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Chapter 1

Panicked screams of men, women, and children ripped through the cold morning air. Then came the sound of wood splintering and crashing as the village was devoured by Chaos. There was no time to take anything as the skittering sounds came closer and closer; the only option was to run.

A swarm of spiders, each the size of a hound, flooded through the village like a tide of chittering legs and glinting fangs. A writhing, black mass that turned sharply toward the chicken coop. They overran the coop in moments; each snap of their jaws filled the air with feathers and blood.

But behind the swarm emerged something far more horrifying.

It was an eight-legged monstrosity. Its massive body, the size of a house, was covered in black chitinous plates. Each of its many eyes gleamed with an otherworldly light, capturing distorted reflections of the village in their glossy depths. The settlement seemed small, insignificant, as it mirrored across those cold, alien orbs.

Its legs sank into the earth with each step, leaving deep impressions in the ground. The creature’s mandibles twitched, dripping with a viscous, glistening fluid that hissed as it touched the soil. A low, guttural clicking emanated from deep within its massive frame, a sound that seemed to vibrate in the bones of anyone who heard it.

The monstrous spider had no interest in the chickens. Its many eyes scanned the chaos briefly before it tensed, its massive body coiling with unnerving precision. Then, in a blur of motion far too swift for a creature its size, it leaped toward the stables.

The ground quaked as it landed, but the movement was eerily graceful, its bulk hardly seeming to strain the earth beneath it. The wooden structure groaned under the sudden impact, sending splinters flying as the beast crouched amidst the terrified animals.

A horse, its eyes wide with panic, reared back and tried to bolt, its hooves skidding against the dirt as it made a desperate attempt to flee. But it was no match for the creature. In one fluid motion, the spider's massive legs lashed out, catching the horse mid-stride.

The beast’s grip was impossibly strong, its jagged claws digging into the horse’s flank as it dragged the struggling animal closer. The horse screamed a high-pitched, heart-wrenching sound that cut through the night like a blade. Its struggles grew frantic, hooves flailing wildly, but it was futile. The spider’s mandibles opened wide, dripping with viscous fluid, as it prepared to end the horse’s desperate fight.

The swarm of smaller arachnids emptied the pen before skittering out, this time heading towards the fleeing villagers. And they were fast. Their many legs allowed them to cross even the uneven ground effortlessly. Despite the villagers’ desperate head start, it was clear the swarm would overtake them.

The fields were chaotic; families struggled to carry the elderly and the sick, dragging them down. Mothers clutched crying children to their chests.

“The spiders! They are going to eat us!” An old woman cried out.

But then, with a whistle, an arrow flew, hitting one of the spiders in one of its eyes. Then came another and another, accurately hitting every little spider in their eyes.

The sudden attack caused the swarm to stop; the spiders turned in all directions until a figure appeared on the field. The entire swarm seemed to shift as one, their collective attention locking onto the new arrival. A raven-haired man, barely in his earliest twenties, charged toward the swarm with a sword gleaming in the morning light. His face was set with determination, and his every step carried an air of defiance that dared the horde to challenge him.

More spiders fell to the ground, their bodies pierced by arrows before they could swarm the swordsman. The arrows flew true, striking the creatures with an unerring accuracy that left no room for survival.

The archer emerged from the same direction as the swordsman, stepping into the light of the rising sun with the poise and grace of an elf. The long ears that rose through her long blonde hair revealed that she was indeed an elf. Her lithe figure was clad in a snug green top that followed the curve of her slender frame, while her tight shorts left her long, shapely legs bare. Her midriff was exposed, the delicate lines of her navel catching the golden morning rays as if nature itself revered her.

Her bow was already drawn, the string pulled taut as her sharp, almond-shaped eyes scanned the battlefield. Part of the swarm tried to break away and attack the archer, but the swordsman didn’t give them a chance. Quickly leaping away, he blocked the path of the spiders, his sword slashing anything that tried to go past him.

But the swarm was endless, and more spiders skittered out from the village. For each one the duo killed, ten more took their place. Worse, the commotion seemed to attract the attention of the giant spider that was preoccupied with devouring larger prey.

“Hiya!” A sweet voice yelled out, and a glass bottle flew toward the spider swarm. Between the sound of skittering legs, it shattered with a crack, and a green mist began spreading across the swarm. The spiders caught within the mist appeared to be disoriented but otherwise unharmed.

Then the third figure appeared; she was the complete opposite of the Elven archer. Her hair was black and short, going only halfway down her neck. And her low cut-to, which exposed her huge cleavage, struggled to contain her humongous breasts, which appeared to be at risk of popping out any moment. Her short skirt swayed in the air, revealing her plump thighs.

“Take this!” She yelled out as she aimed her hand in the direction of the spider swarm.

Magical runes materialized in the area, and a ball of raging flame flew at the horde. It crashed into the horde with a deafening explosion, and then another larger explosion followed; the green mist was ignited into a raging inferno that consumed the spiders that were trying to overrun the swordsman and the archer. With the tide of spiders stemmed, the remaining spiders were easily finished off.

A gust of air cleared away the smoke and the stench of roast spider meat, revealing hundreds of dead spiders, but then, behind the smoke, appeared giant black orbs. The three saviors reflected in them.

“It’s onto us!” the swordsman shouted, his voice sharp with urgency. He turned to the elf without hesitation. “Giliana, aim for its eyes!”

The blonde archer, her bow already drawn, narrowed her sharp gaze and adjusted her aim. With a deep breath, she loosed an arrow, the string snapping with a sharp twang. The projectile soared through the air, a streak of precision hurtling toward one of the monstrous orbs.

But the spider reacted with terrifying speed, its massive legs coiling as it leaped high into the air. The arrow missed its mark, shattering harmlessly against the ground where the creature had stood a moment before. The colossal spider landed with a bone-rattling crash just behind the two, its many legs sending tremors through the earth as it loomed over them.

Its monstrous jaws, glistening with venom, lunged for the elf. Giliana darted to the side, her lithe form barely escaping the crushing mandibles. She stumbled, her balance momentarily lost, but before the creature could press its advantage, the swordsman sprang into action.

With a fierce battle cry, he leaped in front of her, his sword flashing in the sunlight as it struck the spider’s descending chelicerae. The blade bit deep, sparks flying as it clashed against the creature’s hardened exoskeleton. The spider reeled back, its jaws clicking in agitation as black ichor dripped from the wound.

“Stay behind me!” the swordsman barked, his stance unwavering as he prepared for the creature’s next attack.

Giliana scrambled to her feet, already nocking another arrow, her golden hair whipping in the breeze. “I’ll cover you! Just keep it busy!”

The third figure, cloaked in shadow and standing further back, began to chant, and soon another fireball came and crashed against the giant figure, enveloping it in an expanding ball of flame.

But when the flames dissipated, the spider was unharmed; it released an ear-splitting screech before turning towards the caster.

“Lily, look out!” The swordsman yelled out at the magic caster before slashing the spider’s legs. Sparks flew as the blade crashed against its exoskeleton, but it barely managed to make a scratch.

The spider turned towards the caster called Lily and opened its mandibles. A green liquid sprayed at her, but she managed to jump away just in time.

“It can spit venom!” She screamed, looking at the green, steaming pool in the place she once a second ago.

“Graaah!” The swordsman yelled as he slashed its legs again and again. The archer tried to loose an arrow at its joints but failed, the projectile harmlessly bouncing off the chitinous armor.

“I have something!” Lily yelled to her companions before reaching for her satchel. Taking out a bottle containing a glistening, almost metallic liquid, she ran towards the spider.

“Brian, keep it occupied!” She yelled at the swordsman, who yelled back, “I am already doing it!” before dodging one of the spider’s legs and counter-attacking with a desperate but ultimately futile slash of his sword.

Then Lily came running as fast as she could, her largest breast jiggled and swayed in all directions, and just as the spider noticed her, she threw her bottle, which flew towards the spider’s body. The glass broke upon impact, and the liquid burst forth, splashing across its body. Instead of flowing across the chitinous exoskeleton, the liquid was absorbed and soon began to the parts to glisten as if covered with glitter dust.

“Giliana! Hit the shiny parts!” Lily screamed, and the Elf instantly followed her instructions, loosening an arrow at a sparkling patch on its body. With a crack, the arrow penetrated the once impenetrable armor, and a blue liquid began seeping out from it.

The giant spider suddenly froze with a shrill cry as Giliana took the chance to loosen a barrage of arrows, one after another, with superhuman skill.  She continuously hit the glistening spots until the armor itself began to crack apart.

But the spider recovered, its movements more panicked as it desperately tried to destroy the threats. Its mandibles crashed into Brian, but instead of simply dodging away, he leaped on its head before running on top of the spider.

The spider leaped towards Lily in a desperate bid for vengeance, but Brian held on to its carapace, and just as the spider landed, his eyes went towards a particular spot where most of the arrows had landed, and its glistening exoskeleton had cracked like the earth during a drought.

Taking the chance, he made a leap, his sword crashing down to pierce the softened carapace. He could feel it crack as the sword slid inside and, with a wet sound, sank into its flesh. He pulled back the sword, and blue blood came flowing out and the spider began to shake, desperately jumping in an attempt to throw him off.

He went again, stabbing it even harder, driving the blade even deeper into its body while hanging on the hilt for his dear life. But with a wet crunch, the sword slid out with a spray of blue blood, and he was sent flying back to the ground.

Giliana made a leap, catching him just as she fell, and the two rolled in the dust while Lily stood next to them, aiming her hand.

“Let me finish this,” she said, her voice calm and resolute as she began chanting.

The air around her grew icy, a biting chill that made even the sunlit morning feel like the depths of winter. Magic circles materialized in the air, glowing with an otherworldly light as their intricate runes spun in place. From each circle, long icicles began to form, growing with unnatural precision until they reached the length of spears.

With a flick of her wrist, she unleashed the barrage.

The icy projectiles streaked through the air, a storm of frost aimed at the monstrous spider. Some crashed against the creature’s armored carapace, shattering into glittering shards upon impact. But others found their mark, plunging into the glistening, weakened spots, gaining a dark blue hue as the creature’s blood began to seep and drip from the wounds.

The spell wasn’t meant to be precise—she hadn’t aimed to pierce every weak point. A handful of the spears flew directly toward the opening Brian had carved with his blade. They pierced through, disappearing entirely into the spider’s massive body. For a heartbeat, there was silence—then a violent spray of dark ichor erupted from the wounds, a fountain of the creature’s blood bursting out as the spears tore through its innards.

The spider let out a final, deafening screech, its voice a mix of rage and agony that echoed across the field. Its enormous body shuddered, the legs trembling before curling inward, its bulk collapsing into a lifeless ball.

“Yeah!” A villager yelled out in the distance, and soon, cheers rose from everywhere as the villagers that had run and hid in the woods returned to the village.

Here’s an improved and expanded version of your passage, adding depth to the emotions and actions: 

∞∞∞

Brian stood and extended a hand to Giliana, pulling her gently to her feet. For a moment, their fingers lingered, locking together as if drawn by an unseen force. The faintest smile flickered on his lips, mirrored by her soft curve. 

"Another village saved," Brian murmured, his voice low and steady, carrying the weight of relief and quiet pride. 

Giliana’s eyes met his, her whisper carrying the same words back to him, "Another village saved." 

The space between them seemed to shrink as their gazes held, charged with something unspoken. Their breaths mingled in the cool air as their lips edged closer, drawn like magnets in an inevitable pull. 

And then— 

“Geez! Get a room!” 

The voice of Lily shattered the moment like a stone thrown into still water. Brian and Giliana flinched apart, the spell broken. 

Lily crossed her arms, a smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth as she raised an eyebrow. “Honestly, we just killed a giant spider, and you two are about to smooch in the middle of the battlefield?” 

Brian cleared his throat, rubbing the back of his neck as Giliana looked away, her cheeks glowing crimson. 

“Hmmph!” Lily added with a dramatic toss of her hair, marching past them with an exaggerated huff. “Let me know when you’re done being disgustingly cute. I’ll be over here” 


Chapter 2

sigh

“That many?” I asked, my tone flat as I surveyed the heap of goblin corpses strewn across the dungeon floor. Their lifeless forms were twisted and crumpled; crude weapons still clutched in stiffening hands.

"Well, at least they didn’t reach the second level," Morty chimed in, his hollow voice dripping with dark humor. The skull bobbed in lazy circles around me, his cackle echoing eerily in the cavernous chamber.

“Because I intercepted the intruders!” Sir Bein declared, his voice booming with the kind of self-assurance only the undead noble could muster.

The adventurers had cut through the goblins with almost laughable ease, their crude traps little more than a minor inconvenience, except for a particularly unlucky adventurer who made a misstep and got his legs skewered.

“If the intruders come in greater numbers or with those of greater power,” the Lich Librarian opined, his skeletal arms folding across his chest as he surveyed the battered remains of our defenses, “which is not a question of if but when we will be overwhelmed.”.

“We need to find better soldiers than them,” I said, gesturing toward the scattered goblin corpses. My tone was sharper than I intended, but frustration had already taken root. “Obviously. The question is—” I paused, turning to meet the Librarian’s hollow, glowing gaze.

“What are your recommendations?”

“To raise undead, we need corpses—something better than these goblins,” Sir Bein remarked, his voice echoing with a low, hollow resonance.

He flicked his wrist in an almost casual motion, and a faint pulse of necromantic energy radiated outward. The dead goblins jerked unnaturally. Limbs twitched, heads lolled, and one by one, they began to rise, their glowing eyes a sickly green hue.

Behind them, the adventurers’ corpses followed suit. Their movements were relatively smoother but still unsettling, their once-bright armor now dulled and smeared with blood, their weapons still clutched in lifeless hands.

The faint sound of flapping wings echoed through the chamber, growing louder with each beat. A sudden gust of wind swept through the room, stirring loose papers and flickering the torches on the walls.

Before I could react, a shadow descended, and Lilura, the succubus, floated gracefully into the meeting room. Her bat-like wings stretched wide, catching the light as she landed effortlessly in front of me.

She pressed her naked body against me, her breasts squeezing on my body like soft cushions. Her skin was warm, almost unnaturally so, and her crimson eyes sparkled with mischievous intent.

“What about demons?” she whispered, her voice devilishly seductive

I cleared my throat, forcing myself to meet her gaze without faltering. “Demons, more succubi like you?” I repeated, my voice steadier than I expected.

Instead of her usual seductive smile, Lilura puffed her cheeks, a playful pout forming as if she were genuinely offended. “Master already has me!” she huffed, her voice carrying a note of mock indignation.

She quickly softened, her demeanor shifting back to one of teasing allure as she purred, “But I meant demons that fight. Demons of wrath!”

I frowned, already sensing the complications. “But I won’t be able to bind so many to myself,” I pointed out, my tone cautious.

The Lich Librarian interjected, “It is possible to bind them to the dungeon core itself. However…” He paused, his glowing eyes locking onto mine. “This would mean they cannot leave the dungeon.”

“We are talking about defending the Dungeon!” Morty exclaimed.

“Yet to someone a truly fearsome demon, we need a sacrifice!” Sir Bein pointed out.

“Well then, get that captured adventurer. Let’s get the ritual started.” I ordered before turning towards the Goblin girl who was obediently waiting in the corner.

“Mimi, get the message to the tribe. We need more laborers.” I gave the command, and she excitedly squealed,

“Yes, Mastah!” before turning around, revealing her asscheeks, which popped out from the sides of her thong-like loincloth.

I would absolutely fuck that, but for the moment, I had more urgent business.

“Then let's go,” I commanded.

∞∞∞

“Mmmmmggggh!”

The muffled cries of the captured adventurer echoed in the summoning chamber. Bound tightly and laid upon a cold stone altar, he thrashed futilely against his restraints. The Librarian loomed over him, carrying an ornate dagger.

I felt a pang of sympathy, but the excitement of getting a new underling eclipsed that. I won’t be an ignored loser like in my previous life.

The power I have now, the power I could get. Nothing is going to take that away from me.

“Begin the chanting." The librarian said, and I began uttering the words I had memorized.

My mind connected to the dungeon core, its pulsating energies flowing through me to the ritual.

The air hummed with magic, sending goosebumps across my body.  The circle etched to the ground began to glow, red runes appearing one by one until it drowned the room in a hellish hue.

Then the dagger fell straight to the adventurer’s heart, blood bursting out only to boil into a red mist. His screams were brought to an abrupt end when the entire body was suddenly engulfed in a crimson flame that grew, turning into a raging inferno that engulfed the entire magical circle.

The librarian took a few steps back as a shadowy figure, at least twice the height of a human, appeared from the flame.

Massive curling horns, massive muscles….and then bat-like wings unfurled. From the shadows appeared sharp teeth, like a row of knives, as it grinned.

“Bind it,” The Librarian instructed, and I followed the casting of the binding spell while connecting my mind to the dungeon core. Runes appeared on the shadow, glowing brightly until the shadow solidified, the crimson flames dying out.

What appeared was the demon, its skin red and its body made of corded muscle.

“You are my master?” It growled.

“Yes,” I simply replied.

“How may I serve?” It growled again, smoke seeping through its teeth.

“Defend the first floor of this dungeon against intruders,” I commanded.

“Defend? That’s all?” It barked as if insulted.

I sighed again. Dealing with demons is too tiring.

“There will be plenty of intruders." I was suddenly interrupted by a surge of energy from the dungeon core—a warning.

“It appears we already have intruders.” The librarian noticed.

I turned towards the daemon and ordered

“Kill them.”

∞∞∞

The adventurers—four of them walked into my dungeon.

One was an archetypal wizard with a pointed hat and a staff. The other, I assume, was a cleric from the giant mace and robes flowing under his chest plate. Then there was the archer, so I guess a ranger, and finally, there was a dude with just plate armor, sword, and shield.

I pushed my mind away from the Dungeon Core.

“Suck it,” I commanded to Lilura, who replied with an excited, “Yes, master.”. The succubus crawled on all fours towards me, her tail swaying sensually in the air and her wings flapping gently.

Kneeling below my throne, she licked her lips as she gazed upon my manhood, which was still not erect. Then she moved her tongue, licking it along the entire length, sending shivers down my body and making my cock throb with excitement.

Her tongue moved like a serpent coiling around my tip before licking it like a kitten sipping milk from a dish. It was not just mere skill or experience; pleasure was a part of her nature.

Then her mouth opened, expertly taking my cock into her mouth, enveloping it with her wet warmth as she sucked the whole thing, her head bobbing up and down while her round eyes looked at me with a mischievous gaze.

I pushed my attention back to the crystal, watching the battle that was about to unfold.

Goblin skeletons rattled as they advanced through the corridor, their skeletal hands wielding rusted blades. Yet the moment they faced the adventurers, the cleric raised his mace and muttered a prayer, a second later, a bright flash engulfed the dark corridor.

When the light disappeared, only a pile of dust remained where the skeletons stood mere seconds before, their rusted weapons the only sign of what the pile of dust once was,

But they were now close…

A sudden burst of pleasure hit me from my cock as Lilura intensified the cocksucking, her tongue coiling around my tip each time she sucked it inside. Her mere presence ignited desires within me, and her mere touch set me aflame with lust.

Concentration was becoming harder, but I took it as a challenge and fought against the waves of pleasure as I observed the battle unfold.

The adventurers walked forward, not knowing what was coming for them. I had ordered all the living goblins out of their path. There was nothing for them to kill.

Only the room ahead.

The only thing between them was just a simple wooden door.

The wizard simply pointed his hand at it, and then a force blew it away. Their jaws dropped the moment they entered the room,

“We…we are rich!” The warrior screamed as he ran towards something I left them there.

A chest filled with gold, left open for anyone to see.

“Wait, this could be a trap!” The wizard yelled, making the warrior stop.

“Finish them!” I commanded, and a wall of flame rose from the entrance, blocking their exit. Then it came…

“What is that?” The Ranger aimed his bow at the newcomer.

“A demon!” The Cleric yelled

From the inferno, the Demon’s form materialized, its muscular body, its horns, and finally, a giant flaming axe in his hand.

“Die mortals!” The demon growled as its wings unfurled. Panic appeared on the faces of adventurers before the Cleric screamed, “Take formation”

The warrior ran to the front, taking position alongside the cleric while the wizard and the ranger moved to the rear.

The demon made a leap, its wings flapping as it charged towards the Cleric. But just as it landed, the Cleric took a step back, dodging the slash of its demonic axe. A second later, the warrior jumped in between, slashing its leg, followed by a storm of arrows from the ranger, forcing the demon to shield itself with its wing.

Then the room flashed as lightning emerged from the wizard’s outstretched arm with a crack,

“Graaaah!” The demon roared as electricity crackled around it, but it was yet unharmed. Smoke bellowed from its mouth as its eyes flowed red.

*slurp* *slurp*

Just as the battle intensified, Lilura also intensified her assault on my cock, sucking me even harder and faster.

I struggled to contain my moans even as my attention was divided between the battle and pleasure flowing through me.

When I turned back to the battle, the warrior was flying towards a wall, and just as he crashed against it, the ranger released an arrow that exploded into steam and caused the demon to scream.

Taking the chance, the cleric muttered a prayer. An aura appeared on the fallen warrior for a second, and when it disappeared, he opened his eyes again, jumping back on his feet as if he were completely unharmed.

This party was way more powerful than the last. The Demon was only becoming more enraged which manifested as a fiery aura around it, the flames only growing more intense with each spell, arrow, or strike that fell on it.

As its rage built up, so did the pressure within me, Lilura’s head was bobbing faster, sucking harder. Then it came to a sudden and explosive end, my body shuddering as the pleasure overwhelmed me. Lilura instantly went down, sucking my cock like a lollipop before gulping down my cum. Then she returned to lick it clean like a popsicle.

The intensity of it left me panting, but a buzz from the crystal dragged my attention back to the battle.

The image of the adventurers appeared in my mind just as a roar shook the entire room. The Demon finally snapped; it charged straight toward the Ranger, completely ignoring everyone in front of it. The ranger sent a barrage of arrows that turned to ash the moment they made contact with its aura. Panic appeared on his face as he tried to dodge, but the axe came crashing down, and in an instant, the ranger was incinerated by the axe’s hellfire, a single scream echoing inside the chamber for a mere second before the fire consumed him whole.

But the demon’s victory was short-lived. The cleric charged, screaming, his mace glowing with a searing divine light, and bashed the demon’s back, sending the huge Demon crashing to the ground. The cleric prayed at the demon, and it was engulfed in a bright flash that snuffed out its demonic aura.

It tried to stand only for the warrior to charge, thrusting his sword deep into its legs. Ichor flowed out like lava, the demon’s jaws opened wide, releasing an ear-shattering painful roar, only to scream even louder when the wizard unleashed a barrage of icicles that pierced its body.

But the warrior struggled to, his sword still stuck in the demon’s body.

A small mistake.

With a low, guttural growl, its massive wings unfurled, their leathery expanse casting jagged shadows across the walls. The sudden motion sent a gust of hot, sulfuric air rushing through the room, making the adventurers recoil.

With a single, powerful beat of its wings, the demon lifted itself slightly off the ground. The chamber’s ceiling wasn’t high enough for true flight, but it didn’t need to be. The upward force was enough to send the warrior staggering, his grip faltering as the demon’s bulk dragged him along.

“Damn it!” he snarled, his boots slipping on the blood-slicked stone floor. He teetered for a moment, struggling to regain balance, but the demon gave him no chance.

When it descended, the impact shook the ground with a thunderous crash. The warrior’s footing gave way entirely, and he toppled backward, landing hard on his back. The demon’s glowing eyes locked onto him, its grin widening as it raised one massive, clawed foot.

“Wait—!”

The plea barely left his lips before the demon’s foot came down with a sickening, wet crunch. The sound reverberated through the chamber, mingling with the faint hiss of blood as it spattered across the cracked stone. Bones snapped like brittle twigs, and the warrior’s body was crushed beneath the demon’s immense weight.

The other adventurers stood frozen, horror etched into their faces as they stared at the mangled remains of their comrade.

But the demon’s ichor was flowing out from its many wounds, and it suddenly staggered.

“You will pay for this!” the wizard roared, his voice cutting through the thick tension of the chamber. His outstretched fingers crackled with arcane energy, glowing brighter with every word of his incantation.

A sudden flash of thunder lit the room, and a jagged bolt of lightning erupted from his fingertips. The bolt tore through the air with a deafening crack, streaking toward the demon with a vengeance.

It struck the warrior’s sword, still embedded deep in the demon’s crimson leg, the steel acting as a perfect conductor. The demon’s roar of pain was immediate and guttural, shaking the walls of the chamber. Its towering form convulsed as the lightning surged through its body, the arcane energy racing along its muscles and burning paths of glowing light into its red skin.

Its burning red eyes flickered, then flashed an unnatural, electric blue as the magic overwhelmed it. Sparks crackled across its wings and shoulders, and its sharp, jagged teeth were briefly illuminated as it opened its mouth in a howl of agony. The sound was unearthly, a mix of rage and anguish, echoing with the resonance of something not entirely of this world.

Blue tendrils of lightning crackled and arced inside its gaping maw, illuminating its throat as the energy threatened to consume it from within. Smoke rose from the wound where the sword was lodged, the metal glowing as its grip melted away.

The demon staggered, its massive frame swaying as it struggled to regain control. Its claws dug into the stone floor, gouging deep grooves as it steadied itself. The glow in its eyes dimmed.

The Cleric took the opportunity and bashed the Demon in the head, his mace glowing brighter and brighter with divine light. The Demon’s body fell to the ground as the Cleric pounded it again and again.

“Send reinforcements.” I sent an order to Morty, who sent a telepathic reply through the crystal.

“As you command!”

I couldn’t afford to lose my newest servant just like that….

The chamber grew with light, the Cleric’s mace shining with a holy brilliance as he lifted it for the finishing strike.

That was until a magical blast crashed against him, pale green sparks flying as she was thrown to the ground.

“What the—?!” the wizard blurted, spinning toward the source of the attack. His eyes widened in horror as he saw a new threat—a skeletal mage, its empty eye sockets glowing with malevolent light. The bony figure stood at the edge of the chamber, its tattered robes swaying as it aimed a staff crackling with necrotic energy at the Cleric.

Before the wizard could react, a second skeleton emerged from the shadows, this one clad in scraps of rusted armor. Its jagged sword glinted faintly in the dim light as it charged with surprising speed. The wizard barely had time to raise his staff before the skeleton’s blade slashed across his chest.

The wizard fell hard to the ground, clutching at his side where the skeletal warrior’s blade had grazed him. Blood seeped through his robes, but he wasn’t dead—yet. He gasped for air, his trembling hand reaching for his staff.

But the skeletal swordsman was relentless. It loomed over him, its hollow eye sockets glowing with a cold, unfeeling light. Without hesitation, it drove its rusted sword downward.

“Wait—!” the wizard managed to cry, but the plea was cut short. The blade plunged into his chest with a sickening squelch. The wizard’s body convulsed, his eyes wide with shock as the skeleton withdrew the blade and struck again. And again. There was no emotion; the sword mechanically moved up and down, stabbing the wizard until he stopped screaming.

Meanwhile, the cleric groaned, his body trembling as he pushed himself onto one arm. His fingers reached out toward the hilt of his glowing mace, its divine light flickering faintly as if it, too, were fading. The weapon was just within his grasp, the last shred of hope he had left.

But before his hand could close around it, the fallen demon moved. Its massive, clawed hand shot out with surprising speed, wrapping around the Cleric’s body like a steel trap.

The Cleric screamed a sound of raw pain and terror that echoed through the chamber. The demon’s fingers tightened around him, the pressure building with every passing moment.

The creak of bending armor filled the air, followed by the sharp, sickening crack of ribs giving way. Blood bubbled from the Cleric’s mouth, staining his chin and spilling down his chest as he coughed violently.

“It would be a waste to kill him…”

Lilura’s sultry voice sliced through the haze of my thoughts, pulling me back to the oppressive grandeur of the Throne Room. I blinked, the chaos of the battlefield fading as my focus returned to her.

She remained kneeling before me, her naked body arched seductively as her eyes sparkled with dark mischief, her lips curled into a sly smile.

“We need more,” she purred, her voice dripping with wicked delight. Her sleek, serpentine tail swayed behind her, its pointed tip twitching with anticipation. “A cleric would be delicious for many demons,” she continued.

“A sacrifice to summon an even more powerful servant!”

I quickly transferred my mind through the Core and reached out to the Demon, sending a command.

“Spare the Cleric; I have use of him.”

The demon’s massive hand unclenched, and the broken body of the Cleric crumpled to the ground with a sickening thud. He lay there, motionless for a moment, his shattered armor twisted and stained with blood. Weak, shallow breaths escaped his lips, the only sign he was still alive.

The chamber fell into a tense silence, broken only by the soft patter of footsteps. From the shadows, a group of goblins emerged, their small, wiry frames barely illuminated by the flickering torchlight.

.Chittering to one another in their guttural tongue, they began their work, dragging the lifeless forms across the stone floor with little regard for their dignity.

When they reached the Cleric, his bloodied form stirred faintly. He groaned, a weak protest slipping from his lips as he attempted to move. He tried to move his arms only for them to bend unnaturally, their bones no longer maintaining their proper shape.

The goblins hesitated for only a moment, exchanging quick glances before closing in. Several groups gripped his arms and legs while another pushed him up.

With some effort, the goblins lifted him and placed him onto a crude wooden stretcher. He groaned again, but it appeared he had lost his consciousness.

The group moved quickly while the bodies of the other adventurers were dragged along behind them, leaving streaks of blood in their wake.

“This time,” I said, trying to maintain a cold tone while suppressing my smile, “another succubus… a more useful one.”

Lilura’s eyes widened, her pout forming almost instantly. She leaned forward, her hands on her hips, her tail swishing behind her in irritation.

“Master,” she said, her voice dripping with mock offense, “Am I not useful?” She pressed a hand to her breast, feigning pain.

“We don’t need more brute strength,” I replied.

“A Demon of Envy,” she raised her voice. “An illusion specialist, that's what we need to support the Demon of Wrath!.”


Chapter 3

The inn looked like a carnival of chaos and color, a patchwork of mismatched lives converging under one roof. The room buzzed with energy, a cacophony of clinking mugs, raucous laughter, and the occasional clash of egos.

Some patrons still wore their armor, its metal dented and scarred from recent battles, their weapons leaning against their chairs like silent sentinels. Others hid their faces beneath helmets. Robed figures, their garments heavy with arcane symbols and trinkets, huddled together.

At one table, a muscular giant stood out, his chest bare despite the chill in the air. His skin was crisscrossed with scars, each one a testament to a life of violence and survival. His deep, rumbling laughter echoed through the room as he clapped a smaller man on the back, nearly knocking him off his stool. He was clearly a traveler from one of the more barbaric lands, the kind who found camaraderie among those with similar disregard for societal norms.

Every table seemed to have its own collection of eccentrics. A wiry elf with a patch over one eye gestured animatedly to a dwarf whose beard was braided with metal rings. A trio of halflings sat perched on stools far too large for them, their high-pitched voices rising in a spirited debate over a map spread across the table.

The inn’s eclectic patrons were no coincidence. This was the closest inn to the town’s Adventurer’s Guild.

One of the tables was occupied by a trio, smaller than most adventuring parties. In the inn were also duos who had decided to go on an adventure with themselves. Couples cuddled and made out in the corners.

One of the Trio, the raven-haired boy, dropped a large pouch on the middle of the table, the coin clinking as it fell.

“Brian, that's a lot!” The girl with short, black hair exclaimed. Her massive chest jiggled as if about to pop out of her low-cut cleavage, which held them tightly contained.

“For all the spiders we killed, it should be more,” Giliana chimed in, her smooth voice carrying a hint of amusement. The slender elf gracefully flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder as she slid onto Brian’s lap, her lithe figure fitting against him as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Well, it was just the bounty for the quest,” Lily pointed out, crossing her arms under her chest with a slight huff. She seemed ready to continue but paused, realizing that Giliana and Brian were now locked in a passionate kiss.

Lily almost puffed her cheeks but quickly returned to her cheerful demeanor as the kiss ended, and the attention fell back to the pay.  Before anyone could speak, Giliana tossed a smaller pouch onto the table. It landed with a softer clink, “From the sale of spider parts,” she explained with a satisfied smirk before leaning in to kiss Brian again.

Lily let out an exaggerated ahem, loud enough to make the pair break apart. “You can smooch later!” she yelled, planting her hands on the table. “We need to decide what we’re doing with this money and, more importantly, what we’re doing next!”

Lily cleared her throat loud enough for them to break their kiss. “You could smooch later!” she yelled before continuing “We need to decide what we do with this and what we do next!”

Giliana and Brian eyed each other before turning toward the table with slightly more serious faces.

“Hmph! That’s better!” Lily declared, puffing out her chest triumphantly. The motion sent her humongous assets jiggling once more, drawing amused glances from Brian and Giliana.

As if to assert her dominance, Lily planted her hands on her hips; her stance meant to radiate authority. However, her shorter stature compared to her companions undermined the effect entirely. Instead of intimidation, her pose only elicited a burst of laughter from Brian and Giliana.

Lily deflated and desperately tried to bring up a new topic. “So these monsters are attacking villages everywhere around here”

“They say a dungeon has probably opened,” Giliana replied, falling into the change of topic.

“Two parties have also disappeared,” Brian joined, and suddenly the mood grew more serious.

“If there is a dungeon, then there could be treasure, and with the monsters fleeing, it could be an opportunity.” Lily replied before pointing out, “Even with this much gold, after buying supplies and new equipment, there won’t be much left.”

Giliana leaned back in her chair, her sharp golden eyes narrowing in thought. “I can try to triangulate the location based on the monster attacks,” she proposed, her tone calm but purposeful.

Lily’s face lit up instantly, her earlier tension replaced with cheerful enthusiasm. She raised a hand in an exaggerated thumbs-up, grinning ear to ear. “That’s what a ranger is for!” she declared, her voice brimming with encouragement.

Giliana smirked, flipping her long blonde hair over her shoulder with a flourish. “Well, someone has to do the thinking around here,” she teased, casting a playful glance at Brian.

Brian chuckled, leaning back with his arms crossed. “Hey, I think plenty. Like how to keep us all alive while you’re out there hugging trees and shooting arrows.”

Giliana rolled her eyes, though her smirk didn’t falter. “Sure, Brian. Just leave the tracking to me. I’ll need a map, some reports on the attacks, and—”

“Don’t forget snacks,” Lily interrupted, her cheerful tone deliberately breaking the tension.

“Then it’s decided!” Brian declared, slamming his hand on the table for emphasis. “Tomorrow, we stock up on new equipment and supplies. The day after, we start our search for the dungeon.”

“Actually,” Lily interjected with a confident smile, “you can cut healing potions off the shopping list. I made more than enough yesterday.”

She reached into her bag, the straps creaking slightly as she pulled it open. From its depths, she retrieved several small vials filled with a deep, blood-red liquid. The glass glinted under the warm light of the inn, and the vibrant color of the potions seemed to radiate a faint glow.

Both of her companions leaned in, their eyes wide with surprise. “The color…” Giliana murmured, her voice tinged with awe. “It’s even deeper than the ones from Lumen’s shop!”

Brian whistled low, picking up one of the vials and holding it up to the light. The liquid within swirled as if alive, thick, and potent. “Looks like we’ve got the best alchemist in town sitting right here!” he said with a grin, turning to Lily.

Lily’s cheeks flushed a faint pink at the praise, but she quickly masked her embarrassment with a playful flick of her hair. “Well, of course! Who else can gather the right herbs, mix the perfect ingredients, and brew these beauties, all while keeping our gear in one piece?”

“You’re incredible, Lily,” Giliana said, her tone sincere. She reached over and picked up one of the vials, inspecting it closely. “With options like these, we’ll have a much better chance out there.”

Brian nodded, placing the vial back on the table carefully. “This saves us a lot of gold, too. We can focus on upgrading weapons and armor instead.”

“Exactly,” Lily said, her earlier confidence giving way to a proud smile. “I figured we’d need every advantage we can get if we’re heading into uncharted territory. And don’t worry—I made extras, just in case.”

“Good thinking,” Brian said, leaning back in his chair with a satisfied expression. “With you brewing potions, Giliana tracking, and me keeping us organized, we’ve got this in the bag.”

∞∞∞

Lily jumped into bed, her body bouncing on the mattress before she loosened her top, giving her breasts some space. It was more relaxing when they weren’t being mercilessly squeezed together.

“No, not there…ahn!” Giliana’s voice seeped through the thin walls between their rooms.

They are at it again. Lily sighed.

“Your ears are so cute!” Brian’s voice joined as Giliana moaned, “It’s too sensitive!”

Lily had no option other than to listen to that. If seeing them being all lovey-dovey wasn’t bad enough, now she had to listen to them going at it.

Giliana’s little moans kept coming again and again.

Why me?

Lily thought to herself. She remembered when it was just her and Brian. They’d been a team, a duo against the world. Quest after quest, they’d faced monsters, bandits, and even the occasional angry villager together. They’d laughed at each other’s jokes, shared meals around campfires, and celebrated their victories as equals.

But then Giliana had come along. The beautiful elf had joined their party after they’d saved her from a particularly nasty pack of dire wolves. She was graceful, skilled, and clever—a perfect adventurer. And Brian had been instantly smitten.

It wasn’t long before Giliana wasn’t just a part of their team but also a part of Brian’s heart. The two of them had grown close so quickly that it made Lily’s head spin.

What about all the time we spent together? she thought bitterly. Did that mean nothing to him?

Giliana’s voice rose again, a high-pitched gasp that made Lily’s cheeks flush with a mix of embarrassment and annoyance...

It wasn’t like she hated Giliana. She had saved her many times and had grown into a cherished field. But that didn’t make it any easier to watch Brian look at Giliana the way Lily had once hoped he might look at her.

Lily was left wondering if she was too ugly or too fat.

“Men can’t resist the breasts of a woman,” They said, so she began showing her cleavage more, and it made no difference.

“Did he think I was a slut?” Lily wondered.

“Your fingers… it's going inside! Giliana’s moans grew louder and more intense, making Lily’s body turn hot.

A sharp heat bloomed in her chest, spreading down her body.

Stop it. Don’t think about it. Don’t feel it.

Her thighs began rubbing against each other as the moans from the other room grew. They didn’t know she could listen, and as much as she wanted to yell back to tone it down, it was too late now. 

Lily’s hands instinctively moved down, her fingers rubbing that place between her legs. As they touched her panties, she could feel a wetness begin to emerge on her panties.

“It’s…your… it’s going inside!” Giliana screamed, sending shudders across Lily’s body. Lily could only imagine herself in Giliana’s place with Brian entering her.

“Oh god!” Lily moaned, her fingers slipping inside the panties, penetrating into her womanhood and being coated in her own juices.

She moaned in sync with Giliana, the sound of thrusting and the bed creaking making her hand move faster. Giliana and Brian were so deep in their lovemaking that they didn’t hear Lily’s desperate morning.

Her hand moved faster, more desperate. She could hear her wet sounds and even her panties rip as she pleasured herself.

But she was too far, and it was coming.

“Oh…I am...Brian…I am coming!” Giliana wailed, and Lily moaned with her, “Yes! YES! YES!”

A wave of pleasure washed over her, shudders following it as she achieved her release.

As it receded, Lily was left panting and covered in sweat, but all alone. When the pleasure disappeared, only guilt and a dirty feeling remained.

The only thing she could do was close her eyes and force herself to sleep.


Chapter 4

I pushed my wobbly arms against the ground; drops of sweat dripped down my nose, and my pecs were on fire.

“Why not just spells?” I sighed,

“Your body is still mortal; it must be healthy and strong!” Sir Bein exclaimed before saying, “Another, and we will be at hundred.”

My arms lowered my upper body back to the ground with desperate grunts, stopping right before my chest came in contact with the floor.

Then I tried to push up, but I couldn’t do it anymore, and my arms collapsed, sending me face down to the floor.

“You have improved quite significantly!” Sir Bein said, “Much better than when you couldn’t even do ten!”

I pushed myself up using my legs before replying, “What is next in the schedule?”

“After rest and a meal, there is magic practice with the Librarian.” Sir Bein replied.

“Oh well, then rest it is,” I said, and suddenly a high-pitched voice yelled, “Mastah!”

Mimi came running, her tiny feet pattering against the stone floor as she darted into the room. She clutched a towel in her small hands, her wide eyes sparkling with excitement.

Just as she skidded to a stop in front of me, Sir Bein exited the adjoining chamber.

The adorable goblin practically bounced on her toes, her dark green cheeks flushed with enthusiasm. “Mastah!” she chirped, lifting the towel toward me as if it were a sacred offering.

Without a second thought, I grabbed the towel from her outstretched hands, the soft fabric cool and refreshing against my skin. I wiped away the sweat clinging to me, letting out a sigh of relief.

“Thanks, Mimi,” I said, glancing down at her bright, eager face.

Her ears twitched as my hand fell on her head.

But my eyes went below that, her ass and tits popping out of her compact body, which was barely covered by the strips of tribal cloth. And it was juicy.

“Mimi, bring me oil," I commanded gently, and she quickly turned around and ran with a happy squeal.

A few minutes later, she came running with a sealed bottle, her mouth open and panting like a happy puppy. With a smile, she presented it to me.

“You are getting a reward,” I said as I grabbed the bottle, Her cheeks turned red as I ordered, “Turn around,” and just as she did, I pushed her to the ground, her body falling to all fours with a surprised squeal.

I reached out to her ass with my fingers slipping into that cloth that was her goblin-holes. With a tug, I ripped it away, making her ass cheeks jiggle deliciously like jelly.

Just then….

*crash*

She screamed as my palm bounced off her ass cheek, the greyish-green cave goblin skin turning red in the shape of a palm. Then I gently rubbed it, feeling her smooth, leathery goblin skin on my palm, only to suddenly squeeze it hard, feeling the fat of her ass until she let a lewd squeal.

“You want to be played with?” I teased her, but she only moaned in reply.

*crash*

I slapped her ass cheeks again, making her moan again.

“You like that, don’t you?” I teased her before slapping her ass again with an even louder crack making her cry out, “Mastah!”

“You dirty little slutty goblin,” I teased her as my other hand went between her legs, rubbing her goblin puss,y and then teased her again, You are wet from just a spanking.”

“Umu….mmmhh,” She mumbled something while she shuddered, her back arching sensually. Half of her ass was now red like a ripe fruit, and simply touching it made her shudder and chirp.

My hand retreated, instead grabbing the oil bottle and uncorking it. Then I slowly spilled it over her ass cheeks, letting the liquid flow over her reddened skin until it was all shiny. Then I began massaging her cheeks, kneading it until she was purring with satisfaction. I spilled more oil, this time, it flowed between her cheeks, running and dripping her asshole.

She was still ignorant of what I was going to do.

In fact, she was purring like a kitten as I massaged her ass.

But the whole thing was turning me on, and my cock was throbbing with excitement. It wanted to join the party.

The urge couldn’t be held back any longer. Just as Mimi was purring, my hand suddenly pushed her upper body down to the ground, my hands grabbing her waist as I positioned myself over her.

When my cock fell between her ass cheeks, she let out a surprised “Hi!”

My hips began moving, thrusting my cock between her buns like a hotdog, but the sausage was too big for the bun. 

“Mastah?” She asked, her voice filled with lust but also realization. 

“Here it comes!” I warned her as I pushed the tip into her asshole.

“MASTAH!!!!” She screamed as my hips pushed it inside, stretching her ass-cave to fit my cock. The oil made it slide smoothly, even with her walls contracting to push me out.  But the sheer tightness of her ass made me see stars as the waves of pure pleasure ravaged my body.

Her wailing only ended when she ran out of air, but I didn’t give her a chance to catch her breath as my hips began pounding her little oily goblin ass. My cock invaded her depths,  retreating only to return harder.

I kept her back arched while her knees held her ass while her knees supported her ass but with each thrust, she was unfurling. Then her knees slipped, and she was pushed to the ground, but I came down with her, my hips thrusting and thrashing her even as she was almost crushed between me and the ground.

Mimi’s body getting squished again and again, breaking her voice in the midst of her wails, was like playing with a squeaking toy. And I wanted to make her squeak, driving my hips to plunder her ass.

But with me being driven to the limit, I could only go faster until I…

“Fuck…” I groaned right before everything flashed white.

Mimi screamed as my body came down on her, thrusting my hips to lock my cock deep inside her ass while it erupted.

After taking a second to catch my breath, I pushed myself back up instead of crushing the goblin beneath me. But she remained on the ground, drool pooling on the ground while her ass looked like a cream-filled donut.

“Can you stand?” I quizzed her, but she could only mumble, “Owuuu…” sheepishly.

Considering I could do nothing, I simply clothed myself back and left her to rest on the floor.

∞∞∞

Walking through the massive shelves of tomes and books in the library made me think.

“Hey!” I called out, my voice echoing softly between the rows of books.

A figure moved in the dim light, gliding toward me with an unnatural stillness. The librarian’s skeletal frame was draped in tattered robes, the fabric whispering as he walked. His skull, devoid of flesh, bore no expression—only the eerie green glow of necromantic energy flickering in his hollow sockets.

“Any concern?” His voice was dry and brittle

“I’m looking for something specific,” I said, meeting that unsettling, empty gaze. The air between us seemed colder now.

“There is much knowledge here,” he intoned. “Specify, and I shall provide.”

I hesitated, then leaned in slightly, lowering my voice. “I have been… enjoying the company of goblins and succubi, but my stamina has its limits. Is there a spell—something that could push me beyond those boundaries?”

For a moment, there was silence. The librarian stood motionless, his glowing eyes unblinking. Then, in a slow, deliberate motion, he turned on his heel.

“Such enchantments hold no value for my undead form,” he mused, his voice carrying a faint echo. “But…”

Without another word, he strode toward a secluded corner of the library. Dust hung thick in the air, the scent of time and neglect settling over the forgotten tomes. His bony fingers traced along the spines of ancient grimoires until he found what he sought. With a sharp pull, he yanked a massive tome free, its leather-bound cover worn and cracked with age.

With a surprising lack of ceremony, he tossed the book onto a nearby table. A heavy thud resounded through the library, and a small cloud of dust rose from its surface.

“Here,” he said, “Converting magical energy to stamina.” Then he continued on, “Spending mana to invigorate stamina is useless in most instances—but due to your vast reserves, you should not have a major issue.”

I was intrigued and excited.

“Teach me the spell,” I commanded without hesitation.


Chapter 5

“All the footprints come from this way,” Giliana said as she observed prints from the ground while Lily marked the points on the map. Birds chirped in the trees while the cold morning breeze shuffled the leaves as it blew past the adventurers.

“Are we close yet?” Brian asked, his new plate armor dazzling in the sunlight that pierced through the canopy.

“We found the exact spot!” Lily threw the map in front of his face with a “Hmpf!”

The map had marked all the monster sightings, directions from which the monsters came, and the footprints they found.

“Then why are we wasting time?” Brian asked, scratching his head as he turned to Giliana.

“There could still be monsters lurking around…” she replied, her gaze fixed on the deep imprints in the earth.

Brian smirked. “With you by my side—and me, of course—I’m not worried.” His voice carried a teasing lilt.

Giliana chuckled, shaking her head at his bravado, but behind them, Lily huffed, puffing her cheeks in annoyance.

The forest gradually thinned, giving way to open grassland. But instead of a peaceful clearing, the land was trampled and scarred—flattened by countless monstrous footprints, the earth torn apart by claws and hooves. The air held the faint, acrid scent of battle, of something unnatural that had passed through.

“We’re getting close,” Giliana murmured, her expression sharpening as she led the way.

The group pressed forward until the ruins loomed on the horizon. Ancient stone covered in moss and vines, broken pillars decaying on the ground, half sunk into the earth. But what caught their eyes was the giant entrance, like a yawning mouth waiting to devour someone.

As they came closer, they could see the massive stairs leading to the underground dungeon.

Something is wrong,” Giliana suddenly halted, her sharp eyes scanning the ruins ahead.

Brian’s hand went instinctively to his sword, the enchanted blade humming faintly as he gripped the hilt. It was a weapon he had purchased with his share of the bounty after their battle with the spider horde—strong, reliable, and eager for another fight.

“What is it?” he asked his voice low, alert.

Giliana didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she knelt down.

“Human footprints; someone went inside before us.”

Lily, standing behind them, shifted uneasily. “I feel magic inside.”

“There’s no way to know what’s inside without going in,” Brian said, gripping his sword. “And it’d be a waste if someone else snatches the loot before us.”

Giliana, still studying the footprints, shook her head. “These tracks are days old… but there’s no sign of anyone coming back out. At least, not from this entrance.”

Brian exhaled and rolled his shoulders. “Only one way to find out.”

Without another word, they stepped forward, leaving the safety of the ruins behind as they descended into the unknown.

∞∞∞

The Dungeon Core buzzed just as I laid my head down on the pillow.

There goes my nap.

With a sigh, I pushed myself up. But disappointment quickly turned to excitement—after all, this could only mean one thing.

Entertainment.

Grinning, I leaped out of bed and hurried toward the throne room, my bare feet barely making a sound against the polished stone floor.

Lilura’s wings flapping echoed throughout the corridor as she joined me.

“Invaders,” she purred, her voice dripping with excitement as she pressed her warm, bare body against mine while her swaying tail caressed my cheek.

As we strode toward the throne room, we passed Mimi, who was limping down the hallway. One hand clutched the stone wall for support while the other rubbed her backside—the very same ass I had thoroughly ravished not long ago.

Mimi’s cheeks burned red as she saw us, but she said nothing, simply huffing and limping past us.

Lilura giggled as she noticed what happened, but we hurried past the ass-fucked goblin into the throne room. The red glow of the Dungeon Core greeted us, but then a creature appeared in front of it.

“My master,” it greeted us with a raspy voice. Its body was nothing more than shadow and smoke in a dark cloak. Each movement appeared to leave a part of its body behind as a black smoke while eyes with glowing red irises opened and closed across the more solid parts of its body.

The Demon of Envy,” I muttered, watching as one eye solidified on its otherwise featureless head, locking onto me with an intense, almost hungry gaze.

“Master’s power… if only I had such power,” it whispered, its voice like a breath of smoke, curling with longing and resentment.

Lilura smirked, trailing a finger down my arm. “Well, it is what it is.”

I merely waved a hand dismissively and strode past it, my steps echoing as I ascended to my throne.

I leaned back, resting my chin on my fist. “Let’s see”

Sending my consciousness to the crystal, I turned my attention to the dungeon entrance. It was just three figures that were climbing down the stairs.

But then my eyes went to the shorter girl, massive breasts jiggling with each step she took, and her top struggled to hold it tight, and the cleavage was like a window where her tits could pop out of any moment.

“Are you feeling something?” Lilura whispered in my ear with a grin.

The succubus could obviously feel the lust growing in me. Her eyes turned towards the dungeon core, the image of the adventurers manifesting in it.

“Ooooh,” She gasped.

“There is something growing inside,” Lilura exclaimed.

“Yes….” The Demon of Envy growled as its eyes locked on her image on the crystal. “Envy grows…she wants what she can’t have.

Yet the Demon of Wrath awaits them.

It would be a shame to see her die; I wanted to squeeze that juicy body while doing things with those massive milkers.

But what grated me was the elf archer and the warrior. They dare hold hands while in my dungeon. It reminded me of all the couples in college back in my world while I was all alone.

How many nights had I drowned myself in work while couples laughed, whispered, and disappeared into the night together?

I had been invisible to them.

I had been nothing.

But here, in my dungeon, I was a god.

I clenched my fist, nails biting into my palm.

“Darkness grows within Master’s heart… I want to feel it. I envy such darkness. ” The Demon of Envy murmured, its rasping voice laced with hunger.

One eye fixed on me. Then another. And another.

More crimson irises blinked open across its misty form, each one locking onto me. It was as if it was watching something incredibly exciting.

“I have an idea,” Lilura purred, her voice dripping with mischief.

She leaned in, her warm breath caressing my skin, sending shivers across my skin. Her lips brushed against the shell of my ear as she whispered.

A plan.

A truly devilish one.

My fingers curled against the armrest of my throne as she spoke, every detail igniting something primal within me. My blood ran hotter, my pulse quickening as the sheer audacity of it settled in my mind.

I pulled back slightly, catching the gleam of wicked delight in her crimson eyes.

“That,” I murmured, a slow smirk stretching across my lips, “is a magnificent idea.”

Lilura giggled, pleased with herself, her tail playfully coiling around my wrist.

The Demon of Envy, still watching, shuddered, its shadow form becoming less corporeal for a moment. “This darkness… I must witness it.”

I exhaled, my gaze returning to the adventurers in the crystal.

“Then let’s begin.”


Chapter 6

“The traps and the cells are ready!” Sir Bein proclaimed loudly, the green glow within his hollow sockets becoming brighter.

“Do you really think letting a succubus make plans is a good idea? They are impulsive and only care about sex!” Morty joined in, the skull floating around us as its skeletal jaw moved up and down with each word as if pronouncing them but the movements and the words didn’t always match.

Lilura hissed at him but Morty didn’t care. “It’s also dangerous! If we lose the Dungeon Lord! Eeeeh!” The skull shuddered.

“That is why I leave the planning and implementation to you, not the demons.” I replied. 

“Well then, let the Dungeon Lord’s plan begin!” Sir Bein announced loudly while I turned my attention back to the adventurers.

The busty mage raised her hands, flames crackling at her fingertips before she thrust them forward, sending bolts of searing fire into the advancing horde. The first goblin zombie to take a direct hit exploded into charred chunks, its body disintegrating in an instant. The others were engulfed in roaring flames, their rotting flesh sizzling and peeling away, but they still stumbled forward, driven by whatever dark magic animated them.

The skeletons, however, were unfazed by the inferno. Blackened bones glowing red-hot, they marched on, empty sockets locked onto their prey.

The warrior didn’t hesitate. His sword flashed like lightning, a blur of steel in the dim dungeon light. What looked like a single slash cracked the skulls of two goblin skeletons at once, shattering them into pieces. He pivoted smoothly, the next stroke cleaving through another undead, sending its bony limbs scattering across the stone floor.

The rest were easily shot down by the elf archer, who sent blunt arrows like a machine gun with enough force to crack the skulls of the skeletons.

The battle was quick and the adventurers began moving again, the elf warrior picking back the arrows and handing them over to the elf with a loving smile that made me nauseous.

“Let’s do it! This is going to be exciting!” Lilura squealed like an excited girl, her naked breasts jumping around as she flapped her wings.

“The intruders should meet the Demon now.” Sir Bein turned towards the crystal and so did I.

Sending my consciousness into it, I projected myself towards their location.

“I feel like I am being watched.” The busty girl wrapped her arms around herself, making her tits almost pop out.

“You are probably imagining things, Lily,” the warrior replied, picking up a gold ring on the floor, a little trinket I set up to lure them deeper into my dungeon.

Lily

I made a mental note.

“We only found goblin skeletons and zombies; I can’t find any traces of anything else,” the Elf ranger replied.

“If Giliana says so…” Lily replied with a concerned face but the Elf interrupted her again, “But I can’t find traces of the adventurers that came before us either.”

“Then why is there valuable stuff thrown around everywhere?” the warrior asked.

“Something that doesn’t care about such things?” Lily wondered.

“Brian, be careful.” The Elf called Giliana said to the warrior with concern.

Lily. Brian. Gilana.

The trio, oblivious to the fate awaiting them, stepped through the entrance. The torches lining the walls flickered, casting long, shifting shadows as they moved deeper inside.

Giliana’s sharp eyes scanned the chamber, her voice echoing against the stone. “This room is big.”

Bigger than she realized.

The last group that dared enter had left it in ruins, but I had taken the time to restore it—every intricate mechanism, every hidden trap, every cruel design now fully repaired. This time, there would be no escape.

Brian let out a low whistle, his fingers grazing the hilt of his sword. “This place is way bigger than I expected.”

Lily, however, hesitated. A shiver ran down her spine, her delicate fingers rubbing her arms as if warding off a chill.

“I have a bad feeling…” she murmured.

As if in answer, the dungeon roared to life.

Flames erupted around them, covering the walls and forming a blazing ring that sealed the only exit shut.

“What is happening?!” Lily gasped, spinning in panic as the flames roared higher.

Brian’s expression hardened, his grip tightening around his sword. “Stay ready.”

From the flames a giant figure emerged, the red demon unfurling its wings as it roared in challenge.

“Remember the plan.” I sent a command to the demon, and it released a guttural laugh before taking flight and crashing towards the warrior.

“What is it?!” Brian yelled, his stance shifting into one of readiness.

Lily’s eyes widened, her voice quick with urgency. “From the skin color, the muscles, the sheer size… It’s a Demon of Wrath!”

Before another word could be spoken, the demon launched itself forward, and with a single, powerful leap, it came crashing down, aiming to crush Brian beneath its colossal bulk.

But Brian was faster.

He twisted to the side in a blur, his instincts sharper than steel. His sword flashed, carving into the demon’s thick, crimson flesh just as he landed.

A roar of fury ripped through the chamber, shaking the very air.

Thick, burning ichor gushed from the wound, sizzling as it hit the burning stone. The demon’s wings flared wide, its talons flexing, rage distorting its monstrous features.

Giliana raised her bow, her sharp eyes locking onto the demon’s massive form. Without hesitation, she loosed an arrow, her voice ringing out—

“Then let’s make it bleed more.”

The arrow flew true, slicing through the air toward the demon’s chest. But the creature didn’t even flinch. The projectile struck its thick hide and bounced off, barely leaving a scratch.

The Demon of Wrath had no time for insects.

With a guttural snarl, it raised its massive flaming axe and brought it down in a brutal arc, aiming to cleave Brian in two.

But Brian was faster.

He dodged, his body moving like lightning, and with a sharp counterstroke, his blade flashed once more. Another deep gash tore across the demon’s arm, more black ichor spilling onto the burning stone.

The demon roared in rage, its wings flaring wide.

The flames surrounding the Demon of Wrath intensified, its entire body wreathed in a blazing aura as its fury burned ever hotter. The heat distorted the air, making the dungeon feel like a furnace.

Lily raised her hands, magic crackling at her fingertips. She unleashed a relentless barrage—bolts of energy, streaks of lightning—but they barely slowed the beast down. If anything, they only seemed to drive it further into its rage.

“The angrier it gets, the more powerful it becomes!” Lily shouted, panic creeping into her voice.

Giliana didn’t hesitate. She reached into her quiver and drew a different arrow—one meant for something much deadlier than goblins or skeletons.

“Take this!” she cried, releasing the shot.

The arrow soared through the heated air, its gleaming silver tip cutting through the smoke and flames. It struck true, sinking deep into the demon’s thick hide.

For the first time, the monster flinched.

Giliana’s sharp eyes narrowed. “Blessed silver works.”

Without wasting a moment, she nocked another arrow, aiming higher. This time, she fired straight for its face.

The arrow plunged into the demon’s eye.

A deafening roar erupted from the beast as thick black smoke gushed from the wound, spiraling out like steam from a broken engine. It thrashed violently, flames surging outward in waves of searing heat.

Brian took the chance, ignoring the waves of flame and began slashing at the giant demon, boiling ichor gushing from its many wounds.

The demon’s rage knew no bounds. Its fury condensed into raw power, manifesting as a blinding corona of hellfire that swallowed its entire form. The heat became unbearable, forcing Brian to take a cautious step back, shielding his eyes from the searing intensity.

That hesitation was all the Demon of Wrath needed.

With a guttural roar, it flung its massive, burning axe straight at him.

The weapon tore through the air like a comet of destruction, too fast, too heavy—

CRASH!

The impact sent Brian reeling, the burning steel slamming into his chest, flames licking at his armor as the force knocked the breath from his lungs.

"Brian!" Giliana screamed, eyes wide with panic as she saw fire spread across his body.

But Brian wasn’t done.

Gritting his teeth against the pain, he pushed through the flames, his sword flashing in retaliation. With a desperate lunge, he drove the blade straight into the demon’s massive wrist.

The beast snarled, ichor spraying as the sword bit deep. Instinctively, it yanked its arm back, dragging the axe with it—

And Brian along with it.

For a moment, the battlefield seemed frozen in time. The axe wrenched itself free from his chestplate, and the sheer force sent Brian flying backward.

Giliana barely had time to react before he crashed into her, the two of them tumbling across the scorched stone.

Lily’s voice rang out, frantic. “Get up! It’s not stopping!”

The Demon of Wrath, though wounded, stood taller than ever—its remaining eye burning with unrelenting hatred.

Lily acted fast.

With a flick of her wrist, she tossed a red potion at Giliana, who caught it with trembling fingers. At the same time, Lily hurled a green bottle straight at the demon, the glass shattering against its chest just as it crouched to lunge.

The moment the liquid inside touched the demon’s flesh, a violent hiss erupted. Green smoke spewed from the wound, and the beast howled in agony, staggering back as it was covered in a venomous mist.

"Little something I made from the spider venom!" Lily announced proudly.

Giliana wasted no time. She pried Brian’s mouth open and poured the red potion down his throat. The moment the liquid touched his tongue, his body reacted.

The gaping wound beneath his shattered armor began to close at an unnatural speed, muscle and flesh knitting back together.

But when the magic faded, it left behind something eerie—a massive, unnatural scar stretched across his chest.

Brian coughed, his breath ragged but steady. “Damn… that’s gonna leave a mark.”

Giliana exhaled in relief, gripping his arm. “You almost died, idiot.”

But there was no time to rest.

The Demon of Wrath unfurled and flapped it’s wings, dissipating the corrosive mist. The mist had even corroded the stone floor but the demon’s body was resistant.

Gilaina turned to Lily and her eyes widened,

“Lily move!” She screamed.

Lily barely had time to react before the ground beneath her gave way. She threw herself to the side just as the trapdoor yawned open, revealing a dark, bottomless pit beneath.

*tsk*

I clicked my tongue in irritation.

She was sharp—too sharp.

Lilura chuckled beside me, pressing her soft body against my arm. “Is master frustrated?” She purred as her hand snaked towards my crotch but I was too invested in the battle,

“Not now,” I commanded and in reply, she puffed her cheeks in annoyance.

I ignored her and concentrated on the battle.

“Send reinforcements.” I gave the order but when I turned my attention back, it was desperate.

The Demon of Wrath looked like a pressure cooker about to burst. Arrows jutted from its thick hide, each wound searing its flesh from the inside, sending plumes of black smoke hissing into the air.

Most of the arrows were embedded in its massive wings—proof that it had tried to shield itself. But now, those very wings trembled under the weight of its injuries, its movements sluggish, its flight all but crippled.

Brian didn’t hesitate. He lunged forward, sword gleaming as he aimed for the demon’s exposed chest.

"Begone demon!" he roared, blade arcing toward its heart.

When the skeletons came marching in to save the demon it was already too late. It fell back to the floor, Brian atop on its chest, plunging the sword deeper as the monster roared in rage.

The demon’s body began to dissipate into smoke and cinders but the demon in its final moments, let out a guttural laugh.

With a click a trapdoor opened below them. The demon in its final moments carried out at least part of the plan.

Lily and Gilliana could only scream and run to save their companion as the trapdoor closed.

With the warrior gone, the party was broken.

“No… this can’t be…” Lily whispered, frozen in shock.

Giliana, however, snapped. Howling with pain she unleashed hell.

Her bow was like a machine gun as unleashed arrow after arrow, cracking open the skulls of undead goblins one by one.

But she didn’t stop.

Even when her quiver emptied, even when her fingers ached from the relentless assault, she kept reaching for arrows that weren’t there. Then she threw away her bow and unsheathed a dagger but her rage was blinding her to the point she didn’t realize a trapdoor was opening beneath her.

When it clicked, it was already too late.

“Giliana!” Lily could only scream before she began to cast a spell at the undead flowing into the chamber. Rage and desperation filled her eyes as she began casting a spell, a ball of flame manifesting in her hands before it was sent flying against my skeleton army.

But it exploded midway, its flames washing against an invisible wall.

Lily’s eyes widened in horror.

“What—?!”

The flames crawled uselessly against the air as a skeletal face appeared behind it. Its black cloak swept over the the remaining embers. The Librarian wasn’t really a fan of joining the battle himself but I ordered him to play a part in the plan as a preparation for future raids.

Her trembling fingers fumbled for the satchel at her hip, desperate to grab a bottle of holy water, a potion—anything. But before she could so much as brush the glass, a cold, spectral force coiled around her. Ethereal chains shimmered into existence, luminous and pale green, tightening like living serpents around her wrists, her torso, her legs.

She gasped as the energy bit into her skin—not painful, but paralyzing, stealing the strength from her limbs. A numbing cold seeped into her bones. She moaned as she tried to break free, her body writhing in a rather sensual way until her legs lost strength and she fell to her knees.

Her resistance finally ended when she fell to the ground, completely powerless.

“Put her in the cell.” I send the command. The real plan had only begun.


Chapter 7

I peered through the iron bars, the dim, flickering light casting jagged shadows across my face. With practiced ease, I adjusted the heavy metal collar around my neck..

Inside the cell, the girl lay motionless, her breathing shallow but steady. The chamber was as cold and the ancient stone crudely brushed and cleaned by the goblins just made the oppressiveness worse. The so-called bed was little more than a crude slab of rock, chiseled into shape, with a thin, star-patterned mattress thrown atop it.

I took the chance to see her up close. She was short, but damn, she was stacked—those massive tits looked like they were ready to burst free from her torn top, barely contained by the straining fabric. Her waist dipped in just right, tight and trim, before flaring into wide, delicious hips that could drive a man insane. And those thighs coming out from her short skirt. Thick and plush, making me sink my fingers into them like a stuffed toy.

Soon all of this will be mine to enjoy.

“Uhn…” She muttered something as her fingers curled.

Then she rubbed her face and eyes before opening them; they were adorable, round, and innocent. But I knew there was darkness within her; I just had to find what it was.

“Master…”

Lilura’s voice echoed in my mind, followed by a cute yet wicked giggle.

Then the raspy voice of the Demon of Envy joined with a whisper, “We are ready.”

Just as she finished rubbing her eyes her head began turning around, scanning the cell before instantly jumping to her legs.

“Where am I?” She yelled, “Who are you?” aiming her hand at me.

“Its useless…you can’t cast any spells with that thing on.” I pointed at the metal collar on her neck, just like mine. Of course mine was fake but her’s wasn't.

She aimed her hand at the metal bars of the cell and began casting a spell but as she waited, nothing happened.

“See?” I said, standing up.

“Who are you?” She turned towards me.

“My party found the entrance to this place while hunting monsters…then we got ambushed by a giant flaming demon,” I explained with my gaze fixed on hers. “Suddenly something opened below me and then everything went black. Then I awoke here.”

It was a lie but it was enough to make her gaze lose the edge and her shoulders slumped before she sat down on her bed, deflated like a sad puppy, which made me pity her.

Win her trust

It was like taming a stray kitten. Make her come to me.

"So, I assume something like that happened to you too?" I finally broke the silence, my voice measured and patient.

She turned toward me, her teary eyes wide.

“I… Giliana… Brian… we adventured together.” Her breath hitched as she fought to hold herself together, her fingers tightening around her arms as if trying to keep herself from falling apart. "Then... monsters. So many of them. They came out of nowhere."

She swallowed hard, her body trembling.

“We thought an old dungeon had opened. So we tracked them, thinking—treasure. There had to be something worth the risk.” A shaky breath left her lips. “But... it wasn’t old.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper, her eyes distant, haunted.

“We fought. A giant demon came. It took Brian. Just—just reached out and took him.” Her breath quickened, panic creeping in. “Then a Lich appeared… Giliana—she fell. And I…” Her voice cracked, and she squeezed her eyes shut as if trying to block out the memories.

“I—it—” She couldn’t even finish as she began sobbing as she stood up and tried to walk to the corner of the cell.

Without a word, I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into a reassuring embrace. She was warm, softer than I expected, her body fitting against mine like she belonged there. I had never held a girl like this before—never felt the way someone melted into you when they needed comfort, when they had no one else to lean on.

A pang of guilt pricked my heart. Was this kindness, or was I just doing what had to be done?

But I knew the answer.

I knew what I had to do.

She would be safer under me. Happier.

And soon, she would understand that too.

“It’s alright, you did nothing wrong. Its not your fault” I whispered but she replied, her voice trembling.

“I…was selfish. I was jealous of Giliana for taking away Brian..” She sobbed but the voice of he Demons in my head made it harder to concentrate.

“Oooooooh” Lilulura was excited while the Demon of Envy began chanting “Yes…Yes..” in whispers.

They were just behind the wall. Waiting.

The air thickened, heavy with something unseen but unmistakable. A force. A hunger.

Then it hit me.

A wave of pure desire, crashing into my body like a storm. Heat bloomed beneath my skin, seeping into my bones, curling around my core like smoldering embers ready to ignite. My breath hitched, my grip tightening around Lily as she trembled against me.

She was sobbing—soft, broken cries that should have stirred my protective instincts. Instead, all I could focus on was the way her massive breasts pressed into me, the softness molding against my chest, rising and falling with each shaky breath.

I was used to this. Lilura’s aura was nothing new, yet every time it spread, it felt stronger, more intoxicating.

Her excitement leaked through the walls, filling the cell like scalding steam. But I had to continue my part.

"There’s nothing wrong with you… he’s the idiot for not noticing someone like you," I whispered into Lily’s ear, my voice low, deliberate. The moment the words left my lips, I felt her shudder in my arms.

Good. Let it sink in. Let her feel it.

"He’ll regret it," I continued, even as I fought against the intoxicating pull of Lilura’s aura. "He’ll regret not having your body in his arms… not feeling you, not claiming you."

Lily pressed closer, her body molding against mine, her warmth seeping into me. She hesitated, then tilted her head up, locking eyes with me—those round, tear-filled eyes still glistening, but the sadness had shifted, melted into something else.

Her cheeks were red, blushing while her thighs began rubbing against each other.

“Mmmh…” A soft sound escaped her lips—half a whimper, half a hum. She hesitated, her voice trembling as she mumbled, “I… we’re the only ones here… so…”

The last of her sobs faded, replaced by shy words dripping with desire.

Slowly, I let my hands glide down her body, down her dress, and then under her miniskirt until I felt the soft fabric of her panties.

“You want this?” I quizzed as my fingers slowly sank into her soft pillowy bums, and it felt so good I instinctively squeezed even harder, which ended with her suddenly letting out a little moan and then hiding her face in embarrassment.

“This could be...the last time...so...can we do it?” She purred innocently while my hands were already kneading her supple ass.

“If you want it so much,” I replied almost teasingly before taking one hand away from her ass and towards her chin. Gently lifting her face up until our eyes locked, I then descended, my lips touching hers in a rather romantic kiss.

But it wasn’t going to stop there.

The feel of her—her voluptuous body pressed against mine, the way her curves molded so perfectly into me—sent a deep, primal need surging through my veins. And with Lilura’s aura clouding my senses, fanning every sinful thought already lurking in my mind, holding back became impossible.

My grip tightened. My kiss deepened. My tongue pushed through her lips, invading her mouth. She pushed back with her own and soon it turned into wet dance as we made out with animalistic desire.

My hands moved slowly, fingers teasing the fabric of her top. It clung to her, hugging the curves of her massive tits, the deep valley of her cleavage teasing me of what lay beneath.

The moment I undid it, her imprisoned milkers came spilling out and my hand wasted no time as it moved to grab them. My palm opened up grabbing a fistful of her tits, feeling the softness as fingers slowly sank into her.

Our kiss broke, a bridge of saliva forming between our mouths as we parted.

“You have the biggest breasts I have ever seen,” I teased her, which, combined with my hands playing with her soft pillows, made her moan, tinged with both arousal and embarrassment.

But I wanted more of her tits.

The desire was burning within me, making me push her back until she fell ass down on her crude bed, sitting with her back against the wall. Then I fell, my mouth opening to devour her boobs, my fingers squeezing them until she was moaning while my tongue traveled over the curve of her tits until I reached her nipples. Lips surrounded it before the sucking began, it was like a plum being sucked and I was going at it like a hungry baby. And as I sucked this my other hand began massaging her other tits, fingers squishing and kneading the fat and making her moan.

“It…feels so good!” She purred sweetly; her voice was like fuel to the fire within me, which drove me to suck even harder, and soon her moan grew with it.

As her plum was sucked inside my tongue launched its own attack, pressing and licking it in all directions.

Then suddenly let go of her boob, releasing it with a plop, the milk sack jiggling as it returned to its original shape. Then I fell upon the other tit, giving it the same treatment I gave to its neighbor. Meanwhile my hand slowly snaked down, moving between her thighs before the fingers touched her womanhood. The moment my fingers began rubbing the panties, her body suddenly shuddered with a loud chirp. I continued pleasuring her, rubbing over her panties until it was soaked with her carnal juices even as I devoured her breasts.

When I was done, she was a mess—her chest rising and falling with each heavy breath, her skin flushed a deep red. Her lips were slightly parted, still trembling from the intensity of it all, and her eyes were hazy, completely lost in the moment. Drunk on desire. Drunk on me.

And my cock was rock hard, pushing against its prison and pitching a tent in my pants. Her eyes drifted there, growing wider the moment she saw it. Her eyes then locked onto mine, gazing at me expectantly.

“You want it?” I asked her and she broke eye contact, her gaze wandering in embarassment.

"Uh… I mean…" she mumbled, barely audible. "It’s what’s next… so…"

Her voice trailed off, but that hesitation only made her more enticing. She knew exactly what she wanted but couldn’t admit it out loud. It was so cute!

"I… I want it!" she squealed, her voice high and desperate, eyes squeezed shut as if saying the words aloud was too much to bear.

Cute. But not enough.

I chuckled, tilting her chin up with a single finger, making sure she couldn't hide from me. "What do you want?" I asked, my voice slower, deeper

"I want to—a do it with you!" she squealed even louder, her voice cracking at the peak of her embarrassment.

Adorable. But still not enough.

Even with her body already half-bared before me, she was still too shy to say it outright. That hesitation, that last shred of innocence clinging to her—it made her all the more irresistible.

I traced a finger along her flushed cheek, down her neck, reveling in the way she trembled beneath my touch. "Say it properly," I coaxed, my voice low, almost a purr. "Tell me exactly what you want."

“I want to have sex with you!” She yelled out and that was it.

“Turn around,” I commanded, giving her space to move on the rock-hewn bed. The crude mattress shuffled as she did just as I ordered, turning around she knelt down on the bed, pointing her ass towards me.

Lifting her short miniskirt revealed her beautiful shapely ass with a wet spot on the panties where her forbidden spot was. I took the chance to rub her thighs, exploring them, feeling the feminine softness of her body and feeling the shivers than ran through her as I explored her curves.

“What are you..doing?” She moaned impatiently.

“A man needs to take his time,” I replied as my hands moved up, feeling up her panties before fingers slipped inside its waistband, tugging it until it slid down her legs. 

Her ass was perfect, full and perfectly round, like two hot buns. I could play with it all day long, but my cock was trying to burst through my pants and the carnal aroma from her pussy made it impossible to hold myself back any longer.

The moment I pushed down my pants, my cock jumped out, rock hard and ready to go. Seeing Lily’s moist pussy in front of it made it throb with excitement.

“Are you ready for it?” I quizzed as I trailed my fingers down her seductively arched back, from her neck to her ass.

“Ah…yes!” She squealed while my cock began rubbing against the petals of her pussy, her juices coating my shaft as it moved up and down. She breathed hard and deep, to the point I could hear it from behind.

Then I pushed, driving my tip and then my shaft into warm wet cave.

“It’s going inside! Ahn…its filling me!” She moaned, her pussy relaxing and tightening a round my member as if trying to suck it in.

Then my hips began to move, my cock moving out only to drive it back inside deep into her and with each thrust the tempo increased and did the intensity of the moans.

Her pussy gripped my cock as it plunged inside, the friction sending waves of pleasure that sent shivers down my skin.

“It feels…so good!” She moaned, her lewd voice echoing within the cell and then across the empty corridors of the dungeon. My hips moved faster, hitting her cheeks they sent waves over her jiggling ass. Soon the cell was filled the beat of her cheeks being clapped and wet thrashing sounds to which her moans was like a dirty chorus.

My hips were being pushed to the limit, going as fast as I could. The tempo of the lewd symphony rose, moans growing more urgent and desperate.

Each thrust and each wave of carnal pleasure pushed me closer and closer to the edge. Her body shuddered, her moans turned to wails.

“I can’t…ahn…take it anymore!” She screamed.

The pressure within me was overwhelming, like a pressure cooker about to explode.

“I am cumming!” I growled as I pushed my hips into her, her shudders transferred to me as my cock locked inside. Then I came, the force exploding into her, my cock pumping my jizz deep into her.

Euphoric bliss washed over me as I marked her as mine and then it came to an end. My cock slipped out and my cum followed, flowing out of her pussy as she fell on the bed.

“I…it was” She mumbled before turning her body towards me, she was glistening with sweat but despite the filthy situation she was in there was a certain innocence in her eyes.

“Can you stay with me?” She pleaded but I replied, “The bed is too small for both of us”

“Not the bed just with me silly!” She slightly raised her voice. “Well its not like I have a choice” I pointed at the iron bars and her cheeks blushed as she squealed ‘Silly me” before closing her eyes.

∞∞∞

As she went to sleep, I turned towards the bars, the gate opened as the Demon of Envy and Lilura appeared outside.

Lilura's smirk deepened as she ended her naked body moving seductively.

"Enjoying yourself?" Lilura purred in her lustful voice. "Or is she still too innocent for your tastes?" before continuing "I am always ready for my master," her hands moving across her perfect hourglass body.

I could take her here as well but there was work to do.

"Begin the work," I commanded, my gaze fixed on Lily, sleeping peacefully.

Lilura’s amusement didn't waver as she turned, her sharp nails glowing with dark energy. Beside her, the Demon of Envy let out a low, rasping chuckle, its formless body pulsing with anticipation.

I couldn’t simply talk her into corruption—not yet. But there were other ways. Ways to plant the seed, to let the darkness take root where it mattered most.

Through dreams.

And the demons were exactly what I needed.

Lilura and the Demon of Envy moved closer, shadows stretching across the crude mattress. The girl sighed softly in her sleep, blissfully unaware as their magic curled around her like unseen tendrils, slipping into her dreams.


Chapter 8

"Huh?"

Lily’s eyes fluttered open, her breath catching as unfamiliar sensations surrounded her. The bed beneath her was soft—too soft. Luxurious. A stark contrast to the cold, unyielding stone she had fallen asleep on.

She blinked, trying to process it.

The canopy above her was embroidered with gold, the silken sheets beneath her a deep crimson. Everything about this place screamed opulence, wealth—power. But something was wrong.

As she stirred, the heavy blankets slid from her body, and a sharp chill licked at her exposed skin.

She was naked.

Her heart lurched. Panic surged through her veins as she grabbed at the fabric, dragging it back up to her chest. Her fingers trembled, clutching the blanket as if it could shield her from whatever unseen force had placed her here.

Her gaze darted wildly around the room.

The towering walls were lined with flickering sconces, casting long shadows across rich, velvet drapes. A massive mirror sat against the far side of the chamber, reflecting her flustered, disheveled state.

There—on the floor—her clothes lay in a careless heap, as if they had been discarded in haste.

She threw off the covers and scrambled out of the bed, snatching up the first article of clothing her hands could grasp. Her breath came in short, uneven gasps as she hurriedly pulled her top over her bare skin. The fabric stretched taut, squeezing her breasts into a snug, almost suffocating prison.

She barely had a moment to register the sensation before she reached for her panties, sliding them up trembling thighs, the cold air biting at her exposed skin. Finally, she grabbed her short skirt, yanking it into place with frantic hands, smoothing it down over her hips as if that alone could restore some sense of normalcy.

She turned toward the door, her heart still hammering in her chest. The rich, polished wood loomed before her, its gilded handle glinting in the dim candlelight.

Just as she took a step forward, a voice—soft, familiar—slipped through the silence.

She froze.

It sounded like Giliana.

Her breath hitched, her fingers tightening around the knob as she twisted it as fast as she could. A sharp click echoed through the silence, and with all her strength, she shoved the door open.

Light poured into the room, momentarily blinding her. But as her vision adjusted, the sight before her rooted her to the spot—her breath caught in her throat, her body turning ice cold.

"Ahn!"

A sultry moan filled the air, unmistakably Giliana’s.

There she was—the slender elf, her delicate frame bending forward, her back arching in sinful pleasure.

And behind her—Brian.

His hands gripped her waist possessively, his bare chest slick with sweat as he moved against her, their bodies entwined in a rhythm that left no room for misinterpretation.

Lily’s stomach twisted.

Giliana’s eyes were half-lidded, glazed over in ecstasy, lips parted in a breathy gasp as she moaned his name. Brian, usually composed and strong, was lost in her, his fingers digging into her hips while his hips pounded her from behind.

Lily’s throat tightened, her nails biting into the doorframe.

‘What is-” She mumbled but Giliana’s moans interrupted her.

“Brian’s cock is inside me! He is pounding me hard!” She moaned, her slender body shuddering with each thrust.

“You want it too, don’t you?” Brian growled, his his still thrusting, still making wet sounds as his cock penetrated Giliana.

“No..” Giliana mumbled.

“We…know…you, touching yourself…listening to us!” Giliana yelled, her words breaking between her lustful moans.

Then something happened. Suddenly Lily found herself naked as well, her breast spilling out and air caressing her naked skin.

“What?” She yelped only for someone to appear from behind grabbing herself as well.

“Its you!” A memory appeared in Lily, she knew him. They were making love in a cell.

Lily turned towards Brian and Giliana, aiming her fingers at them as she proclaimed “I don’t need you! I have better!” before grabbing his hands and placing them on her body. His hands moved, squeezing her breasts and snaking around her waist to pleasure her forbidden areas.

She felt something—something hard, poking her in the back.

She bent down like Giliana, pointing her ass towards him.

His arms grabbed Lily by the waist before his cock stabbed her in the pussy. Lily began moaning as the thrusting began.

He looked towards Brian and Giliana with lust-tinged eyes, she was being taken from behind and she wanted them to watch.

Each thrust almost sent her flying forward, she was only kept in place by his grip on her waist but the shockwaves traveled throughout her body making a breast bounce in all directions.

“I am..better!” Lily yelled out but Gilliana moved her hands before she began to taunt Lily.

“My body is perfect….thats why Brian fuck me!” She moaned as Brian groaned, “You are just one step away from getting fat…its only in your tits for now…next it will be in your belly”

“But he likes my breast!” Lily moaned and suddenly everything flashed.

Brian was kneeling, his face helpless as he watched something.

“Mmmgghh….mmmmghfff”

It was Giliana….

And she was kneeling in front of him. Her mouth vigorously sucking his cock, the same cock that was fucking Lily a mere second before.

Lily opened her mouth to call out to him—but the realization struck her like a bolt of lightning.

She didn’t even know his name.

Yet, she ached for him.

Take him.

The voice slithered into her mind, smooth as silk and thick with temptation.

Don’t let that elf steal your man.

Her vision blurred, the edges of reality melting into something primal. Before she could think, before she could stop herself, she moved. With a sharp shove, she pushed Giliana aside.

The elf gasped in shock, stumbling backward, her moan cut off by the sudden fall. She landed with a soft plop, coughing cum on the floor.

And that sight—him, cucked and helpless—sent a shiver of dark pleasure coursing through Lily.

A slow, creeping satisfaction curled in her stomach, spreading through her veins like a drug.

This is what it feels like.

To be the one in control. To watch someone else suffer.

She almost—almost—smiled.

Until the realization struck her like ice water.

Her pulse stuttered. Her stomach clenched.

What am I doing?

The pleasure turned to fear.

She stumbled back a step, her heart hammering in her chest.

Something was wrong. Terribly, terribly wrong.

“AH!” Lily screamed as the world collapsed around her.

∞∞∞

“Are you alright?” I shook Lily, who was screaming and shaking. I did tell the demons not to make it terrifying for her but I guess demons are going demon.

She jumped up and looked around before rubbing her eyes.

“It was just a dream…” she exhaled, wiping the sheen of sweat from her forehead. Her shoulders relaxed—until her gaze snapped to the corner of the cell.

Her body stiffened.

“Wait…”

I followed her line of sight.

There, in the dim light, was a satchel—worn, slightly scuffed, but unmistakably hers.

Her breath hitched.

She shot up from the bed, clutching her top to her chest in a feeble attempt to cover herself.

“My satchel!” she gasped, stumbling toward it, her fingers tightening around the fabric as if afraid it might vanish before she reached it.

"I don't know," I lied smoothly, shrugging as if it wasn’t a big deal. "Goblins probably brought it with you and tossed it there.”

She opened and yelled “Yes!” as she grabbed a bottle with a green liquid in it.

I knew what it was, I saw she used it against the Demon of Wrath and that was exactly why I brought the satchel into the cell.

“Also the goblins brought food…” I said pointing towards the crude wooden plate with a piece of roast meat in it. “I don't know what it is but it was surprisingly good”

“We’re going to escape!” she declared, practically *glowing* with excitement as she held up a small green potion. 

Then—*grrrrgggle.* 

Her stomach let out a loud, pitiful growl. 

Lily froze, her triumphant pose deflating almost instantly. Her cheeks flushed, and with a sheepish chuckle, she quickly adjusted her priorities. 

“Let’s eat first, then!” she announced, just as cheerful but now slightly embarrassed. 

Without hesitation, she grabbed the plate of food, hopped toward me, and plopped herself down right on my bed—like she *belonged* there. 

I raised a brow, smirking slightly. “Making yourself comfortable?” 

Lily grinned wider, clearly enjoying my reaction. “Well, you were inside me last night,” she said, her voice teasing, playful. “I’m practically yours now. Take responsibility.”

My smirk faltered for half a second before I recovered. Oh, so she wants to play that game?

“Responsibility, huh?” I mused, my voice deliberately slow, deep. “That’s a dangerous thing to ask from a man like me.”

Her cheeks darkened, but she didn’t back down.

“Then I guess I like danger,” she shot back, popping a piece of food into her mouth and chewing with exaggerated innocence.

“Well we did the whole thing and I don’t even know your name…” She looked at me with curious but happy eyes.

“My name….huh…” I muttered.

“I am Lily!” She reached gave me her hand.

“Well…I stopped using my name a long time ago” I replied honestly. My name when I was a loser didn’t matter anymore. Now I am simply the lord of this dungeon.

But I couldn’t tell her that…not yet. “But I call myself…Dun” I made up a lie and she smiled ith satisfaction.


Chapter 9

The potion worked faster than I expected. The moment the bottle shattered against the cold iron bars, a thick green smog erupted, hissing and swirling as it ate away at the metal like a starving beast.

Lily and I pressed ourselves against the damp stone wall, watching in tense silence. The smog spread unnaturally fast, tendrils of vapor licking at the rusted iron, reducing it to nothing more than bubbling sludge.

Within seconds, the bars were gone. Completely melted.

Lily grinned, her eyes gleaming with triumph. “Told you it would work,” she whispered, barely able to contain her excitement.

I didn’t respond immediately, still eyeing the thick haze that lingered in the air. It was corrosive enough to melt solid iron—what would it do to flesh?

“Let’s wait a few more seconds,” I murmured, placing a hand in front of her before she could sprint forward. “That stuff might still burn.”

The moment the corrosive mist entirely dissipated, we ran; the corridors were empty of guards just as I had ordered.

“Where now?” I asked, trying to measure her actions. "The main hall should have a storage room… our weapons, supplies, maybe even maps."

I nodded, letting her take the lead. I had already ensured the corridors would be empty—no need for her to know why. The Demon of Envy trailed behind, its presence slithering around us like an unseen mist, watching, waiting.

Lily’s movements were swift, her instincts sharp despite the iron collar that kept her magic at bay. But that also meant she was vulnerable. She didn’t realize that what she saw might not be real. I glanced at her, gauging her resolve. “Are you sure about the storage room?”

She hesitated for just a breath before nodding.

She was determined, and I admired that. It would make her eventual fall all the more delicious.

“Then let’s move.”

We slipped through the dimly lit corridors, our footsteps muffled against the stone floor.

Then, up ahead, a heavy wooden door stood slightly ajar. I crept closer, pressing my palm against the rough surface before easing it open just enough to peek inside.

It was a storage room—dimly lit and cluttered with sacks, crates, and overstuffed wardrobes that had no business being in a goblin den. The musty air carried the scent of damp wood and something vaguely metallic, like rust or dried blood.

One look at the mismatched furniture, the fine-but-dusty clothes spilling from trunks, and the assortment of tools and trinkets scattered carelessly across the floor made it obvious—this was stolen loot. Plundered from some unfortunate human village, no doubt.

Lily slipped past me and began opening and closing the chests, looking for anything useful. I joined her as she explored the furniture and the sacks. There was grain and dried meat. Also a closet filled with dried fruit, which Lily began storing in a smaller sack she looted.

Then guttural laughs and footsteps echoed from the corridor…many footsteps

Lily stiffened, her breath hitching in panic, but I was faster. In one swift motion, I clamped a hand over her mouth, muffling the startled noise that almost escaped. Then, without a second thought, I pulled her with me, shoving us both into the nearest hiding spot—a massive, repurposed wardrobe.

The doors creaked as I shut them, sealing us inside the cramped darkness. Lily trembled against me, her body pressed close, her heartbeat wild against my chest. I kept my grip firm over her lips, silently warning her to stay quiet.

Outside, the footsteps grew louder. Closer. The goblins were here.

But my attention went back to Lily’s soft body, which felt like cuddling a plushie; her ass pressing against my body was making me hard.

I couldn’t control myself from groping her tits; her eyes looked at me with both desire and concern as I undid her top, letting them spill out for me to feel them up better.

The goblins have been ordered not to notice us but of course she didn’t know that.

“They would hear us,” she whispered.

“Then blame it on you being too sexy,” I whispered back as my fingers pinched her nipples, making her let out a sweet squeal before my hand covered her mouth tightly, holding her lips tightly sealed while my other hand played with her boobs.

Her muffled moans echoed within the confined space, my hands moving more wildly, kneading, squeezing, and pulling her massive milkers.

Only when the goblins inside the storeroom left did we burst out of its confines, my hands still enveloping her breasts as we fell.

My hand loosened its grip on her mouth, letting her moan again.

“You are going to get me killed…” She moaned, her voice dripping with pleasure.

So I removed my hands from her tits, which made her look at me with a “Huh?”

I shrugged and teased her, “What? You said to stop.”

“I didn’t!” She exclaimed, her voice rising too high, before she suddenly sealed her mouth in panic. Then she knelt down disappointed.

I pushed myself up, my body aching from the cramped space, but there was no ignoring the obvious tent pitched in my pants.

Lily’s eyes drifted there before she could stop herself, her gaze lingering for just a second too long. Her cheeks flamed bright red, and she quickly looked away.

“I can think of something you could do for me…” I broke the silence as I sat down on a chest and called her over. And she crawled towards me, her giant boobs swaying as gravity dragged them down like two papaya fruits.

I pulled down my pants, letting my erect cock rise like a tower.

“Put it between your tits,” I instructed her and she followed, hiding my rod between the two mountains.

“Now stroke it with them.”

She followed my instructions with some confusion, her hands pushing her bags up and then down.

The softness enveloping my manhood felt like heaven; the moving balls of pure femininity glistened as my precum coated them, allowing them to move more smoothly.

“That’s…good.”  I groaned and a smile appeared on her face.

“You like it? Then have more of my tits!” She teased as her hands squished them harder, suffocating my dick in its embrace while the movement increased, the tits going up and down faster and faster as she gazed at me with a smug expression.

“Fuck!” I growled as she learned quickly; the moist slapping sounds and her little cute grunts as she pushed her tits turned me on even more. The pleasure was building up within me faster with each stroke.

“I am…going to cum!” Just as I warned, it erupted, like a volcano of cum, sending jizz exploding into the air, covering her tits in my seed, drops even hitting her face and mouth.

“That...that was a lot.” She gasped, her tongue trying to lick out the drops that fell on her lips.

I tried to catch my breath as I recovered from the intensity of the waves of euphoric bliss that blasted me during the climax. 

Lily was trying to clean herself, my seed sticking to her fingers as she tried to rub it off her tits.

I tossed her an empty sack, keeping my voice low, “Clean yourself up. Looks like we’ll be sleeping in here tonight.”

Her face was still flushed as she took the sack, wiping off the sticky mess on her thighs. I turned away, pretending to inspect the room, giving her some privacy even though I’d already seen everything. The goblin noises grew louder outside, their guttural laughs echoing down the corridors. There was no way we could sneak out now.

After she finished cleaning herself up, we munched on some dried food we found in the storage room. It was bland and tough, but it filled our stomachs.

Then, crammed inside the wardrobe once more, she curled up against me, her body small and warm in my arms. Her breathing slowed, becoming soft and steady as she drifted off, her face nuzzling into my chest like a child seeking comfort. For a moment, she looked so vulnerable, so innocent, that I almost felt guilty.

Almost.

The doors creaked open, and I instantly tensed, shielding her protectively. But it wasn’t a goblin.

Lilura’s mischievous eyes gleamed as she peeked inside, her lush lips curving into a knowing smirk. The Demon of Envy loomed behind her, its form flickering like a shadow, its eyes glowing with hunger.

Lilura’s voice was a playful whisper, “Oh, aren’t you two cozy?” She leaned in closer, her crimson hair brushing against my cheek, “Having fun playing hero?”

“Let’s get this started; remember this time, no scaring,” I replied, ignoring her question.

Then Lily began moaning. Low, sultry, and full of pleasure. Her legs rubbed together, her thighs pressing as her hips rolled instinctively.

Her hands curled into fists, gripping my shirt, and she let out another soft whimper, her lips parting as she panted, “N-no...ah...more...”

They were twisting Lily’s dreams into something far more carnal. Corrupting her slowly.

I yawned, exhaustion finally catching up to me. As much as I enjoyed holding her, I wasn’t about to spend the night cramped inside a dusty old wardrobe. I carefully loosened my arms around her, planning to set her down gently and sneak off to my own bed.

But just as I tried to pull away, her arms tightened around me.

I glanced down, her face nuzzling into my chest as she murmured something incoherent, her fingers curling into my shirt like she was afraid I’d vanish.

I sighed.

“Oh well...”

With that gone, I let myself fall into the darkness, lulled by the sound of her soft, rhythmic breaths.

∞∞∞

When she awoke and opened her eyes, I was there right above and her face suddenly flushed red.

“You were dreaming something good?” I asked her in a mischievous voice.

“Wha-why?” She quizzed in panic.

“Well, you were moaning and saying some…lewd things,” I teased and she covered her face with a squeal.

“What did you see?” I asked in a curious tone.

“I-I saw you…on a throne controlling the dungeon...and...and I was naked riding you!” She yelled before squealing even more and her hands tightening on her face as if it would hide her better.

“Let's start exploring the dungeon again,” I sighed.

Lily’s eyes sparkled with determination, her playful grin returning. “Alright! Let’s find a way out of this place!”

And so we did, plunging back into the labyrinthine corridors of the dungeon. The only light was the dim torchlight and dancing shadows, which made Lily jump in panic more than once and I had to act alongside her.

If we walked too fast, then echoes would travel across the corridors. Thus we moved carefully, sticking close to the shadows, hearts pounding as the guttural laughs of goblins echoed in the distance.

We hid in corners and slept in abandoned storerooms, finding conveniently placed dried fruits. Each time we closed our eyes, Lilura and the Envy Demon went to work, giving Lily dreams of temptation and she slowly gave in.

When we were alone she was sucking my dick or I was pounding her pussy against the wall and each passing minute she grew sluttier and more attached.

It was time

We finally made it towards a giant staircase going deep down into the dungeon.

“Shouldn’t we go up?” Lily questioned apprehensively.

“Well, we should look for others first,” I replied. “Your friends could also be there.”

“Yes…” She mumbled before excitedly cheering, “Let’s get them and break out of here together!”


Chapter 10

We were finally on the fourth floor. Giliana and Brian were not here. They were on the second and first floors, respectively.

Nowhere close to here.

She looked around in amazement. Here was different; the walls were much cleaner and the corridors wider. He was where the rulers of the Dungeon lived…me included.

The air vibrated in waves, a mechanical humming calling for us.

“I feel…weird.” Lily whispered but I merely replied, “Everything will be alright if you stay with me.”

It seemed to have reassured her even though she remained skittish as we walked through the corridor. The doors grew larger and more ornate and soon we were walking on a red carpet.

A large entrance, its giant metal doors flung wide open, loomed ahead. Red light streamed out, casting the walls in a hellish glow.

And we walked straight towards it.

The air hummed with magical power, calling for us. The vibrations becoming more intense, we closed the distance.

And then we crossed through.

The Dungeon Core welcomed me, its glow flashing brighter for a split second.

Lily looked at the crystal in wonder.

“This is a dungeon core!” She exclaimed, “And its active…” 

She walked around looking at the throne sitting in front of it before bringing her attention back to the crystal.

And I sat on the throne as Lily continued.

“I’ve read about these,” she murmured, her fingers brushing against the floating light. “All dungeon cores were supposed to be destroyed centuries ago... But if this one’s still active, then that means the dungeon must have a...” Her voice trailed off as the truth dawned on her.

She turned slowly, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and growing fear. Her gaze first landed on Sir Bein, his skeletal frame creaking as he blocked the exit. His hollow eyes burned with an unnatural light.

Morty’s hollow eyes gleamed with an eerie green light as he floated beside Sir Bein, his jaw clacking in silent laughter.

Lilura stood beside him, her wings unfurled and crimson eyes gleaming with wicked amusement, her seductive body leaning against the cavern wall as if she’d been waiting for this moment.

And then there was the Demon of Envy, its ever-shifting form a swirling shadow, its presence heavy and suffocating, feeding off her fear.

Lily’s body tensed as she took a step back, only to bump into the cold stone of the throne behind her. Her head snapped around, and she finally noticed me.

I was sitting on the throne, one leg casually draped over the armrest, a lazy, knowing grin spread across my face. The shadows seemed to bend around me, drawn to my presence as the runes on the throne glowed brighter.

She looked at me, realization dawning in her wide, tear-filled eyes. Her lips trembled as she spoke, voice shaking. “No... It’s... the dream...”

Panic set in as she glanced around, searching for a way out. But there was none.

“You...” Her voice cracked, the betrayal evident in her tone. “You’re... the Dungeon Master...”

I stood up, leaving my throne towards Lily. She tried to take a step back but I moved faster, my arm coiling around her waist, holding her tightly, her breasts squeezing against me.

“You lied…You fucked me!” She protested.

“I didn’t lie, except for being an adventurer. Everything I did…you wanted them.”

I pushed her even as she feebly denied it with a , “No…”

My hand moved to her breasts, fondling them as I unraveled her, “You are beautiful; your body is irresistible. I can make you my queen because I want you and I know you want it too.”

Yet she could only mumble excuses so I let go of her, letting her powerlessly fall to her knees.

“So be it,” I said, throwing away the metal collar on my neck. The fake collar broke with a clank as it fell to the ground.

“This is my last gift,” I said in a commanding, emotionless tone before casting a spell that made the collar on her neck open and fall to the ground as well.

I turned towards Lilura, grabbing her by the waist.

“Master…” She purred seductively as I pushed her towards the throne, her naked butt falling on my chair. Her hands moved to touch herself, squeezing her breasts and moving them across her body sensually. Enticing me to take her.

And that is what I did. My pants fell, revealing the erect member pointed towards her like a spear. My hands grabbed her perfect, long thighs before parting them, spreading her legs wide over the throne’s armrests into an incredibly lewd pose, putting her succubus pussy on full display.

Her lust aura began to leak, setting my mind aflame with carnal thoughts. The mere touch of her skin sent waves of euphoria across my skin.

Then my hips pushed my rod forward, stabbing her pussy and pushing inside. Her warmth engulfed it, unimaginable waves of pleasure flooding into me and my hips only moved faster and faster.

“Yes…master! Fuck me!” Lilura screamed in pleasure and her aura exploded outwards, engulfing everyone in the throne room.

It was useless against the undead, but the lewd thoughts and desires it unearths, the temptations it brings, and all of it would engulf Lily. It was now up to her to decide: reject me or give in.

“The Elf stole your desires once, now the succubus takes him again.”

I heard the Envy Daemon’s raspy voice mocking Lily. But the sheer pleasure from fucking Lilura senseless numbed all of my other senses and it went to the back of my mind; the only thing that mattered was the pleasure flowing through, her warm, moist hole, sucking my member in with each thrust, embracing me in a sea of pure carnal bliss.

“NO!” Lily screamed and suddenly her hands grasped my waist.

“No, not her! Fuck me!” She yelled in her cute voice.

Lilura smiled wickedly as my hips left her but that smugness vanished the moment my hands gripped her thighs. Her eyes widened in shock as I lifted her effortlessly, her wings fluttering in panic. Before she could react, I spun her around and threw her to the cold stone floor beside the throne.

She landed hard, face down, her luscious curves arching beneath her. Her ass was raised high, the perfect, sinful shape framed by her splayed wings. Her back arched so deeply it looked like a sacred altar meant for worship.

Her meaty black tail twitched in surprise before it snaked upward, curling like a cobra ready to strike. But before she could regain her composure, a bundle of fabric flew through the air.

Lily’s clothes. They crashed into Lilura, the dirty, discarded garments covering her perfect form in a tangled mess.

I turned to see Lily standing behind me, her body now fully exposed, her skin glowing in the light of the crystal. Her face was red, but her eyes were defiant, her hands on her hips as she looked at me with a mix of embarrassment and challenge.

She was beautiful—gorgeous, even—but there was more to it than just her body. It was the fire in her eyes, the determination, the way she chose to stand beside me despite everything.

I grinned, stepping toward her as Lilura struggled beneath the pile of clothes, her tail lashing furiously.

“Looks like she’s not so smug now,” Lily muttered, her voice shaky but fierce.

“You want it?” I asked, my hands traveling across the body, exploring her curves with a ravenous hunger.

“I am your…responsibility.” She replied, her voice breaking in uncertainty but there was desire.

And that was it; I pushed her down on my throne, my hands gripping her pillowy thighs before pushing them back, folding her into the throne like a ball as I came on top of her. My cock was hungry and now she was mine to take, forever.

An animalistic lust took over me at the thought and my cock plunged into her, driving deep into her.

“Yes! Inside me…filling me!” She moaned, her voice echoing inside the throne room and it drove me to go faster.

I was coming down like a piledriver, blasting into her pussy again and again as her sultry, desperate moans grew louder.

“I can’t…take it anymore!” She wailed before her body shuddered; her eyes disappeared under her eyelids as she screamed in euphoria. I couldn’t hold myself any longer, my body falling on her as my cock released its load into her.

When I pushed myself back, Lily simply lay on the throne, her eyes half-open as she let out little moans with each breath. One of her legs remained folded on the throne while the other slipped down.

“Now you are mine,” I said as I snapped my fingers.

Lilura knelt down, throwing away the clothes that were dumped on her body and suddenly Sir Bein put a leather collar on her neck.

“What?” She looked around in surprise as she realized the collar was connected to a long leash.

“Your pet” Sir Bein said his tone was reverent but also mocking Lilura as he handed me the leash.

Lilura realized what was going on and got on all fours like a bitch, her tail swaying as she crawled towards me. But she didn’t realize everything.

Instead of dominating her, I placed the leash on Lily’s hand. Her fingers grabbed the leash as I announced, “From now on, Lily is the mistress of the dungeon; she is my queen.”

“Wait—this is not part of the plan!” Lilura yelled but Lily silenced her with a simple tug of the leash.

“Well then…I will be a good queen.” Lily raised her voice as she tried to stand up, cum dripping between her legs.

“First take a rest…because next we are going to corrupt your elf friend,” I said in a kind tone, and she replied, “Let’s get them! But I am the only queen here!”.


Chapter 11

Giliana’s fury echoed through the chamber as she kicked at the metal rods, her delicate feet slamming against the cold, unyielding iron. Her fists pounded mercilessly, fingers bruising as she tried to bend the bars that refused to budge. Her long, blonde hair was wild, cascading around her face, and her pointed ears twitched with each frustrated scream.

They kept her here, imprisoned but unharmed.

Giliana wondered why but there were no answers. Only a feeling that bad things would happen to her.

That was until someone appeared from the other side.

“Lily!” She almost screamed until she remembered the situation she was in and covered her mouth.

Then someone appeared behind her.

“He is another adventurer,” Lily exclaimed. “Now get back!”

Giliana did as Lily asked and hid in a corner as Lily threw her bottle at the cages, a green rising from the broken bottle to engulf the metal bars and within seconds the metal dissolved, solid turning into a smoking greenish liquid that fell to the floor, burning even the stone.

Just as the miasma disappeared, Giliana made a run for it, jumping on her shorter friend and enveloping her in a warm hug that made Lily tighten her grip on her.

When the hug ended, the elf turned towards the stranger; he appeared normal. Too normal for her.

“Don’t worry, he helped me escape. Now come on! Follow us!” Lily grabbed Giliana by the arm, and dragged her out to a “safe place.”.

∞∞∞

It was a safe space, just another storeroom filled with conveniently placed dried fruits that could be eaten and even some fresh ones this time.

I watched as the Elf began munching down on the food. There was a certain attractiveness in her slender body; her long years and her long golden hair gave her a rather exotic allure.

"Frustrations... so much frustration," Lilura had whispered earlier, her voice dripping with amusement. Her succubus senses could feel emotions more keenly than any human could. And what she had felt from Giliana was practically boiling.

I leaned back against the wall, trying to suppress a grin playing at my lips. I could already imagine the cause of that frustration. Brian. He must’ve been a real disappointment.

Poor little elf. So beautiful, so loyal... and so utterly neglected.

Well, that was about to change.

First temptation, then desire, and finally corruption until she keeps bending over whenever I want.

“I am going to search for more loot.” I excused myself and moved towards the corner of the storeroom, covered by a pile of sacks filled with potatoes.

“Let me help!” Lily yelled as she followed me as I disappeared from the elf’s side.

The moment she joined me, I grabbed her by the head and pushed her down to her knees.

“Ouch!” She squealed but she didn’t waste any more time, her hands quickly undoing my pants and soon she was enthusiastically sucking me.

A sudden wave of burning pleasure overtook me, lewd thoughts suddenly filling my mind, turning me on but it didn’t come from me. It was Lilura’s succubus aura filling the room as it seeped in through the walls.

I could feel Lily was feeling it as well as her mouth began moving faster, taking my cock deeper into her mouth only to take it out, lick it like a popsicle before sucking it back in. My cock hardened in her mouth, throbbing as she pleasured me, each touch and suck sending waves of bliss across my body. Her round eyes looked at me with a gaze mixed with lust and innocence that fanned the flames of lust within me.

“That’s enough,” I ordered but her mouth continued moving, giving it one last suck and then licking the entire shaft from balls to tip before she obediently moved back, making a satisfied puppy face.

“Let’s get things started,” I murmured, my fingers brushing under Lily’s chin. Her skin was warm, her cheeks tinged with a pink blush as she looked up at me with those wide, innocent eyes.

I smiled, letting my fingers trail down to her neck before giving her chin a playful tickle. She squeaked, her lips twitching into an involuntary smile as she squirmed in my grip. Her reaction was adorable—too adorable, really.

“Up you go,” I said, my voice soft but commanding. I slipped my arm around her waist, feeling her shiver under my touch as I pulled her to her feet.

I turned her around and she stumbled forward, her colliding with the pile of sacks stacked in the corner. Her back arched slightly, her curves accentuated by the way her body molded to the uneven surface.

She let out a tiny gasp, her fingers curling into the burlap as her legs shifted, her thighs pressing together as she looked back over her shoulder, her round eyes looking at me with anticipation of what was going to come.

“You look good like that,” I teased, leaning in close, my voice a low whisper that made her shiver. “Almost like you were meant to be here... just like this.”

“Will this work? She quizzed me, her voice still uncertain about the plan.

“Even if it doesn’t…you are still getting fucked,” I replied as I was lifting her miniskirt and dragging her panties down.

The little piece of fabric slid down her legs, revealing her womanhood. Mine to take.

My hands grabbed her arched waist, holding her in place as my hips crashed into her. Her pussy eagerly welcomed me, her walls wrapping around me, pleasure flowing into me like a continuous current of electricity.

Moans escaped her lips, making her wrap her hand around her mouth but as my hips began clapping her cheeks, controlling the sounds was impossible. The sound of our bodies crashing mixed with her muffled moans, spreading across the room.

But the sounds were never meant to be hidden. Gilliana had to listen; she had to know what was going on.

And the moans grew louder, escaping through Lily’s fingers trying to keep them trapped. There was no way the Elf wouldn’t hear it, especially with those big ears of hers.

I kept pounding and pounding, pleasure overwhelming my mind. I was like a machine that kept going, drilling her tight pussy. Her hand fell, and her moans flowed unobstructed; her body shuddered, her pussy tightened, and her moans turned to wails.

Then I came...stuffing her pussy with a hot load.

She sighed as her body trembled while trying to take a deep breath.

But it was not the end; I began chanting the spell I found in the library. Suddenly a wave travelled through my body, flooding my veins, muscles, and even my senses.

It felt cold and electrifying and it surged across my body; the fatigue was washed away. I didn’t give her a chance to recover. Not yet. Not when I had this power coursing through me, throbbing in my chest, demanding release.

My grip tightened on her waist as my hips began moving, pounding her creamy pie.

“A-again!” She gasped as the pounding restarted, the wet thrashing sounds becoming even more debauched as my cock pushed through the cream from last time. Jizz squeezed out of her pussy with each thrust alongside other juices from her pussy, soaking the sacks beneath.

Soon her fatigued whimpers turned into moans as my hips began clapping her cheeks again.

∞∞∞

-

AGAIN!?

She couldn’t believe it. Again? How was that even possible? Brian never lasted that long. In fact, he barely managed to make it through once before he was out of breath, leaving her frustrated and wanting more. Yet here they were, tangled together like animals in heat, completely ignoring her presence.

Giliana’s face burned with embarrassment, but her body betrayed her. She could feel a heat rising within her, her thighs pressed together, and she bit her lip, fighting back a gasp as her mind raced with thoughts she shouldn’t be having. What were they doing to make Lily moan like that? How did it feel to be taken so thoroughly, so relentlessly, without shame or restraint?

She cursed herself for being so curious, so easily affected by the sounds of their passion. Yet, no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t stop herself from wondering... from imagining.

Her gaze drifted towards the edge of the sacks stacked in front of her, just barely blocking the view. If she moved a little to the side, she could see them.

Her heart raced at the thought, her body trembling with anticipation. It was wrong. She knew it was wrong. But the temptation was there, clawing at her resolve. She just needed one peek. Just one.

Her hand moved before she could stop herself, slowly pushing a sack to the side, her eyes widening as the scene came into view.

Her breath caught in her throat as she saw the filthy play happening before her. Lily’s face was flushed, her eyes glazed over with lust, eyes half closed as she clung desperately.

Then their moans suddenly intensified right before both shuddered and froze, the pleasure of the climax clear in their eyes.

But… it didn’t stop. His hips began moving yet again and cream flowed down between Lily’s legs. Lily’s mouth was open wide, moaning while a line of saliva dripped from her lips. Her delirious eyes weren’t even in this world anymore.

A rush of heat flooded Giliana’s body, her knees weakening as her hands gripped the stone wall for support. She shouldn’t be watching this. It was forbidden, perverse... but she couldn’t look away.

Her body reacted instinctively, her breath growing shallow as her gaze remained glued to the scene unfolding before her. A wave of jealousy washed over her, mingling with the arousal she refused to acknowledge.

Why couldn’t Brian do that to her? Why couldn’t she feel that kind of pleasure? Why did her body yearn for it so desperately?

Before she even knew it, there was an itch in that place, and her hand moved on its own. Slipping into her shorts, fingers stroking the entrance to her sacred grounds. The more she watched them fucking, the more moist she grew, coating her fingers in viscous juices.

Her hands followed the thrusting, fingers slipping inside her as if it would allow her to experience the same pleasure Lily was getting. Her wrist moved in sync with his hips, fingers drilling herself each time his cock rammed into Lily’s overflowing pussy.

And he was just going while Lily wasn’t even holding onto the pile of sacks anymore. Her hands had given up, her body sprawled on it while that man was not stopping.

“Oh gods!” Giliana moaned as pleasure cascaded across her body; her mind was set aflame; she wanted more. She wanted to be in Lily’s position. Her mind was a firestorm, raging and devouring all thought until only pleasure remained.

Then just as she watched the final thrust crash into Lily’s pussy, the storm of pleasure within Giliana exploded, and she wailed as she fell, her body engulfed by bliss.


Chapter 12

After I was done, Lily couldn’t even walk properly, and while Giliana acted as if nothing happened, the sticky juices on her fingers told another story.

As we “searched” the dungeon to rescue Brian, I made sure to do as many lewd things with Lily; if I couldn’t fuck her, I would make her suck my dick, making sure she slurped as loud  as possible, or finger her so hard her pussy overflowed like a garden hose.

Lilura followed us, her aura inducing lustful thoughts, enhancing the temptation.

It was only a matter of time before Giliana gave in.

And that was up to Lily now.

∞∞∞

“Goblins are patrolling the corridor,” Giliana whispered to Lily as she sat down beside her in an abandoned square-shaped room; the only source of light was the lamps in the corridor, whose light streamed through the small door.

The room was rather cramped but it was spacious enough for several people, which made Lily assume it to be a prison cell, just not repaired yet.

“Where did he go?” Giliana looked around, noticing a person was missing.

“He went patrolling the other corridor,” Lily replied before munching on a bun they looted from a storeroom.

“Where did you find him?” Giliana leaned towards Lily, her elf ears twitching curiously.

“I said before, *Om Nom,* he was in my cell,” Lily replied, still munching on the bun.

“What kind of relationship do you two have?” Giliana’s voice almost rose as her body arched even more, her breath brushing on Lily’s skin.

“Nothing, nothing,” Lily replied nonchalantly as she finally finished off her snack but Giliana was unconvinced.

“People with nothing between them don’t do those things!” Giliana’s voice rose in volume again, her curiosity beating the sense of danger.

“If you want, I can let you do it with him too.” Lily turned towards Giliana, her hands wiping off the crumbs fallen on her cleavage.

“Thats not…” Giliana tried to protest but something surged within her, as if her mind and body were engulfed by lust. Images appeared in her mind: how Lily was fucked and then Lily was replaced—with her.

Giliana shook her head, trying to dispel her vulgar thoughts while trying to complete her sentence, “...what I meant. Besides…I have Brian.

Lily turned and got on all fours, meeting Giliana’s gaze.

“He won’t know.”

“But…but…” Giliana tried to protest while fighting against the lewd thoughts that came out of nowhere.

“Besides, we are going to rescue him. If anything, he owes us something!” Lily pushed her tits swinging forward as she tried to convince Giliana. The elf’s cheeks were blushed red and the sheer intensity of the desire growing within her was making her body shake.

“I am…not…a slut.” Giliana whimpered, a feeble resistance against the temptations that flooded her mind.

“We just have a little fun; who knows if we even could escape here?”  Lily’s words were like honeyed poison. Giliana never expected such words from Lily, but being trapped inside here, facing death, changes anyone.

She couldn’t deny what Lily said either.

If just once…it won’t hurt.

Brian won’t know anything

Dark thoughts swirled in her head as she stood up again. Temptation was like a bunch of needles, pricking her in the most sensitive spots.

“We can’t stay here for long…I am going to patrol again,” she muttered to Lily before silently sneaking out of the room.

As she disappeared, another figure appeared from the shadows, a serpentine tail rising from her sensual outline, the gentle flap of wings echoing inside the cramped walls.

Lily turned towards the newcomer, welcoming her with a complaint.

“Geez, can’t you tone that aura down? I was also getting wet down there.”

Lilura smiled, “Master will return soon; I think that issue is going to be solved.”

Lily blushed, staggering as she tried to reply.

“That’s…not the point. I- Wait.”  Lily cleared her throat before taking a pose of authority. “How is the progress with Giliana?”

Lilura’s smile widened, her eyes glowing with demonic desire before answering.

“She will fall.”

∞∞∞

When I returned, it was just Lily in the room with Lilura hiding in the other room waiting for the moment.

Lily was sitting on the floor and the moment I arrived, her face brightened as if sending rays of sunshine. And then she parted her legs, invitingly.

I couldn’t resist her invitation.

I fell between her open thighs, which then moved to trap me between them; my lips met hers while her tits pressed against my chest like massive cushions. Her body was the very definition of softness and comfort. Pressed against her, it felt like sinking into the world’s most luxurious pillow. A living plushie meant to be cuddled through the night. And I was going to sleep with her in my arms every day from now on.

Our kiss deepened, tongues entwining with each other in a wet dance. Her hips rubbed against my body, trying to grind her coochie against me.

But it didn’t go any further.

“Eeek!” A panicked squeal from behind interrupted us and we broke our kiss.

Giliana looked on, her face blushing red, her hands covering her face in embarrassment.

“Hey! Wanna join?” Lily waved at her but Giliana turned around, prepared to run as she replied, “I didn’t see anything!”

But Giliana didn’t get the chance to flee. The moment I stepped away from Lily, giving her space to stand, she moved with an unexpected burst of energy. Like a predator pouncing on helpless prey, she launched herself at Giliana with frightening speed.

Giliana barely had time to gasp before Lily’s body crashed into her, knocking her off balance. They tumbled to the ground, Giliana’s slender frame pinned beneath Lily’s shorter but curvier figure. Her golden hair splayed across the floor as she struggled, writhing in vain beneath Lily’s surprising strength.

“W-what are you doing?!” Giliana’s voice was panicked, trembling as she twisted and turned, trying to shake off the weight pressing down on her back. But Lily clung to her like a cat with its claws dug deep, her thighs wrapping tightly around Giliana’s hips as she held her in place.

With a fierce determination, Lily began to drag the elf back inside, her grip unrelenting.

“I am not going to interfere! You do your thing!”, Giliana’s pleas echoed off the cold dungeon walls, her long legs kicking uselessly as she was pulled further inside. Her slender frame was easily overpowered, no match for Lily’s sudden ferocity.

I watched from the doorway, a satisfied smirk playing on my lips as Lily wrestled the elf into submission. It was almost comical.

“Gili said she wants to join!” Lily declared with a triumphant grin, her voice brimming with excitement.

She stood proudly over Giliana, hands on her hips, chest puffed out with confidence. Her bare thighs straddled the elf’s back, effectively pinning her down. Giliana, on the other hand, was the complete opposite. Her face was buried in her arms, hiding her expression, but the redness creeping up her pointed ears said it all.

A muffled, high-pitched squeal escaped her lips. Her body squirmed beneath Lily, but she didn’t make any serious attempts to break free. If anything, her struggles were half-hearted, her fingers curling into fists as she pressed her forehead to the floor, too ashamed to look up.

“Is that so?” I crossed my arms, leaning back against the wall as I watched the scene unfold. “I didn’t hear her say anything.”

Lily’s grin widened, her eyes sparkling mischievously. “Oh, she said it alright!” She leaned down, her breath brushing Giliana’s pointed ear. “Right, Gili?”

Giliana’s body tensed, her shoulders trembling as another muffled whimper escaped. She shook her head furiously, her golden hair cascading around her face, but Lily wasn’t having it.

“Don’t be shy now,” Lily teased, her tone playful but relentless. “You were watching us the whole time. You heard everything. You saw everything. And now you want it too, don’t you?”

Giliana’s entire body shuddered, her face somehow turning an even deeper shade of crimson. She squeezed her eyes shut, her lips pressed tightly together, but her body’s subtle reactions gave her away—hips squirming under Lily’s weight, thighs rubbing together ever so slightly.

“See?” Lily giggled, winking at me. “She’s just embarrassed to admit it.”

Lily’s grin was wicked as she maneuvered Giliana’s slender body, effortlessly flipping the elf onto her back.

“Come on, Gili, don’t be shy!” She teased, straddling the elf’s waist to keep her pinned.

Giliana’s reaction was immediate—her hands flew to her face, covering her flushed cheeks as she turned her head to the side, golden hair spilling around her like a curtain. Her fingers trembled, pressing tightly against her skin, as if she could somehow disappear behind them.

But there was no hiding from me.

Lily moved with surprising ease, sliding herself above Giliana and settling down with her usual playful grace. She grabbed the elf by her shoulders, pulling her up until Giliana’s head rested on her lap, golden hair spilling over Lily’s thighs like silk.

“There we go,” Lily murmured, her voice sweet and deceptively gentle. She began to stroke Giliana’s hair, her fingers weaving through the soft, golden strands as if comforting a frightened pet. “See? Isn’t this better?”

I knelt down before Giliana, a mischievous smile forcing itself on my face as the elf uncovered her face, red like an apple.

“Tell him you want it” Lily teased her as my hands caressed her slender legs, moving up to her thighs before going down again.

Her body shivered under my touch; her ears twitched.

“Uh…huh…just…this once,” Giliana mumbled in embarrassed affirmation and my hands soon moved up, fingers slipping into her shorts before yanking them down her legs and throwing them away to a corner of the room.

“Hiiii” Giliana let out another embarrassed squeal as her elf pussy was unveiled before me and my gaze locked down on that place.

Her thighs tried to hide it but my arms were stronger, pushing them apart before I fell on it. My lips went to work sucking it while my tongue pushed out to taste her, filling my taste buds with the bitter-salty flavors of her pussy juices.

“Oh…my…it feels so good…mhm.”  Giliana purred before pursing her lips, her eyes closing in both pleasure.

Then my mouth moved upwards, feeling her clit with my tongue before my lips surrounded it, sucking it in so hard her moans turned to desperate wailing, her body jumping in excitement.

“Oh...gods, its too much!” Giliana yelled out, her voice echoing inside the room before the echo escaped through the corridor.

Suddenly Lily moved, her hands grabbing Giliana’s long ears and began stroking her.

“Lily…you too…oh no!” Giliana whelped only her to moans to explode a second later; Lily smiled smugly as Giliana fell under our combined offensive and then suddenly Giliana cried out, her eyes disappearing into her half-closed lids as her body bounced. Her pussy sprayed juices like a squirt fountain, creating a puddle between her legs.

Giliana’s sweaty body glistened in the torchlight, her chest heaving with each breath. But I wasn’t done. The lewd aroma from her body only excited me, making my hardened cock throb inside my pants.

“Ready for the main course?” I asked as I began undressing and Lily’s hands moved, removing Giliana’s top as well, unveiling her small but perky boobs.

Giliana squirmed and moaned, her lust-filled eyes exploring my body as they slowly moved down to my cock. Her thighs wet with her juices rubbed against each other, but it got in my way so I pushed them apart again, spreading them wide into a lewd position while my cock was between them, aimed at her overflowing pussy.

“Ready for it?” I teased her and she feebly mumbled, “yes….” in affirmation. Then I came crashing down, plunging my rod into her and she screamed, “YES! YES!” as I pushed into her, going deep inside.

Her moist warmth enveloped my member as she said, “You are… it’s inside me!” And then I began moving, hips thrusting as pleasure flowed with friction.

“Oh...gods...it's...going deep!” Giliana wailed as her hands wrapped around me, our sweaty bodies sliding against each other with each thrust. I could feel her soft tits squeeze against my chest, her nipples harden, and rub on my bare skin.

My hips moved with increasing intensity, the tempo of her lewd moans growing in sync with the thrusting. Groans of pleasure escaped my lips as the euphoric sensations traveled across my body, my mind drowning in it.

With all my thoughts washed away by the endless waves of pure carnal pleasure, my body was reduced to a fuck machine, existing only to pound her pussy to oblivion.

“It’s growing…inside!” Giliana called out, her voice breaking with moans.

“I am…oh gods…I am cumming!” Then she screamed her lungs out; I could   body shudder under me as if she was having a seizure, her arms tightened around my body and her legs pushed through, locking around my hips, holding me tight.

We both erupted at the same time, stuffing her pussy with my seed until my strength left me and a sudden fatigue possessed my body. Giliana’s grip on me loosened, her arms falling powerless as she gasped for air.

“We aren’t done yet, are we?” Lily smirked and I replied, “Of course not,” as I muttered the spell. An instant shock traveled across my body, followed by a chilling wave that washed away the fatigue, revitalizing my muscles, body, and mind.

My cock throbbed with renewed stamina, calling my hips to get up and moving again. And it was exactly what it did; like an engine starting up, my hips began moving, driving the cock back and forth like a piston.

“Oh…gods…Not again. Giliana opened her eyes as her purred and in reply my hips began slowing down, stopping the pleasure.

“Don’t stop!” She squealed, her eyes too drowsy with lust to even be embarrassed about her total sluttiness and the thrusting began gaining speed again. Filthy, moist sounds mixing with lewd moans, filling the cramped cell again.

Her pussy was stuffed and creamy, yet my cock kept thrusting, creating wet sounds that were incredibly debauched yet arousing at the same time. And that kept the fire within me burning, a dark desire driving my body to relentlessly fuck her.

Her moans grew desperate; any words she moaned before have now dissolved into wails of lust.

“Aaaah!” She screamed, her body quaking with mine as we climaxed again.

Then I began casting the spell yet again.

“Oh…oh….oh…OH OH OH!” Her post-coital whimpering was broken in the middle, transforming into animalistic cries as I began ploughing her yet again.

“You shouldn’t forget me” Lily whispered, her face leaning down towards mine. Her hands grabbed my face as her lips met mine in a passionate kiss even as I was going to pound-town with Giliana.

With each eruption, I simply uttered the incantation, converting magical energy into stamina before restarting the fucking.

Soon Giliana couldn’t even moan, her body having erupted with pleasure again and again; she could only whimper deliriously. My balls were also empty, having pumped the full load into her.

When I was finally done, Giliana was all used up, all of her energy spent being relentlessly fucked.

“What are we going to do with her?, Lily asked as she stood up.

“Take her to the bottom level,” I replied as Lilura appeared before me, goblins swarming in with a stretcher. They grabbed Giliana, who was so gone with pleasure she didn’t even realize what was happening around her and placed her on the stretcher. My cum came flowing out as they lifted her, soaking the fabric of the stretcher with sweat, cum, and vaginal nectar.


Chapter 13

It took a few hours for Giliana to open her eyes again. She took a good rest, alright.

She blinked before looking around, her naked body sinking into the luxurious mattress of the royal bed.

“Heya,” Lily jumped over her, her naked tits dangling over Giliana’s face.

“What is happening? Where are we?” Giliana asked Lily, her voice filled with confusion.

“We are in the bedroom! To have more fun!” Lily replied with enthusiasm, her tits swaying like delicious fruits.

Giliana pushed herself up. “Why am I on a bed?”

“Don’t you remember? You were enjoying the banging so much.” Lily explained to her confused friend.

I joined them in the bed, throwing away my clothes to a corner of the room as I made my way towards Lily, who embraced me, her naked tits pressing against my chest. It was so soft and smooth I couldn’t restrain myself from fondling them.

My hands were playing with those sacks of fat right in front of Giliana, who was still confused but I didn’t bother to explain the situation to her. Instead my fingers sank into Lily’s tits, grabbing them hard enough to make her moan, dragging them to my mouth as I fell upon them. I was devouring those titties like there was no tomorrow, licking and sucking as I tried to stuff them into my mouth

“You love them so much?” Lily purred but I didn’t reply, I couldn’t reply with her tits in my mouth. But me sucking them even greater intensity said more than words could.

“I love it too…Oh…when you…suck them.”  Lily let out her desires, igniting my desire to suck on her tits to greater heights. 

“What are you two doing?” Giliana raised her voice and Lilly replied, “It’s so good…you know how it feels”

“But…why are we in a luxurious room!” Giliana yelled but then a sudden burning sensation enveloped me, lewd thoughts in my head intensifying.

Lilura was watching and she was excited.

“Oooooh….its soooo good!”, Lily kept moaning, her gaze turning towards Giliana, teasing her of the pleasures she was enjoying. I watched her from the corner of my eye, there was a hunger in Giliana’s gaze as well.

But Lilura’s aura can only amplify lustful thoughts; it was up for the Elf to choose. And my cock is going to be the greatest persuasion there is.

As hard as it was I stopped playing with Lily’s milkers, giving her space for the next act of our play.

“Giliana, come here” Lily spread her arms towards her Elven friend, who crawled towards her. And Lily embraced her, Giliana’s head sinking between Lily’s badonkers as the two friends embraced.

Two naked girls hugging eachother in front from me was indeed a divine sight. Giliana’s back arched sensually as bent down to lay her head on her shorter friend’s bosom, pointing her ass.

Then I came from behind, my hands gently stroking her slender curved waist. She may be lacking in some assets but her slender body bends over it was a marvelous sight!

My cock was already hard and Giliana was pussy was right in front of me, wet and delicious. I slowly advanced, the tip gently rubbing on her petals. Little shocks travelled through my dick just as we touched.

“You want it, don’t you?” Lily teased and Giliana mumbled, “Yes…” accepting me into her.

My cock slipped in, sliding into her wet tunnel. Sensations erupted from my cock as her walls embraced it in their moist warmth and soon I was thrusting into her again.

Giliana moaned into Lily’s tits, pushing her face harder between them.

“You enjoy it, don’t you?” Lily whispered, her words like poisoned honey but there was no malice in her tone. Even with all of her envy towards her, Lily genuinely cared for her friend. It was as if she thought or at least convinced herself, she was helping Giliana.

But I was going too deep into the ocean of pleasure to keep thinking deeply.

“How…did we end up here? Yet Giliana moaned questions even as I railed her.

“What about Brian?” She moaned, and Lily whispered, “Forget about Brian…you don’t need him”

“But…but…” Giliana kept questioning her voice, competing with the filthy fucking sounds.

“It can’t be..” She whispered as her body tensed, I could feel her pussy walls become tense as well, gripping my cock tightly and making me groan with pleasure, but she didn’t ask me to stop.

“Are you really..Lilly?” She began questioning more but kept moaning as I pounded her cheeks with even greater vigor.

“Remember when we saved you from a swarm of slimes?” Lily whispered,

“Then…the. No. It can’t be.” It was clear from her tone realization had dawned inside her.

“He...the person that is fucking you is the lord of the dungeon,” Lilly revealed, and I felt Giliana’s body shudder at the revelation.

“Do you want him to stop?” Lily teased, her arms tightening their embrace.

“No…don’t stop…no… But this is WRONG!” Giliana wailed, tremors taking over her body. Squirt splashed out of her pussy like a waterfall, soaking the sheets.

“Haa…ha… What about Brian...? I can’t...” Giliana whimpered, trying to recover her strength, but I was back, my stamina regained using magic.

“He promised Brian is going to be left alive…You should help us.” Lily continued her dark whispers while Giliana squirmed, her saliva flowing down Lily’s tits, coating and making them shine.

“Ahhh…I…” Giliana whined, conflict and lust mixing in her moans.

So, I sent my body into overdrive, pushing my hips to the limit.

“Oh...gods!” Giliana’s voice rose as Lily pushed her.

“Do you like it?” Lily demanded, and Giliana moaned, “Yes!”

But Lily didn’t stop pushing her again.

“Do you want more?”

“Yes!” Giliana howled.

“Are you giving in?” To that final question, Giliana answered with a scream of “YES!” as her body shuddered in orgasmic delight.

The pleasure within me had also reached its boiling point; seeing the elf being slowly corrupted and bending over to me sent me over the edge. After I had finished stuffing her pussy, she lost strength, falling completely into Lily’s hands.

“She is with us!” Lily yelled in delight before asking me, “What's next?”

“The grand finale,” I replied.


Chapter 14

Brian’s grip tightened around the hilt of his sword, knuckles white as he charged down the endless corridors. His breaths were ragged, a mixture of exhaustion and fury. Every step echoed off the stone walls, his shadow flickering in the dim light cast by torches mounted along the hallway.

His heart was pounding, but not just from the exertion. It was rage—burning, seething rage that drove him forward. Giliana and Lily were somewhere in this cursed dungeon, trapped by those monsters, and he would tear through an army to find them.

A stupid goblin brought food while carrying the key. Grabbing it by the neck through the bars and beating it all the way to goblin hell was the simple part. They had piled up their weapons in a corner, just a few feet away from his cell, never expecting him to escape.

Now, he was armed again with his sword, and nothing could stop him. The only issue was, “Where to go?”

That question was quickly answered by a cackling skull that came floating towards him, its empty sockets burning with green necromantic flame.

“You think you can escape?” It taunted him as it disappeared into the darkness.

It was fast, disappearing into the darkness each time he was about to catch up with it.

“You want to rescue your friends?” Its voice echoed across the walls, followed by an “I am going to reach them first.”

first.

Its cackling laughter echoed everywhere, its voice filled with mockery, somehow enraging Brian to even greater heights.

He followed it down a massive staircase, bashed through goblin skeletons in the way, before climbing down another staircase.

He was going deeper into the dungeon. It felt like a trap, but he was so angry it didn’t matter. Just cracking that skull and crushing it to dust would be worth being trapped inside this place for eternity.

“When I reach your friends, I am going to finish them off first.” The skull kept taunting; its voice was relentless, and each taunt was followed by maniacal laughter that made Bian’s blood boil with rage.

Then, he followed it down through another staircase. This floor was different—cleaner, more refined, like it was meant for someone important. His worn boots sank slightly into the plush red carpet that stretched down the hallway, leading straight to a massive gate. The metal doors stood wide open, their dark surfaces gleaming ominously as hellish red light poured through, casting long shadows along the walls.

The hallway seemed to stretch forever, the red carpet leading him toward the mouth of a beast. As he got closer, his eyes adjusted, and the scene inside the chamber began to form—a throne room. Towering columns lined the sides, etched with runes that glowed faintly, feeding off the crimson glow from the massive crystal in the center.

But only when he entered did he freeze, his eyes unable to understand what was happening in front of him.

∞∞∞

I leaned back into the throne, stretching lazily as I took in the sight of the stunned warrior. Brian stood there, frozen, gripping his sword like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. His eyes flicked from me to the two women draped over my lap—Lily flushed and beamed with satisfaction as my hand explored her back, caressing her skin until I reached the soft buns where my fingers sank into her ass cheeks. Her ass wasn’t as blessed as her chest, but there was more than enough in those buns to keep my fingers occupied.

“She is good!” I growled as Giliana sucked my cock; she didn’t even acknowledge Brian. I wonder if it was because of lingering shame and guilt or simply because she didn’t care about him anymore.

We will have to see about that soon.

“What did you do to them!” Brian screamed, “What did you do to my Giliana!?” as he broke off from the daze.

Lily’s fingers gripped me tightly, nails painfully biting into my skin, until she realized what she was doing and looked at me apologetically. I pecked her cheek, and Lily turned back towards Brian, smiling smugly, although this made her look more like a teddy bear than a villainess.

“I didn’t do anything except give what they want,” I retorted in a mocking tone. Gilina still didn’t acknowledge him, instead going even harder on my cock, bringing it all the way to her throat, making me shudder with pleasure.

Brian’s voice cracked with raw emotion, his teary eyes filled with disbelief and anger. His grip on the sword tightened until his knuckles turned white, his stance shifting into a familiar combat pose.

"You are a lying demon!" he spat. "They are obviously brainwashed or mind-controlled. Giliana would never act like that! Or Lily—!"

Giliana was sucking me off so hard I was struggling to keep myself from moaning; it was a challenge to push out coherent words to the point I couldn’t even reply.

So I moved my hand over to Giliana’s head, fingers slipping into her long golden hair, gripping it tightly before yanking her off my cock.

Her face was blushed red, eyes drunk with lust, and a bridge of saliva formed between her tongue and my cock, the bridge growing longer as I dragged her head until it broke and dripped down her lips.

It turns out that being dominated turns her on.

Then I pushed her out of my lap, throwing her in front of me before standing up behind her. Her eyes finally made contact with Brian, who finally couldn’t control himself and charged at me, his sword raised high. 

But just as he was about to fall upon me, a thunderous clap of air shook the room, sending him flying backward.

“The lord’s pleasure will not be interrupted by scoundrels!” Sir Bein appeared between us, his eyes locked on Brian.

With that trouble gone, I grabbed Giliana by her hips, bending her over in front of a horrified Brian before pushing my cock into Giliana’s pussy.

“I am sorry!” She moaned, her voice filled with guilty pleasure. And I couldn’t resist the temptation to tease her even more,

“Look at him, watch you,” I whispered to Giliana.

“Ahn...I...” Giliana whimpered.

“Giliana!” Brian cried out, “I will save you!”

I pitied him as he charged again, only to be knocked back with another of Sir Bein’s spells.

“I am sorry! But it's...ahn...it's so good!” Giliana cried out as I intensified the banging, but Brian seemed to be still in denial, charging at Sir Bein yet again, only for a thunderous clap of air to send him flying back yet again.

It was almost pathetic.

The pleasure within me reached its peak as her moans reached a lustful crescendo. I couldn’t hold it within me any longer.

“I am going to fill up your girlfriend!” I announced as I erupted within her, and Giliana cried out,

“Yes! It's inside! It's filling me! AH!”

Then Giliana fell to the floor, sweaty and panting as my cum dripped from her pussy.

It was the final straw for Brian as his sword slipped from his fingers and fell to the floor with a clang. Then he fell to his knees sobbing as two skeletons appeared behind him. They grabbed him by his shoulders and dragged him away. He was reduced to a whimpering mess, mumbling and sobbing incoherently.

“So what are we using him for?” Morty came flying with the question, but Lily cleared her throat behind me. Reminding me of the promise I made.

“Keep him alive. We will find a use for him.” I ordered, and Lily jumped from the throne, hugging me affectionately as she squealed, “That's my hubby!”

“Wait a minute…” I replied, “Since when did I become your hubby?” I asked her, who innocently pointed out, “Well, you said I am your Queen… which means…”

“We shall have a royal wedding!” Sir Bein proclaimed loudly.

“Wait...wait...who said anything about a wedding!” I gasped, flabbergasted.

“Let's decorate the entire dungeon!” Lily began,

“Take all the white flowers and put them everywhere.” She continued on, her round eyes glittering with excitement.

“Then we will have a big feast!”

As she continued on, the only thought left in mind was,

“What the hell did I get myself into?”

THE END


Corruption of the Dungeon Lord's Harem

Reincarnated as the Dungeon Lord of an ancient dungeon, a college student must now rebuild it while also defending it from adventurers.

And with the dungeon's sinister magic at his disposal, he discovers that with great power comes great rewards. Summoning and binding succubi to conquering monstergirls to be his minions and even corrupting the hearts of female adventurers to give into their lust.

Thus beginning his transformation from a loser to the greatest tyrant!

Managing a Dungeon in Another World: Rise of the Dungeon Lord's Harem 

Reincarnated as the Dungeon Lord of an ancient, crumbling dungeon, a struggling college student finds himself in a world where strength is everything. With a cabal of undead advisors, the rebuilding of the Dungeon begins.

A dangerous succubus needs to be tamed while a tribe of cave goblins needs to be dominated into being his obedient labor force and some Goblins have such tight, busty bodies that they may even be useful for other labour.

As his power grows, so does his ambition. The transformation of a loser into a tyrannical dungeon lord begins!
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Overlord of the Goblin Harem

A dark wizard fleeing from the ashes of his obliterated evil cult. Hunted, flees to the fringes of the Kingdom, where danger lurks in the shadows. Amidst the wilds, he encounters Goblins, fierce and cunning creatures of the night and driven by a thirst for power he conquers the Goblins as his servents but more importantly the learns the pleasures of the compact lewd bodies of Goblin girls. With his eyes set on power and pleasure, he embarks on a journey to create an army of Goblins to rebuild a new cult under him and even more a Harem of sexy Goblin girls for his pleasure.


The Elf Manager: Lewd Management of Santa’s Factory Elves

A manager sent to manage some sweatshop in Asia suddenly awakens somewhere else. And that "somewhere" turns out to be the North Pole!
Santa wants a new manager to fix his factory before Christmas as it keeps falling behind schedule.

The Manager would of course fix all the issues, mainly by giving Santa's elf girls a ride they won't forget!

Isekai NTR Harem

A Pick Up Artist gets into an unfortunate situation aka caught pounding a wife by her husband and sent to another world, in this case literarily another world.

But luckily for him he has the powers of a hero and is in a world filled with beautiful, voluptuous, and of course horny women of all races. And of course being the hero he is, things like "marriage" is not a barrier for his carnal conquests.

Free Use Goblin

What happens when you save a Goblin from a dangerous beast and she is forever in your service? Even better she has a tight, petite and well-endowed body all in a compact green package. But the best thing is she is totally free use!
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