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Sinful Surrender

Princess Yvesula Nightblade curled her gray lips in revulsion at the sight of the withering remains of the demon that lay dead at her feet. She was not certain of its exact type, as there were so many breeds of the sinborne, but it had seemed powerful and unafraid when she had entered the dungeon. It had asked her what she desired as if she had been some confused soldier that had wandered into a brothel.

The demon had not heeded the flashing silver of the anger in her eyes. Yvesula’s twin daggers had carved through its bony body with ease until the demon, barely raising a claw to ward off her blows, had died. But why? Was this a trap?

The dungeon’s entryway had welcomed her as a guest. The lighting and atmosphere were almost pleasant in the dungeon. She could make out faint music coming from one direction and soft, pleasurable moans coming from another.

Yvesula’s mother had assured her that the Maze of Masculine Malevolence contained the greatest treasure Aropa had ever known. So why was it guarded by incense and pacifist demons?

Yvesula stepped over the crumbling remains of the demon, ignoring the music and the moans to choose a third, more ominous path into the dungeon’s depths. She would not allow herself to be distracted from the task Queen Zenora had given to her.

To redeem herself for allowing the slaves of the Under Deep to revolt against her mother, Yvesula had to retrieve the Heart of the Fallen. Her mother told her that it was a thing of flesh and blood, fallen from the heavens and imprisoned within the dungeon. It would grant Queen Zenora the power to not only quell any future uprising, but to enslave the arrogant humans that lived on the surface above the Citadel of Shadows. 

A gray figure with pure white hair moved in the shadows ahead. It took Yvesula a moment for her darksight to pick out her own familiar shape reflected in a long wall of silvered glass. She was beautiful and shapely, each step elegant, her gray skin smooth and toned from many delves into the depths beneath the castle. Surface dwellers mistook her costume for lingerie, but the stockings, panties, bustier, and high heeled boots were all vital garments of a skilled traveler of the depths.

“By the spider goddess,” whispered Yvesula, looking around the darkened chamber. “What strange place is this?”

In addition to the huge mirror, there were scarlet curtains and crimson couches, an enormous canopy bed, and a steamy pool with jets of bubbling water. She could sense someone watching her. She flicked her blades in her hands and spun slowly around.

“Who is there? Show yourself, coward!”

Torches burst with flame in sconces along the walls. The candles of a chandelier overhead sparked to life. A woman’s throaty laugh emerged from the canopy bed. A mocking chuckle that sent an unexpected thrill of tension through Yvesula’s body.

The silky veil of the bed’s canopy parted to reveal a beautiful, redheaded woman with sparkling blue eyes, pointed ears, and thick horns curling from either side of her head. The woman stirred atop the bed, turning over onto her hands and knees, and shifting the dangling weight of her large breasts. Turning over in this way also revealed the leathery wings folded against the woman’s slender back. A long prehensile tail of red flesh curled over the woman’s shapely bottom and pointed its heart-shaped tip directly at Yvesula.

“Another demon?” hissed the deep elf, dropping into a fighting stance. “So be it, demoness! I will dispatch you as easily as I sent your cousin back to the pit!”

But even as she spoke those words, Yvesula felt a hot flutter in her abdomen that made her fearful of this sinborne creature. This demoness was not at all like the bony giant that Yvesula had killed with little effort. Those blue eyes were heavy with desire.

The demoness raised her hips, twitching her tail as she leaned forward on her elbows and let her weight settle upon the soft mass of her breasts. It was a willfully provocative pose that invited Yvesula to admire the body of the demoness. It reminded her of a cat about to pounce upon a mouse.

“You don’t want to fight me,” teased the demoness, curling her tail beneath her body and reaching it out through her squeezed cleavage. The heart-shaped tip wagged enticingly at Yvesula.

“Your shameless squirming will not save you,” muttered Yvesula through clenched teeth.

“Shameless squirming? I like that!” The demoness giggled and rolled slowly over onto her back, thighs parting, her plump breasts spreading against her ribcage, nipples scarcely covered by the crimson lace of her lingerie. She was as unafraid of Yvesula as the demon at the entrance had been.

“Where is the heart of this dungeon?” demanded Yvesula, approaching the bed with her knives at the ready. “Speak quickly, demoness, before I put the question to you with my blades.”

She stood over the edge of the bed and the demoness looked up at her, stretching and reaching a hand to the lacy white of Yvesula’s panties. Yvesula found she could not move from the spot. Maybe it was the sweet aroma of the demoness. Or her winsome smile. Maybe it was the way her ample creaminess was stretched out upon the bed. Those long legs. Those luscious buttocks. Those soft, squished breasts. Why did they have to be so distracting?

“Mmmmmmmm, you talk so tough, but I think you’re just a little girl waiting to be… fucked like a woman.”

The demoness pressed her fingertips to the soft gusset of Yvesula’s lacy panties and stroked at the deep elf’s sensitive mound. Yvesula gasped in surprise, rocking her hips forward and rubbing her hot, lace-covered seam against the fingertips of the demoness.

“Do not speak such filth,” hissed Yvesula, forcing herself to pull her hips away from the demoness.

But the demoness already had her fingers curled into the waistband of Yvesula’s panties and the flimsy fabric stretched and ripped as the deep elf stepped back. Yvesula gasped, dropping a dagger that clattered to the stone floor as she reached for the torn lace.

“Oh, my,” giggled the demoness, sliding off the bed and to her feet. “You’ve torn your clothes. Let me help you, please.”

“No, I do not need any help,” hissed Yvesula, fumbling with her underwear. She managed to drop her other dagger as she felt the torn fabric slipping from between the firm globes of her bottom.

She stumbled back as the succubus advanced. The usually sure-footed deep elf tripped over her own feet, tumbling backwards, and landing hard on her bottom. Her legs kicked out in surprise and stripped her torn panties all the way down to her ankles. Her gray legs were spread wide and her cunny was left bare save for the small triangle of silky white hair above her mound. 

“My, my, what a naughty girl,” giggled the succubus, standing over the princess. “Spreading yourself so shamelessly to me. Mmmm. And look at that! You’re dripping!”

Yvesula’s face burned hot with shame as she covered her steamy cunt with one hand. The warmth radiating from within her was volcanic. A subterranean storm rumbling ominously in her core as she gazed up furiously at the succubus. The woman seemed so big. So powerful. So ravishingly erotic.

“We haven’t even been introduced, pet,” purred the demoness, crouching to put her face even with Yvesula, her thick thighs spread wide and the mound of her cunt outlined beneath the lace of her own panties. Yvesula couldn’t look away from that raunchy sight. Her mouth watered and her cunt pulsed hot with need.

“I am… princess… Princess Yvesula Nightblade.”

“Oooh, ‘Evila’ huh? Now there’s a spooky name.” The succubus gave a husky laugh. “I had no idea I was in the presence of royalty. I think I’ll call you Yves. Keep things informal since we’ve grown so close already. My name is Desdemona, but you can call me Dezzy. Or just ‘mistress’.”

The hand of the succubus shot out and caught the white tail of Yves’ hair. The fingers of the demoness clutched and tightened as Dezzy yanked Yves’ head back roughly. The princess cried out in surprised pain and Dezzy smashed a hungry kiss to her lips. It was a hot, sugary sweet kiss. All tongue and intoxicating demonic saliva. Yves fought for only a moment. Her hands raised, fingers splayed, then slowly lowered again as warmth poured into her body and the throbbing heat of her lust consumed all sense of self-preservation.

It was as if the demoness sucked something from inside Yves. Each moment that they kissed Yves felt a throb of pleasure deep in her core. It grew hotter and more intense with each pulsating twitch.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Dezzy, her kiss pulling free of Yves’ mouth and trailing a glistening thread of saliva. “You taste delicious. I’d eat you up here and now, but my master wants you alive for some reason. I can taste your desires on that tongue of yours, princess. What you really crave.”

“Nothing,” moaned Yvesula. “I want nothing.”

Dezzy kissed her again. Teasingly brief but scorching hot. Then her lips were at Yves’ pointed ear and the succubus’ whispered words were even hotter than the kiss.

“You need to be filled by a big, thick cock,” whispered Dezzy. “And a princess needs a queen to serve.”

“Never,” gasped Yves. “Sinborne whore… I will cut out your heart for this… this obscenity.”

Dezzy giggled and pressed another sugary kiss to Yves’ lips. The mouth of the succubus seemed to melt like hot caramel against Yvesula’s tongue. The hot stir of the sinborne kiss seeping through the deep elf’s body and intoxicating her with lust. She could not stop herself from kissing the demoness in reply. From slithering her tongue against Dezzy’s. From sucking at the soft lips of the demoness.

Dezzy pulled away from the kiss, slipping her tongue from Yves’ hot mouth. She giggled softly with her blue eyes heavy with desire.

“Your body betrays your words, princess,” purred Dezzy. “But fear not, sweet elf. My master has insisted I be merciful. So I am here, mmmmmmm, to give you exactly what you crave.”

“Nothing,” repeated Yves. A lie made all the more pathetic by Yves’ quivering, obvious desire.

Dezzy giggled and draped her body atop Yves. The huge, soft breasts of the succubus overflowed her flimsy top. Her long, shapely legs twined against Yves’ legs. Wherever the demoness touched the bare skin of the elf, there was an intoxicating buzz of pleasure. Particularly the writhing pleasure of one creamy thigh pressing against the bare folds of Yves’ cunt.

“Give me your hand,” purred Dezzy, not waiting for it to be offered as she grasped Yves’ hand. “I shall give you what you want. Not every succubus can do this, you know. But you are fortunate that I possess the power to grant this sort of wish.”

Yves felt her hand being pulled between their bodies and pressed into the warm nexus between Dezzy’s creamy thighs. She felt the hot, silky gusset of the panties worn by the demoness. Dezzy drew these aside and Yves gasped as she touched the soft folds of the sinborne’s most intimate flesh. She moaned and wanted to plunder those depths, feeling them part before her fingers, but before she could, they closed beneath her touch like lips pursing tightly. After a moment, even the seam of Dezzy’s cunt was gone. Only the plump little bud of her hooded clit remained.

Dezzy moaned and Yves stroked it with her fingers.

“Yesss, that’s it,” gasped the demoness, her exhalation sweet against Yves’ lips. “Here it comes. What you truly desire.”

“You do not know what I truly… truly…” Yves’ words failed her as she felt the plump clit of the succubus begin to swell beneath her fingers. It bulged and elongated, stretched to the size of a fleshy grape. A fingertip. Lengthening and thickening. Swelling from Dezzy’s loins until it was a tiny cock grasped in Yves’ fingers. Yves finally cried out and recoiled in shock at what she felt growing against her hand.

She scrambled back as Dezzy stood. The succubus smirked and grasped the root of her enlarging cock. It was becoming a magnificent specimen of masculinity at odds with her luscious feminine charms.

“What is this?” cried Yves, backed against the foot of the bed, and looking up at the demoness.

“I told you, my silly princess,” teased Dezzy, slowing wanking her cock and peeling back the foreskin as she sauntered towards Yves. “You crave a good, hard cock and I have the best you will ever find. Do not feign disgust. Look at it, my sweet princess. This is the staff that will deliver you from your freedom. This is the scepter that will rule your body and soul. Kiss it. Go on.”

Yves flinched away, pressed tightly against the foot of the bed, her dusky gray breasts heaving against the lacy cups of her bra. The cock was enormous and yet strangely beautiful. Delicate and well-formed, blushing with the arousal of the succubus. Hairless bollocks dangling beneath the swollen shaft. Dezzy stroked it. She rubbed the swollen crown against Yves’ cheek.

“Kiss it, princess,” purred Dezzy, her voice like hot honey spilling into Yves’ ears. “Kiss my cock and submit to me. I could taste your innermost desires on your tongue. You hold no secrets from me.”

Yves fought her urges. She breathed the heady scent of the succubus and struggled with her desire to turn her head and offer her mouth to that magnificent cock.

“Never,” she hissed through clenched teeth.

Her denial was answered by Dezzy’s mocking laugh. The succubus stroked her cock and rubbed it back and forth over Yves’ cheek. Oily precum beaded from the tip and smeared across Yves’ gray skin. The intoxicating nectar seeped into her flesh and made her skin tingle. A venom as potent as a viper’s sting, but one that served to inflame lust and heighten pleasure.

“Oh, that’s right,” moaned Dezzy, stroking a little faster and letting her pre glaze Yves’ chin and smear across the deep elf’s lips. “Submit to it. Kiss it. Mmmmm. Suck it.”

Never, thought Yves, but she answered Dezzy instead with a lusty moan. She turned her face towards the straining cock of the succubus, grasping it in one hand and looking up into the lusty blue eyes of the demoness.

“That’s it,” laughed Dezzy. “You have it. Now what shall you do with it, my underground princess?”

“Kiss it,” moaned Yves and she planted her lips beneath the delicate crown of the cock. She felt a buzzing thrill as more of the pre smeared her lips. She tasted with her tongue. Tasted the cock of the demoness.

“Yesssss,” hissed Dezzy, reaching down to cradle Yves’ head. “Open that pretty mouth now, my sweet. Suck it. Taste my cock.”

Yves yielded to her lust. She let out a submissive moan as her lips parted and she engulfed Dezzy’s straining cockhead. The salty sweetness of the demonic pre coated her tongue and stoked her lust. The dam of her reluctance had broken, and submissive pleasure flooded through the princess.

Yves forgot her mission and began to suck urgently upon Dezzy’s huge cock. Her lips gliding down to meet her stroking hand. The fat head tickling the back of her throat. Each suck delivering more delicious demonic dew to her tastebuds. She gulped it down her throat and felt the intoxicating pre spread its influence through her body.

“Oh, it’s always the princesses who need it the most,” moaned Dezzy, tightening her fingers in Yves’ hair and guiding the bobbing motion of the elf’s head. “We will have so much fun together, my sweet. You will learn to be such a good slave. You will learn to please a succubus.”

“Mmmhmmm,” agreed Yves, realizing she wanted nothing more in her life than to serve this gorgeous, red-headed demoness and her incredible cock. She popped her lips free of that mighty staff to offer her gratitude. “Yes, thank you. Please show me the way.”

“Yes, of course,” laughed Dezzy, urging Yves lower with her hands. “Go on. Suck them. Suck my bollocks, my sweet princess. Yes! That’s it! Kiss them. Bathe them with your sweet tongue. I’m sure you have given your poor servants a tongue lashing. Now you will lash my stones with your mouth. Ohhhhh. Stroke my cock while you suck.”

Yves moaned, licking and sucking Dezzy’s warm pouch. Feeling the egg-sized stones shift within it with her tongue. Tasting the faint, perfumed musk of the succubus. She slurped Dezzy’s freshly-formed bollocks and wanked her newly-made cock. Without even being told, she licked lower still. Her tongue reaching to the bitter crease of Dezzy’s ass. Licking the hot rim of her pucker.

Yves recalled forcing her servant girls to bathe her cunt and her ass with their tongues. The way she had sat upon slaves to ride their faces to her ecstasy. She thrust her tongue as Dezzy laughed and cradled her head.

“Goooood slut,” moaned the demoness. “Stroke faster now. That’s it. Put your mouth back on my cock, my sweet. I know you want to drink my seed. The seed of a succubus is even more addicting than our kiss. You’ll never be able to get me out of your mind. Once you drink my cum, you will love me forever.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Yves, bobbing wantonly upon Dezzy’s cock and savoring each salty swallow of her pre. She fondled the spit-washed stones of the demoness and slurped whorishly upon her cock. Her lust-heavy eyes gazing upon the busty beauty towering above her.

Yves knew the succubus was telling her the truth. If she gulped down the seed of this demoness, she would be enslaved by lust for the redheaded succubus. Knowing this would be her fate only made Yves suck harder. She abandoned her dreams and aspirations. She took Dezzy’s glorious cock into her throat and tongued the tight bollocks of the succubus. Her throat swallowing around the surging tip of the succubus. Yves’ eyes watering with effort.

“Yessssss! Oh, that’s it!” cried Dezzy with delight. “My seed… it boils for you, my sweet, sucking princess!”

Dezzy rocked her hips back and thrust them forward again, burying her cock to the hilt in Yves’ throat. The straining cock of the succubus pulsated and then jerked the force of her demonic pleasure.

Yves felt the first, thick, sweet spurt of demon cum gush down her throat. She swallowed around Dezzy’s cock, drinking down the hot pumps one swallow after another, draining the pumping load from the succubus.

“Ahhhhh! That’s it, my deep elf! Drink it all down! Your reward for serving me!” Dezzy’s fingers tightened in Yves’ hair and pulled her nose against the smooth skin of Dezzy’s mound. Yves drank it all down, gulping every drop until the succubus was finished. Dezzy drew her cock from Yves’ lips and Yves gasped for breath, looking up at her through watery eyes.

“Mistress?” gasped Yves, wiping her arm across her lips.

“Oh, how quickly you learn,” laughed Dezzy, her tail curling up around her hip and stroking its fleshy tip across Yves’ cheek. “Yes, I am your mistress now and you are my slave. You will do whatever I command of you.”

“And… and what is your command?” panted Yves.

“Hmmmm, I think first, I shall fuck you and drain a bit more of your delicious life force. You wouldn’t mind that, would you?”

“No, mistress,” cried Yves, suddenly willing to give not just a taste but her entire soul to the succubus if she asked. Yves turned around and lifted her hips, offering herself to the demoness and her glorious cock. “Feast upon me, mistress. My body is yours.”

“Yes, it is,” chuckled Dezzy, stroking clawed fingertips over the firm gray roundness of the deep elf’s bottom. “Maybe I’ll just eat you all up…”

“No,” boomed a stern voice. “You will not devour her completely.”

“Oh, alright, master,” pouted Dezzy, glancing up at the ceiling as though there might be someone above them. Then the succubus took hold of the root of her cock and guided her fat tip to Yves’ slick folds. “But I’m still going to nibble on her.”

Yves howled with ecstasy as the fat cock of the demoness plunged into her slick cunt.
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My Dungeon for a Horse

“I have never seen Myssandra do that before,” rasped the translucent specter of Tiberius Ivanhoe. “What did you do to her, you idiot?”

The bearded old apparition was floating above the bed where Myssandra was recuperating.

Or she had been recuperating when Alfie walked out of the room. He had returned to discover that his beautiful blonde assistant had become encased in a grotesque, fleshy pod as large as a coffin.

“We were at the Deep Shrine and Lord Heraxon attacked us with some sort of creature called Shrike. Myssandra fought—”

“She fought Shrike?” Tiberius’ spectral outline fluttered with emotion like the flapping ribbons of a wind-torn flag. “How did she defeat that beast?”

“Barely,” said Alfie, clutching at the bandaged wound in his chest. “She barely defeated him. I was wounded too.”

“I don’t care about you,” snarled Tiberius. “I don’t even really care about her, but if I ever hope to see this dungeon repaired after all the damage you have done it will be Myssandra who does it.”

Myssandra’s glistening, fleshy tomb pulsated with demonic life. The shadowy outline of a large, humanoid figure was faintly visible within. Alfie ignored his undead uncle’s anger and leaned closer to the strange fleshy pod. He could faintly hear the drumbeat of a demonic heart.

“Desdemona called her ‘Praefecta Myssandra’,” said Alfie. “What does that mean?”

“Myssandra is no ordinary demon,” said Tiberius. “She is a general from the Realm of Sin. I had an arrangement with her to help her gain power when she returns to the abyss. That has been upset by your whole plot to turn this dungeon into a brothel for bitches that—”

“No more of that,” growled Alfie, pointing a finger at his uncle. The lanterns in the room flared with his anger.

“You disgust me,” muttered Tiberius, but he floated across the room away from Alfie as if concerned Alfie might somehow strike his incorporeal form. “And you are an even bigger fool than I feared. Summoning a succubus? Do you have any idea what you have let into this dungeon?”

“The Dungeon Catalog called her an ‘Attendant Succubus,’” said Alfie with a shrug.

“Yes, the very worst kind of succubus to summon,” raged Tiberius, spinning impotently around and trying (and failing) to knock over a lantern. “Do you have any idea how many kingdoms have been brought down by Attendant Succubi? It will be an unholy miracle if Myssandra manages to recover in time to save you from that demoness. But maybe it would be better if a succubus were running this dungeon…”

Tiberius began muttering to himself and floated off through a wall, taking the bluish glow of his ghostly form with him. Alfie returned his attention to Myssandra. He pressed his cheek to the slimy surface of her fleshy cocoon.

“If you can hear me, Myssandra,” murmured Alfie. “I won’t let that demonic slut take over. I won’t let anyone else hurt you. I’m sorry… sorry about what has happened. But I’ll make things right. I…”

He almost said more, but he held back his feelings for Myssandra. In the darkness of his mind’s eye, he pictured Josephine, watching him press his cheek to the grotesque tomb of a fallen demoness. How would she judge him if she knew? What would she say if she found out he was a Dungeon Lord?

He could not concern himself with such distracting thoughts. He needed to recover from his injuries and help Myssandra recover. He needed help from someone more reliable than a succubus or his ghostly evil uncle. Someone he could trust with his life.

Someone like a thief.

Alfie might have tried using a translocation spell to get from the dungeon to the nearby village of Galabros, but he barely trusted those spells when Myssandra was casting them. The little bit she had taught him left him certain he’d end up trapped inside a wall if he tried teleportation by himself.

Without translocation magic, it would be a long walk from the dungeon to the village. A long walk made even longer by the lingering pain of his chest wound from battling Shrike. Maybe a short ride would be better than a long walk. After all, he had every monster ever cataloged by the Dungeon Lords at his fingertips. Surely a horse was in there somewhere.

Alfie sat down at the Dungeon Table, trying to ignore the miniature representations of all the customers currently having their fun with various monsters.

He began paging through the Dungeon Catalog. Nothing under “Horse,” “Donkey,” “Mule,” or “Camel.” There was something called a Cow Girl, which based on the accompanying image was a beautiful woman with horns and enormous breasts. Alfie liked the look of those busty bovine beauties but didn’t think one of them would appreciate him riding on her shoulders down a mountain to Galabros.

He considered riding a dragon, hydra, basilisk, or giant spider since they were bound to obey his commands. That might be fun. Although, Alfie wondered how the villagers of Galabros would react to him riding into town on the back of a huge monster? Probably not too well.

Alfie was about to concede defeat and set off on foot for the village when he happened to page past the lycanthropes contained in the catalog. There were several types of werewolves, werebears, wereboars, even a wereshark. There was also something called a werehorse.

“Huh,” said Alfie, looking at the picture of what looked like a normal, albeit evil, black horse. “I guess that might work.”

He plucked the image between his thumb and finger, lifting the glowing miniature from the page. He winced as he stretched out across the Dungeon Table and placed the glowing horse just outside the entrance.

“Let’s see how that works,” he said and got up to limp to the entrance of his dungeon and greet his freshly conjured monster.

The werehorse was waiting for Alfie in the welcome garden at the entrance to the Happy Endings Dungeon. Actually, the horse was nowhere to be seen. Instead, there was a burly mountain of a man with a hairy barrel chest, a thick black beard, and a mane of dark hair. He was seated by the fountain that surrounded the statue of Tiberius, playing his hands in the water. The man’s big, flaccid cock was hanging shamelessly between his massive legs.

Alfie averted his gaze from the man’s dangling hose and cleared his throat.

“Aye, what is it?” asked the man, still playing with the water.

“Are you the werehorse?”

“Do I look like a horse?” snorted the man, standing up.

“Uh, well, no, but I’m not sure—”

“Only foolin’,” laughed the man, clapping a big hand on Alfie’s shoulder. “I’m the werehorse. The name is Clive. And you must be the Dungeon Lord, eh? Don’t get to meet a lot of those. It’s been ages since I was summoned to a dungeon. Not a lot of call for werehorses, I suppose.”

“I actually need you to turn into a horse so I can ride on your back,” said Alfie. “If that’s alright.”

The man sighed, seemingly defeated by the news. But his smile returned a moment later.

“Aye, I can’t refuse, you being the Dungeon Lord and all. I thought maybe this was the time I got to be a monster. I’ve always wanted to stomp some adventurer’s head in or kick a witch down into a pit of spikes. Imagine that. A horse kicking a witch onto spikes. That would be a nice sight.”

Alfie shrugged uncertainly.

“I did say I was evil, right? Oh, well, a ride for the Dungeon Lord it is.” The man got down on his hands and knees on the grass. “You Dungeon Lords only ever want me to pull a cart or give you a ride into battle. Is it battle at least?”

“No, sorry,” said Alfie, feeling oddly embarrassed to admit it. “Just a trip into town.”

“It’s a living,” sighed Clive.

Alfie stumbled back a step as the burly man began a gruesome transformation into a massive black charger. Clive’s bones snapped and elongated, his flesh stretched and darkened, his face distorted into the muzzle of a horse, and his great barrel chest swelled to several times its original size. Clive’s already big cock lengthened and darkened and dangled limply beneath the black furry abdomen of his new horse body. His hands and feet were hooves and he had sprouted a black tail that flicked impatiently.

When the transformation was complete, there was nothing to distinguish Clive from an actual, normal horse. Other than the fact that he could talk.

“Climb on whenever you’re ready, boss,” said Clive, his voice deeper in his horse form.

Alfie had never had more trouble getting on a horse than he did struggling to climb onto the sentient werehorse. There was just something about knowing with certainty that his mount was judging his clumsiness. By the time he was finally settled on the broad curve of Clive’s back, Alfie felt like an idiot.

“Uh, just follow the road,” said Alfie.

“You got it, boss,” said Clive with a chuckle. He trotted through the garden gate and set off down the winding road to Galabros.
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The Queen of Galabros

Alfie was clinging to Clive by his mane and doing his best to stay on the back of the galloping black werehorse. His wounded chest was painfully jostled by the motion of the ride into town. Each clop of Clive’s hooves and he could again feel the cold plunge of Shrike’s knife-claw into his chest. If he allowed himself to focus on the wound, the lingering pain became almost unbearable. He had to keep his mind off it.

“Clive,” grunted Alfie, swallowing back another nauseating wave of pain. “You… how did you become a werehorse? Were you born as one?”

“Hmmmm? Oh, no, I was bit by a werehorse and was given the curse.”

“The curse of… turning into a horse?” Alfie wiped sweat from his brow.

“Yes, during the full moon I crave blood and I want to rip people apart just like the werehorse that made me.”

“I didn’t know horses really bit people,” said Alfie.

“Oh, yes, definitely,” said Clive. “Why, I’d tear your throat out and stomp on your head if you weren’t a Dungeon Lord.”

“Ah, ha, good thing I am,” said Alfie, fondling the medallion hanging from his chest.

“Maybe in town I could stomp on just one head,” suggested Clive, turning his long neck to look back at Alfie. “A guard or something?”

“No,” said Alfie.

“Oh, I know. An orphan. A very small one. I’ll mash ‘em up like a melon!”

“Sorry, Clive. No killing anybody today.”

Clive let out a whinny of annoyance but continued clopping down the road to Galabros. It wasn’t long before the outlying olive groves and goat farms of the village gave way to the dusty gathering of sunbaked stone buildings.

“Look at that, you’re famous,” said Clive, nodding his head towards a banner drooping languidly in the midday heat over the entrance of the village.

“’Welcome to Galabros, Home of the Happy Endings Dungeon,’” read Alfie, looking at the banner that spanned the road. “’All women may feel the countless pleasures of Lord Alfred Ivanhoe.’”

If seeing his full name written on the banner were not disturbing enough, there was a rather well-done rendering of Alfie’s face, smiling from ear-to-ear and looking more like a tonic salesman than the master of a dungeon.

Alfie glanced around at the village and realized that things had changed quite a lot since his last visit to Galabros. The streets were crowded with female adventurers dressed in all manner of costumes. Warrior women, barbarian babes, sexy sorceresses, buxom brawlers, and pretty priestesses congregated around taverns, visited shops, and enjoyed meals in the shaded dining areas of restaurants.

One shop in particular caught Alfie’s eye. Betancourt’s Pleasure Sticks was selling an assortment of stone, glass, and lacquered wooden scepters based on the phalluses of various monsters. With Luisa Betancourt’s name referenced on the sign of the business, it was reasonable to assume she might be inside.

“Whoa, stop here,” said Alfie, giving Clive’s mane a tug. He climbed awkwardly down from the huge black horse. “Wait here. And no head stomping.”

“You got it, boss,” said Clive, lowering his head into a water trough and noisily drinking.

Alfie started towards the door to the shop when he spotted a strange figure watching him from the mouth of an alleyway. The pale, gaunt man was clad in a dark cloak that seemed too heavy for the desert heat of Galabros. He wore a wide brimmed black hat that shaded his face and hid his dark eyes in shadow. The man wore a silver, four-pillared icon of Mardoch on a short chain around his skinny neck. 

“A priest?” muttered Alfie as the man stared directly at him.

“It’s you,” gasped a tawny tomboy of a warrior, approaching Alfie suddenly. She turned to her busty, brown-skinned companion and nudged her hard enough to make the woman’s breasts jiggle in her bodice. “See, Damiana! It’s Lord Ivanhoe! Right here in town!”

“Could we get your autograph?” asked the busty woman, turning to Alfie and holding out a grease pencil and a tattered flyer inviting women to the dungeon.

“Uh, common mistake,” said Alfie. “I’m not actually Dungeon Lord.”

“Oh, that’s too bad,” pouted the tomboy. “You look just like him.”

“I get it all the time,” said Alfie, pushing past them and into Betancourt’s Pleasure Sticks.

The door jangled as he entered and the smell of wood, leather, and lubricant filled the air. The shelves were stocked with every shape and size of monster cock imaginable rendered in various substances. A “fully life-sized” dragon cock was the centerpiece of the display and hung from ropes above the shop floor. It was as big as Alfie’s leg and painted a disturbingly glistening pink and white.

A bored young woman with a fringe of dark hair hanging in her eyes looked up slowly from behind the counter.

“Welcome to Betancourt’s Pleasure Sticks, home of the Gushing Fuck Pump with free self-heating monster slime pouch. Our lifelike monster meat poles are so… so…” The woman’s voice trailed off and her eyes widened. “It’s you! You’re the Dungeon Lord!”

Alfie gestured for the woman to keep it down as he approached the counter. He winced from the effort and was reminded of the wound seeping into a bandage under his dusty robe.

“I’m looking for Luisa,” said Alfie. “Miss Betancourt. Is she here?”

“Oh, uh, no, she usually holds court at the Goblin’s Spear,” said the clerk. “It used to be called the Speared Goblin, but, you know, the whole change in ownership.”

“Luisa owns it too?”

“Yes, sir, Mr. Dungeon Lord,” said the clerk. “She owns four different businesses in town. Maybe five. She was talking about buying the winery and selling dungeon-themed wines. Say, can anyone come to your dungeon, or do I have to be an adventurer?”

“You’re, uh, welcome,” said Alfie, already backing away from the counter. “Any time. Just talk to the demon at the front desk or wait for one of the gnomes.”

“Do you have any chimeras?” called the woman.

“Uh, I’ll have to check my inventory,” said Alfie.

He bumped into a display of goblin dildos as he backed out of the store, sending several thumb-sized pleasure sticks clattering to the floor. He apologized as he backed out through the door.

He was glad the priest he had seen on his way into the shop was no longer watching from the nearby alleyway. Clive lifted his head from the water trough and flicked his ears to face Alfie.

“Wait here, Clive. I’m just, uh, heading across the street to have a talk with someone.”

“Right, boss,” said Clive, dipping his muzzle back into the trough.

The Goblin’s Spear was a bustling tavern with a theme to match the shelf of pleasure sticks Alfie had knocked over in the shop. The violent murals and posters of monsters being bested by brave heroes had been replaced with erotic scenes of monsters pleasuring women. A huge painting of a muscular green goblin thrusting his big, stiff cock proudly forward was the centerpiece of this lewd decoration.

Although the tavern was packed with women adventurers and male waiters, gigolos, and cutpurses, there was no missing Luisa. The beautiful, petite, short-haired thief with the golden-brown skin was seated at a large booth at the back of the tavern. She was flanked by two handsome men wearing little more than leather straps on their glistening, muscular bodies. A group of women had gathered opposite her at the table and were making requests and negotiating deals. The table was piled high with flyers and sacks of gold coins.

Alfie pushed politely through the crowd of women, many of them parting when they recognized his face, and he approached Luisa’s table. The thief looked up from her negotiations and met his gaze. A smile flickered on her face, and she gestured for the crowd of women and her two bodyguards to disperse.

“Well, well, coming into my lair? Isn’t this a reversal?” Luisa chuckled, leaning back in the booth. “You look a bit pale and under the weather. How have things been since our little trip to the wedding?”

“I was almost killed and Myssandra is badly injured as well,” said Alfie, sitting down heavily in the chair across from Luisa. “Lord Heraxon tried to kill us both. If the two of us die, someone much worse than me is going to replace me. So unless you want your little empire here in Galabros to fall apart—”

“Hold on there,” said Luisa, reaching across the table to pat his hand. “No need to get hostile with me, Alfie. We’re partners. Friends even. Whatever you need, I’m here to help.”

Alfie felt suddenly overcome with pain and exhaustion. He slumped forward onto his elbows on the table, knocking a sack of gold coins aside. Luisa’s hand shot out and caught the sack before it landed. She tucked it into her belt and stood smoothly from the booth.

“Alright, Alfie, upstairs. I have some potions in my room. We can talk about this some more and you can let me look at that nasty wound soaking through your robe.”

“Huh?” Alfie looked down and saw a large, dark spot on the fabric of his robe. He felt very dizzy and started to slide out of his chair. Luisa caught him. Despite her diminutive size, she was quite strong. She helped him through the Goblin’s Spear and to a flight of stairs leading up. He limped alongside her, leaning heavily against her arm as she nearly dragged him up the last few steps.

Luisa’s room seemed more like a criminal’s hideout than an apartment. There were crates and stacks of various goods ranging from weapons and armor to fine clothes, jewelry, and even a few magic items.

“Just trinkets the adventurers trade in for souvenirs,” explained Luisa. “You know, most of them don’t even have the guts to go up to your dungeon. They just hand in their sword for a pleasure stick or a ‘I Rode the Goblin’s Shank’ t-shirt and head home to their dreary normal lives with their husbands or families.”

“Probably for the best. Not sure… how much longer… I can keep the endings happy in my dungeon.”

Alfie winced as Luisa helped him out of his blood-soaked robe. She let out a soft gasp at the sight of his red-stained shirt beneath it. Alfie looked down, saw all the blood, and toppled sideways onto Luisa’s bed.

“Whoa, easy big guy,” said Luisa, helping Alfie to get his boots off and then stretching him out on the bed. “That’s pretty bad.”

“Myssandra… usually helps with the healing… she’s hurt worse than me,” groaned Alfie.

“Well, you can tell me all about that, but first let me get a look at this wound.” Luisa opened Alfie’s shirt and peeled off the blood-soaked bandages. “Somebody got you good, eh? It’s close to your heart and it’s infected. You’re lucky to be alive.”

Alfie lifted his head to look at the wound caused by Shrike’s blade. It was hot and red with infection. If anything, it seemed even worse.

Luisa took a leather healer’s kit from a shelf and opened it to reveal fold-out racks of potions and salves. She plucked a bottle of blue liquid out first, popped the vial, and passed it to Alfie.

“Purifier will eliminate the fever in your blood,” she said. “I have some purifier salve for the wound itself. It’s my bet the tip of the blade is still in there. Unless I fish it out, the infection will just come back.”

“Alright,” gasped Alfie. “Do whatever it—AHHHHH!”

He screamed as Luisa’s fingers began digging inside the wound. It was an agony worse than any he had experienced before. He nearly passed out twice, but finally Luisa’s bloody fingers emerged from the wound grasping a black triangle of Shrike’s blade no bigger than her pinkie nail.

“This isn’t steel,” said Luisa. “Not even elf metal. What is it?”

“Magic,” moaned Alfie. “Please… the salves.”

“Oh, right,” said Luisa, wiping sweat from her brow and managing to smear blood on her forehead. “You’ll be fixed up in no time.”

It took three potions and two different salves and several minutes of pouring, smearing, and pinching. While Luisa worked, she interrogated him about what had happened. Alfie related what he dared about his journey to the Deep Shrine and Lord Heraxon’s nearly successful attempt to have him killed. He ended by telling Luisa about Myssandra and her strange cocoon.

“There,” said Luisa, leaning back from Alfie.

He lifted his head to look down at the blood-smeared seam of his wound that had knit itself closed. It was still sore, but Alfie felt his strength returning and managed to sit up with barely a wince.

“It worked,” said Alfie.

“You look better,” said Luisa, standing beside the bed and washing her hands in a basin. “Get some rest and we can talk more—”

“No,” said Alfie, swinging one leg over the side of the bed and sitting up completely. “I’m done being sidelined with this. I need your help, your potions, to heal Myssandra. You’re coming with me back to the dungeon.”

He saw annoyance flicker on Luisa’s dark brow. It was gone so quickly that it almost escaped him. She smiled and returned to the bed, stroking the uninjured side of his chest, and pressing her knee against his undershorts.

“You need rest,” said Luisa. “I’ll take good care of you. Just lie back and I’ll give you a little something to relax you.”

Despite his injury and the strange fizz of all those potions working inside him, Alfie could not deny his attraction to the lithe little thief. He rested one hand on her hip and looked up into her golden eyes.

“Maybe I don’t want to be relaxed right now, Luisa,” he said, even as he stroked her hip and felt her firm, round ass.

“Mmmm, you can’t trick a girl like me, Alfie,” she purred, bringing her lips very close to his. “If I try to move you now, that wound might reopen and I am all out of the suture salve.”

“I’m sure a resourceful woman like you could find some more,” he said, letting his lips drag against hers. “I’m willing to risk moving.”

“Oh?” She denied him a kiss on the lips and moved her mouth lower, working down his bare chest, flicking her tongue over his small nipple, and pressing a trail of kisses down to his abdomen as her hand massaged the bulge in his shorts. She looked up at him again as she knelt between his knees. “Just sit back, Alfie, and let me take care of everything.”

She drew his stiff cock from his shorts and gave his impressive length a stroke. She let out a moan of lust and gave his tip a long, curling lick.

“No, not like that,” said Alfie, rising from the bed and pushing her back.

“Don’t be stupid, Alfie,” said Luisa, looking up at him as he towered over her. She gave his cock another lash of her tongue. Her lips parted to take him into her mouth.

He ignored her attempts to pleasure him and lifted her under her arms until she was standing up straight. He felt the throb of vitality reaching from the wound in his chest to the stiff pillar of his mighty cock.

“I didn’t come all this way with a wound in my chest just to get my cock sucked,” said Alfie. He lifted her by her ass and she wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. She cried out with delight and pressed a kiss to his lips.

“Oh, it’s your funeral, Alfie,” she giggled, her tongue sliding against his as she passionately kissed him.

“If I die… I die on my feet,” groaned Alfie.

With effort, Alfie carried the petite thief to one of the waist-high crates and dropped her bottom onto the wooden lid. He let out a grunt of effort as he stripped off her legging and tore away the soft gusset of her knickers. Her bare cunt glistened with her desire. Alfie kissed her again, standing taller than her sitting on the crate, leaning down to claim her lips with his hungry tongue.

“Mmmmm, you taste like potion,” she moaned against him.

He broke the kiss and leaned lower, despite the twinge of pain in his mending chest. He pressed kisses to the tops of her dusky breasts as he curled his fingers into her blouse. He pulled her laces open and freed the soft swells of her breasts. His tongue tasted the sweat-salted valley of her cleavage. He licked at the brown buds of her nipples. His cock pressed against her thighs and grazed the entrance of her cunt.

“Show me,” gasped Luisa. “Show me what you can do then, stu—AHHH!”

Alfie interrupted Luisa with a thrust of his mighty scepter, plunging it into her snug cunt and hilting inside her slick channel with his first stroke. He groaned with pleasure as she fluttered around him and then gave his cock an intense squeeze of her inner muscles.

“Ohhhhh, yes, you have one of the best cocks in Galabros,” she moaned.

“One of?” Alfie raised an eyebrow as he looked down into her golden eyes.

“The final rankings are still – ohhhh! Still being decided!” She cried out as Alfie began to vigorously pound his cock into her slick cunt. His bollocks swung and slapped against her firm cheeks overhanging the edge of the crate. Her pert tits jiggled with each thrust of his hardness. His kiss devoured her, and she hung her weight by her arms from his neck. Neither Luisa nor Alfie was concerned for Alfie’s healing. Pleasure was all that mattered.

Luisa fell back atop the crate and Alfie pressed over her, hammering deep with each stroke. Kissing her lips, her slender neck, her toned shoulder.

“Cum for me,” gasped Luisa, her ankles crossed behind Alfie’s back. “Cum… cum inside me.”

That was an invitation not to be missed. Alfie let out a deep groan as he felt the pleasure of his climax building within his abdomen. It seemed to reach out of him from his cock like the final stab of a swordfight. He buried his throbbing length in the silken cove of Luisa’s cunt and let out his ecstasy.

“Cumming!” he cried, throwing back his head, driving deep, and pumping his seed into Luisa’s trembling cunt.

“Yes!” cried Luisa, her own pleasure rising to meet him. “Yes! Fill me, Alfie! Cum deep inside me!”

He emptied his throbbing stones into the comely queen of the thieves in Galabros. He kissed her with the intensity of the moment, groaning against her lips as spurt after spurt of his cum poured into her. They were both heedless of any consequences. The moment was for pleasure.

“That was… that was worth the price of those potions,” gasped Luisa, smiling against Alfie’s lips. He chuckled and eased his cock from her creamy cunt.

“I still need your help, Luisa,” he said, stepping back from her. “Myssandra… what I told you about her.”

“I’m not sure there is much I can do,” said Luisa. But she seemed to see the look in Alfie’s eyes. The seriousness of his worry. She sat up and sighed. “Alright but let me wash myself up first at least. You’ve made a mess of me.”

“That I have,” agreed Alfie, spying her creamy cunt from behind as she leaned over to pick up her discarded blouse.
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Bedside Manners

Without the Watcher Demon to welcome guests, Alfie and Luisa were greeted by gnomes playing a game with a wooden orb and little paddles. The gnomes dropped their paddles and snapped to attention. The ball went bouncing off the demon’s desk. They offered to take care of Luisa. To pamper her, massage her, and lick her toes.

“No, no, back to your game,” said Alfie. “She’s with me.”

“You got it, boss,” said one of the gnomes.

“But keep us in mind if you need your toes sucked,” said one of the others.

“Or if you want to sit on a gnome!”

“Or you want to step on us,” suggested the toe sucker.

“I’ll remember the invitation,” laughed Luisa.

Alfie’s embarrassment only grew as he walked with Luisa deeper into the dungeon. He could hear the moans and gasps and dirty talking of monsters and women locked in passionate encounters. The frost elf was still getting her insides basted by the yeti, it sounded like Dezzy was spanking the deep elf, and that barbarian woman was still trapped with the goblins. But there were more that must have arrived while Alfie was occupied in Galabros. He could hear moans and beastly growling from one room and a woman singing to herself in another.

He stopped at the room with the woman singing and peered inside. The brown-haired beauty was alone in a room that Alfie had only partially furnished with a torture rack and a chair with iron clamps. She was dressed like a peasant girl and had a broad freckled face and big brown eyes. Her braided hair was woven with flowers from the dungeon’s garden. She was prancing about admiring the sadistic tapestries that depicted women being tortured by demons.

“Looks like she slipped through unnoticed,” said Luisa.

“Uh, miss,” called Alfie. “Has anyone helped you?”

“Oh, hello!” The woman brightened up and bounced with excitement, her large breasts swaying in her ruffled peasant bodice. “The little fellows told me to wait at the front, but I thought I would have a look around. You’re the Dungeon Lord, aren’t you?”

“That’s him,” said Luisa.

“Alfred Ivanhoe,” said the woman. “My name is Wendy Pykett. I’ve heard about your dungeon and walked a long way to see it. Is it true that any woman can have fun with a monster here?”

“That’s right,” said Alfie. “Although I’m a bit preoccupied at the moment.”

“Ohhh.” Wendy pouted and sat down on the chair with the clamps. “Well, I suppose I can wait.”

He really did not want to be distracted from helping Myssandra yet again. He had already wasted valuable time by fooling around with Luisa. But he could not leave this poor farm girl unsatisfied. He didn’t want to set the mean goblins or the gnomes loose on her. He considered what other monsters he already had in the dungeon.

“What would you say to a lycanthrope?” asked Alfie.

“You mean like a werewolf?” Wendy furrowed her brow. “Hmmmm. Yes, that’s very naughty. I like it.”

“I don’t have any werewolves just now, but I do have… one second.” Alfie leaned his head and shoulders back out of the room. “Clive! Cliiiiiiive! Come here, this woman would like to get to know you better!”

The burly man, stark naked again after turning back into a human, came walking in eating snacks from a large wooden bowl. He smiled when he saw Wendy and she smiled when she saw the huge cock hanging between his legs.

“Oh, I like the look of him,” said Wendy, blushing deeply. “But he’s only a man.”

“No I ain’t,” said Clive, setting aside the bowl of snacks. He got down on his hands and knees and began his grotesque transformation into his horse form.

Alfie saw the delight on Wendy’s face as she watched Clive transforming into a big black werehorse. He knew he had made the right decision.

“Let’s go,” said Alfie, taking Luisa by the arm as Wendy got down on her knees to inspect Clive’s undercarriage.

“Hold on, I want to watch,” said Luisa, but Alfie continued to push her from the room as the slurping and the whinnying commenced.

They reached the Dungeon Nexus and Alfie shut the heavy iron doors he had magically installed to shut out the noise in the rest of the dungeon.

“She’s just in the bedroom over here,” said Alfie, picking up a lantern and leading the way.

For some reason it was hard to push the door open. He grunted, used his shoulder, and the door finally overcame whatever weight was pressed against it and swung into the room. The strange musk hit him in the same instant he saw the fleshy expanse of Myssandra’s cocoon. The pod had enlarged to completely cover the bed, collapsing the iron bedposts beneath its weight. Fat, fleshy tendrils sprawled out from the bed and climbed the walls like red roots of some giant tree. The entire mass pulsated with faint reddish light and the drumbeat of the heart within could be heard from the doorway.

“By Mardoch, what has happened here?” marveled Luisa, pushing into the room and stepping carefully over the tendrils. “It stinks like a whore’s cunt in here!”

“Don’t be disgusting,” protested Alfie. He realized it was ridiculous to say that as he moved closer to the bed and felt the rank atmosphere of the room invade his senses.

“I don’t think whatever comes out of here is going to be Myssandra any longer,” said Luisa. “My advice? Set this room on fire.”

“I can’t do that!” cried Alfie.

“Let me,” said Luisa, reaching for the lantern in Alfie’s hand.

He jerked the lantern out of Luisa’s grasp.

“Oh, no,” he said. “No way are you setting fire to Myssandra.”

“Acid?” She set her box of potions down on the floor and opened the latches. “I think I have enough to melt a hole through this stuff. Oh! Or poision! I have enough bitter kiss here to kill an ox. I could inject it with a syringe. Not even a big demon bitch like her could survive that.”

Alfie did not like the look of the long-needled syringe that Luisa took out of her case. He stepped between Luisa and the pulsating pod on the bed.

“You are not injecting poison,” he said, his anger growing. “I brought you here to help me heal Myssandra, not to try to kill her while she’s, uh, she’s resting.”

“Is that what she’s doing in there?” Luisa frowned. “It’s not like sinborne die anyway. She’ll just go back to the pit where she belongs.”

“There has to be something you can do to help,” pleaded Alfie. “I need her.”

Luisa turned back to her case of potions and crouched down to look through them again. She lifted out one vial after another, reading the label and deciding against whatever was in the vial. Finally, she came across a fine red powder and she held it out to Alfie. The label red, “Firetouch.”

“What is it?” asked Alfie.

“There’s a rare sickness called scribe’s pox or holy pox. Only scribes and monks ever catch it, and it causes these light blue sores to spread over their bodies. I guess all the praying and incense and exposure to aether gets to them and they start itching like crazy. This stuff, firetouch, is powdered imp marrow and if you sprinkle it on the pox they’ll drop off the afflicted.”

“That will work?” asked Alfie, shaking the powder in the vial.

“I don’t know,” said Luisa. “But if I had to wager a guess, mixing this with a healing potion might produce something that would heal a demon. Or it might just poison her.”

Alfie glanced over at the pulsating pod of musky flesh on the bed. It gurgled and quivered.

“Alright, do it,” said Alfie, handing the vial back to Luisa.

“You owe me,” said Luisa, lifting out trays of delicate alchemical equipment and sparking a fire beneath a burner. She set to work creating a compound of a healing potion and firetouch powder. “Even if this doesn’t work, you owe me. Do you have any idea how much firetouch powder costs?”

“I’ll summon whatever monster you want,” said Alfie. “You can have fun with it.”

“Oh, I want more than the standard treatment ladies get in your dungeon,” said Luisa, stirring the concoction as the potion began to boil. “I want the monster of my choice, plus you, and that monster in your pants too, big boy. What can I say? I’m greedy.”

It took several minutes of heating and gradually adding pinches of the firetouch before the healing potion, already a reddish hue, darkened to an opaque red almost like fresh blood. Luisa piped the liquid through a long curlicue of tubes to cool it down and distilled it into a cylindrical glass container. She fitted this into the large steel hypodermic.

“It’s ready,” she declared, holding the injector up. “Would you like to do the honors?”

“No, no, you’re the expert. And I’m not sure where to inject it.” Alfie studied the pulsating surface of the fleshy pod.

“The whole thing seems to be circulating fluid,” said Luisa, peeling one of the thick tendrils from the door frame. “It’s all warm to the touch. I think if I inject it anywhere it should get into her system.”

Alfie held one of the rootlike tendrils in his arms as Luisa ran her fingers over it and felt for the throbbing path of a vein.

“Here,” she said, tapping the slight bulge with a fingertip. “I’ll do it.”

She aimed the needle carefully and then plunged it into the fleshy tendril. A loud gurgle from the central pod startled Alfie, but Luisa did not hesitate. She injected the entire syringe into the vein of the tendril. The faint pink lights within the pod darkened to red. The tendril went limp in Alfie’s arms.

“If it’s going to work, it will take hours to work on something this big,” said Luisa. “Maybe even days. We should leave her to heal. And you can start paying me back.”
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The High Price of Healthcare

“Ooo, I might like a nice big orc,” said Luisa, as she watched Alfie paging through the Dungeon Catalog. She took another sip of the brandy she had poured herself from the dungeon’s dusty but well-stocked bar. “All big, muscly, and green. Are they well-hung? I’ve heard they could even put you to shame.”

“I’m not having a threesome with an orc,” growled Alfie.

“Okay, okay, no need to be touchy.” Luisa nodded to Alfie and he flipped past a few more pages. “A mindsucker? It says they are ‘doubly equipped’ for mating. Does that mean two cocks?”

“How should I know?” said Alfie, pacing around the Dungeon Table and trying not to stare at the miniatures of Wendy and Clive doing appalling things. “Those brain eaters are dangerous anyway.”

“Oh, yes, there is a warning here,” said Luisa. “’Recommended for experienced Dungeon Lords only.’ I guess that counts you out, huh?”

Alfie made a rude gesture at Luisa without looking over at her. He glanced at the table and saw that the barbarian beauty Veena was still writhing and bucking among a group of more than a dozen goblins. Many more goblins were waiting their turn around the edge of the room.

“Luisa, I already have an army of goblins here in the dungeon. Why don’t you go join my guest and have some fun?”

“Nah,” said Luisa, glancing at the mass of green figurines on the table. “Goblins are boring. I want something fun. Something wild. Remember that mimic that almost ate me?”

“It did eat you, I just made it spit you out,” said Alfie.

“Right, but it had some skills with all those tentacles,” said Luisa, motioning for Alfie to turn the page again. He plodded back to the podium and resumed paging through the book for her. Luisa said, “What is another creature with lots of… mmmmm… now this is what I’m talking about!”

She tapped the page on the catalog that Alfie had just turned. The creature presented on the page looked like an enormous stalactite. A cone of flesh disguised as stone and rooted to the floor (or ceiling as noted by the accompanying text) with a huge mouth and a single angry eye. The creature seemed to lack legs or arms but sported numerous powerful and very long tentacles.

“A roper?” Alfie didn’t really like the look of the creature. “You want to get fucked by a roper?”

“More like molested,” said Luisa, her golden-brown eyes sparkling as she looked down at the image of the creature. “And it says it likes to swallow its prey whole. So… kind of like a mimic?”

“You’re into that?” Alfie’s upper lip curled with disgust.

“Hey!” Luisa smacked his arm. “I thought you were supposed to be non-judgmental in this dungeon!”

“Yeah, but you want me involved too!”

“I didn’t say you had to let the roper swallow you,” she said. “It just makes it, you know, exciting. Dangerous. Don’t you like a little peril with your pleasure?”

“You’re crazy, Luisa,” said Alfie, but as her hand began to massage the bulge in his trousers, he knew she would win almost any argument with him. “But alright. Not here in the Nexus though. I’ll put it somewhere a little more spacious. And don’t tell Myssandra I went along with this. She’ll never stop mocking me.”

“If the big girl comes back to life, I swear I won’t tell her,” said Luisa.

Alfie really hoped he could trust the naughty little thief. He looked at the table and picked out a large, unfinished cave room in the dungeon. He plucked the illustration of the roper from the page and the miniature of the conical creature began to flail its little tentacles excitedly. Alfie deposited the miniature in the cave room. If it weren’t for the icon’s magical glow, it might have disappeared entirely among the stalactites that filled the huge chamber.

Luisa was already on her way out the door.

“Come on, Dungeon Stud,” she called back over her shoulder. “Time to get groped.”

Alfie brought a lantern with them as they entered the completely untouched room in the dungeon. As far as he knew, not even his uncle had ever utilized this area in the dungeon. It was a huge, dark, and unpleasantly cold room where the slightest sound echoed in the emptiness. Thankfully, he could just make out the roper trying to hide among much smaller stalactites. Alfie shined his lantern at the creature, its eye closed to help conceal it from them.

“There it is,” he said. “It’s much bigger than I thought it would be.”

“Mmmmm, yeah, see that line there? That’s the closed mouth. I bet that thing could swallow me in one gulp.” Luisa was already beginning to undress despite the chill in the air. Alfie hesitated.

“Or bite you in half,” said Alfie. “Maybe you’d better let me talk to the thing first to set some ground rules.”

“I’m sure you won’t let it kill me,” giggled Luisa, tossing off her blouse and wiggling out of her undershorts. Her pert body seemed to glow golden in the lantern light. The tight peach of her bottom looked so luscious that it momentarily interrupted Alfie’s train of thought. She blew him a kiss over her shoulder and approached the roper fearlessly. She sang, “Just a hero in search of some treasure. Minding my own business. Walking through the dungeon naked as one does. There are no monsters around heAAAHHHH!”

She cried out as the roper’s tentacles lashed out from the floor. One wrapped around her waist and two curled around her arms all the way to her armpits. The roper’s baleful eye opened and it let out a triumphant snarl as it lifted Luisa from her feet. It held her up and seemed to inspect her naked flesh. The creature did not have a nose, but almost seemed to sniff at her as it lowered her slowly towards its conical body and turned her upside down.

“Ohhhh, the tentacles feel good,” moaned Luisa. “Wherever it’s touching me. Feels all warm and tingling. Ohhhh…”

Alfie took a few steps towards them, unsure of what to do or say or whether to even intervene. The roper seemed to take an unusual interest in Luisa’s glistening cunny. Two obviously different tentacles arose from the darkness around the base of the roper. These peeled back their fleshy brownish-gray tips and revealed lurid pink tips that dripped with slime. These had ridged, phallic heads.

Alfie began to warn Luisa, “I think it intends to…”

Further explanation was pointless as the roper plunged the two prehensile cocks into Luisa’s slick cunt and her clenched asshole. She wailed in shock, her abdomen bulging as the roper began to fuck her with the enormous reproductive tentacles. It seemed to decide not to eat her just yet and set her down on the floor on her knees. Its huge eye staring at Luisa’s pert bottom as it rutted the two massive cocks into her stretched holes.

“Aahhhhhhh! Even… even better than I thought it would be!” she cried. “The slime… feels so good! It’s venom or something! Feels so warm! Ahhhhh! Going to cum!!”

Luisa’s eyes rolled and she thrust her ass back against the roper’s plunging cocks. The roper snarled, its mouth opening wide as its thrusting intensified.

“Get over here,” gasped Luisa. “I want to suck… suck your big dick… while this thing fucks me.”

Alfie wasn’t sure how safe it was to approach the roper, but he couldn’t resist the obscene carnal sight. So long as he was the Dungeon Lord, it shouldn’t attack him. Then again, Tiberius had seemed pretty sure that Dezzy would suck out Alfie’s soul, so maybe he wasn’t as safe as he’d always assumed.

“Fuuuuuck!” wailed Luisa, her hips bucking wildly back against the cocks as two more slimy tendrils squeezed and caressed her perky tits. The roper was smearing its slime all over her breasts.

Alfie set the lantern aside on the ground and staggered towards Luisa as if in a trance. He knew better, but he couldn’t resist the will of his hard, throbbing cock. He freed it from his trousers as he stepped closer. The roper spared him a glance with that massive eye, let out a lusty snarl, and redoubled the intense two-tentacle plunging it was giving to Luisa.

“OOOOOoooooOOOoo!” she wailed, tossing her head with ecstasy. “Fuck, give me… give me that dick, Alfie!”

Alfie stepped forward, offering his throbbing cock to the hot little thief’s eager mouth. She reached for him with her tongue and opened wide. He thrust forward to graze the warmth of her tongue and slide it to her mouth. Just as the head of his cock brushed against the inviting oval of Luisa’s lips, the roper yanked her back roughly. She cried out, pulled towards that conical body and that wide, snarling mouth.

“Hey! Wait a second!” cried Alfie. He took a step towards Luisa. Before he could intervene, he felt something incredibly warm and slimy engulf the head of his cock. He looked down and for a moment he thought a hideous pink worm was swallowing his dick. Instead, he realized it was another of the roper’s tentacles. This one ended in a pink cylinder capped with fleshy petals like the swollen lips of a harlot’s cunt. 

Warm slime coated Alfie’s cock as the roper’s tentacle slid down to his root and slurped on his throbbing length. The slime filled him with a sense of euphoria and the tightening vise of the roper’s pussy tentacle made him forget all his worries.

“Ohhhhhh! Alfie!” Luisa cried out, bucking with pleasure even as the roper dragged her towards its widening mouth. “I think… ohhhhh… think it’s going to eat me!”

“Fuck,” groaned Alfie, lost in the pleasure of getting his cock slurped by the roper’s tentacle. It began to slide vigorously up and down his length, making slimy wet sounds as it coated his cock and balls with its copious, mucus-like secretions.

Luisa’s pleasure-wracked pleas for help were interrupted as the roper pulled its gushing cock from her ass, spraying down her firm cheeks with splashes of milky spunk before reaching around her to thrust that spurting fuck-tendril straight into Luisa’s mouth. Cum overflowed her lips and her throat worked steadily as she gulped the roper’s jizz.

The sight of her getting her pussy and mouth filled with roper spunk was enthralling. Alfie staggered a step towards her, but the relentless slurping on his cock was driving him to the brink.

“Ohhhhh… wow… that’s even better than… fuck. FUCKKKKK!” He threw back his head, thrusting his hips and fucking into the roper’s tentacle. Luisa had almost reached the roper’s mouth. A massive pink tongue slid out of that horrible maw and wrapped around Luisa’s waist. Her muffled, gurgling cries intensified as the cock tentacles of the roper continued to plunder her pussy and mouth.

The pleasure rushing up from Alfie’s core and surging into his cock was too intense to resist. The roper’s pussy tentacle was lewdly slurping on Alfie’s cock, sucking hard and hungry for his spunk.

She asked for this, he thought.

He ignored the plight of his friend and succumbed to ecstasy. A surge of pleasure gripped him and he began to cum into the tentacle as Luisa was drawn into the roper’s hungry mouth. Spurt after spurt of Alfie’s spunk poured into the relentlessly sucking tentacle as that monstrous tongue pulled Luisa into its mouth. At the last moment, it popped its cock tentacles free of her pussy and mouth.

“Alfie! It’s eating me!” she cried and then the tongue wrapped around her face and she was drawn all the way into the roper. Her cries were almost completely muffled as its mouth closed around her.

“Luisa!” gasped Alfie, still pumping his jizz into the thirsty tentacle. He watched the roper shudder as it seemed to gulp. Alfie realized it had just swallowed Luisa. A belch escaped its now-empty mouth. “Let her out of there! You have to do… ahhh… stop sucking… ahhhhh!”

Alfie looked down as the roper’s tentacle continued to slurp his cock past his orgasm and into a hyper-sensitive refractory period. He took a staggering step towards the roper.

“Stop! Let… let… ahhhh! That really hurts! Ohhhh!” But even as he said it, the pain started to fade and was replaced by a steadily building pleasure. The hideous creature had just drained a load from Alfie and was starting him towards another orgasm. Its venomous slime was trying to lull him into inaction. Maybe it couldn’t hurt him, but it was going to digest Luisa if he didn’t do something quickly.

He knew he had to save her… but it felt so good.

“Maybe just one more,” gasped Alfie, watching the roper’s tentacle bobbing and slurping its cunt tentacle on his twitching cock.

“Graaaaaaarrr,” agreed the roper, running its tongue around the rim of its huge, lipless mouth.

Alfie stumbled closer to that diabolical entrance. The roper’s tentacle slurped rhythmically on his cock, tugging him gently, step-by-step, towards the monster’s mouth. Its huge eye seemed to narrow as it pumped on Alfie’s hardness.

“Raaaaaaa?” The roper’s mouth opened a little.

As it did, Alfie heard muffled cries from deep within the creature, “Help mmmmeeeeee! Get me out of here! I can’t… can’t breathe!”

No matter how good that fleshy tentacle cunt felt as it slurped on Alfie’s cock, he knew he could not abandon Luisa to the roper’s smothering stomach.

“Stop!” commanded Alfie. “Right now! Stop what you are doing to me and let her out!”

The roper stroked its cunt tentacle from the red, throbbing length of Alfie’s cock. There was a wet pop as the tentacle finally slid free and slithered back towards the huge conical body of the roper.

“GgrraaaaaAaaOOoo?” The roper complained, licking the lipless rim of its mouth and closing it tightly.

“I know she tastes good,” said Alfie. “But she’s not going to be a nourishing meal. Let her out of there. I’ll give you… how about a nice juicy goat?”

“Graaaaa RAAA!” countered the roper, wiggling its cock tentacles.

“Okay, two goats and… a little more fucking, alright?”

“FfffaaarrrrrrGGGG,” said the roper. The monster’s cunt tentacle reached towards Alfie again, but he pushed it away.

“Not me! Spit her out and you can fuck her some more. But no more swallowing her. And I’ll give you two goats. Deal?” Alfie held out his hand. The roper reached out with one of his cock tentacles and Alfie shook it like he might shake a hand. When he realized what he was doing, he pushed the cock tentacle away with annoyance. “No! That’s for her! Now spit her out!”

The roper gurgled, convulsed, and Luisa’s head began to push past the wide slash of its mouth. She gasped for breath as her head emerged, reddened and covered in slime.

“Ohhh, by Mardoch, you smell horrible,” said Alfie, taking a step back.

“You would too if you’d just been sitting in a roper’s stomach!” Luisa fought one hand free of the roper’s mouth. Alfie and the roper both grabbed her by her arm and slimy upper body and yanked her out of its mouth. The huge monster gagged and spit mucus and thief out onto the floor. Luisa pushed up on her hands and knees.

“You look like a newborn baby all covered in slime like that,” laughed Alfie.

“The weird part is I still want to fuck,” said Luisa, giving Alfie a crazed smile. “Why don’t you help me up and we can go back to your bed and—”

“Oh, no,” said Alfie. “You wanted this and I had to make a deal with the roper to spit you out.”

“Deal?” Luisa looked back as the roper wrapped two of its tentacles around her thighs and aimed a cock tentacle at her pussy and another at her ass. “Alfie, this thing will eat me!”

“No, we have an understanding,” said Alfie. “But it is going to fuck your brains out. So enjoy.”

“Ahhhh! Fuuuuuck!” Luisa wailed as her pussy and ass were once again crammed full of the roper’s cocks. She began to curse even as she bucked back against the thrusting cocks. Too intoxicated with roper venom not to want the two-holed pounding she was getting.

Alfie thought about grabbing a handful of her short hair and having some fun with her mouth, but decided Luisa needed a bath before he was going near her. The roper didn’t seem to mind the smell.

“Enjoy yourselves,” he said, backing out of the room. “I’ll get you those goats.”

“Raaaaa!” agreed the roper, but its huge eye was focused on Luisa’s cock-stuffed holes. It drew her closer and reached its tongue under her breasts and around her shoulder to push the tip of its pink tongue into her moaning mouth.

Alfie walked out of the cavernous chamber as Luisa’s song of pleasure joined the chorus of the many customers of the Happy Endings Dungeon.


6

A Sweaty Battle with Desdemona

Alfie had a tense exchange with the roper as he sent the goats into the cavern to replace the well-fucked thief. Luisa finally came staggering out, her legs bowed, and her holes drenched in roper spunk. She had a dazed smile on her face as Alfie helped her back to the Dungeon Nexus for a bath.

While Luisa had been fucking the roper, Alfie had been watching over Myssandra in her pod. The lights had dimmed within it and the pod had lost some of its moisture. Those did not seem like good signs to Alfie. Luisa disagreed when she had a look.

“Drying out is good,” said Luisa, still damp from her bath and wearing only a fluffy towel. She ran her fingers over the dark cocoon. “Feel it. Like a scab. And scabs mean healing.”

“Scabs mean coagulation,” countered Alfie, running his fingers over the hardened shell. “I don’t hear the heartbeat anymore. And this shell has gone cold.”

Luisa put her ear to the cocoon. “It’s faint, but I can hear it.”

Alfie did the same and realized she was right. There was a faint heartbeat deep inside.

“She’ll be fine, Alfie,” said Luisa. “Remember, the worst thing you can do is pick a scab. The potion worked, so let her finish the healing in her own time.”

Luisa tossed Alfie the damp towel, strutting naked over to the clothing he had picked out for her to wear. He wasn’t sure if they were the leftovers of an ill-fated adventuring party or something Tiberius had created for his own amusement. The leather trousers fit Luisa perfectly and the corseted bodice and green blouse suited her well enough. Though whoever had worn it before had a slightly bigger bust than Luisa.

“Will you stay for a while?” asked Alfie.

“No,” said Luisa, kissing him on the cheek. “I have a town to run. And you have a dungeon to run.”

Alfie reluctantly agreed and accompanied Luisa back through the dungeon and to the dungeon’s front entrance. The gnomes paused in the new game they were playing that seemed to involve jumping over a rope and singing songs. When they saw they weren’t needed, they went back to their game.

“Oh, Luisa, there was something else,” said Alfie, remembering the ominous priest he had seen skulking about Galabros. “There was a strange man following me. Tall and creepy with a broad-brimmed hat and dark eyes. He was wearing the collar of a pater and carrying the symbol of Mardoch. Is there a priest like that in Galabros?”

“I haven’t seen him. We have so many visitors,” said Luisa. “But I make it my business to know all of them. I’ll find out what he’s doing in town. Why? What is he to you?”

“Maybe nothing,” admitted Alfie. “But it might be dangerous. If the church is taking an interest in the dungeon, then it could attract more of Lord Heraxon’s attention. And it could endanger Josephine.”

“Ugh, you and that princess,” said Luisa with a roll of her eyes. “Why go chasing after her when you have me down the mountainside just waiting for you? I’m a crime princess!”

Alfie gave her a doubting look. “You are not just waiting for me. You have a harem of men in town.”

“Fair point,” she conceded and turned to leave. She called out over her shoulder, “But you know I fuck better than her.”

“I don’t know that,” shouted Alfie. He added under his breath, “But I hope to find out for certain someday.”

The trek to Galabros, the sex with Luisa, the encounter with the roper, and all those healing potions had taken their toll on Alfie. He needed rest and he needed to finish healing himself.

He retired to his bedchamber and tried to get some sleep. But sleep did not come to him. His worries about Josephine and Lord Heraxon and Myssandra flitted through his mind. He was also still buzzing from the healing medicines that Luisa had given him. He lay awake in bed for what seemed like hours. Even with the heavy iron doors of the Dungeon Nexus closed tight, he could still make out the faint sounds of pleasure.

“To the hells with this,” he groaned and got up from the bed. He donned a robe of dark silk and shuffled back to the Dungeon Table. Despite the late hour, the guests were still in the throes of pleasure with their various monstrous lovers. Judging by the glowing figurines on the table, the frost elf seemed to be wanking the furry monster with her tits, the barbarian girl was taking on an endless procession of goblins, Wendy was getting rutted by Clive, and the unidentified other girl was getting roughly fucked by a hyena-headed creature that Alfie seemed to recall was a gnoll.

“How did that thing even get into the dungeon?” he wondered. “Did Dezzy somehow use the Dungeon Catalog?”

Only his supposed assistant Dezzy seemed to be at rest. He leaned low over the table, and he could make out her glowing icon reclining on a couch. The guest, a white-haired, gray-skinned, toned, and busty deep elf, was kneeling by the foot of the couch and sucking Dezzy’s toes.

“Maybe it’s a good time to have a talk with her,” muttered Alfie, recalling his conversation with his undead uncle. “Or put her in her place.”

He made his way through the dungeon, passing by the gabbling goblins smoking pipes and playing dice in the hallway as they waited for their next turn with the barbarian babe. A few of them acknowledged his presence, but they were starting to look hangdog with their drooping ears and lidded eyes. She was wearing out what had seemed like an endless supply of little green fuckbuddies.

He was about to offer the goblins some refreshments when the bellow of the yeti thundered through the hall. Alfie moved on, eager to escape the gurgling roars of the giant hairball as it no doubt deposited some of its wintery spunk on that busty frost elf.

Alfie reached the curtained entrance of the plush parlor Dezzy had selected for satisfying the desires of the deep elf. He listened a moment and could just make out Dezzy’s soft purr of pleasure and the faint, wet slurping sounds of the elf pleasuring her toes. Alfie could tell that if he lingered much longer, he might grow embarrassingly aroused just from the faint sounds the two beauties were making.

He pulled back the curtain and saw the parlor lit red with lanterns and Dezzy sprawling, shamelessly naked, on a chaise lounge. Her long red hair draped over the back as she stretched her body out across the cushions and rested her feet over the arm of the couch. Yves, the deep elf, similarly naked to Dezzy, knelt before Dezzy’s feet. The elf’s firm gray bottom rested against her heels, bouncing upwards slightly as she leaned forward and ran her tongue over Dezzy’s pink toes and under her arches.

“Ohhhhhh, master,” giggled Dezzy, lifting her head as her eyes flickered with pleasure. “Have you come to join us?”

Alfie took a step forward, ready to dismiss the succubus outright and send her away, but he froze at the sight of what was jutting upwards from Dezzy’s lap. A stiff cock, pink and faintly glistening at the glans, twitched with arousal as Alfie stared in confusion.

“What… what is that?”

“Oh, do you like it?” Dezzy gripped it and stroked it slowly. “Do you want to suck it, master?”

“No!” cried Alfie. “Never! I don’t like it at all!”

Dezzy pouted. “But master, it’s just adds to the fun we can have to—”

“Absolutely not,” said Alfie firmly. “I have no interest in your demon dick. Put it away before I cast you back into the pit.”

That threat finally broke through Dezzy’s seductive façade. She sat up straight and her cock wilted and retreated into her delicate feminine mound. The way in which this offending organ parted and melted away was almost as disturbing as seeing it in the first place, but after a moment, her perfect peach was restored.

“Forgive me, master,” she said, pushing the deep elf’s face away with one foot and swinging her legs off the couch. She rose smoothly to her feet and sauntered towards Alfie as if she had not just been scolded. “This little troublemaker, Yves, needed to be fucked. So I gave her what she needed. Isn’t that what you asked me to do?”

“Yes, I suppose,” admitted Alfie.

His gaze fell to Dezzy’s perfect, soft tits as she brought them within his reach. She stroked his robed shoulders, her tits heaving, her eyelashes fluttering as she looked at him coquettishly. Her smell was intoxicating. Maybe literally. The more he breathed her spicy scent, the more he wanted to kiss her and bend her over the couch. Dezzy slid her hands down Alfie’s chest to play with the silken belt that held his robe in place.

She gave the belt a tug and Alfie’s robe fell open. His cock was already stiffening as Dezzy’s soft hand closed around his shaft.

“Ohhhh, master, have you been thinking about me?” She teased a kiss against his lips. He turned away to refuse her that kiss and she only giggled and nibbled at his ear, kissed his neck, and brushed her lips against his collarbone. “Mmmmmm. I’ve been having such fun with Yves. Would you like to try her out, master?”

“I don’t make a habit of fucking the guests,” said Alfie, which was admittedly a loose and infrequently obeyed rule he had set for himself.

“Mmmm, wellllll, you can always fuck me instead,” purred Dezzy, turning slowly around and rubbing the warm crack of her ass against the underside of Alfie’s cock. Her tail curled around Alfie, pulling him against her ass. Her little wings were folded against her slender back. Alfie reached around the succubus and cradled her soft tits in both hands. He kissed her neck once, inhaling her scent deeply.

“No,” he growled, suddenly pushing her away. Dezzy turned back around to face Alfie with a swing of her hips. If she was offended by his rejection, it did not show in her seductive smile. But Alfie met her lusty gaze with determination. “How did you accommodate that other guest? Where did you get that gnoll?”

“Oh, you mean Beska? The little druid slut? Well, you were gone, master, and I could smell she was aching for something beastly the moment she walked into this dungeon. I gated in a cackler demon.” She pressed her hand to Alfie’s chest and her lips to his ear. “It’s a simple matter for me to call forth the lesser inhabitants of the Realm of Sin.”

“I did not give you permission to summon demons into my dungeon,” said Alfie.

“Oh, a cackler is harmless, this just have really nice, beastly cocks,” said Dezzy, nibbling at his earlobe and squishing her breasts against Alfie. “Besides, I commanded him not to kill her when I bound him to this realm.”

“No more demons,” said Alfie, feeling Dezzy’s hand close around his cock once again. “I do not want this dungeon being overrun by creatures I cannot control.”

“As you wish, master,” purred Dezzy, stroking his cock more insistently. “Now, can I help you relax? Will you let me wrap that big cock between my tits?”

“No,” growled Alfie, not trusting himself with the succubus.

“Please, master, at least let me demonstrate how obedient I’ve made this deep elf slut,” purred Dezzy. “She’ll do anything I tell her to do. Isn’t that right, Yves?”

“Yes, mistress,” said the deep elf, her head bowed as she remained kneeling beside the chaise lounge.

Alfie glanced over at the gray-skinned beauty. Since becoming a Dungeon Lord, he had seen more elves than he ever imagined he would, but this was the first deep elf he had seen up close. Her perfect body was remarkable. A perfect combination of soft, feminine curves and the firm, lithe musculature of a warrior. Her gray skin was strangely alluring. He could imagine her prowling the shadows of the Under Deep and leaping onto him to grasp him between her powerful thighs. 

“Very well, Dezzy,” said Alfie, still admiring the gray-skinned deep elf that Dezzy had referred to as Yves. “Show me how obedient you have made this elf girl.”

“Mmmmmm, she’s a princess, master. I know how you like princesses.” Dezzy released Alfie’s cock and walked over to Yves. She roughly grabbed the deep elf by her silky white hair and yanked her head back. “I have instructed her on how to pleasure me and anyone else I command her to pleasure. Despite her tough exterior, she was an eager student. Begging for anything I wish to offer her. Isn’t that right, princess?”

“Yessssss, mistress,” moaned Yves, looking up at Dezzy with silvery eyes.

“I could spit in her mouth and she would thank me for it,” giggled Dezzy. “Of course, the sweet saliva of a succubus is a blessing. Mmmmm. Here you are, princess. Open wide and enjoy a taste.”

Alfie watched as Dezzy gathered saliva on her lips and leaned over the princess. The deep elf opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue. Her eyes glistened with shame, but Alfie saw something else in those eyes. It was the adoring look that he had only ever seen a well-trained dog give to its master.

Dezzy let the spit drip from her mouth in a long foamy strand that lengthened before plopping audibly onto the tongue of the deep elf. Yves moaned and slurped the saliva shamefully into her mouth. The elf’s round buttocks and toned muscles quivered with pleasure.

“Mmmmm. Thank you, mistress,” moaned Yves.

“So grateful,” giggled Dezzy, glancing over at Alfie. “Now I’ll show you what she can do to pleasure me. Kiss my feet.”

“Yes, mistress,” moaned Yves, quickly lowering her face to the floor and pressing kisses to Dezzy’s feet and dainty toes.

“Kiss my legs,” commanded Dezzy.

Again, Yves obeyed her, kissing her way up Dezzy’s calves, the knees of the succubus, and to Dezzy’s creamy thighs.

“That’s it,” moaned Dezzy, curling one hand around Yves’ head. “Now kiss my cunt. Pleasure me with your tongue, princess. Serve your mistress… ohhhhhhh… serve me well.”

The elf braced both hands on Dezzy’s shapely hips and began to ravenously lick the cunt of the succubus. The princess moaned and gasped as if she were the one being pleasured as she licked Dezzy’s delicate folds and sucked at the bud of Dezzy’s clit. Dezzy kept her sultry gaze on Alfie. She moaned softly, rolled her hips, but watched her master as Yves served her.

Alfie could not deny the erotic spectacle of seeing the deep elf so enthusiastically pleasure the succubus. Their motions took on a rhythm that was clearly building towards a climax. Dezzy gasped, her perfect tits heaving with each breath as she fucked against the face of the deep elf.

“She will even… ooohhhh… even taste my ass. Would you… would you like to see her do that, master?”

Alfie felt the sudden urge to taste Dezzy himself. He took a step towards her before he could stop himself, but instead of giving in to the seductive power of the succubus, falling to his knees, and pleasuring Dezzy, he slid a hand up one of her arms and to her shoulder.

“Yes,” he managed. “Command her to pleasure your ass.”

“You heard the Dungeon Lord,” growled Dezzy, yanking the deep elf’s face from between her thighs. “Put that tongue to work on my ass.”

“Oh, yes, mistress,” moaned Yves, sounding more grateful than ever.

Yves crawled behind Dezzy, practically panting like a dog as she grabbed hold of Dezzy’s wide hips and buried her face in the luscious expanse of the ass of the succubus. The mewling, wet sounds of Yves’ tongue made Alfie’s cock throb with need.

“She is very… well trained,” admitted Alfie and he embraced Dezzy and planted a hungry kiss to her lips.

Dezzy giggled, victorious in luring her master with the lusty demonstration. The succubus pushed her ass back against Yves’ face, one hand reached back to hold the deep elf steady, her other hand seeking Alfie’s cock. He groaned against Dezzy’s sweet lips as he felt those soft fingers once more engulf his hardness.

“I should have never let you into my dungeon,” he grunted, reaching a hand between her legs to feel the hot, slick seam of her cunt.

“Oh, master, don’t say that,” purred Dezzy, pumping her hand on his cock in perfect rhythm to the motion of her hips and her ass against Yves’ face. “I only want to serve you, just like the princess wants to serve me. I only want… to make you… feel good! Mmmmmmm!”

Alfie smothered her words with his kiss, his tongue thrusting into the hot, sweet cove of her mouth as his fingers plundered Dezzy’s tight cunt. Dezzy’s rolling hips and pumping hand dictated the rhythm of Alfie’s fingers in the hot channel of the succubus. The kiss he shared with her grew increasingly sloppy and wet.

“Ohhhh, master,” cried Dezzy, her breath hot against Alfie’s kiss and her whining voice stoking his desire. “Please, you’re going to make me cum. Ohhhhh! Your fingers pumping into me. Taking me like I’m a slut. The princess… ohhhhhh… her tongue buried… in my ass! Can I cum for you, master? Please?”

“Yes,” growled Alfie and claimed Dezzy’s sweet lips with another kiss. His tongue thrust deep and he pumped three fingers into her hot little cunt. He could hear Yves eagerly tonguing the ass of the succubus. He felt Dezzy’s pleasure like a storm charging in the air around him. “Cum for me. Cum, you temptress!”

“Masterrrr!” cried Dezzy, bucking hard against his fingers and Yves’ tongue. Her cry of climax crackled against his lips. Pulsating discharges of her demonic magic sparkled in the air around them. A release that fed into his own desire and no doubt stimulated the lust of the eagerly licking elf with her face buried in Dezzy’s plush bottom.

The last crackling spasms of Dezzy’s ecstasy left her gasping, her tits shuddering, her body visibly quaking. Alfie eased his fingers from her cunt and brought them up to her lips. Dezzy’s eyes blazed hotly as she sucked her own nectar from his fingers. Her tongue sliding between his digits. Her lips popping wetly as she sucked his fingers clean.

“Enough, princess,” commanded Dezzy, pushing Yves’ face from her ass. “It’s time we show our mutual master some attention.”

“Yes, mistress,” moaned Yves, wiping her lips one the back of her hand and looking up at Alfie and his big dick. “It would be my honor to pleasure the Dungeon Lord.”

Alfie knew it was probably unwise to let Dezzy have another turn with his cock, but there was no resisting her charms. He throbbing prick needed to be satisfied.

Dezzy and Yves did not disappoint Alfie. They knelt before him, kissing each other and pressing their soft busts together as they began to lavish his cock with their lips and tongues. They shared his hardness between them. Their mouths descending upon his cock and his bollocks in alternating slurps. Their tongues at war over the head of his cock one moment and their mouths taking turns on his tip the next.

“By Mardoch,” muttered Alfie, cradling both their heads and watching the blushing succubus and the dusky gray elf tongue his tip. Dezzy giggled and engulfed him in her mouth. Yves dipped lower and sucked at his balls. The warmth of their mouths and the sight of their gorgeous naked bodies pressing together soon had him on the brink.

“I can feel it, master,” moaned Dezzy, tongue teasing Alfie’s tip as she looked up at him with lust-heavy blue eyes. “Your essence is close to bursting from your cock. You want to give us your cum. To give me your energy.”

“Not yet,” gasped Alfie, though he could feel his balls tightening and his cock edging towards the brink of his eruption.

“Please, mighty Dungeon Lord,” moaned Yves, her tongue tangling with Dezzy’s over the reddened tip of Alfie’s cock. “Give us your seed.”

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Dezzy, bobbing her lips on Alfie’s cock a few times before popping wetly free and offering his dick to Yves. “You can be rough with her, master. She likes it.”

“Mmmhmm,” said Yves. “Please, use me as you wish, master. Fuck my throat.”

She gagged herself on his cock, her eyes watering with effort as she forced his thick hardness down her throat. The silky spasms of her gagging massaged the straining head of Alfie’s cock.

“I’ve never… never had a deep elf before,” gasped Alfie. He pulled his cock from Yves’ lips and growled, “Turn around. I’m going to show you how a human fucks.”

“Oh, yes, master,” giggled Dezzy. “Fuck her! Fuck this naughty little elf princess!”

Yves obediently turned around, lowering her cheek to the floor and lifting her gray bottom up. Her asshole, a darker gray than her buttocks, clenched tight and her gray elf cunt glistened with arousal. Alfie savored the sight for a moment, then growled with need and grabbed the shapely swell of Yves’ hips. He aimed his hard prick at her cunny and pushed it past her slick folds. The heat of her depths swallowed him up. He drove his hardness to her silky backwalls, causing her to cry out and rock forward with the first spank of his hips against her buttocks.

Dezzy began fingering herself as she watched Alfie fuck Yves. He thought the succubus might act disappointed, missing out on feeding on his essence. Instead, she seemed to be delighted by the way he was roughly sawing his cock in and out of Yves’ tight elf cunt.

“That’s it, master! Fuck her so hard! Ohhhhh, she makes such pretty faces when she’s cumming! Do you feel it? The way she grips you?”

“Yesssss,” groaned Alfie, fucking hard and deep into the elf and feeling her tight inner walls squeeze his cock with each spasm of her pleasure. He twisted his hand in her hair for leverage, pulling her face off the floor and lifting her up onto her hands and knees. His hips clapped loudly against her firm ass. His cock sloshed into her gripping cunny. He could feel his pleasure peaking and knew there was no holding back this time. “Going to… fill her up! Going to cum! AHHHH!”

“Please!” wailed Yves.

“Oh, that’s right, master!” giggled Dezzy, leaning her cheek atop Yves’ ass, her eyes sparkling with demonic delight as she watched Alfie’s plunging cock. “Fill her naughty elf cunt with your mighty Dungeon Lord load!”

“Fuuuuuuck!” Alfie threw back his head and hilted in Yves’ pussy. He stopped fighting the rush of his orgasm and let the seed burst from his cock in spurting, pulsating waves. He injected her tight elf cunt with squirt after squirt of his human seed. Filling her to overflowing. Cumming in her until he felt the wetness of his seed against her thighs.

He pulled his cock free of her creamy cunt and instantly Dezzy’s mouth was wrapped around his dick. She moaned and sucked hungrily, drawing out little sparks of his essence from the aftershocks of his orgasm. Alfie let her suck, watching his cum drip in pearly globs from Yves’ freshly creamed cunt.

Dezzy’s demonic sucking managed to coax him back to hardness in only moments. She lifted her lips from his cock and rose to kiss him on the mouth. He moaned, shuddering against her tongue. Tasting a faint hint of himself on the sweetness of her tongue.

“Ohhhh, master, I know you want more,” moaned Dezzy. “But there’s something else… I taste it in the desire on your lips.”

It was hard for him to think as he kissed Dezzy and Yves, freshly fucked, began to suck him again. She was bobbing on the head of his cock and using her pert elf breasts to massage his cock.

“Mmmmmm?” Alfie was distracted from what Dezzy was saying by the pleasure of the mouth on his cock.

“I can be whatever you want, master,” purred Dezzy. “I can be… her.”

She leaned back from the kiss and her body began to change. Dezzy grew taller, her hair going blonde and wavy, spilling further down her shoulders and back. Her eyes matching Myssandra’s shade of clear blue. Her breasts swelling, growing, softening and hanging a little lower.

She was beautiful. She was Myssandra. But not the real Myssandra, not even a copy of the real Myssandra. Dezzy had become a simulacrum of the version of Myssandra that existed within Alfie’s mind. Uncanny and beautiful, but not quite right. Too romanticized and perfect.

This false Myssandra reached for him to kiss him and embrace him. Alfie held her at arm’s length.

“No,” he said. “This isn’t right. You’re not her. Change back.”

“Look at you, all twisted up with feelings for a war demon,” said Dezzy, her features melting back into her redheaded succubus form. “I almost feel jealous of your attachment.”

Alfie was so shaken by seeing Myssandra alive again for a moment that he did not resist when Dezzy resumed kissing him. Her tongue slid forcefully into Alfie’s mouth and she squeezed her pert tits against his chest. Her kissing intensified and she bore him down to the floor. He felt a thrill of pleasure as she tasted his essence in that kiss. He was overcome with need, thrusting his cock through Yves’ soft tits and into her hot mouth. Dezzy moved atop him, pushing Yves away to engulf Alfie’s throbbing cock in her own hot cunny.

“Just let go, master,” moaned Dezzy, sliding her perfect pussy down his cock and squeezing him in the exquisite vise of her depths. “I’m better than her. Forget all about her. You have me now and I will take such good care of you.”

Dezzy rolled her hips with an urgent rhythm, her cunt sliding up and down on Alfie’s big dick, breasts bouncing hypnotically, and her eyes flickering with demonic power in the low light.

“Can’t… can’t forget about… Myssandra,” moaned Alfie, but his hands betrayed him as he reached around Dezzy to grab her big, round ass with both hands. He squeezed tightly and began thrusting to meet the roll of her hips. He could feel Yves sucking on his balls, but he hardly cared about that. He was lost in Dezzy’s eyes. Lost in the molten heat of her sucking cunt. Lost on the brink of giving her a feast of his essence.

“I want it, master,” she moaned, wings spreading wide and a dark halo around her horned head. “Ohhhhhh! I need your essence, master! Fill me with your seed! Let me devour you!”

“Won’t… let you… have it,” groaned Alfie, finding the strength to throw Dezzy off his cock and onto her back.

“Master!” she cried falling backwards over Yves and landing awkwardly with her legs splayed. Alfie followed her, grabbing the backs of her legs and pushed her knees almost to her tits. He fed his cock deep into her pussy.

“You cannot have my soul,” he growled, plunging deep into Dezzy’s molten cunt. Sweat dripped from his face as he plowed into her cunt. “I forbid it!”

“Are you sure, master? Don’t you want… want me to suck it all out of you? I promise it will be the greatest pleasure you will ever feel!”

“Shut up,” he snarled, fucking her even harder and making her pert breasts bounce heavily against her ribcage.

The old Alfie did want to surrender to the succubus. To feed his life force to her like he had wanted to give up his life to Lord Ramone Brookwyne’s vampire nun Roxana. But Alfie was no longer that version of himself.

He growled savagely, drawing his cock from the perfect pussy of the succubus. He turned to Yves, throwing her onto her back beside Dezzy. He kissed the gray beauty and plunged his cock into her hot cove. Not so perfect as Dezzy’s but squeezing around him and slick with his cum as he hilted inside her.

With a last groan of pleasure, he unloaded into Yves and her deep elf cunt for the second time. She cried out wordlessly against his lips as he pumped her full, again and again, waves of his spunk overflowing her already stuffed pussy. His seed spilled down the crack of her ass and he felt her climax with him.

“Oh, thank you, master,” she gasped. “I feel so honored.”

“I’m not your master,” moaned Alfie, pumping out the last of his cum. “I am the Dungeon Lord and you… are my guest.”

He eased his cock out of her pussy. Dezzy watched, pouting as she knelt beside them.

“You’re so mean sometimes, master,” she said, sticking out her lower lip and watching jealously as Alfie’s spunk poured out of Yves’ cunt.

“Not mean enough for the likes of you, Dezzy,” snorted Alfie. “’Attendant Succubus’ my ass. You attend to your own desires and hungers.”

“Oh, but master,” she moaned, reaching for his cock and leaning her mouth towards it. “I can—”

“Enough!” he shouted, pushing her hand away. “I have another task for you, Dezzy.”

“Oh, anything, master! I live to serve!” She looked up at him as he rose to his feet.

“I almost believe it when you say it like that,” he said, picking up his robe and sliding it back over his shoulders. “Tonight, we gather for a feast. All the monsters and all the guests still in the dungeon.”

“What? Why?” Dezzy pawed at Alfie’s robe. “Fucking is good enough. Fucking is the best.”

“It’s the best,” agreed Yves, hugging against Dezzy and looking up at Alfie.

“Tonight, we begin a new tradition for the Happy Endings Dungeon,” said Alfie. “A nightly feast! Monsters and maidens break bread! We get to know each other as friends. When the time comes, these guests and our monsters might be invaluable allies.”

“Allies for what?” wondered Dezzy.

“Between the burgeoning crusade against the dungeons and Lord Heraxon’s campaign to have me destroyed, we have a lot of enemies,” said Alfie. “But the bonds we forge could just save the happy endings in the Happy Endings Dungeon.”

“Yes, master,” said Dezzy, though she didn’t look like she really believed what Alfie was saying.
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A Feast for Fuckbuddies

It was the first time Alfie had enjoyed a party this much since his earliest days as a young adventurer back in Charreaux. The banquet table was heaped high with roasted meats, steaming vegetables, tureens of gravy, bowls of fresh cream, honey, and berries, nuts, cheeses, and pastries prepared in the newly furnished kitchen by Yves, Dezzy, and an obedient battalion of gnomes.

“Yaaaayyy!” cheered the mob of goblins at one end of the table as gnomes sallied forth with another whole roasted hog. The moment it was set upon the table, the goblins attacked it with their bare hand.

“Manners!” shouted Veena, the blonde barbarian beauty, pounding her fist on the table until they stopped. She took up her sword and began to carve off slices of pork to toss to the goblins. The little knife-eared brutes gobbled up the pieces and licked their fingers clean.

Beside the goblins and their gangbang queen Veena sat the towering yeti Chiubak and his frost elf lover Kiyara. Alfie had never seen two people so totally in love. One of them was a gorgeous, buxom, dark-haired elf and the other was an enormous white fur coat with a blue face. Kiyara clung to Chiubak, murmuring to him, and passing him delicacies from the table. He gurgled appreciatively in a language that only the frost elf seemed to understand.

Beska, a slender, brown-haired human druid, was sharing a tray of steaming meats with a growling, hyena-headed cackler demon named Terry. He snarled and yipped and then talked in a normal, even polite voice. Alfie liked Terry, although Terry laughed at his own jokes a bit too much.

“I can’t thank you enough for inviting me to dinner even though I’m not some real adventurer,” said the busty peasant girl Wendy, sitting one seat away from Alfie.

“Oh, everyone is invited,” said Alfie. “I even sent out invitations to some of our past guests, but the messenger sprites probably won’t reach them in time.”

“Well, I think it’s delightful,” said Clive, one hand around Wendy’s shoulders and the other holding a roast leg of lamb. “In all my years, I’ve only been invited to a dungeon a few times and never to have a proper supper like this.”

“Mmmmm, don’t you want some oats?” giggled Wendy, nuzzling against Clive and kissing his hairy shoulder.

“Steady now, love,” said Clive. “I like me meats when I’m a man. Oats only when I’m a horse.”

“You’re a horse?” wondered Kiyara, leaning across the table in a way that nearly made her huge breasts spill free of her icy blue gown.

“Oh, yes, love,” said Clive, staring hungrily at those big elf tits. “I’m a werehorse. I can turn into a man, a horse, or a half horse.”

“Like a centaur?” wondered Beska.

“No, no, that’s half-and-half,” said Clive, gesturing with his leg of lamb. “I got parts of both all mixed up.”

“His cock is always a horse’s,” giggled Wendy, squeezing against Clive and kissing him again.

“Well, it’s human when I’m a man,” corrected Clive. “But it is big as a stallion’s almost.”

There was a shuffling of feet and the iron doors of the Dungeon Nexus behind Alfie swung open with a groan of hinges. A tall, skeletal figure in a cloak glided into the dining room.

“He’s back!” cried one of the gnomes.

“Oh, thank the hells,” shouted another. “I was sick of playing concierge!”

Guests and monsters cheered and raised their cups in a toast to the skeletal figure.

Alfie turned to the Gaunt Watcher. “You are invited to join us. Do you have a name?”

“Some call me Scarabarus,” whispered the watcher demon.

“Do you like roast lamb?” asked a gnome, bustling into the room with a fresh rack of lamb chops.

“I only consume the souls of sinners,” said Scarabarus, settling into a chair at the table like an arthritic old man. He looked around slowly, his sunken eyes flickering with demonic power. “I see many sinners around this table.”

“We’re not eating any of the guests,” said Dezzy, bouncing into the room in a dramatically undersized serving wench’s uniform, her creamy tits straining the laces of her bodice and her skirt somehow huge and yet very tight on her shapely ass. “I have something for you, old man. Here.”

Dezzy set a small cage containing a live rabbit on the table in front of the watcher demon. Beska, Wendy, and Kiyara all objected.

“What’s that!?”

“You can’t feed a live animal to a demon!”

“Get that off the table!”

“Now, now,” said Dezzy, holding up a hand. “This is a very sinful rabbit. A killer and a cheat. It betrayed its mate and squandered a fortune.”

“I sense the sins,” hissed the watcher’s voice. The demon’s eyes glowed brighter and the rabbit suddenly squealed and stiffened in its cage. A stream of essence poured out of its open mouth and twitching nose like luminous smoke and flowed into the mouth of the watcher. The rabbit was still. The glow faded. The watcher looked around the table and declared, “Delicious.”

Cheers went up from the goblins. Even the humans who had objected grudgingly admitted that there was little difference between their feast and that of the demon. After more feasting and a round of desserts, Yves emerged from the kitchen, untying her apron to reveal her bare breasts as she approached the table. Alfie thought she was coming towards him, but she turned at the last moment and knelt before the Gaunt Watcher.

“Forgive me for slaying you,” she said softly, bowing her head. “If you wish to take my soul—”

“No soul taking,” interjected Alfie.

Scarabarus rested a bony hand atop Yves’ bowed head.

“No need for me to forgive,” rasped the demon. “I did my duty to the master of this dungeon. You acted as adventurers do.”

“Do you hear that?” Dezzy took off her apron and tossed it over a gnome. “All is forgiven! We can be friends together! Which means it’s time to dance!”

Chiubak let out a gurgling roar, the adventurer guests cheered, and the goblins began to hoot and jump and down! The gnomes began to play a motley collection of instruments. More noise than music really. Dezzy took Alfie’s hand and pulled him from his seat. Yves climbed up onto the table and began to dance for the guests, her hips swinging and her hands running over her firm curves. Guests and monsters mingled and danced to the music.

“Did I do well, master?” asked Dezzy, doing a turn with Alfie on the dance floor and rubbing her plush bottom back against him. “Do you trust me now?”

“Oh, I will never trust you,” said Alfie, stroking her hip and watching her ass grind up and down on the bulge in his trousers. “But that’s okay. You are what you are and I am what I am.”

“And what is that, master?” Dezzy giggled, swinging back around to face him. She laced her arms around his neck.

“I’m an adventurer,” said Alfie, gazing into her seductive blue eyes. “I am a hero.”

“A Heroic Dungeon Lord?” She giggled, squishing her breasts against him and leaning her lips close to his. “How exciting and naughty. I love it. But if it is as you say, they’re going to come for you soon, master. Again.”

“I’ll be ready for Lord Heraxon and his thugs,” said Alfie, running his hand down Dezzy’s back to settle on her plush ass. “It’s the Princess Josephine that I’m worried about.”

Cheers and laughter went up from the table as several goblins began to fuck Yves on top of a chocolate cream cake. They were making quite a mess, much to the chagrin of the gnomes, but Yves and her lovers certainly seemed to be enjoying themselves. Veena climbed onto the table with them and started fucking several more goblins alongside the deep elf.

“I told Yves to have a good time,” giggled Dezzy, turning back to Alfie. “But I have learned that princesses can take care of themselves. Your Josephine will be just fine.”

Alfie didn’t believe it for a second, but he let himself forget his worries and danced away from the orgy breaking out on the dinner table. He bumped into the frost elf and the yeti dancing next to them and received a warning growl followed by a friendly clap on the back from the white-furred giant.

A few more glasses of wine, a few more turns around the dance floor, and Alfie found it impossible to resist Dezzy’s charms. Even when he thought he saw her lurking at the edge of the party and talking to his uncle’s ghost. What was Tiberius doing with her? What did Alfie even care?

His uncle’s stupid intrigue didn’t distract Alfie from focusing on Dezzy’s jiggling perfect tits or her swinging hips.

Heedless of the danger, he let her lead him away from the party and to the Dungeon Table. A tug at the laces of Dezzy’s bodice freed her perfect tits from the confines of her blouse. He kissed her passionately as his hands savored her soft, heaving flesh and stiff nipples. His kiss roamed lower, his tongue tasting her sweet nipples. Lips sucking each of Dezzy’s buds in turn. She cradled his head as he moved lower, pushing up her skirt and parting her stockinged legs.

“Lick me, please,” moaned Dezzy.

“Yessss,” agreed Alfie and his tongue tasted the spicy sweetness of her demonic cunt. He licked her deep before sucking on her clit. He pleasured her bud and sucked at her folds. The sweet succubus nectar filled his mouth and left Dezzy panting.

Alfie wanted more.

He turned Dezzy over and let his tongue roam between her creamy cheeks. His fingers in Dezzy’s twat as his tongue pleasured her pink pucker. She stretched an arm behind her to hold his face against her perfect heart-shaped rear.

“Ohhhhh, yes, master! By the Fires of Sin! You know your way around a woman!”

“Mmmmnnhhmnnn,” agreed Alfie, as he drunkenly stuffed his tongue deep into the ass of the succubus. Her tail curled around his neck, urging him on and stroking his shoulder and muscular chest. He pumped three fingers into her hot demon cunny, sloshing louder and louder into her pleasure pit as her fragrant nectar dripped down his arm.

“Ohhhhh, master,” she cried, pushing back against him. “You don’t need those other girls. I’m your faithful… faithful servant. I can take care of you better than any of them. I can be your… ahhhh… pleasure slave!”

She tossed her scarlet locks as she wailed with pleasure. Her hands clung to the miniature maze of the dungeon as she smothered Alfie with her ass. He tongue-fucked her hole, breathing her addicting scent, fucking her trembling twat with four fingers.

She fell forward heavily onto the Dungeon Table, releasing Alfie from her grip but leaving her plush bottom raised. Intoxicated by lust, Alfie surged to his feet behind her, wiping his face on the back of his arm and unbuttoning his trousers to free his straining cock.

“Oh, yes, master,” gasped Dezzy, gazing back at him over her shoulder. She wiggled her hips and wagged her slender demonic tail. “Fuck me, please. Give me your cummmmm!”

Alfie grabbed Dezzy’s tail and yanked it hard. She yowled like a hurt cat, arching her back and clawing at the table as he lifted her jiggling cheeks. He took hold of the root of his surging cock and pressed it to the spit-slicked divot of her demonic pucker.

“Mmmmmm! Your cock needs to be drained, master!” Dezzy wailed, rubbing her ass back eagerly against his tip. “Let my ass milk your seed!”

“Incorrigible!” laughed Alfie, but he was of no mind to resist his carnal urges. He stroked his cock, smacking it back and forth against Dezzy’s wiggling cheeks. Smearing her with his precum and rubbing against her cunt to get his tip extra wet. He aimed his cock at her slick, tensing pucker and pressed to her perfect pink knot. He yanked her tail again and felt her hole twitching against his cock.

“Ohhhhhhh! Please! Punish me with your dick, Master Alfie!”

Even drunk he knew that fucking the plump, creamy ass of the succubus was far from punishing the slutty demoness. But her submissive moaning was having the intended effect on his throbbing cock.

He groaned as he pressed to the snug divot of her asshole. His tip forced her spit-soaked hole to open around him. The heat of her demonic ass enveloped his cock as he thrust so deep in a single stroke that his bollocks slapped forcefully against her wet cunt.

“YESSS!” cried Dezzy, clawing at the dungeon’s map and pushing her ass back flush with Alfie’s hips. The ring of her asshole twitched and squeezed around Alfie’s cock, massaging his entire length as he drew back and thrust in again.

He began to move with an urgent purpose. To fuck Dezzy’s ass forcefully. He could hear the cries of pleasure and laughter from the dining room and it drove him on. The dungeon he had made was a happy place. A place of pleasure. He could take some for himself, couldn’t he?

“Nothing… nothing wrong with that,” groaned Alfie, watching Dezzy’s plump ass jiggle with each impact of his hips. Her ass squeezing and stroking around him. Her back passage seemed to grow hotter with each thrust.

“Nothing wrong at all, master,” cried Dezzy. “Oh, I can taste it! My ass can taste your essence! Fill me, master! Pour your essence into me! I promise I won’t drink it all!”

“You’re a succubus,” gasped Alfie, pounding so hard into Dezzy’s ass that the table began to shake. “Your whole purpose… hnnnnnn… is to drain me dry! Ohhhh!”

Sweat dripped from his brow as his thrusts intensified. The spanking rhythm of his hips against Dezzy’s ass were the drumbeat for the wordless song of pleasure that the beautiful succubus was singing. Alfie added his savage growl to the noise, grunting and groaning as he felt the hot rush of his release building to an explosion.

“Cum for me master!” cried Dezzy, pushing back to meet his savage thrusts. “Ohhh! Yes! Pump your essence into my hungry ass!”

“Demon… slut!” roared Alfie, hilting in her clutching hole and erupting inside her. The hot surge of his seed gushed into Dezzy’s ass and Alfie felt the pulsating, intoxicating rush of his essence being sucked out along with his cum. Dezzy was drinking his warm spurts of semen and along with it she was swallowing up bits and pieces of his soul.

“Ooooh! So delicious master!” she cried, sparkles of violet aether visible around her horned head. “Ohhhhhh! Fill me! Feed me, master!”

“Fuckkkkkk!” cried Alfie, knowing he should pull out of her ass, but unable to draw back his hips far enough to slide free. Each time his cock seemed about to pop free of her squeezing asshole, he found himself compelled to thrust back between her jiggling cheeks and into her depths, releasing another spurt of cum and another measure of his life force.

Alfie’s thoughts began to swim. His head growing feverishly hot as his pleasure only intensified. He was cumming again and again, seemingly without pause, and Dezzy was looking back at him over her shoulder with mischief sparkling in her blue eyes.

“Ohhhh, master, so much cum,” she purred.

“Make it… make it stop,” gasped Alfie, thrusting into her again and releasing another draining salvo of pleasure. He tried to push away from her but found his hands on her hips tightening as he thrust again and spurted again deep into her ass. “You’re going to kill me.”

“Nooooo,” giggled Dezzy. “Not kill you, master. Never. But I might take so much… you’ll sleep for days. That’s okay. I can handle the dungeon while you’re resting.”

“Ohhhh! You treacherous… you…” Alfie realized he had lost to the succubus just as his uncle had predicted. He thrust again, spurting another powerful pump of his seed as Dezzy’s fiendish ass milked his throbbing prick.

“I just want to take care of you, master,” moaned Dezzy, pushing back to devour Alfie’s cock as his strokes began to weaken. “To make it so much easier for you… to rest… while I help you.”

He spurted again, watching his cock throbbing in the stretched ring of Dezzy’s asshole. Unable to escape those luscious cheeks as the slid back to meet his hips or the warm wetness of her cunt as it brushed against his painfully twitching bollocks.

His vision was blurring. It was worse than when he was nearly drained by the vampiress Roxana, because at least that time there had been people there to save him. Who would save him now?

A sudden, thunderous peal seemed to answer him. A bonging note that reverberated through the entire dungeon.

“We… we have a guest,” gasped Alfie and with another ring of the alarm he was able to pull his cock free of Dezzy’s mercilessly draining ass. His cock popped loose from her clenching ring and she seemed to suck up every drop of his spunk lingering at her pink rim.

“Ohhhh, master, I could take care of—”

“No!” Alfie shouted, feeling some of his strength return. “I won’t fall for that again you evil temptress!”

He tucked his aching cock away and staggered around Dezzy to look down at the Dungeon Table. A figure was entering the empty lobby of the dungeon. Alfie could already see Scarabarus heeding the call of the dungeon alarm and gliding towards the entrance. He watched impatiently as the towering demon arrived and the human retreated from him. He could imagine what was being said and what the lone adventurer might be thinking as the Gaunt Watcher took his spot behind the desk at the entrance of the dungeon.

“I know what she waaaants, master,” purred Dezzy, leaning her luscious body against Alfie’s arm. His cock twitched in his pants like a beast shy of the lash.

“What?” he demanded, shrugging her off his shoulder.

“Look closely,” said Dezzy, leaning her face very close to the glowing image of the newcomer on the Dungeon Table. This left her ass raised again and her hips wagged her rear end enticingly. Alfie shook his head at the lewd temptation and leaned down to have a look at the glowing figurine.

“She’s a blonde,” said Alfie. “Sort of a big butt.”

“Yes, wide hips, a big butt, and what about up top?” Dezzy flicked the image of the woman with a fingertip.

“Almost flat,” said Alfie.

“That’s right,” said Dezzy. “She’s missing something.”

“Women don’t need to have big breasts to—”

“Nooooo, but this one wants them,” said Dezzy, her eyes twinkling with mirth. “I can feel it.”

“That’s not really what this dungeon is about,” said Alfie.

“But, master, with your powers, there’s nothing you couldn’t do for her,” said Dezzy, sauntering away from the table and over to the Dungeon Catalog. “It’s not just monsters in this book. Not just tables and chairs to furnish this dungeon. There are traps.”

“Yeah, flame traps, acid traps, spike pits, I know all this, Dezzy.” Alfie walked back over to the Dungeon Catalog with her. Dezzy, not being a Dungeon Lord, lacked the power to even turn the pages herself. Alfie flipped it open and paged through to the traps. “What am I looking for?”

“Oh, there are all sorts of traps that could apply,” giggled Dezzy, leaning her tits against Alfie’s back and her chin over his shoulder. “Milking traps, pumping traps, dairy traps. Why… there are even traps that could turn her into a hucow.”

“A what?” Alfie glanced over at her.

“A holstaur? Never heard of them?” Dezzy giggled. “Mostly human, but a touch of aether magic and a whole lot of milk. It’s what she wants.”

“Like a Cow Girl,” said Alfie. “I saw one of those earlier when I was looking at the Dungeon Catalog.”

“Yes, exactly!” exclaimed Dezzy. “Oh, it would be nice to have a nice milky Cow Girl hanging around. Their milk is delicious!”

Alfie was about to voice his disbelief at what Dezzy was saying when he idly turned the page of the Dungeon Catalog and found himself staring down at a strange wooden totem. It had horns and the carved face of a bull.

It was called a Holstaur Trap and it was designed to “transform lost adventurers into eager Cow Girls to stock your dungeon dairy.”

Alfie didn’t like the idea of turning a woman into a mindless milk cow, but he lingered on the page, studying the accompanying illustration of a massively busty woman. The woman had little nubby horns on her head and she was being suckled by some strange device with cups that fit over the fronts of her dangling breasts. It might have been a disturbing image, only the woman’s face was contorted with the utmost pleasure.

She was enjoying being milked.

“Yessss,” purred Dezzy, nuzzling against Alfie’s cheek. “This is it. This is what she wants. You can even give her a monster to have fun with. A nice, big bull to satisfy her lust. Or I could—”

“No,” said Alfie, wanting to keep Dezzy far away from making decisions for the Happy Endings Dungeon. “The Holstaur Trap will do for now.”

He plucked the little image of the totem from the page and carried the glowing trap over to the Dungeon Table. He placed it in a room not far from the dungeon’s entrance and even added some comfortable furnishings to make the totem suit the room.

“That will do,” murmured Alfie.

He used his Dungeon Lord powers and signaled to the Gaunt Watcher to direct the guest to her destination. After a moment, he could see the glowing figurine on the table moving in the direction of the trapped room.

“There she goes,” giggled Dezzy, leaning down indecently over the table to closely follow the moving figurine.

Alfie quickly looked away from Dezzy’s inviting ass and focused on the guest moving towards the trap.

“I hope you’re right about what she wants,” said Alfie, watching the figurine curiously approach the trap. “Because that woman is about to be a Cow Girl.”
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