyes brightened instantly, sparkling with mischief and opportunity, as if she had just discovered someone far more entertaining to bother than her thoroughly defeated boyfriend.

But that was enough for me.

I made a decision.

I am going to corrupt her and fuck her without Lilura’s help.

The challenge made my blood burn with excitement.

She came closer with her small figure and round eyes.

“Is she really your wifey?” She asked curiously, pointing at Lily, who was negotiating with the innkeeper.

“We aren’t legally married yet, but it’s basically the same,” I replied.

Mia stepped closer—too close—rising onto her toes to whisper against my ear.
“She has no issue with your other friend?” Her gaze flicked meaningfully toward Gilliana’s… very noticeable lack of coverage.

I raised a brow. “Do you have issues with your Cleric friend?”

That hit perfectly. She stiffened. “Gloria is too stuck-up… but your elf friend...she’s practically half-naked!”

“She isn’t jealous,” I said simply. “And besides, my girl doesn’t mind even if the two of us cuddle in the same room.”

Mia froze.

Her eyes widened first. Then the meaning hit her in full force, and her cheeks exploded into bright, trembling red, steam-level embarrassment rising off her.

“Ahhnnn… forget I asked… I…”

She began to mumble, shrinking into herself, but I didn’t let her escape that easily.

“You and your boyfriend don’t have fun with your friend around?” I leaned in just a little, just enough for her to feel the heat of the question.

“No!” she squealed instantly, the pitch high enough to draw a curious glance from someone passing by. Her face went red like a tomato. Her hands flew up as if to fan herself, but that only seemed to make her more flustered.

A second later, Abel reappeared as well, pushing through the crowd with a mug of foaming beer clutched in one hand. He smelled faintly of hops and impatience.

“Oh? What did we miss?” Lily asked, eyes flicking between the flushed girl and me with a knowing grin.

The girl jolted like she’d been stabbed.

“Nothing! Absolutely nothing!” she blurted, waving her hands in frantic denial.

Abel raised a brow, taking a big gulp of his beer.

I shrugged, entirely unbothered.
“She asked a question,” I said, “and I answered.”

The girl squeaked. “D-don’t say it like that!”

“You shouldn’t bother people,” Gloria warned, her voice carrying that gentle but unshakeable authority only a cleric could manage.

Mia shrank immediately, shoulders curling in as if Gloria’s words had physically pressed her down.

“We got two big rooms—our one is on top!” Lily announced, snapping the group back to the topic with her usual bubbly energy.

“There are no private rooms available at the moment,” Gloria added, folding her hands neatly in front of her. “But these two rooms were empty, so we can plan without much problem.”

Her tone was calm, serene, as if nothing in this place unsettled her. In contrast, the inn around us buzzed with the low murmur of mercenaries, travelers, and the kind of people who kept their faces half-hidden under hoods.

Gilliana’s eyes flicked upward thoughtfully.

“But I don’t think the walls will be thick enough,” she muttered.

Mia, still red and flustered, hid behind Abel as he took another casual sip of his beer, pretending not to notice her clinging.

Lily clapped her hands. “Alright! Let’s head up.”

And just like that, we began to move up the stairs, the wooden steps creaking under our boots. The dim lanterns along the stairwell flickered, throwing long shadows on the walls.

Abel, Mia, and Gloria broke off on the floor below, Abel giving a lazy wave while Mia tried to tug him toward their room. Gloria simply nodded, ever composed, before the trio disappeared down the hallway.

Lily, Gilliana, and I continued upward to the next landing.

Our room waited at the end of the corridor—simple, cramped, and clearly meant for travelers who didn’t expect luxury. Inside were three tightly clustered beds, pushed close enough that someone could stretch out an arm and touch both of the others.

Lily stepped in first, hands on her hips.
“Well… cozy,” she declared with a grin.

Gilliana raised an eyebrow, her elven ears giving a small, involuntary twitch. From below, faint noise drifted up. Mia’s high, excited voice. I couldn’t make out a single word she was saying, but Gilliana’s ears angled ever so slightly, betraying that she could.

Her expression remained neutral, but the subtle tightness around her mouth told me she was absolutely hearing everything happening downstairs.

“Sounds lively,” I said casually.

Gilliana let out a quiet breath through her nose.

“Now we have some privacy, why don’t we get started?” I announced.

“But won’t they hear?” Lily asked with a smirk.

“That’s the point.”


Chapter 5

Lily fell on the hard bed below me, her tits jiggling as she landed.

Gilliana purred sadly as she knelt before the bed.

“You will get your chance,” I whispered, “But I need to make Lily moan…hard.”

Wasting no time, I fell upon her softness.  My fingers sank into her tits while my mouth devoured them. My other hand snaked between her soft and plump legs to drive my fingers into her wet hole.

“Ahn!” She began moaning just as I wanted.

But still it wasn’t enough.

I sucked it even harder, sucking her nipple into my mouth. It became rounder and harder, like a soft plum to play with.

My hand began moving faster, and I felt the wetness as my fingers pushed against her walls.

Lily’s body began squirming under me, then her voice rose,

“Yes…make me moan…more”

Her pleas, coming from her lips, so close to my ears, were like gasoline to a flame. And it came pouring until my body felt like an inferno that wanted to burn her with my desire.

Animalistic lust grew within me, driving me to suck on her tits harder, fingers squishing them harder as if trying to squeeze the milk out of those sacks.

Lily cried out, but not in pain.

“Haaahhh….I can’t…. It's too good!”

When I was done with foreplay, she was breathing hard, her round, cute eyes looking at me with a yearning for more.

The hunger overpowered any restraint I had left.

Instead of going missionary on her, I grabbed her ass and began lifting her hips.  Her legs began to sway as they became erect like twin towers before falling on her face, her pussy spread to the sky.

“W-wait—!” she squeaked, her voice jumping an octave as her body tucked in on itself. A soft, round ball.

Her position was utterly humiliating yet so lewd. When I pushed her thighs, they pushed against her massive tits, squishing them and pushing a soft moan out of her.

It was then I came down, my hips falling like a piledriver, driving my cock deep into her hole. I could feel her softness getting squashed. Each thrust that drove my cock into her made her squeal like a squishy toy, and each thrust brought moans louder than the one before.

The sensations of pleasure flooding my body were turned up to eleven when they mixed with the feeling of fucking her in such a debauched position.

“Ah…I…feel…weird…ah!”

She cried out in desperation, her voice breaking as my cock came crashing down as if it was drilling for oil in her pussy. The wet sounds that came with each thrust didn’t feel that different.

The sheer lewdness of our positions was so arousing that my thrusting only grew faster as the pleasure within me came close to the limits of what I could contain.

There was a certain awkwardness to the position, but fucking the Lily-ball felt so good it didn’t even matter.

The pile-driver came down again and again until I couldn’t hold it back anymore.

“Ahh, I can’t!” She screamed, “I am cumming… It's cumming!”

Lily’s cute voice cried out, only for my vision to flash as I joined her in the eruption, releasing a load deep into her.

Then another explosion followed, a geyser erupting from her pussy. She squirted a fountain of lewd juices, and because of her position, it flew straight to her face.

“Ahhhh…”She breathed as I unfurled her.

Besides the bed Gilliana’s moans also died out into whimpers .

When I turned towards her, she was a mess as well, her fingers still stuck in her pussy after masturbating vigorously while watching me fuck Lily.

∞∞∞

Mia could not rest.

“Ahhhhhh”

A moan, muffled yet still loud, seeped through the wooden floor from above.

“Hmmm!” Mia let out a quiet squeal as she covered her ears.

Gloria was in her bed taking a rest.

They had work to do at midnight.

So they had to rest.

So why are they fucking!

It was turning her on.

It was not fair! Abel didn’t have the guts to do her like that.

Of course if she had breasts like that, then no man wouldn’t be able to resist fucking her!

It was what she thought and wanted.

But what she didn’t realise was that in the bed next to her, Abel was also awake.

He couldn’t sleep either, but he couldn’t hold himself back. Under the blankets, his hand was stroking his manhood.

She was morning like crazy, not even Mia moaned like that. At least not for him.

Abel’s thoughts grew more twisted. Will Mia moan like that if she got fucked by him?

The thought sent a wave of forbidden excitement through Abel, images conjuring in his mind that made his hand move faster…and faster until his cock exploded.

He quickly grabbed a cloth and wiped himself before his companions noted anything. Then he closed his eyes.

Letting himself finally get some rest.


Chapter 6

It was well past midnight when I found myself on the rooftop of a crumbling tenement, staring out over the worst stretch of the slums. Shacks and crooked alleyways were tightly crushed between walls and better districts.

It was cold here.

Gloria stood a few paces behind me, hands clasped around her pendant, lips moving in a soft, steady chant. Being a Cleric, she was searching for anything unclean, anything that didn’t belong in the mortal night.

Gilliana, on the other hand, was perched on the roof’s edge with the stillness of a hunting cat, her eyes scanning the maze of alleys and rooftops.

Mia and Abel stood off to the side, half-shadowed near the slanted roof. Abel pretended to study the streets below, but Mia kept stealing glances at me, quick, shy flickers of her eyes that she clearly hoped I wouldn’t notice. And every time our gazes crossed, color rushed to her cheeks, blooming warm against the moonlight.

Exactly as I intended

“There.” Gilliana’s voice cut through the stillness, and her sharp elven ears twitched like antennae catching a distant signal.

We moved in close around her, following the line of her outstretched finger. Down in the alley below, half-hidden by shadows and flickering lantern light, a group of men hurried along with something slung between them.

A sack. Long, heavy, sagging in the middle.

Exactly the length of a human body.

And from the way they handled it, whatever was inside wasn’t moving.

Mia was the first to move. Without hesitation, she vaulted off the edge of the roof, landing in the alley below with the grace of someone who trusted her own momentum more than gravity. Abel groaned under his breath and followed after her, dropping down with a thud. As he straightened, I heard him mutter, “You’re a mage—stay in the back, for once.”

“What should we do?” I asked Gloria.

“We follow them. They will lead us to the cult.”

And so we followed—keeping to the edges of the path, slipping from shadow to shadow—as the alleys grew narrower, darker, and far less welcoming. The air thickened with the smell of rot and damp stone, and every step echoed a little too loudly against the cramped walls.

Up ahead, the men moved with hurried purpose, the long sack swaying between them like a grim pendulum.

Finally, they stopped before a derelict building with boarded windows and a door that looked barely attached to its hinges. One by one, the gang slipped inside, swallowed by the darkness.

And then they were gone.

“Now is the time,” Gloria whispered. “Warriors to the front.”

We stepped out of the shadows like a single creature shedding its skin.

A sharp whoosh cut through the night—Gilliana’s arrow. It hit the lookout in the window before he could even gasp, his silhouette crumpling out of sight. At the same time, Mia murmured a string of arcane syllables; the old wooden door shuddered, cracked, and then exploded inward in a burst of splinters and dust.

That was our cue.

I surged forward beside Abel, steel drawn, the thrill of battle burning hot in my veins as we charged into the darkness beyond the shattered doorway.

“Leave some alive for questioning!” Gloria shouted after us as we stormed the hideout.

Inside, chaos was already unfolding. The gang had just begun untying the long sack when we crashed through the remains of the shattered door. Startled faces snapped toward us—eyes wide, hands scrambling for weapons they’d never reach in time.

“Stop them!” a burly man roared, pointing at us as his underlings lurched to obey. They were all muscle, thick arms and scarred knuckles, the kind of men who relied on strength more than thought.

But surprise was a weapon sharper than any blade.

I was on the nearest one before he could even lift his sword. His expression froze—shock, disbelief—just as my blade swept through with clean finality. His head snapped back, his body collapsing a beat later, as if the moment hadn’t quite caught up with him.

The room erupted into shouts and steel, but the momentum was ours.

Abel was already moving. His blade flashed once—clean, efficient—and another man fell before he could even raise his guard. A heartbeat later, a crack of raw magic split the air. Mia thrust out her hand, releasing a bright blue bolt that struck a charging thug square in the chest, hurling him backward with a force that sent him crashing into a stack of crates.

That was enough to shatter the leader’s bravado.

His eyes widened, and he spun on his heel, bolting for the back door. But Lily was quicker. She flicked a small glass vial with practiced precision; it arced through the air and shattered at his feet.

A thick, swirling mist exploded upward, engulfing him in a cloud of shimmering vapor. The man stumbled, coughed, reached blindly for the door—

And when the fog finally thinned, he lay sprawled on the floor, limp and unmoving, the fight drained out of him entirely.

“Well, that was quick,” I muttered, surveying the room littered with overturned crates, fallen men, and the lingering haze of Lily’s potion. “Doesn’t look very… cultish.”

Mia knelt beside the long sack, her dagger flashing as she sliced through the rough fabric. The cloth fell away to reveal a thin, bearded man. His face was a strange contradiction—youth clinging stubbornly to features worn down by exhaustion, fear, and something deeper.

Abel dragged the unconscious leader to a support beam and began tying him down, muttering curses under his breath as he worked.

Meanwhile, Gloria stepped forward, her expression softening. She lowered herself beside the rescued man and pressed her glowing hands over his chest. Warm, gentle light spilled across his body.

Then the man coughed and began to groan.

“Should we hand them over to the watch? Or…” I trailed off, turning toward Gloria as she worked, her hands still faintly glowing from the healing spell.

“First, we ask questions,” she said calmly, not looking up.

The rescued man groaned, eyelids fluttering. When he finally woke, his gaze darted wildly around the room, confusion tipping into panic.

“Hey there,” Mia said gently, giving a small wave.

Abel exhaled hard, crossing his arms. “Great. Another jumpy one.”

“We saved you,” Gloria added, her tone soft and steady—like warm water poured over a wound. “Do you remember anything?”

The man swallowed, blinking hard. “I… I just got my fix, and then everything went black. Where is it…Where’ss the smoke?” He clutched at his pockets with trembling fingers, voice breaking. “Where is it…”

“A drug addict,” Gilliana muttered, unable to hide her disappointment.

“He’s useless,” Lily said briskly, already turning toward the corner. She pointed at the unconscious gang leader tied to the beam. “We need to question the kidnapper. He’ll know what’s actually going on.”

Seeing no better option, we closed in around the gang leader, forming a loose circle as he began to stir. His eyelids fluttered—just enough for Lily to seize her moment. She grabbed his jaw, shoved a small vial between his teeth, and forced his mouth shut until he swallowed every drop.

He choked, sputtering as the last of the potion burned down his throat.

With a hoarse cough, he glared up at us, bleary but rapidly sobering under the potion’s effects.

“Who… who are you?” he growled, tugging uselessly at the ropes pinning him to the beam.

“Now,” I said, stepping closer, “why are you kidnapping people?”

The leader blinked up at me, his pupils unfocused, his thoughts clearly swimming under the lingering haze of Lily’s potion. He gave a weak, muddled laugh.

“Kidnapping? What people…?” His head lolled back against the beam. “They’re just… drug addicts. No one cares about them…”

His words slurred together, half-delirious.

“So why take them?” Gloria asked, stepping in beside me, her voice calm but edged with steel.

The leader’s eyes drifted toward her, unfocused and hazy.

“Eh… someone pays for ’em,” he muttered. “Alive. That’s all we know. We just… drop them off and take the coin…” He swallowed hard, trying to shake off the potion’s heaviness. “That’s it. We don’t ask questions.”

“Where and when?” Gloria pressed with barely suppressed anger.

The leader groaned, the ropes creaking as he sagged forward. “Edge… of the royal forest,” he mumbled. “Next drop is… the day after tomorrow. Nightfall.”

“So… no cult?” I asked, glancing over at Gloria.

She simply shrugged, brushing dust from her robes. “Not here, at least. Let’s hand them over to the watch. We’ll head for the forest tomorrow.”

I nodded, feeling that familiar spark of anticipation kindle in my chest. “Then count us in.”


Chapter 7

Returning to the inn left me both exhausted and strangely exhilarated. Tomorrow we’d be on the move again, into the forest, chasing a cult we knew almost nothing about.

Still… the excitement of battle clung to me.

Adrenaline is still coursing hot through my veins. My body wasn’t ready to stand down just yet.

It wanted release from the tension coiled inside me

I came close to Mia and whispered, “You were really great there.”

She blushed as she squealed, “Really?”

“You were even better than…Rosy,” I almost forgot to use the fake names we were going with, but I managed just in time.

“I…ah…I mean, you guys saved us then…you are much more powerful.”

She mumbled shyly.

“But you are better in combat magic,” I slowly drew my hand over her back, pushing against her robe to trace her slender curve. “You are cuter, too.”

She stiffened instantly, a sharp little squeal slipping out before she could stop it. Her back straightened, breath hitching, heat rushing to her face until her cheeks burned red. She didn’t turn around. Didn’t pull away.

Abel walked a few steps ahead, oblivious.

I took the risk by dragging my hand lower.

She didn’t resist. She didn’t pull back. Instead, she went uncharacteristically silent as my hands came to rest on her small and supple mound.

Then a little squish squeezed a soft, low moan out of her lips before she covered her mouth with her hands in a hurry.

Her face was red like an apple before she ran forward, standing beside Abel as if nothing had happened.

Lily slipped into her place at my side. “Is my hubby enjoying the games?” she asked, her smile cute on the surface, yet her tone was mischievous. Then she leaned into me, close, her body pressing against my arm as her fingers looped around it. My arm sank between her tits as if being absorbed by them. And she made sure Mia noticed every second of it in a way that screamed, “My man is better than yours, come take him if you can.”

Soon we were back at the inn, and floorboards creaked as we climbed the stairs. A few hours of rest, then traveling to the forests, back to hunting cults. I was getting used to the rhythm of it all: fight, return, recover, repeat.

If I could summon Lilulura, everything would have been easier…but not yet. Not here. Once we left the city like the forest. There, I could tie up any loose ends if things went wrong.

Before Mia could leave with her party, I reached out and caught her hand. I leaned closer, my voice dropping to a whisper meant only for her. “I’m too excited to sleep,” I murmured. “If you want… meet me on the stairway.”

∞∞∞

“Be on the lookout,” I murmured to Gilliana as I eased the door open and slipped out into the hall.

“Good luck,” Lily said softly, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she lifted a hand in a casual wave.

“She is an easy catch.”

I moved quietly down the staircase. The lower floor, where the other party was sleeping, lay shrouded in shadow. Only a single oil lamp burned at the far end of the corridor, its flame flickering and stretching the darkness into long shadows.

Then the door slowly creaked open, and the small figure of Mia snuck out, only wearing a slim white nightie.

“Heyyy,” She murmured.

“Hey… ah—what are you doing?” she muttered, even as she struggled to keep her voice low, glancing down the corridor as it might suddenly sprout eyes.

“What you came for,” I murmured in reply.

I closed the distance between us and pressed her back against the wooden wall. Up close, she seemed even smaller, short, petite, slender yet soft.

Her cheeks flushed a deep red as I leaned against the wall before I began kissing her neck.

“Ahh… they’ll hear us,” she breathed, even as her legs instinctively wrapped around me, holding me close despite her warning.

“Then let them,” I whispered into her ear.

I tilted her chin up and met her lips with mine. Soon our mouths opened, my tongue invading hers before she met mine in a wet, sloppy dance.

My hand caressed her slender thighs, slowly moving upwards to slip under the hem of her nightie. And I felt nothing underneath, except her small, soft ass cheeks.

“You are so dirty sneaking out on your boyfriend to get fucked by me,” I whispered, taking a break from making out.

“But..you do the same with your wifey,” She moaned, her eyes dreamy with lust.

“That’s because you are better than her,” I lied with honeyed words. I could see her eyes grow before she came with greater passion, pressing her mouth against mine with a hunger I didn’t expect from her.

In reply, I squished her small, soft ass cheeks, making her moan into my mouth, and at the same time, the thin straps of her gown slipped free of her shoulders, sliding down and pooling against her arms. The fabric sagged around her petite frame, leaving her looking small and exposed in the dim light, like a porcelain doll, delicate and vulnerable.

Suddenly, her chest was exposed, flatter than Gilliana's but still feminine. I moved from her lips, lifting her body closer before falling, kissing her chest. There were no mountains like Lily’s, but a flat chest had its own allure in a way.

My lips sucked her nipples in, like two plums on a small mound.

“Ahh!” She moaned before hurriedly covering her mouth with her hand. She was scared of her party hearing her, waking up, and catching her getting fucked by me.

But that only made my body burn with even greater excitement. My cock was throbbing in my pants, begging to get inside her.

We didn’t have much time left. We had to leave early morning.

“Let's make this quick,” I whispered as I pushed my pants down, letting my cock jump out as I lowered her body until my tip touched the petals of her womanhood.

I felt her vibrate, but didn’t give her any time to process it before plunging her body down my cock/

“Ha-mmmm!” She tried to muffle her cry of pleasure, but it did little when I began moving her body to the rhythm of my hips. The urgency made me go faster and harder from the get-go, shaking her like a ragdoll.

Her arms tightened around me even as her hand struggled to hold back the moans seeping through her fingers.

The pleasure and excitement flooding my body fucking her right outside of the room, her lover was sleeping, only made me fuck her even harder, throwing her up as hard as I could before dragging her down to meet the thrust of my hips.

It didn’t take much for even the muffled moans to fill the empty and dark corridor.

Suddenly, her mouth opened, gasping and moaning.

“Don’t cum inside…I will get pregnant…I a…ahmmmmm,” She screamed before covering her mouth yet again, sealing it shut as her body began to shudder, her walls tightening to grab my cock.

She let out a howl through her fingers before I pushed her up hard and fast. I felt the surge... the eruption coming from my cock just in time.

The moment my rod slipped out, it launched its load into the air, probably hitting her backside but certainly not into her despite how much I wanted to stuff her with my baby batter.

I simply need to be patient. She is already willing to fuck me. She wants me more than her boyfriend. It's only a matter of time before she allows me to breed her.

Her legs loosened their grip, and her arms unfurled, letting me slowly lower her to the floor. She gasped for air, her nightie drenched in sweat.

Then I grabbed her again, dragging her closer like a lover. “Goodnight,” I whispered before giving her a deep and sloppy goodnight kiss while giving her ass a one last squeeze.

“This will be our secret…right?” She murmured with a concerned face, and I replied, “No one will know.”


Chapter 8

The forest ahead loomed in quiet majesty, its towering trees standing still beneath the pale light, serene enough to seem untouched by the world beyond its edge.

“Are we even allowed to enter the Royal Forest?” I asked, curiosity tugging at the name.

“Only the king is permitted to hunt there, and no logging is allowed,” Gloria replied evenly. “But he hasn’t done so in ages, and we aren’t loggers or hunters.”

“Then let’s go in,” Mia said suddenly, almost bouncing on her heels. As she spoke, her gaze flicked toward Lily, a sly smirk curving her lips.

“She is getting uppity just because she got your dick inside her once,” Lily whispered as if annoyed.

I tilted my head toward her, answering just as quietly. “Your turn with her will come soon.”

Lily huffed softly, but the glint in her eyes said she was already imagining it as we stepped forward, the forest swallowing us whole.

∞∞∞

Deep within the forest, at its forgotten heart, where no paths led, the woods grew unnaturally dark. The trees pressed close together, their branches knitting into a dark canopy that strangled the light and swallowed sound.

At the center of that clearing lay a stone slab, ancient and fractured, its surface smeared and blackened with layers of old, dried blood. Fresh ichor still flowed across it, warm remnants of a sacrifice made recently. It looked less like an altar and more like a butcher’s table abandoned mid-work.

Before it stood a woman—tall, pale, and hauntingly slender. A loose black dress clung to her narrow frame, the dark fabric stirring faintly, as though it rose and fell with her breath. The cloth parted high along her legs, revealing the length of one bare thigh, stark against the surrounding gloom. When she sighed, the sound was soft, almost weary, yet it carried an unsettling calm. Her hair, long and ink-black, fell straight down her back, cascading nearly to her waist like a black curtain.

All around her, the robed figures gathered stiffened as one.

At that single exhale, every follower shuddered, heads bowing instinctively, fear rippling through them like a shared pulse. None dared meet her gaze.

Before her feet was a dead follower, ripped into shreds by the Demon she tried to summon.

“Another failure,” She whispered to herself.

She brought her hand in front of her, and instantly a ball of crimson flame appeared in her hand, demonic faces rising and disappearing within it.

“How many sacrifices remain?” she demanded, her voice was like the wind, yet threatening at the same time. A cultist, trembling and kneeling before her, managed to croak out in fear, “Five more… left, Mistress.”

“Clean the altar. Bring the next. We will bind at least an imp,” she ordered, her voice carrying the rhythm and authority of a teacher, but the warmth that should have accompanied it was gone, replaced by an icy, emotionless coldness that sent a shiver down the spines of those who heard it. The cultists scrambled away, their robes rustling and flaring as they melted into the shadows, moving with frantic urgency under her gaze.

Another shipment of sacrifices would arrive soon enough, but that was not her true goal. She needed to bind a demon. Though she had mastered countless demonic spells, the elusive art of true demon binding still slipped through her fingers like smoke.

She extended a slender finger toward the corpse of a fallen cultist, her lips moving in a silent, deliberate whisper. The words struck with unnatural force, grating on the ears of the kneeling followers, making them wince and cover their heads.

A heartbeat later, the body erupted. Screaming, howling flames consumed it from within, searing the air with a sulfurous stench. In seconds, nothing remained but a smoldering pile of ash.

A slight smile appeared on her face.

Perhaps she wasn’t that far from achieving her goal after all.

∞∞∞

I took a break from the group, walking back to a respectful distance with just Gilliana.

“My friend is coming,” I told them.

“That’ll help,” Abel replied with a nod. “Another mage never hurts.”

Mia, however, puffed out her cheeks, clearly unimpressed. “I’m good enough,” she said, then tilted her head, suspicion creeping into her eyes. “Besides, don’t you have any adventuring companions who aren’t girls? What happened to that dwarf friend of yours?”

Luckily, we had an entire story rehearsed for exactly this kind of scrutiny.

Hamarr, we explained, had gone off on a crafting quest. As for the extra mage, we’d already sent word to Lilura. Royal praise and noble recognition held no appeal for her, which made this hunt far more interesting in her eyes.

She’d be joining us for the quest.

After we’d put some distance between ourselves and the others, I slowed to a stop. Gilliana moved ahead, scanning the trees and undergrowth with practiced ease. A moment later, she glanced back and nodded.

“All clear.”

I reached into my pack and drew out the magic mirror. Its surface caught my reflection—then shuddered, rippling like disturbed water. The image wavered, reshaped itself, and another face emerged from the glass.

“Master… I miss you,” the succubus purred, her voice heavy with practiced longing.

“Soon,” I replied, unmoved by the theatrics. “I’ll be summoning you.” My gaze hardened slightly as I added, “Get the rings the Librarian gave you.”

The mirror rippled once more, the чуж image dissolving like mist until my own reflection stared back at me, steady and unreadable. I slipped the mirror back into my pack, the glass cooling as the magic faded, and drew a slow breath.

It was time.

I steadied myself and began preparing the spell. My mind reached outward, slipping past the noise of the forest and the weight of my own body, seeking the invisible tether—the binding that kept Lilura bound to my will. I felt it respond, like a thread.

Then I spoke.

Crimson runes ignited in the air, one by one, carving themselves into existence as they spun and locked together into a perfect circle hovering just above the forest floor. With every word that spilled from my lips, their glow deepened, pulsing like a living heartbeat. Shadows thickened within the circle, gathering and folding inward, until darkness itself seemed to take shape.

Then she emerged.

Lilura’s feminine silhouette pushed through the veil, horns curving elegantly from her head, a slender tail coiling behind her as vast bat-like wings unfurled. The moment her feet touched the ground, the runes shattered into sparks and vanished into thin air.

It didn’t even take a second for her to flap her wings and fly towards me. Her naked body crashed against me, driving me to the ground.

“I missed my master so much!” She purred like a kitten, her meaty black tail wagging behind her ass cheeks.

Even as her naked skin touched mine, I didn’t feel her burning lust-inducing aura.

She pushed herself upright, bracing her hands against my chest before lifting them into view. A set of rings glimmered there, gold and silver bands, studded with gems and deep red rubies.

“Now no cleric can catch me,” she declared with a twisted smile. Then her expression softened into something playful as she leaned closer. “So… isn’t my master going to reward me?”

“We don’t have time,” I said, meeting her gaze as I rose to my feet. “We have business.”

A slow smile curved my lips. “And it’s going to be fun.”

∞∞∞

By the time we returned to the others, Lilura was already wearing her human guise. The crimson hair had darkened to a simple black, and the wings, horns, and tail had vanished without a trace.

She was now an unremarkable adventurer, although her perfect figure remained under robes.

Mia scanned her up and down before pouting.

“Let’s move into the forest. There’s no time to waste,” Gloria ordered, urgency roughening her voice.

Abel shot her a sideways look, a faint frown creasing his brow. “You’re a bit intense today, aren’t you?”

“There are still captives,” Gloria replied sharply, her tone hard and unyielding. “We don’t have the luxury of wasting time.”

Abel sighed as Gloria turned to me, “Can your ranger find any clues?”

I shrugged and replied, “We can try.”


Chapter 9

We pressed on for hours, the forest slowly swallowing our sense of time as the light shifted overhead and the air grew heavier. Fatigue crept in, step by step, until Gilliana suddenly raised a hand and stopped beside a low, tangled bush.

“Someone’s been foraging here,” she said quietly. “The berries were plucked by hand.”

“Then we’re heading the right way,” Abel said with a tired sigh, relief briefly cutting through his exhaustion.

Gilliana studied the bush more closely, fingers brushing aside a leaf before she straightened. “It was some time ago,” she added. “They likely continued along this path—deeper into the forest.”

“Oh, come on!” Mia protested, stomping her foot as she puffed out her cheeks in frustration. She looked every bit like an angry child throwing a tantrum, and her short, petite frame didn’t do her any favours.

“Lets camp here,” Gilliana stood back up. “Its turning dark already, and the enemy is probably far away into the forest.”

Gloria agreed, “It doesn’t look like we have any other options.”

It didn’t take long to set up camp. Bedrolls were unrolled and arranged in a loose circle around a small campfire, its flames crackling softly as the world grew dark until it was the sole.

“So, who’s taking first watch?” I asked.

“I will,” Abel volunteered without hesitation.

From there, we set up a simple rotation. After Abel came Mia, then me, then the next, and so on—each of us taking a turn while the others rested. After finishing dinner, everyone fell asleep.

Until something pulled me back to awareness far earlier than it should have.

A faint shift brushed against my side. Then something small and soft slipped beneath my sleeping bag, moving with deliberate care. I stiffened, breath catching, and slowly opened my eyes.

Two round, gleaming eyes stared back at me from the darkness inside the bag, bright with mischief. A familiar smile followed, playful and far too pleased with itself.

“Mia?” I murmured.

“Shhh…” she whispered immediately, lifting a finger to her lips. “Abel’s asleep.”

Then her fingers moved, and I felt my pants get dragged down until the cold air touched my manhood.

“You are getting risky... with her sleeping beside me,” I pointed at Lily sleeping beside me. And just as I expected, it only made her more determined as her fingers enveloped my limp cock, slowly stroking it back to life.

She had more initiative than I expected. Inside all that cute exterior, she was quite the dirty slut.

Then she began licking it like a kitten, first a little, then she drew her tongue across its entire length all the way to the tip, making it throb harden…just enough for her to gulp it down.

Pleasure came flooding into me, washing away the fatigue from all the walking and the drowsiness from being suddenly woken up in the middle of the night.

Then she began getting into it…really into it.

“Mhhmmm…mmhmmmm,” She moaned with my cock in her mouth, her eyes broke contact as her gaze became distant, taken over by lust.

She was fueled by the forbidden urge to claim what belonged to another, intoxicated by the sin of it. As her boyfriend lay sleeping, she was stuffing her mouth with my cock.

Her head kept bobbing as her lust-filled eyes looked at me for affirmation.

A moan escaped my lips, and my hand reached out to caress her head.

And it was the signal she needed to go even faster, sucking me off so hard that my mind suddenly flashed with blasts of pleasure. Moans slipped past my lips as the pleasure built up within me.

“Mhhmmm….Mhmmm…” Her moans mixed with sloppy sucking sounds reverberated through the air, but none reacted.

She was giving it her all, and it was driving me to the limit.

“I am going to cum!” I warned her a split second before it came. She didn’t retreat.

Instead, she came down, sucking off my load before her head began moving up and down to clean the entire shaft.

With a “pop!” her lips let go of my rod and smiled.

“My watch is now finished…its your turn now,” she whispered.

∞∞∞

I led Mia away from the firelight, stopping beside a gnarled tree at the edge of the campsite where the shadows grew thick and watchful.

“Turn around,” I said quietly.

She did it with excitement.

Her palms pressed against the rough bark, fingers splaying as if the tree itself might steady her. She arched her back toward me, breath shallow, the night air catching in her throat.

My hands moved down, lifting her mage robe, uncovering her legs, then thighs, and finally her ass.

“Just don’t cum inside..I don’t want to get pregnant,” She whispered.

“I am not going into that hole this time,” I replied, and she gasped, “What….where!?”

My fingers grasped her asscheek, small yet round, and gave it a good squeeze as I brought my lips closer to her ear.

“I am going to fuck you in the ass.”

That made her body shudder, and she became flustered.

“But…but I have never done it there!” She yelped in panic.

But I simply whipped out my cock and placed it between her ass cheeks like a sausage in a hot dog.

“Then I will be taking your anal virginity,” I whispered.

My hips began moving slowly, rubbing my cock between her ass cheeks until it grew harder.

Then I grabbed a bottle of oil I took from Lily and poured it over, making her small, round blobs glisten under the low light of the dimming campfire.

It made my cock slide smoothly between them, rubbing against her asshole, which pulsed underneath the shaft.

“Get ready,” I whispered.

“Is it going hur—aaaah-mmm” Just as she opened her mouth, I plunged my cock into her ass, the surprise invasion making her almost scream before she sealed her lips. My hands gripped her slender waist, holding her tight as the ass pounding began.

One hand grabbed the tree while another kept her mouth shut, although it didn't do enough to keep her moans entirely contained.

The tightness of her ass grew, trying to push the alien invader from the place it was never supposed to be in.

“Mhmmmmm! It….hurts…but…don’t stop!” She howled even as she tried to keep her mouth shut, moans growing in volume with each thrust into her depths.

Then it came surging from inside, catching me offguard. My body exploded as my cock reached deep into her.

She let out a muffled scream as my cock stuffed her anus with my cream, and when her voice receded, she let out a final “Oooohhhhh…” before her pussy exploded into a waterfall.

Her carnal juices squirted to the forest floor before her legs gave out, and she fell to her knees.

“What…happened…” She tried to catch her breath, her robe falling back in place, covering her cum-stuffed ass.

“I guess my shift is now over,” I whispered as I pulled up my pants.

∞∞∞

Mia’s moans filled the air, making it impossible for Abel to sleep.

Everyone else was deep asleep, but he couldn’t. He slowly turned in their direction. Mia was pushed against the tree at the edge of the camp, her robe slung over her arched back, and he stood behind her.

Behind his girlfriend.

He wanted to run screaming. Cry. But all that was drowned out by the sudden excitement that flowed through his veins all the way to his manhood, which started growing harder.

Abel stayed frozen, caught between horror and a thrill he did not dare name.

Mia moaned as John placed his cock between her ass cheeks, his hips moving slowly, rubbing his manhood over her ass.

What was he doing?

Abel wondered even as his hand slowly reached out to grab his own throbbing rod.

A bottle of oil glinted in the firelight before it spilled, spilling into his girl’s ass crack, and Abel watched as the same person who saved them from Orcs drove his manhood into his lover’s ass.

A place Mia had never allowed him to enter.

Now another man was fucking Mia in the ass, her hand covering her mouth in a futile attempt to hide her cries of pleasure from him.

Without even realizing it, Abel’s hands moved of their own accord, betraying him as much as the scene before him. Pleasure rose, twisting with the sharp sting of betrayal, a jarring, almost unbearable mix that set his mind on fire.

Every pulse of sensation was tangled with guilt.

Abel knew he himself could never fuck Mia like that, but to watch her get fucked like that was turning him on. The feeling was intoxicating and overwhelming, driving his hand to sync with the movement of the hips that was driving a cock into his lover’s anus.

And his hand only kept gaining speed, pleasuring himself while watching something that should be making him furious. Yet his body burned not with anger but lust.

It made him ashamed of himself, but he couldn’t move his eyes away from the sight, watching another’s cock move inside Mia, each thrust driving that thing between her ass cheeks…into her.

“Oh..god,” He moaned softly as he came to his limit.

He heard Mia cry out. Saw carnal juices burst out between her legs. He saw the man’s cock slip out of her ass, saw something white come flowing out right before she fell to her knees.

And then he came.

Quickly, Abel shut his eyes. Acting as if nothing happened.

But someone was watching him. Sensing his emotions and desires.

And under her blanket, Lilura smiled.


Chapter 10

“You have been doing so many fun things…without me!” Lilura purred seductively and teasingly but kept her voice low.

But my thoughts were hovering over what Lilura revealed. A new plan. If Abel saw me ass fucking Mia and jacked off to it, then drawing him into corruption would be effortless. He was already halfway lost.

Of course, Abel had grown distant since then. He lingered at the edges of the group, but he played his part well enough—responding when spoken to, pretending nothing had changed while Mia nagged him with the same careless familiarity as always.

He even feigned concern about Mia, “slipping while on guard duty,” when he knew perfectly well why she limped.

He saw me take her anal virginity.

And still he played the part of the attentive lover.

“If he wants more,” I murmured to Lilura, my voice low, “then I can give him more.”

At first, she pouted, clearly offended that I’d brushed aside her earlier playfulness. Her lips pressed into a thin line, eyes flashing with mock irritation. Then something shifted.

Understanding dawned.

The irritation melted away, replaced by a slow, wicked smile.

“What is the plan, my dear master?” She hummed as she got close to me.

“We need to find the cult first.” I whispered, “Can you sense anything?”

“These rings also reduce my powers,” She sighed before going, “But I can sense something happening somewhere.”

Something suddenly came crashing between us.

“Hey—what exactly are you two doing?” Mia snapped, planting herself squarely in our space. “You do know he has a wife, right?”

Lilura twitched, irritation flashing across her features before she mastered it, smoothing her expression into practiced calm.

“But you aren’t her,” Lilura replied, her gaze flicking pointedly toward Lily, who was crouched at the edge of the clearing, quietly plucking herbs as if blissfully unaware. Sweetness coated Lilura’s voice, a smile curving her lips—pleasant on the surface, yet threaded with barely restrained irritation and a glint of mischievous cruelty, like a cat toying with prey it had already chosen.

I sighed.

“You’re cute,” Lilura whispered, leaning just close enough for the words to brush the air between them. “You’ll be fun to watch.”

Mia stiffened. “What? Wha—”

Whatever protest she was about to muster died unfinished.

Gilliana stepped forward, hand raised sharply, her expression all business as she signaled ahead. “Up ahead.”

Everyone froze as an arrow screamed out of the undergrowth, cutting straight for Gilliana.

She was already moving.

Gilliana twisted her slender elven body, easily dodging before sending two arrows in rapid succession.

The first struck a hooded archer square in the chest, tearing a scream from him as he crashed to the ground. The second caught another figure mid-turn as he tried to flee, dropping him hard beside the first in a tangle of cloaks and limbs.

The sound, however, didn't do us any favours, and a second later a magical bolt exploded against a trunk as more hooded cultists appeared from the woods.

These were chanting, sending crimson bolts of energy flying towards us.

Basic cantrips. Barely scratching the bottom of what the Liches have taught me.

But it gave me the opportunity I needed.

I signalled Lilura, Gilliana, and Lily as I slowly walked backwards.

Mia was busy casting spells of her own to meet the enemy barrage while Abel ran from tree to tree, taking cover, trying to get into melee.

Gloria, however, appeared to be quite enraged as she summoned divine spells that caused the arcane bolts to wither away midair.

With their attention diverted, I began to cast.

The words—drilled into me through relentless training—spilled from my lips without hesitation, each syllable cutting the air with purpose. Crimson sigils flared into existence, magical circles blooming one after another until nearly a dozen hung suspended around me, pulsing like open wounds in the air.

Gloria shuddered. Some instinct warned her a heartbeat too late. She spun around just as the circles tore open.

A swarm of cackling imps burst forth, their shrill laughter slicing through the forest. Tiny spheres of hellflame arced from their claws, exploding against bark and stone, forcing us backward under the sudden barrage.

I did not bind them.

I did not command them with care.

I simply pointed them outward and let them loose on everyone.

“Fall back!” I yelled in panic.

Lily reacted instantly. She yanked a bottle from her satchel and hurled it into the heart of the swarm. The glass shattered midair.

A dense mist erupted from the impact, rolling outward in a choking veil that swallowed the imps—and us—whole, cloaking the battlefield in swirling white uncertainty.

I withdrew into the trees, Lily close at my side, with Gilliana and Lilura slipping after us like shadows given form. We sank deeper into the forest, letting the undergrowth swallow our retreat as the clash behind us grew louder.

I used our companions as distractions to keep the cultists’ eyes turned the wrong way. The cultists weren’t much of a threat with that level of magic.

They will manage.

∞∞∞

“What happened?”

Her voice was calm—measured, almost gentle—but every one of her followers knew better. Beneath that composure, fury coiled tight and lethal.

From the slit of her dark gown, a long, pale leg emerged. The sharp heel of her boot came down slowly, deliberately, pressing against the chest of a wounded cultist gasping on the ground.

She did not look at him as he writhed beneath her weight. Her attention remained fixed forward, expectant, unblinking—waiting for an answer, and daring anyone to disappoint her.

“Adventurers!”

The cultist’s scream tore through the clearing, raw and ragged, each word spitting pain as the long, pale heel pressed mercilessly against his wound.

The sound echoed against the trees, swallowed immediately by the oppressive stillness that followed. Around us, the forest seemed to hold its breath, as if even nature feared the fury radiating from her calm, unyielding stance.

Every follower nearby flinched instinctively, their eyes darting between their mistress and the trembling man beneath her boot, knowing the slightest misstep could bring the same fate.

And how many adventurers were there?” Her voice remained calm, smooth as ice, but every word carried the weight of a question that could crush him.

The cultist stammered, sweat running down his face. “W-we don’t know! Suddenly… imps appeared… and they—threw fireballs at everyone!”

Her eyebrow twitched, a subtle but lethal gesture that made him flinch.

“Did the adventurers summon them,” she asked slowly, deliberately, “or did one of you think you could do better?”

The air seemed to thicken around her words, and the cultist’s eyes widened as the threat behind her calm became clear: she demanded truth, and the cost of lying—or failing—was written plainly in the sharp angle of her jaw and the gleam in her eye.

“We… we don’t know, Mistress…” one of the cultists murmured, head bowed, his apology swallowed by fear as the others echoed his uncertainty.

“If they come,” she said evenly, “I will take care of them.”

Her thigh slipped back beneath the folds of her dress. The pressure vanished. The bloodied cultist beneath her heel sucked in air in ragged gulps as his fellows hurried forward, dragging him away before he could collapse again.

She turned, already finished with him.

“Bring me the final prisoner,” she ordered, her voice sharp as a drawn blade. “And tell me….where is the next batch?”

The cultists scattered at once, scrambling to obey, knowing better than to let the silence stretch any longer.

∞∞∞

We ran in the direction Lilura indicated, branches snapping back into place behind us as we plunged deeper into the forest.

“It’s a rather shoddy ritual,” the succubus remarked coolly, glancing ahead as if already bored. “Just a cluster of would-be cultists. We could crush them without effort.”

“And what does my dear husband plan?” Lily whispered as she ran beside me, breath quick, hair and pack bouncing with each stride.

“We go for the head,” I replied. “We don’t just end this, we take control.”

“Thats my hubby!” She yelped.

As we pressed deeper into the forest, I felt it, the familiar wrongness crawling along my skin. Diabolical magic.

Of course it was. It was my specialty.

“There.”

Gilliana’s voice whispered into the air, and barely a second later, two arrows flew from her bow.

No scream followed.

As we pressed forward, a body lay crumpled on the forest floor, two arrows buried deep where his lungs should have been.

It was obvious. The cultists were amateurs, neither trained fighters, alert sentries, nor competent mages.

But I didn’t want to take chances.

“We are close,” Lilura smiled.

I slowed down, catching my breath before ordering. “Get ready for a fight.”

∞∞∞

Her followers moved with quiet efficiency, cleaning the altar, smearing away the last traces of the sacrifice’s blood until the stone gleamed under the flickering torchlight.

“The supply… hasn’t arrived yet, Mistress,” a cultist murmured, voice barely above a breath.

Her mind churned, sharp and restless. Had those adventurers intercepted the gang she’d hired to kidnap the low-lives from the streets?

If that was the case… she could no longer linger.

She would have to move—and begin her experiments anew. Again.

Her pale, serene face betrayed nothing, remaining perfectly composed even as anger burned fiercely beneath the surface, hot and controlled. Rage, when wasted, was useless. Rage, when sharpened, became purpose.

Perhaps she would deal with those adventurers first.

Perhaps they would serve as a lesson.

Or perhaps… they would make suitable replacements for the offerings she had lost. After all, demons were discerning creatures. They favored strength, will, defiance—sacrifices that meant something.

Yes.

Worthy offerings were always more appreciated.

“Mistre-!”

A scream filled the air before being cut short.

And thus she smiled.


Chapter 11

The cultists who tried to bar my way fell quickly, almost disappointingly so. Steel met flesh, and the air filled with the sharp scent of iron—but threaded through it was something wrong, something that didn’t belong to blood alone. A faint, acrid presence lingered, the residue of twisted magic clinging to the room like a stain that refused to fade.

Behind me, Gilliana moved without a word, already settling into position. Her bow came up smoothly, her attention narrowing until nothing existed beyond the line of her aim. To my left, Lily was deep in the beginnings of a spell, lips moving under her breath, fingers wrapped tight around a glass bottle that shimmered faintly as if impatient to be unleashed.

Further back, half-lost to shadow, Lilura simply watched. She neither hurried nor hesitated. She knew this moment was mine. And when the time came, she would move—only when I willed it.

“Now now,” I raised my voice. “If you kneel and surrender, I will spare you all.”

Even beneath their hoods, the cultists faltered. Their pose lacked the certainty of a warrior.

I may not be an expert, but I had seen it again and again in the few fights I had seen in this world. They weren’t sure.

“Don’t kill them.”

The voice was calm and feminine, like the resonance of a diamond. Mature yet melodic.

The cultists reacted instantly. They recoiled, scattering to the sides in panicked obedience, hoods dipping low as if the sound alone might punish them. Whoever had spoken did not need to raise her voice. She had never needed to.

I hadn’t expected her.

She stepped forward from the shadows, robed but hardly concealed. The fabric was light, clinging closely to the elegant lines of her body as though it had learned her shape by heart. She was tall and slender, though not with Gilliana’s sharp, elven grace. She was unsettling. The kind of beauty that lingered too long in the mind.

Like the villainess from a cartoon that gave boys their first boner.

Strands of dark hair fell upon her skin that was too white for a living being. But she was very much alive. I could sense it. She was not some kind of undead.

She was human.

With every measured step, the slit of her skirt parted, revealing a glimpse of a slender thigh before closing again.

“So,” I said, meeting her cold gaze without flinching, “you’re the one behind these shoddy rituals.”

For the first time, something in her composure shifted. Just barely. A twitch at the corner of her eye—gone almost before it existed.

“You will be the next sacrifice,” she replied, smiling as if the decision amused her.

“I don’t think your cultists are enough to deal with all of us,” I said calmly.

She didn’t even look back at them.

Instead, she lifted a single finger and waved it once, dismissively.

“I alone will be enough.”

There it was.

That flawless, indulgent confidence. The kind that came from never having been challenged—and never imagining it could end badly.

So I let her have it.

I allowed her the space. The time. I watched as she began to weave her spell, movements elegant and precise, power gathering around her like a familiar lover answering a call. The air thickened, dark magic coiling into shape at her command.

A simple spell.

Demonic yet too simple.

And as she worked, certain of her superiority, I smiled to myself.

The spell materialised into being, a sudden bolt of raw energy tearing through the air toward me. I slipped aside almost without thought, the motion effortless, practiced, the crackling force grazing nothing but empty space where I had stood a heartbeat earlier.

Her confidence didn’t falter. Not yet.

But then the cultists surged.

They came all at once, trying to take advantage of their numbers without much skill or discipline. Even goblins fought better.

Cloaked figures rushed forward in a loose, frantic mob, blades raised, voices breaking into shouts and half-formed chants as they tried to overwhelm us by sheer mass.

But when arrows and spells started to fly, the cultists were no match for us.

A line of cultists took position behind their leader and began chanting, unleashing a barrage of hell flame.

Lilura manifested an arcane barrier that absorbed the attack before dissipating alongside the flames.

It was a shame to kill my future minions.

So I charged. Leaping over the dying flames and cut a path through the scared cultists that were in my path.

Before I could close the distance, she moved.

Her hand slipped into her robes and emerged holding an ornate dagger—its blade curved, blackened, crawling with runes that seemed to shift when I wasn’t looking. She didn’t raise it like a weapon. She caressed the air with it.

One simple slash.

The world screamed.

Hellfire tore free from the blade in a surging wave, not clean flame but something alive. It howled as it came for me, the sound layered with voices—screams folded into laughter, prayers choking into sobs. Faces pushed out of the fire, stretched and melting, mouths open too wide. Claws followed, grasping, raking at the air as if desperate to be the first to reach my flesh.

The heat was obscene. It pressed against me like a living thing, reeking of sulfur and burned bone.

She smiled as she released it.

Not wide. Not cruel.

Confident.

Certain that this alone would be enough.

But the moment I muttered my own spell, her smile faltered.

Hellflame surged toward me, only to crash against an arcane barrier of my own making, sparks and embers scattering uselessly across its surface. The collision rang through the air like struck glass.

For the first time, she was caught off guard.

Her frown came a heartbeat too late. She tried to recover—tried to reshape the spell, to pull power back into her grasp—but momentum had already turned against her.

I didn’t give her the time she needed.

I closed the distance in a single breath, and the next second, my sword came down in a clean arc.

She managed to block the strike with her dagger, letting me take a good look at it.

Nothing about it was practical. It was sharp, but looked more ceremonial. The blade appeared to be forged from a material that shimmered pink-crimson, colors sliding across its surface like oil on water, never settling, never still.

The force of it drove her back. There was no contest of strength, zero resistance. Her body was lithe and delicate.

She flowed backward. The dagger remained poised in her hand, steady despite the distance she’d been forced to give up.

For the briefest moment, something flickered across her serene face—an almost imperceptible fracture in the porcelain mask.

Then she raised her dagger and pointed it at me.

The air screamed.

Demonic power surged forth in violent succession: gouts of shrieking flame that clawed like living things, spears of burning ice that howled as they tore through the air, fireballs dense and heavy with malice. A storm of destruction was sent crashing toward me in relentless waves.

I did not move.

Arcane barriers bloomed into being at my command, and each spell shattered against them in bursts of distorted light, dissipating into sparks and ash.

Her dagger pulsed with color, that oily pink-crimson sheen deepening as it drank in mana.

So that was it! A focus for channeling and amplification.

I almost smiled.

Good thing I had actually listened to the Librarian’s lessons.

Even with the dagger feeding her power, she was inferior to me in everyway.

She may be powerful to her pathetic cultists, but against me, she was nothing. But she is still useful.

For one, the way her body curved as she sent spell after spell was turning me on. If I had to describe her in two words, it would be “Goth mommy”.

Her breathing quickened, just slightly, as spell after spell failed to break through. The confidence she had worn so elegantly began to crack, frustration bleeding through the calm.

I lowered my barriers just enough for her to notice, just enough to let hope flicker in her eyes, then stepped forward, letting my presence press down on the space between us.

From nothing, incorporeal chains tore themselves into existence. They did not clatter or clang. They whispered, dragging the sound of tombs and sealed doors as they coiled around her.

Her breath hitched.

“What are these…?” she murmured, and for the first time her voice cracked. The calm, diamond-cut composure fractured, true panic bleeding through as her eyes widened.

She moved fast—credit where it was due. Her dagger flashed, that ornate crimson blade slicing through one of the chains. To my mild surprise, it snapped, dissolving into mist with a shriek of severed magic.

Interesting.

But it didn’t matter.

More chains materialised and wrapped around her wrists, her ankles, her waist, binding her mid-step. Another coiled up her arm, forcing the dagger from her grasp.

The chains sucking off her energy and heat made me feel a chill as well. Didn't like this feeling about necromancy.

“Lilura, do your thing,” I gave the order.

The cultists were desperately trying to fight back, but weren’t doing a great job. Some were crouching on the ground, choking as alchemical bottles broke beneath their feet.

Others were crying out in pain with arrows lodged in their limbs. At least they were not lethal.

Lilura smiled at my command. A surge of multicoloured flame burnt away her disguise.

Bat-like wings unfurled, her black hair turned red, and horns appeared on her head. A black meaty tail swayed in the air as her clothes vanished with the flame.

The air changed.

It grew warmer, thicker, pressing against skin and thought alike. Several cultists froze. One dropped to his knees without realizing he’d done so.

As Lilura lifted from the ground, the beat of her wings grew slow and deliberate, each powerful stroke stirring the air like a heavy breath drawn too close to the skin. With every rise, more cultists faltered. Weapons slipped from numb fingers. Knees buckled.

Their gazes followed her upward, helplessly, reverently.

It wasn’t devotion born of faith—it was something baser, deeper. Awe tangled with desire, fear with longing. Faces tilted skyward, mouths parted, eyes glassy and unfocused, as though she had reached inside them and plucked a hidden string. Some sank to the ground in wordless submission, others swayed where they stood, caught between worship and ruin.

Lilura hovered above them all, radiant and terrible, drinking in their attention as if it were sustenance.

And they gave it willingly.

“Demon…” The leader moaned even as she struggled to breathe.

The magical chains shattered and dissipated, letting her fall to the ground. There wasn’t much energy left in her to resist.

“You…boy,” she murmured.

The word slipped out thin and unsteady, as if it had escaped her before she could stop it. Her gaze clung to me now, no longer cold, no longer elevated by certainty. The confidence she had worn so effortlessly was gone.

Her eyes widened, but I didn’t feel any hatred or fear.

“I see…” She murmured. Her serene aura didn’t disappear even in defeat.

I simply walked towards her until my shadow covered her.

“Let me give you an offer: from now on, you will work for me.”

Her pale skin had gotten a little brighter, but still looked as if she were from a Tim Burton movie. She was creepy, but the sexy kind.

“Your succubus… It's burning me,” She whispered, “But perhaps I may serve you…in more ways than one.”

Lilura came flying towards me,

“Master!” She yelled as her naked body crashed against me, her lust aura suddenly flooding into me, infusing every fibre of my being with an overwhelming desire to fuck both of them right here.

The cult’s mistress dragged herself upright, one trembling hand braced against the stone as she rose. Somehow—impossibly—she gathered her composure again, straightening her spine, lifting her chin, reclaiming a fragment of the cold dignity she had worn like armor.

“Let me serve you,” she said softly.

The words were not begged.

“Make me your queen.”

Before I could answer, Lily’s voice cut through the moment, sharp and indignant.

“Hey! He already has a Queen!”

I ignored the drama.

I stepped forward, and the mistress faltered, retreating a step before the stone slab pressed against the backs of her legs. She yielded, lowering herself onto it as I advanced.

The air around it felt wrong.

The slab had been scrubbed clean of blood, but it remembered. So many sacrifices in rituals that failed, their blood has been soaked into it, leaving a residue of demonic power that crawled faintly against my senses.

The power was intoxicating. Lilura’s aura was intoxicating. The witch in front of me was intoxicating.

She eased herself back onto the stone slab, slowly, as if it were a bed. The same altar she used for sacrifices.

The slit of her robe drifted open as she leaned back, revealing the length of a pale leg, white like alabaster. One sharp heel slipped loose and fell away. Then the other. Her bare foot touched the stone.

She looked calm, but her breathing had changed. Too deep. Too slow. A faint tension held in her shoulders, in the way her fingers gripped the edge of the slab before relaxing.

Her leg slid toward me. Her foot caught the edge of my collar and held it there before slowly moving down, across my chest, all the way to my crotch.

Her lips parted, just slightly letting a slow breath escape from her lips.

She didn’t care that her entire cult was watching her or the rest of my party surrounding her.

Lilura knelt beside the altar. She leaned in and brushed her tongue along the surface, like a cat savoring catnip. Her eyes half-lidded for a heartbeat before turning to watch the drama unfold.

The witch’s feet touched my crotch. Her toes gently stroked my bulge.

“Be my master…” Her crystal voice felt increasingly like a long moan. My body itself was burning, and I couldn’t stop my cock from pushing against its confines, wanting to be touched by her foot.

I simply pushed forward, driving her deeper onto the slab.

“What do you really want?”

My question made her shudder.

“I want release…then…I want…”

She kept losing control each second, her hands moving to open her robes as if it was too hot for her.

“I want…power.”

Her robes flowed down her shoulders, baring her neckline, then more, revealing the elegant ridges of her collarbones, sharply defined beneath pale skin. They caught the light in a way that made her seem at once delicate and regal, as if she had been carved from ivory.

It continued flowing down like an avalanche, revealing breasts that could only be described as if they were from a Greek statue. Like the Venus de Milo but with a much more slender figure that accentuated her breasts, even if it was not as impressive as Lily’s bazookas.

I moved to grab her, whispering. “So do I.”

She smiled in a way that was haunting yet beautiful. My palms fell on her breasts while another snaked down to explore under her robes between her legs.

She was lean, yet her skin had a startling, cotton-soft texture. As I touched her natural warmth gave way to a pale, wintry cold that settled deep into her porcelain frame.

The robes fell away, exposing the lean, tight curve of her waist. There was no softness there now—just the smooth, hard lines of a body that had ceased to fight. She was marble-white and just as cold. It was indeed like unveiling a statue.

My palms explored the arches and curves, making her moan deeply, “ Oh…Finally…”

A second later, the entire robe was dragged down. The fabric slid down her body in, tracing her lithe frame as it went, slipping past her hips, her legs, all the way to her feet.

Then I flung it aside.

The discarded robe landed over a cultist kneeling nearby; his reverence under Lilura's aura had reduced him to a horny wreck that could only drool on his mistress’s robe.

But I didn’t care about the robe. The naked woman upon the altar was my sole interest.

Awaiting me like a willing sacrifice.

Behind me, Lily appeared, watching me with a cute and mischievous smile while Gilliana instinctively took a defensive stance, making sure no one would interrupt our “ritual.”

“You want it.”

“Yes…Give it to me.”

One by one, my clothes fell. My cock rose like a sword, already erect and aimed at her.

“Oh…yes,” Her deep, feminine voice moaned as she bit her lower lip with barely contained desire towards me.

With each step onto the altar, a hopeful softness entered her once cold gaze. By the time I stood over her, she made no effort to pull away.

Her hands lifted slowly, hesitating only for a breath before resting against me. Curious fingers traced the lines of my chest, following the firm planes of muscle as if confirming I was real. The training Sir Bein had forced upon me had hardened my body, and she explored it with quiet fascination, the last remnants of her composure slipping into something far more personal.

But what I didn’t expect was for her to grab me by the neck and pull me towards her until our lips met. There was no hesitation in it. Her eyes slipped shut as she kissed me, slow and in control. Like a slow ballroom dance.

Beneath us, the altar stirred.

A faint vibration ran through the stone. Whatever power lingered within the slab recognized our intent and welcomed the desecration.

Her measured sensual kissing began to gain an uncharacteristic passion, her naked body caressing me, her legs began moving like those of a porcelain marionette to coil around mine.

“I want you in me…master,” She moaned.

So I granted her wish.

Pushing her against the stone slab, I aimed my hips. A surge of energy was emitted from the stone as if demanding to go faster.

In that instance, I went in, pushing my rod into the witch’s cave.

“Oh…my…such…ooooh,” She moaned, even her words controlled.

But when the thrusting began, she began to break.

Her fingers began to scratch the stone, which only made it reverberate with demonic energy that inflamed our senses.

The sensations from each thrust, each brush against her wet walls that wrapped around my rod, felt like lightning strikes on my nerves.

“Fuck!” She yelled as she finally lost control. Her cold, controlled persona finally melted away.

She was melting under my control.

Another servant.

Another one to join my harem.

Pleasure burned through my veins until I was aflame. Energy flowed through me. Through us.

“This is too much!” She yelled, her cries growing louder and louder.

I couldn’t stop now.

I felt it coming.

A surge within me. And a surge from outside.

“I am going…to release it!” She cried out, and like a chain reaction, my body joined her.

My vision turned into a haze of bright colours. Energy came flowing out of the stone altar.

Overtaking me.

Distant giggling voices filled the air.

“What…is happening…?” She murmured between deep gasps for air.

Lilura hissed as several magical circles materialized.

Shapes began to peel themselves from the shadows.

At first, they were only distortions, silhouettes stretching where no bodies stood. Then they stepped free. One by one. Smiling.

Soft laughter echoed across the chamber, layered and melodic, too many voices to follow. Wings unfurled with a slow, leathery rustle, stirring the heated air. Long, heavy tails swayed behind them, tracing lazy arcs across the stone.

Some crawled along the floor with languid ease, fingers dragging across the altar’s edge. Others descended lightly from above, landing with effortless grace before beginning to circle us in unhurried steps, movements fluid and hypnotic, like dancers who had all the time in the world.

Their eyes gleamed with knowing amusement.

Succubi.

“Get away,” Lilura hissed, wings flaring as she bared her teeth at them.

They only laughed.

The newcomers gathered around the altar in a slow circle, their amusement soft and musical, as if her warning were nothing more than a joke shared between them. They did not rush. They lingered, watching with bright, curious eyes.

Behind me, Gilliana raised her bow without a word, arrow already drawn, tracking each movement with steady precision. Lily stepped beside her, several potion bottles clenched between her fingers, the glass catching the torchlight as she prepared to throw.

The air thickened.

“Master…” the succubi moaned together in a symphony.

“How… how did they come?” the witch whispered.

She twisted slightly beneath me, turning her head to stare past my shoulder. The demonic figures had drawn closer, smiling, hissing softly, bodies moving with a slow, unsettling grace around the altar. Panic showed in the tension of her limbs, yet her eyes held something else entirely—wonder.

This was what she had sought, wasn’t it?

To call even one such being would have crowned her life’s work. Now, a circle of them stood only a few paces away, unbound… and yet they did not treat us as prey.

Not yet.

“Master…” they sighed again, voices overlapping like a single breath shared by many throats.

“That is my master,” Lilura hissed like a territorial cat, wings flaring as she stepped forward, the edge in her voice sharp enough to cut the air itself.

“Ah…Hubby” Lily quizzed from the back.

“Let them watch,” I replied.

“You wanted power over them?” I murmured, letting the question linger between us.

Her answer came immediately. “Yes.”

The word slipped out sharper than she intended, breath quickening, eyes bright with a hunger she could no longer disguise.

I leaned a little closer.

“Then listen,” I said quietly. “And do exactly as I tell you.”

Her eyes flicked up, sharp and suspicious for just a moment. Obeying orders had never been her strong suit, especially from someone younger.

Even now, with the succubi’s intoxicating aura pressing against her senses, and her own hunger for power coiling tight inside her, she hesitated.

But she will bend.

She had no choice if she truly wanted power. Her gaze flicked toward one of the succubi, watching her with slow, greedy curiosity. One wrong move, and the creatures surrounding the altar would not hesitate.

“Turn around. On all fours,” I said.

For a heartbeat, her pride flared, eyes narrowing—but in the end, desire and instinct outweighed defiance. She obeyed, moving with a controlled grace that betrayed every flicker of restraint.

She lowered herself onto the cold stone, body pressed against the altar, poised like a creature testing her own limits. Like a queen learning to kneel before her own ambition.

Her back dipped. That central valley on it traced a line down the length of her, disappearing into her hips and the round ass cheeks.

“What are you going to do now?” she asked.

Her voice was low and resonant, smooth as cut crystal, steady despite the position she had put herself in. She tilted her head just enough to look back at me, dark hair slipping over one eye, the corner of her lips curving in a faint, knowing smile.

“I hope you aren’t planning on going in my ass,” She whispered.

“You don’t have much of an option here,” I replied as I aimed my cock, covered in her pussy juices but erect and ready to go again.

“Now say with me…”

I whispered. Then my cock was thrust into her tightness, her walls embracing before pushing it back. But my rod pushed through, making her howl like a bitch.

I brought myself closer to her and whispered arcane words the liches had taught me. And then my cock moved back only to come back harder.

She howled the words in pleasure and pain.

And the succubus reacted by writhing sensually. Screaming and moaning.

Each thrust forced out a stream of incantations out of her, and each time I whispered the next words into her ear.

The power of the spell made her shudder, and I could feel a wave of warmth emanate from her body and her ass. I felt her anus constrict around my cock, driving the sensations up to eleven.

One of the succubi with bigger tits than the others circled the altar on all fours. She slipped behind me, disappearing from my sight.

A moment later, I felt a sudden wet sensation on my ass. Sensations spread with little electric shocks. The demon took the initiative to push her face against my ass just as I was pounding the witch.

The dual bursts of pleasure from my cock as it plundered the witch’s ass and the succubus eating out my ass made me groan as my body tried to release some of the overwhelming pressure building up within me.

But like a pressure cooker, it was coming to the limit.

My hips moved faster, driving her moaning and chanting.

Then the decision was made.

As the binding spell rose, I took control, directing it towards the succubus that took the initiative.

“Get off my master's ass,” Lilura growled as she came towards me, trying to push her away.

But it was done.

The witch moaned, louder and louder until she climaxed with a cry of bliss.

I joined her in the eruption, and the spell exploded.

The succubi disappeared, one by one. Until only Lilura and the other bolder succubi remained.

As the witch fell, her knees and arms gave up. I whispered,

“Congratulations, now you have a demon bound to you.”


Chapter 12

She stood at the edge of the forest, watching her cultists march ahead through the trees.

They no longer looked at her the same way.

Whispers followed her now, quickly silenced whenever she turned. Their gazes slipped away too fast. What they had witnessed was her in a state she would have never imagined.

To be fucked in the ass in front of everyone while begging is not something that could be forgotten easily. Not by her cultists. Not by her.

Certainly, when her butt was so sore she could barely walk.

A heavy beat of wings cut through the air beside her.

The succubus landed lightly at her side, claws touching the earth with quiet certainty. Instantly, the murmurs died. The cultists straightened, fear pushing them forward again. Whatever doubts they held, none of them dared challenge a creature like that.

Power still surrounded her.

She forced her eyes forward. She needed to find the other adventurers—the ones her master had drawn toward them. He wanted them alive for whatever designs he had yet to reveal.

Master.

The word scraped across her thoughts.

Ordered.

Her jaw tightened. The idea still felt wrong in her mind, like a crown placed on the wrong head. She had never bowed to anyone, never followed, never waited for permission. Especially not from a man younger than herself.

Yet her pulse quickened at the thought, heat creeping under her skin no matter how she tried to master it.

It angered her.

And, far worse—

It was exactly what turned her on.

Its a shame such a powerful master kept such a weak harem. She would make a far better mistress than that big-breasted girl and the slutty elf.

“Mistress, we found them.” A cultist stood beside her.

He looked far less fearful now.

At least until her succubus rose towards him, its eyes glowing.

Then he fell to his knees.

“Good,” She murmured.  “Catch them”

∞∞∞

“How are we going to find them?!” Mia’s voice cracked, slicing through the dense gloom.

The demon attack had torn them apart from their companions, leaving them stranded in the forest’s choking embrace. Shadows twisted among the trees like living things, and the faint smell of sulfur hung in the air, sticky and suffocating. Without a ranger to guide them, every step was a gamble.

Then came the sounds—explosions that shattered the eerie silence, accompanied by a low, guttural wail that was neither beast nor human. Something unholy stirred in the heart of the forest, dragging them toward it with a force both magnetic and dreadful.

“Hopefully they’re safe,” Abel muttered, his voice rough with exhaustion. Relief surged through him at the thought of seeing his friends again, but it was tangled with a corrosive unease. His mind betrayed him, flickering to a memory that made his blood thrum in a different, twisted rhythm: the image of his girlfriend, bending toward that adventurer.

He hated it. He loathed the heat curling in his veins, yet he could not extinguish it. It left a bitter taste of shame on his tongue.

Mia’s hand found his, cold and trembling. “Abel… we have to move. Now.”

Something stirred in the forest. The air thickened, heavy with the scent of wet earth and decay.

“Stop.” Gloria lifted a finger, her eyes scanning the shadows with. The rustle of leaves seemed to grow louder.

Then came the flapping. Inhuman cackling that reminded her of the Imps. Shadows detached themselves from the darkness, revealing hooded figures that advanced towards them.

Mia began chanting, sending bolts at the hooded figures. One blew the robes aout revealing a figure made from sticks.

“Decoys!” Abel yelled as screeching imps erupted from the branches above. They crashed downward in a frenzy, wings thrashing and talons clutching at anything that dared stand below.

Gloria began praying, casting a divine spell that erupted in a bright flash, disintegrating several imps into nothing.

However, the robed cultists began casting their own spells, sending bolts of crimson energy blasting all around them.

Robed swordsmen advanced, moving with eerie precision, their blades catching what little moonlight filtered through the twisted canopy. Abel raised his weapon, heart hammering, only to find swarms of screeching imps descending on him like a living storm.

Slash after slash, claws and wings were shredded, imps shrieking in a chorus of pain. Yet for every one he felled, more spilled from the shadows, their tiny bodies erupting in flame as others hurled jagged fireballs that hissed through the air. The heat singed his skin, the acrid smoke stinging his lungs.

“Eeeyaaah!” Mia’s scream cut through the chaos. Abel spun toward her just in time to see a jagged-metal collar snapping shut around her throat, locking with a deafening click. Rage and fear surged in him, and he tore forward, slashing through the impish horde with a feral intensity.

“I can’t use magic!” Mia’s cry was frantic.

Gloria’s divine light erupted, a radiant torrent that flooded the forest in blinding brilliance. The imps shrieked as the brilliance consumed them, their warped bodies bursting into ash and molten cinders that rained among the roots. For a heartbeat, the darkness recoiled, shadows peeling away from the trees like wounded things.

But the miracle left her exposed.

Without a warrior’s guard at her side, the robed swordsmen advanced. Their movements were calm, almost reverent, blades rising and falling with ritual precision. Steel struck her shoulder, then her side, driving the breath from her lungs and forcing her to the forest floor.

Metal snapped.

A cold collar closed around her throat with a final, merciless click.

Gloria gasped and clasped the symbol at her chest. “Sacred light… hear me,” she whispered, forcing the prayer through blood and pain. She reached inward, toward the familiar warmth that had never failed her — the gentle presence that had always answered.

Silence.

No warmth came. No glow gathered in her palms. The sacred current she had known since childhood was gone, severed as cleanly as a cut artery.

Panic, colder than death, crept into her veins.

She tried again, louder, desperate. “By your grace, answer me!”

Nothing.

Above her, the hooded figures stood unmoving. One tilted its head, as if listening to a sound she could not hear. The forest itself seemed to hold its breath.

Abel fought to reach Mia, but the battlefield had closed around him. Robed figures circled with patient certainty while imps shrieked overhead, their wings beating the air into a suffocating gale. Without Gloria’s magic to shield him, every blow he parried numbed his arms, and every step cost blood and breath. He stood alone in a ring of enemies, cut off from both allies and miracle alike.

Then the wind changed.

A violent downdraft crashed through the canopy. Branches snapped, leaves tore free, and the creatures around him scattered in sudden agitation. Abel barely had time to look up.

Something descended.

The impact struck him like a falling stone. A force slammed him into the dirt, knocking the air from his lungs and grinding his face into the dirt. His sword slipped from his grasp, fingers refusing to obey him as crushing pressure pinned his back to the earth.

He felt something soft above him. And warm.

A feminine voice laughed cruelly and seductively.

The bat-like wings, the horns, and the meaty black tail that coiled around his throat told him enough.

Beside him, Mia struggled, kicking and clawing, but the cultists forced her to her knees with disturbing ease. Their hands were steady, almost ceremonial, as though this had been rehearsed many times before. Her fear-choked cries cut through the forest, swallowed quickly by the wind beating from the demon’s wings.

As they struggled, a voice cut through the chaos.

It rang clear and resonant, regal in a way that stilled even the screeching imps. Cold authority laced every syllable, unmistakably a woman’s — and unmistakably one accustomed to obedience.

The creatures quieted.

Before them stood a solitary figure.

Her skin was pale as moonlit marble, almost luminous. She was like a statue carved from winter itself. Dark robes hung from her frame in still, heavy folds that did not stir even in the demon’s beating wind. Where she stepped, the ground seemed to frost over, the air thinning into a brittle chill.

Her eyes settled upon them.

When she spoke, her words fell like shards of ice.

“We have your companions,” she said. “Soon… you will join them.”

∞∞∞

Acting as a prisoner again was familiar. But this time I had a certain advantage.

A new fantasy and a new game.

But this time it will be far easier to corrupt them.

The cages were smaller than the cells in the dungeon, but the bars were still metal. Several separate cages were placed across the open area. One in the distance for Gilliana, Lily, and Gloria.

One small cage next to mine for Abel.

And this large one is just for Mia and me.

Zaleska, as she had named herself, regarded me with open curiosity. The torchlight reflected in her pale eyes, and for the first time, she did not wear the distant indifference of a captor. There was emotion now — not kindness, but amusement, as though she were watching a performance unfold.

“Is this what my master wants?” she asked softly.

I smiled faintly. “Acting is… enjoyable.”

Her lips curved further. “Such cruelty.”

At a gesture from her hand, the cultists moved. Chains rattled, and boots scraped across stone as the adventurers were dragged into the chamber. Gloria was thrown beside the others, barely able to rise. Abel followed — hurled into the cage next to mine, striking the bars with a dull clang.

Then Mia.

She was shoved forward and cast into my cage, collapsing against the floor only a few feet from me.

Exactly as I had arranged.

Then a shadow passed over the cages.

Two figures descended from the broken rafters above, wings unfurling as they landed lightly upon the stone. Lilura came first, her silhouette framed by the firelight, the second succubus settling beside her with predatory grace. The air shifted the moment they arrived.

Warmth spread outward from them — not heat like flame, but a suffocating pressure that seeped into the mind. The torches flickered lower, their light bending strangely as if reluctant to touch the demons. Even the cultists lowered their eyes, breathing slower, heavier.

Their presence was not merely seen.

It was felt.

Thoughts grew sluggish. Emotions blurred and tangled. Fear twisted into confusion, anger into hesitation. The very will to resist seemed to soften, as though invisible hands pressed gently but insistently against the soul.

Mia gripped the bars, her breathing uneven. Abel, in the neighboring cage, clenched his fists and forced himself upright, but his gaze struggled to stay focused.

Lilura smiled faintly, watching them the way a patient hunter watches trapped animals.

“Welcome to the cages,” I smiled.


Chapter 13

A few torchlights and the moon kept the darkness away, illuminating the cages.

“We need to escape!” Mia cried, striking the iron bars with her bare hands. The impact rang through the chamber, a hollow metallic echo swallowed by the cavernous dark.

“It’s useless,” I whispered.

I tilted my head toward the neighboring cage. Abel sat slumped against the bars, his sword gone, his shoulders bowed. He did not even look up. Whatever strength had driven him through battle was draining away, not through wounds, but through something far subtler.

There were no guards.

None were needed.

The succubi lingered above, and intrusive thoughts became more common. I was familiar with it, and I had the power to resist.

I could see that Mia was at the edge of desire as her breathing grew uneven, and she pressed her forehead against the bars as if trying to clear her thoughts.

Moving behind her, my hands slowly reached out, gently touching her waist.

“Hi!” She shuddered.

“What—are you doing!” She mumbled; her words were already half a moan.

My fingers tightened over her robe before gently moving my arms up and down, rubbing her slender waist until she was struggling to breathe.

“You like that, don’t you?” I whispered, and that alone made her vibrate and whimper.

“But… he’s right there,” she whispered, barely able to form the words.

I followed her gaze briefly to Abel, still slumped against the bars, unmoving, staring at nothing.

Then I leaned closer.

“Does it even matter anymore?”

When desperation comes alongside desire, there is no option but to give in,

When my arms slowly lifted her robes, she only moaned in forbidden temptation.

When her ass cheeks glistened under the moonlight, she only arched her back, pointing them at me. Her moans welcomed me as my fingers squished the buns.

I felt her small, lithe body shake as if it was about to explode.

My cock became erect just from seeing her sluttiness be unleashed.

“You are a little slut, you know?” I whispered.

“No..I am not. She denied it in a moan.

Then I grabbed my rod, using it to rub the petals of her pussy, and she began to move on her own. Her hips rocking back and forth, coating the rod with her carnal juices without a shred of shame.

“Ohhhh,” She breathed as if she was finally feeling good.

When all of her moral boundaries fall apart, the only thing that will remain is someone who exists for pleasure alone. And I will give it.

All night long.

There was no warning when I grabbed her waist. Fingers tightening to hold her tight.

Then my cock pushed inside, her warmth enveloping it as I began fucking her against the metal bars.

She moaned.

She tried to cover her mouth, but it was all in vain.

The entire camp heard her.

It only inflamed our lust.

I drove my cock into her even harder. So hard she couldn’t even try to hold back her cries of pleasure. Again and again until I creamed her insides.

I grabbed her and shoved her toward the far side of the cage, the side nearest Abel’s. The iron bars rattled.

“He can see you now,” I whispered, my voice low, letting the weight of the words sink into her.

Her body pressed against the cold metal, and her eyes widened with sudden realization.

Her robes fell, unveiling her petite body in its entirety under the moonlight.

Through the bars, Abel’s gaze caught hers. He was frozen in horror as he saw me claiming his love as my cumdump.

“Ahhh….” Mia moaned as my cock was still hard, pushing against the cum filled pussy again, making my seed seep through it as the rod filled the space inside.

“I…am sorry. I can’t…” She murmured to her boyfriend right before my hips started moving yet again.

Her naked body was pushed against the bars; her mostly flat chest made it quite easy. And then I pounded her without mercy.

“It’s too good!” She screamed. “I can’t control myself!”

The cage rattled with each thrust, almost looking to rollover.

But it held, and I fucked like it nothing mattered.

Abel moved, grabbing his own manhood as she looked at us from his cage.

He struggled to even look at us as she stood and stroked it, but his hands moved.

“Look how much he likes it,” I teased Mia as she cried out with pleasure. I wasn’t sure if her mind was still in this world, but the little shudders and the extra moans said enough.

“I am coming…Abel, look…he is making me cum” She howled out her inner thoughts.

Her lustful screams came to an explosive end, a literal waterfall as she began squirting.

“Ohhh…ohhhhhhhhh,” She breathed deliriously while her pussy was like a broken tap for a moment.

Abel fell to his knees as well, moaning as he pleasured himself.

Yet I wasn’t done. I would only stop when all of her holes were used.

Mia collapsed to her knees, the strength leaving her all at once. She turned slowly toward me.

Her eyes were unfocused, clouded, as though she were looking through a dream rather than at a person. The succubi’s presence hung heavy in the air, wrapping around thought and memory alike. Her breathing was uneven, and she clutched at her chest as if trying to steady her own heart.

Above us, wings stirred.

Behind the bars, Abel called her name, his voice cracking. More like a moan of shameful pleasure than a cry for help. Probably both in a way.

Whether she could not hear him… or no longer could reach him… was impossible to tell.

But it's all irrelevant. Both have almost entirely fallen.

Mia greedily opened her mouth and devoured my cock, coated with cum and her carnal juices.

Pleasure flooded my body, fueling the flames within me. She licked it along the length of the shaft before sucking it like a total slut.

Her round eyes made contact with mine on occasion. Her cuteness and petite figure looked so out of place being such a slut, but that only made it even better.

Her head started bobbing faster, and the sensations flooded my body, filling me with energy for another explosion.

And I came right in her, filling her mouth with my seed.

She opened her mouth fully. Taking it all in before gulping it down.

I left her kneeling where she had fallen and began to circle her slowly. Each step echoed softly against the stone, deliberate, unhurried. She didn’t rise. She barely even followed me with her eyes.

I moved behind her and knelt.

Now her back faced the neighboring cage.

Abel saw everything.

He was kneeling, still, his hand was moving as he moaned her name.

I didn’t know how many times he had cum so far, but he still wanted to watch more.

So I lifted Mia’s hips and moved my body out of the way, giving him a good view of her bare ass.

The iron bars shook under his grip as he slammed into them, the clang echoing across the chamber. He wasn’t looking at me. His eyes were locked on her, lust and helpless fury warring across his face.

“Not…in her ass…” he rasped, the words barely forming.

My hand suddenly crashed onto her dainty asscheeks, a loud clap filled the air, followed by a loud moan. Then another, and another until a red palm print appeared on her butt.

It was only then that I took a position behind her. Channeling my magic, my stamina was replenished.

My cock was aimed like a missile. She was crawling on all fours like a bitch.

Then I charged. Her ass walls grabbing on to my manhood with greater strength than before. Friction sending waves of pleasure heightened to mind-blasting levels by the succubus's aura, but it was the fact that her boyfriend was watching me ass fuck her that gave me the greatest pleasure.

I heard the flapping of wings as Lilura and her “co-worker” descended to the ground.

I didn’t care about what they were doing.

They will follow the plan and finish the job.

As pleasure came crashing like the tides, there was no space to think. All thoughts drowned in the sea of endless bliss.

Her ass tightened, but after being fucked relentlessly, it didn’t have the strength to challenge my rod. Yet she kept moaning.

“My ass! Abel can’t…like this..” Driven by pleasure, she didn’t care about what she moaned. All thoughts vanished until only her unfiltered thoughts remained.

“I can’t take anymore!”

“I am going to explode!”

Then it came with a flash.

Her pussy leaked again, her juices flowing, mixing with the cum that flowed out of her asshole as my cock limped out.

Then I turned towards the succubi.

They had “freed” Abel, holding him as he was on his knees outside his cage. He didn’t resist. His cock has gone limp.

Lilura crawled forward and unlocked my cage.

∞∞∞

Gloria struggled against the demonic aura that threatened to drag all of her hidden desires. Yet she resisted.

She could only pray for strength as she watched Mia getting bent over as she had sex with her fellow adventurers without caring for Abel.

“Isn’t he your husband?” Gloria whispered as she tried to take her sight away from it.

But Lily grabbed her from behind.

“Isn’t he great..fucking her like that?” She whispered, “I can’t hold myself watching that either.”

Gloria’s body was warming; she felt the moisture between her legs. She began panting.

“Ahhhh…master” The elf ranger began moaning. When Gloria turned towards her, she realised the strips of clothing that the Elven ranger wore had been discarded.

She was naked, leaning against the cage with her legs spread wide.

“Its just like that day! I’m sorry, it’s too much…”

Her moans were like a lewd song as the elf pleasured herself.

Gloria felt her own body awaken at the sight, but she resisted.

Praying. Hopelessly.

∞∞∞

I hefted Mia onto my shoulder. Her body hung like a rag doll, utterly limp. Her ass was on my chest while her arms and legs dangled with each step.

Abel knelt before me as I left the cage, advancing towards him with Mia on my shoulder.

He didn’t react. Lilura and her succubus left him as they began circling us.

“What is happening…” He groaned. His voice was almost cracking.

“I will make your deepest desires a reality,” I whispered as I gently dropped Mia’s naked body before him.

“Who are you…?”

A certain realisation had dawned on his face, but he didn't resist.

“You love her, don’t you?” I asked.

“Yes…but..”

“And you liked it when I had my way with her, you jacked off when she got fucked in all of her holes.”

His fists tightened. I wondered if he was going to punch me.

But he didn’t.

“You can keep her,” I whispered. “Don’t you love him too?” I asked Mia, who barely whispered, “Yes….”

“Then lift your ass for him,” I commanded.

She didn’t have much strength left, but she did as ordered. Even though her head lay on the ground, her knees moved, holding up her ass towards Abel.

“Call me master,” I whispered, letting the words linger in the thick, heavy air, “and you can have her… and everything your heart secretly craves.”

The offer hung between us.

The succubi's aura turned the air into a heady, disorienting haze. Intoxicating and drawing out every secret desire, every impulse Abel had long tried to bury.

But this was not a spell. This was a choice.

He must surrender of his free will just like Mia did.

“Do you love Abel?” I asked Mia, slicing through the haze that clung to her mind. Her body trembled with exhaustion, and her mind was still drunk with pleasure.

“Yes…” she muttered, barely audible, a fragile confession carried on a trembling breath.

Abel’s eyes snapped to me, wide with a mix of fear and disbelief. “Who are you?” he demanded again, voice cracking under the weight of desperation.

I stepped closer to the bars, letting the shadows fall across my face. “Someone who can give you everything you want,” I said softly, letting the words hang.

“Master”

He muttered.

“I allow you to clean her holes.”

At my command, his control broke, his hands reaching out to grab her hips before his face fell between her cheeks hungrily. He licked her ass clean of my seed, wet slurping sounds filling the air.

Mia moaned as Abel went from her ass to her pussy, cleaning it all like a dog licking ice cream. The succubi opened the other cage, letting the rest out.

Gloria came running.

“Stop it!”

“You need to resi-”

Zaleska’s succubus came crashing onto her, pinning her to the ground.

“My! My!” Then Zaleska’s voice resonated across the chill air.

Abel was overtaken by lust as he kept licking Mia clean.

Zaleska, however, was more interested in Gloria.

“The cleric should give in,” She hovered over her while her succubus concentrated its power on Gloria to unearth her desires.

“Release her,” Zaleska commanded.

The word was soft, yet it carried absolute authority.

The succubus removed the collar on Gloria’s neck with a sharp crack before rising, wings beating, and carrying it into the shadows above.

Gloria raised her trembling hands.

“Sacred light… hear me,” she whispered, forcing the prayer through cracked lips. She gathered what faith she had left and began the invocation she had spoken a thousand times before.

Nothing answered.

The air did not warm. No glow formed in her palms.

The prayer faltered. She tried again, louder, desperate.

Still nothing.

Realization struck harder than any blade.

“Your faith has wavered,” Zaleska stood over her, “But soon I will give you a new faith.”

Zaleska approached him slowly. She rested a pale hand upon his head, almost tenderly, her fingers brushing through his hair as though soothing a frightened animal.

“Ask our master,” she said softly. “And perhaps he will grant what you seek.”

Abel swallowed. His shoulders trembled, pride and desperation warring within him. For a long moment, he hesitated — the last fragile remnant of himself resisting.

Then his head lowered.

“Please… master,” he muttered, the word escaping him in a broken whisper.

“Do it,” I said, giving a small, careless wave of my hand.

For a moment nothing happened.

Then Abel moved.

Not with the fury of a warrior or the resolve of a lover, but with the empty obedience of someone whose resistance had finally eroded.

The succubi circled above, wings stirring the night air, and the torches flickered as though reacting to an unseen current. No one spoke. No one intervened.

Zaleska watched with quiet interest, her expression calm, almost scholarly, as though observing the conclusion of an experiment long in progress.

This was not passion.

It was a surrender.

Gloria watched in dark fascination, her hands trembling around the symbol that no longer answered her prayers.

And Abel… no longer struggled.

The final chain had never been iron. It had been a choice.

And he had made it.


Epilogue

The hallways of the dungeon almost felt like home.

Cold stone walls, sweating with moisture, pressed close on either side, and the air carried the familiar scent of ash, iron, and something older — the smell of a place that had not known sunlight for centuries.

I suppose it is my home now.

Torchlight burned in crooked brackets along the corridors, the flames green-tinged and restless, never quite steady. Their light crawled across the uneven masonry, revealing carvings worn smooth by time: symbols half-erased, faces whose eyes had been deliberately scratched away.

Goblins scurried through the passages, hunched silhouettes darting between chambers. They hauled bundles of chains, crates of jagged spearheads, and strange devices of gears.

It was clear Hamarr was busy at his job. He loved crafting just as much as he loved goblin sluts. Good that everything was going according to plan.

Every so often, an orc lumbered into view, hauling crates and barrels far too large for the goblins to manage. Their massive hands gripped iron handles with ease, muscles rippling under scarred skin as they carried their burdens along the corridors.

I made my way toward the throne room.

The corridors widened as they approached the heart of the fortress, the ceilings arching higher, the stonework more deliberate — less like a tunnel carved in haste and more like a cathedral raised for something dark and eternal.

Armed skeletons lurked at every corner.

Their armor gleamed, and halberds were clearly polished. It almost looked… impressive, if you ignored the fact that the things were literally walking bones.

But not all of them were so pristine.

A few still carried rusted, jagged weapons.

Not that it mattered.

Basic skeletons were nothing more than cannon fodder. One step above zombies. They weren’t on the priority list.

I needed living minions.

Not just here, not just in this fortress — but everywhere. Across the kingdom, across the world.

Like a cancer.

Spreading, eating them from the inside, so I could just come and take it all over.

That was the plan.

And it would work.

“Mastaaah!”

A busty, voluptuous goblin burst into view, her golden eyes sparkling as she sprinted toward me. Her dark green skin gleamed under the chandelier light, and the bells braided into her wild hair jingled with every hurried step.

She didn’t slow down.

She leapt.

I caught her easily with one arm as she wrapped herself around me without shame, nuzzling her soft, smooth cheek against my chest like an overly affectionate cat.

My hands wrapped around her, feeling the smooth, leathery goblin skin as my palms explored her curves down to her ass, feeling those buns under the tribal loincloth.

Cradling her easily in my arms, I stepped fully into the throne room.

The crystal of the dungeon core hummed the moment I crossed the threshold.

A deep, resonant vibration pulsed through the air, low and powerful — like the steady beat of a colossal heart. Crimson light spilled outward from the massive crystal embedded behind the throne, bathing the chamber in a blood-red glow. The shadows bent unnaturally under its radiance, stretching long and obedient across the marble floor.

It reacted to me.

The hum grew richer, fuller, as if in greeting. The air thickened with mana, crawling across my skin like static. For a brief moment, I felt its awareness brush against my mind.

It wasn’t just a power source.

It was a part of me.

The goblin in my arms tilted her head, ears twitching.

As I sat on the throne, the attendants gathered. Lily sat down on the armrests of the throne, patting Mimi’s head, although as she leaned her massive boinkers pressed against my face.

With a heavy thud, something hit the stone floor at the foot of the throne.

The sound echoed through the chamber.

A naked petite girl lay there, bound tightly with leather straps,  her wrists secured behind her back, ankles restrained.

“Mmhmmmmm—”

A muffled sound escaped her ball gag as she struggled weakly against the leather restraints. The dungeon’s crimson light shimmered across the straps binding her wrists and ankles.

Mia.

Her name carried weight in the room.

She has a debt to pay.

Behind her, Abel knelt.

But there was no terror in his eyes.

Only something else.

Something feverish.

His breathing had grown uneven, pupils dilated as he stared at her bound form.

“Gloria is being taught a new religion by Zaleska”, I announced as my fingers undid Mimi’s tribal clothing, making the goblin purr.

Mia moaned, but she couldn’t make any words with her gag.

She will have to watch.

My hands moved, palms cupping Mimi’s chest, feeling them bounce like jelly as I began fondling the goblin tits.

“Mastaaaah,” She murmured softly.

“The adventurers are going to be storming the dungeon soon”, I began with the topic that was hanging over our heads.

“We may have upgraded the traps and gotten new soldiers,” I went back to business. “But we need to have extra guarantees.”

My hand tightened on Mimi’s chest as I repositioned her on my lap. My manhood was already awake.

“Take it out,” I commanded Mimi, the goblin hurried huffing with excitement as she took my hard cock out.

Her eyes widened, and her ears twitched as she squealed “Mastah!”

“Do your thing.”

With that command, she fell on sucking it as if she had been given a popsicle after getting lost in a desert.

As pleasure flooded my veins, I issued the plans.

“We will summon more demons.”

My body shivered as the goblin manically sucked my cock. But I didn't falter. Even as the slurping sounds filled the pauses, I continued to explain my plan.

“More succubi will be called and bound to the dungeon.”

Mimi’s eyes had gone soft and dreamy, unfocused beneath the crimson glow of the dungeon core. A thin trail of saliva glistened at the corner of her lips as she gazed up at me, completely absorbed in my presence.

“Mastah…” she murmured faintly, her voice barely more than a breath.

My hands grabbed her little goblin ass, squishing them in my palms as I easily lifted her before dropping her on my erect rod. Her pussy was impaled on it as her body slid down.

The familiar feeling of Mimi’s tight hole made me shudder as sheer bliss flooded every corner of my being.

As the rod hit her depths, her stubby legs pushed against the seat, lifting her while crying out in pleasure. Her high-pitched, adorable voice filled the throne chamber while Mia moaned and wriggled on the floor, watching the pleasure denied to her.

Mimi’s goblin tits wobbled like green jellies with each round, and she didn’t falter, driving herself to ride my cock with even greater vigour that became feverish as her moans rose in intensity.

Pleasure crashed into me like the tides until I couldn’t speak anymore.

My hands moved with her, lifting and dropping her again and again until she screamed. Her body stopped moving. Her legs gave up.

My cock plunged deep into her before I released my seed into the goblin womb.

The pressure that rose within me suddenly disappeared, flowing into her instead.

“Ahhh…” Mimi murmured softly before collapsing against my chest.

Her small body felt warm and limp, the tension finally draining out of her. She clung to my chest, all sweaty and cute.

Lily leaned over the arm of the throne and gently patted the tired goblin’s head.

“Atta girl,” she said with a faint smile.

Mimi let out a quiet, content sound at the praise, her eyes half-closed now as she rested. Her ears twitched once under Lily’s hand, but she didn’t move away.

Mia, on the other hand, was dripping between her legs. However, I ignored her.

The coming challenge was going to be on a whole new level. More than what the dungeon had faced before.

But it was an opportunity.

“Abel.”

The young man straightened immediately. “Yes, Master?”

I gestured toward the girl lying weakly on the floor.

“Take your girlfriend to my bedroom.”

Abel lowered his head at once. “As you command.”

He moved quickly but carefully, helping her up from the ground. She wobbled for a moment, still unsteady, and he caught her before she could fall again.

Mimi, still leaning against me, watched with sleepy curiosity while Lily rested her chin on her hand, observing the scene with quiet amusement.

Abel lifted Mia and carried her toward the massive doors of the throne room.

“Hehehehe…”

Morty floated into the throne room, the skull drifting lazily through the air. Behind him came Sir Bein and the Librarian, both of whom had apparently been observing quietly from a shadowed corner the entire time.

Sir Bein stepped forward first, the faint blue glow within the lich’s hollow sockets flickering with anticipation.

“I leave the planning to you guys,” I said, rising from the throne with Mimi still resting in my arms.

Mimi gave a small sleepy sound but didn’t wake, her head resting against my shoulder.

At once Sir Bein straightened proudly.

“We shall begin the preparations immediately!” he proclaimed, his voice echoing through the vast chamber.

The Librarian simply muttered, “The summoning will begin when I receive the sacrifices”.

“This will be fun… hehehe…” Morty laughed as he circled us.

Yes.

This would be exciting.

END
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