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Chapter 1
The Goblins parted as I walked through the tunnels, reverently bowing with planks and tools still in their hands.
“No adventurers in days!” Morty, the floating skull, lamented, despite the obvious lack of facial expressions; everything from the tone of his voice to the reduced intensity of the pale green glow within its sockets made it extremely easy to read his mood. In fact, it was much easier than actually reading a human’s face.
“We don’t know much about what is happening out there either,” I sighed. Morty, Sir Bein, and the Librarian aren’t aware of anything that has happened in the last few centuries.
That is where our new arrivals come in. But still, we have no way of knowing what is happening now.
We climbed down the stairs to the third level. Goblins were lazily sweeping or cleaning the dungeon, replacing the oil in lamps, or rubbing magical glowing stones that were as bright as LED lamps from my world.
After turning some corners and walking past several rooms, some empty and some filled with resting goblins, we came to a large chamber, its ceiling rising high, giving enough space for the large monument in the middle—two black stone pillars rising high with a flat slab sitting on top, bridging the two to create a crude archway.
Tired goblins sat around walls taking a rest, and in front of the structure stood the librarian, his skeletal hand rubbing the chin of his skull.
“How is the progress?” I quizzed him.
The Librarian didn’t move and replied in his monotonous voice, “It is done,” before waving his hand. Deep blue sigils etched onto the stone pillars began to glow, making the goblins move away from the structure.
“The portal can only be kept open for two minutes each day,” He explained before continuing, “If we could have a better structure… perhaps five minutes twice a day. But our laborers are not artisans.”
“That will do for now,” I sighed. With the entrance being discovered, it was hard for goblins to travel from their caves to the dungeon or bring supplies.
“Well, then? Let’s get it running!” Morty exclaimed, his sockets glowing bright with excitement.
“Well then…” I said as I plunged my consciousness into the dungeon core. I could feel the portal as part of the dungeon. I simply had to channel the energy of the core into the portal and then…
A hum started to build, low at first, then growing into a deep vibration that resonated through the stone floor beneath my feet.
Between the ancient stone pillars, light began to crackle—threads of magic weaving into a thin membrane, shimmering and unstable. Blue and violet swirled together in hypnotic patterns, like oil on water.
Then, with a sharp buzz, the colors solidified into a glimmering veil, the surface of the portal rippling as if daring me to step through.
Ripples spread across the surface of the portal like waves on still water, distorting the swirling colors until a shape began to take form.
A skeletal figure stepped through with slow, deliberate grace—back straight, shoulders squared, his regal bearing undiminished by the lack of flesh.
“The portal has been constructed… and it works,” Sir Bein announced, his voice echoing with the hollow timbre of undeath as he emerged from the veil of magic.
The portal shimmered behind him, still pulsing with energy, confirming what I already suspected—if he was here, it meant the other end had been completed. Sir Bein had successfully overseen the construction of the sister portal inside the goblin caves.
Behind him came a swarm of goblins—a loud, disorderly mob bursting through the portal like a flood. Each one clutched a wicker bucket, sack, or crude basket, overflowing with a bizarre assortment of goods: slabs of raw meat still dripping, tangled vines of pungent herbs, fruits in unnatural colors, and glowing mushrooms that pulsed with eerie light.
One particularly excited goblin waddled forward with a cage held above its head, inside of which several oversized bats flapped and shrieked in protest.
Chaos ensued as the goblins scrambled to offload their burdens. Most of them simply tossed their goods into a growing pile and made a break for the portal again, yapping and cackling. But a few lingered, forming a small group that gathered in a corner.
Within just two minutes, it was over.
A sharp buzz cracked through the air, and then—silence.
The magical membrane rippled one last time before vanishing completely, leaving only the empty space between the pillars. The carved sigils that had glowed with power began to dim, one by one, until the stone looked as lifeless as it had before the ritual began.
I reached out with my senses, trying to channel more energy into the portal, but the connection had been severed. The flow from the dungeon core was gone.
Not destroyed—just… cut off.
I could still feel the structure embedded deep in the dungeon’s network, like a sleeping beast beneath the earth. Dormant, unresponsive, yet undeniably still there.
It had shut itself down.
Meanwhile, a goblin led another group into the chamber. He bowed to me before barking orders to both the workers under him and the new arrivals. Soon, the goods were taken out of the pile and taken to wherever they are kept.
“The goblins have brought all the ingredients our mistress has requested!” Lord Bein declared with booming satisfaction, his voice echoing through the stone chamber.
He placed a bony hand over his chest with dramatic flair, the polished ivory of his ribcage creaking faintly beneath the gesture. His skull tilted slightly to the side, then upward, adopting a proud and almost knightly posture—as if he still wore the plumed helm of a long-dead noble.
“Even the Dungeon Lord needs to keep the lady happy,” Morty joined Sir Bein, his laughter booming.
“Well, I guess you gave her all the tools?” I asked the Librarian, who replied without emotion, “Analyzing her reaction, I assume she was satisfied with what we had in the dungeon, and she has been taking books and recipes from the library.”
“You guys keep doing what you are doing here. I will be checking the alchemist’s lab.” I waved to the undead as I turned back and walked towards the corridor.
∞∞∞
 
The workshop area was also located on the third level of the dungeon. It was surprisingly massive.
I should try to learn more about how this place was built.
This section was only now being cleared out. Chamber after chamber were abandoned workshops. I could see smithies with rusted tools and magical workshops with shattered runes etched into the floor.
In one of the rooms sat a massive stone statue. Its body and head were round, carved boulders, while the limbs were like battering rams. Dust coated every inch of it, and cobwebs stretched across its broad shoulders like a veil. I could feel it—a faint trace of magic lingering inside.
I kept walking. If I wanted to get any of this running again, I’d need more minions. The goblins were good for the most basic of things, but I am not going to take over the world with them alone. I need specialists, and I need muscle.
At least the alchemist’s lab was finally up and running. Goblins scurried, carrying baskets filled with all sorts of strange ingredients and hauled everything into a newly repaired storeroom just a short walk from the main lab. Easy access, just the way she wanted it.
The goblins moved carefully around the armed skeletons.
Some of the undead stood silently in front of the storerooms with rusted weapons in hand, while others patrolled the dungeon corridors to the beat of their bones knocking on each other.
Finally, I came across a new wooden door.
Without hesitation, I reached out and turned the handle. It moved smoothly, and with a soft click, the lock gave way. Then I pushed the door open.
The sharp sting of concentrated alcohol hit me the moment the door cracked open.
Inside, the air was thick with the strange, acrid scent of bubbling brews and boiling concoctions. Glass flasks clinked, tubes hissed, and something deep inside the room let out a slow gloop like it was alive.
But above them came a serene humming, and the source became clear as the door opened completely. There was a goblin humming and swaying her hips, her shiny dark green bubble butt jiggling with each movement while she intently watched the work in the lab.
With her was Lily, short, curvy, and wearing a mini-skirt that showed all of her beautifully full thighs. She oversaw a bunch of other goblins, some hauling ingredients while two goblins intently sorted herbs.
I’d assigned the two most competent herbalists from the goblin ranks to assist her, along with a few others to manage the heavy lifting. Lily had taken to the role well, commanding and organizing goblins in running the small potion factory.
At least it appeared Mimi and Lily were getting along. I wondered how they would react to a goblin being in my “harem”. Giliana didn’t care because she went straight down to embracing being a slut.
.
“Mastah!” Mimi yelled out the moment she noticed my presence, and all the goblins stopped what they were doing.
Lily followed Mimi, her head turning more slowly.
And then she came running, hopping like a bunny. Each bounce sent her massive tits jiggling in rhythm, drawing my eyes whether I wanted to or not. It looked like her massive sacs were about to pop out of her low-cut neckline, which was like a window to her cleavage.
She was certainly proud of her tits.
“Did my hubby come to check on his hardworking wifey?” she chirped, eyes wide and sparkling with mischief. Her expression was almost cartoonishly sweet—like a plush toy but with boobs.
“Huh…ha? HUH?” She jumped, bouncing as she questioned me with so much infectious excitement I couldn’t suppress the creeping smile.
“I need to watch the progress of my dungeon.” I replied, “Even the Queen of the dungeon has duties.” My hand reached around her to grab her round butt, squeezing it over her miniskirt.
“Lily is always on duty!” She replied with a smirk that made her look even more like a teddy bear as she pushed her tits against my body.
My hand then slipped under her skirt, feeling the smooth panties before copping a handful of her supple ass. The cute girlfriend—a feeling I never managed to have back in my old world. But now, she was here. Bubbly, adorable, and voluptuous—Lily was everything I’d once thought impossible. A succubus like Lilura could drown me in pleasure, sure, but she could never be what Lily was.
She was mine. Not just in body, in heart. In soul.
“Eeek!” A startled, embarrassed squeal snapped the moment in half.
It was Mimi—her dark green cheeks now flushed a deep red. She had both hands over her face, though her fingers were just slightly parted, giving her away as she peeked through them with wide, curious eyes.
Then Lily turned with a smirk and grabbed the goblin girl, yanking Mimi into her arms with surprising ease.
“Eyaaah!” Mimi squealed, flailing slightly as she was pulled close.
In one smooth motion, Lily spun her around, wrapping her arms around the shorter girl like a mischievous big sister showing off a prize.
She pointed Mimi’s ass at me before gently slapping it, making her ass asscheeks jiggle like jelly.
“She helped me get the goblins working...she helped me a lot.” Lily smirked, “She wants your reward, too!”
And of course, she had that “partner in crime” streak too. That’s what made her perfect. I just had to let her embrace the side of herself she kept buried. Her feelings had been wasted on Brian… he never saw her for what she truly was.
I brought her true happiness.
“Well then… if my little wifey wants that, then I can’t say no, although Gilliana…”
Wait a minute.
I didn’t see Gilliana. Or Lilura.
The succubus was always pushing her naked body against me. But not today.
And I had a feeling she was up to something mischievous.




Chapter 2
I could sense them waiting inside the bedroom.
And that was exactly where I was headed.
My steps echoed softly as I descended. The air grew warmer with each level, and the scent of earth, iron, and alchemical potions slowly faded into something more comforting—faint perfume, lavender oil, and a trace of incense someone had lit earlier.
“It smells nice,” I commented and Lily puffed her chest, making her boobs jiggle.
“I told you this place needed a makeover,” she replied, like a wife proud about being praised for her home renovation skills. I thought sending goblins searching for
The sudden change from the higher floors still caught me off guard. One moment I was surrounded by the cold, grim stone of the dungeon, and the next I was stepping into quiet luxury. The corridors here were lined with deep red carpet, plush beneath my boots, muffling my footsteps like velvet shadows. Soft torchlight flickered gently along the walls, casting a golden hue across polished stone and dark wood panels.
Ornate wooden doors lined the corridor, each carved with delicate patterns and polished to a gleaming finish, but one stood out among them all. It was larger, its surface etched with intricate carvings of magical runes that pulsed softly with ancient energy. The enchantments woven into the wood had preserved the door in pristine condition for centuries.
With a twist of the handle, the door creaked open—and like a curtain rising on a stage, it unveiled a scene of pure debauchery, sprawled across a massive royal bed that was the stage of an obscene display.
Gilliana knelt naked at the center of the bed, her legs spread wide and bound to the bedposts, while her arms were chained above her, wrists suspended by gleaming chains. The slender elven body arched sensually, her back curving down to her ass, which was left wide open for everyone to see.
Beside her on the bed knelt Lilura, smiling wickedly as she presented Gilliana like a showman unveiling a rare prize at a dark carnival.
“Does my master like what he sees?” The succubus teased, her folded bat-like wings twitching as her thick black tail slithered over Gilliana’s body, the spade-shaped tip trailing slowly down the curve of her back.
I entered the room.
Gilliana twitched. “He’s here?” she breathed, unable to turn her head from her shameful position.
“You’re in quite a bind, Gilly,” Lily said with a playful smile, clearly enjoying the sight of her friend restrained and exposed.
Lilura gently slapped Gilliana’s perky elven ass, making those round buns jiggle before squeezing them like lemons.
Gilliana moaned in reply while Lilura began teasing, “Tell master how much you want him inside.”
“I want Master’s cock inside me!”
Gilliana had become a total nympho. The loyal and responsible girlfriend of that adventurer, Brian or something, was no more.
Yet the succubus kept playing with her with a seductive yet cruel grin.
“Where?” Lilura pushed her, and the Elf yelled,
“All of my holes!” She shook as her body struggled against the bonds. Then Lilura took out a ball gag and suddenly tied it around Gilliana’s mouth.
“Mfffh!” The Elf moaned, her body becoming more animate as she writhed against her bonds.
“Do you like my present?” Lilura purred as she knelt at the edge of the bed.
Her wicked smile disappeared as she turned towards me for affirmation and praise.
“You’ve done well,” I said, running my fingers through her hair. My hand drifted lower, tracing the curve of her arched back, slowly gliding down her spine until it reached the base of her tail.
Then I grabbed it, stroking the meaty tail from the thick base to the spade-shaped end and stroking it back down to her base.
The succubus purred like a satisfied kitten, her little moans growing as I increased the intensity of the stroking.
“But there is something…” I whispered.
“What is it… my master?” she breathed, still shivering under the touch as my fingers played along her tail.
“I don’t recall giving the order to tie up Gilliana…” I said, my tone calm, “Did Lily give you permission?”
Lily only shrugged, her lower lip pushing into a pout of ignorance.
“Well, if Lily didn’t give permission, then it must’ve been you who took the initiative,” I said, turning my gaze to Lilura, who looked all too pleased with herself.
Behind her, Gilliana’s ass shuddered in anticipation, her body trembling as she waited for me to take her. The sight was making me incredibly excited and my cock was already awakening and trying to rip through my pants.
“Yes!” The succubus squealed while my eyes moved to Gilliana’s pussy which was already moist.
Well then...
∞∞∞
 
“This is not fair!” Lilura squealed.
Her limbs were spread wide in an X-shape and chained to the wall.
But I wasn’t listening to her. I was too busy playing with Gilliana, my hands exploring her curves from the soft buns of her ass and moving across the curved spine of her slender figure all the way to her chest. Her breasts were more like gentle mounds compared to Lily’s voluptuous mountains. But unlike Lily, Gilliana could be bent in ways that made her body a different kind of pleasure.
As much as I loved curling up with Lily’s soft, plush body like a living pillow, Gilliana’s lithe figure had its own unique allure. She was another flavor in my collection.
And she was mine to taste.
My fingers squished her nipples, making her moan and shudder. My cock slowly began rubbing her pussy, her juices coating the shaft as I teased her with the pleasures to come.
Lily’s clothes fell on the ground as she unveiled her own body. Her milkers were waving deliciously as she climbed up the bed with a cute grunt.
With a playful smile, she knelt beside Gilliana, looking at her friend's humiliating position.
Slowly I increased the pace of my cock rubbing against the petals of her moist flower.
“You are enjoying it so much,” Lily purred to her friend, who could only release a muffled moan in agreement.
“What about me!?” Lilura moaned, her body writhing against her bonds.
Lily got out of bed and walked towards Lilura. My eyes locked onto Lily’s ass, which swayed seductively as she walked towards the succubus bound to the wall.
“You want to join?” Lily teased her with a rather innocent smile.
Lilura begged, “Yes...please...mistress...”
There was no greater punishment for a succubus than being denied pleasure.
Lilura shifted forward, her expression one of pleading submission—almost as if she were about to be released.
Instead, Lily revealed a folded strip of cloth from her palm.
“WHA—mmmfhh!”
In one swift motion, Lily stuffed the cloth into Lilura’s mouth, tying it tightly behind her head. The succubus’s protests were cut off, replaced by muffled moans and narrowed eyes that burned with both frustration and need.
Lily jumped around and threw a V-sign, “No more interruptions!” And as cute as she was, my eyes were captured by her boobs jiggling around.
However, I didn’t stop playing with Gilliana either. Her body was shivering under my touch, and as Lily joined me, I began going to the next stage.
“Get ready,” I announced, “I am going in!”
Like a battering ram breaking through her gate, I pushed my cock inside. Her warm and moist embrace enveloped my manhood as soon as it entered her. The tightness brought an explosion of pleasure as it plunged into her depths before retreating to launch another invasion.
“Mmmmfffh!” She moaned through her ball gag while I intensified the thrusting, moist, wet sounds competing against the muffled moans and cries of both Gilliana and Lilura.
Each thrust brought waves of pleasure, hitting both my mind and body, and every time the tip crashed against her walls, the sensations exploded, and she reacted with shudders and more desperate cries even through her gag.
And Lily crawled onto the bed, circling like a cute predator playing with her prey. Even as I fucked Gilliana, my eyes kept stealing glances at Lily’s papaya-like tities, swaying as they were dragged down by gravity.
And seeing my harem like this somehow brought a sudden boost, my hips feeling even more energetic as it began clapping her cheeks more vigorously.
“Mmmfh! MMMMFFHH!”
As Gilliana’s muffled moans grew louder, Lily settled in front of her, kneeling with a sultry grace. Her hands reached out, gently cupping Gilliana’s flushed cheeks.
“Do you like my hubby’s cock?” She asked with a cute smile, and Gilliana’s head bobbed vigorously in affirmation. I couldn’t see her face but I could only imagine how slutty Gilliana’s expression would be and it made the pleasure flooding me feel even more intense.
“Do you like it…more than Brian’s little dick?” Lily’s cute, round eyes looked as if they grew sharper, and her cute voice had a little edge to it.
Gilliana let out a squeal through her gag. I felt her body shudder and the walls of her pussy tighten and relax. And I kept pounding her.
“Tell me…yes or no.” Lily pushed, and Gilliana moaned…hard. Just as she began nodding like crazy, her body began to shudder, her walls relaxed only to suddenly tighten as if sucking my dick into her.
I couldn’t take it anymore.
The release followed with overwhelming force, blasting into Gilliana’s tunnel.
The bliss of release was quickly washed away, and I was left panting behind Gilliana, who was hanging from the ropes and chains motionless.
But Lily wasn’t satisfied.
“Honey, remember she wanted both of her holes filled?” She whispered in a playful tone, and Gilliana’s body shivered.
“Did she?” I replied teasingly and Gilliana’s ass shook a little.
“Did you?” Lily turned to Gilliana, and Gilliana’s head nodded feebly, but Lily was not satisfied.
“Did you?” Lily asked again, her hand dragging the ball of her gag to release her lips.
“Yes….” Gilliana moaned, desperate but feeble.

“And where do you want my hubby’s cock?” Lily pushed and Gilliana shivered again, her little ass jiggling with her vibrations.

“In…my…ass…ammmfff,” Gilliana squealed right before Lily pushed the ball back into her mouth.
Seeing the whole thing was turning me on, reigniting the embers inside me and making my cock throb as it hardened yet again. My hands grabbed her by the hips, fingers tightening as my cock, hard again, was aimed at her asshole like a spear.
Her rim pulsed as my tip pushed against it and less than a second, my hips were thrusting my cock into her. The sudden tightness, the friction as her ass asswalls tried to push me out, was like being nuked with pleasure.
My thoughts were blown away as the lust took over me. Driven by a mindless hunger for more pleasure, my cock was driven into her ass again and again. The beat of her ass clapping rose while Lilura moaned desperately, wanting to be part of the spectacle unfolding before her.
Then Gilliana howled, her gag doing little to muffle her slutty cries. My hips kept thrusting even as her ass became suffocatingly tight, which only intensified the pleasure.
And it was driving me to the limit.
I couldn’t hold it any longer.
Yet my body didn’t stop. It tried to outrun the impending eruption by thrusting harder, faster.
“Maaammmmmmmffff!” Gilliana screamed and her ass clenched hard right as my cock was driving into her. Against the pressure, my hips pushed, my cock reaching her depths right before I joined her in the climax.
“Fuck!” I gasped, letting go of Gilliana, who simply hung from the chains, cum flowing from her pussy and ass.
“Mmmmffffffgaaaah!” Lilura, however, was still moaning.
I turned towards the wall. The cloth that gagged her had been soaked with her saliva and as my eyes moved downwards, I saw her pussy was dripping, forming a puddle on the floor.
Her eyes were filled with lust as always, but now it was as if she was about to burst out crying.
“Should we release her?” I asked Lily who came closer, pushing her tits against my chest like two soft balloons before kissing me rather tenderly.
“Does my evil hubby have any plans?” She replied, and I smiled, “Just do as I say.”
A moment later, I was walking towards Lilura, who looked at me with hope and lust, her gagged mouth forming a smile. After undoing her gag, she gasped, “Master!” and soon her bonds were undone, freeing her to push her naked body against mine.
Her tits, perfectly round and firm, pushed against me while her lust-inducing aura set my body and mind on fire. Even after going two rounds on Gilliana, I could feel my body yearning for more.
But I could resist it more easily now.
“Now your punishment is done, do you want your reward?” I asked the succubus,
“Yes!” She squealed, squishing her tits against my chest.
“Well then!” I said as I grabbed her and threw her against the bed, her wings flapping and her tail swaying as she fell face down before Gilliana’s ass. The elf remained still, like a filthy statue on a fountain, just with cum dripping from her holes instead of water.
Lilura’s legs spilled out of the bed, pointing her perfectly shaped bubble butt towards me.
“You are going to get your reward now,” I whispered, “but not from me.”
Then Lily appeared next to me with a determined face and a wooden paddle in her hands.
“What—” Lilura turned her head only to be interrupted by a loud crash, followed by her scream of pain and pleasure.
“Did you like it?” Lily teased before a loud slap sent Lilura screaming, “Yes!”
“Yes, who?” Lily slapped her on the other bun, and the succubus moaned, “Yes, mistress!”
“Do you want more?” *crash* “YES, MISTRESS!”
The show went on before me with Lily slapping Lilura again and again, her slutty screams filling the bedroom. Her succubus pussy juices dripped down.
“Well, what is this?” Lily said right before slapping her yet again. She hurried to grab an empty bottle from the cupboard and placed it before Lilura’s pussy. She wasn’t losing the chance to collect ingredients for work. But what needed the juices of a succubus?
“Now give me your juices!” Lily spoke in a rather cute, almost innocent voice—right before landing a sharp slap on Lilura’s ass. The impact echoed through the room, making the succubus’s tail shoot straight with a jolt.
And like that, the night went on with loud crashes followed by lewd moans from the excited succubus and Lily reminding Lilura who was the mistress of the dungeon.




Chapter 3
War drums thundered, sending heart-pounding vibrations through the air of the crude sprawl of tents stitched from hides, wool, and splintered wood. Smoke rose in thin trails from scattered fire pits, the air thick with the scent of sweat, blood, and boiled meat.
The orc horde had gathered—dozens, then hundreds, crowding into a semicircle before the largest tent, their guttural chants rising in unison.
“Tis da time to crush da humies!” bellowed an Orc facing the massive tent, a towering beast of sinew and rage. His green skin stretched taut over bulging muscle, tusks like curved daggers jutting from his snarling mouth. Scars laced his chest and shoulders like tribal sigils. He raised a rusted axe high, the blade chipped but still soaked with memories of past slaughter.
Half of the horde roared in unison, “Groksmash! Groksmash!”
Facing him down was another Orc who rose above the rest, only slightly shorter than Groksmash. Its eyes were fierce but lacked the pure bestial fury of the challenger; instead, its gaze was like that of a lion waiting to pounce.
Every inch of its body was filled with scars; its green hide had begun turning brown, both by the sheer number of wounds and also by age.
“Da horde no ready. When we za ready. Da Horde attack humies. Unda ME!” The Chieftain growled deep. He didn’t shout as loudly, but his words hit deep.
“Chief Brokka!” An Orc yelled, and half of the Orcs began to chant, “CHIEF! CHIEF! CHIEF!”
In the corner of the camp, another group had gathered. Completely ignored by the rest. There were mere dozens of warriors surrounding two figures that, despite their own massive size, were comparatively smaller.
“Dem fight coming,” the orcess muttered, her voice thick with smoke and old knowing. She leaned on a weathered staff capped with bones and feathers, eyes narrowed under heavy lids marked with tribal paint.
Her massive breasts swayed slightly with each breath, barely restrained by two worn leather straps that threatened to give out under their burden. A piece of cloth, patterned in faded symbols, wrapped loosely around her wide hips. She bore no armor, no weapons beyond her staff and her gaze.
Where other orcs were hardened by war, she was rounder, softer—a body shaped that was not of a warrior who fought with strength. There were hints of muscle beneath her curves, but they were hidden beneath a gentle layer of plushness.
“We make da moves now- nowz ya time, Darisha.” She turned towards the Orcess beside her, who was watching the situation intently.
Like the Orcess beside her, Darisha was dwarfed by the muscular warriors with corroded muscles surrounding her. But the larger Orcs respectfully maintained their distance from her.
She was green like the rest and had an athletic figure that contrasted against her advisor. A thin strip of leather hung between her legs, swaying with her every step, drawing attention to her thick thighs, shaped by combat and ritual dance, yet padded just enough to hint at temptation. Her hips swayed naturally, powerfully, and confidently.
Her breasts, round and full, were bound tightly in cloth strips connected to a bone necklace. The makeshift top did little to conceal their form, emphasizing rather than hiding them. With each breath, her toned stomach revealed faint ridges of abs—visible for a moment, then fading back into the gentle curve of green flesh.
But what truly set her apart was pure white hair, like snow woven from winter itself. No other orc bore such a mark. One side of her head was shaved into a smooth, fading undercut, sharp as a warrior’s blade, while the other side held a thick tail of long, silken hair tied neatly at the midpoint. It spilled down her neck and shoulder like a waterfall.
If you looked at her from one side, she would be an intimidating warrior with a masculine spirit, but from the other, she appeared like an innocent maiden…as far as Orcs went, at least.
“Grisha, dey ignore me. Dey think me weak. Let dem. “Me plan and time come, me rule dem.” Her eyes sharpened. Planning.
When the commotion ended, Groksmash turned away from the Chief. His underlings followed him as they returned to their own tribes for now. Groksmash grinned. The War Chief is old. He had defeated everyone who challenged him. But so did Brokka. For decades, he defeated every challenger, younger, older, stronger, or faster. It didn’t matter.
But Groksmash was different.
“Me big brainz, me fast, me STRONGER!” He growled and his Orcs roared their battle cries.
And as they left, they came face-to-face with the small gang that was watching them.
“Howza Lil Chief?” Groksmash looked down on Darisha before making a disgusted look at Grisha. “No humie toyz today?”
Grisha ignored the quip, letting Darisha deal with him.
“No fight, Chief? Like da kitty,” Darisha hit back with an insult of her own, which didn’t faze the larger male.
“You tryna play chief? Better mate with me. Me be chief soon. We make strong babies.” Groksmash replied with an offer.
Darisha’s smirk curved slowly into something sharper. “Me no mate wit’ scaredy kitty,” she shot back, her tone increasingly becoming venomous.
Groksmash growled, but he didn’t care. For him, the little female trying to be a chief was amusing. She led a tiny, insignificant tribe. Orc women are warriors, but they were not made to be chiefs. They had their ways of power as shamanic matrons like Grisha.
While her hair made her stand out, Darisha’s peculiarity as a leader also made her attractive in a way. She was like a challenge. Orcs of her tribe had tried to beat her into submission, but they were left humiliated. Groksmash wanted Darisha in his “collection.” Especially her. He imagined her submissively spreading her legs for him. Taming the untamable female would be an achievement, a trophy he could display when he was chief.
“Soon, me be chief. You come or me beat ya, drag ya to me hut. Me breed babies out ya.” Groksmash roared in laughter as he walked past Darisha.
And Darisha didn’t turn around.
Even if she couldn’t become chief, she wasn’t letting Groksmash take it. But she couldn’t challenge them either. She could beat the strongest human to a bloody pulp without an effort. She had beaten many Orcs much larger than her.
But both Chief Brokka and Groksmash were on another level. While most Orcs would charge into a challenge, she thought before the battle. And she knew that it was the same for Chief Brokka. She saw how he was sizing up Groksmash, looking for the tiniest of weaknesses. Brokka was old, wise, and experienced.
But to be the War Chief, she had to find something that would upend the balance entirely.
“Me no spread legs dat easy. “ Darisha muttered to Grisha, “We do better raids. Show we strong.”




Chapter 4
When it was finally over, Lilura lay sprawled on the floor. Her eyes were half-lidded and glazed, staring up at the ceiling in a euphoric haze while drool slipped from the corner of her parted lips, trailing down her cheek as a lazy, satisfied smile curled her mouth into something utterly depraved.
Her ass, still red and swollen from the relentless thrashing, jutted out like ripe fruit.
And yet, despite the ferocity of the session, not a single bruise marred her flawless skin. She was a succubus, and creatures like her never had enough.
Gilliana also slept on the floor beside Lilura, her long blonde hair spread out as she slept contentedly after having both of her holes stuffed.
This left the entire bed to me and Lily.
She lay draped over me like a living plush toy—soft, warm, and impossibly snug. Her curves pressed against me in all the right places, her full figure plush and yielding, yet her waist still tapered in that perfect hourglass shape my hands naturally found and held.
Her breath was warm against my skin, her golden eyes half-lidded and lazy with satisfaction. She gave a sleepy hum, her cheek resting against my chest.
“I like this bed,” she murmured. “Especially when it’s just us.”
I ran a hand down the gentle curve of her back, tracing the line of her spine with my fingers.
“I like it too,” I said, my voice low. “Especially when I get to use you as my pillow.”
She let out a soft giggle, her breath warm against my skin. “Then I guess we’re both getting exactly what we want.”
Now that is done, I changed the topic to planning.
“I was planning on going above, out of the Dungeon,” I whispered.
“Oooh!” she cooed, lifting her head just slightly, her eyes lighting up with curiosity. “Are we going to the city?”
“Well, the only things we know are what you told me,” I explained, my hand still tracing lazy circles on her back. “We need more intel—about this kingdom, the adventurers, the Guild… everything.”
Lily pouted. “You mean boring stuff, and besides, this dungeon is way cooler!”
“I need to know what’s coming in,” I said, my voice low with thought. I didn’t want to end up like the last dungeon lord. If he were slain at the height of this place, even with assistants like Sir Bein and the Librarian, I had no chance.
“The adventurer raids could eventually overwhelm us,” I said, looking into her large, round eyes, “and I want this entire world, not just to be a ruler of a dungeon.”
“Does that mean I get to be the wifey of the king of the entire world?” She whispered, but there was no ambition in her eyes or any sign of wicked thoughts. She was more content to be with me than to be powerful.
A part of me longed for that simplicity—to just stay here, with a beautiful, doting girlfriend wrapped around me. Back in my old world, that had been the dream. A modest life, quiet love. Something small and safe.
But that version of me is dead.
He was a loser, content with the fantasy of mediocrity. I’ve tasted power now. I’ve claimed it—and I crave more. That hunger burns in me, deeper than any desire for peace or comfort.
The greatest gift I could offer Lily wasn’t love alone. It was power—the kind that bends the world. I would share that strength with her and with every woman in my harem.
I have no dreams of settling.
I will rule all.
∞∞∞
 
“That sounds fun,” Morty laughed while both the Librarian and Sir Bein took more time to think.
“The issue is that undead cannot accompany you,” The Librarian noted while Sir Bein exclaimed, “It would be hard to risk the life of our great master!”
“You have trained me well; even Lily agrees my powers and fighting skills are on par with most adventurers,” I replied to Sir Bein, whose eye sockets glowed a little bit brighter.


“What about me!?” Lilura squealed, wings fluttering in protest. Her crimson eyes widened with mock innocence as she stepped closer, pressing her soft body against me.
Before I could answer, Lily cut in, arms folded. “Bringing a demon into the city is risky, even in human form. Paladins, clerics… they’ll sniff her out. Don’t wanna fight a bunch of paladins.” She gave an exaggerated shiver before continuing, “Especially the high-ranking ones.”
“Lily’s right,” I said with a nod, my gaze shifting back to Lilura. She immediately wilted like a flower deprived of sunlight, her tail drooping and her lips curling into a pout.
I couldn’t bring any other demons either—not the Demon of Envy. They were all tied to the dungeon core, unable to step beyond the dungeon.
“I *want* to hunt…” Lilura whined, dragging the last word with exaggerated drama. She puffed her cheeks and leaned in, trying to copy Lily’s signature ‘cute act.’ But it wasn’t quite the same—Lily had a softness Lilura lacked.
Still… her nature had its uses.
I corrupted Lily and Gilliana because they could sense their darkest desires. And Lilura’s sense of lust was an advantage I couldn’t leave out either.
“Wouldn’t your former companions recognize you?” The Librarian turned towards Lily.
He had a point.
“Hmm…” Lily tapped her chin, falling into a deep, exaggeratedly serious thought. Her brows furrowed, lips pursed, and eyes narrowed like a scholar pondering the secrets of the universe.
Then—pop!—her eyes shot wide open and her mouth formed a perfect ‘O’ of delight. She bounced on her heels, nearly hopping in place as if someone had flipped a switch inside her head.
“Wait a minute!” she gasped, a mischievous gleam lighting up her face. “I have an idea! Like, a really good one!”
Of course my eyes went to her boobs, which began bouncing as she jumped and Lily smiled smugly as she noticed me.
“We will be the masked adventurers! Gilly and I will also change our tone and clothes!” Lily exclaimed.
“So what are the clothes we have in the dungeon?” I turned towards the Librarian, who replied, “There should be clothes suitable for adventuring preserved in the enchanted chests.”
“Then let’s get ready!” I ordered.
Lily lit up instantly, throwing up a triumphant “V” sign with both hands, her grin bright enough to rival a torchlight.
Meanwhile, Lilura remained slouched, her wings drooping and her tail dragging behind her like a defeated banner. Her cheeks puffed out in an adorable pout, but her eyes still burned with that infernal crimson gleam.
“Don’t worry,” I said, turning to the sulking succubus. “We’ll need you when we find a target.”
Her pout melted into a sly, seductive smirk—one that curled at the edges like smoke. “Mmm… so you will be thinking of me,” she purred, her voice a husky mix of promise and sin. Her expression danced somewhere between sexy and sinister, like a predator waiting for me to bring her next meal.
∞∞∞
 
“Well, that would do…” I muttered, taking in Lily’s new outfit. At first glance, it didn’t look too different—but the subtle changes made all the difference.
She still wore a mini-skirt, but this one was cut even shorter, barely brushing the tops of her thighs. Her top clung tighter to her soft curves, though it revealed less cleavage. Instead, it was cropped just above her waist, baring her hourglass-shaped midriff—smooth and plush with just the slightest hint of softness pushing gently against the fabric’s edge.
A hood now shadowed her head, and a cloth mask veiled her lips, leaving only her large, expressive eyes visible—wide, curious, and mischievous. The concealment only made her more intriguing, like a rogue masquerading as innocence.
Gilliana’s new outfit, however, was on an entirely different level.
It was, quite literally, bikini armor—if one could even call it "armor" at all. Her chest was covered by two pieces of chain metal held together with thin straps that seemed more ornamental than functional. Below, a high-cut thong covered her more sacred areas.
Her face was hidden under a white mask like Japanese traditional masks with slit eyes and two cat-like ears.
For her slender figure, it was perfect.
But the issue was, “Are you sure it won’t bring us any extra attention?” I asked the Librarian.
“The clothes were chosen by them.” The Librarian replied, “And they also diverge from their original personality, especially the elf.”
“Doesn’t master…like my…” Gilliana muttered in a disappointed tone but I reached out and brought her close, feeling her slender figure with my palm before reaching down to grope her ass cheeks exposed by her skimpy thong.
Then Lily jumped, grabbing my other hand, taking it into her embrace, my arm sinking between her tits. And I took the chance to slip under her miniskirt and grope her much softer ass as well.
“Let’s get going then,” I said to my little harem.




Chapter 5
I got light leather armor and a mask similar to Gilliana's but much plainer, without any animal motifs. And with the sword on my hips, I was more like a fighter.
It was a good thing Sir Bein taught me swordfighting and relentlessly made me exercise until my body was starting to look really athletic. It would be quite hard to see me as a wizard.
I caressed the plain, metal ring on my hand.
“It will hide your mana,” The Librarian said as he handed it to me.
“We need to get a carriage,” Lily advised, and I let her lead.
Traveling through the dirt road was tranquil, and it was nice to hear the singing of birds, and the fresh air carried by cold winds caressing my skin.
After nearly an hour of walking, we were out of the wooded areas, and the surroundings turned into fields and scarecrows.
In front of us was a massive wooden palisade, but the gate was open.
“This place is like a fortress,” I opined.
“Lots of monsters in the region. This is the border area of the kingdom, of course,” Lily explained like a middle school teacher.
“But then again, the miles and miles of forest are a defence against way worse things like the Beast country on the other side.” Lily pointed a finger upwards as if making a point. “Nations on the other side of the forest have to build walls that always get broken down.”
Well, that is now another place on my bucket list of places to travel.
“Halt!” A guard, an unarmored man with a spear, signaled us to stop before commenting, “Oh, just adventurers, go on.”
And behind the gates was just a typical medievalesque village from movies. The people were going about their daily tasks while guards looked on from the walls.
Interestingly, there seemed to be more adventuring parties, some in armor, others in long robes, while some wore more revealing dresses, but compared to Gilliana’s thong, all of them were quite modest.
And I could sense everyone's eyes following us, especially Gilliana's.
But I ignored them. “Does this place get this many adventurers?” I asked Lily, who replied,
“It's because the monsters chased away from yo…our dungeon, becoming a massive disaster.”
“Oh…” I took the note.
Of course, clearing out that place after opening the dungeon chased away a lot of monsters. Sucks for the neighbors, I guess.
Then, on the other gate, there was a carriage filled with sacks, and Lily ran towards it.
“Stop!” She yelled, and the fat old man, with a balding head, on the driver's seat turned towards us.
“Passengers!” Lily exclaimed, tossing him several coins that we looted from the poor adventurers that raided my dungeon. While we had more treasures and gold coins hidden in the treasury, they were ancient, and neither Lily nor Gilliana could recognize them.
“Climb up,” the man replied, his eyes looking at Lily and Gilliana before turning to me with a weird judgmental expression that said something between “You lucky bastard!” and “You perverted scoundrel.”
And we climbed up, some sacks felt hard like potatoes, and others were soft and cushy. We leaned on the hard sacks not to crush the soft vegetables.
“How far from here?” I asked her, and the answer came quickly, “An hour…or two, depending on how fast we go.”
That was indeed a really long time doing nothing on the carriage.
And it indeed was. Barely fifteen minutes into the journey, I was getting bored.
My hands were reaching down to their thighs, both Gilliana’s slender legs and Lily’s thicc, plush pillows, caressing them both as they cuddled with me.
I could see in their eyes they were growing hornier. And so was I; a tent was being pitched on my pants as the pole grew longer and harder, and they were stealing glances at it.
I lifted my mask,
“Is it okay?” Gilliana murmured. “Still some time left,” Lily whispered as she dragged down her mask, and Gilliana followed. Soon their hands were on my crotch, our lips crashed against each other.
First, I felt Lily’s plump lips, our tongues pushing against each other before coiling in an embrace. Then I turned towards Gilliana, our mouths devouring while her tongue danced with mine.
Their hands moved to release my cock, which appeared like tower and quickly they were stroking it. The gentle yet hurried touch of the two made it throb with excitement.
“Come on, Gilly, let’s suck it!” Lily whispered as the make-out session ended and the next second they were down, licking my cock like they were competitively sucking a popsicle.
“That feels so good,” I groaned desperately, trying to keep the sound low so the driver wouldn’t hear. And that only encouraged them to go faster. Lily’s tongue travelled up and down along the shaft while Gilliana moved with Elven precision, her tongue expertly coiling around the tip, sending waves of shudders across my body.
Then Gilliana gulped it down, taking it into her warm, wet mouth, where her tongue gave it a heavenly massage before she retreated, letting Lily devour it instead.
The two began taking turns sucking my rod while I floated in a world of pure bliss.
And I had to give it to Gilliana on this one, she was using her lips and tongue to hit my cock in all the right ways that blew me away.
But it was coming to an end.
“I am cumming!” I growled as the pressure built up.
Taking the warning, Gilliana retreated, and Lily took her turn taking my cock deep just as I came.
“Mmfffghhhh” She moaned as my cock filled her mouth with cream. And then she began gulping it all down. She took another round on my shaft to clean the overflowing seed and then a lick or two before finally finishing.
Just as we adjusted our masks, the driver’s voice cut through the silence.
“We are here.”
Ahead, a stone wall loomed, its weathered surface standing tall and imposing. At the end of the winding road, a gatehouse sat nestled between two thick towers, its wooden doors reinforced with iron and left open for the many carriages entering and leaving the city.
As soon as we crossed the threshold, we leapt down from the cart, boots hitting the cobblestone with soft thuds.
“Welcome to the city of Laga, the largest and only city on the Southern border,” Lily spoke like a guide as she introduced me to the city she used to live in as an adventurer.
The buildings here were sturdy, crafted from rough-hewn stone with sloped roofs of red and brown tile. Cobblestone roads stretched ahead in winding veins, worn smooth by years of footsteps and wagon wheels.
Lily and Gilliana led the way, guiding me deeper into the city. As we moved inward, the scenery shifted—homes became taller, more ornate. Plain townhouses with nothing more than a white wall and some ragged windows began to grow balconies while the stonework became more professional and artistic.
In the outer districts, the people were ragged, their clothes dull and patched, but with each step closer to the city’s heart, fabric grew finer, colors brighter, and faces cleaner. And here and there, among the crowds, the occasional eccentric stood out—some clad in flamboyant robes, others bearing weapons and armor. I didn’t know where we were going, but from the large number of adventurers appearing, it was clear we were close.
“There!” Lily pointed at a large building that rose at least three or four stories high.
“That is the adventuring guild.”
The moment we stepped through the doors, I could feel it—every pair of eyes falling on me. Well, right after Gilliana’s ass, of course. Her thong-armour was not helping us blend in. I could see rather scantily clad women showing off deep cleavages and others with outfits that looked like belly dancers, but Gilliana was on another level.
We walked through what looked like an inn—a lively place filled with the noise of clinking mugs and boisterous laughter. Adventurers, rough and varied, drank and swapped stories at crowded tables. None paid us more than a curious glance as we passed. At the far end was a counter, behind which sat a young woman with glasses, her eyes sharp behind the lenses as she skimmed through a ledger.
Her outfit was surprisingly formal—she wore a tight, buttoned shirt tucked into a skirt that closely resembled a pencil skirt. She felt rather out of place in this world, which looked more… medieval.
“Adventurer registration!” Lily exclaimed cheerfully, slapping her hands on the counter.
The receptionist blinked once, then sighed and reached under the desk, handing over a stack of forms without a word.
They looked like old English, and I could barely understand most words.
But Lily and Gilliana were there to fill them.
“You are Don John. I am Rosy. And Gilliana is Gilabelle.” Lily signed them fast, making up names on the go.
“Huh?” I asked her and she cheerfully joked, “Dungeon.” Don John. Just call yourself John,” before going back to finishing the forms.
Humming merrily, she handed them back to the receptionist, who looked at them before putting a seal on each.
“So what’s the job?” Lily or “Rosy,” asked, but she simply replied, “In the noticeboard.”
“We heard about a dungeon getting opened,” Lily retorted, and the receptionist sighed, “Several parties went inside and never returned, so we have put an advisory on it for now, at least until the big raid.”
Big raid?
That stole my attention, and Lily noticed it as well.
“When is this big raid?” Lily quizzed.
“The Kingdom is having some Orc problems. So, adventurers are moving there.” The receptionist explained, “Then we are going to organise a big raid supported by the Kingdom and the temples.”
“Where?” Lily asked as she scooped up all the forms, quickly scanning them with a focused gleam in her eyes.
Meanwhile, my attention drifted elsewhere—toward a lone dwarf seated in the corner, hunched over a set of identical forms. Stocky and broad, his massive braided beard nearly touched the table, but it was his armor that truly caught my eye. Thick plates of polished steel gleamed under the lamplight, each piece etched with glowing runes. From the ornate pauldrons to the reinforced gauntlets, the craftsmanship was meticulous, clearly enchanted, and far beyond what most adventurers could afford or handle.
He didn’t glance up once, completely absorbed in his writing.
Letting Lily handle the receptionist, I moved towards him.
“Good afternoon,” I greeted him, and he looked at me with a “Hmm?”
He didn’t smile, but he wasn’t annoyed or angry either. Instead, his face was…gloomy. There was no emotion whatsoever.
“Oh…sorry. Did I make some mistake?” He asked politely.
“I just found your armour interesting,” I replied, not sure if I was offending him.
“Huh!” He gave out a low laugh, “This was my last good work!” The dwarf growled in a voice that was like a boulder rolling on the ground.
“Before I was kicked out of the hold at least…” He groaned with regret.
“My name is John.” I extended my arm, and he grabbed it with his stocky gauntlet.
“Hamarr,” He growled, his face less gloomy than before.
“So why were you exiled?” I became curious, but he growled and looked away, “I prefer to keep some things secret.”
“Well, if you need to join a party, we are here,” I smiled before returning to Lily and Gilliana, who were waiting for me.
“All the news collected!” Lily puffed her chest while Gilliana came to my side and whispered. “What do we do now?”
“These Orcs…explain,” I told Lily.
“Orcs live in the badlands, in the East, between this Fardain Kingdom and the Griffon Empire. They are a buffer, but sometimes they get large and start attacking.” Lily explained as we began moving.
“And both the Kingdom and the Empire give bounties for adventurers to mow down their numbers.”
Taking in Lily’s explanation, I asked. “How far is the Eastern border?”
Gilliana replied, “A couple of days in a carriage.”
“Our first order of business is to find a place to stay, a safe and silent place, so we can plan.”
∞∞∞
 
The inn was good enough.
It catered to adventuring parties, which meant shared rooms crammed with multiple beds. There was barely any space between them, just enough to move around without tripping over gear or feet. But we didn’t need space. Not really.
I sat on one of the stiff beds—it felt more like a wooden bench with a sheet—and pulled out an ornate silver hand mirror. Its surface gleamed with unnatural luster, intricate runes etched along the rim.
“Anybody on the other side?” I asked the mirror, gazing into my own reflection.
The glass rippled, distorting my face like a pond disturbed by a sudden breeze. And then, as if a veil had lifted, an image emerged.
My servants back in the dungeon had gathered. In a way, it looked like an online group meeting, just with magic instead of the internet.
And then I explained the entire situation, from the upcoming raid of the dungeon to the Orc raids and my intentions to turn them into minions just like I did for the cave goblins.
“Well, we didn’t have a lot of Orcs for sure,” Morty commented.
“Undead were, of course, the preferred servants of the late master,” Sir Bein joined in the discussion.
“This raid, if so many adventurers attack us at once, we will be overwhelmed.” The Librarian, however, was more concerned about the news of the upcoming raid.
“That’s why we need to get some orcs working here,” I said. “Goblins aren’t great fighters. We need real muscle. Demons that are bound to the core can’t be taken outside either, and I can’t keep many demons bound to me perpetually.”
“So, master needs muscle?” Lilura purred, her voice filled with lust as always.
“Well, you are coming with us this time,” I said. “I need to use your powers for something.”
Lilura grinned, her eyes becoming sharper like those of a serpent. “Let me deal with that something.”
“Meet us tomorrow outside the city. We’re going to these ‘Badlands’ to find the Orcs,” I instructed her.
Lilura’s voice came through the mirror clearly. “You don’t have to wait. I’m bound to you—you can summon me whenever you want.”
I blinked. “Huh? I can?”
No one had taught me that.
Sure, I’d felt the strange pull ever since the binding ritual, a sort of thread connecting us. But the actual mechanics of it? That was conveniently left out of the lesson plan.
The Librarian joined the new discussion, “You can summon a demon or familiar you have bound, yes. The magic is instinctual once the bond is sealed.”
“Could’ve told me earlier,” I muttered.
“But doing it inside the city may not be the wisest course,” the Liche continued. “Teleporting in a demon within city limits could result in you getting caught.”
“Well then, you’ll have to join me on foot”, I said to Lilura before the image blurred and rippled. The magical connection was cut off, and soon only my reflection remained.
“That is done,” I said, my voice rising, and Gilliana appeared out of the window while Lily came through the door.
They had remained on guard. Just in case.
“Tomorrow we've got work,” I said before falling on the hard bed.




Chapter 6
Darisha watched in silence as the parade of loot marched past her. Groksmash was at the front, proudly brandishing two freshly claimed axes—massive, cruel things with edges that shimmered in the light like teeth waiting to bite. He twirled them with boastful ease, laughing as his warriors roared in approval.
Facing them were Chief Brokka’s followers, who were flaunting their own spoils: swords, shields, bundles of forged metal, and even whole pieces of furniture crudely strapped to their backs like trophies.
Her followers had managed to scavenge their own share of loot—small but hard-earned. In truth, they had done better individually than many of the larger warbands. But with so few in number, their efforts barely registered.
And so, once again, Darisha was overlooked. Invisible. Dismissed.
There was only one solution.
They had to find shinier loot.
“Grisha!” She growled to her spiritual advisor standing beside her, “Ya go west, me go east.”
They had to personally lead the raids now. She would loot settlements of the nation to the east of the badlands, while Grisha would do the same to the human nation in the west.
∞∞∞
 
As we got back on the streets, a familiar figure was walking out of the adventurer’s guild. For some reason, the dwarf gave me the feeling he was a kindred spirit in a way.
“Hamarr!” I yelled at him and he turned towards me in surprise. Then he began walking towards me, “John, was it?” He quizzed, his armour glistening under the morning sun.
“You remembered,” I replied and frowned. “Well, not a lot of introductions out here….”
“If you don’t have a party, you should come with us.” I pointed at Lily and Gilliana.
“This is Rose,” I introduced Lily, who almost made an excited V sign before realising she had to act different from her usual self.
And then I pointed to Gilliana and said, “This is Gillabelle”. One of his eyebrows went up as he looked at the Elf in bikini armour, but his eyes had no interest, just made a weirded out expression.
Then I motioned to Gilliana. “And this is Gilabelle.”
The dwarf's thick brow arched as his eyes landed on the elf in her barely-there bikini armor. There wasn’t a trace of lust in his gaze—only a strange mixture of confusion and secondhand embarrassment. He blinked once, then gave a slight grunt, as if unsure whether to laugh or walk away.
“Uhhhh….well….I don’t really have much choice here,” He scratched his head.
“We’re heading to the Badlands for those orc bounties,” I said. “And we’ve got another joining us soon.”
Not long after, we were already on the move.
The carriage rolled steadily toward the outer edge of the Badlands, wheels creaking over uneven cobblestone before giving way to dirt and gravel. Inside, Lilura sat across from us in her human guise. Her red hair was now a sleek black, and her demonic features—horns, tail, and wings—were completely gone. Nothing about her gave away the succubus beneath.
Our dwarven companion, however, remained silent in meditation.
“Read him,” I whispered to Lilura, and a wicked smile crept on her face.
“Ooooh,” She squealed, her voice kept low.
“What?” I became curious.
“I can sense a hidden desire. A shame. It’s hidden deep inside. He wants to bury it.” She smiled as if taking it as a challenge.
“Find it,” I commanded. I wanted him to work for me.
The carriage rolled on, its wooden wheels groaning with each turn. The further we traveled, the worse the road became, with more potholes and more rocks.
There were no shock absorbers here, no smooth suspension systems like in my old world. Comfort was a luxury, and in this world, it came down to one thing: the road’s condition.
The benches were hard, the ride bone-jarring, and my backside was hurting. But others seemed to be used to it. Lily peeked occasionally out the side curtain with childlike curiosity while Gilliana took a nap. Lilura appeared annoyed, making a face with each bump, but she had a target to occupy herself with.
We traveled for hours, the sun tracing its arc across the sky until it bled orange on the horizon. The heat of the day faded into a lazy dusk, and finally, the carriage creaked to a halt in a small, quiet village nestled between low hills.
The driver guided the wagon into a worn-out coach house—a rickety structure that looked like it had been built to collapse politely. Horses were unhitched and watered while we stretched our aching limbs.
Dinner was served at a roadside tavern, and calling it food was generous. The bread was stale, the stew tasted like boiled leather with salt, and whatever passed for meat had the texture of shredded bark. Still, we were too hungry to complain. We ate in silence, chewing with the grim resignation of soldiers eating rations.
Then came the beds—except they weren’t beds. They were hammocks, strung together with fraying rope, swaying with every breath. It was like trying to sleep in a burlap sack suspended by hope and knots. But exhaustion beat discomfort, and eventually, even the creaking of the ropes faded beneath the weight of sleep.
The next day, we were back on the road yet again.
The sun had barely risen, casting long shadows over the sleepy village as we climbed back into the carriage. The driver yawned before cracking the reins, and we were off once more—creaking, bumping, and groaning down the dirt trail that led deeper toward the Badlands.
Lily curled up beside me, still sleepy. Hamarr was already half-dozing, arms crossed and brow furrowed like someone dreaming of stonework or overdue taxes.
Lilura, however, was far from idle. She was watching Hamarr.
“Still nothing?” I asked.
“He is so ashamed of it, he is pushing it deeper, but I know it isn’t about Humans, it's something unnatural for his people. But lust burns. Dwarves are a little bit resistant to magic, but I will reveal it.” She whispered with a smile.
The journey went on and on. The sun slowly rose higher and higher, until its rays began to turn the world into an oven.
Sweat clung to our skin like a second layer, and the air grew thick. Gilliana’s skin glistened, her bikini armor showing off everything. She stood up and turned to grab a towel, displaying her ass, which shone with sweat like two oiled buns.
Lily moaned, “It’s so hot!. Her plump thighs looked like well-oiled meat, while her tight top became soaked, making it transparent. The sight of their bodies was the only reprieve from the suffering.
Hamarr, impressively, hadn’t moved at all. He sat there like a stone statue, eyes closed, armored hands folded on his lap. He didn’t care about women either, not even taking a peek.
The suffocating heat lasted for hours until the sun’s own daily journey came close to its end. The sky turned yellow, growing darker each minute.
“What’s that?” Suddenly, the driver yelled out and we all peeked out of the carriages. A fiery light illuminated the plains through the darkness. Flames were rising, plumes of black smoke rising like shadows against the light of the raging flames.
“That’s the village we were supposed to stop in!” The driver panicked, but I replied, “Let's move forward.”
And we did, While the driver wanted to run, there was nowhere to go now.
And as the village came into sight, the cause of the fires was revealed. Muscular giants, their sweaty green skin glistening under the flames, fought a band of adventurers.
The driver stopped. “I am not going close to Orcs.”
“You don’t need to!” Lily replied as she leaped out, followed by Gilliana and me. Hamarr jumped out, grabbing an ornate helmet and putting it on his head. He revealed a giant axe with runes carved on both the blade and handle.
“Damned Orcs!” He growled.
“Hamarr and I will be fighting on the front,” I gestured. “You three support us.”
And the party advanced.
Ahead, the other party of adventurers fought the Orcs, a fighter kept the Orcs at bay while a short mage, the same height as Lily but with a more petite body, sent bolt after bolt of magical attacks.
The warrior was battered, but when the white robed figure next to him raised her hand, an aura appeared around the warrior, and instantly he began fighting as if the wounds had disappeared. The robes of the cleric flowed down across an hourglass figure that made it quite easy to deduce it was a she, even from a distance.
But that left the mage open.
And unknown to them, Orcs had already noticed it and were trying to flank the mage.
With a whoosh, an arrow flew, hitting one of the Orcs who tried to charge the mage from behind.
“GRAAAAH!” It roared in anger when Gilliana’s arrow plunged into its green flesh, and the mage turned and, realising she was being attacked from behind, panicked. Without her cover, more Orcs began to converge on the warrior and the cleric.
And the Orcs had also noticed our presence.
Hamarr moved to shield the warrior while I crashed down on one of the Orcs trying to attack the mage. Each of Sir Bein’s sword-fighting lessons flashed in my mind.
If the enemy is bigger, dodge!
The Orc's axe, a crude piece of metal tied to a clumb swung passed me. The air cracked with a bright flash,
“No one hits my hubby!” Lily let out a cute scream as she aimed her hand at the Orc, and taking the chance, I plunged my sword straight into its chest. I took a step back right as red blood came bursting out, and the Orc fell to the ground.
Two Orcs crashed their axes against Hamarr, only for the weapons to break against his armour. When Hamarr swung his axe, only their bare flesh or crude hides wrapped around their muscles stood in the weapon’s path. And they made no difference as the giant axe sliced one Orc while the other lost its arm.
It released a roar of rage before the Warrior and the Cleric fell upon it, finishing it off.
As more Orcs tried to converge, I stood between them and the scared mage. Lily joined me while Gilliana maintained a barrage that hit many Orcs, but it was not enough to take them down. They were so massive that even a bodybuilder with more roids than bloods in his veins would piss his pants if he had to face an Orc.
Lilura stood with arms crossed and an unreadable expression, her form still cloaked in that perfectly human illusion. But it wasn’t the Orcs she was watching.
It was the Cleric.
Meanwhile, the battle shifted.
One of the larger Orcs let out a snarl and charged me, his massive axe raised high. I braced for impact.
Then a blast of lightning thundered, slamming into his shoulder with a deafening snap. Then came fire—a sphere of heat that exploded against his chest, sending him staggering. Before he could recover, arrows whistled through the air, thudding into his legs and gut. He didn’t even scream—just crumpled, smoking, and twitching.
That was enough for the others.
The remaining Orcs slowed, exchanged guttural murmurs in their harsh tongue, then began stepping back.
They faded into the darkness one by one, vanishing into the black dunes and twisted silhouettes of the Badlands. No more roars. No more thunder of feet.
Only silence.
The moment the last orc vanished into the gloom, a small blur of robes and wild hair crashed into my chest.
“You saved me!” the short mage sobbed, clinging to me like a terrified kitten.
I staggered back a step from the force of her impact. Her voice was muffled against my chest, but the tremble in it was real. Her arms were surprisingly strong for someone so small—either that or she was fueled by the kind of adrenaline only near-death experiences could provide.
“—uh—yeah,” I muttered, awkwardly patting her back. “All part of the job.”
Lily blinked in surprise, then grinned. “Hey, watch out who you are hugging, that’s my hubby, you know?”
Gilliana raised a single eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. Lilura said nothing but simply smiled, which made me feel like she was noticing something in her.
The mage pulled back just enough to look up at me—big, watery eyes behind soot-smudged spectacles. “I thought I was done for,” she whispered as she finally let go of me entirely.
“They are now gone,” I said, trying to sound reassuring.
The Warrior and the Cleric approached cautiously, their weapons lowered but still at the ready. Hamarr trudged along beside them, his heavy armor groaning with each step, the runes on his chestplate faintly glowing from residual energy.
“You handled yourselves well,” the Warrior remarked, eyeing the scattered orc corpses.
The short mage ran to hug the warrior. “He saved me,” she said again, voice shaking but steadier now.
The Cleric stepped forward—a tall woman with long half-blonde hair that fell in waves, its platinum strands streaked with the dust of travel. A polished circlet gleamed on her brow, catching the last rays of sunlight as if blessing her presence. Her white and gold robes, once pristine, were smudged with grime and ash, but the divine symbols etched into the fabric still glowed faintly with residual holiness.
As she worked, I scanned the area. Gilliana stood to the side, casually cleaning blood off her blade with an unsettling lack of urgency. Lily offered a shy wave to the approaching adventurers. And sitting a little away from the group, arms folded and expression unreadable, was Lilura—still in her human guise.
Her raven-black hair caught the dimming light, and her crimson eyes—carefully dulled with illusion magic—watched the Cleric with quiet interest. The horns, wings, and tail were gone. Her aura was subdued, just enough to avoid attention. To anyone else, she was just another dark-haired beauty in traveling clothes.
The Cleric barely spared her a glance.
“You’re lucky,” she said, turning her eyes back to me. “A few more minutes and that could have ended much worse.”
I shrugged. “Wasn’t luck. Just good teamwork.”
She studied me a moment longer, then nodded, apparently satisfied. “I’m Sister Gloria, of the Order of the Healing Flame.” And then she pointed to the Warrior, “This is Abel,” then moved to the mage, hugging him, “And this is Mia.”
“Nice to meet you,” I replied before introducing ourselves as well.
When I introduced Gilliana, Abel’s eyes went up and down on her almost naked figure, which made Mia kick him hard enough to make him yell, “Ouch!”
“I assume you are here for the Orc bounty as well,” I spoke up, and they nodded.
“We didn’t want to go searching for Orcs, so we took a quest to defend this village,” Abel said, pointing at the village behind him. The villagers had come out and were frantically trying to douse the raging flames, creating bucket lines to the well.
“It looks like we won’t be resting here,” I said as our carriage slowly rolled towards the village.
“Then we may cross paths again,” The Cleric said, offering a polite nod before turning to check on the village.
We didn’t waste any more time; we had to make it to the next village on time. While they offered a cut of their reward, we refused. We had no use for their money, and having them grateful could come in handy one day.
As the carriage set off to the next village, I just hoped it would not be on fire as well.




Chapter 7
This village, of course, was not on fire…yet.
It was about to be when we arrived. Orcs were storming through the palisade.
We’d had enough—and this time, it ended quickly. A merciless barrage of spells from Lily and Lilura lit up the entire village. An Orc screamed as he was set on fire while the one next to him convulsed as lightning from Lily’s fingers electrocuted him. Gilliana crouched on the palisade itself and turned the advancing Orcs into staggering porcupines.
Caught off guard and in disarray, the attackers didn’t stand a chance. That was the opening the villagers needed. They surrounded them with crude weapons, everything from swords and spears to clubs and pitchforks, while Hamarr acted as a shield, sparks flying as the Orcs tried to break through his armour.
When it was finally over, we were caked in dust and sweat. All of my limbs were aching, and I couldn’t even move as if my joints had rusted. Like a line of zombies, we staggered after our grateful guide until we reached our beds. We didn’t undress. We didn’t speak. We just collapsed.
Only when the light hitting my face became unbearable did I finally open my eyes. My vision slowly cleared, and the image of the beds and my companions slowly materialised before me. I felt like trash, sticky with dried sweat and dust.
Even the sheets were soaked through, stained, and discolored.
But what stole my attention was the groans.
“No..N-no!” Hamarr groaned in his sleep, and above his bed, Lilura was perched, smiling wickedly, her demonic visage returned.
I walked towards him.
“I-I didn’t make them!” He cried out.
“The Goblin statues…they aren’t making lewd poses!” Suddenly, he screamed, his eyes opening in panic.
Lilura had quickly taken her human disguise and stood beside his bed.
“Nightmares?” I asked.
“Yes….” He stuttered, but I left him be. Now that I know what his desire was, my plan was falling into place quite nicely.
What I wanted now was a bath. To both wash away the sleepiness and the layer of dust that had formed over my skin like a thin shell. If I don’t wash it away, I would probably start looking like that stony superhero from the Fantastic-something.
And when I asked just that, the villagers hurried to get the water ready. We refused any payment, which made them even more generous as apparently they didn’t have the money to put a quest on the Adventurer’s Guild.
And they were more than happy to read in a bathtub with hot, steaming water. We saved their village, of course.
“Ahhhh…” I groaned in sheer bliss as the warmth embraced me. The hot water seeped into my sore muscles, coaxing the tension out of every inch of my body. Against the chill of the morning air, the contrast was divine, like stepping into a dream after a night of nightmares.
The water rippled as soft, wet arms brushed against mine. I turned my head, and there she was—partially submerged, her round eyes locking with mine. Her back arched beneath the surface while her wet ass cheeks floated above the waterline like two buns.
Then she leaned forward, her body gliding through the water until she pressed against me. As her hips sank, her soft curves shifted beneath the surface, and her breasts—buoyed by the water—rose between us with a “plop!”.
“You’re such a mess,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “Good thing your wifey’s here to clean you up…”
She pushed her balloons against my chest, squishing them hard before she began moving up and down. They may not be the best sponges to clean your body, but they set a fire in me.
My hands plunged into the water and groped her ass buns, the wet skin slipping on my fingers as they tried to grip it tight.
“Uhn!” She let a sweet moan.
My body burned with desire, every nerve alive beneath the water—but beneath that heat, something else stirred. A quiet warmth bloomed in my chest, subtle but persistent, like a fire lit not by flesh, but by something far more dangerous.
My arms tightened around her without thinking even while my fingers were still fondling her slippery underwater ass. Our eyes locked, and every time she brought those round, cute eyes closer to mine, that warmth inside me deepened.
And just as she moved up, I couldn’t hold back any longer, my lips pushed against her plump lips, kissing them so desperately as if I was starving for them specifically. She moaned against my lips before reciprocating with the same passion.
Her arms wrapped around my neck, her chest squished between us as we kissed desperately. Our mouths opened and tongues danced,
“Mmmhhmmmm!”
“MMMMM!”
We moaned into each other, lost in the moment, our grips growing tighter—as if neither of us wanted to let go, not now, not ever.
When our mouths finally parted, gasping for air, we stayed there, foreheads resting together, breath mingling. A long, quiet sigh escaped us both. And then our lips rubbed slowly before we finally parted entirely.
We kept looking into each other's eyes for a long time before she broke the silence,
“Want to feel good with my boobs?”
“Would I ever say no to your boobs?” I replied with a smile.
I leaned back, my cock partially rising from the waterline. Then her boobs fell upon it, shining and wet, they wobbled lewdly as they sandwiched my sausage.
Then they began moving, my cock throbbing between them as the massage began. Water splashed around, her tits were literarily banging against the water, plunging under and then popping out to submerge again.
As the rhythm picked up, so did the beat. The lewd sound of my cock rubbing between her balloons mixed the drumming on the water. And the sensations were drowning me in bliss.
“Your tits are so nice” I growled in delight as the the pleasure rose. Even the sight of her, cute eyes watching me as she moved her tits was like pouring fuel to an inferno.
“Oh fucking hell!” I could only moan as the pleasure exploded when her tongue came out and began playing with my tip. The pace of her tits didn’t slow down in the slightest if anything she began even more vigorous with her titis as she licked my cock like a lolipop.
I couldn’t hold myself back.
“I am cumming!” I roared as my cock erupted, releasing a load into the air. A wave of pleasure washed over me, leaving me satisfied.
When I opened my eyes I found Lily trying to lick off my seed off of her tits. Another shot had hit her face and dripped down her cheek. Her tongue moved licking off the drops off of her lips while her fingers sweeped it off her face and tits.
“Are you still bathing!?” Hamarr’s rough voice roared.
“Ah..yes! But we— I am almost done!” I yelled back.
“Good! We must leave quick to catch some damn Orcs!” Hamarr replied before his footsteps disappeared.
“So what is my hubby planning with that Dwawrf?” Lily finished cleaning my jizz off her body leaned towards me with a question.
“Let's say we are going to get another specialist minion soon,” I replied with a smirk. “But first, we deal with the Orcs.”
∞∞∞
 
Grisha laughed at the good news.
“Groksmash gonna hate dis one.”
Groksmash’s followers only managed to set a hut on fire before running away.
“Dats why we do scouting first,” Grisha mocked them for attacking a village guarded by a band of “adventuruz” without a plan.
Then an Orc entered the hut, his arm bloodied arm crudely tied up with a cloth that was soaked and dripping blood.
“Got bad news,” He groaned in a defeated tone, and Grisha turned towards him.
“Watz the bad news?” Grisha let out a low growl, her eyes becoming sharper.
“We got hit. Dem humies and some stunty, adventuruz me think” The Orc hanged its head in shame.
“Scouts said no fightas in humie village.” Grisha quizzed the Orc sharply.
“Dey come from outside the village.” The Orc whined, but instead of chastizing him further, Grisha asked, “Dey got loot?”
“Da stunty had shiny metal armour. Break axes. Humie had sword, pointy ears had bow. Two woman humies throw spells.”
And that explanation brought a smile to Grisha’s face.
“You go rest. Me take care of humies now.”
∞∞∞
 
This village was poor, but it certainly offered more than the last stop did. Some fruits and an egg each with a piece of bread was not a feast, but at least it was completely edible and filling.
We also bought enough supplies for our adventure, and the villagers sold them at a discount.
This village was poor, but it certainly offered more than the last stop did. Some fruits, an egg each, and a piece of bread—hardly a feast, yet it was completely edible and surprisingly filling.
When it came time to restock, the local merchant offered us supplies at a generous discount. Dried meats and fruits, dry snacks, and lots of spare arrows for Gilliana.
All were packed up.
“Inside the Badlands, are we searching for something?” Hamarr quizzed in his deep rumbling voice.
“We find their leaders and deal with them,” I replied.




Chapter 8
The Badlands were different from the forests that surrounded the dungeon.
There, the trees loomed tall and dense, their canopies suffocating the sunlight and their roots tangled like secrets beneath the soil. But here, the land stretched wide like an endless sea of tall golden grasses that swayed like waves in the wind.
Scattered pockets of forest broke up the horizon, lonely clusters of trees that looked almost out of place against the rolling terrain. There was something wild about this landscape. Untamed. Unclaimed. The kind of place where predators thrived, where shadows hid between grass blades instead of branches.
I felt exposed out here in the open; anyone could see us coming. But I had no intention of sneaking either. The quicker we find where the Orcs were, the better.
Gilliana crouched low in the grass ahead of us, fingers brushing faint impressions in the dirt.
“Orcs travelled this way,” she said, pointing toward a distant rise in the land.
We trusted her judgment. She may have been turned into a complete nympho, but none of that dulled her ranger instincts. When it came to survival and tracking, she was still the best among us.
Lily tilted her head. “Think they’re heading back to a camp or a raiding path?”
“Stay low,” I ordered. “And keep your eyes sharp.”
And we walked towards the distant tree line. As the sun slowly rose, its rays began to fall upon us. Seeing the shade, we hurried but cautiously, the Orcs also went that way, and if there was even one here, they would have already seen us coming.
The moment we entered the tree line, a breath of cool air brushed against my skin. The oppressive heat of the open grasslands faded as the shadows of the forest embraced us. These trees—tall, weathered things with thick trunks and sparse leaves—weren’t packed together like the dense woods back near the dungeon. Instead, they maintained a strange sort of distance from each other, as if each had claimed its own little patch of earth and refused to share.
Even in tight clusters, there was space between them. Enough to walk comfortably side by side, enough for sunlight to dapple the ground without obstruction. The underbrush was sparse too—no tangled vines or knotted roots trying to trip us up, just soft dirt and scattered leaves crunching underfoot.
“Prints here are fresh,” Gilliana, who was crouching down, whispered, “We are really close.”
“Wait!” Gilliana yelled, her ears twitching.
“THEY ARE COMING!” She took her bow and fired an arrow at the grasslands. A split-second later, a guttural roar shattered the silence.
An Orc burst upright, towering and broad, bellowing as he clutched his arm where the arrow had embedded itself deep into the flesh.
And then, like beasts roused from the earth itself, more shapes rose around him—massive figures camouflaged in the tall grass, armed with crude axes, bone-bladed swords, and thick slabs of wood for shields. Their eyes gleamed with rage and hunger.
They didn’t hesitate.
The mob charged.
Several archers appeared behind the horde, wielding oversized bows. But Gilliana was quicker.
Within seconds, they fell, arrows hitting their eyes and pushing into their brains.
Lily and Lilura extended their arms, arcane energy crackling between their fingers as they began casting a storm of spells. Crimson flames burst from Lilura’s palms, sweeping through the enemy ranks in waves of searing heat. Beside her, Lily unleashed a relentless barrage of fire and lightning, her spells tearing through the advancing Orcs with blinding fury.
But the tide wasn’t stopping.
A guttural roar rose behind us. More Orcs—this time flanking us from the rear.
Hamarr spun, his battle cry echoing over the chaos. His axe cleaved through bone and muscle, severing an Orc’s torso from its lower half in a single brutal stroke. Blood sprayed the air, but it was no use—we were surrounded.
If Lilura and I didn’t reveal our true power, we’d be overrun within moments.
Then a new voice cut through the din.
“Humies, stop!”
It boomed across the battlefield, rough and commanding—yet it lacked the deep, bestial snarl of the other Orcs. The fighting paused, as if the battlefield itself held its breath.
With the Orcs stopping in their tracks, forming a circle around us, we also paused the fighting.
What appeared was an Orc, smaller than the rest and wielding a staff. The massive tits hanging from its chest and wide hips made it quite clear it was a she. 
“We different, ya give loot. We let ya leave,” She yelled as more and more Orcs gathered around us.
“And me need that humie,” She said, pointing at me.
“I sense lust, she loves playing with Humans,” Lilura whispered to me.
“What are we going to do?” Hamarr asked for guidance, his eyes sharpening, and while he appeared to be calm, there was a slight vibration in his voice.
“Let me talk with her,” I said as I advanced towards the Orcess.
“You want me?” I asked with a smile.
The Orcs didn’t move, but the Orcess advanced to meet me. She may be shorter than other Orcs, but my head only barely came to the level of her lips, forcing me to look up to make eye contact.
“You make nice toy.” She licked her lips.
“I doubt you could satisfy me,” I smirked, which made her laugh in mockery.
“No humie last long with Grisha!. But Grisha never stop fucking.” She grinned in smug satisfaction, revealing more of her tusks that were hidden behind her lips.
“I can fuck you like never before but If you can’t satisfy me then you should let us go with everything we got” I offered her a challenge, “If not you can keep everything we have and me”
The Orcess calling herself Grisha flashed an even more smug grin, her small tusks gleaming. The offer to let us go in exchange for our belongings was proof enough of her intelligence; this one wasn’t ruled by bloodlust. She could think.
But she had a twisted desire. Something I could make use of.
“Keep dem here,” she commanded, her voice thick and coarse but laced with authority. Her gaze landed on me, almost hungrily. “I take humie toy for fun.”
The other Orcs snorted, shifting their grips on axes and scavenged blades.
I turned slightly to Lily. “Keep things calm,” I said, trusting her without needing to say more. Then I let myself be taken.
The walk was short, around five to ten minutes. We moved through a sparse cluster of trees into what passed for their camp. Tents of mismatched cloth and animal hide dotted the area, held together by bone pegs and sinew rope. Smoke from a half-extinguished fire drifted lazily through the clearing. The scent of blood, sweat, and spoiled meat clung to everything.
They took my sword the moment we arrived, tossing it into a heap of captured weapons and battered furniture being hauled into a separate tent.
Without ceremony, they pushed me toward the largest tent at the center.
It was bigger, darker, built from thicker hides, and supported by an actual wooden frame. The flap was decorated with various symbols drawn from red paint.
Inside, the tent was dim. Pelts covered the dirt floor, and the central brazier burned low, but it smelled of flowers and incense. The complete opposite of the camp.
At the far end, Grisha was already waiting. She gulped down something from a clay bottle, “Can’t have half-Orc babies with humie,” She said before throwing the empty bottle that apparently contained some kind of Orc birth control.
The straps that held her breasts collapsed. Letting them fall and jiggle.
Then, with deliberate slowness, she reached for the cloth wrapped around her hips. Her eyes never left mine as she untied the knot and let the fabric fall to the ground.
She was voluptuous, a little thick in the waist, but the curve of her wide hips more than made up for it, flaring wide in a way that still preserved the essence of an hourglass shape.
And she was approaching me.
“Now, humie, show body.” She looked at me with almost predator-like eyes.
“If you want it”, I replied and threw away my clothes, revealing my body. I was much more toned now because of Sir Bein’s training.
“No humie was excited for Grisha,” She whispered as she stood before me.
Without warning, her strong arms moved with surprising speed, and I was shoved backward. My feet lost purchase, and I tumbled onto something behind me—a crude mattress, lumpy and uneven but just soft enough to break the fall. She loomed above, a primal grin curling on her lips.
Seeing her gigantic Orc titties swaying above made my cock rise. Her eyes fell upon, and her grin grew wider. She fell upon me like a hungry beast, squatting over my cock before plunging her hips down. No foreplay or anything. She want straight for the cock.
Her pussy devoured my rod, her pussy felt spacious until it gripped my rod so hard I couldn’t suppress the moans that came blasting out from my lips.
“Dat’s right, humie, Grisha feel good!” She moaned, her strong legs driving her hips up and down while her pussy sucked my rod in. The tempo of the movements was increasing fast.
“Ah! Dat’s right, humie, sing for Grisha!” She growled in pleasure, enjoying her dominance over me. But I was too busy enjoying the sensations which was growing into a storm inside me.
“Grisha cumming!” She howled, her pussy tightening hard as she fell, driving my rod deep into her. The intensity of it left me seeing fireworks in my head as my cock released a load into her.
But Grisha wasn’t done; she began moving again. Cum squeezed out of her pussy, flowing down my cock and as she rode it the thick seed made filthy sounds that inflamed my lust, keeping by body running for the second round.
Then we erupted again.
My stamina was draining, even with me doing very little.
“Humie…give…up?” She moaned, her words broken by panting. Her green skin was glistening with sweat.
But I had a secret.
I whispered the spell, turning my mana into stamina. The energy washed over me, burning the fatigue away, flooding through my veins even into my cock which throbbed inside her pussy.
“Who said I am done? Keep riding you Orc bitch!” I snapped back, which made her growl before giving a smug smile, confident of victory.
“Ya asked for dis humie.” Her thighs began moving again, Orcish muscle visible under her feminine fat.
This time she pushed even vigorously, moaning and groaning like a wild beast. Drops of sweat were dripping down the smooth, hairless green skin like water dropping down a sheet of shiny rubber.
“Ya puny cock….ah…no…survive dis!” She howled in pleasure and dominance, but after the eruption, she was left desperately panting and coated in sweat while I recharged myself with more mana.
I was taking a risk using mana that would be better used for combat.
“Aren’t you moving? I have seen virgins fuck better than you!” I pushed up hips, making my cock jump and plunge inside and it squeeed a load of my cum out of her.
She fell on all fours above me, no longer having the strength to simply squat above my cock. Her massive tits were literally on my face now.
“Grisha…not done!”
She roared as she began moving her hips again, filling the tent with the debauched sound of my cum and her carnal juices thrashing between our equipment.
But with those Orc milk sacks hanging above my face, I couldn’t resist it. My hands suddenly grabbed them like taking a cow’s udder, and a second later, my mouth was on her nipples sucking them like a baby. The combined assault of the tongue and lips sent Grisha moaning like any other human woman.
“What- human do?” She moaned, “Grisha feel good…Grisha can’t take it!”
Suddenly her pussy walls went crazy, and her body began shuddering, even her titis vibrating as I held on to them. But I didn’t stop sucking, instead I went even harder until my own eruption.
Then her arms, supporting her weight, gave out. Her massive frame came crashing down toward me. Her boobs suddenly pressed again my face.
“Shit!” I shouted, jolted out of my post-climactic daze. Not wanting to die suffocated under her humongous tits,  I rolled to the side just in time, her body landing with a heavy thud where I had just been.
“Ugggghhhhhh,” She groaned.
When I took a look at her, it was a completely lewd sight. Her knees still held, holding her ass up like an alter with a pussy overflowing with my cum.
Her fingers began moving, trying to push herself back up. But I was faster, pushing myself back on my feet before moving behind her, taking a good look at the ass that was being spread to the gods above.
“I am not done yet!”
I yelled as I recharged myself, my cock excited for the finishing move.
“Humie….ahn…Grisha…not don-AAAAAAH!” She screamed as I fell on her ass, it was a dump truck of an ass that could only be carried by the strength of an Orc.
But my cock didn’t care as I pushed into her Orc anus.
“Listen here you bitch!” I moaned, “Your ass is now mine!”
My hips began clapping her green cheeks with a vengeance. She thought she could dominate me. But now I was the pounding her ass. Her ass walls were suffocatingly tight as her muscles came to crush the invader but my cock didn’t relent.
“Ahhh…AAAAAHHH!” Grisha howled like a wild beast in its death throes.
She may have been a predator, but I was not prey; I was the hunter. My cock in her ass was the death of her dominance and pride.
Each thrust made her moan like a bitch. Her pride was gone. She was nothing more than my anal whore now.
And the thought brought me to the edge of my limit.
“Take my load!” I roared as my cock released the last load of seed still left in my balls.
One last howl of pleasure filled the tent before it all came to an end. My cock slid out of her ass, leaving a stuffed Orc ass that dripped cum.
But just then, the tent’s flaps were thrown wide open.
“Grisha! What—oh!” A new voice called out, and an Orc stepped in—smaller than Grisha, but lean like an Olympic athlete, her muscles defined but still feminine. Long pure white hair flowed from one side with a string tying it, so the lower part of her hair appeared like a brush. Her sharp eyes landed on me, then drifted to Grisha.
The entire camp of Orcs peeked behind her into the tent and the first thing they could see was Grisha’s ass pointed at them, with cum flowing out of both her holes. A stunned silence fell before the Orcess before me tightened her grip on the small axes that were hanging from her waist.
“Ah…remember the deal we made?” I slapped Grisha’s ass which made even more cum to flow out of her holes.
I could fight them, but with a lot of my mana used and without access to the Dungeon core, I wasn’t sure if I could take on every single Orc at once. But I had a feeling this Orcess was also different, just like Grisha and I could talk first.
“I highly doubt you want to fight me”, I warned the Orcess who was taking a battle pose.
“Who ya, humie warrior?” She spat, her eyes locked onto mine.
I stared back, casting a spell that created magical circles to materialise around me.
“Spell flinger!” She gasped, preparing to charge until she saw what came from those circles. Cackling imps with cruel smiles, their bat wings flapping as they materialised into the world. They were quickly bound to my command.
“Demons!” Panic spread across the Orc camp at her revelation, and everyone came running with weapons.
“Ya no adventurer! Who ya!?” She yelled with panic in her voice; it was clear she was no longer sure of her victory.
And I introduced myself, “I am the master of the Dungeon, and you are going to be my minions.”




Chapter 9
“I don’t trust them Orcs,” Hamarr muttered.
“I managed to get a deal negotiated. If we help them, we can get the heads of the big chiefs,” I replied. “Besides, they have done as they agreed to haven’t they?”
I looked around to emphasise that we were not only unharmed but were in an Orc tent. Gilliana stood next to the entrance while Lily took a rest, but Lilura was not with us.
“I’m going to meet with Lilura and the Orc leader,” I said, glancing back at Hamarr and the others before stepping out of the tent.
Outside, Orcs milled about, sharpening weapons, tending to fires, or shouting orders in their guttural tongue. As I passed them, their eyes followed me, not with open hostility, but with both suspicion and something different. Like looking at something amusing.
A few nudged each other as I passed. One particularly large brute snorted, eyeing me like he couldn’t decide if I was brave or foolish.
I kept my pace steady, completely ignoring them.
Ahead, the largest tent loomed. The flap at the entrance hung open, and when I stepped in, it was clear that the tent had been cleaned, but the faint scent of carnal aromas remained.
“Master is here!” Lilura purred. She was back in her succubus form with her wings flapping and her tail swaying sensually in the air. The female leader stood before her, and behind her was Grisha, who couldn't even make eye contact with me anymore and limped as she walked towards us.
“Dunjun lords ancient stories. Why we believe ya?” The leader quizzed me.
“If you don't believe what the demon says, then I will take you to the dungeon after we are done,” I replied.
“We no trust humie.” She placed her hand on her hips, bending her waist into a pose that was unintentionally seductive. “Ancestor stories tell Dunjun lords use Orcs. Send, fight, die”
“I am not stupid enough to waste lives. You get to fight, to win. I give the chance to win bigger battles.”  I said, meeting her gaze without flinching.
“What if me say no?” Her eyes became sharper.
“I could bring more minions and drag you by force,” I answered her nonchalantly.
“What if me kill you?” She asked as if testing me.
“Try it and you’ll see the answer.” I betrayed no fear. I was sure I could take her on, and with Lilura here, I didn’t even need the rest of my party.
Somehow, my answer made her relax, and she let out a sigh.
“Ya help Darisha be War Chief, Darisha be minion.” She introduced herself alongside the offer, and I replied, “Deal.”
∞∞∞
 
I stood hidden inside the small tent alongside Lilura, Lily, and Gilliana while we left Hamarr to “protect the camp”.
This was like the majority Orc camp led by their War Chief.
But today, the Orcs had gathered in a circle. Inside walked the Chief, a pale green-skinned brute with scars everywhere. Facing him was an Orc that made all other Orcs look small.
Its followers yelled “Groksmash!” so loud the chants by the Chief’s followers were being entirely drowned out.
Groksmash charged first, his massive dual axes carving silver arcs through the air. The blades howled, but the Chief remained calm.
With fluid grace, the older Orc twisted to the side. The first axe whooshed past harmlessly, and the second met his sword with a sharp metallic clash. Sparks flew as the steel slid along the edge of Groksmash’s weapon, but the Chief didn't stop there. He pivoted, slammed a boot into Groksmash’s gut, and sent the hulking warrior crashing backward through the dust.
The crowd growled in surprise, but Groksmash rose with a roar and lunged again, this time with wild fury.
A relentless flurry followed—slashes, hacks, brutal overhead swings. His axes became a blur, each one aimed to maim or kill. But the Chief moved like smoke, his sword flickering in and out of the frenzy, parrying, dodging, always one step ahead.
Still, no defense is perfect.
Thin red lines began to bloom on the Chief’s pale green skin—along his forearms, across his ribs, one grazing his cheek. Groksmash’s attacks hadn’t landed clean, but the edges had kissed flesh all the same. He’d drawn blood.
The Chief stepped back, his breathing steady, his eyes calm—but there was now a trickle of crimson running down his arm.
The Chief rallied, his sword flashing in controlled, calculated slashes. A deep cut opened across Groksmash’s side, another across his shoulder, and for a moment, it seemed the older Orc could hold his ground.
But that moment passed.
Groksmash barely flinched. The wounds only seemed to fuel him, each one painting his muscles with fresh blood but doing nothing to slow his momentum. He fought like a beast unchained—brute force battering technique.
The Chief's counters grew fewer, his blocks just a touch slower. His blade still moved with, but his arms trembled ever so slightly between strikes. Age and fatigue were catching up with him.
Groksmash’s next strike nearly tore the Chief’s sword from his grip. He staggered, breath hissing through his teeth, eyes locked on his opponent with stubborn defiance—but it was clear now: the tide was turning.
Strength was overwhelming finesse.
I clenched my fists at my sides, heart pounding.
The Chief had held on longer than anyone expected, but the outcome seemed inevitable.
That means this Groksmash was going to be Chief. Darisha was grinding her teeth when she mentioned him.
And I doubt that was an Orcish sign of affection.
 
One of Groksmash’s strikes crashed into the Chief’s sword. Though deflected, the sheer force knocked the blade aside, and the axe bit deep into the Chief’s arm, carving a ragged wound that sprayed blood across the dirt.
The old Orc staggered. That was the beginning of the end.
A follow-up swing came fast and merciless. The axe slammed into the side of his skull with a sickening crunch. The axe became lodged as the Chief dropped to his knees, blood pouring down his face, his eyes wide and unfocused. He looked lost, like he didn’t understand how it had come to this.
Darisha had once told me the Chief had led his tribe longer than most. Maybe that meant something to the others. To me, it didn’t matter.
Groksmash smiled as he let go of the axe, letting it stay on the Chief’s skull as the body fell face down.
“Groksmash!”
“Groksmash!”
“Groksmash!”
The crowd roared in unison.
He was now the War Chief. But not yet.
“Me, Darisha challenge Groksmash!” A loud roar managed to break through the chanting, and the entire crowd turned towards the direction the voice came.
“Darisha! Me won! Me Chief. You spread legs to me!” Groksmash laughed, and soon the crowd followed in roaring laughter.
“New Dunjun lord came! He chose me as champion!” Darisha roared.
Taking the chance, I walked forward, standing beside her as the Orcs gasped and then took their weapons. Wings flapped, and then Lilura landed beside me, hissing aggressively at the crowd. More wings flapped, like a swarm of bats. Imps began circling above.
It was a message.
To show I wasn’t a mere human or adventurer.
“No dunjun lord for centuries! All dead! Gone!” Groksmask roared in disbelief, and his followers began advancing towards me.
“So be it!” I yelled as I channeled the magic into spells. Once the liches taught me. A sudden chill enveloped me as the spell materialised.
Spectral chains appeared around the Orcs that advanced, ensnaring dozens. Within seconds they fell to their knees, their strength sucked out of them.
But it was not all.
A wet gurgling sound came, and the corpse of the Chief began twitching. Then it began moving back to its feet, staggering and unsteady with the axe still lodged in its head. Its eyes were white, life long gone. Instead, it groaned like a pathetic puppet.
That was enough to stop the Orcs from advancing further.
“Me Groksmash, Chief! Me stronger!” He roared before swinging his axe. The Zombie Chief’s head was instantly separated from its body. The head rolled down the arena while the body fell dead, yet again.
“Me beat Darisha! Me be Mastah’s champion!” Groksmash roared, realising that I wasn’t bluffing.
“So be it,” I replied. “Then beat her!”
“Me accept challenge!” He spat at Darisha, “Me win when ya can’t move. Me be Chief, me the Champion, me get to breed ya!”
“Darisha accept!” Darisha leapt into the arena. Fearless.
Groksmash, even exhausted, was still sure of his victory. Of course, if he could beat a much stronger and more experienced Orc like the Chief, then Darisha would be like swatting a fly.
That is why I gave her a little gift.
Darisha advanced confidently, her smaller dual axes gripped tightly. Groksmash watched her with a mocking grin. Placing his foot on the Chief's head before yanking out his axe.
Darisha suddenly ran towards him, but he was ready. He swung his axe at her, but she dodged it like a blur. But her smaller axes moved faster, blood came flowing from his arm as she sliced it multiple times with such speed I couldn't even follow her movements. And neither could Groksmash, who howled in pain and rage. His arm tried to move, but it didn't work properly.
The secret was Lily's new speed potion.
Then Groksmash followed with his other arm, coming down in a heavy blow that Darisha easily blocked and pushed back.
And the other was Lily's new strength potion.
Their effects would be short-lived. And there was no time to waste. I warned Darisha not to float but to finish it off quickly.
Instead, she went for his other arm as well, and a slash completely severed his wrist.
“You spread Grisha’s legs with no hands?” Grisha laughed as Groksmash growled, but that gave the larger orc the chance to launch a surprise headbutt that sent her reeling back.
Groksmash came howling in rage, bringing down his axe on the arm where his wrist was still connected. With her on the ground, he only had to wave his arm and let gravity bring the axe down on her.
But she remained faster, dodging the blow, and before he even realized it, her axe was cutting through his neck.
What remained was a geyser of blood as his head was separated from his body.
The Orcs remained stunned and speechless until Grisha limped forward and yelled, “Darisha!”
Her followers joined a chant, building up slowly until the other Orcs joined in the chant.
Darisha stood tall amidst the blood and dust, her twin axes raised high in silent triumph. Crimson streaked her green skin, and her chest heaved with the remnants of exertion. She didn’t roar like the brute whose head now lay severed in the dirt—her victory was quieter, more dangerous.
Then she turned to me.
Her tusks flashed, a glint of amusement. I couldn’t be sure what it meant, but I decided she was just being thankful.
Once the rite of victory was complete, the feasting began. Fires were lit. The meat was dragged from tents. Orcs drank, roared, and sang of battle.
Hamarr returned after guarding the camp. As far as he was concerned, we helped Darisha win, and we got the heads of the two leaders in return.
He didn't realise the true reason why the Orcs looked at me with fear.
Darisha returned to the feast cleansed of blood and dust, her green skin now gleaming in the firelight. She walked with authority and confidence. She took her place upon the crude throne, a seat of stone and wood, draped in war banners and crowned with beast skulls.
The throne was too big for her. But she didn't care. Instead, she made the best use of the extra space to get comfortable and threw her legs over the stone armrest, displaying her meaty thighs.
She was the War Chief now.
The first female, according to her, to ever claim the title in this fractured coalition of tribes.
Watching her on her seat, the way she spread her body on the throne, her strong thighs on display. It was quite sensual.
Lustful thoughts popped into my mind.
I wondered if Lilura could explore her desires or inflame her lust until she came begging me to fuck her.
Then she noticed me watching her and grinned. Her legs came down again before she got back on her feet and walked towards me.
“Ya be mastah now,” She said, walking past me, “but we talk about deal in me tent.”




Chapter 10
The tent was massive, its ceiling was high, and in its center stood an elevated throne, nearly identical to the one outside.
Darisha hovered around the throne, her fingers caressing the stone armrests with her back against me.
“What do you want to talk about?” I quizzed her.
“Ya powerful, I see ya power.” She muttered, “And I see ya fuck Grisha senseless. So we make new deal.”
Then she turned towards me. “Mate with Darisha.”
Her hands moved up, removing the necklace that was tied to the cloth pieces that tightly held her tits. Her orc tits were uncovered, shiny green with a little bit of pink on her nipples and perfectly round and firm.
Turns out I didn’t need to seduce her or inflame her lust.
“Aren’t you going to drink that thing Grisha drank?” I asked as I advanced towards her.
“I don’t wanna just fuck. I want mate. Dunjun lord’s babies, even half-orc be powerful.” She purred her eyes, looking at me with both lust and ambition.
My hands caressed her figure; her skin was as smooth and slightly leathery, just like that of Goblins, but thicker. My palms explored her curves, moving down her waist, and I could feel her breath against mine. She was exactly my height, which made things easier than when dealing with Grisha.
I could feel her muscles, her figure beneath the thin layer of feminine fat. My hands undid the rope that held the cloth covering her special places, letting it fall to the ground.
Then I pushed her towards the throne, and she smiled as she looked up towards me. Then she spread her legs, placing a foot on each armrest.
“I spread my legs to me Mastah” She moaned displaying her Orc pussy,  a moist pink slit between her green legs. Seeing a proud warrior like her pose like a complete slut made my cock jump with excitement, and in seconds my clothes fell off.
I fell upon her, kissing her neck first.
“What ya doing?” She breathed as my lips moved downwards, kissing her tits before sucking her nipples.
“Dis feel good,” She moaned again as my tongue played with her plums. Her body shuddered and writhed each time my lips sucked them into my mouth, and each time my tongue played with her nipples.
Then my lips began their journey again, moving down, kissing her navel, and then stopping in front of her pussy.
“Is dis humie mating ritual?” Darisha asked while trembling with pleasure.
“You don’t know foreplay?” I asked her and she replied with a moan, “Foe-play?”
That was it. I fell on her pussy, my tongue making circles on her petals before my lips sucked her juices out. I could feel her pussy juices, salty and bitter but also fruitier than humans.
She moaned and shivered with pleasure as my mouth did its work, slowly moving up until I could feel the little bump of her clit. My lips surrounded it only to launch a sudden blitz, sucking it while my tongue relentlessly attacked it from above.
“Ahn! mastah! “ She released a desperate howl as she writhed, juices flowing out like a newly uncovered spring.
When I was finished pleasuring her, sweat had already begun to appear on her skin and her chest rose with each deep breath. It was then I launched the main attack, pushing myself upward again until our eyes met and my cock, now rock hard, came face-to-face with the target.
“You want me to breed you?” I teased the Orc,
“Yes! Breed Darisha!” She gasped.
“Who am I?” I whispered the question in her ear as my cock rubbed against the petals of her pussy.
“Mastah!” She moaned.
With that, I plunged my dick into her, walls enveloping my manhood as it pushed deep with a storm of pleasure.
Then the thrusting began, filling the room with wet thrashing and desperate moans as I fucked her on her own throne.
With each thrust, my hips gained speed, going faster and harder. The tempo of the thrusting rose, and with it so did her moans. Her arms wrapped around my back, and it slowly became tighter and tighter.
She was strong.
But even the strong Orc warrior was now my slut. The thought sent shivers down my spine, mixing with the electrifying pleasure flowing into me from each thrust.
It was like fuel mixing in a combustion chamber, and it drove my piston into her with explosive force, sending the Orcess screaming like a wild animal.
The harder I fucked, the more bestial she became, howling and thrashing in desperation. But my body was driven by pure lust, and I could only keep going faster until I couldn’t go anymore.
The pleasure within me grew, and then she howled, her thighs locking down on my hips while her arms tightened.
My vision flashed as the pressure within me exploded into pure bliss. When it came to an end, we were both panting, my sweaty body rubbing on her sweaty tits. But neither of us were done. Not yet.
My hips began moving again like a machine restarting. My piston drove into her Orc pussy, the speed increasing again until I was pounding her yet again.
“More! Darisha needs more of mastah!” She howled, and I gave it to her. Driving my hips to max like an overclocked engine of Orc fucking until I was overheating and she was driven into a desperate frenzy of screaming and thrashing.
And the heat built up within me; when the pleasure reached its peak, we both crashed in an explosion of bliss. But fatigue was catching up, taking over my body.
But I wasn’t going to let it.
Without wasting a second, I was casting my spell of stamina, and instantly, electrifying energy pushed back the fatigue. My cock throbbed inside her as my hips began moving, thrusting into her cum-stuffed tunnel with filthy, wet sounds.
Her moans rose again, but each was like the desperate calls of a trapped beast, no longer having the strength to fight. Her grip on me grew weaker, and her thighs locked on my waist felt looser.
But I kept thrusting. She wanted me to breed her, and I was going to stuff her with my seed until her womb was filled with it. Her body shivered in orgasmic pleasure as I unloaded another load into her before revitalizing myself with magic.
And then I began pounding her again; her eyes had disappeared under her dreamy half-open eyelids while my pounding continued. She was barely moaning anymore, just desperate gasps and groans coming out with each thrust into her creamy cave.
Pleasure grew within me, building within me, and then it exploded, the pressure releasing the last of the seed left in my balls into her womb.
When I was done, she didn’t move; her sweaty body sat on the throne with her legs spread wide, cum overflowing from her pussy onto the throne, where it dripped onto the floor.
“If you want more, you can come into the dungeon anytime,” I said to the panting Orcess as I turned around and got my clothes back on. Besides, I still had a Dwarf smith to recruit.




Chapter 11
The pouches felt heavy, all three of them, one for the quests and two as extra bounties for the Orc chiefs, and as the carriage hit a hole, the coins inside clinked.
“Are we really going inside that place?” Hamarr quizzed with concern.
“We came here to explore the dungeon,” I said firmly. “We’re not leaving scraps for others. Besides, we’ve got more people than the last parties who came through.”
Hamarr gave a low, thoughtful grunt. “Hmmm.”
“Don’t you guys live underground too?” Lily chimed in casually.
“Yes,” Hamarr nodded. “But not me. Not anymore.”
“You should stay with us,” Gilliana suddenly added, her voice cutting into the conversation in a rare moment of engagement. She pointed at me. “He wants you to.”
It was unusual for her to speak up like that since she had cucked Brian. She mostly kept quiet, except when fighting or getting fucked by me. I guess she is recovering.
Then the horses neighed sharply, and the carriage came to a sudden stop.
“That’s as far as I can go,” the driver called out, glancing nervously down the road ahead.
Without a word, I tossed a few coins into his open hand. The clink of metal was enough—he didn’t argue.
We jumped out, boots hitting the dirt as the wind picked up, carrying the scent of the wilderness. And we walked through the forest in search of our destination.
“What about the beasts?” Hamarr asked, and Gilliana replied, “Most of the beasts got hunted down by adventurers or escaped deeper into the woods. I don’t see any tracks of large monsters.”
So we kept walking under the cool shade of the trees, the sound of our footsteps muffled by the soft earth beneath. Nearly half an hour passed before the woods finally thinned. The tree line broke, and we stepped into a large, open clearing.
There, ahead of us, stood the ruins.
Weathered stone rose from the ground, and at the center loomed the entrance: a massive stone staircase that descended into darkness—the mouth of the dungeon.
And so, I led the party down—into the dark, crumbling corridors of the first floor. It was silent. Still. Just as I had ordered.
No skeletons, no zombies, no demons or goblins. Nothing stirred in the gloom.
We moved cautiously, torches flickering against ancient stone walls as we descended deeper and deeper. Floor after floor passed beneath our boots. Still nothing.
“There is nothing!” Hamarr growled in a frustrated but concerned voice. “Then, where did the adventurers who came before go?”
We finally reached the fourth level. Without slowing, I took the lead, guiding the party through the eerie stillness.
Without hesitation, I led them straight to the dungeon core. The room pulsed with crimson red light, welcoming us—welcoming me.
The moment we entered, Hamarr gasped in surprise. “This is a dungeon core,” he muttered. “Legends say our rogue ancestors ran away to serve the dungeon masters,” he continued as he looked at the crystal. “They mined minerals to build this. And they mined the dungeons.”
"That is interesting," I said calmly as I settled onto my throne, its cold stone familiar beneath me. From the edges of the room, my minions began to emerge from the shadows—silent and eerie, as if the darkness itself had birthed them.
"It is true," the Librarian intoned, his skeletal fingers clasped over the tome he always carried. His hollow eyes glowed faintly as he stepped forward.
Hamarr spun toward the voice, and when his eyes fell upon the robed lich, his breath caught.
"Wh—What is happening?!" he barked, clutching his axe with both hands, his gaze darting wildly from the Librarian to Sir Bein’s armored frame, then to Morty, who came floating in.
Lilura abandoned her human guise, wings unfurling as the clothes covering her burned away in crimson flame, and her spaded tail flicked behind her like a whip.
“This is our home, and we welcome you into it.” My voice rose, and Hamarr turned towards me. “Is this a trap?” He asked, “Am I going to be sacrificed or turned into an undead?” He was surprisingly composed as he turned his eyes towards me.
Then Mimi came scampering in. Hamarr’s eyes instantly locked onto her—a mix of disbelief and curiosity flashing across his face.
The goblin wasted no time. With practiced ease, she climbed up into my lap, and my hands instinctively found her narrow waist, steadying her with a firm grip.
My hands ripped her little chest covering, letting her tits free. Those small, round, flat blobs jiggled like delicious jelly. There was restraining me as I fell upon them, my mouth devouring them while my hands moved down, ripping her loincloth and filling my palm with her ass.
And as I played with her, my body grew more excited, my cock awakening inside my pants and slowly rising until it was pushing against its bounds.
“What in the gods’ name is happening here?” Hamarr growled, his voice low and dangerous.
He spun around, raising his axe defensively as his eyes flicked from shadowy figure to figure—Sir Bein’s silent armor, Morty’s looming bulk, the Librarian’s glowing gaze—but always snapping back to me… and Mimi.
With a loud plop, my lips let go of Mimi’s nipple, giving me the chance to talk with Hamarr. “I know what you want.”
I took out my cock and positioned Mimi over it; her face was turning red as she looked at me with lust-crazed eyes. Then she came down, her pussy impaled on my cock as gravity dragged her body down it. Her tightness enveloped my manhood, filling me with unimaginable pleasure.
Then I began moving her; her legs pushed against the throne to help, and she went up before coming down in a storm of pleasure.
“Mastah!” She squealed as my cock speared into the depths of her pussy.
“Aren’t you two married or something?” Hamarr turned to Lily, who shrugged, “Mimi worked hard for me, and that's her reward.”
And my hands began moving faster, driving her up and down like a ragdoll, and as she screamed with pleasure. Her eyes went up as her tongue came lolling out, a debauched smile appearing on her face.
The sound of fucking mixed like a beat to the moans.
“Hamarr… Let me...give you a gift," I said while fucking Mimi, the sensations making it hard to even form coherent sentences.
Then a line of naked female goblins of all shapes and sizes lined up against the wall, arching their backs sensually and pointing their asses outwards.
Mimi’s lewd moans grew louder, echoing inside the throne room as Hamarr watched on, confused, but his eyes showed desire. Lilura smiled as her aura grew, enveloping all. I could feel it burn, taking over my body, driving me to fuck Mimi even harder.
“What do you get in return?” Hamarr questioned me with interest.
But my mind was deep under a sea of pleasure to reply; the force within me was growing too strong, and I couldn’t hold it back anymore.
“Matsah! MIMI EXPLODE!” She screamed as she climaxed, and a second later, my eruption followed, blasting a load into her in a wave of pure carnal bliss.
When the feeling washed away and my mind returned, I finally got back to business. Letting Mimi rest on me, I turned to Hamarr and replied,
“You make weapons for me and you get a harem of goblins to fuck,” I offered him a deal.
“How do you know what I want?” He pushed again, his eyes narrowing.
“I had a feeling, we are both alike. So I asked that succubus to find what you want. Am I wrong?”
“When they found I was making goblin figures, goblin girls posing. So small, so plump. They were always better than dwarf women in my mind. When they caught what I was making, I was humiliated.” He growled, his gauntlets forming a fist.
“There is no shame here; serve me and you won’t have to just fantasize about statues anymore.” It was clear my words were working as he eyed the line of Goblins with desire.
“Just like that?” He muttered, and I replied, “Just like that.”




Epilogue
Hammers rang out in rhythmic bursts as I approached the workshop. When I entered the room, I was suddenly assaulted by hot air and the acrid scent of smelted iron. Inside, an Orc stood over the anvil, sweat gleaming on his muscled frame as he brought his hammer down on a glowing red blade. Sparks danced around him with each strike. Another Orc, broader and steadier, held the blade firmly in place with tongs.
On the other side, another Orc was fixing a large axe head onto a wooden shaft.
“Where did Hamarr go?” The Orcs suddenly stopped their work and turned towards me with respect and fear in their eyes.
“Mastah…Library skeleton took Iron mastah for portal thingy,” An orc replied almost reverently.
I left them to their work, the ring of steel gradually fading behind me as I made my way through the winding halls toward the portal room.
Goblins scurried about with crates and tools while skeletal guards stood along the walls with no reaction as I passed. And here and there, hulking Orcs carried supplies that were too large for Goblins, although it wasn’t their preferred job.
When I finally reached the portal room, I realised something. The portal was now different.
The last one looked crude, but this looked like a triumphal arch.
“Master is here!” Hammar exclaimed excitedly.
The Librarian turned, “We have improved the portal,” He explained. “Now we can activate it twice a day, but not to the same portal.”
“Now we can get them Orcs and Goblins on the same day!” Hammar laughed. His personality was quickly changing, and he was not gloomy anymore.
It was good to have happy minions.
“Mastah!” Suddenly, Mimi came screaming, “Message!”
“Huh?” I grabbed the letter Mimi was carrying, and it was from Gilliana, who was sent to the city to keep in touch with adventuring news.
“What’s going on there?” Hamarr quizzed while the Librarian asked, “Do we have an emergency?”
I unfurled the letter and read it. The letters were still not entirely familiar to me, but now I could just understand enough to get an idea.
“Something about a reward and being asked to come to the capital,” I said as I handed it over to the Librarian, who scanned it with his empty, glowing sockets.
“It appears the royals have a reward for your party for the slaying of the Orc chiefs. And you are being summoned.”
Well, this is getting exciting.
“Let's get ready to meet these royals.”
THE END
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