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Introduction

“A young man who fails as a hero inherits a dungeon and decides to change its nature from one of death and destruction to a place of pleasure for women with unfulfilled desires.”

That was the basic premise I came up with when I began the Happy Endings Dungeon. I knew I wanted Alfie to get the girl in the end, and I knew his journey along the way would be perilous and full of voyeuristic and even NTR type scenarios, but beyond that I didn’t have a lot planned. What developed was unexpected even for me.

I originally wrote Myssandra, Alfie’s towering demonic advisor, as a character who helps him on one hand and schemes to destroy him on the other. I set up Josephine to be the love of his life. And then I decided Josephine and Alfie were too far apart and would never make a good couple. I liked Myssandra. I really liked her. And the story became a twisted, even hellish, relationship between Alfie and his beautiful demonic advisor.

Conquering her dominating behavior was a part of Alfie’s rise to be the hero. When he could meet and love Myssandra on equal terms, then he would get his Happy Ending.

Did you want to see Alfie with Myssandra at the end? Or would you have preferred he end up with someone else, nobody, or all the beautiful women in a harem?

In a dungeon, it’s easy to imagine a different path to take, even for the Dungeon Lord.

XOXOXO,

Amanda Clover

2026
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Book 1: Guess Who Inherited a Dungeon

1

It’s Hard to Be a Hero

Alfie couldn’t get the blood out. It had stained the shoulders and front of his gray tunic almost black. It clung to his scalp no matter how many times he dunked his head in the bucket. His sandy blond hair had dark red roots from the dried filth. He sputtered water and tossed the bucket aside.

The big shepherd stared at Alfie and folded his arms across his chest. He was standing next to the two bloodstained sacks containing what remained of his missing sheep.

“Almost done,” said Alfie, pulling off his tunic and wringing out the pink liquid.

“Your money is here. Eight silvers is all you get.” The shepherd spit, turned, and walked back to his dusty farmhouse. The small cloth sack remained atop one of the fence posts.

Alfie knew there was no point bickering with the farmer over the payment even though it was only a fraction of what he had been offered. He had only managed to collect the shredded remains of the shepherd’s flock and had not tracked or killed any of the culprits. He’d seen the tracks, sure, but it had been goblins and not wolves that had killed the sheep. Alfie was not fool enough to go venturing into a goblin cave alone.

He didn’t want to be murdered by a clan of goblins. He was also pretty sure the shepherd could murder him. The man was a lot bigger than Alfie and looked like he knew how to use a pitchfork for more than stacking hay.

That left Alfie with eight lousy silvers, a ruined tunic, and a scalp that was already starting to itch again as the blood dried under the summer sun. Alfie finished wringing out his tunic and pulled it on over his head. Eight silvers. Enough for a hot meal and a few ales. Not a new sword of Anglish steel. Not even a shield. Definitely not the entry fee he needed to join the Sellsword’s Brotherhood.

“There’ll be more jobs,” muttered Alfie. “More chances to become a hero.”

He tossed the sack of silvers into the air and caught it. He began to whistle as he set off down the path from the hills towards a place where he could spend his coins. The south country of Orleans was hot and arid this time of year. Just what he needed to dry his tunic and hair.

Alfie’s long arms swung as he walked. He had a slouching posture and he was tall and skinny, which made his gait look like a weary man about to collapse with each step. The sisters at the orphanage had tried to break him of his bad posture but they’d only taught him to tolerate beatings. He made his way down from the hills and along the cobbled coastal road from the cliffs that overlooked the blue Harrow Sea to the sunbaked port town of Charreaux.

The sight of the old town filled his heart with joy. It was a bustling fishing port and the last stop for many travelers departing Orleans for the continent. Sleek passenger caravels were docked alongside countless fishing sloops. The masts of heavy galleons loaded with fish and other trade goods swayed in the churn of the sea, as tall as church steeples. Their bells promised adventure rather than solemn prayer.

There, visible from the last turn, was the Duke of Arles. That tavern that smelled of Ismarthan pipe weed and plum brandy and rich oxtail stew. Where she was waiting for Alfie.

Julia, with her skirts swishing on those broad hips. That heart-shaped face and those brown eyes with long lashes. And those breasts. Straining at her bodice. Freckled in the summer. Oh, to hold her in his arms. To peel open her bodice and bury his face in those perfumed pillows.

“Soon,” he swore. “I’ll take her to supper. Get a fine room somewhere. Take her away from that life of being a wench in a tavern full of sailors. I’ll buy her nice things and show her what a man I can be.”

Alfie’s attention was so focused on that faded red-and-white awning and that old sandy brick building ahead of him that he did not notice the mercenaries until he was among them.

“Look at this one,” growled one of the four men, pushing out of the shade where he’d been lounging against a building. “Face of an angel, ‘e ‘as.”

“Scarecrow, they call ‘im, but ‘e couldn’t scare away a pigeon.”

“What’re you whistlin’ about, Scarecrow?” shouted the leader of the grizzled mercenaries as they lurched drunkenly into Alfie’s path. The man was muscular, with dark hair on his arms and a thicket of curly, sweaty black hair on his head. He pushed Alfie’s chest. “Had your first bloodin’, didja? Look at ‘im, boys.”

“Aw, he must’ve stuck his head up a maiden’s cunt,” barked another, grabbing Alfie’s stained shirt in his fingers. “Caw, he stinks too. Like sheep.”

“He fucked a virgin sheep,” laughed another.

“Alright, alright, I’m just getting on my way, fellas,” said Alfie, a hint of fear intruding on his good mood.

He’d run into these men before. He’d made the mistake of telling them he was trying to join the Sellsword’s Brotherhood. They’d been drummed out of some mercenary unit and had a low opinion of the Brotherhood. They were freelancers, like Alfie. They’d pretended to be his friend, but in a threatening way that meant shoving him and spilling his drink. Making him buy rounds and teasing him about his lack of luck with women. He’d been roughed up a little that night.

They were even drunker today. Their eyes red and puffy and their words slurred with foreign accents.

Alfie started to push past the leader, but the man grabbed his shoulder and hauled him back. They surrounded him. They were bigger and much bulkier than Alfie in their rust-streaked mail and worn leathers.

“Scarecrow, ain’t you the one with the big eyes for… what was ‘er name?”

“Jooooolia,” laughed one of the mercenaries.

“Julia! That’s right! Ohhh, she’s a sweet one, Scarecrow. Nice fat tits. A good ass to sit on yer face. Oh, I’ve ‘ad ‘er before. How about you lads?”

The others agreed they’d all had a turn with Julia.

“Just toss a coin or grab her arse just right and she’ll be down on her knees, ready to suck you dry. Drain ten men in a row, I’d wager. Why just last—”

“Don’t talk about her like that!”

Alfie punched the mercenary in the mouth. It was a good hit that Alfie felt hard in his fingers. It rocked the big mercenary back on his heels and sent a trickle of blood down his chin from his lower lip. The mercenaries all stopped laughing.

And grabbed Alfie.

“Hold ‘im! I’m going to beat the guts out of ‘im!” shouted the leader, wiping the blood from his lip.

They threw Alfie to the ground and the leader fell upon him with his knees and began punching. Alfie managed to get his arms up and shield his face from the worst of it but that only exposed his chest and abdomen to their punches. The others crowded around, getting in kicks with the steel toes of their boots.

They’d beaten him, but they weren’t letting up. Passersby and sailors at the nearby docks stopped and began to stare.

“You stupid skinny bastard! You worthless worm!” The leader kept heaving punches into Alfie’s chest, stomach, and sides.

Just as Alfie was sure he was about to pass out from the pain of the beating, a sharp whistle blew.

A hulking man in a blue and gold tabard and full armored plate appeared as if sent from the heavens. He grabbed the mercenary leader by his chain shirt and pulled him from atop Alfie, threw him several paces across the road, and sent him skidding across the docks and into the water. The mercenaries turned on the newcomer and started to reach for their weapons.

“That,” said the man, his voice booming with authority, “will be the last mistake you make.”

He put his hand on the pommel of his sword. The mercenaries raised their hands in acquiescence and backed away from Alfie and the armored man.

“W-who are you?” asked Alfie.

“Gustav Schneider,” said the man, grabbing Alfie under his arms and lifting him to his feet. “Are you hurt badly, boy? Can you walk?”

“Not a boy,” said Alfie with a wince.

“Ah, you’ll be alright,” chuckled Schneider.

“I’ve fought tougher,” said Alfie, which was true. He had lost fights to tougher men than those mercenaries.

Alfie got a second look at the armored man. Schneider had a wide, plain face with a lantern jaw and a balding head of reddish-brown hair. His armor was free of rust, his sword was finely made, and his blue tabard was a rich, royal blue with a large golden fleur-de-lys design on the front.

Alfie was about to ask the man if he was a knight when he happened to notice a litter carriage across the road being held up by four bearers in blue uniforms. The curtain was parted on the litter and a young woman was peering out directly at Alfie.

“Bring him here, Gustav,” said the woman, her voice soft and delicate. “I should like to meet him.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” said the armored man. He took hold of Alfie by the scruff of his neck and marched him across the street. He pushed Alfie towards the carriage. “Bow your head, boy. That’s Princess Josephine.”

Alfie tried to bow his head, but he couldn’t. It meant averting his gaze from the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. Her. Princess Josephine Antoinette Damartin. He has seen her portrait before. But she was more finely made than any painting. More beautiful than the sunrise off the cliffs of Charreaux. Her big, innocent blue eyes sparkled. Her face had never known pox or starvation. Her lips formed a pale pink bow that curved into a smile. Her long, strawberry blond hair was done up in curls and tied with ribbons of royal blue to match her dress.

He'd never really understood any difference between peasants and royalty except coin until he saw her. Like an angel. Like a sunbeam.

“Are you alright, young man?” she asked, though she seemed younger than Alfie.

“Um, yes, I’m alright,” he said. “I’m used to gettin’ kicked around. Saved from the worst of it by that man of yours.”

“Gustav is my protector,” said the princess. She reached out a hand in friendship to Aflie. He took it and kissed her fingers. Those blue eyes widened in shock. Gustav growled with anger and pulled Alfie back a step.

“You’ve got blood on her hand,” said Gustav.

The princess took out a handkerchief and wiped her fingers clean.

“Do not worry,” she said. “What is your name?”

“Alfie, I mean Alfred Donadieu, miss. Your Highness.” He tried to bow but was held back by Gustav’s hand on his tunic.

“He’s an orphan, Your Highness. Given to God. They give them all that last name.”

“Then God be with you, Alfred,” said the princess. “And try to avoid fights you cannot win. I will not always be there to save you.”

She winked at him and sat back in the litter, drawing the curtain and releasing Alfie from the hypnotic hold of her beauty. Gustav pushed Alfie a few steps back and the litter began to move again. It was heading for one of the carracks. A long white ship with a thin blue stripe and a thin gold stripe as its livery. The royal fleur-de-lys banner of House Damartin of Orleans flew from its gaff.

The street was quiet after the princess and her entourage had passed. Alfie could hear the vegetable sellers and men from the fish market murmuring about what had just transpired. 

For a few seconds, ordinary Aflie had been elevated to something special. He liked the feeling. He felt kissed by the radiance of the princess. He set off again for his original destination, ignoring his bruised ribs and the glowering mercenaries as they pulled their leader from the harbor.


2

Disappointments and Delights

It was hot, sweaty, and dark in the Duke of Arles. The press of sailors and drunks and drunken sailors surrounded Alfie. He scarcely had the elbow room to sit and eat his stew. He watched Julia move among the customers with a smile, a laugh, and a toss of her brown hair. A swish of her skirts. A caress on the arm of a familiar patron.

And the patrons were all familiar with her. The way they pulled her onto their laps or squeezed her bottom as she carried trays of drinks made Alfie’s jaw tighten. When she finally found her way back to him with a fresh mug of ale he had to shout to be heard over the din of the crowded tavern.

“I want to take you somewhere after your shift,” he said.

“This summer? Where are you going?” shouted Julia, leaning over him and pressing her warm, soft breasts against his shoulder.

“No, I want to take you out for dinner,” he said and he placed his hand on her arm. He looked up into those eyes.

Just as they looked away.

“Curdy? Oh, goodness, Curdy, I haven’t seen you for months!”

A scruffy older sailor was pulling her away from Alfie. Laughing and encircling Julia’s waist with his big arms. Whatever Alfie could say or do was forgotten as the man leaned down and planted a kiss on Julia’s lips. She pushed the man away – Curdy – laughing. She didn’t want his attention, right?

The more ale Alfie drank, the more resentful he became of Curdy and several other men like him. Men who put their hands all over Julia. Men who kissed her neck and pulled at the laces of her bodice. One little weasel-faced fellow even slid his hand under her skirt. She seemed to tolerate that hand disappearing between her thighs for several seconds before jolting with surprising and laughing as she danced away from the man’s grasp. The cad sniffed at his fingers and let his friends at the table have a sniff as well.

Julia. That wild, winsome, lovely girl belonged to the entire tavern. Alfie could hear the mercenaries laughing about her in his head. Telling him how they’d all had a turn with Julia. Everybody had. Everybody but Alfie.

He was on his fourth ale and his last two silvers when he saw Julia sandwiched between two big sailors and heading into the storage room of the Duke of Arles. She was laughing as she disappeared into the room, but was she just oblivious to what those men wanted? Alfie had to do something. He had to save her.

He pushed back from the table and shot to his feet. One of the sailors groped Julia’s bottom as they pushed through the door and into the storeroom. Was that Curdy again? Or someone else? Alfie decided he didn’t care. His hands balled into fists. He started to take a step towards the closing door of the storeroom when he heard a woman’s voice very close behind him.

“I wouldn’t do that, Alfred.”

For a moment, he thought it was Princess Josephine. No. Impossible and too deep and husky. But it stirred something very similar. Like his prick in his trousers. He slowly turned his head to look over his shoulder.

The woman behind him seemed to be lit by a lantern all her own. It caught in the clear blue of eyes that sparkled beneath smoky eyelids with long lashes. She was as pale and flawless as the princess, but older. More like a queen than a princess. With all the womanly curves a man could ever hunger for beneath her tight, high-collared bodice and leather trousers. She wore her blond hair in loose curls that spilled past her shoulders and down her back. Her full lips curled into a knowing smile.

That look she was giving Alfie turned him all the way around.

“Miss, do I know you?” he asked.

“Not yet, Alfred.” She took his hand. “I want to take you up to my room.”

“To… to you r-room?” His prick twitched again.

“That’s right, Alfred.” She stepped closer to him. The din of the crowd seemed to recede as he passed into the sweet-smelling private space around her. Felt the softness of her bosoms against him. The press of her knee against his groin. “I want to take you up to my room and have a nice, long talk.” Her delicate nose wrinkled. “First, I think I should like to clean you up.”

Alfie’s flushed face darkened three shades of red and he burned with shame.

“Sorry,” he said, recalling just how disgusting he might seem up close. “I was collecting dead sheep. Got their blood and guts and… um… never mind.”

“Yes, never mind,” said the woman with a wink. “Come along now. Let’s get you upstairs. And out of these filthy clothes.”

She took Alfie’s hands and the crowd seemed to part around her. He couldn’t take his eyes off the woman. The way she moved. That smile that was somehow just for him.

“You didn’t… didn’t tell me your name,” he said.

“Myssandra,” she replied as they reached the stairs. She turned away from him, one foot on the steps, her shapely hips cocked to one side. Posed for a moment as if teasing him with her beauty.

Alfie could not look away from the lovely roundness of her ass in those tight trousers. She caught him staring and chuckled. He still couldn’t look away and she didn’t seem to mind him looking as she led him up those stairs by the hypnotic swing of her hips. His cock throbbed urgently against the seam of his trousers.

Alfie followed, like a plug of dumb iron drawn by the magnetism of her beauty. Up the stairs they went, not to the end of the hall where the common rooms such as his were, but to the best suite in the house. Alfie felt a tingle of uncertainty as she opened the door and stepped inside, but that didn’t stop him from following.

A fourposter bed took up the middle of the room, curtained with fine fabrics. Candles burned atop candelabras scattered about, washing the room in a golden glow that glittered off varnished wood and the silvery sheen of a stunning vanity. The windows were closed, and as Alfie closed the door behind him, he caught a whiff of her scent. A thick, rosy aroma that seemed more than floral. Something that filled his nose and head with a sweet fuzziness like a dream.

Myssandra took his hand and pulled him towards the bed where a side table held a bowl of water in which rose petals floated like errant gondolas in a lake. 

“Undress,” Myssandra said.

“P-pardon?” Alfie gasped.

“I can hardly bathe your wounds with your clothes on,” she observed wryly.

Alfie blushed and hastily wiped his sleeve across his face. “I uh, it’s nothing. Really. I can take care of it later. I’m used to it by now so, you know. No need for that.”

“That is for me to decide,” Myssandra said with a smile that seemed to promise things Alfie had only ever dreamed. Her hand ghosted across his waist and somehow his belt was undone, sliding down to his ankles with a clank. Alfie gasped, her touch merely grazing his cock, which blatantly tented his undershorts. Myssandra seemed not even to notice, another brush of her hand unbuttoning his jacket.

“I-I can do it!” Alfie gasped, hastily grabbing his attire and stripping it away, giving in at last.

Myssandra said nothing, merely smiled and pulled her hand back as Alfie hastily undressed, soon leaving himself in nothing but his undergarments.

Myssandra looked him up and down and said, “There. Was that so hard?”

“No. But something is.” Alfie realized he had blurted out the comment and his face went bright red. “I-I mean-”

Myssandra laughed, which only made Alfie more confused. He knew it wasn’t really that funny, but the sound of her laughter excited him in ways he’d rather not admit. She gently tugged his arm, and Alfie found himself plopping down on the edge of the bed, Myssandra gracefully taking a seat beside him.

He watched her dip a cloth into the scented water and gently run it across his face. He felt it tingle where it passed, and the wounds he’d suffered seemed to ache less. The bruise on his eye easing its burning throb and the cut of his lip growing less sharp.

“My, my,” Myssandra said, her voice a breathy croon that made her chest strain her bodice until the buttons quivered. “Whatever could have happened to you, Alfred? Injured on some brave quest?”

“Er… Sort of. I was ah, defending the virtue of a woman,” he said, which surely sounded better than ‘got the shit kicked outta me by some drunks.’

“Mmm. The barmaid?” she asked, daubing at a cut on his cheek.

“Y-yeah,” he said, squirming.

“Alfred,” Myssandra said with a gentle chuckle, her rag again dipping in the water before stroking his face. “I’m all for the gentlemanly defense of fair maidens, but maybe choose your battles a bit… better.”

“Every woman should have her virtue protected,” Alfie said, but his voice hitched on the last word as her cloth glided down to his chest.

“I’m sure,” she said smoothly.

Alfie shifted where he sat as the cloth moved over him. “You uh… you never did mention what you wanted with me.”

“How old are you, Alfred?”

“Huh?”

“Not a difficult question, I’m sure,” she said, her eyes twinkling merrily.

“I um… w-well, twenty,” he said.

“A man, then,” she said.

“O-of course!”

“Yet wasting your time pining after the local whore. My, my. What a shame.”

“Sh-she’s not a whore!” Alfie said.

“Alfred, take it from a woman who knows. I was in there perhaps two hours and I saw her take more than three men into the back room before you came in. She’s a whore.”

“Speaking from experience?” Alfie said hotly.

“And what if I am?” she asked.

Alfie’s jaw dropped. He really had no comeback for that. Especially with the way her husky voice seemed to thrum through him from head to toe, vibrating down his chest where the cloth gently circled over his scrawny abdomen, thrumming down and to his cock. He groaned, shuddering in desire. “I… you… I d-don’t really have a lot of money…”

“I’m not here to take your money.”

“What?”

“It merely seems strange to me,” she continued as her cloth wandered lower and lower. “That you long for a woman who wouldn’t give you a passing glance unless you jangled a sack of coins. Especially when other women would be so very interested in sharing more with you.”

“W-well, I-”

“You are a young man no doubt doing quite well in his adventuring career, hm?” Myssandra breathed as her hand moved lower still, washing his body with the cloth, the slow, stroking motions sending sparks of sensation through him and directly into his cock, twitching against the fabric that bound him.

And then her hand brushed across his lap and opened the front of his underwear.

“Oh f-fuck,” Alfie gasped as his cock sprang into the open, twitching.

“Hmm. Not bad,” Myssandra said as her fingers wrapped around his shaft, lazily beginning to pump him, her body leaning towards him, her breasts pressing against his chest, her lips so close he could trace the cupid’s bow of their shape with his tongue. Her breath hot against him as she said, “Not bad at all…”

Alfie gasped, panting, his cock twitching in her hand. He didn’t know what was happening. What was going on. The world seemed to spin around the beautiful woman pressed against him. It had to be a trick. A trap of some kind. But how? For what? He didn’t know. And it was so hard to focus with that lovely hand on his cock, running up and down his needy shaft.

“Miss… Myssandra,” he croaked.

“Yessss, Alfred?” she hissed, her lips very near to him. Her eyes flicking up and down as she watched the contortions of his face.

“I think… something… something is happening! WWwhhhhhoooaaaaaaaHHHH!!”

He felt a sudden rush of pleasure that seemed to gather in the head of his cock. It was red almost to purple in her squeezing, pumping, milking hand. It was a pleasure like none he had ever felt before. Intense, inexorable, drawing like the rush of a river and suddenly bursting forth from his cock in thick, milky white ropes. Spurt after spurt of his seed, spilling for the first time in the presence of a woman. An orgasm that seemed to go on and on as Myssandra smiled devilishly at him and worked her hand on his twitching cock.

“Well, someone was pent up,” she said, slowing her caress. She released his slimy cock from her grasp and held her hand up to admire the gooey loops of spunk that stretched between her fingers. She tasted a strand with her pink tongue. She gazed into Alfie’s eyes as she licked another finger clean. “Mmmmm. Sweet. Innocent. That was your first time, wasn’t it?”

“I mean, no, with my… with my hand… and once when Julia brushed against me while we were dancing and… but…”

“It was your first time,” repeated Myssandra, licking another glob of cum from her hand just before it dripped from her finger. “I know what virgin cum tastes like. I know that was your first time exploding in the grasp of a woman.”

“Mardoch, protect me, I didn’t mean to sin like that,” moaned Alfie. “We barely know each other.”

“We will become very familiar tonight,” chuckled Myssandra, using the washcloth to clean her hand. She rinsed the cloth in the basin, then brought the washcloth back down to Alfie’s cock. He shuddered and writhed as she massaged his sensitive prick.

Alfie struggled to make sense of it all. He fought to endure what her hand was doing to his aching cock. Somehow, only moments after cumming, he was hard again.

“Why me? Why are you… ooohhh… doing all this?”

“I will answer that later,” she purred, releasing his cock and rising to her feet. She pushed him back onto the bed and he fell flat within the fourposter.

He stared up at her, his cock twitching at the sight of her loveliness looming over him in her tight, high-collared bodice and her tight trousers. His heart jumped as her fingers went to the laces of her bodice.

The fabric loosened against her more than ample breasts. It slid free as she shed the bodice and bared her creamy white tits to him. Her nipples pale pink. Her areolas almost disappearing into the twin expanses of white flesh. She smirked knowingly as she watched his reaction. Her hands gathering her soft breasts. Squeezing them together as her thumbs teased across her fat nipples.

“Had I known you were a virgin I might have introduced you to pleasure some other way. My mouth, perhaps. I do love to suck the nectar from an eager young man.” She giggled softly as his cock jumped at her words. “Mmmmm. But you’re ready for more, aren’t you?”

Alfie couldn’t even speak to her. He felt like he might explode again just from staring at those enormous breasts as she played with them and plucked at her own nipples. He managed to nod his head.

“That’s a good boy,” she chuckled. She stared down at him with those sparkling blue eyes as she unbuckled her belt and slid her tight leather trousers from her shapely hips. She wore only a flimsy pair of silk panties beneath. She lifted one leg and smiled at him as she slipped her panties down and revealed the delicate blond triangle of hair atop her mound and the soft pink folds of her cunt.

Alfie had spent years fantasizing about women. Young women and older women. Shapely, skinny, fat, and perfectly average. Beautiful and plain. He had craved Julia most of all. But Julia was nothing compared to Myssandra. A stalk of grass compared to a rose in full blossom. Alfie had never dared to fantasize of a woman so perfect and beautiful as Myssandra. He had not known a woman of such beauty could even exist until he met the princess earlier.

But Myssandra, oh, she was not a delicate slip of a girl like Princess Josephine. She was a bountiful woman. Taller than Alfie and plump in just the right ways to excite his every desire.

She crawled atop him, her body soft and supple and warm. Her breasts dragging his cock for a moment as she pressed atop him. Kissed him with lips so soft and yielding that he moaned into her mouth. Her hand upon his cock, angling it and guiding it to the soft, warm seam of her cunt. Straddling him and pressing down so that her sweet folds parted and that hot, tight, buttery slick cunt engulfed him.

So warm that he cried out. So tight that he felt he might explode with a single stroke as she rode down to the root of his cock and began to massage his bollocks. She rose above him, a goddess, her breasts slowly heaving as she began to roll her hips. He was mesmerized by the motion of her body.

“Do you like that, Alfred?” she chuckled.

“Incredible,” he moaned, his hands on her womanly hips as he felt the slow rolling of her buttocks beneath his fingers. The heat of her was the most amazing part. Like a furnace engulfing his cock. Sliding along his straining length. Squeezing the pleasure from him with each slow ride up and back down again.

Her blue eyes sparkled in the candlelight. Her luscious curves rose and fell with each sensuous movement. The bed softly creaked beneath him as her ass began to work up and down. Faster and faster. Her hands caressed his slender chest.

“Ohhhhh, Myssandra,” he moaned, tormented by the building sensation of his pleasure.

“Yes, Alfred Ivanhoe?” she asked, moving purposefully atop him. “Do you want to cum again for me?”

“It’s so warm,” he moaned, squeezing her ass with both hands. He began to thrust beneath her. Within her. But she was on top and her motions dictated the rising pleasure within him. “I can’t… can’t hold back.”

“Don’t fight it,” she gasped breathlessly. “Cum for me. Spill your seed deep inside me. That’s it. I can feel your cock ready to burst, Alfred. Give me your seed.”

“Ohhhhhh, yesssssss,” he moaned, his body straining as he drove deep into her warm folds. Pleasure rushing up through his cock. Bursting within her in torrents. His pleasure coaxed by her confident ride atop him. Her deft squeezing. Her knowing smile. Milking him. Drinking his seed with the hot, sucking folds of her cunt.

He sat up as his pleasure peaked and pressed his face into the soft valley of her breasts. Breathing deeply of her rosy scent.

“Yesssss, I knew it,” she moaned. “You have the fire within you.”

Her cunt clutched at his cock. His pleasure receded as she cradled his head and held his face buried against her heaving breasts. Stroking him. Still moving gently atop him even after his pleasure had diminished. Her cunt slick with his cream.

“Alfred Ivanhoe,” he said, looking up from her breasts. “Why did you call me that?”

“Shhhhhhhhh,” she purred, looking into his eyes and leaning her lips to his. She whispered just before she kissed him, “I will tell you in the morning.”

His curiosity was smothered in that torrid kiss. His mouth yielding to her wanton lips and his tongue seduced by the hot, sweet slithering of her tongue. Her hips began to work again. His cock never even lost its steel. She was riding him quite forcefully as he fell back among the pillows. Her breasts bouncing hypnotically. Her body seeming to faintly glisten with the heat of their passion. Each ride atop his cock taking on a lewd wet sound from the quantity of his seed already filling her and spilling out around his hardness.

“Ohhhhhh, Myssandra,” he moaned, drunk and dreaming. He was sure of it. Nothing could be this good. The bed began to thump heavily against the wall with the force of her ride atop him. Her blond hair shining like cornsilk in the light of the flames in the fireplace.

Funny… he didn’t remember her kindling a fire. But then again, he was drunk and dreaming. And in a dream, anything could be true.

He laughed and smacked his hand against her ass. He explored the plump roundness of both her cheeks and traced the warm crevice of her crack with his fingertips.

“My, my, you have some spirit in you after all,” she said, her thighs squeezing around him and seeming to draw his cock deeper. “Fuck me, Alfred. Fuck me like you know you want to.”

He laughed again, driven by her words to throw her off him with a buck of his hips. He rolled with her as she fell and in an instant he was on top. Between those thick, creamy thighs. Driving his cock to the hilt into the slick depths of her cunt.

He watched the way each stroke produced a luscious sway of her tits. He leaned down and kissed them. He ran his tongue over her breasts and tasted each of her pale pink nipples. She moaned and cradled his head there. She pulled him higher so she could kiss him. Not easy as he began to thrust faster. His kiss became sloppy. He had to reach out with his tongue to find her mouth with each thrust.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss!” cried Myssandra, wrapping her long legs around him. “That’s it, master. I knew you had it in you!”

Master?

Alfie’s brow furrowed with confusion, but again, the pleasure stifled his questions. He drove his cock deep inside her, his bollocks tight against the divot of her ass. His pleasure rushing through him again as he felt the surge of his climax. Even more intense somehow. Pumping into Myssandra like he was giving her his very soul.

She seemed to be driven wild with pleasure by his climax. Bucking her hips and squeezing him between her legs. Her body arching and her cunt gripping him tightly. He thrust until the spasms became almost painful and then, with a ragged cry, he drew his cock from her frothy depths and fell beside her on the bed.

She squeezed against him. Breathing heavily. Her breasts so soft and warm. Her kiss found his lips and it was hot and salty with sweat.

“Why did you call me those names?” He asked the question as his eyes fluttered shut. Sleep, blissful and intoxicated, rolled over Alfie in a warm wave.
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The Real Deal

Daylight sliced through the bedroom windows and fell like a brand across Alfie’s eyes.

“Mnnnn…” he groaned, rolling over and snuggling deeper into the blankets. His face pushed into a pillow, and a familiar rosy scent stuffed his nose. Without quite thinking, his arms wrapped around the pillow, pulling it harder into his face as he inhaled again.

“Mmmmyssandra,” he said.

Wakefulness hit him like a brick. He released the pillow, bolting upright with a gasp. He was still in the richly appointed room from before, but somehow, lessened. The soft glow of the candles had been supplanted by the harsh slashes of daylight through the curtains. Everything was the same, minus a certain blonde-haired beauty.

Rising sluggishly, Alfie looked about the room, rubbing the back of his head. Had it all been a dream? A drunken revelry? A concussed hallucination after a beating in the streets? He sniffed. No. Her perfume lingered in the room, and was strongest near the desk, where a folded letter lay.

Not sure what he should expect, Alfie picked it up and unfolded it.

Alfred,

Last night was an experience I doubt either of us shall forget. Nor should we. I await you by the cliffs, near the ancient willow tree. I look forward most eagerly to your presence.

Your faithful servant,

Myssandra

Alfie scratched his head in wonderment. “Faithful servant?” he said dully. He looked around the room and decided he wasn’t likely to find any answers there. He did find his clothes pressed, washed, and neatly folded on a chair. How did she find time to do that?

Alfie shook his head and quickly dressed. As he did so, a new urgency began to come over him. What if Myssandra didn’t wait? What if he slept in too long and she left? He might lose his one chance with that big, beautiful blonde! Alfie began hopping about the room, yanking on his pants and stumbling towards the door. Throwing it open, he banged down the stairs, still doing up his belt.

“Oi! Where’r you off to in such a rush?” one of the early morning patrons shouted.

“No time! Bye!” Alfie shouted over his shoulder as he burst out the doors. Throwing his jacket on, he pelted down the old, cobbled road of Charreaux, the scent of the sea sweeping up from the wharves below. The town was nearly empty, dawn just spraying over the horizon, washing the world in gold like a newly minted coin. In his excitement, he skipped up some steps and vaulted over the fence of a pasture, only for his foot to catch. It sent him tumbling to the dust. Alfie scrambled back to his feet, looked around to be sure nobody had seen his fall, and then ran on towards the cliffs.

The ancient willow tree was a familiar landmark. Its trunk curved like the spine of an old man, its eaves draping in shadows the grounds around it. Alfie’s heart leapt as he saw an unmistakable figure standing not far from the trunk.

Daylight enhanced Myssandra’s allure. Her clinging, high-collared bodice and tight trousers accented the fullness of her curves. Her golden hair was tossed in the playful wind, her outline stark against the rising sun as she sketched something in the dirt with a stick. At Alfie’s running footsteps, she turned her head and smiled.

“Alfred,” she said. “So good to see you.”

Alfie stopped, doubling over, grabbing his knees as he wheezed from the mad dash. “S-sorry… late… Just… got up… was afraid I… wouldn’t make it… in time.”

Myssandra laughed, dropping the stick and striding towards him. She cupped his cheeks, lifting his head, and Alfie lost the air he’d struggled to catch as he gazed up into her stunning face. “Alfred, no need to fear,” she said, nestling his chin against the soft, upper globes of her impressive bust. “You are the whole reason I am here. I would never dream of leaving without you.”

“O-oh,” Alfie gasped, sagging with relief, his head spinning as her perfume filled him anew, making him shiver and pants grow tight. “That’s…” he blinked. “W-wait. Without me?”

“Of course, Alfred Ivanhoe. We have much to do.”

Somehow, Alfie managed to pull his head away from her breasts. “S-sorry, you keep calling me that. Why?”

“Because it’s your name, Alfred,” Myssandra said pleasantly, crossing her arms beneath her bust. “Alfred Ivanhoe. Nephew of Tiberius Ivanhoe, better known as Tiberius the Terror, Dungeon Lord.”

Alfie stared at her.

He knew, vaguely, what a Dungeon Lord was. They were said to be keepers of the great dungeons scattered across the world. Dark, doom-filled lairs of monsters and horrors. Places whose depths held great treasures, guarded by spawning monsters and beasts. Places where none but the bravest of adventurers dared delve and not meet an immediate demise.

Alfie had once entertained the hopes of adventuring through dungeons himself as a member of the Sellsword’s Brotherhood. But that dream seemed increasingly remote.

“I uh… what?” Alfie managed.

“I’m afraid to bring bad news,” Myssandra said with a sigh. “Your uncle Tiberius has died.”

“O… kay,” Alfie said slowly.

“I am sorry for your loss,” Myssandra said.

“Uh huh. Yeah,” Alfie said. “Right. But see, I don’t have an uncle Tiberius. I’m an orphan.”

“That merely means you don’t know your family,” Myssandra observed. “Not that they don’t exist. And your uncle was one of the greatest Dungeon Lords of our age, Alfred. A task which now falls to you. I have scoured this world searching for his bloodline, and I have only found one. You, Alfred Ivanhoe, are the heir to the dungeon, The Maze of Masculine Malevolence.”

The wind whispered in the silence that followed. Alfie stared at the stunning woman before him, for a moment too gob smacked to reply.

“Um,” he finally mustered. “Okay. Wait. See, I uh, don’t think you understand,” Alfie said. “I’m just a low-level adventurer. I’m not…” He flapped his hands. “Whatever this is. I’m not who you’re looking for. I can’t be. I’m nobody!”

“I assure you, Alfred,” Myssandra said, “My methods do not allow for error. You are the one I seek. When we made love last night I was certain beyond any doubt.”

“N-no,” Alfie said, retreating a step as if rebounding off the rock of her certainty. “See, you’re clearly mistaken. Dungeon Lords are the bad guys! They’re evil! They kill heroes and adventurers and stuff. I’m not… you’ve got the wrong guy!”

Myssandra watched him, her eyes lidded, her soft lips lifted in a smile. Lips which had kissed him so recently. Lips that parted in a soft laugh that sent her bosom shaking.

“Oh, Alfred,” she said, stepping forward, easily catching up to him. She took his hand before he could step away again. “You are modest. But I am not mistaken. You have a far greater destiny than retrieving dead sheep for shepherds. You have a future far beyond this meager life.”

“Y-you have to be wrong,” Alfie said shakily.

“Must I?” Her eyes flashed with a hint of indignation. Before Alfie knew what was happening, she leaned forward and kissed him again.

Alfie gasped, stiffening. He felt her soft breasts press against his chest and her hand stroke his cheek. His lips parted with a moan that rose from deep within him, and at once her tongue pushed into his mouth. Alfie shuddered in pleasure as her tongue moved with his. Danced sinfully in ways that made his knees weak and his face flash with heat.

Myssandra broke the kiss, licking her lips lazily, smiling down at him. “What say you now?” she asked.

“Buh?” Alfred said.

“The choice is yours, Alfred,” she said, caressing his arm. “Come with me and I will be your faithful, obedient servant. I will show you the ways of a Dungeon Lord and the countless paths of pleasure. I will teach you to be even greater than your uncle. The hearts of heroes will tremble with fear when they hear the name Alfred Ivanhoe.” She stepped back. Her tone became discouraging. “Or you can remain here in this little town. Where nothing happens other than a quick screw with a bar wench if you have the coin. No great deeds. Certainly no indomitable power.”

Alfie tore his gaze away from Myssandra and looked back over his shoulder at the village. Charreaux wasn’t much, but it had been his home for the last year. He had just started to feel like he was fitting in and getting some decent work. And Julia, with those lovely eyes and lovelier breasts. He knew he could capture her heart if he just waited for the right opportunity.

“Be certain this is what you desire,” whispered Myssandra hotly into his ear. “To be knocked about by cutthroats in the street. To be humiliated and cuckolded. That is the life that awaits you here, Alfred. But I can give you so much better.”

She purred and slid her hands around him to stroke his chest as she squeezed against his back. She chuckled softly. Her breath was hot against him as she nibbled at his earlobe.

“Come with me, please,” she purred. “I need you, master.”

His cock twitched at that last word. Master of a woman like Myssandra? How could such a thing be possible?

He had always wanted a life of adventure as a mercenary. But what about a life of adventure through some other means? He could be a Dungeon Lord. He didn’t have to be evil. They were once revered. He remembered the old legends. Protectors of the dark. Guardians of ancient and powerful secrets. That could be him, not some murderer corralling monsters into some maze of malevolence.

The word “yes” was on his lips when he remembered Princess Josephine. So sweet and so elegant and beautiful. What would she say if he became a Dungeon Lord? She would be revolted by him. Maybe even afraid of him.

“Better that they fear you than pity you,” whispered Myssandra, giving his earlobe another nibble.

Alfie wasn’t sure how she had known what he was thinking, but he could not deny that she was right.

“Best if they respect me,” he said, straightening up.

“That’s the spirt. Everyone respects a Dungeon Lord.” She held out her hand, her fingers long and delicate and her nails painted crimson. “Take my hand and let’s be on our way.”

He grasped Myssandra’s hand and she pulled him against her beneath the tree. Into the circle she had drawn upon the ground. She pulled his face against her bosom and cradled his head as she spoke a few syllables of some strange and guttural language. Her voice was deep and unlike her sultry purr. Something crackled in the air. The symbols of the circle beneath them flashed red and began to pulsate with unnatural red light.

He was about to ask what was happening when, with a bright flash of crimson, Alfie was consumed by unholy fire.
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Welcome to Your Dungeon

A burst of flame and a thunderclap accompanied Alfie’s return to existence. He was still clutched tightly to Myssandra’s bosom, but his mind was reeling as if he had been flung from the back of a horse the size of a cathedral. The crimson afterlight faded from his vision. He was dizzy for a moment and staggered backwards. Myssandra caught him by his jacket and pulled him towards her again.

“Careful, master,” she said and gestured with a nod to what lay behind him.

He turned and was almost overcome with vertigo. They were standing at the very top of a staircase that stretched for hundreds of stone steps down a mountainside. One more step backwards and he would have certainly bounced his way down to his doom hundreds of feet below.

“Where are we?” demanded Alfie, looking around at an undulating landscape of arid mountains. The tallest peaks were capped with snow, but most looked dry and hot. Not so where he stood. The air was thin and a sharp wind plucked at his jacket.

“Those are the Sierra Olvidado Mountains,” said Myssandra. “You are in Galamanca.”

“Across the sea?” He gaped in wonder. “What are we doing here?”

“Oh, master, you are very silly,” chuckled Myssandra. “Why, I have brought you home to your dungeon, of course.”

She stepped aside and held out an arm to reveal the entrance to his uncle’s dungeon. The carved entrance revealed a sunlit garden open to the air and dominated by a single huge statue of what appeared to be a madman. Behind this statue lay massive double doors of aged iron and above these, in letters as big as Alfie’s hand, was an inscription in the stone face of the mountain.

“ALL LIVES ARE FORFEIT IN THE MAZE OF MASCULINE MALEVOLENCE.”

“That’s the name of it?” Alfie frowned. “The Maze of Masculine Malevolence?”

“It is,” said Myssandra, urging him towards the antechamber with a hand in the small of his back. “Your uncle changed it to that. He found that it attracted more female intruders. I suppose the women wanted to prove themselves. He enjoyed that.”

“What happened to them?” asked Alfie, passing under the entrance arch and into he open-roof antechamber. He looked up at the statue. “Did he kill them?”

“Oh, not him, no,” said Myssandra. “Some Dungeon Lords prefer a hands-on approach, but Tiberius preferred to let the monsters or the traps do the work. And if they were only captured, he sometimes spared them.

“Sometimes,” muttered Alfie.

“You could kill them yourself if you prefer,” offered Myssandra cheerily.

“What? No. I would prefer not,” said Alfie, swallowing hard. The bearded man depicted by the statue towering above him bore some slight resemblance to Alfie. The same hawkish nose and deep brow. The idea that he was related to this monster put an icy lump in the pit of his stomach.

“Oh, that’s fine, master,” chuckled Myssandra, lacing her arm through Alfie’s. “Come. I will give you a tour of your new home and show you how the dungeon works.”

The massive iron doors of the Maze of Masculine Malevolence swung open with the lightest tug from Myssandra. The iron groaned and the hinges squealed as sunlight spilled through into an empty chamber. Alfie’s footsteps echoed as he stepped into a large room of bare stone and smooth walls. Several passages led in different directions.

“Are there any monsters or traps?” he wondered, stepping gingerly across the stone floor.

“No, master,” chuckled Myssandra. “Following the death of Tiberius, the monsters and traps all faded back into the catalog over a period of two nights. The furnishings and decorations lasted a little longer. The dungeon has remained empty for weeks.”

“Waiting for a new Dungeon Lord?”

“Waiting for you,” purred Myssandra, hugging his arm against her breasts. “Now, come this way.”

Myssandra gave Alfie his tour of the dungeon. She summoned a globe of magical light to float ahead of them, revealing seemingly miles of convoluted corridors and passages and crawlspaces meant to confuse. These led to rooms of sizes ranging from closets to natural amphitheaters. Some of these rooms, though unfurnished, had an apparent purpose. One large room was clearly a dungeon within the dungeon, though the cells were missing their bars. Another room was large with a high ceiling that disappeared into the darkness and a raised earthen platform that might have been a stage or a vast altar. Most of the rooms were just empty and waiting to be given some purpose.

“With the Dungeon Catalog you can make these rooms look like anything,” said Myssandra, running her fingers over the smooth rock of the wall. “You could make this stone mossy or into walls of ice or fire or even make the ceiling seem to disappear to reveal a bright blue sky. The floor could be soft grass, pebbles, or a scalding churn of lava. You are a god here in your dungeon, master.”

Myssandra showed him a few interesting terrain features including a natural pit across a dark chasm, an underground lake, and a hot springs that steamed with an unpleasant mineral aroma. None of the rooms were furnished.

“I thought there would at least be treasure,” said Alfie. “Is it all an illusion?”

“There is treasure, of course, and none of it is an illusion, master. The treasure is returned to the Dungeon Nexus when it is not being spread around to attract intruders. The monsters and traps and even the furnishings that were once here were all real as well, but the catalog holds them in its pages like a repository.” She smiled at Alfie’s confusion and patted his arm. “We’re almost to the Dungeon Nexus. You’ll understand better when you see how Tiberius controlled the dungeon.”

The Dungeon Nexus and the Dungeon Heart lay side-by-side at the deepest, most forbidding point within the dungeon. The Dungeon Heart was sealed behind a black door that throbbed with the magic of the dungeon.

“What is it?” asked Alfie.

“It is a mystery to me,” admitted Myssandra. “The Dungeon Heart contains whatever treasure this dungeon was originally built to protect. It could be a powerful artifact or a priceless work of art. I do not know. Only the Dungeon Lord may enter and Tiberius never spoke to me about the treasure within. I know the rule of the Dungeon Heart though. He repeated it to me many times: ‘If ever the Dungeon Heart should be breached by intruders and the treasure taken from within, the dungeon will swiftly die.’”

Alfie reached for the door’s handle. It felt warm to his touch.

“Later,” purred Myssandra, pulling him back. “Some secrets can wait.”

She drew him away from the door that led to the Dungeon Heart and brought him to a wide wooden door banded with iron. She made it open with a scarlet burst of some sort of protective spell dispersing and a casual tug on the handle. She stepped inside, turning and smiling at him as Alfie saw a cozy, well-furnished interior more closely resembling the quarters of a king than any sort of evil throne room. It was lit by flames that crackled in a wide stone fireplace. The mantle itself was sculpted with marble gargoyle heads and sitting atop, a candle melted down over it, was a skull of something that didn’t quite seem human.

On the wall above the mantle was a portrait of what looked like a middle-aged version of Alfie. Resplendent in a fur-lined crimson robe and with a sword on his hip, the man had a thick beard that came to a point against his chest and a curling mustache. His hawkish nose and dark eyebrows resembled Alfie’s, but his hair was darker and graying and his eyes, rimmed with black, were intense and menacing. Alfie felt a chill staring up at that face. He looked away.

“This,” said Myssandra, walking in and spreading her arms, “is the Dungeon Nexus. This is where you will live. Where you will relax. And where you create. Through there is your bedchamber. A kitchen through there. I will prepare your meals. A library, a bathing chamber, and a training room. Through there is the Augurium, which you can use to communicate with other Dungeon Lords.”

“I can talk to them?” Alfie peered into that room to see a strange construction of mirrors and the stumps of burned candles.

“They’re not very friendly,” warned Myssandra. “Most of your work will be done in here. This is the Dungeon Table.”

She entered a room and plopped her shapely bottom onto the edge of an enormous table. It stretched nearly from one end of the room to the other with just enough space on three sides to walk around the table. On the fourth side was a raised pulpit that looked out over the table. Atop the pulpit sat a huge and ancient-looking book.

“And that,” said Myssandra, pointing to the book atop the pulpit, “is the Dungeon Catalog.”

Alfie felt the book calling to him. He climbed the three steps onto the elevated pulpit and ran his fingers over the dark leather cover of the book. It was as thick as his hand was wide and bound with brass clasps that seemed screwed into the front and back cover. He felt an almost overpowering urge to open it. To flip through the pages and discover the sinister power it contained. He stopped himself and drew his hands away.

He looked out at the map that covered the huge table. It was impressively detailed. A cutaway of every room and corridor as if the top of the mountain had been removed and an anthill of tunnels and chambers had been revealed. He recognized the earthen platform, the chasm with the narrow bridge, the dungeon, and even a tiny reproduction of the statue at the entrance. Something flickering and green moved near the statue.

“What’s that?” asked Alfie, pointing to the green flicker of light.

An unearthly howl answered him. It sounded and echoed throughout the dungeon like the very horns of doomsday. Myssandra clapped her hands with delight. The howl was announcing, Alfie somehow knew, the arrival of an intruder.

A hero had entered the dungeon.


5

The First Intruder

A chill raced through Alfie at that unearthly howl. He leaned back as the flicker of green light on the table moved past the threshold and into the dungeon proper. Like a phantom emerging from mist, the glow began to resolve, taking on a human shape. A woman, her skin an olive hue, her figure trim and clad in some rather tight leathers that highlighted her shapely rear. She had boyishly short hair and was small in stature.

Alfie leaned forward again as the compact figure darted past the doorway and onto the board, scooting behind a pillar and drawing two daggers from her belt. Even as he watched her, he began to feel acutely uncomfortable. There was something almost scandalous about watching a lone woman while she was unaware. He found himself eyeing the pert breasts pressed against her top, rising and falling with her breathing. The way her leggings pulled against her hips and shapely bottom with every step…

Alfie stiffened as he felt a pair of soft breasts against his back. Warm breath teased the back of his neck as Myssandra’s perfume wafted around him. 

“Marvelous!” the seductress purred from behind him, beaming down at the map. “A perfect scene to test the dungeon’s abilities.”

“Huh?” Alfie said, turning his head. Gods but Myssandra was beautiful up close. The rosy glisten of her lips and the gleam in her eyes stirred his cock anew.

“Just as I said,” she said. “No better way to break into your new role than taking down some lone thief.”

“O-oh. Right,” Alfie said, turning back to the map as the projection of the intruder flittered from pillar to pillar. “So I just… what? Summon an ogre and drop it on her?”

“Oh no, no,” Myssandra laughed, her arms looping around him, fingers toying with his chest. “The dungeon will hardly feed on such scraps. No. First, you must tempt her forward, Alfred. You must entice her and thrill her. Some small creatures to encourage her to delve deeper. Meager offerings, yes, but we must let the adrenaline build first. Get her invested. Excited. Then, when her Heroic Flame burns its hottest with energy and despair, then we deliver the final blow. Such is the food of the dungeon…”

Alfie shivered at the glee in Myssandra’s tone. One of her hands reached forward, flipping through the yellowed pages of the book before him, her other hand, somewhat of greater interest, moving down to Alfie’s crotch and cupping his bulge.

“There we are,” Myssandra said as she kneaded his crotch. “Something small. Warty. Pathetic.”

“E-excuse me!?”

“Yes,” Myssandra said, her finger tapping the book. “Goblins should do nicely for a mere thief like this girl.”

Alfie wrenched his attention back to the dungeon book, which was open to a page depicting a stunted goblin. The ink did a marvelous job depicting the little greenskin’s viciousness, his bald head and knife-like ears. His beady eyes and thin mouth filled with sharp teeth. The runt gripped a club in one hand. A sprawling script detailed the monster’s nature and stats alongside it.

“Oh,” Alfie said. “Oh, I thought you were… never mind.”

“Of course, master. Now, touch the page, and drag the creature to the room she is approaching. The dungeon shall do the rest.”

Skeptical, yet curious, Alfie touched the image as she said. He gasped as the picture rose off the page, the ink seeming to float like smoke at the tip of his finger, the goblin’s leering face distorting with the flutter.

“Now, place it.”

Alfie obeyed, half to get the thing off his hand, half because Myssandra chose that moment to rub the tip of his cock through his pants. He grunted, moving the ink over the board and into the room the thief would soon come upon.

The ink sank into the board like the smoke it so resembled, feeding tendrils into the waiting space. Before Alfie’s eyes they coiled, reforming into three of the runty monsters. Goblins, they stood in the room, loosely holding clubs, their only garments some ratty loincloths. Their evil little eyes looked about in seeming wonder at the stone pillars and rough walls they found themselves in. They quickly grew bored and began to shuffle about.

“Woah,” Alfie breathed, his hand tingling, a strange sense pervading him, as if he could feel the presence of the goblins beyond the walls of the room.

“Yes,” Myssandra whispered, rubbing her breasts against his back, making him suck in a breath with something more than wonder. “Normally you will not need to do this just as an adventurer appears, master. We will set up the entrance to the dungeon in advance so we can spend more time studying our heroic foes and devising the best ways to end them. But for now, it will do. Now watch, Alfred. Watch the dungeon work.”

Alfie did so, though it was difficult with Myssandra teasing him with her soft breasts and tickling fingers. The thief had reached the door to the room and pressed her back against it, peering inside. She saw the goblins and ducked back, frowning. Her hand reached into a pouch and produced a couple small objects like black marbles. Leaning back around the corner, she tossed the balls inside.

A flash made Alfie blink, but what had surprised him blinded the goblins. With muted shrieks as if he were hearing them through a wall, the goblins grabbed their eyes with agony. The thief darted around the corner, her daggers in hand as she leaped towards the first goblin.

The monster never saw what killed him. Her dagger flashed, slicing through his neck. The little monster fell, gurgling and clutching his throat.

The woman wasted not a second and raced towards the second goblin. She had to dart back as the monster blindly swung his club, flailing with stupid anger as he howled and shook his head to clear his eyes. Biding her time, she waited until he’d turned away, then lunged forward, thrusting her dagger into his back.

The goblin screamed and fell to the floor, his struggles growing weaker as the rogue plunged her knife again into him. When her foe had stilled, the thief smirked and rose.

And barely dodged a swing of the surviving third goblin’s club.

She danced back frantically, the goblin howling as it came after her, swinging his weapon wildly her way. She ducked his clumsy blows but was forced to stop when she found her back pressed against the pillar.

“He might have her,” whispered Myssandra.

The goblin grinned evilly and swung for the thief’s head, only for the thief to drop down, the club cracking off the stone uselessly. Her dagger flashed forward, stabbing the creature in the chest.

The goblin folded under the blow, collapsing to the floor among his fellows. The adventurer rose back to her feet, breathing hard, her modest chest straining her tunic.

“Wow,” Alfie said in awe, stunned at the skill he had witnessed. He’d never have been able to take down three goblins at once!

“Damn,” Myssandra sighed. “Barely a morsel.”

Alfie turned his head towards the woman. “What? I think she did well.”

Myssandra gave him a patient smile. “Alfred, in time, you will see such heroes that might shake the world. Such creatures as those goblins should hardly have wasted a moment to dispatch. She is a weak one. A pity, true. But at least now we know we need not waste too much time on her. Now… as for how to dispatch her… Ah. There we are. This should be amusing.”

Alfie looked back to the book and found Myssandra had flipped to another page. A treasure chest was inked there. Or it would have been a treasure chest, had it not a row of teeth along the lid and dark tentacles writhing from within.

“A mimic. Perfect to deal with an inexperienced thief. Her despair at being caught in such a trap will be a delight.”

The way Myssandra seemed to relish the possible suffering of the thief made Alfie feel a little queasy.

“It’s a trap? So it will catch her?”

“Of course,” purred Myssandra, taking hold of Alfie’s hand and guiding it towards the image on the page. “What, did you think it would chase her around? That’s a different sort of mimic like the equestrian statue mimic or the ravenous bed mimic. This is the most basic type.”

“Oh, alright,” said Alfie, pinching the image between his finger and thumb. He felt the smoky ink adhering to his fingers as he lifted his hand from the page, leaned over the Dungeon Table, and gingerly placed the mimic into a room adjacent to the room where the goblins had just been massacred.

The ink smoked from his fingertips and settled into place in the corner of the dungeon room. A moment later, an object like a treasure chest coalesced from the smoke. Its lid lifted for a moment and it ran a fat red tongue over the rim. The tongue disappeared inside and the chest snapped shut again.

“Look,” said Myssandra, pointing at the thief. “Here she comes. The silly girl is heading right for it.”

The miniature version of the woman paused at the door to the room containing the mimic. She used the polished blade of one of her daggers to peer inside the room before passing through the doorway.

“Smarter than I expected,” said Myssandra. “She’s wary of traps. If she’s suspicious that chest might be a mimic, she’ll likely slip past it. Then you will need to choose another… ah! She’s going for it! She has taken your bait!”

Alfie’s queasiness grew into a tight knot of fear as he watched the slender thief approach the mimic. He felt like a cruel little boy throwing crickets into a spider’s web and watching them struggle. He suddenly and very desperately wanted to stop it all from happening.

“Can I take the mimic out?” he asked, leaning over the table and watching the thief get closer.

“Hmmm? Oh, no, Alfred. It is far too late,” said Myssandra. “Once the monster is interacting with the intruder it is fully invested in your dungeon. It’s real and physical. You would not want to interrupt it now. She’s already in the room with the mimic. It can sense her vibrations. It can probably smell her. Look, she’s going to try to pick the lock! Oh, the little fool is doomed.”

Alfie climbed down from the pulpit overlooking the table to get a closer view of what was happening. He could make out the thief as she crouched in front of the mimic. She reached into her pack for lockpicking tools and thrust two picks into the lock. The moment the tools pushed into the keyhole, the mimic’s lid sprung open and a half dozen reddish-black tentacles shot from inside it.

The thief’s screams echoed through the dungeon. The mimic’s chest yawned open wide, revealing curved teeth around its rim and glistening flesh that lined the interior. Its huge tongue slid out and under the thief, lifting her off the floor as the tentacles dragged her towards the chest. She struggled with it as the tentacles squirmed all over her body. It drew her arms, head, and shoulders into the chest and the lid slammed shut on her bare midriff. Her legs and bottom were forced into the air, kicking and struggling uselessly as he cries were muffled inside the mimic.

“She’s a fighter,” chuckled Myssandra. “But it won’t be long now. The tentacles are coated in venomous slime. They will cause her to relax and accept her fate once they smear their mucus over enough of her body. Once her whole body is in there she’ll be done with in a matter of minutes.”

“You mean she is not done with now?” said Alfie, his heart pounding in his chest.

“If you’re thinking of sparing her, it’s too late,” said Myssandra, a hint of reproach in her tone.

The tentacles of the mimic were slithering into the thief’s tight trousers. Two of the tentacles curled beneath her belt, splitting it open and sliding her pants down from the firm round peach of her bottom. A few more tugs and they had shucked her pants completely off and began slithering and sliding over and between her kicking legs.

Even looking at such a tiny image of the thief, the sight was perverse. And slightly arousing. Her kicks revealing flashes of her dark pubic hair and the deep tan of her most intimate flesh.

Alfie had never killed anyone in his life. He felt guilty enough about the three dead goblins that the thief had killed. But killing gobbos was just one of those things heroes had to rationalize. This was different. Watching a living treasure chest devour some poor woman was not heroic.

“I’m a hero,” said Alfie.

“What?” Myssandra slid her arm around his shoulder. “A hero? Yes, of course, Alfred. You are the protector of the Dungeon Heart. That makes you a hundred times more heroic than these thieves trying to ransack your dungeon or test their mettle. Look, she’s barely struggling now. She’s starting to enjoy the tentacles. Don’t worry about her. Why don’t we go to bed and you and I can savor our—”

“No!” Alfie shouted, batting away her arm and pushing away from the table. “No, I am not going to kill that woman. Take me to her!”

“Alfred, that is a silly—”

“I command you to take me to the mimic right now,” shouted Alfie, fixing Myssandra with a determined stare. “Am I your master or not?”

She looked like she was about to refuse him. Like she might shout and lecture him. Instead, her shoulders slumped and she sighed with resignation.

“Yes, master, very well,” said Myssandra. “This way.”

Myssandra knew every shortcut and secret path through the dungeon. She led Alfie down a small staircases and into a tunnel that seemed to run beneath most of the maze. They climbed up a stone ladder and inside a wall to reach an exit tunnel just big enough for the shapely hips of the voluptuous blonde.

Alfie found himself staring at the round expanse of Myssandra’s bottom for several seconds as she wiggled and wriggled and squeezed out of the tunnel. Only the thought of that poor, suffering thief kept him from grabbing two handfuls of Myssandra’s rump and burying his face in it.

They emerged from the tunnel and slid down to the floor. He landed atop Myssandra with a grunt, his stiff prick prodding against her backside.

“Oooh,” she chuckled, pushing back against him. “Has something distracted you, master?”

Her plump bottom pushed back against him. He could feel the warmth of her even through his trousers and his cock strained to get out. He remembered the hot, tight, slippery sensation of fucking Myssandra the night before at the inn.

“No!” he shouted and his word was answered by a sudden burst of crimson light from nearby. He staggered to his feet and ran towards the glow. He rounded a corner and nearly tripped over a dead goblin. His foot skidded in their blood. “Eugh! Disgusting!”

“Yes, rather unfortunate,” said Myssandra, stepping over the body of one goblin without touching its pooling blood. “But you will find the dungeon’s supply of goblins almost inexhaustible.”

Alfie wondered for a moment where all the monsters were coming from, but a muffled moan drew his attention back to the glow. He followed the light into the room containing the mimic and the unlucky thief. He stopped just inside the doorway, staring at the lewd sight and the strange unearthly glow.

The thief’s lower half was still sticking out of the mimic’s chest, her legs wrapped and spread wide by tentacles and her hips bucking as if trying to escape. Only she wasn’t going anywhere as the shovel-sized tongue of the mimic reached between her legs and licked at her bare cunt. A tentacle curled around the thief’s pert bottom and screwed into the dusky clench of her anus.

“Oh, my,” chuckled Myssandra, pressing against Alfie. “Looks like she is having a bit of fun. And there, do you see that red orb?”

Alfie managed to tear his gaze from the sight of the thief being violated and licked by the mimic and to a strange glowing red orb floating above the floor next to the mimic. Myssandra stepped past Alfie, walked over to the orb, and scooped it up on her fingers. She held it up to her face, the surface revealing shimmering beauty and strange, shifting images of the thief. Alfie stepped closer, almost hypnotized by the beauty of the orb.

“What is that? Her soul?”

“Not quite,” said Myssandra. “It’s her Heroic Flame. Every hero possesses one and they surrender it when they are defeated. Think of these orbs like coal for the dungeon’s furnace. You need them to make things run around here. To keep the dungeon alive.”

“What do we do with it?” asked Alfie, still mesmerized by the sight.

“Oh, well, Tiberius left that to me,” said Myssandra, closing her fist around the orb so that the light showed between her fingers. “I will deliver it to the Dungeon Heart.”

Alfie raised an eyebrow.

“I thought you said you couldn’t go in there.”

“I cannot open it, but there is a convenient chute for me to drop the Heroic Flame of this thief. It will roll down into the dungeon’s furnace and be consumed along with the flames of every hero that came before her.” Myssandra glanced over at the thief still struggling and moaning in the mouth of the mimic. “You can still save her pitiful life. We have her flame, that spark of heroic urges, so she might never want to go adventuring again. Which, I suppose, is victory enough.”

Myssandra brushed past Alfie and back towards the secret tunnel.

“Where are you going?” demanded Alfie. She glanced back and gave him a frown as if he had failed to understand her. Then she was through the door and gone from view, her clicking heels receding towards the entrance to the tunnel.

“MMMMMmmmmmmmMMMmmmm!” cried the thief, drawing Alfie’s attention once again.

Alfie hesitated, wondering if he should follow Myssandra. But to do so would leave the intruder to the mercy of the mimic, and it was becoming blatantly apparent that mercy was in short supply. Even as he stood there the thief was sucked further into the mimic’s maw, her peachy rump nearly vanishing between the monster’s lips.

“H-hey. Hey!” Alfie shouted, grabbing the woman’s legs, pulling her back.

More of the young woman’s body slipped from between the mimic’s lips, the monster seeming surprised to find such resistance. But not for long. Its wooden mouth curled down in a petulant frown. It sucked harder with a loud slurping sound, its tongue lifting the moaning woman up, pushing her deeper as its tentacles tightened around her squirming legs.

Alfie grunted, digging his heels in, pulling back, straining yet barely managing to do more than halt the sucking of the young woman into the mimic’s hungry maw.

“Mmmmm!” the thief moaned, wriggling in Alfie’s grip, hardly helping matters. If anything, she almost seemed to be trying to be pulled deeper into the mimic.

“Let… go!” Alfie gasped.

And to his surprise, it did.

The mimic’s mouth abruptly opened, its tentacles releasing its prey. The sudden cessation of resistance sent the thief shooting out of its mouth. Alfie’s eyes went wide as his arms reflexively yanked her towards him with all his strength, her body colliding with him and sending them both crashing to the floor.

Alfie hit the ground first. For a brief moment he had the stunning view of the thief’s slimy ass and dripping cunt before they mashed firmly atop his face. He gasped at the impact, but her firm cheeks were like having a pair of overstuffed cushions pressed onto him, smothering him beneath her ample derriere. His surprise was only equaled to his sudden arousal as her round bottom rubbed atop his face.

“Oooooh!” she moaned. “Wha… huh?”

“Mppph!” Alfie managed, his flailing hands giving her ass a spank. She cried out, arching, pressing her ass more firmly onto him.

“Ooooooh yessss! Ah, I mean…”

Alfie gasped as her ass finally rose. He blinked into the weak light as the girl leaned over him, fretting. She was even prettier in person, Alfie thought, his head still spinning from the impact and the fact she was utterly naked.

“Ooooh. Are you okay?” she asked.

“Y-yeah. Fine.”

She offered her hand, and he gratefully took it, hauled to his feet by the pretty thief who, Alfie couldn’t help but notice, was still utterly naked.

His jaw went slowly slack as he stared at the slender beauty, her body thin but not bony, toned instead like an acrobat. She was already tensing with caution, her eyes moving about the room, but her cheeks were warm, her skin glistening with the mimic’s slime.

“Good thing you came along. That monster almost had me,” she said.

“Oh, it was uh, no problem,” Alfie said. “Happy to help.”

She took his hand again. “We b-better get going,” she said, flushing even brighter pink. “Before another monster shows up!”

“I wouldn’t worry about that.”

“Easy for you to say! That thing melted my top off.”

“D-did it?” Alfie said, trying his hardest not to look at pert, slime-damp breasts. “Didn’t um… notice.”

She laughed, clapping him on the shoulder, brazenly standing in all her naked glory. “Hey, no worries. These things happen in dungeons. Now come on! We gotta get outta here before the Dungeon Lord plops something else on us.”

“Right, uh, see. But I am him.”

“Say what now?”

“The Dungeon Lord. That’s uh, kinda me. Right now. Actually.”

“Ha! Good joke.”

“Erm…”

“It’s a joke. Right?” Her eyes narrowed as she looked at him.

Alfie rubbed the back of his neck.

The woman slowly lifted her hand from his shoulder. “Right?” she said.

“Not… really.”

In a flash she jumped back, fists up, body tensing for his attack.

“No! No, wait!” Alfie cried, waving his hands. “I don’t want to fight! I saved you! This is… it’s my first day and I was just supposed to get the hang of things, but then I saw you in the monster’s mouth and I realized… I mean…”

She lowered her fists an inch as he babbled, her head tilting as she eyed him suspiciously.

“So…” she said. “You… aren’t going to kill me?”

“No! No. I mean, I would have left you to the mimic if I was!” Alfie cried.

“Oh…” She slowly let her fists drop, straightening and giving him a confused look. “Then… what do you want?”

Alfie looked about the cavernous darkness of the dungeon room. He looked down at the goblin blood on his shoe and the bare walls of the chamber, old brown stains of ancient spilled blood here and there. The mimic growled in its corner, once more resembling an innocent chest. Alfie could only shrug. “I really don’t know.”

The thief gave him a curious look, then her eyes were drawn down again to his crotch. So wrapped in his own melancholic thoughts, Alfie didn’t even notice her face grow more flushed. Her teeth nibble on her lower lip and her body shift, thighs rubbing against each other, the mimic’s juices slickening her movements.

“Well,” she said, her voice calling Alfie’s attention back to the present as she moved close again. “If you’re not gonna kill me… and you did save me… I guess I should give you a reward.”

“Hm?” Alfie said as the slender woman suddenly pushed herself against him, her modest breasts rubbing his chest, her eyes hot and heavy, lidded with drunken pleasure. He opened his mouth to answer, only for her lips to swallow his words, kissing him hard and hot.

Alfie gasped as her hand cupped his bulge, her pelvis grinding against his leg, rubbing her slick pussy against him like a bitch in heat. He groaned, shuddering as her tongue pushed into his mouth, his arms moving around her instinctively, pulling her closer. Catching himself, Alfie broke the kiss, gasping.

“W-wait! I don’t even know your n-name.”

“Luisa,” she said, her breath warm against his face as she rubbed his cock through his pants, feeling how hard he already was. “Luisa Betancourt.”

“H-hi,” Alfie said, his voice growing smaller, his mind becoming distracted as he stared at her plump lips and smoky eyes. “My name’s Alfie.”

“Hi Alfie,” Luisa said breathlessly, her fingers teasing open his pants, as deft as any lockpicker’s touch. “Wanna fuck?”

“Uh-”

Again her lips met his, and as Alfie tasted the slime that coated her like lipstick, he found any further objections swept away by the warmth of pure, animal lust. The mimic’s venom was working on Alfie as well as it had on Luisa.

He groaned, his hands playing about her, his palms filling themselves with her round bottom. Luisa moaned, grinding herself against him as he massaged her rear, molding those perfect orbs in growing obsession and delight. Remembering the feel of those cheeks smothering him but moments ago. The press of her body overbalanced them, and with a grunt Alfie fell back onto the floor, their lips never breaking their torrid kiss.

Luisa moved atop him, straddling his lap, her fingers at last freeing the laces of his pants. Alfie gasped as his cock sprang into the open, Luisa’s fingers at once wrapping around it. Her eyes sparked and she broke the kiss, licking her lips, her eyes lidded and hungry.

“Mmmm. Looks like my savior needs some attention,” she breathed.

“I uh…”

She winked, sliding down him until she crouched between his legs, her hand slowly stroking him, coating his cock in the slime that still dripped off her skin. Her breath brushed against his cock as her tongue came out, running up along his shaft with slow, adoring strokes.

“Oh f-fuuuuuuck!” Alfie moaned, his body tensing as the lovely heroine did her work. He looked on in disbelief as his straining cock disappeared into the young thief’s mouth. She slid down to the root, her nose brushing against the thicket of his hair and the soft caress of her throat massaging the head of his cock. She gazed up at him and moaned around him. Pleasure that vibrated through his shaft and into his tightening bollocks.

“Mmmmmmm,” purred the thief, her tongue caressing him with relish as she slid back to his tip and then plunged her mouth down to engulf him once more. She pulled back up to the ruddy tip of his cock and popped her lips free. She gave him a few teasing licks under the tip and over the drooling head of his cock. His hardness twitched against her warm, wet lips. “I hadn’t expected to meet the Dungeon Lord. I certainly hadn’t expected one… so cute.”

She winked and buried his cock in her mouth again. This time, it was more than Alfie could handle. The moment his sensitive tip grazed her throat he let out a hoarse cry of pleasure and jerked his hips. His cock plowed deeper into Luisa’s silky throat.

“Hnnggg!” her eyes widened as he forced his way deeper and exploded. His cock thrummed with ecstasy and then erupted in a series of powerful spasms. His cum pumped down the eager thief’s throat and she did not miss a drop, swallowing again and again and draining his load with apparent relish.

Luisa eased him from her throat and gave his tip a few more adoring sucks before lifting her mouth from his cock.

“Yummy,” she said and began to climb back onto his body. Her supple thighs grazed his cock. Her perky little breasts dragged over his chest. She lay atop him, looking down into his eyes. “But I’m not done with you yet, Dungeon Lord. It’s my turn.”

“What do you mean?” asked Alfie.

“Oh, I think you know what I want, handsome,” she purred, climbing up his chest and straddling his face. Her slender thighs straddled his head and she thrust the hot mound of her cunt against him.

Alfie had heard tales of this sort of thing. Had even imagined doing it with Julia on some drunken night in the tavern. But this was raw, real, and raunchy. Luisa grabbed a handful of his hair and spread her knees wider to lower mound towards his face. She had a lovely little cunt clad only in a dark tuft of hair. Her folds were a darker shade of tan than her surrounding skin, but as she parted her flower with her fingers, she revealed an interior every bit as pink as Myssandra’s cunt.

The raunchy sight, the thick and exciting scent, and the incredible sucking that Luisa had just given to Alfie were all the convincing he needed.

“Ohhhhhmmmmmmmpphhmmmm,” he cried, grabbing her hips and round buttocks with both hands and pulling her slick cunt down roughly against his face. He buried his tongue deep in her honey-dripping cove, tasting a mixture of sweetness and sweat.

“Oooohhhh, that’s it,” moaned Luisa, one hand tangled in Alfie’s hair. “That tongue is almost as good as the mimic’s.”

“Nnnhnnmmmnnh,” apologized Alfie, lapping deep into her tight cunt.

“Eager,” gasped Luisa, rolling her hips and pressing down against Alfie’s mouth. “But to pick that lock you need to find just the right… spot! There! Lick there!”

She had cocked her hips, smearing her nectar from Alfie’s chin to his nose in the process. His tongue had slid from her cunt, but it now tasted her folds and found a little bud at the cusp of her entrance. Buried within a delicate hood. Almost throbbing with Luisa’s lust. He licked it. Each lash of his tongue sending another tremor through the young thief’s thighs.

He squeezed her ass tighter in his hands and pulled her down against his mouth. He engulfed the cusp of her cunt and that bud along with it in his lips and began to suck. Gently at first, but harder as Luisa began to squirm and gasp with pleasure.

“Ooh! Right there! That’s the spot! Are you sure… oooooOoOoo… you’re not the thief?”

She grabbed his head with both hands, riding hard against his mouth, but not quite able to escape him for all her squirming. He kept sucking. Kept licking. Faster and faster. Harder and harder. Feeling her whole body stiffen atop him. Her fingers digging into his scalp. Until she arched atop his face and let out a prolonged wail that echoed through the stone emptiness of the dungeon. Her nectar flooded into his mouth. It overflowed Alfie’s lips and spilled down his cheeks.

“Ooohhhh goddddsssss,” she moaned, finally collapsing atop him.

She forgot about letting Alfie breathe and he felt himself suffocating in the hot, slippery nest between her legs. He lurched upwards and she toppled from atop his face. He sat up, gasping, as Luisa collapsed beside him. Her eyes lidded and her body twisting shamelessly naked on the stone floor.

“You nearly killed me,” gasped Alfie.

“We’re even,” she said. “Your mimic almost killed me.”

“Grrrrrrrr,” growled the mimic, opening its lid enough to lick at the rim with its huge tongue.

“Fair point,” said Alfie. He staggered to his feet and offered Luisa a hand up. He was aware that his cock was hard and grazed her petite body as she let him pull her to her feet. “I wasn’t trying to kill you though.”

“You weren’t?” Luisa glanced down at Alfie’s hard cock and gave him a grin. “You’re not a very good Dungeon Lord, Alfie. Killing adventurers is the whole thing. It goes with the job description.”

“This is what I tried to tell him.”

Luisa spun around as Myssandra sauntered back into the room. She looked flushed and satisfied.

“Who’re you?” demanded Luisa.

Myssandra ignored the question and looked at Alfie.

“Master, would you like me to dispose of this trash?”

“Trash? Who do you think you’re callin’ trash, you overgrown blonde bimbo?” Luisa stamped her foot she was so angry. “Look at those cow tits. Is that the sort of woman you want hanging around your dungeon?”

Myssandra continued to smile calmly as she flexed her fingers and revealed sharp claws. Luisa took a step back and bumped into Alfie and his stiff cock. He caught the petite thief by her shoulders.

“Nobody is disposing of anybody,” said Alfie. “Luisa, this is Myssandra. She’s my, uh, assistant. She won’t hurt you. Will you, Myssandra?”

Myssandra sighed and flexed her fingers again. The claws retracted into her fingertips.

“As you wish, master. Shall I escort her out?”

“No,” said Alfie. “We almost killed her. I owe her an apology.”

“You owe me an apology?” The petite thief looked up at Alfie over her shoulder. “I mean, yeah, you owe me an apology. Both of you.”

“Could we give her some food? Something to drink?”

Myssandra’s sigh was so loud that Alfie was surprised it didn’t echo through the dungeon.

“Yes, master. Right this way, Luisa.”

Without even bothering to get dressed or collect what was left of her adventuring gear, Luisa followed after the voluptuous blonde. Alfie followed behind them both, pulling on his clothes as he stumbled after them. His mind was running wild with fantasies of having both eager beauties in his bed at the same time.

He was beginning to think that the whole Dungeon Lord thing might not be so bad after all.
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A New Way of Doing Business

The dungeon’s dining room was furnished to the point of being cluttered. There were busts and overstuffed chairs, and even a suit of plate armor. But it was the paintings that seemed to press in on the dining space.

Dozens of paintings lined the walls creating a mosaic of artwork. The oils were darkened by centuries of candle smoke and hearth fires. Some of the paintings depicted past masters of the dungeon, looking out as if in judgement of every morsel the diners forked into their mouths. Other paintings were large landscapes designed to ease the mind of a Dungeon Lord who rarely left the confines of his dungeon for the outside world. Still more were erotic paintings depicting monsters having their way with female adventurers. 

Alfie found these pieces disturbing, but Luisa seemed fascinated by them. Clad only in a napkin tied around her slender neck like a bib, her gaze danced around the room as she took in the artwork.

“Look at that one,” she said, gesturing with a fingerling potato skewered on the end of her fork. “‘A bearded dragon defiles the sorceress.’ Look at the size of that thing. A bearded dragon splits the sorceress in half, more like. How could she be enjoying that?”

“Oh, but she did,” said Myssandra, leaning over Lusia’s shoulder to refill the thief’s goblet of wine. “She had the time of her life. Right up until the dragon ate her.”

Luisa choked on the potato she had stuffed into her mouth. Myssandra gave her a whack on the back and the half-chewed potato came shooting out of Luisa’s mouth and bounced onto the table.

“Careful,” said Myssandra. “Master would be very cross if I killed you with my cooking.”

“It’s delicious,” said Alfie. Which was the truth. He wasn’t sure how Myssandra had found steaks and vegetables and had managed to cook them and bake fresh bread in a matter of minutes. She seemed to have a talent for magic, so he wouldn’t have been surprised if she had whipped everything up with a spell.

“Thank you, master,” said Myssandra, bowing slightly.

Luisa took a drink of her wine to recover and then raised a salute with her goblet to Myssandra. The voluptuous blonde ignored the gesture.

“Anyway, I have heard tales of monsters pleasuring women in this dungeon,” said Luisa. “Some women even come here looking for satisfaction and then end up beast chow. But not me. I was after good old-fashioned treasure. And I found the satisfaction. Thanks, Alfie.”

She winked at him across the table. He blushed.

“Uh, you’re welcome,” he said, shifting the food on his plate. “Women really come here looking for pleasure?”

“The dummies, sure,” said Luisa. “The suicidal. I mean, I didn’t know you had dragons, but I’ve heard tell of women coming to this dungeon in particular to prove something against males or with males. It’s in the name, right? Maze of Masculine Malevolence. I knew I’d run into some swinging dicks in here. Like those gobbos that you sent to kill me.”

“Sorry about that,” said Alfie.

“Yeah, I keep hearing that from you. Very apologetic for a Dungeon Lord. It doesn’t really fit.”

“For once, I agree with the intruder,” said Myssandra.

Alfie sighed, nudging the food around his plate with his fork.

“Yeah, I suppose you’re both right,” he said. He took up the glass of wine and drank again, feeling the smooth burn as it went down. He wasn’t much of a drinker and could already feel the fumes getting to his head, but he was also quite beyond caring. He put down the glass with a shake of the head. “I mean… I’m not exactly the Dungeon Lord type, am I?”

“Gods no,” Luisa said with a laugh. “Not nearly spiky enough. Or busty enough. Have you ever noticed that like, all the evil women seem to be double D’s at least? It’s like, what the fuck? Huh? Is upping a bra size just part of being evil?”

“One of them, I imagine,” Myssandra noted, then turning a sweet smile on Alfie. “But such first victim jitters are quite normal, master. I’m sure we’ll soon have you relishing the dismemberment of heroes with gusto.”

“Thanks. Really,” Alfie said drily. “But I don’t think I can do… that.”

“Well… maybe you don’t have to,” Luisa said.

Alfie and Myssandra looked at the slender woman at the end of the table. Luisa was again gazing at the paintings, tapping the prongs of her fork against her lips.

“What?”

“I mean,” Luisa said, looking back at him, “what would happen if you don’t take on the Dungeon Lord job? Some other sadist would probably be roped into the job by balloon tits here, right?”

There was a delicate tinkle of glass as Myssandra’s wine glass cracked in her grip. The blonde’s smile was tight, her eyes narrowed at the thief.

Alfie tensed, looking between the pair. “Well, probably. They’d do a better job I bet,” Alfie said quickly.

“Yeah, but only if you wanted to kill heroes. But do you need to kill them? Wouldn’t it be better to just… I dunno. Have some fun? Like those women,” she said, pointing her fork at the paintings. “I bet you’d get a ton of visitors looking for some of that action. Minus the whole death bit.”

“I would?” Alfie said skeptically.

“Sure! I mean, that mimic was fucking amazing with that tongue. And those tentacles? Oooooh,” Luisa shivered, biting her lower lip with remembered pleasure and excitement. “Holy fuck. That was just amazing. If I could get some of that without the whole ending up as a snack? You better believe I’d be coming back for round two!”

“Delightful,” Myssandra said coldly. “But we need the Heroic Flames to keep the dungeon running.”

“But we got hers,” Alfie said. “Right? And we didn’t have to kill her.”

Myssandra shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “Technically yes, master. It is surrendered when the hero is defeated. Their death is merely the culmination of that defeat.”

“I think cumming is a much better defeat,” Luisa said.

“That is no surprise,” Myssandra said.

Alfie ignored the pair as they bickered, his brow knitting with thought. It was true, he’d never be able to run the dungeon like his uncle had. Sacrificing heroes to monsters merely to empower the place. Killing any who dared enter his domain. It wasn’t his style, or his interest.

But could a dungeon work like Luisa had suggested? Nothing suggested it couldn’t. Nothing suggested it could either. Alfie rubbed his head thoughtfully, frowning deeper at the gravy and scattered potatoes on his plate. He prodded the meat, making it ooze its bloody juices.

“...well maybe if you stopped being such a bitch all the time-”

“Why should the opinion of some fool who lost to one of the first denizens of the dungeon count for anything?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Luisa snapped.

“It might work,” Alfie said.

Luisa and Myssandra grew silent and turned his way.

“Huh?” Luisa said.

“Excuse me?” Myssandra’s voice was cold with anger.

“I said it might work,” Alfie said with more conviction. He looked up from his plate to the two women. “The whole loser gets fucked thing. It might work. As long as we get the Heroic Flame, nothing else matters. Right? So… why not try it out?”

“Master,” Myssandra said. “You can’t be serious.”

“Why not?” Alfie said, shrugging. “If it doesn’t work, then we’re right back where we started. But if it does, the dungeon survives, we still get the cores, and nobody gets killed. Everyone wins.”

“Yeah! Exactly,” Luisa said, smirking at the busty blonde across the table. “See? He likes my idea.”

If looks could kill, Luisa would have been dead and buried. The thief shrank back from Myssandra’s glare, and even Alfie leaned back as Myssandra turned his way. The lovely blonde hastily put on an endearing smile. “Master,” she said, pushing back from the table and rising to her feet. “Really now. Surely you must realize that will never work.”

“Why wouldn't it?” Alfie said.

“So many reasons,” Myssandra said, slipping around the table. Alfie turned his head to watch her as she sauntered around his chair, her hand playing along his shoulder. She stopped behind him, stroking both shoulders and leaning the warm weight of her breasts against the back of his head and neck. Her hands slid down his chest. She lowered her voice to a thrilling purr. “To begin with, there is the matter of the treasure in the Dungeon Heart. Once the heroes realize there is no real danger in your dungeon, someone will come along and loot your precious treasure. Once the Dungeon Heart has been looted, your powers will wither and die. And I would hate to see that.”

Alfie squirmed in his seat as one of Myssandra’s hands moved towards his lap. “I’ve, uh, been meaning to look in there and see the treasure.”

“Very good, master,” murmured Myssandra, her fingers reaching the bulge beginning to swell in Alfie’s lap. “I will take you there after supper. You can see the Dungeon Heart for yourself. Once we dispose of this intruder.”

“Hey!” Luisa stood up from the long table and stomped around to where Myssandra was caressing and murmuring to Alfie. “I heard that! You’re not disposing of me!”

Myssandra hissed with annoyance.

“You’re a thief. Disposing of the likes of you is what we do.”

“No!” Alfie stood up, accidentally bouncing the back of his head against Myssandra’s breasts in the process. “No more threats. No more killing.”

Luisa stuck her tongue out at Myssandra.

“And you,” said Alfie, rounding on the slender thief. “You are an intruder. Myssandra is right about that. We have cells here. I could lock you in one of those. Let you spend a couple years in our dungeon.”

“Oooh, yes, I will torture her,” said Myssandra, rubbing her hands together with anticipation.

“No torture. No, I don’t want to lock her up in the dungeon.” He met Luisa’s gaze. “I want her to work for me.”

“Me!?”

“Her!?”

“That’s right. We’re changing our methods. We’re not going to be in the business of killing heroes any longer. We’re going to be about fulfilling fantasies. Giving women what they desire, even if it’s dark and kinky.”

“Are you certain you have the expertise for this, master?” Myssandra’s voice was as sweet as honey, but her expression was mocking.

“Oh, I’m sure you can help me figure it out, Myssandra,” said Alfie. “The only way this is going to work is if somebody goes out and spreads the word that the Maze of Malevolent Monsters is now the, uh, what should we call it?”

“Easily Looted Lair,” suggested Myssandra. “Or perhaps the Dungeon of Free Loot?”

“How about the Sexy Surprise Spa?” suggested Luisa.

“It’s still a dungeon,” said Alfie. “I just want it to be clear that instead of a bad ending everyone who comes here will get a happy ending.”

“The Happy Endings Dungeon,” said Myssandra. “If you’re very literal minded.”

Luisa cocked her head as if considering Myssandra’s suggestion. “Yeah, straight to the point. I like it.”

“That’s what we are from now on,” said Alfie. “Myssandra, you’re going to help me build this place so women can come here and explore their deepest fantasies. We’re going to help them, well, find satisfaction and they’re going to give up their Heroic Flame so we can keep running things.”

“Very well, master,” said Myssandra.

“And you,” said Alfie, turning to Luisa. “You are going to help me get the word out. What’s the nearest town?”

“Galabros,” said Luisa. “It’s just one mountain over from here. Great little town. They love adventurers there.”

“They profit off the fools who think they can steal from Tiberius the Terror,” said Myssandra with a roll of her eyes.

“I’m Alfie, not Tiberius. Luisa, I want you to go to Galabros and spread the word to everyone who will listen about the change in ownership of this dungeon and our new concept. Tell them all about the Happy Endings Dungeon. It’s where fantasies come true.”

Instead of leaping into action, Luisa pushed aside Alfie’s silverware and sat her round bottom on the table.

“Do they though?” asked the thief. “I mean, I had fun with the mimic and you and everything, but, that’s not my fantasy.”

Alfie blushed as he caught the twinkle in the violet eyes of the thief.

“Um, alright, what is your fantasy?” asked Alfie.

Myssandra pressed against Alfie. She stroked his chest once more and whispered, “You’re not really entertaining the thought of giving her what she wants, are you, master?”

But Alfie, and his stiff cock, were entertaining the thought of giving Luisa everything she wanted and more. He felt his heart thumping heavily in his chest as Luisa played a finger against the plush bow of her lips.

“Well?” asked Alfie, ignoring Myssandra concerns. “What’ll it be, Luisa?”

She slid off her perch on the table and sauntered towards him. She was considerably shorter than both Alfie and Myssandra, but somehow seemed just as imposing and easily as confident. Her violet eyes were sparkling with so much mischief that they seemed to glow. Alfie felt his cock straining in his trousers. He was ready to give in to Luisa’s every demand to show the beautiful young thief what he could do.

“I’ve always wanted to make it… with a demoness,” said Luisa, focusing her gaze on Myssandra.

“A demoness?” scoffed Alfie. “But she’s no… Myssandra? You’re not sinborne are you?”

“I am,” she said, her tone darkening and her voice taking on the deeper tone that Alfie had heard when she was casting a spell. “Be careful what you wish for, little girl. I am no imp to be teased. No succubus to seduce you with pleasure. I am a breaker of enemies. A destroyer of legions. I have dined on the heart’s blood of a thousand heroes. You will not survive the rigors of my true form.”

Luisa was unmoved by Myssandra’s threatening tone.

“Who said anything about your true form? I like this one.” The thief leaned onto her tiptoes and planted a kiss on the voluptuous blonde demoness. Their lips pressed tightly together and the fury in Myssandra’s eyes seemed to ebb and burn out. Her eyelids grew heavy as their kiss intensified.

“Mmmmmm,” murmured the thief. Luisa pressed against Myssandra, her slender body dwarfed by Myssandra’s stature and her huge breasts. Their mouths opening together. Making wet, raunchy sounds in the quiet of the dining room. Tongues visibly working and tangling between them.

“Whoa,” muttered Alfie, watching in stunned awe of the two beautiful women kissing.

Myssandra finally broke the kiss and looked to Alfie.

“Is it your command that I… pleasure this woman?” panted Myssandra.

“It’s certainly my desire,” Alfie said.

Myssandra rolled her eyes. “As you say, master,” she said and grabbed Luisa’s hair. The thief squeaked as her head was yanked back and Myssandra locked lips anew with the other woman.

But this was no playful kiss as she had shown before. This was something more. Alfie watched as Luisa’s eyes opened wide in shock as the busty blonde pressed herself against the thief, her leg pushing its way between Luisa’s, practically forcing the slender woman to ride atop her thigh.

For an instant Alfie thought to intervene. But then he saw Luisa’s eyes grow lidded, almost rolling back as a helpless moan escaped her. Her hips began to rock, rubbing her mound against Myssandra’s thigh with growing eagerness.

“Hmmmm,” Myssandra hummed, her lips noisily kissing Luisa’s, fairly sucking at her face. And by Mardoch, Alfie swore he could actually see the bulge of a tongue plunging down into Luisa’s throat.

Dishes clattered as Myssandra suddenly forced Luisa back and onto the table, the woman squeaking as she found herself laid out among the potatoes and a bowl of gelatin that wobbled tantalizingly. Myssandra pulled back, her tongue sliding out of Luisa’s throat, making the young thief suck in a breath and pant in shock.

“You should be careful what you wish for, girl,” Myssandra said as she grabbed Luisa’s dinner bib and tore it from her neck, the act making Luisa buck with shock, her modest breasts once more revealed, the nipples hard and pebbly with arousal.

“N-not exactly regretting it so far,” she said.

“We shall see,” Myssandra said as her hand moved lower, grasping the thief’s waist and suddenly turning her over. Luisa squeaked as she found herself bent over the table, her peachy bottom up in the air, in the perfect position for Myssandra to take advantage of the helpless thief.

Alfie had long admired Luisa’s perky bottom, but to see that surprisingly plump rear on full display made him inhale sharply. But that was nothing compared to when Myssandra grabbed the back of Luisa’s neck, pushed her down, and delivered a stinging smack to the girl’s bottom.

“Ah!” Luisa gasped, her body jolting at the impact, hips bucking up in shock at the stinging pain.

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” Myssandra said mockingly, her palm again coming down with a loud smack on the petite beauty’s plump bum. “A demon to punish you? To make you feel so naughty with all those bad, forbidden feelings?”

“Ohhhhhhh!” Luisa moaned, grasping the table, curving in pleasure, her face flushed as she tried to instinctively rise with every blow, but Myssandra easily held her down, forcing the thief to take every stinging smack.

The cracking sound of flesh on flesh echoed through the room. Alfie swallowed hard, his cock absolutely bulging in his pants. Hoping the table hid him, not even sure he cared, he undid his pants and wrapped his hand around his length.

“Nnnn,” he gasped as his sensitive cock sent a surge of sweet pleasure tightening in his groin. He began to stroke himself, trying hard to control his breathing as Myssandra spanked the thief until those pale globes were red as sin. Alfie had heard of things like this, of women pleasuring and punishing one another, but seeing a woman getting off on punishment was a whole other story. And it rather reinforced his idea of the dungeon even he could tell now wasn’t the time to mention that.

Because Myssandra was just getting started.

“That’s right,” the blonde growled, her face flushed as she cupped Luisa’s mound and pushed a finger into the thief’s sopping pussy. “Take it, slut!”

“Oh f-fuuuuuuck!” Luisa cried as Myssandra began to ruthlessly finger fuck the whimpering thief.

“Look at that. Getting off to my finger in your slutty cunt,” Myssandra growled, her leer betraying her enjoyment of defiling the writhing woman, her grip forcing Luisa’s face into the tablecloth as she added a second finger to stretch Luisa’s pussy out further. “What a naughty tart you are. Probably came all the way here just to get off on my hand. You call yourself a hero? You’re nothing but a whore here. And I’ll make sure you never forget it!”

“W-won’t!” Luisa cried “Oh fuck yes! Mistress! Fuck me haaaaard!”

“You think this is fucking?” Myssandra laughed mockingly. “You poor deluded slut! I’ll show you fucking!”

Myssandra pulled her fingers from Luisa’s pussy. Taking her hand off the back of the other woman’s neck, Myssandra got low and pushed apart Luisa’s legs. The disguised demoness opened her mouth and her tongue slid out. Long, red, almost prehensile, just the sight of it made Alfie increase his pace on his cock. He only saw that sinful tongue for a moment, because in the next it was pushed deep into Luisa’s pussy.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuck!” Luisa cried, shuddering atop the table, dishes rattling as Myssandra’s lips kissed the lush folds of the other woman’s pussy, her cheeks bulging as her tongue bunched and delved and did unspeakable things in the cunt of the helpless heroine.

Alfie was enraptured by the sight. He could just make out Luisa’s reaction, the thief’s face red with lust, her mouth biting on the tablecloth in some feeble effort to suppress the moans that continued to be wrung from her by the tongue of the demoness. Luisa groaned, straining, hips bucking as her yelps and whimpers of pleasure grew louder. Stronger. Faster. Her body giving a last, great shudder as she arched, and moaned with the suddenness of her peak.

“Mmmmm,” Myssandra groaned as Luisa’s juices flooded her mouth, dripping down her chin and onto the floor with a shameful splatter.

Alfie had never seen anything so arousing. His hand was a blur as he pumped his cock. His pleasure surging at the sight of Luisa shuddering with pleasure, Myssandra’s tongue thrusting deep into her cunt and the thief’s peachy bottom in Myssandra’s face.

“Nnnnnnaaah!” moaned Myssandra, at last pulling her tongue from Luisa’s dripping folds. She turned slowly to Alfie, wiping the cum from her chin. A tinkling laugh escaped her as her gaze fell upon Alfie’s hand working feverishly upon his dripping cock. “Oh, master, did you enjoy the punishment? Don’t waste your seed upon the floor. Here, mmmmm, give it to me…”

The voluptuous blonde beauty dropped to her knees with a suddenness that caused her ample breasts to shudder in her bodice. She did not even use her hand. Her reddish tongue slithered out and wound around the length of Alfie’s cock. Warm and wet, drawing him like a lassoed beast towards the steamy softness of her mouth. Her blue eyes sparkled and she gazed up at him as her tongue drew his stiff prick into the hot, sucking depths of her lovely mouth.

“OhhhhHHHHH! Pater, protect me!” cried Alfie, realizing this gorgeous demoness that had so easily seduced him was about to make him explode into her mouth.

“Hmmmmm,” moaned Myssandra, her brow knitting as she buried Alfie’s cock in her mouth and throat and tongued his tightening bollocks.

The exquisite, silky sensation of her throat closing around his cock was a pleasure Alfie had never even imagined. Her sucking was forceful and relentless. Her tongue never stopped moving and rolling beneath his shaft as he hilted in her mouth and felt the thrilling rush of his climax.

“Ahhhhh! Myssandra! I can’t… can’t stop! AHHHH!”

“Oh, wow,” croaked Luisa, looking up from the table with her face flushed and her short hair mussed.

“Cummmming!” cried Alfie, a hand on Myssandra’s head as he erupted in hot bursts of ecstasy straight into the silky vise of her throat. Spurt after spurt poured into her throat and she only moaned and swallowed each pump of his cream. At last, her winding tongue released his shaft, and he fell back. His cock slid free of her mouth with a soft, wet sound.

“Mmmmm,” she said, wiping a drop of cum from her chin. “You taste far better than Tiberius.”

“Did you just… curse me? Drink my life force?” he gasped, his mind reeling from the intensity of his orgasm.

“Oh, master, I would never do such a thing,” purred Myssandra, rising to her feet and embracing him. She cradled his face against the soft warmth of her cleavage. She stroked the back of his head. “I am no succubus. No life eater. I am your faithful servant, master. I am only here to help.”

“Yeah, right,” said Luisa, pushing up from the table. “Don’t trust this one. Did you see what she did to me?”

She rubbed her bottom, cocking her hips to one side to look down at the overlapping red handprints on the upper curve of one cheek.

“I gave you exactly what you desire,” said Myssandra. “Do not pretend that you did not want to have pain and pleasure forced upon you. It took no succubus to see what you craved. Discipline. Domination. Even if master spares you, Luisa, you are a naughty young human who needs to know her place.”

“And what place is that?” asked Luisa, looking suspiciously at the tall, voluptuous demoness.

“Mmmphhhmm!” Alfie pulled his face from the warmth of Myssandra’s cleavage. “D-don’t provoke her again, Luisa! You should get going before I let her put you in the dungeon.”

“Oh? Is that a promise?” said Luisa, refusing to break eye contact with Myssandra.

“I can promise you weeks of delightful torments,” purred Myssandra. “Permit me to shackle her to a wall, master, and I’ll drive her mad with ecstasy.”

“Some other time,” said Alfie. “Go, Luisa. Go before… before I get distracted. Get out of here and spread the word about the Happy Endings Dungeon.”

Luisa pouted and said, “I expect to be paid.”

“Sparing your life is payment enough,” warned Myssandra.

“No, we will pay her,” said Alfie. “A little now. An advance. And gold for guests. A commission for every heroine you send our way to have her fantasies realized in our dungeon. We have treasure we can give her, don’t we?”

“Yes, of course, master,” said Myssandra, finally stepping away from Alfie as he pulled up his trousers.

The towering blonde grasped Luisa by the forearm and marched the thief towards the door. Alfie couldn’t help but notice that Luisa bit her lip and gave Myssandra a lustful look as she was being walked out of the room.

“I need to keep those two far apart from each other,” he murmured. “For my own safety.”
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Renovations, Preparations, and Impediments

“A dungeon is a dungeon,” said Myssandra, her hands on her shapely hips as she glared at Alfie. “You cannot make it all flowers and sunshine and lounges for these intruders—”

“Guests,” corrected Alfie.

Myssandra’s eyes flashed with anger.

“Bah! Guests then! Whatever you want to call these filthy, thieving, murderous guests, they cannot be pampered. The monsters will want to kill them. The dungeon itself, it has a heart, master, and it will want to kill them.”

“It may have a heart, but I am the brain now. Not my uncle and not you.”

“Yes, master,” said Myssandra, looking at least a little chastened.

“And I have no idea what I’m doing,” continued Alfie, running his fingers over the Dungeon Catalog. “I know I can use this to furnish the dungeon and fill it with monsters, but I need your help. I need you to show me how to use it. To help me make the Maze of Masculine Malevolence into the Happy Endings Dungeon.”

Myssandra bowed her head. “Very well, Alfred. The power of this dungeon is in your hands. I will teach you how to use it.”

“Let’s start with the dungeon itself,” he said. “I want to make it presentable.”

Myssandra leaned against him, her hand over his hand as she guided him through the process of using the Dungeon Catalog to conjure what he wanted. He began with the entrance, transforming it from a forbidding gateway guarded by a menacing statue into a pleasant antechamber with a fountain outside and furnished with long couches, carpets, a hearth, and a platform with a throne for a monster to greet the women.

“A minor demon should suffice,” said Myssandra, using Alfie’s hand to turn the pages in the catalog. “A Gaunt Watcher. Powerful enough that they will not be slain immediately, smart enough to interact with the women without attacking them, and dreadfully obedient. A Gaunt Watcher will never disobey your commands.”

She stopped turning the pages on a lifelike illustration of a tall, slender figure wearing a hooded crimson robe. The only thing visible within that darkened hood was a pair of red eyes. The demon’s hands were skeletal and ended in claws.

Alfie plucked the image from the book and carried it to the table. He dropped it onto the atrium he had just finished creating. The wisps of smoke curled from his fingers and manifested as a tiny version of the skeletal figure on the Dungeon Table.

“He is already walking over to the throne,” observed Alfie.

“Yes, all monsters you summon are attuned to your desires. The more powerful a monster, the more willful, so beware that some might resist your commands if they are contrary to their instincts.”

“Will he know what to say to the guests?”

“You can tell him that now,” said Myssandra. “Simply concentrate on him. Think about what you want him to say. How you would like him to greet these, ah, guests. The watcher demon will obey.”

“What about food and sleep?”

“Some monsters do require such things, but this demon will not. He could remain upon that throne for centuries.” Myssandra nudged the image of the mimic left over from Luisa’s visit. The monster stirred almost as if it had felt her prodding. “The others, like this, will fade out over a few days unless you wish to keep them. In which case I will feed them for you.”

“Should I ask what you will feed them?”

“Goats, mostly,” said Myssandra. “Now then, what else would you like?”

Alfie put the Dungeon Catalog to good use. He changed the feel of the dungeon from natural caves to stone walls and wood planked floors. He added burning sconces, suits of armor, and paintings depicting women being pleasured. Myssandra seemed to particularly enjoy helping him select the art. One sculpture she showed him was so obscene that Alife could barely stand to look at it.

“I don’t see how that position is even possible,” he said, quickly turning the page in the catalog.

“With the Dungeon Catalog, everything is possible. You just need to learn to use your imagination.” Myssandra caressed Alfie’s arm. “Trust me. After we finish up here, I shall show you that position and a few others. If you would like, master.”

He did like. In fact, as one day rolled into another, Alfie found he liked spending time with Myssandra so much that it was difficult to get any work done. Myssandra was always there, leaning against him, smelling so wonderful, her hand caressing him and her lips so close to his ear. She was all too willing to slip a hand into his trousers or slip a breast from her bodice. To stroke him as he sucked at her nipple. To bend over the Dungeon Table and let him stuff his cock into the hot, tight folds of her cunt.

He dreamt of her lips. Her golden hair. Her hands roaming all over her body. Her ass bouncing atop him, waking him up in the morning as she rode his cock. Crying out in unison with him when he exploded deep inside her cunt.

“OoooooOOOoooo master!” she cried with ecstasy.

He tried to tell himself that she was a demon, she couldn’t possibly be on his side, but it was really hard to remember such details when her warm mouth was sucking on his prick.

“Please,” he gasped, leaning heavily against the podium for the Dungeon Catalog. “Myssandra. If you keep doing that… I won’t be able to get anything done today at all. We’ve been working on these renovations for six days now. We finished all of… ooohhh… ten rooms.”

“Mmmm?” She popped her lips free of his cock. “It will be months before that girl manages to lure any heroes to your dungeon. In fact, I would wager she ran off with that gold you gave her and we will never hear from her again. Mmmmmm. Shall I suck your stones too, master?”

“Um, yes, go ahead,” said Alfie, trying to study the table. “You know, I really should have a look… ooohhhhh, by god, Myssandra. That thing you are doing with your tongue…”

“Mmmmmnnn? This? Nnnnnnnnn!” Her tongue curled around his bollocks, sliding up and down them and almost managing to wank his bollocks with her slippery tongue.

“It’s maddening,” gasped Alfie, his cock twitching and beginning to drip pre on Myssandra’s face as she slurped Alife’s cum-heavy stones. His pleasure built as her hand worked up and down his saliva-covered cock. Just as he was about to explode, his eyes were drawn to the faintly pulsating room near the back end of the Dungeon Table. His hand trembled as he pointed to the room that was pulsating. “What does… that red glow there mean?”

“Mmmmm,” moaned Myssandra, evidently reluctant to stop pleasuring her master. “That is the Dungeon Heart, master.”

“Why is it pulsating like that?”

“The fires are burning low, master. You have used much magic renovating the dungeon and that thief’s measly Heroic Flame will not be enough to sustain it much longer.”

“I can’t sustain this much longer,” groaned Alfie, his knees going weak as Myssandra’s hand continued to stroke his cock. He grabbed her suddenly, picking her up until she stood before him. He threw his arms around her and kissed her passionately, forgetting about the Dungeon Heart and its worrying pulsation for as long as it took him to throw Myssandra down onto an empty spot on the Dungeon Table. His kiss found her lips and their tongues intertwined, faintly salty from his own precum, but sweet as a summer peach with Myssandra’s saliva.

“Mmmmm! Oh, master! You’re so excited!”

She lay back on the table, her blue eyes lidded with desire as she took hold of the backs of her knees and lifted her feet into the air. She shamelessly exposed the pink of her slick pussy and the divot of her asshole.

“You do this on purpose,” groaned Alfie, gripping the root of his cock and guiding it towards her steamy slit. “Every time I have things almost figured out… you go and distract me by being so… so fucking… oohhh… gorgeous. Perfect.”

He thrust through his fingers and into the slick flower of Myssandra’s cunt. Though tight, her cunt devoured his full length with ease and flexed around him to massage and milk his cock.

“I am here to serve you, master,” cooed Myssandra.

He could offer nothing but a groan and another thrust in response. Her tight cunt slurping softly as she took each stroke of his straining cock. The force of his lust slapping against her inner thighs and sending her plump tits heaving and splashing against her ribcage. The devilish tightness of her squeezing around his cock as he filled her with his full length, drew back, and thrust again. His bollocks slapping against the softness of her asshole.

He met Myssandra’s lusty gaze and wanted to punish her. He took hold of her legs and used them for more leverage, slamming harder into her. Hard enough to shake the Dungeon Table with the force of his rutting.

“Oooooh, master, punish me with your cock!” cried Myssandra.

He felt his orgasm rising. Inexorable. An exhilarating rush of need from deep in his core to the head of his cock. His gaze fell upon the pulsating red glow of the Dungeon Heart. His strokes – his pleasure – took on the rhythm of that throbbing red light. The hunger of the dungeon itself. The lust for the flames of heroes.

“Ahhhhhh!” he cried, burying his full length in Myssandra, pushing her legs back with his weight as he hilted his cock in her fluttering cunt.

“Massssstteerr!” she cried, lacing her arms around his neck and leaning up to kiss him.

Her lips met his as the rush of pleasure in his cock exploded into hot torrents of his seed. The contractions of his eruptions matched perfectly to the red pulsating light of the Dungeon Heart. Again and again, until he collapsed atop the lovely demoness. Until she held him in her arms and squeezed his dribbling cock until it had emptied every drop into her lush cunny.

“Myssandra,” he moaned.

“I am here for you, Alfred,” she said, her legs around him as his cock slowly deflated.

“The time has come,” he croaked, watching the Dungeon Heart cast its throbbing color upon Myssandra’s pale flesh. “I must go to the Dungeon Heart. I need to know… what is in there.”

“Yes, master,” she whispered and stroked the back of his head.
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The Heart and Soul

With some trepidation Alfie stood before the heavy door of the Dungeon Heart. The pulse of magic throbbed through the air like the beating of some black heart, the very air seeming to ripple with its potency.

Alfie was suddenly reluctant to enter that forbidding chamber. He glanced back at Myssandra, who stood a distance away. She gave him an encouraging nod, and he turned back to the door. Taking a deep breath, letting it out, he reached forward and grasped the handle, pulling it open.

It opened without a sound. Not a creak or groan of rusting hinges. Darkness lay within. A deeper darkness that rolled like smoke. Not sure what he expected, Alfie gingerly stepped inside.

The blackness swallowed him up with inky heaviness. He blinked, squinting against the gloom and took a few steps forward. His skin crawled as the shadows rolled across him like stroking hands.

Then, with a gusty rush, the darkness faded.

And unveiled the brightness within. 

Alfie’s jaw dropped as the glitter of gold suddenly blazed before his eyes. Like receding waves the shadows swept back, revealing the treasures they once hid. Gold coins spilled from chests and formed slopes of fortunes. Gems flashed and gleamed, set in scabbards and armour of stunning beauty. The walls were framed by towering pillars whose bases were lost in the hills of treasure. Diamonds sparkled, carelessly cast among the gold. Statues etched of silver, bronze, and other precious metals stood like silent guardians, draped in necklaces worked of pearl and intricate design.

Alfie turned slowly, his jaw slack at the sheer fortune he gazed upon. He’d never dreamed so much money could even exist.

Yet even as he marveled, something throbbed again, and Alfie felt his gaze pulled to something out of place. Something black among the glittering fortunes.

Raised on a pedestal which rose from the hills of gold was a sarcophagus. Worked of obsidian, it was of no make Alfie had ever seen. The stone was plain, unadorned, yet seemed to carry such weight it was a wonder the floor didn’t crack under it. Alfie felt an almost gravitational pull to that black edifice. And it seemed to him the shadows he had seen before seeped from the lid. A black hole among the glittering wonder of the dungeon’s hoard.

The air throbbed with its presence. A low, beating sensation like the flaring of a fire’s warmth. Alfie’s soul cringed at the sight of the thing. Knew there was something wrong with that. Something beyond him. Beyond any mortal man.

And yet, it called to him.

Alfie crossed the room slowly, gold coins scattering under his feet, forgotten for that dark tomb before him. Steps climbed the platform, and in a few minutes Alfie stood before the sarcophagus, a shiver trembling through him. His hands seemed to move on their own, rising to the lid. His fingers tingled where the touched the dark stone. He began to push.

“FOOL!”

Alfie jerked his hands back and whirled around. He looked frantically about the chamber, the temperature dropping suddenly.

“What? Who’s that?”

“FOOL!”

Cold air swirled from nowhere, gathering before Alfie. He stared, dumbstruck as the icy air coalesced, formed into a massive figure of a man. He had a stocky build yet was large for all that, with fierce, piercing eyes that looked down his aquiline nose. Lanky hair writhed around his head, his garb long black robes that stirred in the wind of his own conjuring. He raised a hand and pointed it at Alfie with judgment.

“I said fool!” the phantom bellowed again.

“Wh-who’re you?” Alfie gasped.

“I am Tiberius Ivanhoe!” the phantom roared. “And how dare you, boy. How dare you!”

“I wasn’t going to open it!” Alfie yelped.

“Not that!” the ghost roared like the mountain’s wind. “You dare turn my masterpiece of a dungeon into some feminine bordello? You dare ruin my life’s work? You dare? You ignorant welp!”

“Uh. I… Y-yeah?” Alfie said, too terrified to think of anything else to say.

The ghost’s eyes bulged. He raised his hand and slapped Alfie viciously across the face.

“Ow!” Alfie cried, touching his cheek. “That… actually didn’t hurt,” he said, rubbing his cheek in confusion. He didn’t doubt the force put behind the ghost’s blow, but it had felt more like someone had lightly smacked him with a pillow.

The ghost snarled, reeled back, and tried to slap him again, but this time the impact seemed even softer. A breeze that scarcely stirred the hair on Alfie’s head.

Alfie weathered the blow awkwardly, barely flinching. “...Are you done?”

“Damn!” Tiberius snarled, trembling with fury. “Had I still my physical form, you couldn’t fathom the pain I would inflict on you!”

“Well, if you did, I wouldn’t be here,” Alfie observed. “Because… you know. You’re dead.”

“Shut up!” the ghost howled, throwing his arms in the air, the wind whirling around him again in a localized storm of fury. “Shut up you blasted little insect! How you can be such a mewling wretch with even a drop of my blood I’ll never know! Anyone would be better than you. The only thing that could have made you worse is if you were a woman!”

Alfie gaped at that one. “Are… are you kidding me?”

“Listen here, you sniveling little bastard,” Tiberius snarled, shoving a finger under Alfie’s nose, who winced at the faint, mildewy scent. “You are going to march back into the Nexus, and you are going to fix the Maze of Masculine Malevolence! Death traps ‘round every corner! Lurking beasties ready to rend flesh! Foul molesters eager to fondle soft, quivering flesh!”

“It’s the Happy Endings Dungeon now,” said Aflie.

“The hell it is!” Tiberius snapped. “This is a dungeon! It’s a place of terror! Of strife! Of suffering! A place to show all those wretched women heroes that they are nothing! That they should have stayed in the home and borne their womanly duties rather than try and think themselves the equal of men! And you are going to fix this now!”

Alfie let the ghostly image of his uncle expend its fury in a series of curses and frustrated gestures. He stared at the flailing spirit with growing contempt. He folded his arms across his chest and watched Tiberius and his untethered, misogynistic ranting. This shouting and ranting finally sputtered to angry muttering.

“Are you finished?” asked Alfie.

“No,” said Tiberius, turning back to him and staring with wild eyes. “No, I will never give this up, boy. You can mock me now with your corporeal superiority, but I will have my day soon enough. Oh, yes, I will restore my dungeon. Myssandra will help me. She’s blackhearted through and through. She believes in this dungeon.”

“She calls me ‘master’ now, uncle,” said Alfie.

This sent a tremor of anger through the ghost’s entire body. Tiberius swung his face back towards Alfie and his features spread into a grotesquely exaggerated smile.

“You think she’s yours, boy? How does it feel to walk the trail I blazed? To put your little prick where my mighty cock has been?” Tiberius wagged a big ghostly cock up and down. “That’s right, welp. You’re living in my shadow. You’re finishing my leftovers. You’re—”

A dreadful howl sounded, piercing even the thickness of the Dungeon Heart’s door. Tiberius looked past Alfie as if he might see the physical manifestation of the howl of the dungeon’s alarm. He grabbed for Alfie’s shoulder and Alfie felt a cold chill run down his spine.

“Now is your chance, boy,” rasped Tiberius. “Go and redeem yourself. Slaughter the intruder! Punish her heaving flesh!”

With the disturbing dungeon alarm howling, Alfie decided not to prolong his argument with his uncle. He emerged from the Dungeon Heart and found Myssandrar waiting for him in the Dungeon Nexus. She was bent over the Dungeon Table staring down at the green figure approaching the entrance.

“Master,” she said. “It is a single female int—guest. An aether caster.”

“A witch?”

“Or sorceress or mage,” said Myssandra. She spared Alfie a glance and asked him, “Did you look upon the treasure this dungeon protects?”

“Hmm? Oh, I saw it was there, but I was distracted by, uh, something else.”

“Really?” Myssandra seemed surprised but did not inquire further.

Alfie leaned low over the table, examining the image of the guest as she shifted from the pulsating green to more realistic colors. She was fiercely beautiful and approached with determination rather than furtively creeping like Luisa Betancourt. The woman’s red hair caught the wind from the dungeon’s depths. Scarlet locks played about her shoulders. She raised the staff she held in one hand and a beam of violet light singed the flowers in the garden and caused the dungeon’s doors to swing open.

“She is going to take more than a few goblins,” purred Myssandra.

“Yes, I think you’re right,” said Alfie, walking to the pulpit and paging through the Dungeon Catalog. “But let’s find out what she wants before we go summoning any monsters.”

Myssandra seemed to restrain herself from making an angry retort. She nodded ever so slightly and said, “Very good, master. We shall try things… your way.”

Alfie peered over the book at the Dungeon Table as the woman’s figure moved into the antechamber with the waiting demon. His entire theory was about to be put to the test. This one woman’s reaction to the Gaunt Watcher might determine whether the promise of happy endings was a mistake or the new way of the dungeon.

Whether or not Alfie was the soft fool everyone believed him to be.


Book 2: Two Ogres for the Price of One

1

Grand Opening

The scent of gardenias and roses filled the air. The gateway stood open with its iron frame climbed by flowering vines. Pink roses. Red. Above this was an arched sign, gaily painted with fine yellowing lettering outlined in blue.

“The Happy Endings Dungeon. Guests are Welcome!”

It resembled a shop sign or the entrance above a public garden rather than a dungeon’s entrance. Beyond this was a garden and hedgerows lorded over by a statue of a scowling man with a long beard and intense, brooding eyes. Bees hummed in the warm and unusually humid air. A fountain burbled somewhere not quite visible through the gate, betraying the source of the moisture in the air.

None of this was what Rylie Shaughnessy had been expecting. The third rank aether caster stood at the gate. Her red hair flowing loose in the summery breeze and her slender midriff bared beneath the ample cups of her violet bodice. Slits in the sides of her skirt allowed the air to stir the fabric and reveal her long legs and shapely thighs. Her grip tightened on her staff as a bumblebee buzzed lazily past her face. She studied its motion, half expecting it to transform into some sort of monster.

“I don’t like it,” she murmured. “This is the Maze of Masculine Malevolence, not some botanical garden.”

She had planned this quest for weeks. She had cleared her objective with her fourth rank instructor at the Occult Order of Thaumaturgists in Beristol. Namark the Wise had assured her that this dungeon would provide her with a challenge adequate to assure her ascension from acolyte of the third rank to master of the fourth.

She had been in Galabros, preparing for her final approach, when that pretty girl with the big eyes had come bouncing into the tavern. The little wench had certainly been free with her tales of the dungeon. That it was under the rule of a new Dungeon Lord and that he had pronounced a change in purpose.

It was no longer a perilous quest destination full of deadly monsters. It had become a retreat for horny women looking for unusual pleasures. Or so claimed that doe-eyed thief, Luisa.

“Every woman is welcome,” Luisa had explained, to rolling eyes and mutters of disbelief from the other patrons at the tavern. Rylie had listened to the babbling woman and decided that very night to finish her preparations and make her assent to the dungeon. Not because she believed any of Luisa’s words. Oh, no, she assumed it was some deadly ruse. But she wanted to finish her quest before word got back to Beristol that there was a new Dungeon Lord. She was unsure how such information might affect her ranking and she had no intention of finding out.

She stepped through the gate and felt the change almost instantly. The last wisps of the desert mountain’s arid atmosphere gave way to the cloying, humid air within the garden. She circled the fountain and kept her distance from the flowers. She avoided even touching the shrubbery. She suspected everything was a trap.

“This new Dungeon Lord wants his victims to lower their guard,” she murmured, casting a glance at the statue of a madman looming over her. “But I am not so easily fooled.”

She called upon the aether and cast a simple detection spell to probe the gardens. The plants were magically conjured, as she expected, but she saw nothing else extraordinary about them. They were not illusory or dangerous. Ahead of Rylie lay the iron doors of the dungeon itself. No magical wards on the dungeon. Her spell penetrated the door and she flinched as she sensed a potent sinborne presence on the other side.

“A demon?” She could faintly see its outline, shimmering red in her aether vision. A seated figure, perhaps twice the size of a human. Robed and long-limbed. Waiting for her to enter. “Big enough to pose a challenge. Perhaps I won’t need to delve very far into this dungeon after all.”

She smirked as she sent a pulse of magical power crackling from her fingertips. The flowers near the entrance to the dungeon lost their petals as their stems were flattened. The doors sizzled with magical power and swung slowly open with a groan of protest. Rylie stalked into the dungeon and slammed her staff’s silver ferrule against the hardwood floor with a satisfying thump.

She faced the demonic figure seated next to an orange paper lantern. His heavy robe hung against gaunt limbs. His face slowly lifted and Rylie swallowed her fear as she gazed into the inhuman silver orbs that filled his skeletal sockets. His nose was absent, leaving only two black holes above the wide rictus of his mouth.

“Speak… your desire,” he rasped, gazing unblinkingly at Rylie.

“Your destruction is what I desire, demon!” shouted Rylie, raising her staff and gathering the aether in the room for a powerful spell. The demon stared at her and did not move. A forked blast of violet lightning shot from the head of her staff and struck the demon. The giant creature was thrown backwards, and its chair was knocked over. Its robes began to smolder. “Not going to fight back?”

Rylie began to summon another bolt of aetheric power. Charging even more into the head of her staff. She ignored the couches. The pleasant music. The scent of incense. All her attention was focused on the demon. Its destruction would be enough.

“Back to the hells with you!” she shouted and fired her supercharged bolt of aetheric destruction. The violet energy shot from her staff and arced into the supine demon. His robes were consumed in a flash of flame, revealing his pale and emaciated body.

His head lifted. His silver eyes glared hatefully at Rylie. He stood with a single, impossible motion. Like a tree falling in reverse.

“Foolish,” he rasped. “My master offers you pleasure. But if it is death you desire, I will grant your wish.”

The demon wore a halo of burning crimson magic. He flexed his long claws as he stood and more of the magical fire blazed into existence around his hands.

Rylie’s jaw was tight with fear. She had faced the sinborne before, but this was not some lesser demon like a sinewy imp or one of the flayed. She readied herself to face the gaunt demon’s magic.

It was a misdirection. Instead of a spell, the demon leapt at her and battered aside her magical ward. It knocked the staff from her grasp and pinned her to the floor with one huge claw engulfing her slender neck. She tried to choke out the verbal components for a spell. The demon, leering, its huge skeletal face close to her, tightened its grip on her neck and silenced her whispering words.

“You perish now, witch,” rasped the demon. “I will feast upon your entrails.”

A voice suddenly boomed at overwhelming volume. So loud that it felt like an explosion. Coming from everywhere within the dungeon all at once. As if the walls were the membrane of labyrinthine vocal cords.

“No! Bad! No entrail feasting!” The tone of the voice was oddly non-threatening, but so loud that it hurt Rylie’s ears. “Release her!”

“Master,” rasped the demon, “this fool sought to harm me.”

“Not a fool, a guest,” replied the voice. “Let her go. She won’t attack again. You won’t attack again, will you?”

“Ggggkkkknnnnn,” replied Rylie, her face red as she fought to breathe.

“Stop choking her,” boomed the voice. “Let her answer!”

The demon growled and relaxed its grip on Rylie’s throat. She sucked in a breath and managed to choke out a reply, “No. Won’t attack.”

“Release her!” commanded the voice.

The demon leapt from Rylie and returned to its chair. It sat and glowered at her as she struggled to sit up.

“Are you the new Dungeon Lord?” asked Rylie, looking up at the ceiling as if she might see his face gazing back at her.

“Yes. I’m Alfie – Alfred – Ivanhoe. Why did you come here?”

“The dungeon,” she rasped, rubbing at her neck. “I sought a challenge. Something big. Have to... prove myself to the Order of Thaumaturgists.”

“Obviously the Gaunt Watcher is too big for you. But I might have something… let me see… um, how about an ogre?”

“There’s a start,” she said, managing a smile as she massaged her neck. “I’ve defeated one before. But how about two of them?”

“You want to take on two ogres at the same time?”

Rylie could almost hear this Alfred Ivanhoe lifting an eyebrow at her request.

“I am third rank,” she said defiantly.

“Right, sure, okay,” said the Dungeon Lord. “Through the door on your left. Go down the hall and take a right.”

“The ogres?” she asked, pulling herself to her feet and retrieving her staff.

“Uh, not yet. I’ll have the ogres ready for you soon. I must talk things over with them first.” He sounded distracted as he added, “No, those are the gnomes in there. They’ll give you a massage and a pedicure and do your hair if you’d like.”

“Is it bad?” she asked, looking down at her red hair falling over her shoulder.

“No comment,” said the Dungeon Lord. “But they can do wonders with some natural svagnonut moisturizer.”

“That way,” the Gaunt Watcher said coldly, pointing a bony finger towards an arched doorway to the left.

With a wary eye on the demon, Rylie made her way towards the exit in question. She held her staff closely, trying to guess if she was walking into a trap, even as she recognized a trap would be somewhat redundant given the sinborne’s stranglehold on her moments ago. She again rubbed her neck, grimacing. Nothing for it now, she supposed.

She passed through the doorway and not into, as she expected, some gloomy tomb, perhaps festooned with spiderwebs and dread warnings. Instead, she walked into what looked like a spa that would be more at home in the capital city Thoulon’s upscale districts than a dusty dungeon. Marble tiles stretched across the floor and frescos on the walls depicted rather scandalous scenes of men, women, and some sort of goat creature in various carnal scenes. A few stairs descending into a steaming pool of milky blue water that was scented of lilies rather than magma or cave minerals. Several tables were filled with unguents and oils in elaborate bottles.

Rylie looked about it all with mouth agape. If this was a trap, it was a very good one. She could already feel the subtle itch of grit from her sweaty climb up the mountain and her subsequent encounter with the guardian. 

The tramp of feet heralded a new arrival, and Rylie turned towards the sound, her guard up, her staff pointed in the direction and crystal tip crackling with a spell.

Three gnomes entered, the diminutive creatures clad in pointed hats of red, blue, and gold. Bushy brown beards hung to their chests and nearly hid their faces, their clothes tight white shirts and trousers to match the colors of their hats. Each carried an armful of bottles they deposited on a nearby table.

“Well! There she is!” the one in the red hat said.

“Ohhhh! She’s a pretty one,” Blue concurred. 

“Maybe once we do something about that hair. Ugh! Look at those knots. Such a shame. Don’t you worry, girl. We’ll get you ready for your big night!” Gold added.

Rylie slowly lowered her staff. “Um… Sorry?”

“Don’t worry! Don’t worry. We’re experts!” Red said, taking her hand and pulling her towards the pool.

“The best!” Blue agreed, taking her other hand.

“And we always get the job done! Now come on. Scoot! Get those robes off so we can really get to work,” Gold cried, pushing her from behind.

Rylie looked around uncertainly as she was ushered towards the pool. She had countless reservations about what was happening, but just the sight of those steaming waters sent shivers of anticipation racing through her body. And she did feel rather dirty. It had been so long since she’d truly had a proper bath.

“Fuck it,” she said to herself at last. If she was going to die, she’d at least do it clean. She pulled her hands from the gnomes and took off her skirt, revealing the tight white of her panties. Her top came next, her firm breasts cupped in a similarly downy bra, the gnomes oohing and lightly applauding.

“You look great!” Red said.

“Gorgeous!” Blue said.

“You think so?” Rylie asked, fluffing her hair a little, only to instead run her fingers through her red hair, frowning as her fingers felt the tangles and dirt she’d taken on while scuffling with the Gaunt Watcher. “I suppose a bath would be okay.”

“Better than okay! I mean look at you. A girl this pretty needs to look her best,” Red said.

“Soooo true! C’mon girl. Off with the rest of it! Time to get pampered!”

Riley blushed as the gnomes watched her unhook the clasps of her delicate bra and reveal the soft hang of her ample breasts. She had not shown her breasts to a man in quite some time, let alone three gnomes all at once, and she felt their eyes drinking in the sight of her bare flesh. She covered her breasts with her hands.

“No need to be shy!” Gold said.

“We’ve seen it alllll before,” assured Blue.

Riley nodded, dropping her hands to her hips to slide her panties down from the peachy swell of her bottom. She felt the fresh air between her thighs, caressing her intimately as the gnomes circled around her taking in the sight of her naked body.

“Okay, I am naked,” she said. “You can quit staring at me.”

Riley allowed the gnomes to guide her into the pool, flinching when her toe touched the waters. But when her foot failed to dissolve in some hidden acid, she allowed the gnomes to ease her in.

“Ohhhhh,” Riley sighed as the warm waters rose about her, her thighs dipping lower, her breasts lifted by the buoyancy until she slipped under the surface. Her skin tingled as she surfaced with a gasp, her hair fanning out behind her.

“Look at this color. Gorgeous!” Red said as he lifted her locks, adoringly running a golden comb through them and gently working out the tangles.

“You know, blue would look good too. We have some dyes which would make you look fabulous!” Blue said.

“Or gold! Girls always look lovely in gold,” Gold added.

“Mmmm,” Rylie said, her eyes lidded, her scalp tingling as the three gnomes brushed her hair. “I like it red…”

“And so you should! It’s absolutely your color. I bet you had the guys and girls just falling over themselves for a look at you,” Red said.

“Don’t mean to brag,” Rylie said dreamily, wriggling in warm, indolent pleasure as the trio worked her hair and scalp. “But I was pretty… mmm… popular.”

“But those boys weren’t big enough, I bet,” Red said.

Rylie giggled despite herself. She heard a pop of a bottle uncorking and smelled the sweet scent of oils as the gnomes began to scent and massage it into her hair and scalp. “Mmm. Well…” she said slyly. “I never lacked for suitors. But sorcerers aren’t the most… you know. Built bunch.”

“Too true,” Blue said. “All stringy and slender.”

“Or fat!”

“Oh true! But maybe you like that a little,” Gold said. “Had a bit of a thing for the fat ones?”

“Could you imagine?” Red chuckled. “Ooooh, how naughty!”

“But that kind are always so clingy,” Blue said. “Give them an inch and they think you love them, when really you just wanted a bit of a dirty fuck.”

Riley listened to them contentedly, relaxing deeper into the pool. Whatever she had expected on coming to the dungeon, it certainly hadn’t been this!

“There we are,” declared Blue. “Clean and supple.”

“Gorgeous,” agreed Gold.

“Those ogres are going to love you,” said Red. “Now let’s get you out of the water… there’s a good girl. On your feet. Over to the table.”

“Great glutes,” said Blue, admiring Rylie’s round rump before engulfing it in a towel and drying her hips and cheeks.

“Oh, those ogres will make a meal of her,” tittered Gold, toweling off Rylie’s legs and up to her abdomen. He couldn’t quite reach her breasts.

Rylie smiled contentedly and took the towel from him, drying off her ample breasts and soft pink nipples as she allowed Red to lead her over to a wide padded table. There was a hole for her face at one end of the table and he guided her to climb onto the padded surface and lay with her face down.

“There we are,” he said, helping her to squeeze her breasts against the padding as she stretched prone upon the table. Her face fit into the hole and Blue almost immediately appeared beneath her.

“Alright, my lovely, Gold and I are going to do a deep tissue massage. You just give a squeak at us if you need any special attention anywhere.” He winked and disappeared from view.

“I really feel fine,” she said. “But my back could use a little… oooohhhhh…”

Her words became a deep groan as two of the gnomes began to massage her back. Their method involved climbing onto her naked thighs, one per thigh, straddling them so she could feel their hard pricks in their pants, and then leaning their weight against the heels of their hands as they massaged her lower back.

“That’s… that’s… oohhhhhhh… amazing,” admitted Rylie.

Red hopped onto a stool at the head of the table and sunk his fingers into Rylie’s hair. He began massaging her scalp in forceful circles, his movements somehow timed perfectly with the massaging hands of Blue and Gold. It was heavenly and Rylie hardly even minded when the two gnomes massaging her back began grinding against the backs of her thighs. One pair of hands began to massage her buttocks. The other stretched higher and reached just below her shoulders. She could feel the beard of that gnome against her back like a scrubbing cloth. He was kissing her and grinding against the back of her thigh. The other was grinding even faster.

“Hmmmm? What are you to up to?” she asked.

“Ohhhh, we whistle while we work! Right, Red?” said Blue.

“That’s right,” chuckled Red.

“I’ll start us off,” said Gold and he began whistling a merry tune that all three gnomes picked up in a moment. Something about the music relaxed Rylie and relieved her doubts about the gnomes and their methods. Sure, they were practically humping the backs of her thighs, but their massage was so good that it hardly mattered.

She was sunk back into a total state of relaxation beneath the deft hands of the gnomes. Her oiled muscles shed her tension and any shame she might have felt disappeared. She let out a deep groan as she felt a little gnome hand press between her legs. Wiggling fingers found her cunt.

“Mmmmmm,” she murmured. “What are you doing?”

The whistling grew louder and the gnomes began to sing about their work and how high they could swing a ho or something. Rylie wasn’t very concerned with the lyrics as one gnome began to massage her clit. His little bearded face pressed against her bottom, and she felt a hot gnome tongue dancing against the clench of her ass. A moment later, she felt a bare gnome cock rubbing against the back of one thigh. Sliding and slipping on oil. Gnome kisses stroked against her shoulders.

“Hey,” she said, lifting her head from the hole in the table. “This is more than a massage.”

“This is the best part!” declared Red, resuming his whistling as he yanked down his trousers and thrust the red thumb of his cock straight into Rylie’s mouth. He held her head with both hands, continuing to massage her scalp and whistling away like a madman as he began to thrust his wee prick in and out of her mouth.

Rylie was outraged, but only for a moment. The skilled hands of the gnomes, the sweet-smelling oil they were massaging into her body, and that constant whistling quickly smothered her outrage. Her eyelids fluttered shut and she forgot all about the ogres. The raunchy pleasure was too much. One gnome rubbing her clit and rimming her ass. Another practically fucking her thigh and massaging and kissing her shoulders. And Red, holding Rylie’s head and sliding his cock against her tongue to urgently prod the back of her mouth.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned, sucking his cock and succumbing to the ministrations of the gnomes.

It was not long before an entire gnome fist was pumping into her pussy and massaging inside her. It felt incredible and sent warm, rippling waves of pleasure through her depths. Each tremor of pleasure made her tight asshole clench against the gnome tongue trying to invade her back passage. She sucked harder on Red’s cock and felt his bollocks the size of a robin’s eggs slapping against her chin with each thrust. The gnome humping away at her thigh let out a sudden sharp whistle and she felt the warmth of his cum squirting all over the back of her leg.

A moment after that and Rylie was tasting hot spurts of gnome cum. Red’s whistling broke for a moment, his lyrics becoming a groan as he fed Rylie his syrupy sweet spunk, but then it was right back to the singing as Rylie gurgled softly and drank his goo. She rocked her hips back against the gnome still tonguing her hot hole and began to cum once more on the gnome fist stretching her tight cunt.

“That’s enough!” boomed the voice of the Dungeon Lord, silencing the gnomes and their song.

Red staggered back, sliding his dripping cock from Rylie’s mouth. Blue and Gold hopped down from the table, sheepishly holding their hats and lowering their heads.

“I told you to pamper her, not have sex with her!”

“Forgive us, master,” said Red, tucking his prick back into his trousers. “We are so enthusiastic about our work.”

“She liked it,” added Blue.

“Look, she’s happy as a clam,” said Gold.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Rylie, smiling as she stretched and rolled over on the table. “It felt incredible.”

“Well, um, good,” said the Dungeon Lord. “But your ogres await. Clean off the mess you made on her and send her through the door.

“Yes, master!” shouted the three gnomes, snapping to attention and saluting nothing. They began whistling again and eased Rylie off the table. Blue and Gold wiped her legs and buttocks clean and Red gave her face a good cleaning with a hot towel. They provided her with a puffy white robe that slid easily over her naked body.

“Through here, my dear,” said Red, leading the way to a large door. “Your happy ending awaits!”

Red pressed Rylie’s staff into her hands. The other two gnomes grunted and struggled to swing the door open to reveal the chamber of the ogres.

“Good luck,” she heard the gnomes chorus as they pushed her into the room.


2

A Happy Ending for the First Guest

Rylie only managed to return to her senses when the door had closed behind her. The boom made her jump and look down, realizing she was in naught but some frilly bathrobe. Not exactly the best gear to go dungeon delving. But at least she had her staff. And for a pair of ogres, that’d be all she needed.

She frowned to herself as torches lit themselves one by one, illuminating a large room glazed with fine wooden floors. More murals of debauchery filled the walls and, somewhat more pointedly, a massive bed sat in the middle of the room. Made of metal and layered with silky sheets, it looked extremely sturdy. Could this be the dungeon lord’s bedroom? But why allow her so close to the dungeon’s fabled heart?

As she considered this, she heard movement behind her. She jumped forward, spinning about with her staff lowered, the gem at the tip blazing with magic.

From the shadows beside the doors moved two hulking ogres. Massive, heavy, they were like most of their kind, resembling mountains of red flesh more than anything else. Small heads peaked and their bodies broadened and bulged into their massive guts. Huge arms ended in fists the size of shovels that hung at their sides, their only clothes surprisingly clean loincloths that dangled off their hips and hid their privates. The only thing that differentiated one ogre from the other were the patterns of tattoos that wound their way across their bulks, and that one had a bone piercing his nose.

They grinned awkwardly at her, showing off their sharp teeth.

“Hello pretty girl,” one said, his voice as deep as a rumble of the earth itself. “Me Bonk.”

“And I Thonk!” the one with the bone piercing said, his voice somehow even deeper.

“And we gonna make you…” Bonk’s brow creased. He lifted his hand, face scrunching in concentration as he read something on his palm. “...happy.”

“Foul brutes!” Riley said, raising her staff. “This is the end for you!”

“It is?” Thonk said. “But we didn’t even get to dinner.”

“You’ll not eat me!” Riley cried.

“We not?” Bonk said, checking his other hand. “But… we supposed to. See?”

He pushed out his hand towards Riley. A spell crackled on her tongue until she read what was on the ogre’s hand.

1- Invite Girl to Dinner

2- Laugh at All Her Jokes

3- Make Her Feel Special

4- Eat Her Out

5- Sex Only to the Degree She Asks For

Riley let her staff dip a little. The writing was far too intricate for the two brutes before her, that much was plain. She glanced between them suspiciously.

“Then… you aren’t going to fight me?” she said.

“Nope!” Thonk said, beaming with the particular satisfaction only available to the very stupid. “Master said not to fight girls! We supposed to fuck!”

“We can do that,” Bonk said, nodding eagerly. “We get lotsa practice! I bet we make girls feel real good now!”

“Hur hur hur!” Thonk laughed, his gut wobbling with his mirth.

Riley lowered her stuff fully, looking between the two dimwitted ogres. If this was a trap, it was an extremely elaborate one. But after what she went through with the gnomes and everything else, she was starting to suspect that… maybe the dungeon really was meant to be some monstrous bordello.

And it… wasn’t as if she hadn’t thought about it. Her eyes slid down Bonk’s gut and to his crotch, her eyes widening a little as she saw the bulge, fairly lifting his loincloth away. She felt heat rise to her face and her core ached with desire. She licked her lips, glancing again at the two grinning ogres.

“Well,” she said, her voice growing lower, huskier. She set aside her staff and grasped the seam of her fluffy robe, her hips lazily swinging side to side. “So you two are supposed to fuck me?”

“Yeah! Make you feel good.”

“Really perty like,” Thonk agreed, thumbs and index fingers together in a gesture of delicate effort.

“Really?” Riley said, glancing between them, her smirk deepening. “You going to have some fun with these?”

She pulled open her robe, baring the fullness of her breasts and curves of her figure, her nipples still hard and tender from the attention of the gnomes, her body oiled and glistening in the torchlight. The sudden fire of lust in the ogre’s eyes made her tummy flutter with fear and excitement. She saw their huge hands rise, thick, crude fingers ready to grasp and pull, their faces fixed with savage lust.

Only to hesitate, the two ogres exchanging a look. “Um…” Bonk said. “We should uh…” He checked his hand. “Row-maynce da lady foist…”

“Oh. Yeah,” Thonk said with disappointment. “We um… bring flowers, right? I think I got poem written on foot…”

Riley looked between the ogres, scowling. She was starting to suspect this new Dungeon Lord was a virgin, given these ideas of ‘romance’. “Boys?” Riley said, instantly drawing the attention of the two ogres. “How about instead of that, we do a bit of… romantic roleplaying.”

“Huh?” Thonk said as Bonk checked his two hands for some guidance.

“It’s very romantic,” Riley said, her smile growing smoky as she strode towards the two ogres, her hips swinging. “Much more romantic than flowers.”

“More romantic den flowers?” Thonk said in awe.

“Oh yeah,” Riley said, coming between them, a tremble of anticipation working through her as she felt the presence of the two brutes close around her, their massive bodies towering over her, nothing separating her from their fat cocks but the filmy silks of their loincloths. Anticipation tingled in her. Excitement thrilled her and made her cheeks flush and breathing grow heavy. “How about I play the innocent maiden that you two have captured and are going to have their way with. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

“Uh… we not have flowers for that,” Thonk said, but the words came distantly, his eyes glued to her curves as she stood between them.

“I think I know what she means,” said Bonk. “She talkin’ about catch a girl we do sometimes. With the other girls.”

“Ohhhhhh!” Thonk’s ugly face broke into a lopsided, gap-toothed grin. “You mean like village girls. When we make them scream because they’re scaredy cats and then scream because it feels so good.”

“Yes! That’s it exactly!” Riley clapped her hands and startled them both. “I’ll run away and you try to catch me and when you catch me…” Riley ran her hands over her naked body, hefting and squeezing her breasts before moving her hands lower. “You can do whatever you want with me. Even if I’m pleading for you to let me go.”

“The village girls usually don’t say to let them go once we started,” said Bonk.

“Yeah,” agreed Thonk. “They like us lots after a while. Keep coming back to our cave after they start getting all fat with some babies. Sayin’ they need gold to buy things for the baby or just wantin’ to get caught again for more fun.”

“Babies?” Rylie’s eyes widened. She hadn’t really considered that these brutes might be able to impregnate her. The idea sent another hot thrill through her body that settled deep inside her. But it also raised the hairs on the back of her neck. She might be kicked out of the Occult Order of Thaumaturgists if she came back from the dungeon with an ogre baby in her belly.

“We do that,” said Bonk. “You run. We catch you. Then we make babies with you!”

“Well, the babies part is maybe a bit—”

The ogres had already made up their minds to play Rylie’s game. Their ugly faces twisted with anger and they bellowed with monstrous rage. Bonk tried to grab her by the arms, but she slipped out of his grasp thanks to the massage oil. Rylie began to run around the huge room and the ogres gave chase. She managed to recover her staff. Their feet slapped the floor and their big bellies wobbled and bounced. Not quite as much as her bare breasts, but enough that they made fleshy sloshing sounds each time the ogres changed directions.

She felt like a rabbit released at the dog races to inspire racing hounds. The ogres came thumping after her with surprising speed, snarling savagely as they reached out and tried to grab her. Her agility was her main advantage over their size and reach. She dodged and ducked and even used a bit of magic to startle them. She thought about running out the door, but Bonk must have guessed escape was on her mind because he blocked her way out. She started to cast a spell to knock him out of the way but never managed to finish as Thonk yanked the staff out of her hands.

“Got you now!” snarled Bonk, reaching for Rylie.

She ducked his arms and rolled backwards, somersaulting between Thonk’s meaty legs, and looking at his bulging loincloth as she rolled past. It was huge. She could see the outline of his cock and his bollocks pressing against his loincloth. As she rolled back to her feet behind him, she hesitated for a moment, her mind reeling with images of thick ogre cocks almost as big as her forearm.

She thought about those giant cocks for a moment too long. Thonk managed to twist around and his meaty hands grabbed Rylie by her shoulders.

“I got her!” he laughed, picking her up off the ground. “I got you! Now we do the fun part!”

“Yeah! Fun part!” guffawed Bonk, joining Thonk and squeezing Rylie between their huge red bellies. Rylie was bounced back and forth between them, her head smacking against their chests as they sandwiched her and fondled her naked body.

“Easy guys! Don’t – ooof – don’t squish me!”

“We got dat innocent maiden!” laughed Bonk.

“I caught her!” scowled Thonk. “I get to do the fun things first!”

“You only caught her ‘cuz I blocked the door!” shouted Bonk, shoving Thonk and nearly crushing Rylie in the process.

“Whoa! Careful!” Rylie cried. “There’s enough of me to go around!”

“She right,” said Thonk. “We share. I take one end and you take the other.”

“I want bottom half!” declared Bonk.

“Okay fine,” said Thonk. “I take top half.”

Rylie was expecting them to ravish her from two directions. Thonk carried her over to the giant bed and they began to do exactly that, but not in the way she had expected. They stretched her out on the bed on her back.

Bonk grabbed her legs and spread them wide, then he practically fell upon her as he shoved his ugly face between her thighs and began noisily licking her cunt. His tongue was wide as a hand trowel and ran from the crack of her ass, up her folds, and over her mound. He licked up and down, moaning and grunting and apparently savoring her taste. It felt incredible. His tongue was huge, powerful, and very warm and wet. The ravenous ogre bathed her in his saliva and then began thrusting his tongue into the hot honeypot of her cunt. His tongue was flexible enough that it fit easily inside her, but thick and strong enough that it stretched her open.

“OooooooOOOoo!” cried Rylie, jerking her hips with each spasm of pleasure as Bonk’s tongue plunged deep.

While Bonk was lathering up Rylie’s quivering cunt and fucking her with his tongue, Thonk had his way with her upper half. His huge hands seemed to engulf her tits, squeezing them and pressing them together as he knelt above her head. He towered over her like a huge, big-bellied statue with his bulging loincloth practically resting on her forehead.

“Sofffft,” he groaned, pressing her tits together tightly and thumbing her stiff pink nipples. She jerked with each tweak, the pleasure jolting through her body and straight to her clit as Bonk buried his tongue in her dripping twat.

“You like ogre sausage?” Thonk yanked at his loincloth. “I give you a taste, pretty human.”

He drew aside the silky garment and the huge hose of his red cock flopped free, right across Rylie’s forehead, over her nose, and dangling against her lips. It was only half hard and smelled like the ogre had just taken a bath that couldn’t quite scrub away all the sweaty funk of, well, being an ogre. She breathed in and out against the heavy weight of his cock. His bollocks mashing lightly against her hairline. They were hot and heavy as goose eggs.

“Ohhhhhh, fuck,” panted Rylie. She was overcome with lust and opened her mouth, tonguing at Thonk’s fat cock. Tracing the underside of his cock’s mushroom cap and down his shaft as he continued to fondle her breasts. His cock stiffened until it was reaching past her chin. She tilted her head and began licking at his bollocks. Shifting the weight of them with her tongue, then opening her mouth wide to let one of the fat stones slip past her lips.

“Is gooooood,” groaned Thonk, obviously savoring her warm mouth on his heavy stones.

“She got good tongue?” Bonk said.

“Oh yeaaaaaah. But bet mouth feel even better.”

The two ogres bellowed with laughter, their guts wobbling. Rylie blushed hot at their coarse comments, even as her core ached with the heat of desire. Her skin was pink with her flush, a strange, exciting sensation of expectation rushing through her. Being helpless in the grasp of the ogres thrilled her in ways she never dreamed of. Sinful. Delightful.

She wanted more.

“Oh nooooo!” she moaned, her face rolling away from Thonk’s bollocks. “Please don’t fuck me! Don’t fill me up with your big, fat ogre cocks!”

“Quiet!” Thonk said, giving her breasts a slap. “You our slut now! We fuck you lots!”

Rylie bucked, a shock of pain and mingled pleasure surging through her at that rude blow. She gasped, eyes opening wide as Bonk rose, lifting his head from between her thighs, pushing his cock forward and rubbing the petals of her sloppy wet pussy with his massive tool. “Hur hur! You gonna get good fuck now!” the ogre said.

As she felt the tip press against her cunt, Rylie realized fully just how massive the ogre was. She felt a tremor of fear, a spell suddenly popping into her mind. But not a spell of battle. A spell of fortitude. A spell of toughening.

A spell to ensure she could take their massive cocks to the full.

She blurted out the spell with barely a second thought, feeling her body grow looser, just in time for Bonk to push forward, stuffing her with his massive cock.

Rylie’s eyes shot wide open as she felt herself stretch around the ogre’s massive manhood. She had never experienced anything like it. Twice the size of any lover she had ever had. Maybe even more than that. Her back arched as if to better fill herself with him, her mouth opening wide in a soundless O of shocking pleasure. It was all the opportunity Thonk needed to grab her head with his sausage fingers, and push his own cock against her lips, into her mouth, and straight down into her throat.

The ogres were done teasing and playing with her. The two ogres groaned as they spit-roasted the lovely sorceress, her body shuddering with the strange, forbidden pleasure of being so blatantly used. Her chest heaved, her breath coming short and fast through her nose as her jaw stretched around the bulbous ogre cock claiming her mouth. Her throat and abdomen bulging. Her inner walls so tight around Thonk’s cock she could feel every vein and crease of his cock.

“Ohhhhh! She tiiiiiiight!” Thonk groaned.

“Mouth… good… toooooo!” Bonk groaned as he began to thrust.

Rylie groaned, sawing between the two ogres, their gentleness forgotten once they had her impaled on their cocks. And she was loving it! Pure ecstasy surged up into her core as the ogre’s cock stretched her pussy wide open. Her throat gurgled as the other ogre’s cock pushed into her, claiming her utterly.

She had never dreamed such a thing was possible. That it could feel so good! Their balls slapped her bottom and forehead. The stink of them seemed to soak into her skin. She gave a warbling moan as she submitted to their cocks, surrendering to their fucking.

The ogres grunted, panted, their rough hands seizing her body between them as they rutted her curves without a care. “Fuck. Fuuuuck! Feel good. Gonna cum!” Thonk moaned.

“Me too! Gonna stuff slut! Stuff her full!”

Their words broke through Rylie’s pleasured stupor. The sudden thought of being bred by the brutish ogres again rose in her mind. Fear tightened her chest. Another spell rose in her mind. One to throw the ogres back. Repel them with a wave of force before they could fill her with their thick cum. Breed her like some village harlot.

And even as the spell rose in her mind, she hesitated to cast it. To resist this. To avoid the fate of being bred by the brutish monsters. A sudden image of herself fucked full of ogre cum filled her mind. The womb of a proud sorceress grown heavy with the progeny of stupid monsters. Her lovely body used and fucked and bred by the creatures. The humiliation. The delight.

Another thrust sent another shock of pleasure through her like the blow of a drum. Her body rocked, fucking her throat and cunt like sheaths purpose made for the pleasure of the two randy ogres. She gurgled as she felt their pace increase, thrust into her with growing eagerness. Anticipation. Their balls churning with their virile seed. She felt it.

Closed her eyes.

And then let the spell slip away.

“Hrooooooo!” Thonk bellowed.

“Oooooooh!” Bonk roared.

As one they stuffed their cocks into the lovely sorceress as far as they could go, their grip tightening on her body, their balls swinging as they unloaded the full heaviness of their cum.

Riley shuddered, her moan vibrating through her throat as she felt the hot thickness of ogre cum burst into her pussy and pumping down her throat. Her abdomen bulging more as her womb and stomach were filled with their hot seed. Her own orgasm filled her like a prolonged electric shock, sending her shuddering, quaking around the twin cocks of the fat ogres as they emptied their seed into her body.

Her mind went white. A shameful surrender to monstrous pleasure she never dreamed was possible. An utter surrender of her will and body to the ogre’s lusts.

She groaned, her eyes dazed, glassy and hot, lost under the balls of the ogre, never seeing the core of flame which rose out of her chest. An orb of light fluttering with the blaze of her pride and fighting spirit. The orb rolled off from between her heaving breasts as the ogres continued to rut her writhing form. The orb clinked onto the bed and tumbled across the floor, never even noticed by the trio on the bed as they continued their mating.


3

After Care

Alfred “Alfie” Ivanhoe, nephew of Tiberius “The Terror” Ivanhoe, and Dungeon Lord of the newly rechristened Happy Endings Dungeon, was enjoying the show. It played out in magical miniature on the Dungeon Table, but with enough detail that when he leaned close he could see each jiggle and clench of the three bodies arranged on the oversized bed.

The redheaded thaumaturgist had been going at it with the ogres for the better part of an hour. Her body was drenched in sweat as she writhed beneath one ogre, her face down in the bed and her plush bottom raised. Each passing minute only seemed to make her more submissive and lustful. Sucking and stroking the two ogres eagerly. Riding them when she had the strength and being pounded by them when she grew tired.

She was completely oblivious to the figure that crept into the room with her and the ogres. Myssandra moved stealthily, slipping through the shadows until she was close enough to grasp the Heroic Flame still floating just above the floor beside the bed. Alfie watched the shapely blonde cradle the glowing orb to her chest. Some of the light flickered out of the orb and for a moment seemed to drop into Myssandra’s chest.

“That’s odd,” said Alfie. He wasn’t sure if it was a trick of the table’s magical view of the dungeon or something else happening.

He forgot it quickly as Rylie shifted onto the bed, reaching back to spread her firm bottom and offer the knot of her asshole to the lust of one of the ogres. Was it Bonk or Thonk? They looked so similar. Alfie had lost track of which was which as they had moved about, like trying and failing to follow the marble in a shell game.

Myssandra caried the heroic flame to deposit down the chute at the Dungeon Heart. Alfie waited for Rylie to finish her latest bit of fun with the ogres before he spoke using the dungeon’s booming voice.

“Rylie Shaugnessy, I hope you have enjoyed your visit to the Happy Endings Dungeon. I will be there to introduce myself momentarily.”

He donned one of his uncle’s impressive, fur-lined cloaks and left the Dungeon Nexus for the part of the dungeon where Rylie had been enjoying her time with the ogres. He passed Myssandra as she was returning from the Dungeon Heart and she fell in beside him. His lovely blonde assistant was taller than Alfie and one of the most ravishingly beautiful women he had ever seen. She seemed almost old enough to be his mother, but that did not lessen her ample beauty. If anything, that little bit of seasoning and maturity made him desire her even more.

“Well, well, don’t you look pleased with yourself?” she said, returning his gaze. “It’s not as effective as defeating them through traps and combat. The Heroic Flame is less potent. Which means we will need more to sustain the dungeon.”

“But she’s alive, Myssandra,” said Alfie. “She can come back again. We can have repeat customers.”

“Eugh,” she said with a shudder of disgust. “They can return? Perhaps we should create bedrooms where they can stay. Let out flats to them. They can reside within the dungeon and the monsters can operate shops for them to buy their groceries and cafes for their meals.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Alfie. “Sort of a court of food? With an adjoining inn? I wouldn’t want them staying long term, but a few nights? Maybe we could get more than one Heroic Flame out of them.”

“I must learn never to speak around you,” said Myssandra, rolling her eyes.

She seemed to ignore Alfie’s chuckle in reply. They walked on together through the unfinished portion of the dungeon until they reached the spa operated by the gnomes. Red, Blue, and Gold stood at attention next to the steaming bath like three miniature soldiers.

“At ease, lads,” said Alfie and the gnomes relaxed to a ridiculous degree, draping themselves over stools and reclining on the floor. “You did well today.”

“It’s a living,” said Red.

“We’re always happy to help a lady in need,” said Blue, eyeing Myssandra’s long legs as they towered high above him.

“We know just how to please a customer,” agreed Gold, starting to climb up Myssandra’s other leg and peering up her skirt.

“Begone from me, bearded pests!” shouted Myssandra, kicking out a leg and sending Gold flying across the room.

“OooOOOooo, lucky,” said Blue, watching Gold land badly among some bottles of lotion. He looked back at Myssandra and asked, “Will you step on me a little bit?”

“Punish our dinky winkies,” agreed Red, thrusting his hips towards Myssandra.

“Enough of that,” said Alfie, stepping past the gnomes towards the big iron door. “We have business to attend to.”

Before Myssandra joined Alfie, she made a rude two-fingered gesture at Blue and Red. The two gnomes moaned and pretended to swoon onto the floor. Myssandra stepped over them with disgust and they stole a last glance up her dark skirt.

Alfie tried his best to ignore the misbehaving gnomes and his furious assistant as he hauled open the door and stepped into the chamber where Rylie was still in bed with the ogres. The room was thick with the smell of sweat and sex. A nose-wrinkling musk that nevertheless made Alfie’s cock twitch in his trousers.

“Oh, hey boss,” said Thonk (or was it Bonk?), waving from the bed where he was getting his huge cock vigorously sucked by Rylie. The ogres were kneeling side by side at the head of the bed and the thaumaturgist was laying on her stomach and wanking and sucking their cocks. Her creamy bottom was reddened with ogre handprints and even from across the room Alfie could see her prim pussy had been gaped and was oozing ogre spunk.

“Rylie Shaughnessy,” said Alfie, deepening his voice to sound very manly and authoritative. “I have come to present you with a token of our gratitude and to invite you to spread the word about the Happy Endings Dungeon far and wide!”

“Mmmmm?” Ryle lifted her lips from Thonk’s cock with a wet pop. Her chin was dripping with a mixture of spit and ogre cum. Her face was glazed with more of the same. She was flushed and her eyes were heavy with lust. But she brightened up and lifted her head more when she saw Alfie and Myssandra standing near the bed. “Oh, you’re the Dungeon Lord! Ha! You’re a lot scrawnier than I expected. Isn’t he scrawny, boys?”

“Yeah,” chuckled Thonk. “Boss not very big.”

“He a toothpick,” agreed Bonk.

“Just who do you work for?” demanded Alfie and the ogres lowered their heads.

“Sorry bawss,” said Thonk.

Rylie ignored them and scooted to the edge of the bed. She sat shamelessly, her legs spread and her cunt pasted with ogre goo. She leaned on her braced arms and looked Aflie up and down.

“So you have a token of gratitude? You gonna clean me up? Is that it?” She spread her legs wider and cum oozed out of her reddened folds and down her ass.

“Am I going to… what!?” Alfie’s face reddened and he took a step back, staring at the thaumaturgist’s messy cunt.

“No, he is not,” said Myssandra, grasping Alfie protectively. “He is trying to persuade you to invite more people to our dungeon. I think this is all a bad idea and that every intruder should be slain, but Alfred has other ideas.”

“Alfred,” giggled Rylie. “Well, I have to admit, it has been quite a fine experience. These ogres have given me a lot of fun. But, you know, most heroines are not going to be satisfied with several helpings of hard ogre cock. They’re going to want experience. Kills. Treasure.”

“Ah, the token,” said Alfie, reaching into his robe. He took out a large golden coin stamped with a magically minted image of the two ogres on one side. On the other side of the token was the Ivanhoe family’s bat-winged skull crest with HAPPY ENDINGS DUNGEON emblazoned above it. He passed the gold coin to Riley and stepped back again. “It’s solid gold, so if you want treasure that should fetch a fine price.”

“Mmmmm, I suppose it might,” she said, hefting its weight in her hand. Her smile turned to a frown and she looked back at Alfie. “Does this mean you’re running me out of here? Time to leave?”

“Yes,” said Myssandra.

“Ah, no,” said Alfie. “You can take a little while and gather your things. We don’t want to rush you out or anything like that, but we need to be ready for the next visitor.”

“Oh, that’s good,” said Rylie, rolling back towards the ogres onto the bed. “I’ll be sure to… mmmmm… spread the word about… mmmmmm…”

Rylie finished with Thonk’s balls in her mouth and her hands working both stiff ogre cocks. She lifted her hips and Alfie had a good view of her ogre-stretched fuckholes dripping with filthy off-white ogre spunk. He shuddered and took another step back.

“She really like those guys?” he asked Myssandra, who was there by Alfie’s side to comfort him.

“She must like it rough,” said Myssandra, slipping an arm around Alfie’s shoulders and leaning his head against her breasts. “Come on, master. Let’s get you back to the Nexus while those ogres---”

“Ooooooo! Yessss! Fill my cunt with your big dick!” Rylie wailed with pleasure as she climbed atop Thonk and beckoned Bonk towards her well-spanked ass. “Slide it in me, big boy! Give me that fat ogre fuck-sausage!”

“Do whatever that insatiable harlot wants them to do,” finished Myssandra. She guided Alfie out of the room as fresh grunting and wails of ecstasy began to echo through the dungeon.

Alfie allowed himself to be led from the room, befuddled by the encounter. “So… wait. She likes that?” Alfie said.

“Of course,” Myssandra said as she walked him back down the hidden corridors of the dungeon. “Some women enjoy a good round of size queening. It’s the idea of getting such a massive cock so that they cannot even walk right for a day.”

“Really?” Alfie said. “But… she didn’t even… you know. Let them romance her first. Isn’t that what women want?”

“Oh, Alfred,” Myssandra said, patting him on the back. “Women are… complicated creatures.”

The dark doors to the Nexus groaned open. It was a chilling, dramatic sound Alfie had yet to figure out how to fix.

“Well, I knew that much,” Alfie said as they entered the inner sanctum.

“Hmm. I’m not sure you do.”

Alfie realized they had entered his bedchamber, the room more modest than when he had first taken up residence. Primarily due to the removal of the massive statues of his uncle that once filled the place. The paintings had almost been worse, depicting the older man in a triumphant pose over fallen heroines, or him on a throne while shapely maidens clung to his legs, chains collaring them to his hands.

“Is that why my uncle acted like he did?” Alfie asked.

He felt Myssandra’s hand tighten on his shoulder. “Not… quite. If he did, it was purely incidental. You see, Alfred,” she said, gently sitting him down on the edge of the sumptuous bed, taking a seat beside him. “Women are varied in their tastes. As you observed in making the dungeon, women have different ideas of a ‘happy ending’ as you call it. Some women enjoy the thrill of humiliation. The delight of being utterly and totally dominated. Claimed and fucked like they were little more than a willing cocksleeve to brutish males. Or an unwilling one.”

“Wh-what?” Alfie gasped.

“Oh yes,” Myssandra continued sympathetically. “And some women even enjoy a good bout of humiliation. On being subjected to shameful degradations before their eventual rutting, or even during. To be belittled and shamed, even as their bodies submit to the rude mating of their partner.”

“Women like that?” Alfie gasped, aghast. “But… but don’t women like to be… I don’t know, treated tenderly? Romanced? Flowers and chocolates?”

“Many,” Myssandra said. “But not all. Lovemaking and fucking can be very different things, master.”

“By Mardoch,” Alfie said, touching his head as he tried to wrap his mind around it.

“Would you like to try it?”

“Hm?”

He looked to Myssandra, just in time for her to grasp the top of her robe and tug it open. Alfie’s jaw dropped as her full, heavy breasts bounced into the open, as glorious and lovely as the first day he’d seen them, and surely as enticing.

“Shall we see if you enjoy a more… mmm… dominant position, master?” Myssandra said, her dark lashes fluttering and her fingers teasing slow circles around her stiffening nipples. “You may like it, master. Mmm. And it would be… instructive for you to learn the tastes of women.”

Alfie swallowed hard, his cock straining against the tight fabric of his pants. “I uh…”

“It could only help in running the dungeon,” she said teasingly.

“Well…” Alfie said, his eyes glued to her heaving tits, “if it’d help the dungeon…”

“Very much so, master,” Myssandra said, her eyes agleam. “Now, dominate me, master.”

“Oh,” Alfie said. “Uh, right. So um…”

“Order me to strip, master. Degrade my body. How it is little more than meat for your pleasure.”

“Oh, right. Um, strip. Uh… whore.”

“Mmmm. As you command!” Myssandra moaned, her head tilting back as she fairly tore her clothes apart, baring the lusciousness of her curves. A narrow waist swelled into a pair of wide hips. Her breasts a perfect counterpoint, stunning in her beauty, her pussy a velvet slit, glistening as she cupped her own breasts and bounced them. “Now command me, master. What shall your whore do for you?”

“Um, okay. Right. Uh… get on your knees.”

“As you command,” Myssandra said, slipping off the bed, going to her knees before his legs. Alfie sucked in a breath as her dark eyes gazed into his, her teasing smile fluttering on her lips. “And now, master?”

“Right. Uh, right. Now um… take my dick out and p-pleasure it. Uh, slut.”

“Oh master,” Myssandra cooed as she undid his pants. “Your slut is so horny, master. She cannot help but obey. She wants your cock so badly.”

“O-okay. Yes. Then you should um… ah, fuck!” Alfie moaned as his pants gave way, his cock springing up and to attention, fairly quivering with the degree of his arousal. “Y-yes! You should use your uh… your c-cow tits around my cock.”

“My cow tits? Oh master, how… sinful,” Myssandra moaned as she leaned forward, pressing her tits around his cock.

“Mmmm!” Alfie groaned, the velvety smoothness of her breasts enfolding his shaft, her hands bouncing her tits, sending them sliding up and down his throbbing shaft. The tightness as she squeezed her breasts around his cock making him moan and buck between her breasts.

“Ohhhh, does master like that?” Myssandra said. “Does he like it when I squeeze his cock between my big… bouncy… cow tits?”

“Fu-fuck yesssss!” Alfie moaned. “Use your f-fat cow tits!”

“Oh master! How crass. Cow tits? Are you going to use me like some heifer? Some livestock animal? Fuck me like a beast? Are you going to spurt your cum all over my tits? Bathe my face in your virile seed? Humiliate me like the sexy toy that I am? Alfred, how daring!”

Alfie groaned, clutching the edge of the bed as he thrust up between her pillowy tits, his tip emerging with every thrust, the slap of her breasts against his thighs echoing lewdly in the chamber, his head tilting back with a throaty moan.

“Ohhhh. Oh f-fuck. Oh fuck yes. Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaaaard!”

Alfie’s voice rose in a cry of pure pleasure as he came, his seed spurting between her breasts, splattering atop her tits, some even splashing on her lovely face. Myssandra chuckled as she used her breasts to squeeze Alfie and milk out his cum. She smeared his slimy mess between her breasts and all down his shaft.

“Ooooooh, master,” she purred with delight. “You’ve marked me with your filthy, naughty spunk! Mmmmmm! And it tastes so delicious.”

Her tongue lashed his cock and Alfie gave a breathless shudder, another pearly drop of his cum oozing from his tip. Myssandra’s devilish tongue darted out to clean it from his cock before his crown disappeared again between her lips.

“Hhhaaaaa!” gasped Alfie, succumbing to that inviting warmth.

His hips jerked with shocks of post-orgasmic oversensitivity as Myssandra’s cheeks hollowed with the suction. Her lips popped free of his cock and she gave him a devilish smile. She gathered her breasts in her hands, pressing them together and letting Alfie’s cum drip from her glazed mounds through her squeezing fingers.

“Mmmmmm, are you going to claim me now, master?” she crooned. “Punish me with your big cock? Show me what a brute you can be?”

“Um, I thought, uh…” Alfie found it very hard to think at all with Myssandra kneeling before him and playing with her cum-drenched breasts. She laughed at his indecision and squeezed his cock once more between her filthy tits. He was completely at her mercy, his head lolling as pleasure once more consumed him.

“Thaaaat’s right, don’t worry about being rough, master,” she said, her slippery breasts squeezing around him as she worked and pressed their softness around him. “You should let me handle being rough for you. I can show you just where to put the monsters and then I can tell them how to deal with those nasty girls. Those perverted women. Who want it rough.”

“Ohhhhhhh,” Alfie’s knees were getting weak as his pleasure built once again. “You mean… you mean you’ll talk to the monsters so they…”

“So they deal with all those intruders,” moaned Myssandra.

“You’re talking about going back,” groaned Alfie, his hips beginning to move as he resumed fucking Myssandra’s cum-slicked breasts.

“That’s right. To the old ways. Only let me handle the dirty business, master. You can treat it like a game. Watch from the Dungeon Table and don’t get involved.” Her tits bounced with the force of Alfie’s thrusts. “Oooooh, that’s it. Rough now, master! I’ll pleasure you every night. You can use me and have me however you please!”

“No!” cried Alfie, stepping back and sliding his cock from between her cum-drenched breasts. She reached for his cock, but too slowly. He stepped out of her reach. His cock jerking up and down with twitches of his desire. “Stay back from me, Myssandra! You’re trying to lure me into killing people!”

“Lure is such a loaded word,” said Myssandra, crawling after him as he backed away. “More like… persuade. Convince. My argument is good, isn’t it? More fires for the dungeon and no more trouble for you? All you have to do is place the monsters and I’ll handle the rest.”

Alfie stopped retreating, mostly because he had backed himself up to a wall in the bedroom. Myssandra caught up to him, wrapping both hands and then her lips around his cock. Alfie let out a deep groan and settled his hand on her head.

“That’s… not fair play,” he said, feeling the hot suction of her mouth resume. “I won’t do it, Myssandra. I will never agree to murder those women.”

“Mmmmmm,” countered Myssandra, deepthroating Alfie’s long and slender cock and tickling his bollocks with her tongue.

“Ohhhhhh, by the gods,” he groaned, cradling her head with both hands as her throat massaged his cock. He felt as if the heat of her mouth was liquify his hard cock. Melting it as surely as she was melting his will to resist. Her moans vibrated up his shaft and deep into his balls.

“Mmmmhmmmm,” she said, eyelashes fluttering as she looked up at him and sucked him deep into her throat with practiced ease.

“I was… was watching on the table,” gasped Alfie, his mind fumbling for anything as his body craved release. “Watched you go in there and take the flame. Some of it… ooooohhhh fuck that’s good… some of the flame was sucked into your body. What was—AHH!”

Alfie cried out as her teeth nipped at his cock and pinched at his most sensitive skin. She drew back and he grabbed his hardness. Feeling the wetness of his cock in his hands. He looked at his fingers and was relieved to see there was no blood on them.

“What are you doing?” cried Alfie, looking accusingly at Myssandra.

“Just a little accident, master,” she said, smiling up at him.

Alfie wasn’t sure what came over him. He growled with fury and practically leapt upon Myssandra. Though she was bigger than him, he bowled her over onto her back and fell against the softness of her breasts. Her thighs parted and the warmth of her cunt seemed to beckon to his straining hardness.

“OoOOooo, master!” she cried with delight. “Yes! Ravish me!”

“You’re a demon!” he shouted. “You try to warp my very soul. You try to… try to… mmmmm…”

His accusations trailed off as he found he could not resist her pouty red lips and he began to kiss her. Her mouth yielded to his thrusting tongue and he tasted the sweetness of her kiss with a faint hint of his own saltiness. That could not deter him as his tongue tangled with Myssandra’s. Her powerful legs folded around him and she seemed to guide his hard tip to her hot folds.

“Mmmmmmmm,” he moaned into the kiss, his tongue fencing eagerly against hers as his cock found the slick folds of her pussy. He plundered the exquisite heat of her depths with a thrust of his cock. He drew back against her squeezing legs and thrust in again, hilting inside Myssandra.

“Master,” she gasped against his lips. “Oh, master. Take me. Savage me with your mighty cock!”

“You will obey me, Myssandra,” he growled. “No killing. Never killing. That is not what… what we do here… now.”

“Yes, master,” she moaned. “Never. Not without your permission.”

Something about her careful reply only incensed him further. He pinned Myssandra’s hands above her head – or at least she let him pin her hands there – and he began fucking her with complete abandon. His forceful thrusts sent her plush tits bouncing madly and her crimson lips formed into an oval as she sang a wordless song of pleasure.

“Never,” he cried. “We don’t kill! We don’t… AHHHH!”

A hot rush gripped Alfie as he drove deep into Myssandra’s silken channel and burst with the force of his lust. It was a powerful orgasm that drenched her demonic depths in his pulsing spunk. His thrusts slowed. His anger and lust spent as he fell limp atop Myssandra.

“That’s it, master,” she purred, cradling his face against her dirty bosom. “Let it all out. Every drop. We will do things your way for now.”

“For now?” he croaked.

“For as long as you say,” she said, kissing his forehead almost like a comforting mother.

Alfie wanted to push away, to escape her smothering embrace, but his strength had left him. With a ragged, exhausted sigh, his head fell upon her breasts and he slipped off to sleep.


4

Dreams and Diversions

The doors of the dungeon groaned open anew. Alfie firmed himself to greet the newest visitor to his realm.

Timid steps clicked in the cavernous silence. A robed figure uncertainly moved into the light. The doors slammed shut, and they stepped into the ring of light. Their head rose, hood falling back.

Alfie’s jaw dropped.

Princess Josephine was as lovely as he recalled from that storied night in Sargosa. Soulful blue eyes looked around in fear at the black walls of the dungeon. Her slender frame trembled in the cloak she wore, her hair so deep a strawberry blonde that was nearly red.

“Y-your majesty?” Alfie gaped. “What-”

“Alfie?” she said.

His voice caught in his throat. “I-”

“Oh no,” she gasped, backing away from him. “No. No no! You’re the dungeon lord?”

“Y-yes. But it’s not like that! I-”

“How could you?” she cried, still backing away. Away from the light. Towards the shadows. Shadows where things moved. Where eyes gleamed with hunger and malice.

Alfie’s heart stopped. “Princess! Wait! Please, I’m not-”

“You’re a monster!” she cried, still backing away. Backing towards the darkness that spawned cruel claws and brutish hands.

“Princess! Stop!” He tried to move towards her, but he was frozen in place. He looked down and saw his lower body had turned to granite like the statues outside the dungeon. He looked up quickly. The shadows had taken on forms. The ogres Thonk and Bonk leered out of the darkness, their faces stamped with cruelty. The Gaunt Watcher’s bony hands reached for Josephine hungrily. The mimic towered over them, maw agape, tongue and tentacles writhing.

“Never! Never! You’ll kill them. You’ll kill those women like your uncle did!” Josephine cried, then screamed as the hands of the monsters grasped her arms and legs.

“No!” Alfie shouted, lurching towards them, trying to free his legs from the paralysis that bound him. “No! Let her go! Don’t hurt her! Don’t touch her!”

“Invaders must die,” the Gaunt Watcher rasped as his hands wrapped around Josephine’s throat and began to squeeze. “They must die!”

“Rip and tear!” Thonk laughed as he pulled on Josephine’s arm.

“Break and smash!” Bonk hooted.

“No!” Alfie screamed as Josephine looked pleadingly towards him, tears streaming from her eyes as they began to mist over. “No! I’m the Dungeon Lord! You will obey! Let her go! Please! Please! Stop! Stop it!”

“They must die.”

Alfie stiffened as he felt Myssandra’s hands move over his chest, stroking him, her lips against his ear. “They all must die, Alfie. You can’t stop it. No one can. It’s the way it must be. You can’t fix it.”

“Myssandra! M-make them stop!”

“Never,” she breathed, kissing his ear, her hands gripping his head, forcing him to watch. “Never.”

“Die. Die! Die!” the Gaunt Watcher howled, a chant taken up by the shadowy creatures that thronged around Josephine as she choked and gagged, shuddering and struggling uselessly in the grasp of the creatures, her efforts growing weaker. Weaker…

“No!” Alfie screamed, beating his fists against the stone of his legs. “No! No! Let her go! Please! Please! Gods, please!”

“Al… fie…” Jospehine gasped, her mouth working, the last gasp escaping her before her body shuddered, going still.

“All your fault,” Myssandra purred, her lips kissing his cheek, burning him like a brand. She began to laugh. They all began to laugh. Monstrous, mocking amusement at his helplessness as Josephine’s limp body was drawn into the darkness.

“No!” Alfie howled. “Noooooooo!”

He jerked up, panting, heart racing as he looked around himself in shock. The realm of darkness was gone. No shadowy monsters lurked against the edges of the room. He sat in his bed, blankets pooled around his waist as he sat in the dark. The coolness of reality slowly asserted itself, and Alfie bowed his head, moaning in relief.

A dream. It had only been a dream.

For a while he could only sit there, going over that fact again and again for reassurance. But eventually he threw back the covers and got up. There was no way he was getting back to sleep after that. It had been too real. Too vivid.

Too possible.

As he cinched up a bed robe, he shuddered at the memory of the fear in Josephine’s eyes. At the feeling of helplessness as the creations of the dungeon snuffed her out as they had so many others before he had come. Something that had almost happened to Rylie, had he not intervened.

“It’ll get better,” he said, looking at the mirror in the corner of his room. “Right?”

His reflection didn’t answer, but it also didn’t look convinced. With a shake of the head, Alfie turned his back on it and made his way out the doors and back into the dungeon.

Crossing the Nexus, he opened the doors to the main dungeon and moved through the halls. The dream was still vivid in his mind, so much so that not even the obvious changes he had made in the grand halls of the dungeon seemed so paltry, like he’d just wallpapered over the bloody stone. 

“So ya see, ya gotta show off da hat, otherwise da girl ain’t gonna be interested.”

Alfie slowed as he passed a chamber, glancing inside. Several goblins were seated in one of the refurbished caverns, all gathered atop a plush bed with a harem theme of silken curtains and rounded cushions, but was currently being used as a card table.

“Da ladies like da hats?” one of the goblins said.

“Oh yeah,” the first speaker said as he played a card, adjusting a comically peaked hood he wore. “Hats iz da big things. If’n ya wear a big hat, ladies thinkin’ ya tall. ‘Nd tall uns all got a big cocks. Sees?”

“Den ya fuck ‘em?”

A third goblin slapped the second on the back of his head. “Not then, ya git. Gotta romance ‘em first. Now, ain’t as quick, but they don’ struggle, which means they ain’t doin’ tha kickin’.”

The second goblin rubbed the back of his head. “Seems like lotta work fer a fuckin’.”

“Ha!” the first goblin barked as he threw some bones into the pot. “That’s just cuz you ain’t good at romancin’. Now me’s, I knows what ladies like. ‘Nd ladies like da big hats. Like mine. Sees?” he said, proudly adjusting his hood. “Got this one nice ‘nd stiff-like using it as fuck hole. Cum makes ‘em stiffen up. ‘S science.”

Oohs and ahhs of understanding echoed around the table. Alfie shook his head and moved on, finding himself walking down the corridor and passing through the banquet hall. Tapestries hung above while chandeliers of enchanted crystal spread down glittering spots of color across the onyx floor, polished to a mirror’s shine.

Which was apparently in use.

Thonk and Bonk lounged at the head of the table, their meaty hands tearing apart what looked like an entire roasted boar as they stuffed their faces. Alfie felt his stomach tighten at the sight, recalling with horrible vividness the faces of the two ogres in his dream. He tried to slip through silently, but Thonk noticed him and burped loudly.

“Eh! It da master!”

“Hr?” Bonk said, turning.

Alfie stopped and tried to put on a smile. “Boys,” he said, nodding at the pair at the table. “Having a good meal?”

“Oh yeah! We worked up real appetite. Hur hur!” Thonk said, slapping his gut with a sound like a drumbeat.

“Yeah! We work real hard. Witch girl like da big cock.”

The two ogres broke into booming laughter. Alfie smiled nervously, trying to ignore how the grease dripped from their maws like blood. “Um, great! Glad to hear it, boys.”

“We like workin’ for ya, boss,” said Thonk. “Real fun to plow the girls!”

“Beats eatin’ ‘em,” agreed Bonk. “Well, eatin’ ‘em is good too. Maybe we plow them and then eat the ladies next time?”

“No! No eating the ladies!” Alfie exclaimed a bit too loudly. The ogres froze, staring at him as he backed out of the room and almost tripped over his own feet. The ogres laughed at his stumble and continued laughing as he hurried down the hall and away from the dining room.

He passed a branch of corridor that led into an unfinished part of the dungeon. He was about to ignore it when he heard a gravelly muttering echoing from the empty rooms. He doubled back and poked his head through the arched entryway. It was quiet for a moment longer, then he heard a laugh and a feminine voice with a familiar huskiness. He couldn’t make out the words, but he seemed to recognize the woman.

“Myssandra?” he whispered to himself.

He set his lantern aside and crept into the unfinished darkness. A faint glow emanated around a corner up ahead. Alfie pressed himself to the edge and looked around it. He froze in surprise at what he found.

Myssandra was sitting atop a stone bench wearing nothing but an open robe. Her long legs were parted and her fingers were stroking the blushing mound of her cunt. Beside her floated the luminous apparition of Tiberius Ivanhoe. The clothing and hair of the mad Dungeon Lord drifted around him as if submerged in water. His attention was focused on Myssandra as she pleasured herself, apparently for his benefit. Alfie was shocked to see that his ghostly uncle had parted his robes and exposed a long, drooping cock which he stroked with his phantasmic hand.

“Promise me,” rasped Tiberius, working his jagged-nailed hand on his translucent white cock.

“I promise,” gasped Myssandra.

“Tell me how you will make the boy see sense.”

“He’s coming around each time we are together,” moaned Myssandra, pumping fingers into her pussy. “He will see reason when he understands that his plan endangers the dungeon. Not to mention the treasure within.”

“That’s right,” said Tiberius. “Good, good, now squeeze those big tits together. Ohhhh, Myssandra, I can practically taste them. Remember when you used to wank my prick between them?”

“Oh, yes,” she purred. “I’ve been giving that treatment to your young nephew lately. His cock is not quite as big as yours, but he is so very eager to use it. Almost too eager. And messy. He’s adorable.”

“He’s an oaf,” grunted Tiberius. “He doesn’t deserve a cultured slut like you. But… tell me again how you sucked his prick.”

“With these, ruby red lips,” purred Myssandra, leaning her mouth closer to the phantom cock of Tiberius. “First, I gripped his shaft and ran my tongue about his tip. Then…”

Alfie’s face reddened as he heard his supposedly loyal assistant describing what it was like to suck Alfie’s cock. It only made it worse that this description was exciting Tiberius further. Alfie crept back down the passage and away from the pair.

He didn’t like that Myssandra was conspiring with Tiberius and he definitely didn’t like how they were going about doing their conspiring. He never wanted to see the old man’s ghostly cock again.

“I need some fresh air,” decided Alfie, heading for the dungeon’s entrance. He passed the Gaunt Watcher who gauntly watched him leave the dungeon through the main door. He stepped into the garden and breathed in the smell of gardenias and special night-blooming roses. He looked up past the rounded walls carved of the mountain’s rock and to the night sky, sparkling with countless stars and the old wiseman of the moon.

“I will keep improving this place,” said Alfie, his voice serious as if he were speaking an oath to the moon. “I will make it safe and pleasurable for every woman who enters. No desire will be refused. All will be satisfied.”

“I hope that’s true,” said a voice from behind him.

Luisa seemed to materialize out of the hedges, her slender, tanned body and green shorts blending in with the foliage. She caught Alfie’s hand and pulled his arm out straight as if dancing with him. She released his hand, backing to the edge of the fountain and plopping her small bottom on the stone rim.

“Luisa,” said Alfie with a smile. “I thought you might have run off after getting the word out.”

“I thought about it,” she said, toying with her jacket. “But when will I ever see an opportunity like this? To work with a Dungeon Lord! Wow!”

She crossed her ankles and kicked her legs as she leaned back and almost into the burbling fountain. The gesture was childlike and innocent and almost made Alfie forget, for a moment, what he and Luisa had done before. Then she sat up again, a devilish smile on her lips.

“So how did the redhead work out? I saw her coming back through town in a hurry. Did you get that flame thing you wanted?”

“Rylie, um, enjoyed herself,” said Alfie. “And yes, we recovered her Heroic Flame.”

“Did it burn as bright as mine?” asked Luisa, raising her eyebrow.

“Brighter, to be honest. The more experienced the hero, the brighter their flame. But yours, um, I think was more beautiful.”

“Awwww, you’re sweet,” said Luisa, bouncing back to her feet and taking Alfie’s hand again. This time she wrapped herself in his arm and pressed against him. “So do I get a commission for sending Rylie your way?”

“Ah, yes, well, we can make arrangements for that at the end of the month,” said Alfie, very aware of Luisa’s firm bottom pressed against his groin.

“Monthly? Nah, that’s not going to… work,” said Luisa, grinding against him. “Weekly.”

“V-very well,” stammered Alfie. “Weekly would be fine. But we need more visitors.”

“Sure, sure, Galabros is full of them this time of year. Dungeon season is just getting started.” She turned to face him. Pressed her perky breasts against him and looked up at him with her big, violet eyes. “Come to the village with me. I’ll show you around. You can get a feel for the place.”

“Ah, well, I don’t think I should,” said Alfie. “You know, what if somebody shows up at the dungeon while I am here?”

“You’re such a worrier,” laughed Luisa. Her hand slipped down to his cock and squeezed it through his trousers. “Mmmmm. You’re getting all stiff on me, Dungeon Lord. Seems like your scepter needs to be shined up. Why don’t I polish it for you and then we can go for a walk to the village?”

“That’s… that’s… that’s…”

It was all Alfie could say as the petite thief unbuttoned his trousers, filled her nimble hand with his cock, and began to stroke him from his sensitive tip to his hairy root. His protests died entirely when she leaned up on her tiptoes to plant a kiss on his lips. Her tongue ventured into his mouth and her squeezing hands sent a shudder through his cock.

The Dungeon Lord was completely at the mercy of the beautiful thief. She stroked his hard cock as they kissed and she worked down her shorts. She leaped into his arms. Her caramel brown legs were suddenly around him, her weight hung from his neck and her hot cunt rubbed against his cock.

“Put it inside me,” she gasped between kisses.

Alfie struggled to hold her up by her firm bottom and not tip over backwards. He was intoxicated by Luisa’s warm kiss and the even greater heat of her folds brushing against his cock. He tightened his cradling hands on her bottom and lifted her ever so slightly. His cock found the perfect angle against her soft entrance and he let her settle back down. They both moaned into the kiss as she slid down his cock. Her tight cunt enveloping him and gripping him in her slick passage.

“Ohhhhhhhh, that’s… that’s good.”

“Yeah, I know,” she giggled. “Now fuck me, Dungeon Lord. Show me what you can do with that scepter.”

He pushed her back against the seat of the fountain, finally freeing himself of her dangling weight as he hilted in her Luisa’s tight cunt. His balls against her asshole. His cock twitching deep in her silken cunt.

“Fffffuck,” she hissed, throwing back her head and almost dunking it in the water of the fountain. “That’s deep.”

“Did I hurt you?” worried Alfie.

“No way,” she said, her head lifting so she could look at him. “Don’t stop now, mighty Dungeon Lord. Fuck me.”

Alfie needed no more invitation. With a groan he began to pump into her, the thief’s silken pussy gripping him tight as he thrust, his breath growing hot and fast as the pleasure built within him. Her body arched against him, pressing her breasts to his chest, her hands gripping his back tightly as she took the pounding of his cock, rocking her hips forward to meet his thrusts with gasps of shameless delight.

Alfie relished it. A sensation so different from fucking Myssandra. Something rawer. Something more untamed and uncertain and lacking the sultry expertise of the demoness. With her he was always guided and coached towards his pleasure. Teased along, but with Luisa it was different. Stranger. There were no rules.

“Yes. Oh fuck yesssss!” Luisa moaned. “Fuck! Gimme your cock. Ohhhh Dungeon Lord, don’t stop! Fucking ravish me!”

“Gods. So tight,” Alfie gasped.

“Mmmm. Maybe a night with… mnnn… the ogres will loosen me up,” she giggled.

Alfie gave her bottom a sudden spank, making her gasp, her pussy flex around his shaft. “Who’s fucking you?” he growled.

“Ohhhh! You are, my mighty Dungeon Looooord!” Luisa cried, a note of teasing in her voice, but far more was the heat of passion.

The sound drove Alfie harder into her, his cock pounding into her velvety cunny, feeling her rippling folds tighten and squeeze his cock with gasping urgency. He moaned, pressing his lips to hers again, her kiss impassioned, her tongue pushing into his mouth, twinning with his own, the struggle of the kiss only driving him into her harder. Faster! Feeling the growing pleasure and aching of his orgasm tighten in his groin.

“Mmmm!” Luisa moaned, breaking the kiss, her plush breasts heaving in her jerkin. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Cum! Cum in me nooooooow!”

Her wail heralded her orgasm, her body quivering with the sudden tightening of her peak, her pussy rippling, milking his cock with that orgasmic high.

“Oh fuuuuuuck!” Alfie groaned, pumping into her a final time, hilting his cock in her tight folds, his head falling back with a throaty moan as he came, body jerking with the sweetness of his orgasm.

Panting, gasping in delight, Luisa fell against Alfie, fairly purring in contented pleasure. She giggled and kissed his cheek, her eyes smoldering. Then, with a sudden laugh, she released him, falling back, slipping free of his cock and splashing into the fountain.

The suddenness of it left Alfie gaping, right up until Luisa surfaced, her hands running through her hair, only to flick some of the water at him.

“Wh-what are you doing?” he sputtered.

“Can’t very well go to town stuffed with your cum,” she said, laughing even as her hands moved down to her groin and stroked herself beneath the waters. 

Alfie could only shake his head in amusement as she climbed back out of the fountain with a swing of her hips. “Now how about you towel me off, oh Dungeon Lord. And then we check out life on the town?”

Alfie glanced down, his blush returning at the way her damp shirt clung to her petite breasts. “S-sure. Sounds good.”

“That’s the spirit!” she said, punching his shoulder. “Now, let’s go have some real fun!”

“Fun?”

Alfie jumped at the icy tone. Luisa’s frown already told him it was Myssandra before he even turned around to see the lovely blonde stride from the dungeon’s gate. Her arms were crossed under her impressive bust, a red robe trimmed with gold giving her the air of a matriarch catching her errant child red handed.

Looking at her, Alfie could scarce believe but a few minutes ago she had been in the midst of pleasuring herself for his uncle’s specter. But that memory merely served to gird him against her temper, drawing himself up before her.

“Yes,” he said. “Luisa suggested I take a look around Galabros. I think it would be good.”

“Do you now?” Myssandra said, her displeasure evident.

Alfie felt himself instinctively wilt under that gaze but forced himself to nod. “Well… y-yes. In fact. It would be good to see how… how effective the marketing for the new dungeon is turning out.”

Myssandra looked him up and down. Alfie could practically see the moment her mind switched gears, her lips rising in a sultry smile as she glided closer, pushing her ample chest out until it strained the collar of her robe.

“Alfred, there’s no need for that. I’m sure your… pet has been doing just fine.”

“Of course I am,” Luisa huffed, then furrowed her brow. “Wait, I’m not his pet!”

“See?” Myssandra said, stepping right up to Alfie, making him gasp as her perfume swirled around them like a haze of ardor. Her hand rose, stroking his cheek as the front of her robe slipped open a little more, revealing further the soft valley between her breasts. “I think you and I could find much better ways to spend that time, master. If you so… desire…”

Alfie sucked in a breath as her hand ghosted across his cheek, her body moving in closer. But as her touch wandered to his collar, he remembered sharply his uncle leering over her figure, his hand pumping his ghostly cock.

With a gasp he wrenched back, nearly tripping on the edge of the fountain and falling into it. “N-no! No, Myssandra. I uh… think I should go.”

“Yeah! He should,” Luisa said, hands on her hips, smirking at the sultry blonde.

Myssandra drew back her hand slowly, her fingers pressing into her palm and her face closing off, cold as the peaks of the mountains. “Of course, master,” she said. “You are the Dungeon Lord. You know… best.”

Alfie felt a chill work through him at those words.
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A Visit to Galabros

Galabros was different from most other villages Alfie had seen.

Granted, he hadn’t seen a huge number of villages over the course of his years. Adventuring only really took you places once you got good at it, but even he could tell Galabros wasn’t like other towns.

For instance, he didn’t expect so many shops and taverns for such a small community, but it seemed like every corner was another public house with names like The Adventurer’s Whistle, The Hero’s Breakfast, and The Speared Goblin. And the shops were something else entirely. Alfie paused by the display window, peering at the books and maps hidden behind the glass.

“101 Ways to Spot a Mimic?” he said.

“I really should have picked that one up,” Luisa muttered.

Alfie glanced her way. Dressed in a light cloak, the hood was thrown back, revealing her face and dark hair. She was catching a number of eyes, making Alfie a bit nervous. This was because many of those wandering about were absolutely loaded with weaponry.

Alfie knew adventurers when he saw them, and Galabros was positively swimming in them. That the majority were of the female persuasion wasn’t necessarily helpful, as many of those lovely ladies looked like they could break him like a twig. A particularly statuesque amazon in nothing but a leather bra and loincloth had been drawing his attention, her mohawk and the well-worn axes she carried practically screaming ‘barbarian’.

A pair of dark-haired women in red robes walked past him discussing some sort of spellcasting ritual. Another woman was haggling with a merchant about the price of re-stringing her bow.

“They’re all adventurers,” murmured Alfie.

“Not all of them,” said Luisa, leaning against a fruit cart and biting into an apple. “The locals make their coins on the adventurers. It looks fun, but it’s a grim business. The people here in Galabros know the women who go up to the dungeon aren’t coming back, so they try to milk them for every coin. And the adventurers figure there’s no point saving coins, because they’ll either get rich in the dungeon or die trying.”

“But it’s not like that now,” objected Alfie.

“Exactly,” purred Luisa, tossing aside her half-eaten apple. “Not since I returned with the good news. Then that redheaded witch made it back this afternoon talking about getting her cunny stretched out by ogres. Things are changing. Look.”

Luisa pointed to a flyer pasted near the entrance of a tavern called The Whistling Volley. The crude illustration depicted an orc or hobgoblin giving a naked woman a massage. The text beneath this image read, “Come to the Happy Endings Dungeon and we’ll work out every kink. Formerly the Maze of Malevolent Masculinity. Under new ownership.”

Another similar poster was at a pub across the street. A curvy woman nearly bursting from her peasant dress was drinking next to the flyer. The image depicted an elf woman eating a heap of delicious-looking food while some sort of tentacle-faced monster pleasured her beneath the table. The elf was cross eyed with pleasure as the monster feasted on her nether region.

“You like that one?” said Luisa, leaning on Alfie’s shoulder. “I told Gunther, the artist, to make her eyes crossed like that.”

“What is that thing between her legs?” asked Alfie, looking closer as if he might spot some identifying feature.

“Brainsucker,” said Luisa. “Real evil things. Bite through your skull and slurp out your brain. I figured they’d be real good at slurping on other things as well.”

“Right,” said Alfie, standing up straight. He had not expected Luisa to commission art and paste fliers all over town in the span of barely more than a day.

“Maps! Maps! Discover the secrets of the dungeon! Avoid all the pitfalls and outwit all the monsters!” shouted a young hawker carrying a basket full of rolled maps. Alfie glanced in the direction of the boy and the map hawker came straight for him. “Ah, I see a gentleman of discerning taste! Buying a map for the little lady? Why, these maps are the most accurate in all Galabros! Don’t trust those scribbles from--”

“Beat it, kid,” snapped Luisa. “Do we look like marks?”

“He does,” said the boy, nodding towards Alfie.

“Yeah, he does, doesn’t he?” chuckled Luisa, pulling at Alfie’s cloak.

“I am interested in the maps,” said Alfie. “But, uh, I heard that it was a safe dungeon now. So why would I need a map?”

The kid lowered his voice and cast a furtive glance around the street.

“Because it’s a trick. The Dungeon Lord wants you to think it’s some pleasure palace up there on the mountain, but truth is it’s deadlier than ever. My maps will warn you about every danger before you encounter it. Have you ever heard of Deborah the Silver Sword?”

“Uh, no,” said Alfie.

“Of course not, because she didn’t buy one of my maps. Got eaten by a giant toad, she did. But not Vanna the Wise. She bought one of my maps and came back with a pack stuffed full of treasure.”

“I haven’t heard of her either,” said Alfie.

“Of course not, she’s the richest woman in all Galabros. That amount of coin can buy a lot of silence. Now then,” the boy slipped a map from the basket and pressed it into Alfie’s hands, “for three silvers your special missus here can be in and out with no problem.”

“Three silvers?” balked Luisa.

“For you, two,” said the boy with a wink.

“Pay him,” said Alfie.

Luisa muttered but took out her coin purse and handed over a pair of silvers. The boy laughed and wandered on.

“Ugh, I need a drink,” said Luisa, nudging Alfie out of the way as he started to unroll his new map. “Come on, you can read your damned map over some ale and brandy.”

She led him into The Whistling Volley. It was packed with adventurers. Their rucks and weapons leaned against the legs of tables. Trying to drink their courage or boasting about past conquests. Laughter, loud conversation, and music filled the air as surely as pipe smoke and the scent of alcohol. A ruddy-faced waitress moved among them, her wide hips bumping tables and customers as she carried an enormous tray of drinks.

Somehow, Luisa navigated the crowd and found them a table near a smoke-darkened window. Alfie unrolled the map on the table and soon was using Luisa’s empty ale cups to weigh down the corners. The map was quite detailed and in some ways seemed accurate. At least its general outline was. But there were countless details that seemed incorrect.

“A river of lava?” Alfie squinted at the map. “The ant king’s lair? I suppose it’s possible…”

“Even if it was real, it’s so out of date it doesn’t matter, right?” said Luisa, gulping down another shot of brandy. Loud, jaunty music started up and Luisa hopped to her feet. “Honey for the Milkmaid! Love that one! C’mon, Dungeon Lord, let’s dance!”

“I, uh, I’m not much of a dancer,” said Alfie, looking nervously at the skilled dancing already breaking out.

“That doesn’t matter,” said Luisa, grabbing one of Alfie’s hands. “I’ll show you the moves. We can…”

She stopped and looked over her shoulder. A tall, handsome man with rugged good looks and a thick blond beard had appeared behind her.

“Murdoch!” cried Luisa, turning to the man and throwing her arms around his brawny neck. He picked her up in his arms and pulled her in for a kiss. It was more than just a peck on her lips too. The kiss lingered and Luisa wrapped her legs around the man’s armored midsection.

Alfie’s face grew hot with jealousy. Luisa and this Murdoch were making such a show of it that some of the other customers started to stare at them.

“Murdoch, I thought you had changed your mind,” said Luisa.

“I heard the dungeon has a new Dungeon Lord,” said the man in a booming voice. “Thought I might give it a try after all! And who is this mysterious hooded man you’re with?”

Murdoch looked to Alfie with a twinkle in his eyes. Alfie tried to smile back at the burly man and began to rise to introduce himself. Luisa cut him off.

“That’s just some tourist,” said Luisa. “A dungeon gawker. He’s not a real adventurer. Don’t worry about him.”

“Aye, I was never worried,” said Murdoch with a grin. He took Luisa by her hand and started to talk to her about something he had in his room at the nearby inn. Luisa glanced back at Alfie and shrugged then let Murdoch pull her into the crowd.

Alfie sat alone, feeling like one of those awful nights back in Charreaux watching as Julia smiled and laughed and kissed with every man but him. He could see Luisa dancing with Murdoch and he imagined him using his new powers to unleash monsters and deadly traps on the strapping man.

“I’m not some weakling like I was back then,” said Alfie. “I’m the damned Dungeon Lord.”

Alfie felt the urge to fight like he hadn’t felt since meeting Myssandra. The need to prove himself and his virility in the only way so many young men knew how: with his fists. He got to his feet and started towards the bard and the dancers. He made it halfway there when he heard something that caught his ear.

“That little cunt from Orleans won’t shut up about the dungeons,” groused one man.

Alfie turned and saw an ugly man with a sloppy mess of hair and a large reddish wart on his nose. He was talking with a red-faced fat man resting so heavily on his elbows that he looked like a hunchback.

“Josephine? Hah!” scoffed the fat man. “Prince Carlos will put her in her place. Bend that fancy island girl over the throne and paddle her bottom.”

“I hear they like that sorta thing in Orleans,” laughed the man with the wart. “I bet Josephine could take a fat prick up her tight arse. All them Orleans women like it up the shitter!”

The two men began making rude gestures and laughing drunkenly at them. Alfie found himself staggering towards them. He grabbed the fat man by his shoulder and pulled him upright in his chair.

“What do you mean talking about the princess like that?”

“What? Hands off me!” The fat man slapped aside Alfie’s hand.

“You hear his accent, bruv? Sounds like an Orleans rat.” The warty man spit and stood up from the table. The fat man stood too, revealing himself to be hulking and more muscular than Alfie had thought.

“The princess hates dungeons,” said the fat man. “Wants to close them all down. Thinks she can come to Galamanca, cry about some dead adventurers, and make Prince Carlos shut them all down. But she thinks just cuz she can marry the prince and smash that little cunny into his—”

Alfie hit the man right in the mouth. The fat man staggered back, his nose and mouth both bloody. He cupped a hand to his lips and his brow furrowed with fury.

“Gonna beat you good for that!” shouted the fat man as blood streamed from both his nostrils.

The fat man grabbed Alfie and two hard punches took the fight out of the Dungeon Lord. The men gave Alfie a few more good hits and kicks and then dragged him out the tavern door and threw him into the street. His mind reeled and he tasted blood. He tried to get up but found he didn’t have the strength. He was nearly run over by a mule cart, but some good Samaritan dragged him out of the road.

That was when he completely lost consciousness.


6

The Healer’s Kiss

There was a light in Alfie. One that burned warm and tender, calling him towards it.

Oh, he thought. I’m dead.

Alfie sighed. Somehow, he always knew it would end like this. Killed defending a woman’s honor. True, he’d rather imagined it would have been against a horde of orc barbarians, he and their chief ending one another in their final blows, then him dying in the arms of his weeping beloved. But to be fair, getting beaten to death by a fat drunk felt more appropriate for the grand adventure of his life so far.

And just when things were starting to look up…

At least the pain had stopped. Instead, the warm light seemed to spread through him, his aches fading, the burns of bruises extinguished to mere embers. He sighed contentedly, turning his head as soft, tender hands stroked his hair.

“Dying sucks,” Alfie murmured.

“Quite so. Thus, it would be best if you stayed still and let me finish.”

Alfie’s eyes snapped open. For a moment he only saw vague smudges of orange, brown and white. Soon those resolved into a lamp hanging from a wooden ceiling, and a woman leaning over him.

Alfie blinked as the woman solidified further, the white blotches become silvery hair and a pale face of maidenly loveliness. She wore a red robe and wimple, both of which marked her as a priestess of some kind, but it was the way the front of her robe curved against the breasts hovering over Alfie’s head that drew most of his attention. Why were they so close to his face?

His eyes widened as he realized he was resting his head on her lap, and the rest of him on a bed. “Uh…”

“Maria Tremone,” she said. “I am a Bride of Uma.”

“Huh?”

“My name, as I’m sure you were about to ask. And I am a follower of the Zinterite path. We believe Uma and Mardoch are both faces of the creator. I am telling you this because you certainly weren’t about to mention how my breasts look from that angle.”

“I-I wasn’t!” Alfie gasped.

She laughed teasingly, but not unkindly. “Good. I’d hate to think I spent all this time healing a pig. Though it seemed to me your foes fitted that description more.”

Alfie felt his face redden further. “You um… you saw that, huh?”

She shrugged, her wimple flapping like crimson wings. “It was hardly subtle,” Maria said, her hand brushing his brow. “Nor particularly heroic, but you were injured defending a woman’s honor, and a healing had seemed appropriate. A pity for a good man to bleed out behind an inn.”

Alfie winced at her teasing tone. “Yeah. Sorry,” he said and made to rise, only for her hand to push his head firmly back down onto his lap.

“Now, now. I’ve decided to heal you, and I intend to. So kindly stop moving so much, or I will get quite cross.”

“Listen, I feel fine now. Really,” Alfie said.

“That will be for me to decide,” she said, pressing him down into her thigh a little more firmly. “Now, kindly be still, and let me finish.”

Alfie squirmed. He knew he shouldn’t linger, but he also didn’t really want to move. After the beating from earlier, the comfort of her healing was so very soothing. Alfie sighed, resigning himself to his current position. He closed his eyes a little as her hands moved over him, the soothing warmth of her healing power like sitting before a warm fire after spending a day in the cold. He breathed in her gentle perfume, something like lavender, her robes smooth against his cheek, her legs soft and warm beneath his head.

But from such an angle, he couldn’t help but find himself looking at her impressive bust. Though smaller than Myssandra, Maria’s chaste attire and gentle yet teasing attitude struck him in a very different way compared to the sultry demoness. He couldn’t help but imagine it was her breasts his head rested on instead of her lap. Those soft, full orbs squeezing around his face. Pressing down on him…

“Oh!”

Alfie’s eyes shot open as he felt her hand brush his cock, bulging against his pants obscenely. “I uh…”

“It’s quite alright,” Maria said, though he noticed a faint reddening of her face. “I am a healer and the blessings of Uma can be quite stimulating. This reaction is not… ah… unexpected.”

“I uh…”

“But your pulse has gotten quite quick,” she added, brushing his neck with her hand, her eyes glued to his bulge. “The healing might have difficulty if we don’t resolve that.”

“W-what?”

“Don’t worry,” she said as her glowing hand rested on his bulge. “I’ve done it many times.”

“Done whaooooooo,” Alfie moaned as her glowing palm cupped his crotch, the warmth of her healing magic seeping into his manhood, stiffening him even further.

“Just relax,” Maria said as her hand massaged his cock. “Let me help you.”

Alfie’s mind spun at what was happening. As Maria’s hand squeezed and loosened around his cock, pumping him like a dainty bellow. He panted hot and quick, the warmth of her healing turning quickly to the heat of pleasure as she handled his cock.

“I-I th-thought holy sisters were supposed to be ch-chaste,” Alfie said, the fact bubbling up from some depths of his mind as she worked his manhood.

“I am chaste in my devotion to Uma,” she said, her fingers gliding over his captive cock, flicking the laces of his pants before she gave them a tug. “But chastity merely means I am not… ahem… taken by a man. You might be surprised to learn the many things that do not count as ‘sex’ as written in the holy books.”

“P-probablyyyyy,” Alfie groaned as his cock sprang free, thick and harder than he’d ever seen it.

Maria’s eyes widened a little and she leaned forward, which only served to almost bury Alfie beneath the softness of her breasts. “Oh,” she said, her soft lips forming the syllable as her hand wrapped around him, beginning to slowly pump.

Alfie groaned, weakness aching from his groin and back through him as the pleasure overrode his body. The touch of her hand was shockingly expert, seeming to sense just the right way to work his shaft. “Ohhhh fuuuuuck,” Alfie groaned.

“Almost there?” Maria cooed. “Poor boy. Don’t hold back on my account. Go on. Cum for me. Let out all that tension.”

Alfie grunted, trying to hold back as if to prove he could, but he knew he couldn’t last. Couldn’t resist. Couldn’t… couldn’t…

“F-fuuuuuuck!” Alfie cried out, his body shuddering as his cock throbbed, pulsed, cum spurting from his tip in sudden spurts of creamy white.

“That’s it. Let out every drop now.” Maria’s hand beat steadily on Alfie’s twitching cock. Each pump of her hand producing another gush of his milky seed.

“Ahhhh! Slow… slow down!” he cried as the sensitivity became too intense.

Maria persisted for a few more strokes, squeezing quite forcefully and forcing Alfie to shudder and shake as she wanked his filthy cock. Her fingers and his lap were absolutely covered in his cum. Her touch finally relaxed, the intensity with which she forced the orgasm from him causing him to jerk with sensitive aftershocks.

“I must get out every drop,” she warned and gave him one more hard stroke. He practically screamed as she milked out one last welling droplet of his spunk. “There we are. That’s a good boy. Let’s not leave that mess.”

A warm, wet washcloth engulfed his manhood a moment later and she began gently kneading his cock and washing away the filth of his release.

Alfie, flushed and smiling dully, lifted his head to watch the beautiful cleric massaging his groin. She smiled at him as she squeezed and stroked and squeezed again. After a moment, she pushed him back down onto his pillow.

“You must rest now,” she said. “Rest and in the morning you will feel much better.”

Maria started to rise, but Alfie caught her hand and would not let her step away.

“What is it?” asked Maria.

“Shouldn’t… shouldn’t I repay the kindness you have shown me?”

She smiled sweetly and pressed a kiss to his forehead. He tilted his head so that his lips found hers and he dared to kiss the supposedly chaste cleric. Their lips met and held for a moment longer. Then she drew back, her pale brow furrowed with worry.

“I cannot,” she said. “There is no kindness needed to be repaid. If you wish to make a donation to the mission, I am sure it can be put to good use, but I require—”

“Not ‘require,’” said Alfie, smiling up at the beautiful cleric. “I’m talking about desire. Let me repay what you have done for me.”

He boldly reached a hand towards her long skirt and began to lift it up her legs. Her ample calves and plump thighs were clad in woolen stockings that reached almost up to her silky undershorts. She pushed his hand away, but her efforts were slight and her attention more focused on who might be watching. They seemed to be alone in the room, but she kept looking around as if someone might enter.

“Stop that,” she scolded. “My vow forbids it. I have not faced my first foe yet. Only when I have battled evil may I yield to my desires.”

“It’s only a few fingers,” said Alfie, stroking her soft mound through the front of her undershorts.

“Ahhhh,” she hissed, tightly grasping his wrist. “No. Not that. Fingers are explicitly forbidden. We cannot even pleasure ourselves.”

“Hardly seems fair,” said Alfie, but he reluctantly let her skirt drop into place. He was about to let Maria go, but he recalled how Luisa had used him when she had been overcome by the mimic. How she had sat her perky bottom on his face and used his tongue for her pleasure.

Maria turned to go, but Alfie caught her hand again and pulled her back.

“My tongue,” he said. “Is there are a rule against my tongue?”

Maria’s cheeks colored. She seemed to consider it for a moment and then shook her head slightly.

“No, but… but you are not well,” she said. “You cannot be out of bed, Alfred.”

“Alfie. And there’s no need for me to get out of bed.” He smiled as he reclined on his pillows. “Lift your skirts, Maria, and have a sit right here. Atop my face. My tongue will do the rest.”

“Oh, but, with my bottom on your face?” Her cheeks colored even more.

“For a cleric who strokes off her patients you seem rather shy,” he said.

“It’s not that,” she said whispered. “It’s just embarrassing. My bottom on your face? How will you breathe?”

“Stop trying to come up with an excuse not to do it,” he said with a grin and gave her another tug towards his face. “Take off your undershorts and sit your pretty pussy right here.”

“Oh, you are so vulgar,” she said, wincing away from Alfie.

“Come on now, Maria,” he rasped. “It will help to heal me.”

“I suppose… if you think it will do you well,” she said and gathered up her long skirt to once more reveal her stockings and undershorts. This time, she did not resist as Alfie grasped the waist of her shorts and slid them down. Her pale flesh was revealed in all its luscious creaminess. A more than ample bottom and thighs dimpled by the tops of her stockings. Her cunt, revealed as she turned, was covered in the finest fuzz of hair barely visible in the light. She looked down at Alfie and gave him one last doubting glance. “Are you certain this is what you wish?”

“Yes,” said Alfie, unable to keep his cock from twitching. Maria noticed the movement of his unruly prick and tittered softly.

“Very well,” she said and she climbed onto the bed. He grunted once as her weight moved atop him. Her knees astride his face. Her thighs imprisoning his head. Her plump bottom practically smothering the world. Her scent was fresh and clean with a hint of her musky arousal. He could see a trace of that desire on her pink cuntlips. He ran his hands over her creamy flesh. Her dimpled bottom. He stroked her hips and caressed the roundness of her buttocks.

He squeezed her cheeks. He spread them and saw the pink divot and delicate clench of her anus. It screwed tighter as he exposed it.

“Ohhhhh, this is so embarrassing,” moaned Maria.

“Shhhhhhh, relax,” said Alfie, teasing his fingers on her crack and his thumbs over her mound.

She tensed and hissed, “No fingers.”

“Right,” said Alfie. “No fingers. I’ve got something even better.”

He leaned his face up to her bottom, his nose practically wedged into her crack as he reached out with his tongue and gave her soft mound a sample lick. She sucked in a breath and he felt a quiver in her thighs. Her cunt was fairly drooling and he tasted a strawberry sweetness that made him go back for a second lick and a third. The hot petals of her cunt yielded to his tongue. Her warm, slick passage tightened as he thrust his tongue into her cove.

“OoOOOOOOoooooohhhhaaaa,” she gasped and exhaled, her body shuddering. “That’s… I’ve never felt that before. It’s… oooo… it’s good. But it feels sinful.”

He slipped his tongue from inside her and gave her clit a few short licks. She trembled with each lash of his tongue.

“If it’s sinful you want, I can give you sinful,” he murmured.

“What? No, that’s not what… aaaaahhhhh!”

Alfie put a stop to her objections with a slow, wet lick of her ass. He licked up and down again, tasting her soft knot and feeling it tighten. Licking around it and thrusting his tongue to make her tense again. Her thighs shaking. He was about to return his tongue to her clit when she let out a deep moan.

“Oooooooh,” she gasped. “That feels… feels so… so incredible.”

“Hnnnn?” Alfie was surprised at the admission. He licked her there again and she cooed with pleasure. 

It was all the encouragement he needed. He grabbed her cheeks and turned his full attention to her ass, lapping at it and tonguing it as the cleric began to rock back against him. She smothered him with her ass and he thrust his tongue, pushing until he was able to ease it inside her.

This drove her wild and she fell atop him, the soft weight of her breasts pressing down against him. Her hand suddenly back on his cock. A moment later, a few more lashes of his tongue against Maria’s asshole, and he felt the intense warmth and wetness of her mouth engulfing his cock.

Alfie’s shock was so much that he almost forgot what he was doing, but a sudden wriggle of her bottom served to have him push his tongue back into that tight hole, his hand squeezing and massaging her plush bottom, pulling her more firmly down on his face as he got to work.

“Mmmm,” Maria moaned, her lips moving up and down his cock, as soft and wonderful as any pussy. The skill of her lips gave Alfie the distinct impression that this was hardly the first time she’d ‘healed’ someone with such a method. But he was not complaining. Especially when her hand reached between his legs, cupping his bollocks and gently kneading and squeezing his stones.

“Mnnnnn!” Alfie groaned, shifting beneath her, getting comfortable as he inhaled the perfumed scent of her ass, his tongue tasting the bitterness of her bottom as he pushed it in deep, every sudden tightening of her rear sending another quiver of excitement shooting through him.

The softness of her ass and the feel of her curves and weight was almost too much for him. Despite having cum but minutes ago he felt a second orgasm coming close. He pushed his tongue more firmly into her bottom, the sudden tensing of her hips and the groan of pleasure vibrating through her throat and his cock indicating he had hit on the perfect tactic. Guided by her reactions, he drilled his tongue into her bottom, teasing that tight ring of muscle. As he drew nearer to orgasm, he drove that energy into his tongue, lashing and lapping at her asshole, feeling it fairly convulse around his tongue as he pushed her over the edge.

“Mmm! Mm! Mmmmmm!” Maria groaned, her hips bucking with the sudden shocks of orgasmic bliss. Her ass tightening around Alfie’s tongue, her juices drooling onto his chest from her pussy.

“Mmmm ooooooh fuuuuuck!” Alfie groaned, pulling his tongue from her ass as his own orgasm surged up through his balls, milked by Maria’s hand and up into her sucking throat. The ecstasy of orgasm washed through him, the weakness of pleasure deadening his limbs as Maria fell back, her bottom smothering him anew even as he felt her lips and mouth suck every drop of his cum down her throat.

Alfie groaned, lack of oxygen from her smothering rear and the exhaustion of the healing catching up with him. He offered no resistance, welcoming the sweet void of dreamless darkness beneath Maria’s luscious rump.
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Dungeon Call

“What a surprise, master. And here I was worried about you.”

Alfie groaned, cracking open an eye. The looming visage of a disappointed Myssandra shocked the last bit of sleep from his system. Alfie yelped, reflexively jerking back, only to bang against the headboard. He hissed, rubbing the back of his head, squinting at the woman before him.

“M-Myssandra! What are you doing here?”

“Checking on you, master,” she said, straightening, arms folded as she looked him up and down. “And I must say, I’m surprised. I half expected you to have gotten murdered by some back-alley thugs.”

Recalling he nearly had, Alfie cleared his throat. “Uh, yes. Well. I can take care of myself. Where uh…” He peered about the room but caught no sign of the pale and voluptuous priestess. “Was I alone?”

“Yes, master. I fear the woman whose ass you licked clean has departed already.”

Heat rushed to Alfie’s face. “I didn’t… I mean… How did you even know that?”

She gave him an amused look. “Really, Alfred? I can smell her perfume all over your face. The ass was just my assumption.”

“Clever,” Alfie said with a grimace, throwing back the blankets and getting up, looking about for his clothes. “But you didn’t have to come. I was going to head back to the dungeon soon anyway.”

“Soon is not fast enough, master. You have a call.”

“A call?” Alfie said as he began to pull up his pants.

“A message from one of the other dungeon lords.”

Alfie nearly fell over, his legs tangling in his pants as he attempted to turn and face Myssandra. Slamming his shoulder into the wall to hold himself up, he stared at the stunning blonde in shock. “Wh-what? Why? Why would they want to talk to me?”

“Perhaps to convince you not to sully the reputation of the dungeon with your… alterations,” she said. “But it matters little. Lord Brookwyne shouldn’t be kept waiting long. Now,” Myssandra said, extending her hand to him. “Shall we?”

Finally managing to pull up his pants and do up his belt, Alfie freed his hand and grasped Myssandra’s. The demoness pulled him close, Alfie sucking in a breath as he found himself mashed against her flawless breasts as the air crackled with magic. Holding him tightly, her perfume stuffing his nose with its sultry scent, Myssandra gestured, and the world around them vanished in a whirl of flames.

Alfie flinched at the roar of the fire, but as quickly as the flames burst into being, they faded, leaving them standing once more in the dungeon nexus.

Vertigo gripped him for a moment as he struggled to adjust to this translocation. He wobbled unsteadily on his feet, like a sailor returning to shore after weeks on storm tossed seas. Myssandra’s lips pinched into a disapproving frown. She steadied Alfie with a hand on his elbow.

“You… you said there was a call?” Alfie looked around and a pulsating light from the Augurium drew his eye.

“Yes, through there, master,” she said as she straightened Alfie’s collar and fixed his improperly buttoned tunic. “Try not to embarrass yourself in front of a fellow Dungeon Lord.”

“Uh, yes, of course,” he said, starting towards the doorway. He turned back and asked her, “How do I do that?”

“Be forceful, not timid,” said Myssandra. “All of the other Dungeon Lords, even the ones who claim to be your friend, are always looking for a way to use you to advance their own position in the Secret Society of Protectors. Many of them treat their commitment to guarding the great treasures of Aropa like a religion.”

“It makes them insufferably self-righteous?” asked Alfie.

“Yes, exactly. Perhaps you are not such a silly boy after all.” She pushed him gently towards the Augurium. “Go on now, master. Lord Brookwyne is perhaps the friendliest face you will see among the Dungeon Lords.”

Alfie stumbled into the Augurium and found himself looking at his own reflection in more than two dozen mirrors of various sizes. Some were large hand mirrors in pearl frames, others were huge, gilded mirrors like might be found in a castle’s great hall. Each mirror had a different name on a placard beneath it. Lord Poskov, Lord Heraxon, Lord Veluria. Behind all these mirrors was a coiled serpent of crystal. This pulsated faintly with red light and sent a tendril snaking to the one mirror – an oval vanity mirror with a fine silver frame - that was not reflecting back Alfie’s own face.

Lord Brookwyne was an awful little red-faced creature. Something like a goblin, but with a much bigger nose. He seemed to be chewing on a toenail by bending his foot up to his face.

“Uh, hello,” said Alfie. “I am, uh, Lord Ivanhoe. You called?”

The red face in the mirror jolted with surprise and suddenly called out, “Master! Master! The boy is here!”

A hand reached into frame and yanked the red creature out of sight. A moment later, a handsome human face appeared in the frame of the mirror.

Lord Brookwyne was not a red-faced little goblin after all. He was a pale man with strong cheekbones, a thin black mustache above delicate lips, and prominent, dark eyes. His hair was black, oiled flat atop his head, and parted precisely down the center of his scalp. He wore a high-collared shirt and silk scarf with a smoky black gem set into the throat of his tie.

“My apologies for the uncouth behavior of my imp,” said Lord Brookwyne. “I am not accustomed to being kept waiting by a dear friend. But I suppose we are not even truly acquaintances yet. I am Ramone Brookwyne. Some call me ‘The Gentleman.’ You may call me as you please.”

“Um, right, I am Alfie – Alfred – Ivanhoe,” said Alfie, trying to stand straight and smile confidently. “I don’t have a nickname yet. I just got started with the whole Dungeon Lord thing.”

“Yes, so I have heard,” chuckled Lord Brookwyne. “I was good friends with your uncle Tiberius. A fine Dungeon Lord. He took his vocation very seriously and was one of the most devious protectors I have ever met.”

“I never really knew him,” admitted Alfie.

“Your loss. But there is nothing we can do about that now, is there?” Lord Brookwyne smoothed his mustache. “Look, Alfie- do you mind if I call you that? Good. Alfie, word is out that you have been making some changes to the Maze of Masculine Malevolence. That you are undertaking a complete re-theming of your uncle’s dungeon.”

“You heard about that?” Alfie felt a chill of concern. If these Dungeon Lords reacted as badly as Myssandra and his uncle, he could be in for some real trouble.

“It is your right, of course, but this Happy Dungeon or whatever it is called is, to put it mildly, controversial. Do not get me wrong, Alfie, I appreciate what you are doing personally. As the only urban Dungeon Lord, I have a bit of an avant-garde streak myself. But such changes must be made carefully and in due time. You haven’t introduced yourself to the others and you are already offering up a, well, challenging view of what being a Dungeon Lord even means.”

“I meant no disrespect,” said Alfie. “I just didn’t want to kill more women.”

It seemed impossible for a face as pale as Lord Brookwyne’s to blanch, but somehow the color drained from his cheeks.

“Ah. Well then. That is an unexpected revelation.” Lord Brookwyne cleared his throat. “Perhaps, for now, it is best you not mention this to anyone else. I believed you were being more selective with who you killed. Or tricking your intruders with a false sense of security. Not killing anyone at all would be a breach of decorum.”

“I didn’t know there were rules to this stuff,” said Alfie. “I have had to learn on the job.”

“Yes, well, guard what you are saying, young master,” said Lord Brookwyne. “I will not speak of this to the others, but Lord Heraxon has heard the rumors I have heard and he will be after you. He is already calling a convocation of the society at the Deep Shrine. I know he plans to—”

A soft chiming sounded through the room and another red tendril illuminated a path from the serpent to a black-framed mirror that seemed bent and bolted together. The placard beneath this identified it as Lord Heraxon.

“I think he is calling me now,” said Alfie.

“Be careful with your words,” said Lord Brookwyne. “And good luck.”

Lord Brookwyne’s image faded out on his mirror just as the image of Lord Heraxon resolved from the dark glass of his mirror.

Alfie was struck first by Lord Heraxon’s steely gaze. Those blue-gray eyes seemed to bore into Alfie’s head. Heraxon’s head was that of an ancient warrior depicted in a statue, brought from bronze to pallid flesh. His jaw was square and his hair was gray at the temples and cropped short on the sides in the manner Alfie had seen of military officers in Orleans. He wore a fur-lined cape or cloak over a dark, broad-shouldered uniform complete with gold braid on the shoulder that was not covered by his cape.

“Lord Ivanhoe,” said Heraxon, his voice as hard as his expression.

“Good to meet you, Lord Heraxon,” said Alfie, trying to stand as ramrod straight as an officer at attention on the parade ground.

“Yes,” said Heraxon. “I have heard of your new methods. I never much cared for your uncle’s manner, but I always respected his work. Thorough and… uncompromising. Your new method requires some explanation.”

“I would be happy to—”

“I have called a convocation,” continued Heraxon. “All Dungeon Lords will attend at the Deep Shrine in seven days. You will present yourself to the others and justify yourself.”

Alfie swallowed hard.

“Justify?”

“Yes. You will explain your method and present your reasoning.” Lord Heraxon’s blue-gray eyes sparkled with cruelty. “I have seen my share of shirkers and fools and maniacs ascend to the hallowed position of Dungeon Lord. But I have never seen one quite so brazen about their ineptitude. But… perhaps I am wrong. Perhaps you are a genius. An innovator. Not a foolish little boy too soft to take a life. I would very much like to be proven wrong, Alfred Ivanhoe.”

“Well, actually, I think that—”

Lord Heraxon’s mirror clouded and went dark. Lord Heraxon clearly had no interest in hearing Alfie’s explanation just yet. Feeling dazed and put-upon, Alfie staggered out of the Augurium to find Myssandra waiting for him with her arms folded across her chest.

“Well?” she asked.

“No,” said Alfie. “Not well. They’re holding some meeting at some place called the Deep Shrine in a week. Sounds like I have to justify not killing people to a bunch of psychopaths or I am going to get fired from being a Dungeon Lord.”

Myssandra laughed and put a comforting arm around Alfie’s shoulder. She pulled his head against her bosoms. The softness and warmth of them did make him feel a little better.

“Oh, master, my sweet,” she said, stroking his head. “They will not fire you.”

“They won’t?” He looked up at her out of the corner of his eye.

“No, they will simply strip you naked and flay your skin, then cast you screaming into the maw of one of the pit worms to be devoured.”

“Oh, that’s all?” Alfie closed his eyes and tried to will away the nausea developing in his guts.

He was at least provided with a distraction as the dungeon’s booming alarm began to sound. He jerked his head from the warm cushions of Myssandra’s breasts and walked into the Dungeon Nexus. He was so angry after his encounter with Lord Heraxon that he had the urge to slaughter whoever dared to enter his dungeon.

He looked down from his pulpit at the Dungeon Table as a figure shimmered into existence at the table’s edge. A shapely woman, clad in a red robe.

“Oh, you will pay the price for your poor timing,” muttered Alfie.

Myssandra seemed to materialize at his side. She whispered, “Having a change of heart?”

“I was thinking that we try something…”

His words trailed off as he noticed something familiar about the figure. It wasn’t Luisa, but he knew this woman. He stepped down from his pulpit and walked over to the table. He leaned down to have a better look as the figure moved cautiously from the entrance garden and into the welcome room where the Gaunt Watcher greeted visitors.

There was something about the way the woman moved. Recognition struck as the figure turned her head and seemed to look up at him from the table. She was dressed differently, more provocatively, but there could be no doubt.

It was Maria. The cleric with the talented hand and delicious ass had come to see his dungeon.

“Kill her, master,” purred Myssandra, clinging to his shoulder and pressing her breasts against him. “It may be the only way to save your own skin. You’re not going to let Lord Heraxon have you flayed, are you?”

“No,” said Alfie, staring down at the beautiful cleric as she moved into the dungeon. “I’ll do what it takes to survive.”

“Mmmmm, I knew you would come around,” giggled Myssandra, pressing a kiss to Alfie’s cheek.


Book 3: Win a Date with a Lizardman

1

In the Name of the Father

“Holy Father Mardoch, watch over your faithful bride,” whispered Maria Tremone, her delicate fingers caressing the amulet of the four pillars of Mardoch that hung around her neck. She took a deep, steadying breath and settled the amulet back into the soft mounds of her breasts.

The beautiful young priestess wore the red gown and habit of her Pateric order. Her prematurely white hair hung loose past her shoulders, permitted to be long and free by her oath of chastity. Her gown was quite tight at her hips, Maria having a more than ample bottom and lovely wide hips despite her slender waist.

The young priestess stood in the unnatural garden and gazed up at the entrance of the so-called Happy Endings Dungeon. Its doors were huge but less ominous than the last time she had come to the dungeon’s gates. When she had been overwhelmed with fear and had turned back. That felt like a lifetime ago. She had resigned herself to being a healer of the sick and wayward adventurers in the nearby village of Galabros.

She had heard something that had lured her back to these gates. The promise that the dungeon was different. That it offered satisfaction now instead of a grisly death. Could it be true?

If Mardoch was watching out for his faithful servant, then maybe Maria would find the pleasures she had denied herself for her entire life. She had almost found them with that poor boy back in the village. What was his name? Alfie? A sweet boy, but only a distraction from her test of faith. Her holy quest to plumb the depths of this deadly maze.

She took a deep breath and climbed the wide staircase to the double doors. They opened smoothly and their hinges barely even squeaked as they began to swing wide. Daylight spilled into a lovely room furnished with fine white marble, red velvet couches, and a crackling hearth. Maria’s gaze was drawn to the figure that sat waiting at a desk. He was huge and gaunt, his face hidden behind a tattered robe. A massive book lay open before him, and skeletal fingers slowly rotated a pen like an idle scribe waiting for instructions.

Maria’s blood was cold with fear. She wanted to run. No, she wanted to scream and then run. But she prayed to Mardoch and slowly advanced on this monstrously huge and skeletal man.

“Um, sir,” she said. “I have come for the, um, Happy Endings Dungeon.”

The creature’s face slowly lifted from its book and Maria sucked in a quivering breath. She took a step back as she gazed into the silver orbs where eyes should have been. There was no nose and the creature’s mouth was a skeletal smile with too many teeth.

“A sinborne,” whispered Maria, her hand returning to her amulet and squeezing it tightly.

“Speak… your desire,” rasped the demon.

“My desire?”

The monster demon did not answer. Its silvery eyes stared unblinking at her.

“I wish, um, to know the pleasure I crave without breaking my vow to Mardoch,” said Maria.

The demon let out a harsh laugh, like dry bones rattling together in a sack.

“We cannot grant wishes. Are you sworn to chastity?”

“To never know the warmth of a man,” said Maria. “To never let him claim me.”

“Warmth… of a man?” That laugh again. “Very well, human. The Happy Endings Dungeon welcomes you. Through the door on your right. End of the hall. Knock and enter.”

“And I won’t be killed?” asked Maria, lingering as she looked up at the skeletal demon.

She was startled when another voice answered her. The sound of it boomed from every direction as if the walls themselves were speaking.

“No harm will come to you, Maria Tremone. You have my word.”

“How do you know my name?” she called out to the voice but did not receive an answer. She realized it must have been the Dungeon Lord himself speaking to her. But could she trust his word? If she did not trust it, then why had she bothered to come all this way? She looked back at the demon, still staring at her with his unblinking silver eyes. “Um, thank you.”

He cocked his head to one side and said, “Through the door on your right. End of the hall. Another door. Knock.”

The demon gestured as though knocking on an imaginary door. He returned his attention to his book and seemed to lose all interest in Maria.

“Ah, the door, right,” said Maria, her hand tightening fearfully as she turned towards the door the demon had indicated. Her fear was almost overpowering, but her faith was strong.

The door was but one of many and opened into a narrow passage that curved through the mountain’s stone. The air was cool and the way was lit every dozen paces or so with a magical torch. Maria reached a second door. She hesitated as her mind created visions of the horrors that awaited her on the other side.

“Holy Father,” she whispered, trying to push such fears aside. “I will honor my vow to you. I will pass your test.”

She knocked. She opened the door. She entered.

The door closed behind her as Maria stepped into a comfortable bedroom that might have been found in a mansion or chateau. A fire crackled near a silk-veiled fourposter bed. A tray of wine and grapes sat next to a silver dish full of fat, wriggling grub worms.

“What… is this?” Maria felt suddenly queasy.

“A snack,” said a soft voice as a shadow moved within the fourposter bed. “Grapes and burrowhorn grubs. Delicious and nutty.”

Maria’s breath caught in her throat as the shadow moved through the silk curtains and stepped into the light of the crackling fireplace.

The reptilian man stood a head taller than Maria, his body muscular in a humanlike way but clad in fine green scales that lightened on his abdomen and up to his neck. His eyes were yellow and his pupils slits like a serpent’s eye. His snout was wide and mouth curved permanently into an expression resembling a slight smile. He had a long, straight tail that seemed inflexible as it dragged the floor behind him like a loosely held spear.

He wore only a sash that reached from his left shoulder to his right hip. Red and undecorated.

“Are you a demon?” whispered Maria, looking into those cold yellow eyes.

“Oh, no. I am born of this world, just like you. My name is Kantril. The Dungeon Lord tells me you are in search of pleasure. The sort no warmblooded man can offer you.”

“Warm… warmblooded?”

“Yes, your vow to you god about not finding pleasure in the warmth of a man,” said the lizardman, sliding onto the couch and reclining beside the fire. He scooped up few grubs and dropped them into his mouth. Maria winced at the sight of his neat, perfect rows of needlelike teeth snapping shut. The lizardman’s head lolled on the arm of the couch. “I’m not really a stickler for rules, but I understand the importance of an oath to you Paterics. I assure you, my beautiful priestess, that my blood is perfectly room temperature and any pleasure we find together will keep your vows intact.”

“Oh, no, there has been a misunderstanding,” said Maria, vehemently shaking her head.

“Has there?” Kantril tilted his head curiously. “Or does your sheltered mind recoil from new experiences? We saurolids well know the pleasures of humans. In our distant cities we keep you as pets and slaves. But today, my dear, I am completely at your service. You may do with me… whatever you like.”

The lizardman ran his clawed hand over his scaly body, fingers brushing his sash and sliding lower, to a slight bulge in his groin. Maria was transfixed by the strange eroticism of the lizardman’s caress. She watched as his fingers circled the bulge of his scales. A slit opened, revealing a glistening mound of pale pink flesh. This began to rise from within the lizardman, sliding upwards and revealing ridges and central widening. A smooth, slippery cock at least as big as any man Maria had ever healed with her fingers or with her mouth.

“That is… is your…”

“Yes, it is,” said Kantril, grasping his shaft and slowly working his scaly hand up and down his cock. “Do you feel that tingling in your nose? A little warmth in your head? Those are mating pheromones, released when I become aroused. I am told they work more potently on humans than even females of my own species.”

Maria stared, too stunned to properly reply. To say nothing of the scent that was filling the room. Something spicy and potent. Something she had never known before yet felt intimately familiar. An ancestral memory that stirred in her mind and warmed her body.

She wavered where she stood, new sensations burning through her. Aching from her core and pussy. Arousal and lust like none she had known before. She clutched her amulet as if to anchor herself to some cold reality, feeling the warmth of the metal and the love of her god. But that was like a candle before the flames that roared in the furnace within her depths.

She saw Kantril’s lip rise in amusement. He moved forward, his approach slow, lazy, almost predatory. Maria’s eyes widened. She took a shaky step back, but even though he didn’t seem to be moving quickly, the lizardman was suddenly before her, towering above her. The coolness of his body seemed to draw her towards him as he reached out, running a clawed hand down her cheek, making her moan softly.

“Or perhaps you do not want to do with me what you like. But for me to show you… what you like…”

“I-I…” Maria gasped.

“If you object,” the lizardman said, his voice a throaty growl that shot right to her core. “Then tell me so.”

Maria looked up into his eyes as he leaned in. Her mouth opened, but when he kissed her, she could only moan. Her legs quaked as his hands caught her, pulled her against his large frame, one hand cupping her soft rump, the other wrapping around her waist and pulling her tight against his powerful body.

Maria moaned softly, her eyes growing lidded, foggy with the heat that thumped through her. She inhaled deeply, her breasts pressing against his powerful chest, her nose stuffing with his potent pheromones. Giddy excitement rose in her. Could it be true? Could such a rule be bent? Worked around? Could she feel the manhood of a male without breaking her vows?

Did she even care?

That last one sent a quick thrill of excitement through her. Shyly, she surrendered to his kiss, her tongue moving against his as that strange, forked thing pushed into her mouth. Kantril chuckled, releasing her lips to let her pant for breath.

“It seems you made your choice,” he growled.

Maria gasped as Kantril suddenly scooped her up and bore her to the bed. Before she could voice a word of protest his lips were on hers again, the scales of his mouth rubbing against her bruised lips, a feeling so strange that she craved more of it. She pressed against him, every squeeze of his palm on her ass sending another tremor of desire curling in her stomach like a serpent of flame. He laid her out on the bedding and began to undress her.

Maria offered no resistance. Once she realized his aim, she wriggled, helping him strip the clothes from her lovely form, her quivering breasts coming free, nipples stiff and tingling. Pins and needles buzzed down her ass and arms wherever her clothes were taken.

Kantril straightened, and Maria was suddenly very naked. Nothing stood between her soft, pale body and the muscular monster now. His sash was pulled aside, allowing her to look fully upon his scaly form. More beast than man, but just enough to send her pulse racing with anticipation.

The lizardman’s eyes gleamed. His jaw parted with hunger as he leaned in. Maria’s legs were like water as he parted them, pushing his muzzle between them. She felt his nostrils breathe as he inhaled the scent of her cunny, her heart running at a mile a minute as he pressed his mouth against her cunt and began to lick.

“Oh!” she gasped, legs tightening at the shocking sensation, but easily held down by Kantril’s clawed hands as he lapped at her pussy. His forked tongue teased along her slit, fluttering against the sensitive flesh and making her keen and wriggle with pleasure, her breasts heaving with excitement.

“Oh. Oh Mardoch, yesssss!” she groaned, her body arching atop the bed, trying to press herself against his lips, whining when he held her down still, denying her that as he teased and stroked her. He was torturing her. Making her wait. Making her crave him.

She groaned when he pulled his head from between her legs. He moved onto the bed, kneeling on it, pulling her bum onto his knees, her legs around his powerful hips, the pink wedge of his cock nudging her.

“P-please,” Maria gasped.

Kantril paused. “Please?” he prompted. 

Maria’s cheeks glowed with her blush. “B-be gentle,” she gasped.

“For now,” Kantril growled, a feral sound that only made the sheathing of his cock within her all the sweeter.

Maria cried out as his manhood pushed inside of her. For that blessed moment she forgot her fear, her faith, even her wonder if she was being true to her vows. As that cool cock fed into her clutching tunnel, she could only marvel at the pleasure of it. How perfect. How completed she felt as she tightened around his slick reptilian cock.

“Ohhhhh yessssss!” she wailed, shuddering in bliss.

“Yesssss,” Kantril hissed, his tongue flicking the air, his head tilting back as he drew back his hips and thrust forward again. Maria’s breath hitched as she felt his slick, cool cock impale her again, a spear of pleasure shooting through her stomach and chest. Without pause, without mercy, the lizardman began to thrust into her. His claws held her and his muscular hips worked with fierce rhythm. He plowed her lush cunny with sharp, brutal motions that only made her love it more.

“Too rough,” she gasped and Kantril slowed. A little.

“The warmth of you humans excitesssss me,” hissed Kantril. “I will fuck you, Maria. I will mate you like you crave. Do not deny it.”

“N-no,” she moaned, though she was not even certain what the word meant as she looked up at the strangely beautiful lizardman.

His grasp tightened on her thighs and he leaned into her, hilting inside her and stretching her virgin cunt with the wide wedge of his base. The ridge of cock beat against her clit with each stroke. His thickness overpowered her senses. He was opening her. He was possessing her. Faster. Harder. Her breasts bouncing and slapping with the motion. Her bottom stinging with the force of his scaly thrusts.

“Oohhhhhhhh Mardoch, forgive… forgive me!” she cried. “It feels too good.”

“There isssss no need for forgiveness,” hissed Kantril, leaning over her close enough that his thick, flicking tongue touched her lips. She opened her mouth to it, feeling it tickle against those lips and the tip of her tongue as he fucked hard and fast into her eager body.

Her pleasure rose. Tightened around him. Gripping him in a tensing, rippling sleeve of her mounting ecstasy.

“Kantril,” she called. “If… if it’s wrong… I don’t care! I don’t care! AAHHHHHHH!”

“Not wrong,” rasped the lizard, pressing his hard lips to her mouth and thrusting his tongue deep. Burying his cock inside her as he did. Driving poor, innocent, chaste Maria over the brink. He sent her plunging into a pit of ecstasy. Her body quivering and shuddering. Her eyes rolling and her mouth surrendering to the lizardman’s lusty tongue.

It was a religious experience for Maria, only better, because this spiritual moment was grounded in the physical pleasure. In the warm waves that ripples out from her core to meet the slick, thrusting cock of the lizardman. Her thighs quivering and her cunt squeezing in rhythmic bliss as she felt him shudder.

“Yessss! Oh, yes! Cum with me!” she cried.

She never knew she had needed that feeling until that very moment. When Kantril drove deep once more and his thick, ridged cock began to pump and pulsate. Until she felt the heavy spurts of his seed deep into her virgin womb.

Was he mating with her? Would she carry his young?

In that moment, she could not be bothered with such questions. She brushed them aside, wrapping her legs around him and drawing him deeper as he spurted again. Hissing loudly and filling her until his creamy cum was lubricating each thrust and spilling out of her stretched cunt.

His strokes slowed as the last shudders of pleasure rippled through Maria’s body. Her cunt squeezing involuntarily around Kantril’s cum-slathered cock. The lewd, wet sounds of their joining growing quieter as the lizardman relaxed atop her.

“In… incredible,” panted Maria, looking up into Kantril’s inhuman eyes.

“Yes, yours is a body made for breeding,” he said, stroking her face. “If it would be your desire, I would return with you to my village and put the collar upon your neck. For your life I would care for you and ensure you are with food and drink. And you would serve me as my breeding mate.”

“Oh, um, I don’t think I can do that,” said Maria. “I mean, I am sworn to Mardoch.”

Kantril hissed, but it did not strike Maria as anger. More like an audible shrug.

“Then we will enjoy this time,” said Kantril, his hand slipping lower to fondle Maria’s flushed bosom. “Perhaps you will return to your church with my young.”

“Ohhhhh,” moaned Maria, shuddering at the thought and causing her cunt to spasm around Kantril’s wedged cock.

“Let ussssss try again,” he hissed, tickling her lips with his darting tongue.

“Again? Already?” Maria’s eyes widened in surprise.

Kantril was already pulling his cock from her creamy cunt and turning her over onto her hands and knees.

“From behind this time,” he said and planted a stinging smack on Maria’s bottom.


2

A Bad Success

“You knew this one, didn’t you?” teased Myssandra, working the Heroic Flame back and forth between her hands.

Alfie followed a step behind her, not wanting her to see the jealous redness of his face. But he didn’t doubt she could sense it.

“Yes, she was the one who healed me in the village,” admitted Alfie.

“Healed you and a little more,” chuckled Myssandra. “But don’t let it concern you, master. You always knew that your plan for the dungeon would involve countless beautiful young women being taken by monsters. Why, you chose the monster yourself.”

“You suggested the lizardman,” protested Alfie.

“I suggested several cold-blooded creatures you might summon. It might as easily have been a basilisk or a kobold.”

“Too dangerous and too small,” said Alfie.

They arrived outside the doorway to the Dungeon Heart. Myssandra opened the small hatch that allowed her to deposit the heroic flame down a chute since only Alfie could enter the Dungeon Heart. The glowing orb dropped from her fingers and through the angled hatch. Myssandra dusted her hands when she was finished.

The towering blonde smiled sympathetically as she returned to Alfie and slid an arm around his shoulders.

“Come now, master,” she purred, “Let’s go back to your quarters while this Maria woman has her fun. I’ll explain the Deep Shrine to you.”

“Maybe some relaxation first?” asked Alfie, feeling his cock stiffen in his trousers from listening in on Maria and the lizardman.

“After your lesson,” teased Myssandra. “If you’re a good boy. Master.”

The lesson of the day was about the gathering place of the Dungeon Lords and their organization called the Secret Society of Protectors. Which struck Alfie as an odd name for a group of avowed murderers running dungeons to trap and kill people. But Myssandra assured him that they all took being Dungeon Lords very seriously and considered what they were doing to be for the benefit of society. Something about protecting powerful artifacts that could destroy the world if too many were ever possessed by one person.

“So the Deep Shrine is like their clubhouse, where they meet,” said Alfie, listening to Myssandra’s explanation as they sat drinking tea in his bedchamber. “Like one of those lodges the iron mongers keep? Or a wizard’s guild?”

“Ah, more like the latter,” said Myssandra. “Although you don’t quite have it. The Deep Shrine is a singular place. Located deep within the earth and reachable only through magic, it is governed and maintained by mysterious powers. Some say it was built by an ancient race of dwarves or a mad wizard. I believe it was something else. One of the Old Gods.”

“Sounds like a wonderful place to hold meetings,” said Alfie, stirring sugar into his tea.

“Of course, it is highly dangerous to the unwary.”

“Of course,” said Alfie, frowning as he brushed a crumb of tea cake from his shirt. “So how do I get there for this meeting this Lord Heraxon wants me to attend?”

“We will travel there together. But you still have time, master. I would suggest, for now, you relax.” She carefully moved the tea service aside and reached across the table. Her hands reached into Alfie’s lap and he sucked in a surprised breath.

“What are you… ohhhhh… right here?” He watched as she opened his trousers and fished out the stiff length of his cock. Her hand was incredibly warm and soft around his hardness.

“I promised if you were a good boy, I would reward you for attentiveness. Shall I blow the candles out?” she asked. “Would you like it in the dark? Or would you like something to stimulate you?”

Her finger curled into the laces of her bodice and she gave it a tug. Alfie moaned as her large breasts dropped free of their confinement. Her nipples stiff and erect. Her breasts bouncing with the steady up-and-down motion of her hand on his cock. Faster. Faster. Staring into his eyes even as he stared down at her jiggling breasts. Her hand so deft it made him recall his first time with Myssandra. Back in Charreaux, when things were so much simpler. When he wanted to be an adventurer instead of one of the Dungeon Lords.

Myssandra had tempted him into this life. What else could she make him do? He pondered the question as he felt his cock straining with pleasure in her grasp and watched her plump tits shaking with the pumping of her bicep.

“Ohhhhhh, Myssandra,” he moaned.

“Yes, master?” She fluttered her lashes at him.

“I’m close… to bursting,” he groaned, feeling the hot surge of his pleasure.

“Already? Oh, my, master!” She withdrew her hand from his precum-slicked cock. “You should take a deep breath and steady yourself. Or…”

“Or?” He looked from his twitching cock to her breasts with desperation.

“Or you could put your mind to something else,” she said, standing and towering over him as he sat in the chair. Myssandra was a very tall woman. Taller than Alfie and imposing in her short skirt with her long legs clad in black stockings. She suddenly put one heeled boot up on the arm of Alfie’s chair and curled her fingers under the hem of her skirt. She pulled it up to her waist and bared the trimmed mound of her cunt to him. It glistened with candlelit moisture. He could faintly smell the spicy aroma of her lust.

He was about to ask her what she meant by raising her foot to his chair when she curled a hand around the back of his head and drew his face between her thighs.

“There you go, master,” she purred, thrusting her hips towards him and brushing his face with her hot cunt. “Taste me. My nectar is sweet. Lick me and I shall continue your education.”

Alfie replied with his hands upon her powerful thighs, grasping her as he pushed his face nearer to her cunt and let his tongue slide over her soft folds. The heat of her was exquisite. The taste sweet and raunchy.

He licked again and felt her thighs twitch with her pleasure. The idea of giving a woman as powerful and assured as Myssandra pleasure was strangely thrilling to Alfie. He licked her again and again. Thrusting his tongue deeper before pulling back and lapping at the straining bud of her clit.

“Now then… a lesson in politics,” gasped Myssandra, beginning to roll her hips and grind her cunt against Alfie’s lips and tongue. “Lord Gaius Heraxon is the most powerful Dungeon Lord in the SSP. Some call him the High Lord, some call him The Absolutist because he believes in the total superiority and authority of the Dungeon Lords. Are you listening?”

“Nnnhnnnn,” said Alfie, only half listening as he was smothered by the immediacy of Myssandra’s hot cunt and silky thighs.

“Lord Heraxon believes that Dungeon Lords must prepare for some sort of battle, perhaps taking the fight outside the dungeons to the world at large. Mmmmmm. That’s good, Alfred. Suck me there. Ohhhh, yes, clever master.” She rocked her hips faster, her breathing going more heated. “Heraxon hated your uncle. Saw him as a traditionalist. Mmmmmmm. Harder. Suck me harder, master. He will see your ascension to Dungeon Lord as a chance to eliminate you as a… a… threat to his power.”

“Mmmmhmmphm?” asked Alfie, running his hands over Myssandra’s powerful thighs and up to her round bottom.

“Yes, he could have been responsible for your uncle’s death,” gasped Myssandra, one hand tightening on the back of Alfie’s head. “He may try to kill you too. Or win you to his… mmmm… cause. But you have allies. The man who warned you about the meeting. Lord Brookwyne. A good friend of your uncle’s. I suggest you pay him a visit. He is… ahhhhhh… yes! AHHH! Alfred, take hold of your cock and stroke it.”

“Mmmm cckkk?” Alfie was so bathed in Myssandra’s scent that he had nearly forgotten about his twitching cock.

“Yes,” gasped Myssandra, riding Alfie’s face and coating his cheeks and chin in her nectar. “Yes, cum with me, master!”

He grabbed hold of his cock and began to furiously stroke his pre-drenched shaft. He realized how close he was to the edge after only a few strokes. He had to slow down to let Myssandra catch up to him.

“Work your hand on that cock,” gasped Myssandra. “Ohhh, master, it’s so wonderful. I’m… I’m watching you over my shoulder. Let it all out! Ohhhhh… cum for me now, master! Cum with me! Ahhhhhhh!”

Alfie worked his hand vigorously on his cock. Disappointed that he had only his hand to satisfy his needs, but savoring the sweet juice flowing into his mouth from Myssandra’s trembling cunt as she rode his tongue. He groaned deeply into her slippery folds and let loose in a pumping fountain of spunk. He heard Myssandra let out a delighted cry and laughed as she came atop his face. Her eyes sparkled with delight as she watched him spray his cum into the air and all over his own lap.

“OoooooOOOoooh, master, you’re so messy,” giggled Myssandra, slowing her ride atop Alfie. He squeezed out the last of his cum as his beautiful assistant dismounted from him sweaty face. She giggled and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “With your permission, master, I will arrange a visit to Lord Brookwyne to help cement your friendship with him before your journey to the Deep Shrine.”

“Yes, very well,” croaked Alfie, more concerned with the mess in his lap.

“You had better clean yourself up,” purred Myssandra, winking at him before pulling down her skirt and sauntering out of the room.

Alfie sighed. In the silence after Myssandra’s departure he swore he could hear Maria Tremone wailing with ecstasy as she was fucked by the lizardman.
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A Visit to The Gentleman

Alfie doubted he would ever get used to Myssandra’s translocation magic.

He grunted as the world stopped spinning and Myssandra pulled him out of the valley of her breasts, where she’d tucked his head in order to ‘protect him from vertigo’. Alfie had his doubts about that, but he also wasn’t complaining about another chance to fondle the demoness’s impressive tits.

But not even Myssandra’s bust could keep his attention when he looked at where they were. He had heard of the Catacombs of Lost Hope, more colloquially known as the Maneater. According to Myssandra, it was well renowned not only for housing primarily seductive female demons for male adventurers to try and overcome, but also because it was built in a major city.

Sargosa. Located on the Venture Sea in southern Galamanca. An ancient port city full of merchants, immigrants, and sinister secrets.

He found himself in one of the many narrow alleys of said city. Tall, square buildings rose around them, stucco white grey in the darkness and flat, tiled roofs overhanging them. It was night, and lanterns glowed along the streets, illuminating the promenades where carriages rattled down and canals glistened in the glow. In the distance he could see the narrow spires of elaborate palaces and the steeples of churches, while more houses and buildings crowded the horizon, defying the eye to see where one ended and the next began.

Recalling the desert mountains in which his own dungeon lurked like some ornery troll, Alfie glanced back at Myssandra. “Are you… sure this is the right place?”

“Of course, master. Now come. We mustn’t be late.”

Alfie hurried after her as she swept down the street. He adjusted his necktie, the stiffness of his formal vest and coat unfamiliar and strange. He’d never worn such finery in his life, but Myssandra had insisted he do so. Lord Brookwyne was apparently quite fashionable, and Alfie did want to make a good impression.

Which was exactly what Myssandra would surely make. Alfie couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off the lovely woman. A crimson evening gown garbed her, the narrow waist seeming to only add emphasis to her impressive cleavage, while her skirt swished about her hips and ankles, drawing the eye of every man on the street, much to the annoyance of the women hanging off their arms. Alfie’s cheeks burned at the obvious attention Myssandra was drawing, and he tried to remind himself that the demoness had no interest in these men.

And if he kept thinking it, he might start believing it.

Alfie sighed. Soon the lamplight dimmed. They had left the brightly lit streets, and now wandered through shadowy squares whose darkness seemed to press upon them heavily. Abandoned buildings now rose about them, the windows gaping holes, cracks splitting their stucco. An air of neglect hung like a funeral shroud. As they moved through an empty square occupied only by a dead fountain, he spotted a building rise out of the darkness, standing alone, bereft of company.

A towering cathedral, as grand as any palace, its stonework inlaid with leering gargoyles, its walls lined with alcoves in which stood carved women who stood, frozen in the writhing tempests of ecstasy, their bodies wrapped in fabric that fluttered in the light breeze with a sound like the beating of a thousand wings. Its tilted steeple silhouetted by the waning moon.

Alfie felt a quiver of uncertainty before the grim edifice. It had no doors. Instead, the entrance yawned open, a dark maw devouring the night, yet Myssandra climbed the steps without any hesitation, and Alfie had to hasten to keep up.

“Is… is this it?” Alfie said nervously.

“Indeed, master. Welcome to a proper dungeon,” Myssandra said, her tone a little too pointed at him. “Can you not feel the despair that hangs about it? The fear? The grim certainty of danger and menace? None but the bravest heroes dare these halls.”

Alfie tightened his lips at her obvious digs. Forcing himself to follow, he eyed the dark interior of the building, no light bleeding through its many windows, the ceiling ribbed and more statues crouched amid the darkness. The floor was inlaid with a vast mural of a sun, a crack running through it, drinking the darkness like a jagged maw.

“It’s quite… imposing,” Alfie said diplomatically.

“We do try.”

Alfie spun towards the voice, taking a quick step back. Red eyes gleamed from the dark, a flash of pearly white in a fanged smile. Out of the shadows stepped a woman in a nun’s habit, though the outfit was oddly tight around her figure. Her wimple framed a face, pretty in a strangely sharp way, her eyes glowing a soft red and her breasts molded to the habit, her hips likewise. An outfit that should have imparted chastity, it instead teased with her slender form. A single curl of pale blonde hair peeked from under her wimple, curving like a question mark upon her brow.

“Roxana,” Myssandra said, stepping forward. “So good to see you.”

“Myssandra,” the nun said, curtsying politely, her impish red eyes again moving to Alfie. “And this must be the new Dungeon Lord.”

“Ah, yes. Alfie,” he said with a belated and awkward bow. His eyes lingered on her figure, unable to quite avoid staring. “You uh… you were expecting us?”

Roxana giggled, her hand moving to cover her mouth. “Of course. I was sent above to escort you down. My master would hate for you to fall afoul of some of our denizens. It would be hard to keep them from attacking such a scrumptious looking young man.”

“He does like to get himself into trouble,” laughed Myssandra.

“Oh, well then, I shall keep a very close eye on him to be sure he does not get himself… sucked dry.” Roxana giggled and winked at Alfie in a way that sent a cold child up his spine and made his cock twitch in his trousers. The beautiful nun with the fanged smile scooped up a candelabrum and seemed to ignite the candles with a snap of magic. She turned towards the crypt’s entrance. “This way.”

Alfie watched Roxana’s lovely hips swaying as he followed her into the depths of the old cathedral’s undercroft. Roxana’s round bottom somehow stood out against the dark fabric. Swinging slowly back and forth with each step the woman took. Alfie found it hard to think of much other than sliding up that robe and burying his face in Roxana’s luscious rear.

“Careful now, master,” whispered Myssandra, leaning close to Alfie’s ear. “She seems sweet, but Roxana is not to be trusted. She is a killer and Lord Brandywine does not keep her on her leash.”

Alfie suddenly pictured Roxana on all fours with a collar around her neck and her plump bottom wiggling excitedly as he tugged her closer by her leash.

“I’ll, um, keep that in mind,” said Alfie, flushed at his vivid fantasy.

They reached the bottom of the stairs and passed through a heavy black door with ominous carvings of angels and tortured souls worked into the wood. The light narrowed to the candelabrum in the darkness of the corridor. Roxana rounded a corner and the light disappeared. Alfie felt a moment of fear.

“Myssandra?” he called out.

A pale hand shot out from the darkness, grabbing Alfie by his hand, and drawing him around an unseen corner. He passed through a velvet curtain and bumped against Roxana. Her soft breasts against his chest. Her fanged smile very close to his lips. Her scent like flowers and iron. He gazed into those ruby eyes of hers and his words of surprise died on his lips.

“Here we are, Lord Alfie,” she purred, giving his hand a squeeze with her cool fingers.

He blinked and managed to look away from those lovely red eyes. He was standing alongside Myssandra in a pleasant salon, furnished and papered in shades of red. Unseen minstrels were strumming music and Alfie had the impression that they had entered a very large room divided by curtains and couches to seem more intimate. Red lanterns hung from brass fixtures, giving the room the feel of a brothel.

“Ahhhh! You have arrived at last! So good to meet you, young lord!”

Lord Ramone Brookwyne seemed to materialize behind Alfie. His sudden presence so startling that Alfie cried out and flinched away from him. Right into Roxana’s arms and her softly cushioned habit. She giggled and helped him to stay on his feet.

Alfie recognized Lord Brookwyne from his conversations with the man over the Happy Ending Dungeon’s Augurium. His dark, lidded eyes captured a sort of pleasant laziness that was belied by his fastidious appearance. He wore a dark jacket and vest in a courtly fashion and his dark hair was oiled and parted neatly on one side. His smile seemed genuine and he took hold of Alfie’s hand and shook it as Alfie was still recovering from the shock of Lord Brookwyne’s sudden appearance.

“You look nothing like your uncle,” said Lord Brookwyne, clapping Alfie on his shoulder. “Take that as a compliment! Ugly old ogre! Good man though, such as any man with our calling can be deemed ‘good’. Ah, and Myssandra. A golden beauty. As ravishing as ever.”

Lord Brookwyne took Myssandra’s hand and kissed her fingers. He bowed deeply and then stood again. Tall, but still not quite as tall as the towering blonde.

“It is good to see you too, Ramone. It has been too long.”

“A moment is too long to be apart from you.” Lord Brookwyne kissed her fingers again.

Myssandra blushed and laughed softly. Coquettish in a way that caused a hot spasm of jealousy in Alfie.

“We, uh, we’re here to talk to you about the meeting at the, ah, deep place,” said Alfie, stepping away from Roxana’s comforting bosom and trying to look presentable.

“Of course, of course,” chuckled Lord Brookwyne. “Let me show you my life’s work first, Lord Ivanhoe. Or shall I call you Alfred?”

“Um, Alfie is fine.”

“Wonderful! Alfie it shall be!” Lord Brookwyne hooked his arm through Alfie’s elbow. “And you will call me Ramone. Like old friends. Come. I will show you the forbidden pleasures of the Catacombs of Lost Hope. Then we shall have a lovely dinner, the four of us, and you will tell me all about this new way of yours that has caused such consternation among the closedminded fools.”

They passed through a curtain followed by Myssandra and Roxana and into a tavern of sorts. Demonic young women in short skirts flitted among men in armor, finery, or wearing clothing suited for peasants. Stranger monster girls congregated at the bar, where inebriated men of all ages and descriptions sat alongside hulking insect girls, busty minotaur girls, and leafy plant girls. Alfie stared wide-eyed, only looking away to glance back at Myssandra curiously. She shrugged in reply to him.

“Where did all this come from?” asked Alfie.

“Ah, you mean the customers? Well, word has spread the Catacombs of Lost Hope offer a very peculiar sort of pleasure to visiting men.” Ramone stroked the back of a tiger-striped cat girl and she arched her back and purred as they passed by her. “You see, Alfie, I understand your desire. My dungeon also gives pleasure.”

“It does?” Alfie felt a rush of excitement. He had found a kindred spirit!

“Oh, yes, my dear,” laughed Ramone, parting another curtain. “All men are welcome to come here and indulge. Through here now. I will show you.”

They traveled down a corridor formed of curtains. Through the hanging cloth Alfie could discern murmurs, sighs, muffled groans, and the soft slap of flesh against intimate flesh. Ramone stopped outside one of these curtained rooms and motioned Alfie closer.

“Look here,” he said, opening the curtain to show Alfie what lay within.

A man sat upon a wide couch, his trousers discarded and a pair of pint-sized green goblin girls flanking him. He was turning back and forth between the long-eared girls, kissing them and stroking their pert breasts as they both reached into the man’s lap and wanked his fat, stubby cock.

“It is a brothel,” gasped Alfie.

“It is a dungeon,” assured Ramone. “The allure of the monsters is how I draw the intruders. Look there.”

As Alfie watched, one of the goblin girls slid to her knees and began to pleasure the man with her mouth. As she did, the other goblin girl reached a hand behind her back and grasped a small silver dagger.

“She’s going to kill him,” whispered Alfie. “We have to warn him!”

“No, no,” clucked Ramone, drawing Alfie back and letting the curtain close. “He will likely live. Those two like to play with knives, but they rarely kill a customer.”

Alfie heard a hiss of surprise and then a deep laugh through the curtain. He wanted to look to see what had happened, but Ramone guided him away from that curtain, down the corridor, and to another. Ramone drew this one aside and revealed a more intense scene.

A gorgeous, voluptuous woman with pale purple skin was riding atop a rather scrawny man who seemed to practically disappear between the woman’s ample thighs. His fingers squeezed against the soft roundness of her ass and he shuddered and moaned with pleasure.

“Yesss!” sang the woman. “Yes! Cum for me! Fill me with your sweet, delicious essence!”

“She is far more dangerous,” whispered Ramone. “If that poor lad can’t exert a little self-control, well, I’m afraid Matilda will suck out all his essence.”

“So you do kill the men,” said Alfie, a hint of disappointment in his voice.

“You see, Alfie,” Ramone pulled Alfie away just as the man seemed to begin to shrivel beneath the moaning succubus, “I welcome all men who wish to visit the pleasure of my dungeon. Like you, I understand pleasure is a better lure than pain. But unlike you, Alfie, I know the necessity of shedding blood. Only one in four men perish on their first visit to my dungeon. But they become addicted, you see, to the unique pleasures I offer. They return. Ah, yes, and from there, it is simply a matter of waiting for the odds to catch up with my guests. Few have the willpower to turn away once they have known the forbidden ecstasy of my dungeon.”

Ramone stopped before another curtain. Alfie felt a pit of fear open in his stomach as the gentlemanly Dungeon Lord drew the curtain back. He revealed an immense and beautiful creature. A coiled serpent girl, with shimmering coppery scales and yellow-white segments on her underside. This lower body wrapped around and around, forming a perfect coiled nest for her human upper body. Large and muscular, her chest bare and breasts plump and inviting, she smiled lazily and her hand stroked a large bulge in her serpentine segments.

“A lamia,” whispered Alfie, having seen these giant snake women in his codex.

“Mmmmhmmm!” moaned the bulge in her lower body.

“Shhhhhhhh,” hissed the lamia, stroking the bulge. “Go to sleep. Go to sleep and melt.”

“She ate someone?” whispered Alfie. “We have to do something.”

Again, he tried to step into the room and intervene. Again, Ramone grabbed his shoulder and pulled him back.

“Mind yourself, this is my dungeon,” said Ramone, his dark brow furrowed. “And Lydia earned her meal. She has been visited by that man several times. He knew what fate he might meet. She probably told him he would end up in her belly. But he kept coming back. Chancing such a fate. Now that he has found it, who are you to deny him his final pleasure?”

“It’s horrible,” muttered Alfie.

“Perhaps,” said Ramone with a shrug. “But it is the way of my dungeon. It is the way of all monsters. Most importantly, it is how I protect my Dungeon Heart. You respect it, I respect you. And your choice. Is this not fair?”

Alfie looked back at the bulge squirming slightly as though the man inside was trying to push his way out of Lydia’s coils. He swallowed hard, pushing down the bile rising in his throat. He hated what Ramone was doing, but how could he spit in the face of his one potential ally among the Dungeon Lords?

“It’s, um, fair,” said Alfie, stepping back from the curtain as it swung shut. “You were saying something about dinner?”

“Yes, that’s right,” purred Roxana, slipping an arm around Alfie’s back. “Dinner is ready, master. Don’t you think it’s time for a bite? Something to drink?”

“Indeed!” Ramone clapped his hands together. “Alfie, Myssandra, I welcome you to my Dungeon Nexus!”
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Something to Drink

Dinner with Ramone was as luxurious as the man himself. The table stretched the length of the large dining room, filled to nearly overflowing with extravagant delicacies and sweet liqueurs. The savory scent of roasted meat threatened to make Alfie drool all over his nice new coat. Candles floated in the air, washing the scene with their fluttering warmth, their glow seeming to ebb and flow to the spectral orchestra whose instruments filled the air with their hidden tones.

Alfie sat to the right of Ramone and Myssandra sat to Ramone’s left. The stunning blonde seemed to be thoroughly enjoying herself, which was causing Alfie to feel quite the opposite. Moodily he prodded some peas with a fork, watching Ramone enviously. The ease and confidence of the gentlemanly Dungeon Lord only made Alfie feel more awkward. A gangly teenager in his father’s clothes while Ramone entertained with the certainty of a born host, which only made the man’s ebullient praise more vexing.

“I’m so very glad you’ve decided on such a method for your dungeon, really,” Ramone told him.

“Uh, thanks,” Alfie said, grabbing his wineglass and downing the drink.

“Ramone, really now,” Myssandra said with a roll of her eyes.

“No, no!” Ramone said, raising a hand to forestall her. “Really! I always told Tiberius and the others they were limiting themselves terribly by simply killing the heroes. Fools. Ha! Although I do believe you’re making the same mistake they are, Alfie. A happy medium! That’s the key to success. The sweet and the meat.”

Ramone skewered a roasted honey apple with his knife and a cut of roast with his fork.

“I’d like to think that, you know, there isn’t a need to just kill people,” Alfie said.

“Ah, my boy,” Ramone said, patting his shoulder as fondly as if the older man were an indulgent uncle. “That’s only because you are yet young. One day, you shall encounter a hero who isn’t willing to let the pleasures of your palace satisfy them. And then, you will inevitably need to take up the sword, rather than the lash.”

“I’ve tried to tell him,” Myssandra sighed. “But he insists on his little… experiment.”

“It’s more than just an experiment,” Alfie said defensively.

“More wine?” Roxana said from his shoulder, her breasts pressing against his arm.

“Hm?” Alfie looked at those soft mounds still hidden beneath Roxana’s habit. His gaze slowly fell to the pitcher in her hands. He raised his glass. “Oh, uh, yes. Thank you.”

“Ah, my dear Myssandra,” Ramone said, taking the demoness’s hand and kissing it again, his gaze as warm as the floating candles. “He is young, and under your care, I’m sure he’ll become a fine Dungeon Lord yet.”

Myssandra giggled, fluttering her lashes at him.

Alfie glared at the pair, face burning as he took another drink of wine. Roxana was there to refill his glass the moment Alfie lowered it.

“Well,” said Alfie, voice thick with drunken belligerence. “You know, I think some… some optimism is called for. What if, you know, my whole system succ… succeeds.”

“Indeed!” Ramone said, then more seriously, “We must be careful too. The upcoming vote might see it dead before it even begins. But not to worry. You have my support regardless! And not just mine. I suspect we can rely on Tor, and a few of the others, but it will be a near thing. Heraxon has been looking to seize your dungeon for decades, and this is his chance to do it!”

“Heraxon?” Alfie said.

“Another Dungeon Lord. A cruel, vicious bastard, utterly lacking in elegance. But subtle when he needs to be, oh yes. A formidable opponent, I’m afraid,” Ramone said.

Alfie scowled, feeling the blood pump and heat his face. “Well, I’m not scared. I’m remaking my dungeon my way, and that’s it.”

“Well said,” Ramone cried, lifting his glass. “A toast, then. To new enterprises! May they be successful. Ha! That would stick nicely in the craw of that pompous Heraxon!”

Alfie lifted his drink, but it was Myssandra that Ramone clinked his glass to first. Awkwardly, Alfie began to lower his, only for Ramone to swing his back and clink with Alfie’s, making the young dungeon lord flush and grimace with embarrassment. 

Ramone drank as elegantly as he spoke, setting down the glass with a sigh of satisfaction. “Excellent!” he said. “A truly fine vintage.”

“It is quite good,” Myssandra said, leaning in close to the man. Seeming to conspire with Ramone with her smile and sparkling eyes.

Ramone’s lip rose in a teasing grin. “Do you enjoy it that much, my dear? I do have a few extra bottles if you wished to take some home.”

“I would love to!” Myssandra cried, rising to her feet.

Smoothly, Ramone did the same, taking her hand. “Then, shall we?”

“Huh?” Alfie said, looking between them, trying to follow the conversation. His face was very hot and his head was swimming with the alcohol.

“Not to worry,” Myssandra said with a smirk at Alfie, allowing Ramone to lead her towards the gilded door at the end of the room. “We won’t be too long.”

Ramone chuckled and drew her close, Myssandra clinging to his arm, leaning her head on his shoulder, her hip swinging with her stride. Alfie watched the pair with a slack jaw as they vanished into the darkness, the low voice of Ramone fading, Myssandra’s laughter echoing away.

Alfie was too stunned to know what to do. Myssandra was supposed to serve him. He was her master, after all. But she’d abandon him for, what? To tour the wine cellar? No, it was more than that. They were having some sort of tryst.

Betrayal! His own servant running off with another man! Anger knit Alfie’s brow.

He’d had just enough wine to be dangerous. He was going to show that oiled lothario that he was all grown up and had learned how to handle himself.

“Well, I won’t stand for that,” said Alfie, pushing back from the table. He shot to his feet and found Roxana standing in his path.

“Is something wrong with the wine?” she asked, a distinct blush coloring her pale cheeks.

“Eh? The wine?” Alfie glanced down at his cup. He picked it up from the table and downed the entire goblet. “It’s delicious!”

“Oh, you’re a thirsty boy,” giggled Roxana, coming closer to Alfie. She pressed against him, recalling their first meeting as he once again felt the softness of her body concealed by her dark habit. She picked up his cup and refilled it with the pitcher in her hands. “Drink up, Alfie. Then there is something I want to show you.”

Roxana’s red eyes seemed to flash with inner life. He peered into what seemed a tunnel lined with rubies. He squinted, gazing deeper into her beautiful eyes, trying to discern the nature of that shape as he brought the glass to his lips and drank greedily. Red. Pulsating. Twisting. He swallowed until the glass was empty and then felt it slip from his fingers as Roxana took it and set it aside.

“Come with me now, my handsome young Dungeon Lord,” she whispered. Her eyes held an incredible secret. Some great truth that Alfie could not quite discern. She held both of his hands and backed out of the room, leading him into an ancient chapel of red stained-glass windows lit from behind by torches. The red light painted the room and shifted with the flames. There was a single bed. Manacles hanging from its frame. Bloodstains on the floor.

“W-what is this?” asked Alfie, seeing these details out of his peripheral vision.

“Nothing to worry yourself with, Alfie,” said Roxana sweetly. “That wine I served you… A Sivarnan red from sixty years ago. My favorite vintage. And you drank almost every drop.”

“I… I’m sorry, Roxana.” Alfie felt a hot rush of embarrassment. “Please, forgive me. I had no idea I was drinking your favorite.”

“I wanted you to have it,” she said, pressing against him again. Her hands stroked his sides and her soft breasts squeezed against his chest. She was a little shorter than him, which was a nice feeling after being towered over by Myssandra. His arms encircled her and she let out a soft giggle that made his cock jump in his trousers.

“Because… you like me?” asked Alfie, still lost in those ruby eyes.

“Oh, yes, Lord Ivanhoe,” she giggled. “I just think… you look delicious.”

She pressed her lips to his and sampled the sweetness of the wine still lingering on his tongue. Her eyes sparkled brighter and then fluttered shut as she pressed the kiss deeper, hugging against him and letting her thigh rub against the bulge of his cock. He groaned against her lips, hot to her cool, needful without her thirst. Her sharp fangs nipped his lower lip and he felt a stab of pain and tasted the tang of blood on his tongue.

“Mmmmmmmm,” moaned Roxana, sucking at his lip. Caressing the little wound with her tongue. “Oh, yes, Alfie. Mmmmmmmmm.”

Each suck sent a quiver of pleasure through his body. Her lips popped wetly. Her mouth was painted crimson with his blood. Her thigh moved rhythmically as her tongue tasted him again and again. Her thigh stroking the underside of his stiff cock through his trousers until he felt he might burst in his pants.

“My, my, you’ve swollen up,” purred Roxana, eyelids opening enough to let that ruby light shine out from her eyes. “Was it something I did?”

“Beautiful,” was all Alfie could manage as he admired her lovely face framed by her wimple.

“Am I?” she giggled and touched her chest coquettishly. “I show myself to no one, Alfie, but I feel as though I can trust you. Would you like to see?”

“V-very much,” said Alfie.

She stepped back just enough to remove her wimple. She shook loose her white-blonde hair, a silky mass that spilled from atop her head and fanned out against her shoulders. Her loveliness was as intoxicating as the wine. Her hands moved to her collar and by some unseen method she parted her entire habit, revealing a widening meridian of her pale body. The inside curves of her breasts, her abdomen, the pale tuft of hair and the pink flush of her cunt.

“Oh,” was all Alfie could say, staring in wide-eyed amazement at her milky white beauty.

Roxana drew back the halves of her habit like a curtain. Freeing her large, soft breasts. Baring her thighs. Her hips. Turning slightly to show him the firm, peachy roundness of her bottom as she slipped the habit off entirely. Beneath it, she wore only a garter and stockings. Nothing else, though this small bit of clothing was somehow the most exquisite and elegant costume Alfie had ever seen.

The habit pooled at Roxana’s feet like a shadow as she turned to him, naked and gorgeous, her hands following the ample swell of her breasts and then perching on her wide and lovely hips.

“There is no poem… no song befitting such beauty,” said Alfie, completely under her lustful spell.

“You are too cute,” giggled Roxana, her smile baring her vampiric fangs. “Mmmmm, but I’ve shown you everything, Alfie. I think it’s time I see something in return.”

Her hand was on his trousers before he could reply. Her kiss smothered his words. Her fangs nipped at his tongue and flavored their slithering kiss with more of his blood. She sucked and tasted and he did not care. How could he with her hand opening his trousers and grasping his cock? How could he feel anything but exhilarating desire as her cool, soft breasts squeezed against his bared chest?

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, parting ways with his kiss. Her blood-smeared lips moving lower. Teasing over his neck, his collarbone, down to his chest. His cock was in her hands, stroking against the softness of her thighs. Her abdomen. And then, as she kissed her way down his body, it was between those luscious breasts. Cool and so deliciously soft. She pressed them around his straining cock. She looked up at him, delighted, eyes sparkling as she began to wank him in the supple depths of her cleavage.

“Ohhhhh gods,” moaned Alfie. “Mardoch… I…”

“Shhhhh,” she said, squeezing her breasts tighter around him. “Do not speak of your god. You mean always start babbling about him when you feel a soft pair of tits. There is only the two of us here. And my soft, soft, sofffffft pair of tits.”

She began to move faster, stroking him with greater urgency between her pale, pressing mounds. His purpling cock poking up from between her lovely breasts, glistening with his precum. Her long tongue reaching down to taste it. Her crimson lips engulfing his tip. Suckling him like she sucked at the blood on his lip.

“Roxana,” he moaned, his head falling back as the pleasure grew. Her lips popped wetly around his cock. The pressure building and building. Her fangs grazed him and he shuddered with fear, but she was only teasing. She brought him to the edge of ecstasy, her tits growing warm with the friction. Her cold mouth becoming hot with his desire.

Alfie knew he was about to cum, but he was not satisfied with exploding between her lovely breasts. Perhaps it was the wine that had brought him such confidence, but he felt he needed to prove something to this beauty.

“I must have you, Roxana,” he said, giving her a sudden push and depriving himself of that enveloping softness of her breasts.

“Oh, must you?” she giggled. “But my oath!”

Her words were betrayed by the willing way she rolled onto her back upon the bed. Her pale thighs parted wide. Her hand caressing the tufted mound of her cunt. Fingers playing in her glistening pink. Parting her folds to entice him.

“You are a she-devil,” he laughed, but there was no accusation or disappointment in those words.

“Oh, Dungeon Lord,” she moaned, strumming the bud of her clit as she watched him with her sparkling ruby eyes, “dare you best me here and now? Come, then, and impale my trembling flesh with your mighty stake!”

Alfie could not back down from her challenge. He took his cock in hand and climbed onto the bed between Roxana’s widespread thighs. She crooned with delight as he fell atop her, his cock grazing her slick folds and his lips finding hers in a desperate kiss. Their mouths joined and tongues twisted together. Their moans were spoken in that hot, secret chamber as he pressed more firmly to her soft furrow and slid past her dewy lips. So tight. So cool. Her cunt yielding to him as his hot, throbbing, living human flesh staked the depths of her undead cove.

“Mmmmmmm!” he cried, for he had never felt anything stranger nor more pleasurable.

“Ohhhhhh! Your cock beats inside me with the pulse of your life!” She moaned against his lips and folded her legs around him, drawing him deeper. Holding him in her tight, fluttering passage.

Drunk and overcome with lust, Alfie was not the careful lover he might have been. He kissed her sloppily and began to move and thrust with the urgency of his desire. As much as he wanted to prove himself to the beautiful vampiric nun, he also wanted to cum. His body demanded it.

“Roxana,” he whined, pressing a kiss to her neck. Feeling her breasts heave against him with each thrust. Faster. Deeper. His pleasure building. His orgasm inescapable. In those moments of rushing ecstasy, just before his explosion, he felt the sharp stab of pain in his neck. The press of her lips to his jugular. The hot suck of his blood flowing into her mouth.

It was dizzying. An incredible, pumping rush of pleasure. At once hot as fire and cold as ice in his veins as he let go and exploded deep inside Roxana.

“Mmmmmmmm!” she moaned, slurping at his neck and drinking greedily of his blood as he pumped his cum into her clutching cunt. Spurt after spurt, each eruption seemingly bigger than the last, until he dwindled to pearly spasms and fell atop her. Roxana’s mouth still pressed to his neck. Pleasure pumping faintly through him with each suck upon his jugular.

Darkness closed in around him as he felt his body growing cold.
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The Best Part of Waking Up

Voices. Far away voices. A man and a woman. Their words slowly becoming distinct.

“Alfred? Alfred?”

“Mrrrmmm…”

“Oh dear. He’s not waking up. Do you think he’s alright?”

“He’s quite the heavy sleeper, that’s all. Alfie!”

Alfie’s eyes opened slowly, squinting at the fluttering crimson light. He found himself still in the crimson chamber, the uncomfortably hard bed under him. He shifted, the clink of manacles making him start.

Myssandra stood over him, looking slightly ruffled, her hair poofed and crimson gown slightly askew. Ramone leaned over over him, but smiled and straightened when he saw Alfie was awake. The Dungeon Lord looked no less immaculate than before, though Alfie thought he could see some lipstick half-hidden by his collar.

“Ah, there we are. How do you feel?” Ramone asked.

“Feel… tired,” Alfie wheezed. His eyes narrowed as he tried to recall the previous night, then they widened in shock. His hand flew to his neck, feeling the twin wounds there. “R-Roxana! I… she…”

“My deepest apologies,” Ramone said with another bow. “I was worried she might do something like this. That girl can be such a handful,” he sighed.

Alfie stared at the dungeon lord in confusion. “What? She… she drank my blood!”

“Among other things, by the looks of it,” Myssandra said with a pointed look at Alfie’s flaccid cock.

Alfie’s cheeks blazed with sudden embarrassment. “This… I ah…” He rolled onto the side of the bed, turning away from Ramone. He spotted his underwear and grabbed it, frantically tugging on his shorts, shooting worried glances over his shoulder at the Dungeon Lord. “R-Ramone, I’m sorry, I didn’t-”

“No, no!” Ramone said, waving off his concerns. “Please, it’s my fault entirely. I should have warned you about Roxana. I fear she has a strong weakness for wine.”

“Wine? But… my blood…”

“Merely a means. She enjoys wine tremendously but cannot get the most from it unless it has been properly diffused in the blood.” Ramone sighed, closing his eyes and putting his fingers to his temples as if to quell a headache. “Normally she would drink from a hero she ensorcelled, but it seems she decided to be a bit naughty. Never fear, though, Alfie. She would never kill you.”

“How… reassuring,” Alfie said as he pulled on his shirt. He tried to stand but had to sit down almost immediately as his head swam with weakness and vertigo.

“Ah, here. This should help,” Ramone said, handing him a crimson healing potion.

“Thanks,” Alfie said blearily as he popped the cork and drank it down. He winced, expecting the bitterness of the cheap healing potions he had bought during his brief adventuring career. Instead, he tasted a smooth richness almost like wine, though lacking the alcoholic burn. He felt almost immediately better.

“Think nothing of it,” Ramone said as Alfie finished. “We mustn’t have you in anything but your best state when we attend the Deep Shrine. Again, my most heartfelt apology for this unfortunate circumstance. Alfie. My dear.”

He nodded his head in farewell to Alfie, then lifted Myssandra’s hand and kissed her fingers. Myssandra giggled, fluttering her lashes with a teasing smile before Ramone slipped away, striding serenely out of the room.

Alfie watched the exchange, his lips tight and disapproving. He jerked to his feet suddenly, grabbing his jacket and throwing it on impatiently. “Let’s go already,” he growled.

“Of course, master,” Myssandra said with a teasing smile. “Shall we?”

She led the way, Alfie following, his feet dragging and head ducked between his shoulders with irritation. They passed again through the depraved catacombs beneath the temple, Alfie forcing himself not to see what acts elicited the gasps and moans he heard from within the chambers.

Myssandra led him up the stairs and out of the cathedral, the pair crossing the deserted square and heading into the crooked alleys among the ruined buildings.

“Shall I portal us home, master?” Myssandra said sweetly.

“Yes, sure. Do that,” Alfie said.

Myssandra glanced back at him impishly. “Why master, you sound displeased. Is something the matter?”

“No! Nothing’s the matter. Nothing at all. It was a lovely dinner. You clearly enjoyed it. And the wine afterwards,” he added bitterly.

“Hmmm. It was quite good,” Myssandra said, licking her lips. “Wine properly aged is simply… orgasmic.”

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” Alfie demanded icily.

“Why, merely that more mature vintages have a certain… heft to them. A richness of experience that’s hard to find.”

“Stop it!”

Myssandra turned to face him, a sadistic grin on her lips. “Why master! Whatever is the matter? Surely you’re not jealous of me spending time with another man?”

“You said you’re my servant!” Alfie said, his hands bunching to fists at his sides.

“Oh! You’re not thinking I might be… unfaithful, master? A man wouldn’t be worried about that sort of thing,” she said with a teasing grin, nearly showing fangs as she drove the needles of her words into him. “A real man wouldn’t need to worry about his servants going astray. He’d be confident enough that his sluts stayed loyal.”

“Shut up!”

“Is that it, master? Do you think you’re not man enough for me?”

“Shut up!”

Alfie grabbed her by her hips and shoved her against the wall of a rotting building. Myssandra gasped, shivering, her eyes crackling with excitement. The sight only infuriated Alfie further. The arrogant way the very tall Myssandra looked down on him literally. He growled, grabbed her breast through her dress, at the same time leaning up and kissing her hard.

“Mmmmm!” Myssandra moaned as his lips locked with hers. He could fairly feel her shiver with pleasure as he squeezed her breast. Myssandra pressed herself against him, grinding her mound against his leg.

So shocked by her reaction, Alfie pulled back, gasping from the kiss.

“Why, what’s wrong, master?” Myssandra cooed. “Did you taste Ramone on my lips? We did share some lovely… wine,” she giggled.

“Fucking whore!” Alfie snapped, jerking her around, slamming her into the wall.

“Ohhhh!” she groaned, pushing her rump back into his lap. “That’s right, master. I’m such a naughty fucking whore. I’ll spread my legs for any man. Are you going to teach me a lesson? Are you going to tame my slutty pussy like a real man?”

“That’s right I will!” snarled Alfie, his face hot with the anger and lust surging through his body. Myssandra’s giggle and the way she pushed her round ass against him only further angered him. He grabbed the back of her skirt and raised it up and over the plush globes of her buttocks. Her underwear was hardly more than a strip of cloth between those luscious cheeks. He smacked her and she stiffened and moaned.

“Oohhhh, master, you’re being so rough,” she cried as he delivered two more swats to her jiggling rear. The sharp crack of the blows echoed up the dark alleyway and left red marks on her pale flesh. She cooed and shook her hips, crying out, “So powerful! So dominant! I’m certain you’ll fuck the daylights out of me!”

“Shut up! Don’t mock me, you slut! You absolute slut! I could never love a woman like you!”

“Oh, master, love? HA! A Dungeon Lord loving anything is hilarious!”

Her cackling drove a spike into Alfie’s heart. A spike that punctured the last bit of his restraint. With a savage snarl, he grabbed the back of her panties and tore them aside. But Alfie was in for another rude surprise from Myssandra. He froze as he saw the state of her. The deep flush of her cunt. The sliminess clinging to her folds. The way her tight lips were parted.

“What the fuck?” he muttered.

“Oh, master, you’ve caught me,” she purred, reaching a hand between her powerful thighs and stroking her fingers over her slick cunt. “Ramone was inside me while you were being suckled by his little vampire nun. Twice. I just couldn’t resist. Look, master, he’s given me a parting gift.”

Myssandra’s fingers traced the crest of her mound and pressed to either side of her slick furrow. She parted the petals of her cunt and Alfie watch with revulsion as white cum welled at her entrance and dripped in a long glob onto the paving stones between her feet.

“It feels so good when a man cums inside me,” moaned Myssandra, arching her back and wagging her ass at Alfie as more cum drooled out of her well-fucked cunt. “A real man. A killer. Are you a killer, Alfred?”

She looked back at him over her shoulder and her mocking expression drove him wild.

“Yes!” cried Alfie. “I am a killer! I am a Dungeon Lord! A master of monsters! An architect of annihilation!”

“Oooooh! I love your big words!” cried Myssandra. “Go on then, slide it in. I’m nice and wet.”

He yanked open his belt and pulled the laces of his trousers. His cock was as hard as a digger’s pick. Myssandra’s eyes widened with delight when she saw Alfie take hold of it. He guided it to her cunt with one hand. He steadied himself with his other hand on her hip. His cock brushed her fingers and then found the hot, slick, slimy passage of her cunt.

Alfie burned with shame and was driven by angry lust as he plunged his cock into Myssandra’s well-used pussy. He hilted inside her, hunching over her bottom as his cock throbbed in the slippery depths of her cunt. He almost exploded from that first stroke, she had goaded him so close to the edge, but he held back.

“Ooooohhhh, that’s it! Rule my depths, Dungeon Lord! Fuck your slave’s pussy!” she cried out, pushing back against him and nearly knocking him over with her ass.

Alfie grabbed her hips with both hands and plowed into her. Each stroke driving her forward into the grimy wall. Each thrust of his cock sloshing obscenely and stirring the filth inside her cunt. The shamefulness of it all only heightened Alfie’s need to prove himself. Once he had established a good rhythm, he grabbed a rough handful of Myssandra’s hair, wrapping it around his fist and pressing her cheek to the brickwork.

“You’ll never do that again!”

“But master… it felt so good,” gasped Myssandra, squeezing against the foamy piston of Alfie’s cock.

“You belong to me! You’re my slave!” Alfie hunched over her and kissed her neck. He bit at her supple flesh.

“Oooohhh, yessss!” howled Myssandra, seeming to truly enjoy Alfie’s rough behavior. “Yes, master, I am your obedient slave! Your loyal servant! Your faithful… ooooOOOOhhhh! Faithful.... Ohhhh!”

“Faithful slut? Whore!”

“Yesss!” cried Myssandra, pushing back against him and turning her head to offer him her lips.

He kissed her savagely as he drove deep into the hot, slippery honeypot of her demonic cunt. He tried not to think about Myssandra’s betrayal with Ramone, but Alfie couldn’t keep the gentlemanly Dungeon Lord out of his mind. The thought of him with his hands all over Myssandra – with his cock stuffing her slick pussy – drove Alfie over the furious edge.

“Raaaaahhhhh!” he roared, slamming hard into her.

His pleasure surged in an exhilarating rush and throbbed in his tightening stones. With a last moan against Myssandra’s lips, Alfie erupted in her quivering quim. His pulsating eruption was so intense that it crackled in his ears.

“Yesss! Fill me, master!” cried Myssandra.

Spurt after overflowing spurt of Alfie’s hot cum poured into Myssandra’s trembling twat until he was spent. He staggered back from her breathless and his cock dripping with his release. He stared at her parted cunt as it trickled his pearly deposit through her fingers.

“OoooooOOOhhhhhh, master,” purred Myssandra, playing with her messy folds. “You fucked me so well. Almost—”

“Mind your next words,” rasped Alfie, feeling a hot pang of jealousy.

She turned to him and embraced him. She swayed almost drunkenly, stroking her long fingers through his hair.

“I was only going to say you fucked me almost hard enough that I cannot stand. Mmmmmm. You look so handsome just after fucking me, master.” She planted a kiss on his lips. Her mouth hot and eager. Alfie reciprocated and their tongues met in a lazy twist. He slipped a hand up the front of her gown and cupped one soft breast. Her nipple was stiff against his palm. Her moan vibrated through his lips as his cock began to stir again.

“What’s this?” A sharp voice through the haze of lust in the alleyway.

Alfie broke his kiss with Myssandra and squinted against the approaching light of a lantern. A figure appeared from the glow. A hefty, bearded man wearing a morion helmet and a dented cuirass over a threadbare green uniform of the city watch. He lowered his lantern and held a cudgel in his other hand.

“What do you want?” asked Myssandra, sounding more curious than concerned.

“Asks the whore with her tits out?” He shined the light on Myssandra’s exposed breast and down to her cum-slicked thigh. “Obscene. And you, varlet, what are you doing grabbing a handful of this big strumpet on your—”

Alfie lashed out with a punch that caught the man by surprise. Alfie felt the burly man’s jaw rocked by his blow. The watchman staggered back a step and dropped against the wall. His lantern rolled away and the man’s head lolled.

“Ooh, master, most impressive.” Myssandra flicked her fingers and produced a short-bladed dagger. She pressed it into Alfie’s hand. “Finish him off.”

Alfie looked from the moaning guard to the dagger in his grasp.

“You told me you were a killer,” purred Myssandra, stroking Alfie’s shoulder and kissing his neck and ear.

He was not tempted by her words. He pushed the dagger back into her grasp and shrugged off her affection.

“I said I was a killer, not a murdering thug.” He laced his trousers and buckled his belt. “He’ll wake up to another day with a few loose teeth. Now take us back to the dungeon.”

Myssandra rolled her eyes.

“Very well, master,” she said. She caught Alfie’s hand and began to cast the translocation spell. Just as the world began to swirl around them, Alfie reached down and grabbed a rough handful of Myssandra’s firm, round ass.
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The Hot Confessional

Alfie paced through the dungeon with his hands clasped behind his back.

When not entertaining adventurers, he found the place oddly soothing, which was immeasurably helped by having all the old skeletons and dead bodies cleared out.

He could still find remnants of the dungeon’s former activities here and there though. A bloodstain ground deep into the stone. A mural showing a demon breaking a woman upon his immense cock. Once he’d found an entire hidden chamber depicting his uncle in stained glass standing triumphant above a dozen beaten, groveling heroines in chains. Another time he discovered what could only be described as a merry-go-round of erotic torture. A steam-engine driven carnival ride with wooden beasts and thrusting lacquered phalluses. He had taken note of the rusty shackles hanging above each animal. Tiberius had truly been demented.

Alfie had made it a priority to wipe away every trace of his uncle’s madness with the magic of the Dungeon Nexus. What could not be simply removed with his new powers was hauled or cleaned away by summoned crews of labor golems.

He’d felt dirty once he’d returned to the dungeon with Myssandra. Not only because he’d been given the demoness’s sloppy seconds, although that certainly made him feel dirty too. It was the way he had taken her. How he had allowed himself to become enraged by her teasing and had taken that out on Myssandra. How he had attacked that guard so brutally.

His recent memories whirled in his head and made his chest feel tight with unease and regret. He shouldn’t have done any of it. Especially the fucking. Not like that. Not under those circumstances. Not hurting an innocent man.

And yet, he’d liked it.

He looked at his hands dully, slowly turning them back into fists. Tightening them and flexing his fingers. Was he destined to be like his uncle or Ramone? Was his dungeon inevitably to become little more than a snuff bordello? The heroines who ventured into it killed anyway?

He shook his head and heard girlish laughter. He had wandered through the dungeon until he stood outside Kantril’s bedroom. Again he heard laughter, a sound so at odds with the cold stone walls and his pessimistic thoughts that he found himself drawn towards it, easing the door open a crack and peering inside.

The sumptuous bedroom was as richly appointed as he had first made it. The bedsheets lay tumbled in a heap, while the warmth of the torches bathed the room in a fluttering glow. The middle of the room had been cleared, and there was Maria, dancing.

The priestess had shed her robes, leaving her naked, her hips swaying as she hummed a familiar hymn. Faint scratches decorated her skin and her pale hair was undone, hanging loosely about her head, whirling like waves of silver as she swayed and swung herself about. Her face was flushed, as was her ass, her cheeks still stained with the evidence of her mating.

Not far from her was a large black stone. Built over a former molten pool, it shimmered with heat, and atop it lounged the reptilian Kantril. The lizardman’s eyes were lidded, the horny spikes of his frill clicking softly as his eyes watched the priestess dance like a harem slave of the eastern deserts.

As Maria swung about, her eyes caught Alfie’s peeking in through the door. She gasped, stopping abruptly.

“Oh!” she cried.

“What?” Kantril said, raising his head.

“There’s someone outside!” Maria said.

Kantril chuckled, lowering his head back onto the stone. “Well? Invite them in.”

Maria gave the lizardman a startled look, then giggled and swayed towards the door. Alfie recovered himself and tried to pull away, but she grabbed the handle and opened the door all the way.

“Why!” she said, her lovely eyes widening. “You’re that fellow from town!”

Alfie winced. “S-sorry. I was just-”

“Master?”

Alfie and Maria both looked to Kantril as the lizardman propped his upper body up atop the stone, nodding deferentially to Alfie.

“Come to ensure I didn’t eat our guest?” Kantril said, hissing softly in amusement. “I assure you, my lord, though she enjoyed my mouth, she remains in one piece.”

Maria blushed furiously, covering her mouth as she giggled.

“You couldn’t seem to get enough of my taste,” she said, swinging her hips teasingly back at the lizard.

Knatril’s smirk was approving of the saucy display. “Mmm. That I could not. But even I must rest.”

She giggled again, then gave Alfie a more appraising look, taking in the robes he wore. He flushed at the attention.

“So,” she said, leaning against the door. “You’re the lord of the dungeon, hm? I must say, that’s a bit of a surprise.”

“Why?” Alfie said, trying to keep the bitterness from his voice. “Didn’t expect someone so scrawny?”

She arched a brow. “Hmm. Perhaps. But is that a bad thing?”

Alfie gave her a perplexed look. “What?”

“If you’re going to talk, might you close the door? You’re letting the heat out,” Kantril said, his voice a low rumble as he wriggled to a more comfortable position on the hot rock.

“How rude of us,” Maria said with a playful roll of her eyes, but nonetheless took Alfie’s hand and tugged him inside.

She dragged him towards the bed. He felt guilty, as though he were intruding upon her fantasy, and yes, he had little reason to want to leave. Especially with Maria as naked as she was, her pale curves plump in all the right ways. He found his eyes lingering on her full breasts, especially where red marks in her flesh suggested teeth marks around her stiff nipples.

“You ah, enjoyed the encounter then, I take it?” Alfie said.

Maria’s blush returned. “Immensely,” she admitted, drawing Alfie nearer and sitting with him on the edge of the bed. “It was… a first. As I’m sure you’re aware, thanks to my vows.”

“Right. That. I was a little worried about that,” Alfie said nervously. “I’d never arranged for something like that. I wasn’t sure how rigid the rules were.”

“Something was certainly rigid,” Kantril mused lazily.

Maria flushed a brighter pink but didn’t seem interested in refuting it. “I must say,” she said with a sly look at the lounging lizardman, “I’d never considered such a workaround. I certainly have a few things to tell my sisters back at the temple.”

“Was he gentle or rough?” Alfie said, curious despite himself.

“First one, then the other,” Maria said, giving him a shrewd look, her head tilting towards him and her lashes shading her eyes. “But I suspect that’s not what you really want to talk about.”

Alfie squirmed in his robe. “I-”

“Alfie,” she said, taking his hands in her own and pressing them. “I have taken the confessions of many men and women over the years. And all found some solace once they gave air to their troubles. Letting worries fester will kill as surely as an untreated wound. And it’s the least I can do for what you have given me.”

The earnestness in her voice made Alfie both embarrassed and flattered. “Well…” he said. “If it’s only between you and your god…”

“And I, but I shall endeavor to remain… mmm… ignorant,” Kantril added lazily, smacking his lips. “In fact, now seems a wonderful opportunity… for a… ha… a nap…”

Alfie didn’t much trust the monster’s long yawn, but he supposed he could always banish Kantril to some faraway land if it came to that. He sighed and freed his hands from Maria’s, running his fingers through his hair.

“Whatever you wish to tell me, Alfie, I am listening. Hold nothing back.” Maria clasped Alfie’s hands back to her soft breasts and held them close to her heart.

Alfie’s flushed hotly. He found it a bit difficult to concentrate with his knuckles brushing against the swell of Maria’s bosom with each breath she took. Those soft hands of hers. He could not help but recall how they had caressed him when he had been in her care. But then he looked into her eyes and saw the kindness there. It all came flowing out of him.

“I never wanted to be a Dungeon Lord,” he began. “I wanted to be a hero. I wanted to join the Sellsword’s Brotherhood and, well, fight monsters. No offense to Kantril.”

“I’m not listening to a word,” said Kantril with a wave of his clawed hand, “so no offense taken.”

“When Myssandra convinced me to take over for my uncle, I thought I could control the dungeon. I thought I could turn it into something nice. Like it was for you.”

“It was very nice,” said Maria, blushing deeply.

Alfie cleared his throat as he tried not to picture Kantril rutting into Maria as she bent over his hot rock.

“I’m glad,” said Alfie. “I mean that. I want you and every other woman who comes to my dungeon to discover and embrace her deepest fantasy. But… I don’t know if that’s what a dungeon is supposed to be. Nobody wants it to be what I have made it. They want me to hurt people. Kill people. And they know how to make me angry, Maria. They know how to get to me. To make me want to lash out.”

“Who is ‘they’?” asked Maria.

“All of them,” said Alfie, jabbing a thumb over his shoulder. “Myssandra, Ramone, and probably every other Dungeon Lord. I have to meet with them soon. They think I’m crazy for turning my dungeon into a place for women to have fun. It’s as if I am undermining their whole way of life just because I don’t want my dungeon to kill people.”

“Killing people does usually go with the whole dungeon thing,” said Kantril, which earned him a glare from Maria. “Sorry. Back to not listening.”

“Alfie, those people are the darkness and you are the light. In here.” She touched his chest. “There is the light of goodness in you. Fighting against that darkness, chasing it away with your light, is heroic. You said that is what you wanted to be. Then be that and do not let any of these people tell you to be something else. Look at the happiness you have made here. With me. With Kantril. With the others who have come—”

“And cum,” interjected Kantril.

“And cum before me,” said Maria with a giggle.

Alfie could think of reasons to disagree with Maria, to argue with her about why she was wrong. But he saw her point and decided to embrace it.

“A hero?” A lopsided grin spread on Alfie’s face.

“That’s right,” said Maria. “A brave, handsome hero. Good-hearted and true.”

“Handsome?” Alfie looked at her again.

She blushed and curled a lock of silvery hair behind her ear.

“Well, yes,” she said. “With a nice, big cock.”

It was Alfie’s turn to go red. He was so taken with the young priestess that the failed to notice that Kantril had uncoiled from his rock and loped over to join them. The big lizardman rested a scaly hand on Maria’s shoulder.

“She was talking about you,” said Kantril. “Honestly, a bit distracting, but she was so eager I could not complain. Say, master, why don’t you join us? I’m sure Maria is up for a little more fun. Aren’t you, my dear?”

“I should really get back to the nexus,” said Alfie. “There could be other arrivals who…”

“Mmmmm, Kantril,” moaned Maria, turning to the lizardman and embracing him. Her pale curves contrasted sharply with the darker scales of the reptilian humanoid. His arms wrapped around her and drew her tightly against him. His large snout pressed to her lips and his long tongue thrust into her mouth.

Alfie could not look away from the lusty sight of the beautiful young woman and the lizardman kissing. His cock jerked in his trousers as his gaze followed Kantril’s stroking hand from Maria’s breast to her hip to the plush roundness of her bottom. Alfie took a step closer to them.

“My oath forbids me from giving myself to you, Alfie,” said Maria, breaking her kiss with Kantril. “Of course, you well know there are things we can do that fall short of violating my oath.”

Kantril pressed his snout to Maria’s ear. He whispered to her in a raspy voice and tickled her neck with his tongue. Maria giggled and arched against him. The whole while, Kantril’s hand was moving over Maria’s thigh and to her delicate cunt. His fingers stroked between her legs and massaged the bud of her clit.

“What is he saying?” demanded Alfie.

“He was offering me a suggestion,” said Maria, moaning and trembling as two of Kantril’s fingers thrust into her cunt. “Come closer, Alfie, and I’ll show you what it was.”

Alfie hesitated. There was no turning back from this. A threesome with a monster was not something you just blunder into without consideration. But then he looked at the rapturous pleasure on Maria’s blushing face and the way her breasts jiggled and her soft lips parted and he decided he had considered things enough.

He stepped closer to Maria. Kantril gave her ear another teasing lick and then looked from her neck.

“It looks like the Dungeon Lord wants to join us, my sweet,” rasped Kantril. “Why don’t you show him your hospitality.”

“Mmmmm, a good idea,” moaned Maria, bending forward and pushing her ass back against the lizardman.

She took hold of Alfie’s trousers, dragging them down to just above his knees and freeing his cock. It bounced upright and Maria chuckled as she wrapped her soft hand around his shaft.

“Oh, is this for me, Dungeon Lord?” She looked up at him, eyes sparkling with lust as she parted her lips and teased him with her tongue.

The warmth of her tongue against Alfie’s cock was mesmerizing. He stared at her, watching her lick around and around his straining tip. Then her lips parted wider and her mouth engulfed him. She greeted his sensitive hardness with warmth and wetness and toe-curling suction.

“Ohhh, by Mardoch,” groaned Alfie as Maria’s lips began to glide up and down his cock. Her brow furrowed and eyes lidded with concentration as she sucked. Alfie looked up from her beautiful face and over her slender back and wide hips. He felt a hot thrill as he realized Kantril’s reptilian cock was out of its sheath and the reptile was lining up with Maria’s pussy. She couldn’t break her oath with Alfie, but the rules didn’t apply to that glistening pink lizard dick.

“She really has a talent for that,” said Kantril, stroking Maria’s hips and teasing her entrance with his cock.

“Mmmmmmm,” agreed Maria. She popped her lips free of Alfie’s cock and she glanced back over her shoulder. “Are you going to keep rubbing that around back there or are you going to give me what I really want?”

“Oh, you are so demanding for a hospitaller,” hissed Kantril.

“Can you blame me?” Maria said with a teasing pout. “For having been denied so long, how could I not… mmm… indulge a little,” she said, bouncing her rear teasingly, rubbing herself against the monster’s wedged manhood.

“Too true. But I think I will continue to deny you until you accommodate our guest. You are so easily distracted after all.”

“I’m surely not that bad,” Maria whined, but nonetheless gave Alfia a wink, angled his cock towards her lips, and took him with a humming moan.

“Oh fuuuuuuck,” Alfie groaned as Maria’s lips slid down his shaft, the lovely priestess humming with delight as she began to eagerly bob atop his cock. He was entranced by her wanton behavior and the warm, slithering suction of her mouth attacking his cock.

“Is that good, master?” rasped Kantril.

“Y-yeah,” groaned Alfie, grinning over Maria’s back at the big reptile. “It’s incredible.”

“Yes, she has a talent. Good girl,” Kantril purred and buried his cock in Maria’s velvety cunt.

Alfie had the perfect vantage point to see Maria’s reaction to that experience. The lovely priestess’s eyes crossed, lashes fluttering, her moan trebling from her as she tightened around the lizardman’s wedged dick.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned, her lips sucking Alfie harder, spit-roasted between them, her body trembling with the sensations that consumed her as the pair fucked her. Her tongue slithered around Alfie’s cock like a constricting snake, her hot breath fairly steaming from her nose every time she took his cock. She was knocked back by his thrust and bounced forward by Kantril’s. A perfect machine of tandem pleasure.

“Fuck!” Alfie gasped, grasping her head, thrusting eagerly into her mouth, holding her steady. “Yes. Oh fuck yes! Take it. Oh fuck! Suck it. Use those ha… those holy lips. Oh fuck, Maria. That’s… you’re so fucking gooood!”

“She’s wonderful, isn’t she, master?” Kantril said, chuckling over the slap of his powerful hips spanking Maria’s ass. “Had she not sworn herself to her god, she’d make the finest whore this side of the Elden Mountains.”

“You’re not… ha… wrong,” Alfie gasped, marveling.

“Mmhmmm,” Maria moaned, a plaything between the two men. Accepting their cocks with eagerness and glee, allowing them to claim her body without protest or resistance. Little more than a living sleeve for their cocks, offering up her body as surely as she once offered up her prayers. The sheer depravity of it driving her further upon their cock, her rocking growing more eager. More desperate. Alfie able to sense her nearing orgasm in the way her lips tightened and sucked all the harder upon his cock.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck!” Alfie gasped.

“Yesss!” Kantril hissed as he sawed feverishly into Maria’s lovely form. “Yes! Cum for me, my ssssweet! Show us your ecstasy! Cum, my darling priestess. Know eternity. Know… ha… ecsssstasy!”

“Mmmmm!” Maria groaned around Alfie’s cock, her eyes rolling back as her body tightened, shuddering, squeezed in the sudden high of her orgasm. Kantril groaned as her pussy squeezed and milked the lizardman’s cock, Kantril pushed over the edge, surrendering his cool seed to bathe the depths of Maria’s eager pussy.

“Fuuuuuck!” Alfie cried, his hands gripping her hair tight, his hips driving his cock deep into her mouth and unloading his seed, practically feeling her throat work as she hungrily drank his cum. Maria’s lips nursed his cock even as it softened, as if desperate to get every last drop of his cum.

Alfie groaned as he drew his cock from between her lips, his legs weak with post-coital pleasure. He collapsed back upon the cushions of the bed, flopping bonelessly upon the silks.

“Mmmm. Delicious, Alfie,” Maria giggled, arching lazily up and into Kantril’s hands, her back pressing against the firm muscles of the lizard’s chest, his clawed hands engulfing her breasts possessively.

“And me, my dear?” Kantril asked.

“As if you need to ask,” Maria giggled, tilting her head over her shoulder, opening her mouth and accepting Kantril’s hungry kiss willingly.

Alfie was dazed by the afterglow of his pleasure. He lay there, recovering his breath, watching the powerful lizardman caress the pale human. Kantril’s clawed hands stroked her breasts, captivated by them, only to slide down her midriff and along her waist, caressing her thighs before sliding back up, bouncing her breasts and squeezing them greedily.

Alfie swallowed hard, his chest no longer heaving, but his cock decidedly reviving at so carnal a sight. The sheer confidence of Kantril with the lovely maiden in his grasp sending another stab of envy and something more in his chest. He found his hand wrapping around his cock, stroking himself slowly while he watched the two lovers enjoy themselves, every pump of his hand sending another twang of guilty pleasure shooting up his groin and into the space beneath his stomach.

“Mmmmmm, I think the mighty Dungeon Lord likes to watch,” gasped Maria, pressing herself more eagerly into Kantril’s clawed hands. She began to rock back against him, her bottom against Kantril’s loins. Kantril’s forked tongue dragged across her shoulder and neck. Over her ear. His lidded, reptilian eyes flicked in the direction of Alfie sprawled upon the bed.

The lizardman let out a satisfied hiss and squeezed Maria tighter in his arms. The softness of her breasts squeezing through Kantril’s fondling hands as the he thrust his tongue into her mouth.

Alfie knew he should excuse himself and return to the Dungeon Nexus. That he should not simply sit there with his cock in hand and watch the beautiful holy sister be fondled and licked by the monster. But his very inaction excited him. He could have sent Kantril away. He might have intervened or even joined them again. But instead, he watched, and stroked his dripping cock as Kantril turned Maria over and pushed her back onto the bed.

They were only a few inches away from Alfie. Maria cooing, her pale hair spilled about her shoulders, breasts heaving, and thighs parted for the bulky lizardman. Kantril stood over her with his pink reptilian cock jutting obscenely from his loins. So big and glistening wet with the strange secretions of his body. He slowly rubbed it up and down Maria’s slit, eliciting soft, needful gasps from the girl. Her hands going to her breasts and toying with her own nipples as the lizardman teased her.

“Plllllease,” she moaned. “I need more. I need to be taken again and again by… by that magnificent cock. That incredible lizardman cock.”

“I will not deny you what you need, sweet human,” chuckled Kantril.

The bed shook and shifted beneath the weight of the lizardman as he thrust his cock into the moaning maiden. Maria’s creamy cunt took Kantril with an obscene slurp of overflowing juices. She stretched and arched upon the bed, her body at the mercy of the lizardman’s lusty hands. Her breasts heaving and face contorted in pleasure. She completely forgot Alife was even there as Kantril fucked her with deep, confident strokes.

“Ooooohhhh, yessss!” cried Maria, her feet in the air and the green scales of Kantril contrasting with the pale white of her thighs. She stroked Kantril’s powerful shoulders and offered up her parted lips to his thrusting tongue and brutish snout. Kissing and caressing him as he fucked her faster and faster.

Alfie could not look away. His hand matched the past of the thrusting lizard, stroking his cock and wondering if he could ever fuck a woman like this mighty lizardman was taking Maria. If he could ever truly make Myssandra or Princess Josephine or any woman howl with ecstasy like Maria.

“I’m cumming!” cried Maria, holding tightly to Kantril’s thick neck. “Ohhhhhh, yesssss, Holy Father, forgive me! I have never felt anything so good! Waves of pure pleasure… AAHHHHHHH!”

Her body arched. Her plump breasts shook with the tension of her straining muscles and the deep thrusts of the lizardman atop her. The flush on her face and neck spread to her quivering tits.

“I will breed this one now,” rasped Kantril and his gaze flicked to Alfie as if daring him to disagree.

Alfie did not. He could think of nothing but his own pleasure as it rushed from his tense abdomen and into the pre-smeared head of his cock. He let out a wordless groan as his orgasm surged and Kantril smiled, victorious, and hilted his cock in Maria’s creamy cunt.

The lizardman let out a hissing, shrill cry of pleasure and released his oily seed into the defiled depths of Maria. His spilling seed pumped and gushed and overflowed from her stretched young cunt. Claiming her. Breeding her as she held Kantril in her arms.

Alfie stared in fascination at the blasphemous union. His cum flowing over his stroking fingers. A feeling of shame and disgust rising from within him at what he had allowed to happen for his own sick amusement.

Maria lay panting and Kantril flicked his tongue against her face and stroked her soft, trembling curves. His thrusts had stopped, but his cock remained sheathed in her creamy cunt.

“Do you feel it, Maria?” rasped the lizardman. “An immaculate conception. In no violation of your god’s law, you will carry my young.”

“Yesssss,” cried Maria, leaning her head up to kiss the lizardman.

At the height of Alfie’s shame, struggling to tuck his filthy cock back into his trousers, the dungeon’s alarm began to sound.

“What is that?” cried Maria, wrapping her arms tightly around Kantril.

The haunting moans of the alarm echoed through the vast labyrinth of the dungeon. Alfie jumped up from the bed, still struggling with his trousers.

“It is the dungeon alarm,” he said, without looking back at the two lovers. “We have an intruder.”

“New opportunities for pleasssure, eh, master?” rasped Kantril, a hint of mockery in his tone.

Alfie stopped at the door.

“Maria, you should go,” he said. “Kantril will show you to one of the passages out.”

“Do not fear, master,” said Kantril, hugging Maria tightly. “I will take good care of this human. She will want for nothing.”

Alfie swallowed hard, fearing for Maria’s future accompanied by the lizardman, but unable to come up with a better solution in the heat of the moment. The dungeon alarm howled again and he left Maria and her lizardman lover still embracing tightly.


7

The Garden Freezes

Myssandra was waiting for Alife in the Dungeon Nexus. She was lying on her side upon the edge of the Dungeon Table, the curves of her large body draped in a sheer nightgown. Her nipples visible through the fabric and a knowing smile on her face as she looked up at Alfie.

Alife flushed at that smile. How much did she know? Had she been watching what was happening from the Dungeon Nexus?

“The dungeon alarm is sounding,” she teased him. “And here I am wondering where the Dungeon Lord had been. Someone quite powerful has invaded your dungeon, judging by what has happened to your little garden.”

Alfie hurried over to the table, doing his best to ignore the tall blonde’s teasing. He saw at once that something had gone wrong with the garden. The flowers and foliage had turned white and blue. He leaned closer to the table and he could make out icicles hanging from branches. The intruder had already moved through several rooms in the dungeon.

“Frost magic,” hissed Alfie.

“Very good, master,” purred Myssandra sitting up and oozing off the edge of the table. “And look, she encased the Gaunt Watcher in a block of ice and drove your poor gnomes back into their cupboard. She must be at least mid-level to freeze everything in her path like that. You had better be cautious with this one.”

Alfie noted the figures representing Maria and Kantril moving out of a side passage and leaving the dungeon. He cleared his throat, relieved that they had escaped this frost witch, but feeling conflicted about letting the lizardman accompany the sister hospitaller. There was no time to worry about them now. He looked closely at the glowing magical representation of the intruder. 

Even no bigger than his finger, Alfie could tell that the woman was beautiful and fantastically busty. She had dark hair and wore a crown or tiara of some sort, and her enormous breasts strained the bodice of the frosty blue gown she wore. She carried a staff and as he watched she shot a beam of ice from the tip and created a bridge across a natural crevasse.

“I suggest a swarm of strigors,” said Myssandra, pressing her breasts against Alfie as she leaned over him. “I doubt the little bloodsuckers will kill her, but they will slow her down. Give you time to summon something more formidable.”

“I’m not summoning bloodsuckers,” said Alfie, pushing Myssandra away.

She pouted and sat back down on the edge of the table.

“Fine, don’t listen to me, but when that frosty wench is picking through the Heart of the Dungeon, don’t come calling for my advice.” Myssandra yawned and added, “It will be too late.”

Alfie was struck by inspiration watching the first few rooms of his dungeon being transformed into an ice cave. He straightened up and walked to the Dungeon Codex. The slightest smile spread on his face.

Maybe he didn’t need this frost witch to tell the Gaunt Watcher what she desired. Maybe he already knew and she was telling him with each room she blasted with her magic and froze solid.

He flipped through the codex and opened it to the letter “Y”. There on the page was a hulking, bipedal brute covered in white fur. His huge claws looked big enough to tear the head off an elk and he possessed an abominable, snarling face. Alfie pinched the image and felt the tingling as he lifted the magical figurine from the book.

“Let’s see how the frost witch gets along with a yeti,” he said, lowering the figurine onto the table in the path of the frost witch. “Maybe he can warm her up a little bit.”

“Ooooh, master, I like how you think after all,” giggled Myssandra, pressing against him once again and unable to conceal her excitement.

Myssandra’s delight made Alfie’s brow furrow with concern. Had he really given the frost witch her heart’s desire or was she about to be killed and devoured by the yeti?

Either way, it was too late to stop what was about to happen. The enormous yeti was about to welcome the latest visitor to the Happy Ending’s Dungeon.


Book 4: Free Yeti Full Body Massage

1

An Elf’s Quest for Redemption

Kiyara Soshalla’s journey was long and arduous. She had left the blessed cold of the northern continent of Verglasia and crossed the Stormfrost Sea to reach Aropa. She had ventured through towns and villages in search of a redemption that could only be found in sacrifice. Always moving south. Always towards the heat that baked her body.

This was the price of her perversion. The Verglasian elves would not tolerate her affair with one of the snowfolk. The white-furred men were considered fay-wild cousins of humans. Their tribe had been friendly to her, even welcoming, but any contact was frowned upon by the elves. She had only been curious, and she had found great pleasure with several of the men of the snowfolk tribe. The snowfolk were gentle with her when they caressed her and rough then they took her. Three of the men had claimed her ample elf curves in a way that had driven her wild with pleasure.

But such pleasure was forbidden. The pure blood of the Verglasian elves was not to be mixed with the fur-pelted, half-fay beast men.

In retaliation for Kiyara’s actions, the snowfolk were burned from their homes and driven away by the elves. Kiyara, shamed and stripped of her birthright, was sent to the land of men to seek adventure to restore her honor. There, in those desert mountains of Galamanca, she pursued the legend of the Maze of Masculine Malevolence. It seemed a fitting place to risk her life after the punishment meted out by the patriarchs of the elves. To visit the notorious maze’s masculine cruelty upon herself and defy the odds. To defeat the twisted monsters of the maze.

But when Kiyara, dark-haired and comely, pale and buxom in her ice blue gown, arrived at the dungeon ready to confront the evils of men, she found a lovely garden and a sign mocking her attempt at redemption.

“The Happy Endings Dungeon. Guests are Welcome!”

She stared at the bright yellow lettering in disbelief. This was the location of the Maze of Masculine Malevolence. She had ancient map that showed the way. She had spoken to men in the northern reaches of Aropa, from Bravura to Anglesey, even in Galamanca, and they had all confirmed this dungeon’s location. Only in the nearby village had she heard different. Some olive-skinned little tomboy had told her that the dungeon was called the Happy Endings Dungeon and catered to the desires of women. She had not believed the woman, and yet…

“This is not what I require,” whispered Kiyara, her plush lips tightening into the thin line of a frown.

With a gesture and a few words of power, Kiyara summoned the aether and her frost magic engulfed the garden. The howling gale of deadly cold turned every leaf and rose petal brittle with ice. She stalked past the frozen garden, her gown trailing through the sparkling frost and her ample breasts jiggling with each step she took.

A skeletal demon awaited her in the antechamber.

“Welcome to the Happy Endings Dungeon, elf,” rasped the hideous thing. “What is your desire?”

Kiyara was incensed. She had come all this way to be mocked by the dungeon itself? By its guardians? What cruel trickery was this?

She raised her staff and spoke the words of a powerful spell of ice magic. The demon did not lift a finger to resist her as she blasted him with the pitiless cone of another frost spell. Like the flowers in the garden, the demon was completely covered in frost. The dark pits of his eyes stared blankly at her through the glassy ripples of ice.

Kiyara heard yelps of fear from some creatures in a nearby room and the desperate thumping of their retreating feet. She considered pursuing them as they fled. No, there was no redemption in massacring some poor goblins. Whatever imps dwelt in that direction would be no challenge. She required something big and powerful. Something to truly put her to the test.

She strode past the frozen demon, deeper into the dungeon. Yet the dungeon seemed empty. She moved from one chamber to the next. There were torches and doors and little else. As if the dungeon had been abandoned or left unfinished.

“Face me!” she shouted, her words echoing in the hollow of the dungeon and her anger growing. “I have come all this way for this farce? Face me!”

Sadness threatened to smother her anger. When she closed her eyes, she saw the poor snowfolk fleeing into the wastes. The burning huts and the frost blue armor of her father’s guards. All because of Kiyara. All because she had sought pleasure among the snowfolk. Because she was young and impetuous.

She reached a dark crevasse and summoned a bridge of ice with a few magical words and a gesture of her staff. The glistening ice reached out across the gap and Kiyara crossed. Her gown flapped in the cool wind from the lower depths of the dungeon. A relief from the desert heat she had endured in her travels.

That soothing chill in the air deepened as she walked into the next chamber. The rocky, torchlit darkness of the dungeon gave way to a crystalline blue glow. The walls and floor were thick with frost and stalactites took on the appearance of huge icicles hanging from the inside of a glacial cave. The torchlight had been replaced with magical illumination buried within the ice. Unnatural air currents circulated snow that drifted and piled against the walls.

“What is this?” hissed Kiyara. Seeing this bottled mockery of her home made her wary. It had the feel of a trap. A feeling that grew when she heard the deep thump of heavy footfalls moving within the snowy mists. She raised her staff and called out, “Who goes there?”

She saw they creature’s silhouette first. A great looming shadow that lumbered out of the icy mist as the creature stepped into the light. Its thick pelt of white fur resembled a frost bear, but its humanoid physique and savage blue-fleshed face marked it as some great ape of the ice. It peered at her with small, dark eyes that glittered blue in the magical glow within the chamber. Its nostrils flared and steam billowed out over its thick tusks.

“Avash Torasha!” cried Kiyara. Great Uncle, in the elven tongue. This was a distant relative of the snowfolk. A powerful and solitary walker of the frozen northern wastes. The humans greatly feared these creatures and called them “yeti.” But the Avash Torasha was dangerous only to those that attacked it or invaded its lair.

The beast roared, fanged jaws opening wide and strings of spittle flapping in the gusting steam of its fury. It loped closer to Kiyara, its shoulders hunched and its nostrils flaring again. It spoke then, in a guttural, broken version of the old tongue. It greeted her and spoke its name. Chiubak. It recognized her as one of the frost fay, of the Verglasian elves. It said something that Kiyara could not quite discern about having a master and obeying his command.

“I do not want to fight you, Great Uncle Chiubak,” said Kiyara. “But if you will not stand aside, then I must defeat you to regain my honor.”

She raised her staff and spoke a single power word. The head of her staff began to glow with a faint blue light.

Chiubak shook his shaggy head and flexed his massive arms. He gestured at himself, making a low moaning sound.

“What?” Kiyara said, lowering her staff a hair, her brow knitting with confusion. “What do you mean by ‘pleasure?’ You…”

She trailed off, her initial assumption she had mistranslated his words fading as she beheld something else. From among his shaggy fur the thick, pink rod of a cock had emerged.

Kiyara’s jaw dropped. No. No, it couldn’t be. Her eyes again snapped to the immense creature, who gave another warbling groan, shambling forward almost shyly.

“N-no. This… You do not mean,” she gasped, taking a wary step back.

Chiubak paused, tilting his furry head. He gave another warbling cry in his near incomprehensible tongue.

Kiyara found herself blushing. “N-no, it’s not that… It is not that I do not find it… ah, intriguing. But I… I cannot. You see, I…”

Again memories rose to torment her, her body flinching as she recalled the icy halls of the Palace of the Elders, the robed men with beards longer than they were tall, millenia of age and wisdom in the words of their condemnation of her. Of her lusts. Of her betrayal of their kind and consorting with base beasts.

“I… I cannot,” Kiyara said, drawing her staff tight to her body, hugging it to her chest, even as her eyes remained riveted to the thick pink flesh of Chiubak’s cock. “I… I mustn’t…”

“Grooooaaaaarrr,” Chiubak said, knuckling forward once more. The smell of him was powerful when he was near. The thick scent of wet fur. Something almost animal. And utterly familiar.

She shuddered with the shame, feeling her body respond. That yearning that had first compelled her to betray her people and lineage among the winter fields with the snowfolk. Her lips taking that distant lover’s cock and sliding up and down. The taste so strange. So vital. So alien yet familiar and thrilling.

“I… I mustn’t,” she whispered.

“Grooooor,” Chiubak said, his large paws touching her shoulders, sliding down her arms. His touch so light despite his size. So gentle.

Kiyara felt her gown loosen and fall from her shoulders. Her pale skin tingling as the cold air kissed her once again. Her pink nipples stiffening. Her body remembering another chill evening with another bestial lover.

Her knees shook as a shudder of pure anticipation shot through her, her body warm despite the icy cold. A molten pleasure burning under her tummy, aching in her core.

Chiubak’s hands wandered over her figure, and though she knew she mustn’t, Kiyara couldn’t suppress a moan as he touched her. As if none of the castigation by the elders and her casting out had changed a thing. To her shame, she still craved the beast’s touch, her soft breasts heaving and her thighs grinding together with anticipated pleasure.

“We… this… this is wrong,” she gasped, her breath steaming in the frigid air.

“Rrrrooooorrr,” Chiubak said.

“E-even if it does feel ah!” she gasped, arching as his hands gently cupped her breasts, giving those soft orbs a tender squeeze. “Mnnn! It… it shouldn’t feel so… so g-gooood!” she cried, as if the louder she denied it the truer it would be. Could it be? Could she really be this weak? Did her quest and trials up to here do nothing to banish the lusts that had betrayed her and her people?

“Graaaaooo,” Chiubak said, one hand moving down her front, brushing her fluttering tummy to rub her mound through the silk of her panties.

At the touch of his large fingers she felt her strength flee and her legs give way, sending her to the floor. She would have collapsed were it not for Chiubak’s hand wrapping around her back, gently lowering her to the floor and the pillow of snow, his other hand teasing down her panties to reveal the pink warmth of her pussy.

“We… we cannot,” she gasped, but her denial seemed weak even to her. Her staff dropped beside her and she clung to him with both hands. His fur thick and warm. Words arising merely from the surface of her will. No more than the veneer of the self. “I… I must not…”

Chiubak stroked her cheek with one hand, the other rubbing a large finger against her tight entrance, making her whimper, her hips arch riding against his gentle touch.

“M-mnnnn!” she groaned. “Oh… oh g-goddess,” she gasped, blushing hot with shame. Not since that fateful night had she dared touch herself. Not since she saw the ruins of the snowfolk village. Not since her father had declared her a disgrace before her family and the elders. So long…

And yet, that only made the fire within her burn hotter than ever until she felt like she must melt through the snow beneath her.

“Rooorrr?” Chiubak asked, his soulful eyes looking down at her, his finger rubbing her pussy questioningly.

Kiyara bit her lip, quivering with need, and at last gave a shaky nod, not trusting her words to convey her need.

The yeti smiled, his wide face broadening in delight, and he slid a single thick finger inside her.

Electric pulses shot through Kiyara’s body like she’d touched a bolt of lightning. She cried out, body tensing at the sensation of pure pleasure that filled her. It was as wonderful as she’d remembered. Better even. As glorious as she’d dreamed. All her denials melted like in the spring thaw before this truth. Before the sensations of Chiubak fondling her soft breasts. Plunging his finger in and out of her fluttering pussy.

“Oh. Ohhhh g-goddess yessss!” she moaned, her fingers sinking deep into his fur.

She squirmed and bucked against the yeti’s thrusting fingers. The heat of her cunt steaming against the frosty chill in the air. Her ass pressing into the snow as her orgasm peaked and she grabbed at the thick, furry wrist of the beast. Her breasts quivered with the shockwaves of her climax and she panted in steamy gusts as he drove her wild with a second finger.

“Goddess,” she cried, shaking against him. Clinging to his arm. Her pleasure a release of all her pent-up feelings of guilt and self-loathing. She was freed by the ecstasy of an orgasm so intense it brought tears to her eyes. She squeezed against his furry body and buried her face in the yeti’s frosty scent. Her fingers felt the warmth deep in his pelt. Her breath soaked into his fur. She whimpered, “Thank you.”

“Rrrroooooowwwwrrr,” warbled the huge beast, folding her in his arms and pulling her onto his lap.

She felt the warmth of his cock press between her bare thighs. The blunted tip dragging against her hot folds. The twitching hardness of him slick with his precum and her drizzling nectar.

“Yes,” gasped Kiyara. “To the hottest hells with the elders! This is what I neeed!”

She wriggled from the yeti’s grasp, temporarily denying herself the pleasure of being impaled on his cock.

“RrrrrrooooooOOOooooaa?” barked the yeti with confusion.

Kiyara leaned her huge breasts against Chiubak and climbed down his body. The weight of her soft bosoms dragged against his cock and she let her breasts fall around him. His pink flesh poked from between her breasts and she pressed her tits around him. Chiubak let out a warbling, trilling growl of pleasure. He lifted his head to watch as Kiyara held her breasts overflowing her hands and squeezed them tightly around the yeti’s cock. He was so well endowed that his glistening pink flesh easily protruded from between her squeezing tits. The musk of his maleness in her face and dripping with his precum.

She had meant only to pleasure the giant furry beast in the soft valley of her warm bosom. Facing that blunted tip, with its little indentation down the middle awash in glistening liquid and that tingling aroma of desire, she could not resist doing more. Kiyara pressed her lips to the wide cockhead and planted a kiss there. Chiubak warbled louder with pleasure as she smothered his tip with kisses. Each time she pulled her lips back they trailed glistening strands of his pre.

She ran her tongue across her lips and tasted the salty sweetness of his lust. She ran her tongue slowly around the wide rim of his cockhead. A bitter flavor lingered there and almost made her stop. Instead, she moaned and licked more. Cleaning the taste away with her sweet elf mouth before returning to his tip and letting her tongue drag slowly over the tip. Tasting that sweet, filthy precum. It made her feel so hot all over to worship the yeti’s cock like this. As if she was apologizing to all those snowfolk who were driven from their village because of her forbidden desire.

“Forgive me,” she moaned, opening her mouth wide and pressing her lips to the yeti’s cock.

“GrrrrooooaaaaaaaaAAAA!” warbled Chiubak as Kiyara’s mouth stretched to accommodate his huge cock. She slid as much of him as she could take into her mouth. Her jaw ached. Her tongue was trapped flat beneath his huge tip. But even straining to take him, she managed to suck. She moaned around him, drool spilling from her chin and down onto her breasts. She slid back, easing him from her mouth, lubricating his wide cock with her saliva.

And then she began to suck him. Her breasts still squeezed around his root and massaged his shaft. Her head bobbed atop his pink cock and she slurped up the plentiful salty nectar that flowed from Chiubak’s tip. Her saliva coated him and made stroking him easier. She bobbed faster and squeezed him tighter between her breasts.

Chiubak told her in his language that his pleasure was growing. That soon he would let loose the river of his seed.

“Mmmmmnnnnnnngggg!” moaned Kiyara around his cock, looking up at the furry brute’s face and into his dark eyes. His warbling words only made her redouble her efforts to give him pleasure. She sucked him shamelessly. She imagined the elders gathered to watch her. Driven mad with rage by her wanton actions. Thinking of those cruel old elves watching her only made her suck harder and deeper.

Chiubak began to thrust his cock into Kiyara’s mouth. Not roughly, but as his pleasure grew she could sense that he was warring with his own instincts not to grab her roughly and fuck his huge pink cock into her throat. This only made her try even harder to pleasure him. His cock was swelling. His pre was almost a steady trickle to the back of her throat.

“MMmnnhhnnnhnn!” she cried, sucking at him and working her breasts on his saliva-covered shaft. She fought back the urge to gag each time the yeti rocked forward and pushed his cock against her throat. Tears of discomfort flowed from beneath her closed eyes, but she did not relent or try to pull back.

Chiubak bellowed something in his language about the dam of the arctic beaver bursting and a moment later a hot geyser of oily liquid burst against the back of Kiyara’s throat. She swallowed instinctively, her throat filling with the gushing liquid, but it was not enough. Her mouth flooded with the thick, salty flavor and she felt another spurt pumping past her lips. She gulped as fast as she could as Chiubak drew back and thrust deep. His cock pushing past her tongue as he unleashed a massive load of his seed into her gurgling throat.

This was not like the snowfolk. This was the mighty spurting scepter of a king of the frozen wastes. A yeti’s cock, spurting again and again, filling her belly and overflowing her mouth. Drenching her squeezing breasts in a steaming mess of cum.

Kiyara thought she might drown in all that yeti cum. Just as she started to grow lightheaded, her throat burning from being violated, the huge yeti cock retreated and Chiubak let go of her head.

She lifted her mouth from him, her chin a mess of cum that she wiped away with her fingers.

“Grrrroooaarruuu,” the yeti apologized and stroked her head. She smiled and blinked away her tears.

“No need, Great Uncle Chiubak,” she said, hugging against his softening cock and kissing the side of his shaft. “You were gentle.”

“GgrrRRggggrrrrrrooooaaaa,” replied Chiubak, which roughly translated to a warning that such was Kiyara’s beauty that if he were to mount her he would scarcely be able to control his urges.

The thought of being mounted by the huge yeti, taken like a man might take his wife, filled Kiyara with trembling lust. She began kissing and even licking the yeti’s cock. Writhing against his furry legs with her cunt fairly steaming in the frosty chamber.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Let loose your beast, mighty Chiubak. I offer myself to you. I want to mate with you as I sullied my body with your distant kin.”

The yeti demanded no explanation for her words. He lifted her from his loins and pressed a kiss to her face. His tusks got in the way of the kiss but then his wide tongue thrust into Kiyara’s mouth and it was all she could do not to choke on it.

The bestial taste of his mouth was overwhelming. His tongue was overpowering. She moved her tongue against his and pressed tighter into his furry body. His huge hands caressed her slender waist and cradled her soft bottom. He squeezed and fondled her as his cock began to stir again.

“Take me,” she gasped, no longer bound by the shame of her past, no longer caring of the consequences for the future. She wanted this. More than wanted. She needed it like food or water. Her elders had unwittingly sent her to the true redemption she craved. To be impaled upon the cock of Great Uncle Chiubak.

She curled against him, her breasts rubbing his furry chest, her pussy stroking against the stirring hardness of his cock, feeling him thicken further with desire for her wanton body.

“Take me,” she begged again, her eyes looking up into his dark face, eyes pleading for the answer she knew they both craved.

And he did not disappoint.

His massive hands eased her back up against his chest, her legs nearly coming off the ground, her body little more than a plaything in the yeti’s massive hands. Then he lowered her, and she cried out as she felt her pussy atop the impossibly thick head of his cock.

A questioning growl came from Chiubak, but Kiyara shook her head forcefully.

“N-no! Do not stop,” she gasped. “I will… will take it!”

The yeti snorted, looking proud of her, and her heart fluttered in delight.

Then jumped with a gasp as he eased her further down.

“O-oh goddess!” Kiyara cried as his massive cock filled her. Never had she taken such a girth. Never had she dreamed of such a length within her. Her pussy felt so tight around his cock. Like a membrane stretched over the head of a drum. Close to its limit. So stretched.

So…

So…

Gooood!

“Oh g-goddess yes!” Kiyara gasped, impaled upon him. “Yes! More! M-more! Fill me… ha… ah… u-uuup!”

“Rrrrooooo!”

Chiubak began to bounce her on his lap, his efforts growing more forceful with every downward motion. His hips pounding his cock up into her fluttering cunny. Her core ached, throbbing as the yeti worked her up and down like her body was a toy for him, his fingers digging into her hips as she took his massive cock.

“Yes!” she gasped, every bounce pushing him deeper inside her until it felt like he must break her upon his cock. “Goddess, yes! Fuck me! Take me! Oh! Ohhhh! It’s so… ah… so good! So much better than… than… than p-puny elven diiiiiiick!”

“Roooooo!” Chiubak howled, fucking her harder. Faster. His caring touch swept away by the animal lusts that now claimed him. He plowed his cock into her with an urgency that sent shockwaves echoing through her body. Pleasure so great she could barely register it slamming into her with his every thrust.

“Fuck me! Fuck meeee haaaard!” she wailed, her inner walls trying to tighten even more on that massive cock, the beast plowing her with feral urgency, her tummy fluttering, her eyes tearing with the sheer intensity of pleasure. “Yes! Yes! Oh f-fuck yesssssss!”

A hot bolt of ecstasy shot through her as she began to cum.

Hurting, screaming, cumming so hard that she felt like she must go mad.

She came in despair at her betrayal.

She came with joy at having been freed.

But most of all, she came from the feeling of Chiubak’s immense cock as it filled her with the boiling heat of his monstrous cum. Pouring into her in a great flood of redemption.

She groaned, floating in pure heaven. Her world jarred, her consciousness jumping as she felt herself laid out in the snow, never even noticing the orb filled with cobalt fire that seemed to emerge from her chest, rolling off her and across the floor. Oh no. For all her attention was on Chiubak as the yeti laid her down in the soft snow, fucking her into the snowbank, still hard despite his orgasm.

And after a lifetime of denial of such pleasures, Kiyara was hardly going to deny herself now.


2

The Lord’s Observations

“Holy fuck.”

Not the most eloquent of comments. It was all Alfie, Dungeon Lord of the Happy Endings Dungeon, could say as he watched the scene play out on the map board. He stood in the Dungeon Nexus, palms resting on the table’s edge, his body leaning forward as he watched in awe the buxom snow elf take the yeti’s colossal cock.

“Mhmm…” Myssandra replied.

No doubt his gorgeous assistant would have had something more cutting to say under other circumstances. Perhaps an observation that a real man took a woman like a beast or maybe observing that Alfie was enjoying perhaps too much the sight of another maiden losing to a beast and being fucked like the wanton slut she knew she was.

But at the moment, Myssandra was under the table, her hand gripping the root of Alfie’s cock as her lips did some truly magic things to the rest of his impressive length.

“F-fuuuuuuck!” Alfie groaned, gripping the varnished wood, his legs quaking as he struggled to keep his feet. Especially when Myssandra’s prehensile tongue slithered around his shaft like a corkscrew, her lips running up and down it for an even tighter new sensation.

He gasped, biting his lip, forcing himself not to cum. Not so long ago he would have been spurting the second those lovely lips locked on him, but now he could hold it for at least a few minutes under Myssandra’s seductive assault.

Which was quite difficult with the yeti turning the snow elf onto her hands and knees to plunder her from behind. The magic of the Dungeon Table was so clear that when he leaned close he could make out the yeti cum trickling down the elf’s plump thighs. Her ass jiggling with each slam of the yeti’s furry hips and her pussy gripping at the yeti’s big blue cock.

And Myssandra sucking. Relentlessly, intensely sucking. Her mouth so warm and the suction so hard that Alfie felt his cock might melt away like a sweet instead of explode in an orgasm.

“Mardoch protect me from you, demon,” groaned Alfie, his upper body leaned heavily against the table. Myssandra chuckling as she sucked, the sound vibrating up Alfie’s cock and into his tightening balls. Her wet lips sliding on his length. Slurping around him.

Alfie knew if he let her continue much longer he was going to erupt down her throat. That was exactly what Myssandra wanted and why Alfie wanted to avoid letting it happen. Against every physical instinct in his body, particularly the rushing pleasure gathering in his cock, he stepped back from the table. His cock slid from Myssandra’s lips, her tongue held him trapped for a moment longer before it too relinquished his length. He took another step back, his red, glistening cock bobbing with the movement.

“What’s wrong, master?” purred Myssandra, crawling out from under the table and looking up at him. “Did you want to go watch the yeti and the elf in person? I can pleasure you while they are close enough to touch. Or maybe you would like to share the elf with the—”

“Enough,” snapped Alfie, taking hold of his cock if only to cover it somewhat and feeling the slick saliva of his beautiful assistant coating his shaft. “Stand up, Myssandra.”

“Mmmmmm, very well,” she rose from her knees.

Myssandra, as ever, was beautiful. Her golden curls bouncing against her shoulders, her ample curves wrapped in sheer lingerie, and her imposing height causing her to look down slightly at Alfie as she stood before him. She was alluring for all these reasons and more, but it was the devilish look in her eyes that drove him the wildest. She always seemed to be toying with him, and he found that infuriating, but also incredibly arousing.

He didn’t mind being the mouse the cat caught, so long as the cat didn’t eat him.

“Turn around,” he commanded, trying to remind her that was, after all, in charge as he scowled up at her smiling face.

“Oooh, master, are you going to put your biiiiig cock in my tight little bottom?” She asked as she obeyed him and turned her back on him. She looked at him over her shoulder.

“I am going to do whatever I want with you, Myssandra,” he said, smacking her thong-threaded ass and making it jiggle. “Now bend over the table. You can watch the elf enjoy her monster while I enjoy you.”

“What a delightful show,” she giggled and bent over the table, arching her back and offering her luscious rear to Alife. He yanked aside her thong, baring her pink holes and spreading her cheeks more as she leaned her head down on the table. Myssandra continued as if nothing was happening, “Of course the real show will be tonight in Macerolina.”

“What are you talking about?” demanded Alfie, stepping in close behind Myssandra and rubbing his cock down the soft seam of her crack and to the warm, wet velvet of her cunt.

“The wedding is today for that meddlesome princess. At the ball tonight in Macerolina there will be a—”

Alfie smacked a hand across Myssandra’s bottom.

“Josephine!” he exclaimed, remembering the innocent beauty of the princess that day so far away and seemingly long ago. But it had not been long ago, not even a month, and while Macerolina was far away from the dungeon, it was only a snap of Myssandra’s translocation magic to bring Alfie to the princess.

“She is marrying Prince Carlos to unite the House of Damartin with the House of Gracian and sealing an alliance between Orleans and Galamanca.” Myssandra rolled her hips and rubbed the softness of her cunt against the tip of Alfie’s cock. “One day, your troublesome princess will be queen and her husband will rule Galamanca. They’re having a grand ball tonight to celebrate the wedding. Of course, the festivities will have a—”

“I want to go,” said Alfie, looking down and watching the slick lips of Myssandra’s cunt graze his straining tip. It felt incredible, but he resisted the urge to thrust into his demonic assistant’s steaming honeypot.

“Master, I must object,” gasped Myssandra, trying to push back and skewer her pussy on Alfie’s cock.

He let his hardness trace her slick opening and ride back between her cheeks as she pushed back. The warm valley of her ass surrounded his cock and the heat of her cunt collided with his tight bollocks instead of his straining prick.

“We’re going,” said Alfie. “You’re taking me. I want to see her again. I must see her again.”

“It isn’t saaaaafe,” teased Myssandra, wagging her hips from side to side and then bouncing on her toes to rub his cock between her plush buttocks.

“Ahhh, stop that,” he gasped, watching her flexing rear squeeze his cock between her cheeks. She rubbed up and down the length of his cock like her buttocks were fresh baked rolls stuffed with a sausage.

“Not unless you agree not to go,” teased Myssandra, looking back and working her hips faster. Her warm cheeks stroking his cock. His precum spilling down his shaft and lubricating his purpling length. Pleasure rushed to the head of his cock. He grasped her hips, but it was far too late to do anything other than explode.

“I… I… we’re going!” gasped Alfie, lurching forward and exploding in a shower of spunk. Long ropes of his seed lashed Myssandra’s back all the way up to her shoulders and dribbled from between her buttocks onto her lower back like some leaky pastry. Alfie let out a final satisfied groan as the last of his spunk pooled on Myssandra’s arched back. “That’s final, Myssandra.”

“It certainly is,” she said, glancing back over her shoulder. “I live to serve you, master, but we shall need to dress properly. I am sure you can find something nice to wear in Tiberius’ closet. I will… get cleaned up.”

Alfie could not help but watch her stand, his cum pouring down the plushness of her bottom and dripping from her round ass like an overly iced pastry. Myssandra gave him a last contemptuous glance for the mess he had made of her back and set off for the bath chamber. He watched her go, wondering if Myssandra’s desire had been a trip to Macerolina all along.

Lately, every time he took action, he had to second guess himself and wonder whether Myssandra was tricking him into doing things her way. So far, she hadn’t managed to turn the dungeon back into a den of murder, but not for lack of trying.

The bedchamber of Tiberius the Terror still felt like a borrowed room to Alfie. It was covered in portraits of Tiberius and works of erotic art that bordered on the gruesome. There was a triptych depicting goblins raping their way through a human settlement. There was a painting of dark velvet that seemed to move in the corner of his vision, revealing heaving breasts and glistening, dripping cunts. And of course, there was the life size statue of a nude woman screaming next to the bed.

Alfie had draped one of Tiberius’ scarves over the statue’s lifelike head like a shroud when it occurred to him it might not be a statue at all but the petrified remains of the victim of a basilisk attack. He also didn’t like a woman screaming at him when he was trying to sleep.

The wardrobe was no different than the rest of the bedchamber, still stuffed with the musty togs of the dungeon’s murderous former master. Tiberius was taller and broader in the shoulders than Alfie, but his clothes weren’t a terrible fit. The problem was that few of them seemed suited to a formal ball. Certainly not all the furry cloaks and overcoats cut from beast hides. Nor the mildewy blouses that seemed like the sort of thing a vampire might wear.

Alfie finally settled upon a dark gray cavalry uniform. It looked to be the better part of a century old, but it was mostly intact, and the fit made it seem like it had belonged to someone more Alfie’s size than the rest of the garments in the wardrobe. The blood line down the trousers and the gold epaulets were a bit much. The saber had an ornate scabbard but the blade itself was rusted in place inside the scabbard. He gave it several tugs and it would not break loose of its sheath.

“I guess I won’t be dueling anyone,” said Alfie.

“Why would you duel someone?” asked a familiar voice.

It was a bit higher and softer than Myssandra. For a moment, Alfie thought the princess had somehow stepped into the bedchamber. Alfie was more than a little disappointed when he turned and found the tawny thief standing in the doorway.

“Luisa,” said Alfie, frowning. “What are you doing here? How did you get in without setting off the alarm?”

“Once I knew it existed, I figured out how to get around it,” said Luisa, winking and picking up one of the discarded blouses. She sniffed at it, wrinkled her nose, and tossed it aside. “I like the getup, Alfie. Very fetching. But I’m here to get paid.”

“For what?”

“Uh, we had a deal,” said Luisa, perching her firm bottom on the edge of the bed. “I send girls to the dungeon for fun and you pay me with treasure. I’ve sent girls. Where’s my treasure?”

Alfie turned back to the mirror and adjusted the cavalry jacket. The undershirt was missing one of its silvery pearl buttons, but Alfie could just hide it he kept the jacket pulled across his midsection. Luisa appeared behind him in the mirror. She reached around, her hands deftly tugging on the shirt and then repositioning the jacket to hide the missing button.

“Are you going somewhere?” she asked, walking around to his side and looking up at him.

“Yeah, to a ball in the capital.”

“Oooo!” Luisa seemed genuinely impressed. “Like a royal ball? Like queen stuff?”

“Princess stuff,” said Alfie, realizing that when he moved the arm the missing button was revealed. He eyed the musty vampire shirts, considering a combination vampire shirt and cavalry uniform.

“I tell you what,” said Luisa, picking out a different shirt for him to wear from the wardrobe, “you put this on, then I’ll figure out something to wear and go with you. I can be your date.”

“I already asked Myssandra,” said Alfie, though there was some appeal to taking Luisa. She got along with him better, possibly because her motivations were so clear. She just wanted to steal from the nobles at the party.

“She’s like your slave or whatever,” said Luisa. “I can be your date. She can be your bodyguard or your servant.”

“She’s not going to be happy about it,” muttered Alfie.

Luisa sauntered over to a chest of drawers and slid it open. Something caught her eye and she let out a delighted moan. She turned back, holding up a sheer lace bodice.

“Lingerie! Oooh, I’ll go all out for ya, Alfie!” She started digging through the drawers with relish, tossing aside lacy and strappy garments that didn’t meet with her approval as she started to put together her outfit.

Alfie stood back and observed. He had to admit, the tomboyish thief looked awfully sexy as she wiggled out of her trousers, vest, and shirt and slipped into a bodice, panties, garter, and stockings. Her figure seemed sleek and pert. She smiled at him, sauntering over on her tiptoes, her dark nipples visible beneath the bodice.

“Shall I get dressed for the party?” she asked. “Or do you want to take this off me first?”

“Leave it on,” said Alfie, admiring her dusky loveliness in the dark lingerie.

Luisa raised an eyebrow as she stepped close enough to touch. Her fingers sliding down to the front of the cavalry uniform and deftly unbuckling Alfie’s belt.

“Uh-” Alfie began.

“Don’t think you’re getting out of paying me, though,” she added with a flick of her eyebrow.

“O-of course I’m not,” Alfie said as she undid the laces of his pants. “I’ll get the treasure right away.”

“Uh huh. But what about my payment for coming as your date?”

“Payment? You’re the one who insisted on co-oming!” Alfie said, the last word coming out in a yelp as she suddenly tugged down his pants and undergarments.

“Pfft,” Luisa scoffed. “So? That just proves what an expert negotiator I am.”

“I’m not paying you gold for an event you demanded to come to!”

“That’s okay,” Luisa said, an impish twinkle in her grin. “I thought of a better way.”

Before Alfie could ask she suddenly pushed him back. He staggered a step, his legs getting tangled in his pants, and with a yelp he went down, bouncing onto the bed. He moved to get up, but suddenly Luisa was there, striding onto the bed, towering over him as her thumbs hooked in the band of her borrowed panties and tugged them off.

“Mmm. Gotta say, Alfia, you look good in those clothes,” she said.

“O-oh. Thanks,” Alfie said, his eyes riveted to the delicate tan flower of Luisa’s pussy.

“Yup!” she giggled, turning around, looking at him over her shoulder. “But you’d look even better buried under my ass!”

“Huh?”

Without further ado Luisa dropped down, burying the startled Alfie under her round rear. Alfie gasped as the world was eclipsed by two dusky orbs of the thief’s bottom, his nose pushed deep into the crease, forcing him to inhale the dusky scent of her rear and the more delicate aroma of her skin.

“So here’s the deal,” Luisa said, her voice faintly muffled, her perfect, jiggly bottom pressing down on Alfie’s forehead as she leaned back, freeing his mouth with a gasp. “You make me cum, and I’ll graciously agree to be your cute, darling date for your ball. Deal?”

Realizing there wasn’t any real negotiating going on, and not exactly hating the current terms, Alfie managed a, “Deal.”

“Attaboy! See? This is why you need me. Master negotiator. Now get that tongue busy!”

Alfie rolled his eyes underneath her but decided to humor her. He grasped her hips, tilting up his chin and running his tongue along the sweet slit of her pussy. The slightly tangy taste of her cunt was surprisingly compelling, 

“Mmm. There we go. Never thought I’d have a Dungeon Lord licking my pussy out while I smothered him under my ass. Ah! Ohhhh, there you go. Get your tongue riiiiiight in there, Alfie. You’re getting gooood at this.” 

Alfie’s cheeks burned at her commentary, but he had to admit Luisa’s ass was a thing of beauty. Although the rest of her was quite slender, her rear was full and plush. That perfect thickness that just begged to be spanked and given some thorough attention. Alfie was eager to provide that attention. He shifted his grip, grasping her hips, his fingers feeling the pattern of the high stockings as he pushed her down more firmly on his face, his nose rubbing the sensitive seam of her bottom, his hot breath steaming her asshole.

“Oh! Oh, f-fuck!” Luisa groaned, a shiver of pure delight tightening her around his face. “That’s… mnnn… that’s so f-fucking gooood! Ohhh Alfie, that tongue… nnnn… that tongue should be f-fucking criminal!”

Alfie couldn’t help but feel a little smug at that. Though he’d neglected his swordsmanship (not exactly a huge loss given his original skills,) he’d certainly been improving his skill in the art of pleasure since taking over the dungeon. Between Myssandra and several heroines, he’d not lacked for practice.

“Ah!” Luisa gasped as his tongue teased upward, finding the bead of her clit. “Ohhhhh! Alfie! There! Right there! Oh fuck, I need to… fuck! Give me that cock!”

Alfie grunted as she suddenly leaned forward, light stabbing his eyes as Luisa lay atop him, her dexterous fingers wrapping around his cock and angling it towards her face. He groaned in utter delight as he felt her lips envelop his manhood, the thief moaning wantonly as she began to bob, sucking him into her hot mouth, her lips a perfect seal, her ass spanking itself on his face with every bob, her pussy plunging itself onto his tongue.

“Mmmmmm, you taste like… like cum… what have you been doing?” Luisa must not have actually cared to get an answer from Alfie as she kept his mouth quite busy.

Luisa’s sweet nectar spilled plentifully over Alfie’s tongue as the roll of her hips grew more intense. Her smothering ass pressing down heavily and her warm mouth riding up and down Alfie’s straining cock.

“Mmmmnnnmm,” he moaned, bringing his hands around to hug her against his face. Pressing himself even deeper into the valley of her luscious ass. Breathing nothing but her raunchy scent and offering his thrusting tongue as payment to the lusty thief.

Her moans in answer vibrated from his cock down to his tightening balls. He thought he was nearing his own release when Luisa popped her lips free.

“Ohhhhh, by the old gods, you’re a naughty Dungeon Lord,” moaned Luisa, her hand working his wet shaft as she ground her cunt against his tongue. “But I want more. Let me feel that tongue on my ass. Go on, Alfie, don’t be shy. That’s a good boyyyy OHHHHHH YESSS!”

Her weight lifted from his body but not his face as she pushed up on one hand to watch him over her shoulder. He put his tongue to work slavishly in her soft recesses. His cock twitched as he tasted her bitter star. Licking at that tensing clench of velvety flesh. Making Luisa squirm and buck against his face. Her hand reached back and held his head, pushing his face into her plush ass and rubbing her tight asshole against his tongue.

“Nnnnnnn,” moaned Alfie, his spit-wet cock jumping in her grasp.

“Ohhhhh, you like that,” moaned Luisa. “Me too. Go on, rim me. Bossssss, you’re so dirty. Ohhhh! Ohhhh, fuck, it’s so hard to find a good boy who likes to lick my ass. Yesssss that’s good. You love it. I can tell. Oh, Alfie, you’re going to make me cum. I want you to cum too. It’s okay. Cum while you lick my little asshole.”

Luisa’s filthy words, stroking hand, and smothering ass were more than Alfie could withstand. He thrust his tongue past her clenched ring and into the hot passage of her ass. Luisa cried out and in that moment Alfie bucked his hips and exploded.

“Oooh! Alfie, that’s it!” laughed Luisa with delight. “Cum with me! Shower me with your seed!”

He could feel the hot release pulsating from his cock and spraying unseen against Luisa’s pert breasts, thighs, perhaps even her face, before dwindling to her stroking fingers. She moaned and bucked urgently, her ass clenching around his thrusting tongue and her quivering cunt smearing his chin with her warm nectar.

Shame and a bit of guilt appeared like jagged rocks revealed by the ebbtide of Alfie’s pleasure. He should not have allowed Luisa to use him so thoroughly. To spill his seed while she sat her pump bottom upon his face. She was still giggling and moaning softly as he finally brought his hands up and tipped her off his face.

“Ah!” she cried out, toppling sideways as Alfie sat up.

He saw that he had made quite a mess of her and himself. He stood as she continued laughing and rolling about on the floor.

“Stop that,” demanded Alfie, his authority somewhat undermined by his shrinking cock and the mess on his lap.

“Ohhhhh, sorry, you’re just such a good chair, Dungeon Lord,” she laughed. She saw his anger and she grabbed at his legs. “Sorry, sorry, I mean it. Ahhhhhh. You were good at it though. By Mardoch, you know how to please a woman. I guess that giant blonde has been teaching you a few things.”

“Alright, enough of this,” demanded Alfie, pulling her to her feet. “We must make ready for the party if you still mean to come with me. Finish picking out your clothes and—MMM!”

His words were interrupted by a wet kiss from Luisa. She pressed her filthy, naked body against his and forced the words from his mouth with her thrusting tongue. He could not hold her at bay as she pressed him back towards the hot springs. The fun was sure to continue to there in the steamy waters.

But at least they would get clean.
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Festivities in Macerolina

Alfie was in awe of the beauty of Macerolina. He had seen Thoulon, the capital of Orleans, with its impressive and ancient architecture and its somber grandeur and orderly streets, but that was nothing compared to Macerolina. The capital of Galamanca was a vast landscape of brightly painted buildings and roofs of orange clay tiles that opened into plazas, parks, and temple squares. All of them decorated with green and gold banners of Galamanca and packed with crowds to celebrate the wedding.

“So many purses, so little time,” said Luisa with a devilish grin on her face.

“Don’t rob the peasants,” said Alfie.

Luisa stuck out her tongue at him and swiped a coin purse from a passing, red-face merchant just to spite Alfie. She returned to his side and rubbed against him like a cat.

He did his best to ignore his “date” to the wedding and continued to survey the city. It straddled the wide, slow waters of the Etsa as they flowed into the Quiet Sea. The river was crossed by a pair of steel bridges that were masterpieces of Galamancan engineering. Flowers seemed to blossom everywhere. Golden roses, green carnations, and the white of gardenia spilled from every trellis and planter and their scent was thick in the air.

The floral theme made sense when the city was built around a massive flower. Alfie could just make it out from their vantage point. The immense Fortress of the Roses, so named for the petal-like design of its layered outer walls, enclosed the palace and the key buildings of Galamancan government. It looked impenetrable and it was said the only time it ever fell was when it was betrayed from within nearly six centuries ago. Alfie couldn’t really remember the story behind that unfortunate incident. Something about a darkborne curse.

He was jostled by the crowd and Myssandra, standing close behind him, gently pulled him aside.

“That is our ultimate destination,” she whispered, her lips pressing close to his ear. “But not yet, master. Now, we go up.”

Alfie and his companions followed the crowds on the steep processional road up the mountain of San Rudolfo to the Holy Sanctuary of Saint Persephona. A fold in the mountainside allowed the grand church to be revealed gradually, its steeples and spires rising over the terrain like a warship over the horizon. The city thinned as they ascended and the crowds of revelers spread into the wide plaza before the huge temple. The cathedral was perhaps not as large as the Grand Cathedral in Thoulon, but it was so exquisitely ornate that Alfie thought he could lose himself in its details.

They pressed into the plaza and were greeted by the competing sounds of musicians and the smells of roasting meat mingled with the sour notes of spilled wine. The commoners celebrated with the help of casks, bread, and meat provided by the palace. Brightly uniformed guardsmen in white-plumed helms watched from the ramparts surrounding the huge square and kept the roadway clear for the wedding party.

“How are we going to get near the church?” asked Alfie, looking at the helmeted pikemen in their green and gold livery.

“I don’t have to sit through an entire wedding ceremony, do I?” moaned Luisa, playing with the hem of the plain brown cloak she wore to hide her elegant gown.

Myssandra stood taller than almost anyone other than the tumblers wearing stilts and garish costumes to entertain the crowd. She peered over the heads of the revelers and towards the enormous cathedral.

“The banners of House Damartin and House Gracian are flying outside the cathedral. That means the carriage of Princess Josephine and Prince Carlos has arrived already and the ceremony is underway. We will never get inside. But we do not need to get in that disgusting church for some meaningless ceremony. We will join the wedding party returning to the palace.”

Alfie stood on his tiptoes and managed to glimpse where Myssandra was looking.

“How are we supposed to do that?” asked Luisa, clearly irritated that her small stature was preventing her from seeing much of anything.

“There’s a mews beside the church where they are keeping all the carriages and servants during the wedding ceremony,” said Alfie, glimpsing the lower row of carriage houses enclosed by a wall. “It’s not as heavily guarded as the church.”

“Not bad,” said Myssandra, rewarding Alfie with a condescending smile. “Yes. Leave that to me. A little magic and maybe a few cut throats—”

“No killing,” insisted Alfie, trying to sound stern.

“Oh, very well, then I suppose I will have to get us in and persuade one of the chauffeurs to give us a ride,” said Myssandra, her smile returning. “You can watch, master. I know how you like to watch.”

Alfie wasn’t sure he did like the sound of that. But if it kept Myssandra from going on a killing spree, he supposed he’d better just go along with it.

They hurried through the packed crowds and towards the low wall around the carriages. A pair of stone-faced guards stood at attention on either side of the gate leading in, and as they reached the edge of the crowd, Myssandra drew Alfie and Luisa close.

The crowds were, unsurprisingly, absent near the walls. Until the procession got underway, all the attention was on the church and the concluding ceremony. As they crossed the empty avenue towards the gate, Myssandra cast off her cloak to reveal the finery she wore beneath. Taking it as a signal, Alfie hastily did as well, even as he felt his heart jump into his throat with nervousness as they approached the guards.

The two men straightened to attention as the trio neared. “Halt!” one said, thrusting out a hand with a clank of mail. “Only authorized individuals may enter.”

“How fortunate,” Myssandra said, reaching into a fold of her dress and pulling something out. “We are.”

Alfie blinked at the strange heaviness her words carried, as if vibrating in the air. The guards stared at the card she showed them.

“S-so you are,” the first man said, his voice oddly flat. “Please, proceed…”

“Thank you,” Myssandra said, pushing open the gate and pulling Alfie and Luisa after her.

Alfie looked back at the two men as the gate closed. “What did you do to them?”

“A little trick, my lord,” Myssandra said, showing him the blank card she had used. “The simple of mind are easy to deceive with a bit of magic.”

Alfie felt a tingle of unease. “Is that so?” he said, wondering if Myssandra had ever used such magic on him.

“It is. But I will need to be a bit more… in depth to work something more convincing than tricking a few men into thinking they saw an invitation. Hope you’re ready, Alfie.”

Alfie hesitated, but it was far too late to back down now. He hurried after Myssandra as she strode confidently among the carriages. They received a few looks from various drivers and attendants, but with their fine dress and the fact they had come in past the guards, they were largely ignored. Myssandra hummed as she strolled by the various glittering vehicles, eying their silver scrollwork and inlaid gold. She stopped before one, the gilt somewhat less ostentatious, its enclosed design seeming to appeal to her.

“Yes, this will do,” she said.

The driver watched them coldly from his perch, his blue and white uniform and waistcoat garish in its design and as fancy as it could be without adding peacock feathers. “Can I help you?” he said in a tone that telegraphed ‘help’ would likely involve a firm kicking.

“No, no. I think we’re good,” Myssandra said, opening the door to the carriage. “Master? If you’d please.”

“Uh…” Alfie said.

The driver looked on them aghast, for a moment too incredulous to respond. But when Luisa hopped up the step and ducked inside, dragging Alfie after her, the man jolted from his stupor.

“N-now see here!” the coachman said, swinging himself down from the driving seat, clutching a whip in his hand. “How dare you-”

Myssandra suddenly stepped up to him, face to face with the startled man. Her hand reached between his legs, grasping his crotch while the other touched his cheek.

“We’re not any trouble,” Myssandra breathed, her eyes glowing with a crimson light.

The coachman froze, his eyes widened and he sucked in a breath with a gasp as Myssandra pressed in closer. Her fingers gently squeezed and molded the man’s rapidly hardening cock, incredibly obvious in the tight pants he’d been forced to wear as a part of his uniform.

“In fact, you know us,” Myssandra purred.

“I… I do?” the coachmen said.

“Of course, shall I remind you?” Myssandra pushed the man. The driver stumbled back and climbed backwards into the carriage. Myssandra followed him up the stairs, prodding his chest with her fingertips.

Alfie squeezed into the seat beside Luisa as the coachmen was pushed into the seat across from them. Myssandra was still on him, pressing atop the man, her hand still stroking his crotch, her dexterous fingers teasingly undoing his pants.

“I… uh… h-hold on,” the coachman gasped.

“I intend to,” Myssandra said as the man’s cock escaped the front of his pants, jerking to attention, quivering in the open-air moments before the demoness’s hand wrapped around it. The man groaned, head tilting back as Myssandra began to slowly stroke him. “I intend to hold on to your big… meaty… cock until you remember what you need to.”

“Ah… I… I’m…”

Myssandra silenced the man’s confusion with a kiss. Her lips pressed to his and a hum of naked delight escaped the gorgeous blonde. The coachman shuddered, his eyes rolling back, his body squirming in helpless pleasure under the stroking hand of Alfie’s demon assistant.

“Is this really necessary?” Alfie said with annoyance, gazing out the door, but not quite able to keep his eyes from stealing over to the scene across from him.

“Mmm. But master,” Myssandra said between the soft smack of her kiss on the helpless mortal’s face. “You’re the one… who said no killing. I’m only… mmm… fulfilling your orders…”

“Ohhhh,” the coachman moaned, watching Myssandra’s hand pumping his cock even as she kissed his lips and cheek.

Alfie flushed, biting his lip, knowing Myssandra could have easily done something else to the poor coachman. Unfortunately, he had no way of proving that “something” wasn’t murder. He supposed he’d better just let her get to it. No matter how distracting it was.

And it was very distracting. Alfie couldn’t help but watch as Myssandra kissed and stroked the coachman, writhing her body against him with her luscious bottom outlined in her draping dress, wiggling back and forth as if to mock Alfie. The man was utterly helpless in the demon’s grasp, moaning and whimpering in shameless desire as he rutted up into her stroking palm with frantic bucks of his hips.

Myssandra cast another glance back at Alfie as she gathered her cloak and the hem of her gown in one hand and lifted it up her long, stockinged legs. He glimpsed her plush bottom framed by her garters. A flash of parting silk. A glimpse of blonde hair and glistening pink. Then she had settled herself onto the coachman’s stiff red prick.

“OOoooohhh,” groaned the coachman, his hands on Myssandra’s hips as he stared up at her with wide, glassy eyes.

“That’s right,” she purred, beginning to move atop his lap. “You know us well, don’t you?”

The carriage rocked and squeaked softly on its springs as Myssandra rode up and down on his lap.

“M-maybe,” he admitted.

“Yes, you remember,” she moaned, parting her cloak and freeing her breasts from the bustier of her gown. Alfie didn’t have a good view of her tits, but he could practically feel them squeezing against him just by watching the wide-eyed wonder on the face of the coachman.

The scent of sex gathered in the carriage. The soft creak of the springs grew faster and the coachman’s hands gripped tighter.

“Y-yes, I do remember,” moaned the coachman. “You’re the m-mistress.”

“Mistress who?” moaned Myssandra, rubbing her breasts in the coachman’s face.

“Duchess Magdalena Contreras and her companion, the composer, Roberto Vincenzo.”

“Did you hear that, Roberto?” giggled Myssandra, glancing over her shoulder at Alfie.

“Yes,” said Alfie, sullenly, his cock stiff and jealously twitching in his trousers.

“Awwwww, feeling left out?” Myssandra pouted her plump lower lip. “Maybe you can ask your date to help you out.”

Alfie saw a jealous sparkle in Myssandra’s blue eyes that surprised him, then she returned her attention to the coachman. She kissed him passionately and began to ride harder atop his lap.

“It’s okay, Alfie,” whispered Luisa, reaching a hand into Alfie’s lap. “She’s right. I can help you out.”

“You don’t have to do thaaaaa aooohhhhhh…”

Alfie found it rather difficult to object to what Luisa was doing once his cock was in her satin-gloved hand and his cockhead was caught in the warm, wet suction of her mouth. He looked from the gently bobbing back of Luisa’s head and back across the carriage to Myssandra. The sensual roll of her hips was almost hypnotic and the way she kissed the coachman was driving both him and Alfie wild.

“Mmmmhmmm,” moaned Luisa, sucking more urgently on Alfie’s cock. Her lips gliding up and down his shaft. Her tongue flicking at the crown and the sensitive spot beneath it. Alfie could feel warm trickles of Luisa’s saliva drooling down his cock and onto his bollocks.

“Luisa,” he gasped.

“Mmmm?” She popped her lips free of his cock and looked up from his lap as her hand continued to work his wet shaft. “What is it? Oh, is she still distracting you? Well, let me have your full attention then.”

Luisa climbed onto Alfie’s lap, mostly obstructing his view of Myssandra’s ride atop the coachman. Alfie did find it rather hard to notice much of what Myssandra was doing with Luisa straddling his lap, grasping his cock, and guiding it to the hot cleft of her cunt.

“No panties?” he moaned.

“Last minute decision,” she purred, hanging her arms on his shoulders and lowering her hot folds onto his cock. Her heat enveloped him as she leaned in, planted a kiss on his lips, and slipped her deft tongue into his mouth.

Luisa rode Alfie with the skill and agility of a thief. Behind her, almost back-to-back in the confines of the carriage, Myssandra road the coachman with heightened enthusiasm.

“Ohhhh, yes, fuck me with that big cock,” she cried, bouncing her ass on him and eliciting groans of pleasure from her hypnotized minion. “It’s sooooo big. Sooooo hard. So deep inside me! Yessss! Oh, yes, I want it.”

“I can feel it,” gasped Luisa, her words hot against Alfie’s lips. “You’re so big, Alfie. And so close. Don’t hold back. It doesn’t matter if you cum first.”

“I’m going to cum,” agreed Alfie, feeling his cock twitch and his balls tighten.

“Yesss, cum inside me!” cried Myssandra, bouncing so hard the lanterns outside the carriage began to swing and clank against the side of the carriage. “Give it to me! Give me every drop of your cummmm!”

“Ohhhh, miss! Duchess! I’m cumming!” shouted the coachman, stiffening and suddenly muffled once more by Myssandra’s hungry kiss.

Alfie grasped Luisa’s ass in both hands, thrusting upwards into the heat of her pussy and letting loose a rushing, boiling tempest of pleasure. He spurted again and again into the thief’s hot cunt, clinging to her and moaning against her lips.

“Ooooh, inside me,” giggled Luisa, her ride atop him slowing. “You like to play dangerously, Dungeon Lord, but I think it’s a safe time for me.”

Luisa gave him a last squeeze with her inner muscles and dismounted. Alfie tucked his cock back into his trousers and mouthed a “thank you” to Luisa. She winked in reply. Across the carriage, Myssandra had stopped her ride but was still languidly making out with the coachman.

“Anywhere,” moaned the coachman. “I will take you anywhere you want.”

“To the palace,” she said. “Follow the caravan out as soon as you can. We will wait in the back.”

“Should… should I wait for you to come back from the ceremony?”

“No,” murmured Myssandra, slowly easing herself off his lap. “You should leave as soon as the wedding train sets out. We want to be among the first to arrive.”

“Y-yes, my lady,” said the coachman. He straightened up his uniform and climbed out of the carriage and back into the driver’s perch. Myssandra settled back onto the seat across from Alfie. She was flushed and smiling.

“Well done,” said Alfie.

“Was it?” Mischief sparkled in her blue eyes. “I rather enjoyed it. And to think, I could have melted his brain in seconds with a spell and never would have known how amazing his cock felt inside me. But you’re so thoughtful about the little people.”

“Maybe he just didn’t want another dead body on his conscience,” suggested Luisa.

“Conscience?” Myssandra giggled. “All due respect, master, but you’re in the wrong line of work for that sort of distraction.”
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The Wedding Ball

The wedding train of more than a hundred carriages snaked through the streets of Macerolina from the scenic mountain down to the fortress palace of the king. The cheering people of Galamanca pushed close around the long line of carriages. They threw flowers and waved tiny flags of House Gracian and House Damartin as they cheered and tried to get a look at the princess and her husband, the future king.

Alfie flinched back as faces and hands pressed against the curtained windows of the carriage.

“God save the princess! Bless House Damartin! Glory to the Gracian Throne!”

“They like their rich assholes here, eh?” Luisa sniffed at the fervent cheering. “I’ve never even heard of this princess. Why should I care?”

“They decide the future of nations,” said Alfie. “And Josephine… I mean the princess is… she is kind and just. She is beautiful.”

“I’m with the thief,” said Myssandra, straightening her sparkling bustier. “The nobles are nothing but parasites. The only power they wield is through their wealth.”

“You prefer, what, magic?” asked Alfie.

“Strength and violence are the only proper ways to rule,” said Myssandra.

“How about ruling through consensus?” suggested Luisa.

Myssandra smiled coldly and slapped Luisa in the face. Luisa reached for a hidden dagger.

“See, you turn to violence at the slightest provocation,” chuckled Myssandra, nodding towards the blade.

Luisa spit out a colorful Galamancan curse that Alfie could not quite translate and drew the dagger from its sheath. Magic flickered on Myssandra’s fingertips.

“Let us see how well you do with that, child,” hissed Myssandra.

“Stop this! Both of you!” said Alfie. “We have arrived! Look! The carriages ahead of ours are already dismounting.”

Which was conveniently true. The lines of carriages had at last reached the palace and the denizens were dismounting, assisted ably by footmen in the colorful livery of their houses before being handed off to men in the uniforms of the royal palace. Alfie again felt his stomach roil with tension, but it was far too late to back out now. As their carriage reached the guards, he opened the door and stepped out.

The royal footmen strolled up to them, as blank-faced as statues. Before Alfie could say a thing Myssandra was suddenly at his side, her arm looping with his and a flash of a smile dazzling the two men.

“Ah! How wonderful. Gentlemen? The Duchess Magdalena Contreras, and my guest,” she said, tugging Alfie pointedly against her, “the illustrious composer Roberto Vincenzo. Maid?” she called, tilting her head back towards the carriage door and Luisa. “Let’s get a move on, girl. Honestly. So hard finding good help these days. Chop, chop!”

Luisa pursed her lips like she’d just swallowed a lemon but gave a frigid smile. “Of course, mistress,” she said.

“Finally! Come now, my dear. The ball awaits! Gentlemen, if you would be so kind to announce us. Mmmm?” Myssandra said, striding forward like she owned the world, and dragging Alfie along with her.

The footmen, no doubt used to the eccentricity of the nobility, turned and followed at a pace. Alfie couldn’t quite stop eying the weapons at their sides. Ornamental, with too many tassels, gilt, and sashes, but he had a feeling those tips were pointy as any other sword.

They moved up the steps and to the main room, where they were admitted without much fuss, conducted into the ballroom, which was already in full swing.

“The Duchess Magdalena Contreras,” the footman announced. “And her guest, Roberto Vincenzo!”

Alfie tensed, but neither he nor Myssandra was given a second glance by the guests. Already the music was in full swing, while men and women spun about the room, dancing to the tune that filled the air. Lace, frill, skirts and uniforms swirled like waves of a fabric sea on a floor polished to such a shine it was like they danced on a mirror of amber. Huge windows let in the brilliant light of day and chandeliers shone above with glitter of gold.

Alfie was dumbstruck at the sight of such opulence in one room. Nothing in his life had prepared him for such an excess of fortune, so far removed from his life as a wannabe adventurer whose biggest quest was cleaning up dead sheep. The masses cheered as the nobility lived in the safety of their palaces. Drowning in wine, dancing until their faces were red, and stuffing themselves with the richest food in all of Aropa.

A pinch to Alfie’s arm jolted him from his stupor. “Keep it together, Alfie,” Myssandra hissed beneath her breath as she walked them down the steps and to the ballroom floor. “You’re the one who insisted on coming, right? Well, here we are.”

“I know. I know,” he whispered back. “Luisa? Stick close… Luisa?”

Alfie looked about and spotted the dusky thief flirting with a man in a crisp military uniform and pauldrons, a dashing scar carved down his cheek.

“Dammit,” Alfie cursed.

“Leave her. If she gets in trouble, well, that’s her choice. Besides,” Myssandra said, looking at the room shrewdly. “It seems something is about to happen.”

Alfie lifted his head, sensing a sea change in the room. The dancers had parted, the music dying down and fading away. Every head was tilted back and Alfie followed their lead to find himself looking up at the top of a set of stairs. Two men dressed in all the flowery pomp of the most royal of guards, complete with tall fur hats and so much gold stitch their clothes alone could afford the budget of a small city moved in tandem. They gripped the handles of a pair of doors and pulled them open.

Alfie’s breath caught as Josephine stepped out, as splendidly beautiful as he remembered. Even more so. She seemed to sparkle like a star come to earth in the golden glow of the lamps, her hands folded before her and a smile radiant upon her face. Alfie was so focused on her, he barely noticed her new husband at her side, smiling with her and making an overture to the crowd.

But there was something… stiff about her expression, Alfie noticed. A distance between the bride and her new husband that he sensed instinctively. He looked more attentively between them. Yes. He could almost see the wall that rose between them. How odd…

“Thank you all for coming,” Josephine said, her voice carrying clearly across the room. “My new husband and I are beyond pleased to witness the depth of feeling of both our people, and our nobility.

“For our two nations, alike in so many ways, have faced similar trials in the last few years, and we have survived thanks to the aid of our esteemed heroes and heroines, who have answered the call of adventure no matter how large the danger.”

Alfie found himself smiling, his chest swelling with pride at her words. Right. That was why he had been a hero. To help people.

“But not all is well among them,” Josephine said, her voice dropping, turning dark. “There is a menace which cuts the lives of so many of those illustrious heroes short. A menace which is a cancer upon our world and lands, stealing from us our brightest stars before they have a chance to flourish.

“I am speaking, of course, about the Dungeons.”

Alfie felt his smile fall, dragged down by a lead weight that plunged to the bottom of his stomach. His skin seemed to grow cold. His hands clammy. At least the applause of the audience gave him something to do as he found himself clapping with them.

“These pits – these wounds – that infest all the nations of Aropa are ruled over by so-called Dungeon Lords! Using diabolical magic, they lure with treasure and horde the wealth and wonders that could remake a brighter future for all nations. All peoples.”

Her strident words were met with more applause, but Josephine could not wait. She stepped towards the audience, her voice rising until they fell silent.

“Our heroes perish! Our wealth is drained! And the great treasures of our history, artifacts that might bring a new golden age to Aropa, are kept hidden from us.” She looked about the room, her blue eyes blazing fiercely. “This will not stand! With Orleans and Galamanca now united, I will make it my duty to clear out the Dungeons and punish the Dungeon Lords! It will be my sole purpose, guided by the holy light of Mardoch, to bring about a new era free of fear and privation! For all people!”

There was a moment of silence as Josephine ended her short speech, her slender body seeming almost to vibrate with her righteousness. Her handsome husband stepped forward and put an arm across her shoulder. He began to speak, but before he could get a word out the servants in the room began to applaud Josephine. The guards in the room took up the applause. Their clapping spread uncertainly to the many nobles who joined in until the room was cheering happily.

Josephine clasped her delicate hands to her chest. She soaked in the applause, her eyes growing moist with tears.

And all Alfie could think was that the woman he adored, the woman he thought he might even love, had just put a noose around his neck.

“Do not worry, master,” whispered Myssandra, leaning close to him, “the likes of her self-righteous crusade have been attempted before over the centuries. Such efforts usually die the first time the knights come rushing into a dungeon and meet their doom. But she has quite a tongue on her… mmm… beautiful too. I see why you like her. But don’t let your cock think for you, master. She will never be yours. Not like me.”

Myssandra tickled Alfie’s earlobe with the tip of her tongue, causing him to stiffen in more ways than one. As he turned to look at Myssandra, she was already pulling away from him. The music was starting up and she seemed to be looking for a dance partner. He felt suddenly jealous as a handsome military officer took Myssandra in his arms and onto the dance floor.

The crowd separated and Alfie found himself staring directly at Josephine. Resplendent in white. Lovely beyond all compare. Sweet Josephine, who wanted nothing more than to drive a sword into Alfie’s heart.

She seemed to want to dance with her new husband, Carlos IX, but the bearded prince demurred. There was a flutter of hurt on her face. Carlos shook his head.

And Alfie moved. Past the crowd, even past the royal guards, and directly up to the princess. His timing was perfect. Just as Carlos turned away and Josephine turned back to the dance floor, Alfie was there on the steps before her. Smiling awkwardly but sincerely.

“Hmmm?” Princess Josephine stared at him with those clear blue eyes. She cocked her head to one side. “Do I know you?”

A firm hand clamped onto Aflie’s shoulders. He heard the familiar gruff voice of Gustav Schneider, personal bodyguard to the princess.

“Step away now, boy. Apologies, your royal highness. He won’t trouble—”

“I was going to ask you to dance, your highness,” blurted Alfie.

Josephine smiled. She raised a white-gloved hand and motioned for Gustav to release Alfie. The stout bodyguard grunted but let go of Alfie’s shoulder and stepped back.

“I am flattered by your request, sir…”

“Roberto Vincenzo,” said Alfie, bowing awkwardly. “Uh, not a ‘sir’, only a guest of a lady here.”

“Well, that makes it doubly unorthodox for you to request a dance of the bride,” she laughed softly. “A commoner asking the princess for her first dance? It will make a scene.”

Alfie glanced over his shoulders and realized many guests were indeed watching his exchange with the princess. His face grew hotter, but he somehow knew this was his one chance with Princess Josephine. It was today or never again. They might even become enemies judging by her words.

“Let it make a scene,” said Alfie, holding out his hand to her. “I saw the glistening of tears in your eyes a moment ago and my heart could not stand it. Dance with me, your highness, and you will make me the happiest man in all of Aropa.”

He looked at her beautiful face and into her wide blue eyes and Alfie knew that no matter what Princess Josephine might believe about Dungeon Lords, he would always love her.

“Dance with me,” he repeated softly.

The room grew quiet. The musicians seemed to be holding back their notes to hear Princess Josephine’s response. Doubt crinkled her brow. Her eyes searched the room, but returned to Alfie, and her smile matched his.

“Very well,” she said, giving him her delicate hand. “I will give you this dance.”

They stepped out onto the dance floor and to Alfie the rest of the world might as well have gone away. He was aware of the start of the music as he tried to match the princess’ dance steps and then even that was gone. She giggled softly as his shoe thumped against her toe.

“Relax,” she murmured. “It is a Porteskan Waltz. Let me lead. You follow.”

“Yes,” said Alfie, who could not believe he was allowed to hold her hand and rest his other hand on her slender hip. He stopped trying to lead the dance and followed her graceful movements. His toes still occasionally collided with hers as he overstepped, but he began to feel the rhythm of the distant music. It moved through Princess Josephine and into him.

“That is much better,” said the princess, blushing slightly and smiling up at him. “When you stop trying to plan the next step, you move with confidence.”

“You know it so well,” said Alfie, grinning like a country fool and his heart flying in his chest.

“I have been trained on these dances for all my life. My mother made sure I had a tutor to teach me how to swing a sword, but my father only cared about me being a good wife and a good princess.”

“That seems backwards,” said Alfie.

“You are plainspoken, sir.” Josephine’s smile slipped a little. “Your accent is familiar to me. You are not from Galamanca. You are from Orleans. Not Tulon either, not the city. In fact… your face is familiar to me as well. Where have I met you before?”

“We met only in passing.” Fear returned to Alfie for a moment. He could not lie to those clear blue eyes. She would see through any untruth.

“Yes, that seems right,” she said. “But you made an impression. Where was this that we met?”

At that moment, Alfie was saved by the dance, which reached its promenade and forced a change in steps to offset their hips that distracted them both. When they returned to face each other, Alfie pulled her tight. He heard faint gasps at the breach of decorum. He did not care. He looked down at her. His lips almost close enough to kiss her.

“Where was it, sir?” she asked.

“Charreaux,” he said.

He saw her big eyes widen even more. A look of shock bordering on wonder on her face as she realized that this scruffy boy had managed to persuade her to dance with him.

“You are that young man,” she said. “Bloodied in the street.”

“I am,” replied Alfie. “And you were my angel.”

The song ended. Alfie resisted the urge to plant a scandalous kiss on her lips and instead lifted Josephine’s hand and kissed her fingers. She blinked, a smile quirking her lips as her furious aides closed in around them.

“That’s enough of that,” growled Gustav, one big arm across Alfie’s chest. He was pulled away from Josephine and shoved roughly back. Josephine turned to him and called out, “What is your name?”

“Alfred,” he shouted.

“Yes! That’s it!” she laughed, pushing back against those trying to guide her away from him. “The brave orphan! You may call upon me again, Alfred!”

He might have screamed with joy, but it would not have mattered in that moment. For as he was separated from Josephine and shoved roughly back towards the door there was a sudden, thunderous explosion within the ballroom.

There was a flash of violet light and a sickly smell like that of burning hair. The crowd was suddenly being pushed in several directions at once. Men and women screamed, smoke billowed through the crowd, and a red-robed figure appeared upon the dais overlooking the dance floor. He wore a mask in the design of a grotesque, leering skull and was backlit by the terrible glow of magic.

“Protect the princess!” shouted Gustav, shoving Alfie aside and rushing towards the robed man. “Get her to safety!”

“Princess Josephine,” boomed the unearthly voice of the robed figure. “You have broken the ancient covenant! The Dungeon Lords protect the artifacts that could destroy Aropa. If you eliminate them—”

“Begone, demon!” shouted Gustav, slashing with his sword and slicing a ribbon from the masked figure’s left arm. The man lashed out with a burst of aether magic, flinging Gustav aside and setting the big man’s hair aflame. The brave guard rolled onto his back, his body shattered and smoking as the crowd panicked.

“Gustav!” screamed Josephine.

Alfie fought to get to her side, but he was held back by the press of people trying to flee. She was surrounded by Galamancan guards but still seemed vulnerable to this mad wizard’s power.

“Declare war upon the Dungeon Lords at your own peril!” shouted the skull-masked figure, clearly enraged as he clutched at his wounded arm. “Princess Josephine of Orleans! Abandon your foolish crusade or you and your people will suffer untold horrors! This is your final warning!”

The skull-masked figure looked about the room with hatred blazing in the eyes behind the mask. His gaze settled on Alfie and burned hotter. He seemed about to speak again, but at that moment, a group of guards closed in around the figure and swung their swords. There was a bright flash of violet light and another thunderclap as unholy flames burst from the dais. The figure was gone, leaving only his red robe now sliced to ribbons. The singed guards recoiled from him, several seeming badly burned.

Josephine finally made it to Gustav and knelt beside him. Alfie again tried to fight his way towards her, but this time he was grabbed from behind and hauled back. Pulled off the dance floor until his head collided with something soft and warm. He turned to realize he was being squeezed against his towering assistant’s ample cleavage.

“Let go of me,” he commanded, but her grip tightened on him.

“Master, we must go! Now!” she looked around, a hint of fear in her eyes. “They will be searching for anyone out of the ordinary. We must be off!”

He relented and allowed Myssandra to drag him aside, away from the stampeding crowd of nobles and their servants, and up a staircase to a part of the palace that was meant to be cordoned off from guests. They nearly collided with a swarthy older man with graying hair who was hastily adjusting his cummerbund, several lipstick kisses smeared on his cheek and collar.

“Excuse me!” he grunted, pushing past them to join the flow of escaping nobles.

Luisa followed not far behind him, her hair mussed, and her skirt bunched around her waist. Alfie glimpsed her panties drawn aside and her dark thatch a mess of spunk before she pulled her skirt down over her legs. She smiled at Alfie. “What’s all the racket about?”

“There has been an attack,” said Alfie.

“We’re leaving,” snapped Myssandra.

“Ah, I’m done here anyway,” grinned Luisa, showing off a velvet purse bulging with jewels and gold coins.

“How many men did you rob?” wondered Alfie.

Myssandra interrupted their conversation and grabbed them both in her arms. With a few quick words and a swirl of sinborne magic they were sucked into roaring flames, spun around, and disgorged into the Nexus of the Happy Endings Dungeon. Luisa grabbed her head. Alfie stumbled forward a step and nearly lost his supper. He steadied himself.

“What was that, Myssandra?” he demanded. “Who was that who attacked the ball?”

“That,” she said, sighing heavily and leaning against a lewd statue, “was Master Lord Gaius Heraxon.”

Alfie saw the worry on Myssandra’s face and he felt an involuntary shudder run through him. He had met Lord Heraxon once, briefly, in a mirror in the Augurium. When Heraxon had menacingly commanded him to attend a meeting at the secret haven of the Dungeon Lords called the Deep Shrine.

“I think… I’d better lie down for a bit,” said Luisa, staggering out of the Nexus with her loot clutched under one arm.

Alfie watched her go, then took Myssandra by her elbow. His towering demonic assistant swayed for a moment. She seemed unusually out of sorts.

“I think we had better have a drink,” he said, leading her towards the kitchen. “You don’t look well.”

“Thank you, master,” she said, brushing a curly lock of blonde hair from her drowsy eyes. “I wanted to tell you, Alfred, that you were a fine dancer. Handsome and well-mannered despite your peasant upbringing. I am not surprised the princess took a liking to you. But such entanglements may prove very dangerous for us all.”

“I do not want to talk of Josephine with you,” he said, uncorking a bottle of wine with his teeth and pouring two glasses. “I want to talk about Heraxon.”

She sipped the wine, smiling slightly. “I am afraid that after tonight, Josephine, Heraxon, and you are inextricably linked, and danger is unavoidable.”
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Alone in the Dark

There was a small door in the dungeon’s kitchen that opened into a natural cavern. The space was cool, dark, and echoed with the footsteps of Alfie and Myssandra as they made their way down to an ancient stone dock that extended into a subterranean lake. The extent of the lake could not be seen in the vast cavern, even after Myssandra summoned a red orb of magical light and sent it floating out over the water.

“What is this place?” wondered Alfie, sitting heavily on the crumbling dock.

“It was part of a secret escape system that connected to an underground river,” said Myssandra as she gingerly sat beside Alfie. Her long legs dangled over the side of the dock and she tickled the surface of the water with her bare toes. “Tiberius sealed it off many years ago after some heroes found it and came into the dungeon through the kitchen. That… was a bloodbath.”

“For you?”

“Oh, no,” chuckled Myssandra. “I mean it was literally a bloodbath. Master Tiberius squeezed all those dead heroes into a big basin and watched me take a bath in their blood as a way of ‘soaking in their folly.’”

“He was a pretty evil guy,” said Alfie, staring out at the magic orb’s reflection in the surface of the water.

“Yes, well, that he was,” sighed Myssandra. “Perhaps a bit too evil.”

Alfie looked over at her with surprise. After their visit to the wedding, she seemed unguarded in a way he had never seen before.

“You think… he was too evil?”

“Oh, Alfred, he was a madman,” said Myssandra before draining her glass of wine. “He hated women so much. To me, all heroes are vermin waiting to be crushed underfoot, but your uncle’s peculiar obsession with hurting women was sometimes… it was too much.”

“I agree,” said Alfie. “It was disgusting what he did. I’ve seen enough of it in all those gruesome pictures on the walls. But why?”

“I think he had a bad breakup before I came along,” said Myssandra. “He felt betrayed by a woman. He would not even speak her name. But he would sometimes take his anger out on me.”

“I am sorry,” said Alfie. “I had no idea. You are so powerful, how could he even… I mean, never mind. I would never do that to you.”

“I know,” said Myssandra. Though she took his hand and smiled at him, there was a hint of condescension in her look. As though she needed no reassurance that a mouse like Alfie posed no danger.

Wanting to change the subject, Alfie asked, “What more can you tell me about Heraxon?”

“Gaius Heraxon is the most powerful Dungeon Lord to have come to power in several centuries. He killed his master and took over his dungeon. He rose to become Master Lord of the Dungeon Lords in the span of only a few years.

“He posed a threat to you from the start, Alfie, because to him there are only those who support his rule over the Secret Society of Protectors and those who are waiting to be eliminated by him. He has made enough examples of his rivals that the rest have come to support him out of fear.

“Before tonight, you were a curious nuisance to Lord Heraxon. He perhaps thought that you could be bent to his will during the convocation at the Deep Shrine. Tonight, you became a mortal enemy. He now thinks you are in league with Princess Josephine. He will humiliate you. He will destroy you.”

“I don’t even know him,” said Alfie. “I didn’t ask for this. But if all these Dungeon Lords are like Heraxon and like my uncle then maybe Josephine was right. Maybe I am in league with—”

“No,” said Myssandra, her words hard and echoing sharply in the cavern. She turned Alfie’s face towards her. “You may think the ways of the Dungeon Lords are cruel, but their duty is real. The artifacts they hold in their dungeons could destroy Aropa. Have you looked upon the treasure in the Dungeon Heart?”

“No,” admitted Alfie. “I saw a strange box along with the other treasure, but I didn’t open it.”

“You should know what you guard,” she said. “This is your duty, Alfie. Whatever else you do with this dungeon, I will not stand in your way, but you must protect that treasure.”

Alfie saw unusual sincerity from the usually icy blonde. He nodded solemnly, though he could not help but remember how he had seen Myssandra more than once stealing some bit of the Heroic Flame of a heroine. Was that also part of this oath or was she siphoning the dungeon’s power for her own nefarious purposes? He was afraid of the answer and did not want to confront Myssandra. In that moment, she seemed one of the few allies he had.

“You’re right,” he said, rising to his feet. “I will go and have a look right now.”

He moved towards the stairs, but the hem of his cavalry trousers caught on something. He turned back to free himself, only to discover it was Myssandra’s hand.

“Must you?” the blonde said, looking up at him. “Right now?”

Alfie could only stare. Always Myssandra had seemed to tower over him. Being almost a head taller than him would do that, but for once, Myssandra, for some reason, looked almost… small. Vulnerable. Her deep eyes gazed up at him and her lips were pressed together, but still so full. From his vantage point he could look down her dress and at the plump orbs of her ample breasts as they rose and fell with her breathing. He hesitated.

“I… Well…”

“If you must go, master, I won’t stop you,” she said softly, and as she spoke the orb of light dimmed, casting her face in deeper shadows, defining the curves of her figure even further. “If you must…”

“I… I guess I don’t have to go right away,” Alfie said.

Myssandra gave a small smile and let go of his pant leg. Without quite knowing why or what he should do, Alfie turned back around and sat down once more beside her, his legs hanging over the pier. He tried to look across the waters but found his eyes constantly straying to Myssandra’s.

“I am glad, Alfred, that you are not like your uncle,” Myssandra said.

“You are?” he said. “First time I’ve heard of it.”

“Don’t mistake me, master,” she said, and Alfie sat a little straighter as her hand found his, her fingers intertwining with his own. “I disapprove of many of your changes, but only because I care about you and the dungeon. I want them to succeed. Your uncle’s methods… well, they often went too far. Much too far. The dungeon needs a strong hand to guide it. Not to choke it.”

Alfie gave her a closer look at that. The way her voice hitched at the word ‘choke’. He found himself looking at her neck, suddenly imagining his uncle’s hands around it, squeezing.

His hand tightened in hers. “I know,” Alfie said. “And I appreciate it. Really. I don’t think I ever could have gotten this far without you, Myssandra. Believe me. But can’t you see the way my uncle ran the dungeon was terrible? There’s got to be a middle ground.”

“I do believe it, Alfred. I do. But more than that, the dungeon needs strength. And I’m afraid you just don’t understand the dangers that lie in wait for you. Dangers closing in even now.”

Alfie swallowed hard, because the only thing he could see closing in was Myssandra as the demoness leaned in towards him, her blonde hair framing the heart-shape of her face, her lashes veiling her eyes, her soft lips so near. “I-I know, Myssandra. But I’m not my uncle.”

“I know, Alfred,” she said, and his heart jumped as he felt her lean against him, her soft breasts mashing against his chest. “I know…”

Her lips met his and stole his breath. His toes fairly curled at the pleasure that shot through him like an electric shock as her lips moved against his. He moaned as Myssandra slid closer to him, her hand moving into his lap, cupping his bulge.

“You’re nothing at all like him, master,” Myssandra murmured between meetings of their lips. “I wondered… mmm… if you might be. But you’re not. Oh Alfred… you’re not…”

“Oh f-fuck,” Alfie groaned as she handled his crotch, gently massaging him, hardening him. “Myssandra. Ah. That… that’s…”

“I like it, master,” she murmured, her hand sliding up from his bulge, undoing the buttons of his stolen jacket. “I like it a lot. I will make a Dungeon Lord of you yet. Yes. Better than Tiberius ever was. Oh Alfred…”

“I… mnnn… I want to be, Myssandra. Oh fuck, I really do want to be.”

“I know, master. I know.”

She kissed him again, and suddenly, it was like all her patience was gone. Her hand suddenly grabbed his shirt, and he felt claws as she tore the poncy jacket to scraps in a single vicious motion. Alfie gasped, but her hand then moved down and did the same to his pants, reducing them to rags, his cock bursting through the savaged fabric, throbbing and ready.

Myssandra growled. A sound so feminine yet savage Alfie felt his heart leap and throat dry as she pulled back. She pushed him down suddenly, and Alfie found himself lying on the pier as Myssandra mounted his chest. She loomed above him and grabbed her clothes, and Alfie could only gape as they seemed to suddenly catch fire, her dress disintegrating in a flash, revealing every inch of her stunning pale curves to his wide eyes. Her generous breasts firm and full, nipples pink nubs, stiff with her arousal, heaving with her panting breaths.

“Mmm. That’s the look,” Myssandra gasped as her hands landed on his chest, her lower half pushing back, Alfie’s throbbing cock sliding along the seam of her ass. “That’s the look I love, Alfred. That eager, lusty look like I’m the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. You don’t look at me like some piece of meat to fuck. To take all your pathetic insecurities out upon. Your measly little fucking failures. You want me so badly, master.”

“Oh f-fuck, Myssandra. I do,” Alfie gasped. “You’re so beautiful.”

“I know, Alfie. I know.”

She leaned down, captured his lips again, and Alfie groaned, trembling as that electric shock of ecstasy shot through him and to his balls. His hands came up and grasped her ass, filling his palms with its firmness as her hips rocked, rubbing his cock up her seam, her arousal drooling onto his sensitive tip.

Her kiss was feverish with what seemed to Alfie to be true passion. He parted his lips to her and Myssandra’s tongue thrust into his mouth. He thrust his tongue back in reply. Squeezing her ass in both hands and thrusting against her cunt. Rubbing the back of his shaft against her ass. Feeling that warm nectar dripping. She was bigger than him and stronger than him, but she was no longer teasing him.

“Take me,” she gasped, the words hot against Alfie’s lips. She crushed her soft breasts against him and slid her cunt atop him. “Oh, please, master. I need you inside me more than ever.”

She seemed almost light in his hands as he urged her hips higher and felt her cunt drag against the head of his cock. Their eyes met and he thrust upwards as he dragged her down atop his cock. She was all too eager to comply with his hands pulling her hips and she bit her lower lip and groaned as her cunt enveloped Alfie’s big, hard cock.

“Sooo good,” she moaned, her eyes rolling with pleasure. “Your cock… so big… for such a skinny boy.”

“A skinny master,” reminded Alfie, giving her plush bottom a playful smack.

“Ooo!” Her eyes shot open for a moment and then she began to move atop him. Her eyes lidded once more as she leaned in for another kiss.

The pleasure was almost overwhelming. Only Alfie’s recent training kept him from exploding in moments. Myssandra’s tits heaved and swayed to the motion of their bodies. Alfie held her soft ass in both hands, savoring the movement and the hot, sucking wetness of her cunt. So tight. Gripping him with each downward stroke. Rippling around him so warm that he wanted to melt inside her with pleasure.

“Myssandra,” he moaned. “I cannot last much longer.”

“You must,” she panted, her lips very close his. Her body so warm and soft atop him. “I can feel you swelling inside me, master. Fight the urge. I want… oooh… want to cum with you.”

Alfie could not speak. His throat suddenly dry. He nodded as he looked up into her pleasure-twisted face. Her brow furrowed and her face flushed.

By Mardoch, she is beautiful, he thought, looking up at this demoness who called him master. How have I come to this? How do I deserve such pleasure after all my failures?

His questions would have to wait for answers as he felt Myssandra bucking atop him with ever great pleasure. With a sudden groan, Alfie hefted her off his lap and rolled her onto the cavern floor. Myssandra cried out with delight, her long, powerful legs wrapping around him and her sharp nails raking his back with lust.

“Yessssss, master!” she cried. “Forget those other women! Those mere humans! I am yours, Alfred! Pour your pleasure into me! Cum with me, master! AAAAAHHHH!”

She leaned up and kissed him as if to prevent him from refusing her bargain. Her lips muffled his cry of pleasure and Alfie drove deep and hilted his cock in the warm, slippery purse of her cunt. He felt her inner muscles gripping him tightly as her tongue invaded his mouth. His bollocks tensed. His cock was seized with a rush of pleasure and he let loose with hot pulses and powerful pumps of his cum. Each spurt seemingly answered by an exquisite flutter of Myssandra’s cunt.

“Mmmmmmmm,” he moaned against her lips, thrusting into her until his cock became too sensitive and he was forced to lie still atop her. His cock still quivering. His breath escaping him in shuddering gasps.

“OoooooOOooo master,” purred Myssandra, caressing his back and sides. Her cunt squeezed against him. “Your training has transformed you into a true cocksman. I have never felt such pleasure with a human.”

Alfie lifted his head from the soft warmth of her breasts. “Have there been many non-humans?”

“Well, master, I have been alive for over twelve centuries and have spent most of that time in the realm of sin. Of course there have been many non-humans.” She stroked his head. “But you need not concern yourself with the sinborne. They are a breed apart and no comparison to the, mmmmm, tenderness of a man like you.”

She was not quite so good at hiding her condescension as she had been earlier. He imagined Myssandra being pounded to jelly by some giant, red-skinned, bull-headed demon. Thinking of this secret existence as a demon brought back Alfie’s concern about Myssandra siphoning some of the Heroic Flames the dungeon had been collecting.

“Myssandra,” began Alfie, sitting up and slipping his cock free of her creamy cunt, “what have you been doing with the flame you have been taking from the heroes we entertain?”

A long silence answered him. So long, that Alfie finally looked over at her to see what she was doing. She met his gaze, her eyes dark and catlike.

“Was that what you were pondering while you were spilling your seed inside me?” she asked, her words dripping with acid.

“I… no. But I noticed it before and I thought to ask you. And it occurred to me just now that I know very little about—”

“Much of anything,” interjected Myssandra. “But I shall tell you, master. I do take a scrap of each Heroic Flame I carry back to the Dungeon’s Heart for my own purposes. As one of the sinborne, I am eternal, while the endeavors of you and my future masters upon the earth must regrettably fade into history. When I am freed from my obligations here, I will return to the Realm of Sin, where the bits of Heroic Flame I have gathered will provide me with the raw power to command an army. I will reign among my kind, Alfred.”

“So you have been embezzling from the souls of heroes to fuel a war in hell?” Alfie gave her a hard look and regretted it the moment she returned his glare a hundredfold.

Myssandra rose slowly and gracefully. Her eyes blazing with her demonic power as she towered over Alfie. He felt a twinge of fear staring at the imposing beauty. As though she might decide she had tired of him completely and simply murder him with her bare hands. She had never seemed more demonic to Alfie.

“There are only predators and prey in the Realm of Sin,” said Myssandra. “When I am sent back, I will not be prey again.”

She walked away from him, confident in her total nudity, seeming to steal the light from the secret cavern with her departure. Alfie’s face was hot with shame. He had never really wanted to confront Myssandra, particularly in such an intimate moment, yet the time was never right to broach such a topic. In fact, Alfie decided that had he known her reasons for what she was doing, he never would have brought up her theft.

“Too late for that,” muttered Alfie, watching the towering blonde beauty disappear up the stairs. The damage of his suspicions had been done and he would likely need to win back Myssandra’s trust and affection.

A deep, thunderous laugh startled Alfie from his regrets. The mocking laughter echoed through the watery cavern as Alfie spun around searching for its source.

The glowing image of Tiberius Ivanhoe materialized above the surface of the lake. His bearded visage was reflected in the dark waters so that there seemed to be two of the bearded old ghost floating in the cavern.

“Poor, poor, nephew,” laughed Tiberius, his ratty cloak and bearded face quivering as though he was nothing more than a sheet blown by unseen air currents. “This is how a woman will treat you when you let your cock do the thinking for you, boy.”

“I’ve seen you wanking your cock for Myssandra,” snapped Alfie, not in the mood to be heckled by his evil uncle. “That foul thing seemed to be doing all your thinking for you.”

“I would rail that demon slut if it weren’t for my untimely demise!” thundered Tiberius. He seemed to calm himself, his ghostly fingers smoothing his beard. “My point, boy, is that she does not respect you. None of these women respect you. They will steal the essence from the dungeon, steal coins from your pocket, and when you confront them, they will mock you with their loveliness.”

“So I should kill them? Torture them?”

“Well, yes,” said Tiberius, seemingly surprised that Alfie had arrived at the correct solution so swiftly. “Perhaps you are an Ivanhoe after all. Yes, these whores should fear your wrath! Make an example of one of them. Not Myssandra, she is far too useful, but she can learn the lesson. Why not that thieving little tomboy you keep around for some reason? Hmm? String her up! Cut off her—”

“That’s enough, uncle,” snarled Alfie. “You demented old freak! You are a madman and I will not listen to the ‘wisdom’ of a lunatic!”

“You will!” roared Tiberius. “You will obey me! You will make this dungeon malevolent again!”

For all his fury, Tiberius seemed to expend his ghostly presence in a moment. His image brightened and then dimmed and sputtered out and his voice dissipated to bitter muttering and then to a faint whisper. Alfie, satisfied that he had at least temporarily banished his uncle, left the cavern.
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Lingering Guests, Old Guests, and New Guests

The great furry mound of the yeti was hardly stirring. Its back and shoulders were propped up against the icy walls of its purpose-made lair and its blue face drooped gently as though it were asleep. Alfie watched it from behind for more than a minute before slowly circling around the yeti’s lair. It was only as he drew alongside it that he realized the yeti was not sleeping. Its eyes were open to slits and the great brute had one huge hand draped across the lustrous dark hair of the elf.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned softly, her head rising and falling slowly. Her eyes closed in concentration. A lock of hair fell across her pale face. Without missing a bob of her lips, she swept the errant lock behind her left ear. She clearly did not want hair getting in the way of what she was doing as she intently pleasured the yeti’s massive cock.

Alfie was close to them. Invisible, thanks to a Dungeon Lord’s trick, but close enough to breathe the raw, bestial scent of sex in the air. He scarcely believed the delicate little elf could fit that massive yeti cock into her mouth, let alone her dainty cunt. Yet she had been shut in here with the brute for many hours, seemingly no less eager than when she had begun to satisfy the growling lust of the yeti.

“Mmmmphmmm,” she murmured softly, reaching a hand between his furry legs and cradling his pink bollocks in her hand. Stroking the fat stones within the yeti’s pouch as her tongue flicked at his flared tip.

Alfie had never been this close to one of his customers with one of the monsters. Well, other than Luisa and that mimic, but that creature had been so strange it had hardly seemed real. This thing was like a giant overgrown ape and seemed all too real as it caressed the elf and her bobbing head. The yeti grunted, clearly enjoying the attentions of the lovely elf, his head tilting back as his furry paw drove the beauty down further upon his shaft.

Kiyara choked softly, but quickly rallied, evidently far from the first time she had been forced to take more cock than she was built for.

“Hrrrrr…” the yeti groaned, head tilting back as Kiyara urgently bobbed atop him, the elf moaning, choking around the brute’s massive shaft. Alfie could actually see the monster nearing his peak, forcing the elf’s lovely face down on his cock with growing urgency, grunting heavily as he did so, his head tilting back, a throaty howl rising from him as at last he came.

“Mmmm!” Kiyara moaned, her throat working, fairly bulging as the yeti pumped his thick load into her. She lingered atop his shaft for a long moment, her hand lovingly massaging his bollocks until, at last, she raised her head off his shaft, gasping as she came fully free.

“My… my turn?” she panted, looking into the yeti’s face.

The monster growled something that was apparently in the affirmative, for then Kiyara giggled and rose, her hips giving a saucy swing as she turned around and planted her rump on the yeti’s chest. She spread her legs, straddling him, his flaccid cock lifted by her hand and pressed against her slit. Kiyara moaned softly as she rolled her hips, rubbing herself against the thickness of the monster’s manhood, her teeth nibbling her lower lip as she worked herself against him.

The yeti groaned as he hardened, his cock thickening against her slit. His hands grasped her hips, steadying her atop him as his manhood swelled. Alfie swallowed where he stood, watching the depraved sight with something akin to awe as the monster’s cock grew to its full heft, Kiyara cooing as she tensed her legs, lifting herself, the yeti’s cock jolting upright and aimed directly for her lush pussy. With a keening moan the gorgeous elf was lowered onto his cock, her lower lips parting around his immense manhood.

“Fuck,” Alfie found himself whispering, only to bite his lip lest he be heard. But he needn’t have worried. It was plain the pair were deep within their own world, and he was merely an observer to it.

Alfie bit down harder on his lip as Kiyara began to roll her hips, bouncing herself atop the yeti’s lap, eagerly assisted by the huge, hairy paws of the monster. As she moaned he realized his hand was rubbing himself through his pants, but he didn’t bother even trying to stop. Instead, he watched, breath growing ragged as Kiyara gasped, her pert breasts bouncing on her chest, her pale skin growing slightly pink with her growing flush as she rode his cock with growing urgency, her moans and gasps rising in volume.

“Yes. Yes! Yes! Ah! Goddes, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me deep! Fuck me haaaard! Don’t stop. Oh goddess. Ravish me! Take me! F-fucking claim meeee! Don’t stop. Oh goddess yes! So big! Ah! My mate! Yes! Yessss! Ohhhhhhh!”

Her cry of pleasure rose in volume, a crescendo that sang among the icicles around the ceiling, her body tightening in ecstasy around the yeti’s cock. The monster beneath her didn’t last long either, his head tilting back, a bellowing howl of pleasure escaping his tusked lips as he hilted her upon his lap, his cock twitching as he emptied himself in the elf’s overstuffed pussy, his seed oozing out of her in creamy rivulets.

Alfie gasped, shaking, realizing he was still palming his bulge. He hastily took his hand away, but the heat of his arousal still burned in his veins. With a grimace he turned away sharply, stalking out of the chamber of the two lovers as Kiyara cooed, draped against the yeti’s chest, kissing the monster adoringly.

He ran a hand through his sweat-matted hair. Dammit. Dammit! How could a fucking yeti be better at romance than him? The thing was basically a shaggy ape, yet it had Kiyara wrapped around his thick, finger like a wedding band. And after that sight, Alfie wouldn’t be surprised if she was looking to make the monster her husband.

And what had he accomplished? Aside from discovering that the woman he loved hated his guts, the demoness of his dungeon saw him as more of a tool than a man, and even his local thief treated him like a fuck toy rather than the master of his own dungeon.

And he was still so fucking hard.

“Gods fucking dammit,” he spat furiously.

Life had been so much simpler for Alfie when he had just been a failed hero. This Dungeon Lord thing and having real power was complicating matters. Princess Josephine, Myssandra, Luisa, and now all these beautiful adventurers coming into his dungeon looking for monsters were pulling him in too many directions at once. Distracting him with feelings and desires that were all so tantalizingly close to being realized.

What was he even doing it all for? Maybe the princess was right. Maybe he should just shut the dungeon down and walk away from his supposed responsibilities.

He walked past a room where a group of goblins were drinking his wine and playing some game with each other. They stopped and stared silently at him when he passed the door. He was pretty sure one of them was smoking a cigar. When he started walking again, he heard them chattering in their strange language and laughing about something.

“Maybe it’s time to clear the goblins out of here,” said Alfie. “And those gnomes too. In fact, anything that starts with letter ‘G’ I am going to unsummon from the dungeon.”

He just had to ask Myssandra how to unsummon monsters first. No. He wasn’t going to go asking her for help. He would figure it out for himself. Maybe he would just unsummon all the monsters. Maybe he would just leave the doors open and let the adventurers walk out with all the treasure.

He stopped again, the laughter of the goblins still echoing through the mostly empty dungeon. There was one treasure he needed to see first. The item the whole dungeon was built to protect. He thought about that mysterious black box. Myssandra had told him to take a look at it. She was right. He had to know.

He approached the dark door to the Dungeon Heart with determination. It was ominous, sure, but he had been inside before. He felt the same pulse in the air as if the heart of the dungeon was a literal thing throbbing with the power of the heroic fires that fed its magic. He took hold of the handle and the faint laughter of the goblins seemed to be muffled to silence. He could only hear himself and that beating heart.

He drew open the black door and stepped inside. Into the darkness that seemed to peer into Alfie’s heart. It must have judged him worthy, for with a woosh of air the blackness retreated and revealed the gleaming treasure horde within. Any king would be jealous of such riches, but it was the lone void among the riches – the one absence of gold and jewels - that drew Alfie deeper into the vault.

The sarcophagus was large enough for a human or a monster and wrought of pure, velvety black. The box stood upright atop a stout pedestal of stone. It seemed both precarious and solid, as though it should tip over at the slightest push yet could survive the blow of a hammer without moving. The air became colder and raised gooseflesh on Aflie’s arms as he approached the box.

He touched its pure black surface and was surprised to find it was textured. There were intricate carvings worked into the hard shell. Cold and smooth like metal but raised in places. There was no mechanism or hinge and yet when he thought about opening the sarcophagus he felt something click within.

He drew back his hand slowly and the lid of the sarcophagus began to swing open. Pale blue light and a cool vapor spilled out of the case. There was a scent like roses and Alfie took a step back. The sarcophagus seemed to be opening all the way on its own, swinging wider and wider until the perfectly matched halves stood open as a clamshell. Whatever was inside was hidden by the thick fog that billowed out and flooded the treasure covering the floor in dense vapor.

Was it a trap? Had Myssandra tricked him into unleashing some great evil?

Alfie held his breath, his heart pounding, the fingernails of his clenched hands biting crescents into his palms. He was sure that some creature would step out of the fog and attack him.

Nothing stirred. The vapor emptied out of the sarcophagus, revealing first a dark humanoid shape and then, revealed completely, the body of a woman inside the padded box.

She was nude and deathly pale. Her body pleasingly voluptuous and soft at her hips and thighs. A youthful innocence to her belied by her generous proportions. Her dark hair spilled over her naked shoulders. Her lips were full and pale, as though the blood had been drained from them. Her soft breasts were peaked by similarly pale pink areolas and small nipples. Her pubis was topped with a small triangle of dark hair. Despite her nudity, there was a sexless purity to her, as though to even touch her would be to corrupt such perfection.

Alfie let out the breath he had been holding and almost expected her to suck in a breath in reply. She seemed ready to awaken and yet she did not stir. He crept closer. There was something behind her in the sarcophagus. Something white. He reached in cautiously, careful not to touch her perfect skin, and moved aside the dark spread of her hair.

He revealed a pattern of white feathers. He frowned and moved her hair a little more. The pattern of feathers spread on both sides of her. There were muscular roots flattened from her back just above her shoulders. Alfie drew back his trembling hand.

“Is this possible?” he whispered.

His gaze was drawn back to her face. Still beautiful. Still motionless. Was she dead? Sleeping? In some sort of magical paralysis?

There was something else odd about her. A mark in the indentation of her throat. He leaned closer and realized it was the tiniest symbol imprinted on her flesh. Delicately branded and so perfectly healed that it was almost invisible, yet it was there.

The Four Pillars of Mardoch. Wisdom, truth, purity, and strength. Every child of Aropa knew them. They were the symbol of the dominant religion of Aropa. The symbol of the Pateric Church. Alfie’s doubt about this woman disappeared. This was a maker’s mark.

Mardoch himself had created an angel and for some reason she was asleep or dead in a box in Alfie’s dungeon. Everything about it felt wrong. He feared that she was dead and yet the alternative was somehow worse. As though she would wake up and he would have to answer for countless sins committed by himself and others.

The sudden, reverberating sound of the dungeon’s alarm nearly made Alfie scream. He stumbled back, then lurched forward again and loudly slammed the sarcophagus shut. He fled from the Dungeon’s Heart and shut the door behind him.

He was shivering as he made his way into the Dungoen Nexus and to the Dungeon Table. The symbol representing Kiyara the elf was still in the lair of the yeti. He could see the elf and her monster lover still intertwined, moving rhythmically and clearly undisturbed in their lust by the blaring alarm. He searched the table and saw an unusual number of red markers. Those were dead monsters.

“Something is wrong,” he realized as he followed the glowing path from his dead Gaunt Watcher to a dead room full of goblins.

“It seems a real hero has managed to come crawling into your dungeon,” purred Myssandra, appearing just behind Alfie. “An insect who is not interested in being pampered. Look there, she is chasing those last two goblins out of their rooms.”

Alfie and Myssandra leaned closer to the action on the table, their faces almost touching as they watched the magical miniature of the woman corner the two goblins. She dispatched one with a swing of her sword, lopping its head clean off and making its magical miniature turn red. The other goblin tried to run past the woman, but she turned and threw a knife that caught it in the back. The goblin grabbed for the blade as it collapsed to the ground and turned red.

The woman retrieved her knife, cleaning the blade on the goblin and sheathing the weapon. She was almost nude. Fair-haired and golden-skinned, her muscular body marked with swirling tribal-style patterns of war paint or tattoos. She seemed to be human. She also seemed to be having a good time, strutting proudly around, and swinging her sword.

“She looks like she’s saying something,” said Alfie, leaning closer as though he might hear the miniature.

Myssandra snapped her fingers and a wisp of magic slithered into Alfie’s ear. He heard a soft buzzing sound and then the words of the woman as if shouted from a distance.

“…all you offer me? A demon that would not even fight back and these porridge-fed city goblins?” The woman turned around, looking up as if her miniature expected an answer. “I am Veena the Goblin Killer! Do you know how many goblins I have slain? Hundreds! Show me a fight! I come for their cruelest! Their most brutal! Their most savage! This is my demand, Dungeon Lord, or I come for your treasure!”

“Oh, I like her,” chuckled Myssandra. “She’s just here for the violence. Well, master, you can grant her wish easily enough.”

Myssandra walked him back over to the Dungeon Catalog open on the lectern overlooking the map of the dungeon. She paged through it and then stopped, tapping one long finger on the page.

“Here you are, master,” she said.

“A gang of goblins?” asked Alfie, looking at the unusual image of several monsters climbing over each other.

“Look closely, master,” she said. “These are not just any goblins. They are rock goblins. The cruelest and most brutal type, just like this Veena demanded. They will not be gentle with your intruder and this is a gate spell so it will continuously generate dozens of goblins. As many as fifty. She will be overwhelmed.”

“And then what?” asked Alfie. “I don’t want her dead.”

“Well, you can tell them that,” said Myssandra, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “They won’t be happy about it. But maybe they can amuse themselves with her in other ways.”

“I guess I could command them to not kill her,” said Alfie, plucking the image from the page with his fingertips. The goblins began to angrily squirm as he carried them over to the table.

He gingerly set them down a few rooms away from Veena. Almost at once more of the goblins began to crawl out of a stoney archway at the center of the group.

“No killing,” he said to the glowing miniatures. He asked Myssandra, “Did they hear that?”

“They hear all of your commands no matter where you are,” she said. “So long as they are within your dungeon and under your spell.”

“Good,” he said. “And no maiming either. But you can, you know, rough her up if that’s what she really wants.”

He thought he heard the little miniatures laughing in the distance as they began to scurry out in search of their prey.

“I don’t want to watch,” said Alfie, though a part of him did want to watch.

“That is fortunate,” purred Myssandra, draping her enticingly large and generous breasts against him. “Because you have somewhere else to be, master. The other Dungeon Lords are probably already arriving at the Deep Shrine for the gathering. You don’t want to be the last to show up considering your trouble.” 

“Oh, right,” said Alfie, feeling a cold pit open in his stomach. “Wouldn’t want to be late to my execution.”

“That’s the spirit, master,” giggled Myssandra as she planted a kiss on his cheek. “Come along, I’ll get you dressed in your official robes.”

Her hand slid down to Alfie’s groin and deftly squeezed him there to silence any objections. He groaned, cast a last look at the rock goblins converging on Veena, and then allowed Myssandra to lead him away from the table by his stiffening prick.

As his beautiful assistant began to undress Alfie, as he prepared to possibly face his doom, all he could think about was the angel in the vault of his dungeon.

And Princess Josephine.


Book 5: All Night Goblin Gang Party

1

The Center of Attention

Veena the Goblin Killer had earned her title the hard way. She was known across half of Aropa. Wherever goblins gathered and preyed upon human settlements, Veena was there to make them pay the price. Her sword was always sharp and a grim smile was always on her face. Just running them off was not enough. She hunted goblins. She slaughtered them.

She had dispatched every one of the mewling city goblins she could find in the dungeon. She had shouted and demanded a real challenge from the master of this flaccid fastness. It had been renamed to the Happy Endings Dungeon, but some white-haired hospitaller in Galabros had assured Veena that she would find her heart’s desire in the dungeon.

Veena’s desire was pure carnage! She wanted to face goblins that could at least pose some threat!

“Come on!” she shouted, clanging her sword pommel against the bare stone wall of the tunnel carved from the mountain. “I will take any goblins you can throw at me! Bury me in them! I will massacre them all! Ha!”

She bared her teeth like a hunting predator. Her long, platinum blonde ponytail swinging behind her as she swiveled her head back and forth searching the darkness for any sign of goblins. Veena was nearly naked save for the swirls of warpaint decorating her tanned body. She liked it that way. It made her feel unencumbered. Free to kill goblins. Her muscles rippled and goblin blood stained her boots. Her sling cradled her ample breasts and her thong threaded between her toned buttocks. Her empty scabbard banged against one shapely hip.

She was about to shout again, her eyes almost red with fury, when she heard the scuffing of feet on bare stone. She stopped and listened. Her smile spread. She could just make out the soft, familiar, growling chatter of goblins.

The hairs stood up on the back of her neck. Those were no cringing city goblins waiting to be cut down. No squealing farm raiders used to squeezing soft milkmaids. Killing those goblins was so easy that it almost made her feel bad. No, what Veena was hearing was different. It was the guttural language of rock goblins. Hardy, cruel mountain-dwelling killers. Slave-takers and man-eaters.

And they were preparing an ambush for her.

“That’s more like it,” murmured Veena, her smiling hardening. Perhaps this so-called Dungeon Lord had heard her calls for fresh meat. Maybe the fool even thought he had conjured enough goblins to stop her. She would prove him wrong.

She followed the sound of the hushed voices, her sword ready even as she feigned obliviousness. But even though she was allowing herself to be caught in their ambush, she felt the slightest prickle of fear. There were many whispering voices. Many pairs of scuffing feet. Just how many goblins was she facing?

“Come on!” she shouted at the rock ceiling, still addressing the Dungeon Lord. “I want a real fight, Dungeon Wimp! Send me something that might leave a mark!”

Veena’s shouting echoed ahead of her into a chamber of unfinished stone. The stalactites and stalagmites that loomed from the shadows gave her the impression that she was walking into the jaws of a gargantuan beast. She could feel the hungry gaze of the goblins on her body. She knew how they lusted after her. How they hungered for her flesh. She glimpsed movement in the shadows. The slither of a spindly arm. The ducking lurch of a small humanoid shape. Pairs of gleaming yellow eyes suddenly staring at her.

“Mardoch be damned,” cursed Veena. “There are a lot of the devils.”

The rock goblins answered her with a savage cry that spread quickly among the stalagmites. They came charging out with clubs and spears. These were lean, mean goblins with long ears and prominent brows. Their eyes were cruel and when they opened their mouths Veena saw rows of sharp teeth. Flesh eaters!

The first of the goblins to reach her was greeted with a quick stab of her sword through its scrawny chest. It squawked and died in an instant and she kicked it aside. She slashed with her blade, wounding two more goblins and backhanded another onto the ground.

“That’s more like it!” laughed Veena, facing down a rush of at least a dozen rock goblins.

She was in her element, parrying each attack and lopping off limbs. One rascally goblin snatched off the sling holding her breasts and she yowled and took off his head with a swing of her sword. Two more goblins fell to her blade and then a trio of the green savages beat her arms and side with clubs. They drove her back, but only for a moment. She drove forward again, regaining the momentum and battering aside their attacks with her superior human strength.

“That’s right!” she laughed running one of the goblins through. “You cannot best the Goblin Killer! I thought you creatures might finally have your revenge today! I’ve slain so many! I swim through rivers of goblin blood! HA! And I have more to pour out!”

She took off two more goblin heads and battered the remaining goblins back towards the stalagmites. She savored her latest victory, but a part of her almost regretted that she was winning. She knew her slaughter of the goblins had to be repaid at some point and she had truly believed today might be that day.

“To the pit with you!” She shouted and drove the surviving goblins into the darkness of the stalagmites. A club shot out and thumped her arm. Another knocked her knee painfully and she staggered. More pairs of goblin eyes appeared. A lot more.

Too many more.

“Oh… oh Mardoch,” muttered Veena, realizing she was caught in their trap. “They’ve finally got me.”

At least twenty goblins came rushing out from among the stalagmites. She desperately tried to defend herself from the stabbing goblin spears, but this only left her vulnerable to their clubs. She was battered down to her knees and a goblin threw a weighted net over her body. Another goblin cinched the net tight over her, pinning her arms to her body and squeezing the net tightly against her face and her breasts. She let out a cry as the net bit into her soft mounds and her stiff nipples poked through the ropes.

“You don’t have me yet,” she cried, trying to raise her sword to cut through the net. The goblins saw what she was doing and pried the weapon loose from her grasp. She felt it slip away and a pair of cackling goblins began to fight over the blade.

The others were upon her. They did not kill her as she expected. They squeezed and poked and tore at her thong. She gasped as she was pushed onto her hands and knees, goblin hands reaching into the net to grope at her naked body. A goblin sniffed at her cunt. Another pinched and pulled at her nipples until she was crying out with pain.

“Is that what you want? You demented little perverts! All you creatures think about is sex!” Veena laughed feeling a hot thrill as the goblins squeezed and spanked her tawny ass. “I can take you! I’m not some farm girl! I am Veena!”

The rock goblins spoke only their savage tongue, cackling and chattering to one another in a frenzy of excitement. That initial, violent rush to grope and squeeze and punish Veena gave way to their hot, panting lust. She felt their cocks prodding against her. Poking beneath their loincloths. They rolled her onto her back with her arms pinned behind her by the net. Her legs were spread. The goblins looked down at their trophy.

“Come on then,” taunted Veena. “I’m not afraid of those little pricks! Show me what you’re nnnn!”

She groaned aloud as a thin finger stroked her pussy. She grunted and bucked, an electric shock of pleasure shooting through her with surprise.

“Ah! You little… Nnn! Little bastards! Do your f-fucking worst. Do you expect me to enjoy this? I’ll never oh!”

She gasped aloud as two goblins grabbed her, their mouths locking onto her budding nipples, their thin, cracked lips sucking on her nipples as they pumped and massaged her tits.

She groaned, tossing in the net as her pussy was roughly fondled and penetrated with bony fingers. Goblin hands spread her ass and a warm, wet tongue jabbed into her tight divot. She cried out in shock, unable to restrain herself, bucking as the lusty hands of the goblin horde touched and stroked her. Grasped and squeezed her.

“Mnnn! You… ha… you l-little bastards! You think you can make me… ah… make me c-cum! I’d like to see that. I’m no… no milk maiden from some fffffucking village! I’m Veena! Goblin Killer! And if you think… if you think you’re going to make me c-cum with those tiny pricks, then… then bring it on! I’ll fuck you all! I’ll f-fuck you into the floor and when I’m done, escape this net and… and… Mnnnnn!”

She squealed in shock as she felt the stunty cock of one of the goblins press against her pussy. She arched, gasping, as she heard the croaking laughter of the rangy creature, his groan of pleasure rising above the squabbling shrieks of the other goblins. He stood between her legs, leering down at her with his maw filled with pointed teeth, his hands holding her steady as he pushed his cock into her.

“Mnnnn!” Veena moaned, her body tensing under the netting.

“Eeeeeeee!” the goblin cried as he began to furiously thrust, fucking her like a piece of farm machinery, furiously rutting into her pussy as if afraid of being pulled off her before he had a chance to cum.

“Mmmm! G-go on! Give me all you’ve got you pathetic little f-fucking bastard! I can… I can barely f-feel that toothpick you call a cock! G-go on! Fuck me. Fuck me you little bastard! Fuck me hard!”

Veena wasn’t even sure what she was saying anymore. Her face was flushed hot. Her head pounding. Her body tingling and pulse racing. She awkwardly thrust her hips against the goblin, half in the hopes of knocking the creature off, half to drive his puny prick deeper into herself.

“Ha! You call… call yourself a man! You can barely ah… can barely f-fuck me!” she gasped, taunting the goblin even as he rutted her. “Go on! T-try and… try and make me c-cum! Try to… to… Oh f-fuuuuuck!”

Veena wailed as the runty goblin squealed, his prick quivering in her clutching cunny as the little monster came, the feel of his oily spunk spurting inside her pushing her over the edge. Ecstasy, unwanted and unexpected, burst through her body as her muscles tightened around him. Veena’s orgasm was shameful, delightful, and thrilling in equal measures.

Panting, her body feeling suddenly loose, she sagged upon the stone, groaning as the two goblins on her breasts continued to suck and tongue her nipples. “F-filthy m-monsters,” she whimpered as the goblin between her legs grinned, withdrawing his cock from her pussy with a lewd slurping sound, his prick twitching with oozing cum.

The goblin suddenly squealed as he was grabbed and hurled aside, a new goblin eagerly moving forward.

“S-so, you want some too?” Veena said, her heart quickening, a wild grin alighting upon her lips. “F-fine! I’ll take all of you. Any number!”

The new goblin cackled, grabbing her hips, but before he could fill her another goblin suddenly came near, grabbing him and snarling. The pair growled at one another, clearly angry at which would get the opportunity to fuck her.

“Stupid curs!” Veena said, undulating her hips, lifting her bum off the stone floor suggestively. “I have more than one hole, pathetic creatures.”

The two goblins looked at her quickly, drawn to the display. They grinned, suddenly scrambling over one another to get at her.

Veena laughed at the crude creatures. “Look at you! Pathetic little monsters. Do you think I-- Mmmmph!”

She was suddenly cut off as a bony hand grabbed her head, turned it around, and a goblin cock was thrust into her mouth. She groaned at the vile taste of the runty little creature, his fingers tightening in her hair as he began to eagerly rut her mouth. The goblin hissed with delight as his warty little pickle of a cock pumped forcefully between her lips.

No sooner was this done she felt the other two goblins finally manage to fill her pussy and ass, the warrior maiden groaning in delight as her tight bottom and overstuffed cunny were filled with more goblin cock, the warty bumps on their shafts stroking her inner walls in ways she’d never dreamed were possible.

“Mmmmphmm! Mmmmm!” she taunted as one goblin fucked her mouth and the other two fucked her creamy cunt and clenching ass. The goblins that had been sucking on her tits began to wank their cocks and rub them against her spit-damp mounds. They teased her sensitive buds with their hard little cocks. She wanted to mock them for it, but she was getting her throat tickled by the head of a goblin cock and could only gurgle submissively.

Pleasure shot through her again, causing her to buck her hips and making her pussy and ass spasm in rhythmic pleasure around the invading goblin cocks. The goblin fucking her mouth suddenly squealed and let loose with a choking torrent of oily seed. It stuffed her gulping throat and overflowed her lips to drip down in milky rivulets on either side of her mouth.

“Godsssss!” she gasped as his cock pulled free. She lifted her head to glare at the other two goblins, clinging to her body and thrusting away at her turned hips. “You little brutes! You think you’re real men? Ha! Y-you… you’re just… runts! AAHHHH!”

She threw back her head and wailed as another climax shook her body. Her pleasure was enough to drive both of her lovers over the edge and she was saluted with a pulsating double eruption from two goblin cocks. Her clutching pussy and clenching ass were stuffed full of hot goblin spunk. In the midst of this eruption, the two goblins rubbing their cocks on her tits erupted too. She felt the hot, oily cum spattering her tits and dripping down to her abdomen. They snarled and yipped and coated her breasts in their filthy goo.

All four goblins staggered away from her, but Veena scarcely had a moment to recover. An entire platoon of goblins was creeping towards her with lust gleaming in their yellow eyes. Some were already stroking bumpy green cocks. Others were reaching out with jagged claws to grope and squeeze her luscious human flesh.

“Come on, all of you,” taunted Veena, staring at them defiantly. “I’ll suck you all! I’ll take every cock! Bring those pathetic little dicks over here! That’s it! AAAHHMMMMMPHHHMM!”

Her taunting was silenced by a horde of goblins surrounding her head. They pulled at her hair and slapped and pinched her dangling tits as they held her on her knees. She sucked their cocks. Relentlessly slurping and moaning and taking hot gushes of goblin cum down her throat, onto her breasts, and all over her face.

While Veena was debasing herself and sucking off the horde of goblins, another gang was shoving and snarling to have the next turn with one of her other holes. Most chose her frothy, spunk-smeared pussy, but a few climbed onto her back, claws braced on her hips as they squatted and fed their cocks into her cum-lubed ass.

“Oh, you think you can breed me?” cried Veena, casting a glance over her shoulder and her long line of lovers. Her hips marked with scratches. Her holes sore and aching with constant fucking. “Go ahead and try! I don’t think cocks that small could ever—MPHH!”

Her head was yanked back down on a goblin cock and she gurgled and resumed sucking.

The frenzied rutting of goblins filled the cave with yips and snarls of pleasure. Veena choked down another load of goblin cum. She was sick with it sloshing in her belly. She was cumming herself, squeezing another load from a bumpy goblin cock spurting in her well-fucked pussy.

“More,” she gasped. “I can take you… MMMMPH!”

She hardly had a chance to get her taunts out with so many goblins around her. More than twenty. More than thirty? Veena glimpsed some strange portal in a nearby room. Goblins were crowding out of it.

An endless supply of horny, cruel rock goblins hungry for revenge on Veena the Goblin Killer.


2

Dearly Departing

“I can hear them still going at it,” said Alfie Ivanhoe. The Dungeon Lord watched in the silver mirror as Myssandra reached around him from behind and finished lacing his silk shirt. “It sounds like they are going berserk on the poor woman. And are those drums I’m hearing? Where did they even get drums?”

“You heard her, master,” purred Myssandra, her crimson lips pressed to Alfie’s ear. “Veena wanted a challenge. I think all those rock goblins should keep her fully occupied.”

A womanly howl echoed through the dungeon. Alfie cocked his head. He wasn’t sure if it was pain or pleasure. Or maybe both.

“I just don’t want them to kill her,” said Alfie, meeting Myssandra’s glittering gaze in the mirror’s reflection.

“They know your will and cannot defy it, master,” she said stroking his chest and down to his abdomen.

He cut a glance over his shoulder before her hands could get any lower.

“Weren’t we in a hurry to get ready?” He reminded her.

“Yes, of course, master,” she said and draped a heavy, fur-trimmed cloak over his shoulders.

Myssandra’s high-heeled boots clicked on the stone floor as she walked over to the wardrobe and retrieved a box from one of the drawers. Alfie watched in the reflection as she opened the box and took out a golden amulet on a thick golden chain.

She stood behind him, looming over him with her height advantage and resting the softness of her bust against the back of his neck and shoulders. She lowered the amulet over his head to rest against his chest and settled the chain against his neck.  The side of the amulet that rested against Alfie’s chest was emblazoned with the name of his uncle, Tiberius Ivanhoe, in plain script. The amulet’s outward-facing side was emblazoned with the symbol of a castle and eye surrounded by intricate designs and runes he could not decipher.

“What is it?” asked Alfie.

“This is your amulet of membership in the Secret Society of Protectors. The other Dungeon Lords are required to honor and respect you as a fellow member. So long as you wear this amulet, you will be safe in the Deep Shrine.”

“And what if I lose it?” he asked, lifting the heavy amulet and turning it over in his hand.

“Then any of your rivals may assassinate you and the Deep Shrine itself will unleash its defenses on you as if you are an invader.” She pressed her lips close to his ear and added, “Beware, master. The Deep Shrine is a fortress. A secret dungeon a thousand times deadlier than any ruled by the Dungeon Lords.”

“You think they will try to take my amulet then?” he asked.

“They will try. By rules and by traditions, they will try to strip you of it, have you flayed alive and then feed you to the pit worms beneath the Deep Shrine.” She nibbled at Alfie’s ear. Her hand roamed down to his trousers and massaged him through the fabric. “Unless you can persuade Lord Heraxon that you are not a threat to his power.”

Alfie didn’t really like the idea of being flayed, alive or dead, and definitely did not want to end up as a snack for some giant worm. But he was proud. He didn’t take to groveling or pleading. After witnessing Lord Heraxon’s cruelty at Josephine’s wedding, he was not inclined to bend the knee to the master of the Dungeon Lords.

“I will do what I must to save my neck,” said Alfie, feeling a surge of righteous anger in his chest, “but I am not going to serve that creep. He’s a monster, Myssandra. And not the good kind. Not like you.”

“I’m the ‘good kind’?” She wrinkled her nose and pouted her lips. “I am insulted, master. To begin with, I am a demon, not a monster, and I am certainly not ‘good.’”

“I’ve figured out that you are good at a lot of things, Myssandra,” said Alfie, turning to face her.

Myssandra, always intimidatingly beautiful, was stunning. Her golden curls were piled up atop her head and secured with a siler band. She wore a gold-flecked black corset that lifted her plump breasts into an impressive display of her supple flesh. Her long legs and hips were accentuated by multiple sheer layers of a gold-flecked skirt. Alfie could see her lovely body faintly visible in silhouette within the layers of that skirt. Her high heeled boots added to Myssandra’s towering height so that Alfie found himself looking up into her smoky eyes from just above the level of her breasts.

“By Mardoch,” he muttered as he looked her slowly up and down. “You’ve never been more beautiful, Myssandra.”

“Thank you, master,” she said, blushing noticeably. “It is important that we make a good impression upon the other Dungeon Lords. An elegant assistant speaks well of your power and authority.”

Alfie hardly felt like he had much authority over Myssandra, even if she constantly referred to him as “master.” He decided to keep that to himself. Instead, he took her hand and kissed her long, slender fingers.

“With you on my arm, I will surely seem to be the most powerful Dungeon Lord in the Deep Shrine.”

Myssandra giggled with delight, clearly surprised by the gesture.

“Oh, master,” she moaned, pulling her hand from his grasp. “There are some preparations you must make here in the dungeon before we leave. Summon the Gaunt Watcher back to his post and advise your minions – the ones not currently beating the drums and having their way with that barbarian slut – of what to do in your absence.”

“Later,” said Alfie, smitten by his beautiful assistant. “First… there are some preparations you and I must make together. Here in the bedroom.”

Myssandra cocked an eyebrow and a smirk. “Why master! That almost feels like a command. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you were starting to warm to your task as Dungeon Lord.”

“I have had a great teacher,” Alfie said. He’d decided to be bold with the demoness, but what that looked like still eluded him. But he’d seen enough men in the taverns act confidently with the tavern girls. Now how did they do it? Oh yeah. Sitting down on the chair near the mirror, he reached out, grabbing her hip and pulling her onto his lap.

He regretted it almost instantly, having forgotten how heavy Myssandra could be. He grunted as her plush bottom landed firmly in his lap, her slinky dress tight against her pale rump. Myssandra laughed, but it was not as scathing as it sometimes was. “My, my, master! You are getting bold,” she said, leaning against him, her body gently arching to allow Alfie an excellent glimpse down the plunging V of her shirt.

“H-have I?” he said, rallying as he got his breath back, reaching up and cupping her breast. “Maybe I’m getting a hang of this whole being the boss thing.”

Myssandra giggled as he gave her plush bosom a squeeze. “Mmm. Maybe, master. But regardless, I can’t have us stripping out of these outfits after we spent so long putting them on.”

“Well-”

“But perhaps I can find us a solution,” she said, leaning in closer.

“Oh?”

“Oh yes,” Myssandra purred, and her flawless red lips descended on his in a hungry kiss.

Alfie shivered as her lips locked with his. Her tongue teased his lips, and at once his mouth opened. Myssandra wasted not a moment before her tongue moved with his, dancing the dental tango. He groaned as her ass began to grind into his lap, rubbing his cock through his trousers, somehow imparting the slinky tightness of the silk onto his needy manhood.

“Mmmm,” Myssandra hummed. “You’re getting… better… master…”

“B-better,” Alfie gasped, his breath hot and fast, his mouth tasting sweetly of her mouth.

“Oh yes. When I first brought you to the dungeon, you’d have creamed your pants already.”

Alfie blushed hot as a forge, but he knew she was right. “W-well…”

“So let me reward you, master,” Myssandra purred, sliding out of his lap and between his legs. “For proving yourself so… able…”

Alfie’s brows rose as Myssandra eased open the front of his fancy trousers, his cock almost instantly springing to attention, instantly captured by Myssandra’s waiting hand. She gave him a smirk, her fingers delicately gliding up and down his manhood, sending a shudder of pure lust aching down into his balls.

“Oh f-fuuuuck!” Alfie groaned.

“All that said, master,” Myssandra said, leaning in, inhaling deeply. “On some level, I hope it’s never too hard to get you… mmm… hard…”

Alfie was about to assure her that could never happen, but instead he gave another groan of pure ecstasy as her mouth opened and she swallowed him to the root. “Oh f-fuuuuuck!” Alfie moaned.

“Mmmm, Myssandra hummed as she began to bob, her lips forming a perfect seal around Alfie’s cock. She reached her hand down, cradling his balls, gently cradling, and stroking him as she did her wonderful work.

Alfie grabbed her head, trying not to ruin her immaculate hairdo even he pushed her down onto his cock, thrusting up eagerly into her hungry mouth. This was another thing he’d never have dared do not so long ago, too terrified of Myssandra taking offense or, once he knew her true nature, ripping his head off.

But now he had a pretty good idea of what she liked, and so he thrust up, pushed her down, practically choking her on his cock. Or would have, if the concept of ‘gag-reflex’ wasn’t something entirely meaningless to a war demoness like Myssandra. As it was, he felt the tight suction of her mouth wrapping his cock with vengeful ease, his manhood throbbing and balls churning with excitement as she did her work.

“Oh f-fuck,” Alfie gasped. “Myssandra. That’s… that’s so… ah… so g-good. Fuck. I… I’m close. Faster. Fucking f-faster. Myssandra. Oh M-Myssandra yes. Yes! Oh, fucking yesssss!”

Alfie groaned, shuddering, his cock throbbing as he suddenly unloaded the full thickness of his cum into her hungry mouth, his body bucking in ecstasy as that sweet high swept through him in a tingling wave.

Myssandra moaned happily, her lashes fluttering as she drank his spurting cum, swallowing it with uncanny ease, her lips lovingly suckling his cock to milk every drop from his quivering manhood. Alfie held her head down on his lap as he emptied himself into her mouth. His head tilted back with the height of his pleasure.

“Mmm,” Myssandra hummed, lifting her lips from his shriveling cock, mouth popping free audibly. She gave him a lazy smirk, her long lashes fluttering.

“Mmm. Thank you, master. That was delicious.”

“A-anytime,” Alfie gasped.

“On no, master. Not anytime,” Myssandra said, and the earnestness of her voice gave him pause, her hand grasping his leg. He gave her a surprised look, but her steely gaze silenced him.

“Huh?”

“I’ve been amused to see you enjoy the many pleasures of other women, master. But at the meeting, you must keep it in your pants. Many of the other Dungeon Lords have creatures of unutterable beauty at their beck and call, and they will happily use them to try and get that amulet off you. And if they do so, master, you will last about as long as a maiden’s virginity at a satyr feast.”

“That bad, huh?” Alfie said.

“Worse than I could ever relate,” she purred, tucking his wilting cock back into his trousers and lacing him up. She rose and towered over him, stroking him affectionately and with a curious smile quirking her lips. “Whatever differences we have had in the past, master, it would be a terrible shame to see you scourged and fed to the worms. I should like to keep you around a while. To see where our… partnership leads.”

“Thanks,” said Alfie, swallowing hard. “I suppose I had better get to those, uh, preparations.”

“Yes, very good, master. I will fix my lipstick…”

Alfie cast a last glance over his shoulder at Myssandra, painting those plush lips a ruby red that made his damp cock twitch in his trousers. He shivered and stumbled off towards the Dungeon Table to recall the Gaunt Watcher to desk duty and lecture some rambunctious gnomes.
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Abandoned Most Hope

Myssandra’s translocation spell felt different. There was the same burning roar of flames and the same gut-wrenching sense of falling, but there was more. A feeling as if Alfie was being thrown through something very hard. Plunging into the earth. His body smashing through walls of stone again and again before meeting a wall of slicing daggers. Just as he was certain he was being torn to ribbons, the sensation of the daggers vanished, and he appeared with a thunderclap that boomed and echoed through a vast subterranean chamber.

There was a damp, underground chill in the air. They had arrived in a massive anteroom with smooth dark walls, too large to be fully illuminated by the blue torches that flickered in sconces along one side of the room. They were standing on a platform made from a single massive stone of polished basalt. Ritual circles were chiseled and gilded every few paces. Alfie and Myssandra had arrived standing in one, its golden runes still faintly glowing with the magic of their arrival.

Before them was the grand façade of a castle, complete with staircases, battlements, and turrets, all carved from natural stone as if by magic or an army of workmen. It was a bizarre sight, dark and ominous and purely ornamental. The actual entrances into the Deep Shrine seemed to be several tunnels at the base of this false castle.

Alfie staggered uncertainly after the harrowing journey. Myssandra caught him by the elbow and drew him against her soft, inviting bosoms. He steadied himself and realized they were being watched by a platoon of short, hooded figures. Glowing red eyes stared at him from within the hoods of their robes.

“Um, hello,” said Alfie. “I am Aflie –“

Myssandra squeezed his arm to silence him. She smiled, stepped towards the gathering of robed men, and confidently announced, “Dungeon Lord Alfred Ivanhoe of the Happy Endings Dungeon.”

“Jebba, jebba,” chorused a group of a dozen of the diminutive figures. They peeled off from the larger group and marched forward, half of them surrounding Myssandra and the other half surrounding Alfie. Although they barely came up to Alfie’s waist, their disturbingly forceful hands grabbed at Alfie’s trousers and the hem of Myssandra’s gown and began to separate the Dungeon Lord from his assistant.

“Whoa, hey, what is happening?” Alfie stumbled to avoid stepping on one of the little hooded men.

“Do not be afraid, master,” said Myssandra, looking at him over her shoulder as the tiny men began to lead her towards a dark tunnel. “These are the underlings. They serve the rules and the Deep Shrine, but they don’t work for any of the Dungeon Lords. They won’t hurt you as long as you keep your amulet around your neck.”

“R-right,” said Alfie, touching the amulet for reassurance as he hobbled reluctantly along with the underlings towards a different dark tunnel. “But where are they taking you? Why are they separating us?”

“You’re going to the inner sanctum,” she called, her voice beginning to echo as she approached the tunnel. “Assistants are not allowed inside. I will be with the other assistants in the servant’s billet until I am needed. Just be on your guard for…”

Whatever she said after that was lost to the distant echoing of the tunnel as Myssandra disappeared into the darkness. Alfie felt a great sense of loneliness and fear welling up inside him. Then one of the underlings gave him a shove that almost knocked him over and he resumed stumbling along with them towards his own ominously dark tunnel.

Behind him, a flash of golden light and another resounding boom signaled the arrival of another Dungeon Lord. Alfie leaned back to try to see who it was.

“Jebba!” insisted one of the underlings, giving Alfie a shove and denying him any such glimpse of the new arrival.

“Alright, alright,” said Alfie. “I’ll go where you want.”

“Jebba,” replied the small figure and he was answered by several others who seemed pleased with Alfie’s acquiescence.

The little underlings herded Alfie down the dark tunnel and out into a palatial, two-floor hall, carpeted in crimson and resplendent with antique furniture, glowing candelabras, and tapestries depicting monsters and maidens that seemed to disappear into the time-darkened threads. A quartet of underling musicians plucked at miniature stringed instruments and more underlings carrying silver trays provided refreshments for the guests.

And there were many guests. Well-dressed men, women, and creatures that were not quite human mingled in the hall. Each wore a Dungeon Lord’s amulet, and each turned slowly towards the entrance as Alfie arrived.

The murmur of conversation ebbed and the group of underlings surrounding Alfie scampered off in different directions like vermin fleeing a torch. Alfie wanted to turn back and run into the darkness. He looked at the scowling faces, most of them much older than him, some of them strange and disturbing.

“Alfred!” a voice called out to him from the crowd.

Alfie grinned with relief as Lord Ramone Brookwyne pushed past a withered old ghoul and came out to greet Alfie. The debonair Dungeon Lord was holding a red cocktail in one hand and a long, slender cigar in the other. An underling followed along beside him to sweep up the ashes as they dropped from his cigar.

“Lord Brookwyne,” said Alfie, offering the handsome Dungeon Lord his hand. “I can’t tell you how good it is to see you.”

“Ramone, please, Alfred,” laughed Lord Brookwyne, shaking Alfie’s hand, and giving him a friendly nudge with his elbow. “I know the Deep Shrine is intimidating and the other lords don’t help. Don’t mind the hostile stares, that’s how they greet everyone. These old skeletons are never very welcoming to new blood unless it’s gushing out on the stones in their dungeons. Some of them still call me ‘boy’ or ‘welp’ and I’ve been coming for three decades. Doesn’t show in my face, does it? Moisturizers, Alfie.”

“Ah, huh?” Alfie was overwhelmed and not able to do much more than nod as Ramone led him away from the entrance and up a grand staircase to the second floor of the hall.

“Alfie, friends are hard to come by in the Deep Shrine, especially since Heraxon has turned the place into his cult of personality, but I have some lords you should meet. Trust me, they may look scary, but they’re the best hope you have for camaraderie in this forsaken pit. Ah, cocktail? Loosen you up. Have a drink.”

Ramone scooped a glass of something blue and bubbling from the tray of a passing underling and handed the glass to Alfie.

Alfie sniffed at the drink and it nearly made him sneeze. He took a sip and it was too sweet, but burned his throat as he swallowed. He decided not to drink anything else as long as he was in the Deep Shrine.

“By the way, how is Myssandra?” asked Ramone, casting a sly glance over at Alfie. “Still up to her tricks?”

Alfie felt his face grow hot with an unexpected rush of jealous anger. Ramone’s question had reminded Alfie of the handsome Dungeon Lord’s affair with Myssandra. Fortunately, they arrived at a small group of guests before Alfie could say something he would surely regret.

The three guests were as outlandish as they were different from one another. There was a massive man with a thick beard and long, braided hair. His brow was dark and his eyes were darker. He held a beer stein in his hands as big as a bucket and his robe was stitched roughly from pelts and lined with mismatched furs. His scarred face split into a grin.

“This big one here is Tor Poskov,” said Ramone. “We call him the Brute, but don’t be fooled by his scary appearance. Tor is a gentle giant.”

“Hello, cub,” said Tor, clapping Alfie on the shoulder so hard that Alfie almost flipped forward. “You are son of Tiberius?”

“Nephew,” said Alfie, straightening up.

“Mean bastard,” laughed Tor. “I liked him very much. Maybe I like you! Ha ha!”

“This pin-striped man next to Tor is Zanzaveel Lusha,” said Ramone. “We call him the Wizard. For obvious reasons.”

Zanzaveel smiled slightly and snapped his pudgy fingers. A tiny flaming bat flashed into existence, flew up above Zanzaveel’s head, circled once, and exploded like a miniature firework.

“Magic is my trade,” said Zanzaveel, curling his mustache with a finger. “Spells are how I punish the vermin who dare enter my dungeon.”

“Garish parlor tricks,” said the woman standing beside Zanzaveel. She rolled her eyes and offered Alfie her hand. “He uses monsters and traps like the rest of us. My name is Poppy Tolwyn. This bunch likes to call me the Waif. An insulting name. You may call me Poppy. Or Miss Tolwyn.”

“S-sure, right, Miss Tolwyn,” said Alfie.

Poppy Tolwyn was a very petite and almost skeletally slender woman with a soft, high voice, large, dark eyes, pale skin, and hair so blonde that it was nearly white. She was pretty in the haunting way of an old painting of someone you knew was long dead. A ghostly beauty only enhanced by the sheer layers of her gown. She seemed all the smaller because of the huge amulet hanging against her tiny breasts.

“We were very sorry to hear about your uncle’s demise,” said Poppy. “He was always the life of these gatherings and now it is nothing but fawning over Heraxon. Not a soul left to talk to who won’t stick a knife in your back.”

“Other than me,” said Tor. “I give you knife in front. Ha ha!”

The bearded giant made a stabbing motion towards Alfie so believable that Alfie swore he felt an invisible knife plunge into his guts. He doubled up and grunted. Tor clapped him on the shoulder and laughed uproariously.

“Don’t mind the Brute,” said Zanzaveel. “Ramone tells us you have been making bold changes to your uncle’s dungeon. That you are offering the visitors a… good time, yes?”

“Well, I am still protecting the Dungeon Heart, I’m still using monsters, but, yes, I don’t want to hurt anyone.”

Tor cursed in a foreign tongue. Poppy muttered.

“Oh, come now, my friends,” said Zanzaveel. “Hear the boy out. After all, we each have our own methods. I often keep my visitors alive. There are so many uses for a good hero. Send them to another realm to lure a powerful demon. Imprison them in a crystal to power a golem. Harvest their blood for a ritual to summon a blood elemental. You know, all the old tricks.”

“Zanzaveel has a point,” said Poppy grudgingly. “I do let my favorite wraiths suck out the occasional soul, so long as it does not rob the Haunted Crypt of the flames it needs to endure.”

“He said not hurt anybody,” growled Tor. “How we protect the dungeon and not hurt anybody?”

They turned to Alfie expectantly. He looked at Ramone, but the suave Dungeon Lord seemed to be waiting for an answer just like the others.

“Well, ah,” Alfie stammered and felt like backing away from them, “you see, when I started out, I wanted to be a h—”

The dreadful note of a gong interrupted Alfie and silenced the conversations throughout the hall. Every guest turned towards the black iron double doors on the first level as they were pulled open by an entire team of underlings. A pair of black-armored knights marched into the room. Steam emanated from their gleaming armor and cold blue eyes glowed within their helms.

“Revenant Knights,” whispered Ramone. “Heraxon’s personal guards are permitted into the Deep Shrine now? That is troubling.”

A mist rolled into the room behind the knights. A chill settled over the guests. A palpable fear of what might emerge. Master Lord Gaius Heraxon made his entrance like a conquering general come to gloat over his defeated foes. He was lean, handsome, and dressed in a tight-fitting black tunic complete with gold epaulets and medals pinned to his chest. His close-cropped hair and a dueling scar added to his martial appearance. He wore a sword on his hip and a flamboyant red cape that flapped and fluttered in the cool air that followed him into the room.

His silvery gray eyes surveyed the gathering. His chin lifted arrogantly as Dungeon Lords bowed before him. A few went down to their knees and reached for him like pilgrims to a prophet. He held out a hand and allowed them to kiss his bony fingers.

A giggling laugh drew Alfie’s attention. There was a woman lurking in the shadows not far from Heraxon. She was incredibly voluptuous and ghostly pale, with long, dark hair that spilled down her shoulders. Her lovely body seemed to burst from a threadbare gown, stitched and re-stitched and left hanging open in a way that only enhanced her strange beauty. Her eyes were dark and sparkling. Her lips curled into a smile as she covered them with a hand and giggled some more.

Lord Heraxon seemed to notice the woman and she came swaying out of the shadows and to his side. He embraced her and she laced her arms around his neck, pressing to him and kissing his cheek. He murmured something to her and then pushed her away. She pouted for a moment but soon was looking on like all the others as Heraxon strode to the center of the room.

Lord Heraxon searched the crowd again. Alfie shifted a step sideways, trying to hide behind Tor’s massive body. It was no use. Those silvery-gray eyes caught Alfie lurking and Lord Heraxon started towards him.

Alfie stopped trying to hide. He awaited his doom, his heart thudding away in his chest. Ramone and the others stepped back, as though the fury in Heraxon’s icy stare might cause Alfie to explode. 

“Alfred Ivanhoe,” said Lord Heraxon. “We meet again. Under better circumstances.”

Heraxon reached out and Alfie flinched. A chuckle ran through the watching crowd and Alfie realized that Heraxon had offered him a bony hand to shake. He took it reluctantly, feeling the crushing strength in the Master Lord’s grip. He tried to squeeze hard in reply, but he was no match. He yanked his hand free, prompting more chuckles from the other lords.

“Master Lord Heraxon,” said Alfie. “I would say it is a pleasure to meet you, but I am pretty sure you want to kill me so I have mixed feelings.”

Alfie’s dark humor landed with a thud amid the silence. Heraxon’s sunken cheek twitched almost imperceptibly. Then Tor burst out laughing, holding his belly as if he might be sick with the humor. Heraxon smiled coldly. Poppy nudged the giant and Tor finally quieted and wiped his tears of laughter from his eyes.

“I fear you have the wrong idea about me, my boy,” said Heraxon. “If I wanted you dead, then you would be dead. I only wish to preserve the Secret Society of Protectors and maintain the stability of the dungeons that guard the ancient and powerful treasures of Aropa. When a child enters our sacred congregation with radical ideas about how a dungeon should operate I am willing to help him see the light. So long as he does not conspire against our very purpose. With our most hated enemies.”

Alfie recognized that baleful stare. It was the one Lord Heraxon had given him when he invaded Princess Josephine’s wedding ball. It was the stare a man with his hand raised would give to the insect that had just landed on his arm. A hateful stare that seemed intended to make Alfie cower in fear.

But Alfie had seen his share of bullies. Something in him recognized those drunk mercenaries and those louts at the bar in the cold words of Lord Heraxon. It inflamed his sense of honor. His pride in himself and his protectiveness towards Princess Josephine.

“Hate seems a bit of a strong word. I may be young by the standards of this,” Alfie glanced around and looked at several of the white-haired, desiccated old Dungeon Lords, “lively group, but I’m old enough to know that hate comes from fear. I’m not afraid of Princess Josephine just like I’m not afraid of the women who enter my dungeon.”

“Why should you be?” sneered Heraxon. “You have betrayed your duty and formed a perverse alliance with these women. I saw you embracing the very woman who crusades against us.”

Guests growled and muttered. They looked angrily at Alfie.

“I do not support Princess Josephine’s crusade against the Dungeon Lords. But her crusade is born of the same fear towards us that you exhibit towards her—”

“I am not AFRAID!” shouted Heraxon, the last word so loud and sharp that it echoed in the hall. “Fear is what animals feel when they know their doom is upon them. It is what thieves and brigands feel when they try to rob our dungeons of our sacred treasure. What pompous knights feel when they are confronted with their own deaths and clerics when faced with the inadequacy of their heathen god. They should be afraid! They should fear us!”

Heraxon turned to the gathering.

“For too long we have retreated to our individual dungeons, each an island of unmoving strength amid the chaos of Aropa. But in our solitude lies a weakness. They may confront us and deal with us one-by-one until none remains. Their crusade will succeed! Together, my friends, we will forge a new era. The dungeons united. Our powers combined!”

“And let me guess, you’ll be in control of all the power?” said Alfie.

Lord Heraxon snarled with fury, spinning as he reached for the sword on his hip. But before he could draw it from its sheath, another gong rang and reverberated through the hall.

Tor pushed past them, instantly breaking the tension. Others began to fall in behind Tor as they moved in the direction of red doors that had been propped open by underlings.

“Where are you going?” called Alfie.

“Dinner is being served,” said Poppy, gliding past him.
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Fresh Meat

It was a feast like no other. Underlings scurried about the table with trays heaped with steaming meat, glazed vegetables, stuffed pies, stews, soups, and strange crustaceans boiled to bright orange and red. There were wheels of cheese, dishes of herbed butter, cream, and sauces to ladle onto every delicacy. There were endless carafes of wine and underlings toting kegs of ale and mead upon their backs.

Alfie picked at what he really hoped was a pork loin in some sort of peppery sauce. It tasted good, but there was something a little off about it. A little gamey.

The other Dungeon Lords were not such picky eaters. They stuffed food into their mouths and splattered their robes and gowns with the dripping victuals. Even the more refined lords were tucking into their suppers with relish. Ramone boasted about some recent knight he had lured into his dungeon, sloshing wine from his goblet and gulping down bites of meat as he recounted the lewd tale. Tor, seated on Alfie’s other side, was even more ravenous. He scooped up scalding hot steaks in his shovel-sized hands and bit into the meat without waiting for it to cool. He growled and winced but did not slow in his gluttonous feasting.

Only Poppy, who was not eating at all, and Lord Heraxon, who was meticulously slicing up a filet of beef, were showing any sort of good manners. Alfie wasn’t exactly thrilled at that, but was more than happy to endure it, so long as it meant the attention was off him.

Unfortunately, that anonymity did not last long.

Midway through dinner, Lord Heraxon suddenly raised his knife and tapped it against his glass, the clear chime ringing through the dining room despite the feeding of the guests. Dungeon Lords paused as Heraxon rose with a creak, his thin fingers grasping his glass and lifting it.

“My fellows of this great brotherhood,” he said, his voice carrying clear across the silence, which made Alfie wonder if he was using some sort of spell. “We gather in these great halls once more to meet, but this shall be the first time we are doing so without some among us.”

Alfie slowly lowered his knife and fork. He had a bad feeling about this, and when he caught Heraxon’s eye and saw the older man smirk, he knew he was in trouble.

“This shall be the first time in many years we shall hold council without one of our finest members. A member held in great esteem by us all. I speak of course of Lord Tiberius Ivanhoe.”

Alfie felt his stomach knot and sink to his groin.

“Tiberius and I were good friends, as you all know,” Heraxon said, milking the moment like a farmer desperate to get those last drops from the cow. “A friendship not only of agreement, but of respect. He ran his dungeon with all the vigor of a man who understood the heaviness of our calling. Who never lacked in ways of making sure the infamy of his realm was well known! And our brotherhood is much the lesser for his loss. He shall be missed dearly. So a toast!” Heraxon cried, raising his wine glass. “To Tiberius Ivanhoe! A Dungeon Lord among Dungeon Lords.”

Glasses were raised, and with extreme reluctance, Alfie raised his as well, taking a drink on cue.

“And now, some words from his heir,” Heraxon said.

Alfie choked on his wine, earning some chuckling from around the table. Clearing his throat with a rough cough, he glanced quickly around, feeling heat burn in his face as he felt the eyes of the entire council on him once more. Dammit! But he didn’t dare demur. Not now. Clearing his throat again, rising to his feet, Alfie nervously picked up his glass.

“To ah… to my uncle,” he said, raising his glass, feeling the eyes of the murderous band of lunatics on him. “He was a… man of uh, great… convictions,” Alfie said, recalling all too vividly some of the portraits and paintings of his uncle, most involving the humiliation of lovely women. “A man of… of presence and certainty. I did not know my uncle… well,” he said, catching himself. “But I have seen his presence boldly stamped on every inch of the dungeon I now rule.”

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Heraxon’s grin fade a little at that reminder. Feeling emboldened, annoyed, and possibly a little drunk, Alfie managed a cocky smile.

“And they say you can know a man by the company he keeps, so as I stand here, I’m honored to make the acquaintance of those who knew my uncle well. And in getting to know them, I can rely on them to better show me how my uncle ran his dungeon, and I can take that into account moving forward.”

Heraxon’s smile was gone now, his eyes narrowed and lips thinned, pressed together. Alfie smiled blissfully, raising his drink. “To my uncle! Whom I’m sure wherever he is, is getting everything he always deserved.”

Some uncertain applause answered Alfie’s speech. The Dungeon Lords glancing at one another, not quite sure what to make of the speech. Only Ramone seemed to know, snorting with laughter into a handkerchief embroidered with lace.

“Well said,” Heraxon said icily. He tipped his glass towards Alfie and took another drink.

Alfie sat down, exhaling heavily with relief. Shortly thereafter the next serving was brought out, and Ramone made a gesture to the table.

“Now that we have filled ourselves quite well,” Ramone said smoothly. “I believe we should pick up what was spoken of at the last meeting of the Lords, hm?”

Heraxon scoffed loudly. “That matter you’re always so hung up on?”

“It seems to me a question worthy of scrutiny,” Ramone said, shrugging his thin shoulders airily. “And why not? A mere look at the table here tonight makes it quite evident.”

“The makeup of this brotherhood is hardly an issue,” Heraxon growled with a glare.

“But it is true that the membership of our order seems somewhat lacking in the fairer sex,” Ramone replied.

“And what concern of ours is that?” Heraxon said with a contemptuous sniff. “That our brotherhood does not have more women for you to make eyes at is hardly an issue. We have several female members, I’m sure you’ve noticed. If more are worthy, they will be chosen to inherit their Dungeons. Or,” Heraxon said coldly, “were you thinking of hurrying along matters of succession among us?”

The sudden tension that brought was broken by Ramone’s easy laughter. “My dear Lord Heraxon! I wouldn’t dream of demanding one alter our manner or method of operation. I certainly did not suggest a change to the manner of bequeathing our dungeons to heirs. That would be quite crass indeed.”

Heraxon’s lips twitched. Seeing the lord’s displeasure bolstered Alfie’s spirits. Though he knew it might be unwise, he thrust himself into the fray.

“I am in favor of as many women as possible joining our ranks,” said Alfie. “A woman can rule over a dungeon as well as any man and bring insight borne of her experiences that no man could provide.”

Alfie raised his cup in salute to Poppy. Her dark eyes widened, and the small, ghostly woman smiled and touched her face self-consciously. She seemed about to speak. Lord Heraxon interrupted.

“I am sure our soft new welp has many opinions about matters he little understands,” Lord Heraxon waved dismissively, “but we have been through this time and again, Lord Brookwyne. Women are inherently unsuited to the ruthless task of being a Dungeon Lord. There are a few, yes, but they are exceptions that prove the rule.”

“Women know all the best secrets,” purred a voice not far from Heraxon’s right side. It was the voluptuous, dark-haired beauty who had run to Heraxon when he arrived. She leaned over the table, her ample bust straining at a fine webbing of silk, her sheer gown doing little for her modesty. Her smile was wicked. Her eyes dark and predatory. “We know the most sensitive places on a soft little body. Where to poke and prod. Where to make a man moan with ecstasy, mmmm, or scream in agony. Or both at the same time.”

Alfie realized with a start that the dark-haired beauty was staring right at him from beneath the dark fringe of her hair. She bit her lower lip as she looked at him.

“Eh, thank you, Elsa,” said Heraxon, tipping his cup in the voluptuous woman’s direction. “I cannot say I disagree with you entirely. Women like you do hold a certain power over men.” This produced a chuckle from the other Dungeon Lords and seemed to flatter Elsa. “To my point, my dear, you are an exceptional woman. Few of the fairer sex are twisted enough to employ those dark secrets for the good of the dungeons.”

“I do,” giggled Elsa. “I like to hurt the boys who come into my lair.”

She giggled again, winking at Alfie in a way that made his blood run cold and his cock twitch at the same time. He rose to her menacing challenge.

“Then I offer my toast,” said Alfie, raising his glass, “To women and the best secrets. May they always protect their lairs.”

Elsa laughed with delight and joined the toast. Even Lord Heraxon, compelled by decorum, grudgingly raised his glass, and drank. This moment seemed to culminate the hostilities of the evening and the conversation became much more relaxed and fragmented around the table. Lord Heraxon’s fawning devotees offered toast after toast celebrating and saluting the Master Lord. Alfie dutifully participated.

He was more aware of the way Elsa kept looking in his direction. Lord Brookwyne saw the way they seemed to be eyeing one another and nudged Alfie with an elbow.

“You play with spiders and you will feel their poison bite,” whispered the suave Dungeon Lord. “Elsa Veluria is a madwoman. She tortures her victims and makes them suffer. The last thing you want is her attention.”

“I don’t know,” said Alfie, his face hot with more than wine as he eyed the ravishing brunette across the table. “I could do with a bit of her attention.”

“She will not kill you,” said Lord Brookwyne. “But you might wish she had. The things she could do to a man… a well, I am curious, but even I am not foolhardy enough to risk my soul in her bed. And never forget, young lord, that she serves your most dangerous enemy. Whatever pleasures you might find with her are guided by Heraxon’s cruel hand.”

Alfie glanced down and realized there was literal truth to what Lord Brookwyne was saying as Lord Heraxon’s hand had strayed onto Elsa’s ample thigh. She seemed to be ignoring Heraxon’s caress as it moved deeper and deeper into the darkness under the table. She focused on Alfie as she began to squirm in her seat. Her soft lips curved into a smile that made him forget all about Lord Brookwyne’s warning. Her long lashes fluttered as she stared back at him.

After dinner, there was more mingling and more drinking. Many of the wretched old lords came filing up to Alfie to wish him well. They barely hid the fact that their friendliness was grim curiosity. They were visiting the man in the cage under the gallows before the hanging at dawn. He shook the bony hand of another old geezer and accepted his hollow congratulations.

“You look delicious,” purred a voice from behind Alfie. He stiffened as a soft, cool body pressed against him. Elsa was not as tall as Myssandra, but she was even shapelier, and her hands were just as adventurous. She caressed his hips and reached straight around to the bulge in his trousers. “They are all so bloodless and pathetic. Like rags that have been wrung out. Not you, my juicy young lord. Oh, no,” she whispered, her soft lips against his ear, “you are practically overflowing with nectar.”

She gave his cock a squeeze and nibbled at his earlobe. Alfie, though drunk, had a flash of clarity. The terrifying recollection of having his blood sucked by Ramone’s pet vampire nun.

“You… you’re a vampire,” whispered Alfie.

“Hmmmm? Oh, I have been accused of being one before, but it is not so. Look.” She slipped a sliver dagger from a hidden sheath and held the blade up. Her stark white face appeared next to Alfie’s in the reflection. “No, Lord Ivanhoe, I am something far more dangerous. I am a living woman. A Dungeon Lord.”

“Me too,” he reminded her, his voice sounding like a child’s compared to her husky whisper.

“Ohhhh, yes, then we should… discuss the matters of ruling a dungeon,” she said, taking his hand in hers. “Come, let me show you to my quarters.”

Alfie felt a sudden jolt of fear and he pulled away from the voluptuous beauty.

“Not,” he misspoke, stumbling away from her. “Not, uh, not tonight… I have matters… things…”

“Mmmmm, later then?” she called, betraying no offense at his sudden departure.

“Later,” he said, turning and practically running from her for fear that looking at her luscious body in that gossamer dress any longer might permit his cock to wrest back control of his mind. Alfie could feel her watching him as he bumped his way through the party, apologizing to withered old Dungeon Lords and causing more than one drink to be spilled.

He arrived, with great relief, at Lord Ramone Brookwyne, who immediately pressed a fresh goblet of wine into Alfie’s hands. Alfie gulped it as he fought to catch his breath.

“How does it feel to be the fly that crawled out of the spider’s web, young master?” asked Ramone, an amused twinkle in his eyes.

“Just glad to be alive… to enjoy the delightful company… and the,” Alfie cast his gaze upwards at a chandelier made from human skeletons, “pleasant ambience.”

“My boy, if you make it out of the Deep Shrine I would love to entertain you at my dungeon again. I’ll summon an entire harem of monsters for your entertainment. Dancing serpent girls. Warm, soft, lovely succubae. Perhaps even a slime girl. Really clean out every nook and cranny. All under very strict instructions not to kill you, of course.”

“Of course,” said Alfie, toasting his empty cup towards Ramone. The handsome Dungeon Lord took out a silver flask and refilled Alfie’s goblet with dark, strong-smelling liquid.

“Bravuran todtwazzer,” said Ramone, tipping a little into his own goblet. “It will put hair in places it doesn’t belong.”

Alfie raised the goblet to his lips and took the tiniest of sips. As the alcohol burned his throat, he glanced around the room. Something was happening. A murmur traveling among the Dungeon Lords as underlings spread out through the crowd. The little robed minions were handing envelopes to the various lords. As Alfie watched, several opened their envelopes and all of them began to stare in Alfie’s direction.

“I don’t like the look of this,” muttered Alfie. “What do you think they’re…”

His words trailed off as one of the underlings walked up to Ramone and handed him a small envelope. Almost immediately, another brought an envelope to Alfie and held it out in a tiny, clawlike hand.

“Jebba, jebba,” said the underling, thrusting the envelope at Alife.

“Uh, thanks,” said Alfie, seeing Lord Alfred Ivanhoe inscribed neatly on the envelope. He could feel every Dungeon Lord at the party staring at him as he opened it and took out the small, folded card inside.

Lord Alfred Ivanhoe,

You are cordially invited to the formal inquisition of Lord Alfred Ivanhoe to commence precisely at eight in the morning in the Chamber of Judgement. Master Lord Heraxon will preside and conduct the interrogation.

Refreshments will be served if an execution is to follow.

Master Lord and Founder of the Inquisition of the Secret Society of Protectors

Gaius Heraxon

Alfie lowered the paper. Ramone was looking at him sympathetically.

“He’s going to try to kill me,” muttered Alfie.

“Not try, Alfie. He almost surely will.” Ramone sighed. “Then again, there is always hope so long as you draw breath. I will be rooting for you. Something miraculous might happen.”

“Jebba, jebba,” agreed the underling standing nearby.
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Cold Comforts

Sleep was completely out of the question. Alfie, perhaps unwisely, slipped out of his small room within the Deep Shrine and stumbled his way through dark corridors. He knew that he could not trust anyone, but if there was someone he could trust it had to be Myssandra. At least her position compelled her to obey him.

Maybe she would have some idea of how to escape.

He was barefoot and wearing the silken trousers and shirt that had been left folded on his bed by the underlings. The outfit was very comfortable. Alfie decided that if he somehow managed to survive he would like a pair of Deep Shrine pajamas to take with him back to the dungeon. A souvenir of his near-death experience. 

He was drawn from the cryptlike silence of the inner sanctum towards the echoing revelry of the servants in their section. There were no guards, but the magical torches ensconced on the walls shifted from blue to red, marking a clear dividing line between the regions.

The sound grew louder as he crept towards the doors. The clamor of revelry fairly thundered along with shrieks of laughter, booming shouts, and the tinkling sound of merriment. Such a stark contrast to the gloomy, rigid decorum of the meeting of the Dungeon Lords. Alfie felt himself drawn towards the light, peeking through the archway and into the golden room.

The stone chamber was huge. It was far from as elaborate or well decorated compared to the dining hall of the Dungeon Lords, but it had a hominess and brightness that Alfie found distinctly attractive. The aides of the various lords populated the room, and some must have brought more than one assistant because they positively filled the chamber to bursting.

Alfie wasn’t too surprised to find most weren’t human, but it was still a bit of a shock to see. Near a bar along the wall a burly minotaur hefted a bench over his head, three women who had to be triplets atop it, and who shrieked with laughter and delight at this show of strength. Not far from them, a pair of burly amazons wearing nothing but straps of leather were cheering a third on, who was arm wrestling a massive wolf creature. Meanwhile, the center of the room was clear, skirts fluttering as women danced to a jig being played by a goat-legged girl dancing atop a pile of barrels. Her pipes were clearly enchanted as Alfie felt the almost overpowering urge to join the dancing.

Alfie scanned the crowd, but the sheer size of it and the ever-shifting nature of the party made it near impossible to pick out anyone easily. He hesitated, but though he was loathe to humiliate himself by wandering around in his pajamas at a party that clearly wasn’t for him, he was far more reluctant to offer his neck to the chopping block tomorrow morning.

Taking a fortifying breath, reminding himself forcefully he was a Dungeon Lord, dammit, Alfie straightened and, after taking a firm step through the door, slipped along the wall and snuck inside.

Not that he really needed to have bothered. A few of the revelers clearly saw him, but after sparing him barely a glance they went back to whatever it was they were doing. Clearly, they either thought he was another of the help, or didn’t care. And though it certainly helped him out, it nevertheless irked him a bit.

It was not the time to take offense. The night was dwindling and he had to find Myssandra. He hoped she was here. She might be off scheming elsewhere, but he somehow doubted she would miss this kind of party. Peering around the room wasn’t helping him much. He needed to ask someone.

He quickly scanned the area and spotted a female dark elf lounging near the wall beside what looked like an immense minotaur wearing huge steel armor, his helmet on a nearby table as he leaned forward intently towards the elf.

“No, no, no!” the minotaur grunted. “You cannot simply assume that Thezzarin’s Theorem of monster existence is correct. How can it be? Surely you don’t really believe in his Ur theory of monsters, do you?”

“It’s the only theory that makes sense,” the dark elf sighed impatiently.

“Listen,” the minotaur said, stabbing a finger into the table pointedly. “For his theory to hold water, we’d have to assume there exists a ‘standard’ for every monster currently in creation. A sort of perfect specimen from which derivatives might be conjured.”

“And why not? Is it so farfetched?”

“Of course! If you assume that, then what is free will? Are all monsters not, therefore, mere creations implicitly designed for evil? Is there no mind save what is conjured?”

“Uh, excuse me?” Alfie said.

The pair paused their argument to look his way. The drow eyed him up and down, her expression looking far from impressed.

“What do you want?” demanded the dark elf.

“Mazzria, really. Do at least try to be civil. Hello,” the minotaur said. “I am Roark, the Breaker of Skulls. What do you need?”

“I uh, was wondering if you’d seen a certain demoness? Tall? Blonde? Very attractive. A bit condescending?”

“Demons?” The minotaur scoffed. “Hmph. You’ll likely find them over there, in the arena. I believe they have some business in there bashing each other’s faces in. Honestly. So brutish.”

Alfie peered in the direction indicated, making out a door through which he could see a large crowd. “Oh, thanks. I’ll check it out…”

“Good luck to you,” Roark said, waving him off, already returning to his conversation with the drow.

Alfie retreated from the hulking brute and backed into someone much smaller. He nearly stepped on the little fellow and almost tripped over backwards.

“Hey! I’m scuttlin’ here!” cried a small, gruff voice.

Alfie turned to find a little red creature somewhere between a skinny, red-eyed human with pointed, floppy ears and a scorpion, with four insectoid legs and a curling tail with a stinger. He was not even half Alfie’s height and scowled angrily up at Alfie. Until the little man’s gaze focused on the medallion around Alfie’s neck.

“Ah! Sir! Apologies!” The creature saluted and Alfie saw that one of his hands was humanlike and the other was a pincer. “How may I serve you?”

“You, uh, what are you… if you don’t mind me asking?”

“I am a cursed imp,” said the creature. “Might’ve stolen a few jewels from the wrong ifrit. Wound up fused with a scorpion. Bartholomew is my name. I serve Lord Graxis and of course extend my services to all who wear the medallion. You must be Lord Alfred Ivanhoe.”

“Uh, Alfie is fine.”

“Is it now?” The imp smiled. “Very informal of you. Call me Bart then. Most of the others around here don’t call me anything. I just try not to get trod upon by the big ones.”

“Sorry about that,” said Alfie.

“Oh, you’re not one of the big ones,” laughed Bart.

“It’s all a little bit, uh, overwhelming.”

“Yes, I’m sure, but I’ve been around. Almost two centuries now. I know this place like the back of my hand. Or my claw.” He snapped his pincer. “How can I help you?”

Something four-legged, shaggy, and huge came stomping between Alfie and Bart. It swung a huge trunk and trumpeted a sound that made Alfie flinch. He waited for the creature to pass before continuing his conversation with Bart.

“Perchard. He’s one of the big ones.” Bart grinned, showing unpleasantly small and sharp teeth. “Now where were we, sir?”

“Uh, I’m looking for Myssandra, my assistant,” said Alfie. “That minotaur fellow over there said the demons were probably in the arena.”

“Just where I was headed,” said Bart. “Follow me, sir.”

Alfie did just that, fighting to keep up with the scuttling imp as he weaved through the crowd. It was increasingly apparent that he was headed towards sounds of cheering and stomping feet.

“Myssandra. Now she’s a fine one. Definitely one of the big ones also,” said Bart with a twinkle in his red eyes. “If she’s fighting, well, we’re in for quite a treat.”

She was fighting.

The arena was small and stuffy with the scent of demons crowded onto stone benches around the bowl of the battlefield. The ugly demons, of all sizes and descriptions, were cheering and stomping their feet for the two beautiful women circling in the arena. The sandy floor of the arena was clotted with bodily fluids. Alfie hoped it was mostly sweat, but he had his doubts.

Myssandra was clad in a loincloth and a wrap across her large breasts. Her imposing body glistened with exertion. Her curly blonde hair was dark with sweat and clung to her neck and shoulders. She looked wild and her wicked smile revealed her enlarged canines.

Opposite her, circling, was a smaller woman with green hair, perky breasts bare, and a panty of delicate silver chainmail worn over her bottom. She was not as toned nor as tall as Myssandra but held an advantage because she had four arms instead of two. She parried a kick with one set of arms and hammered punches into Myssandra’s leg with the other set.

Myssandra kicked out, spinning over in midair and catching the green-haired woman in the chest with a heel. The smaller woman staggered back. Pained, but recovering quickly. The two faced off again. They circled. Myssandra feigning strikes and moving one fist to distract the other woman. The green-haired combatant striding and moving with the sinuous motions of a serpent.

“That’s Selesta,” murmured Bart. “She won last year’s scrimmages.”

Selesta darted in below Myssandra’s guard, driving a four-fisted flurry of punches into Myssandra’s abdomen and her side. Myssandra yelped and backhanded Selesta, knocking her away several steps.

“They’re not fighting to the death, are they?” asked Alfie, feeling a pang of worry for his beautiful assistant.

“Oh, no,” said Bart. “Well, not usually. Sometimes things get carried away. Especially with succubae.”

“Is Selesta a succubus?” Alfie asked, his eyes widening as the green-haired demoness suddenly leapt at Myssandra and began raining blows down on her head and shoulders.

His question was drowned out with cheers and curses in a demonic tongue as Selesta drove Myssandra to the sandy floor. The two grappled with Selesta on top, but as their muscles strained and their bodies glistened with sweat, Myssandra’s size began to give her the edge.

Myssandra roared triumphantly, pinned Selesta on her back, and rolled her body up. She tore away Selesta’s chain panties, exposing her glistening cuntlips and thatch of green hair. Myssandra tossed the chainmail to the crowd. A demon with veins of fire showing through his stony hide caught the chain panties and stuffed them into his mouth, slurping on them like a candied fruit.

“Now it’s gettin’ good!” exclaimed Bart, snapping his pincer hand excitedly.

The intensity of the struggle made Alfie forget all about the doom awaiting him in the morning. He gripped the edge of the stone bench and leaned forward, watching Myssandra and Selesta kicking up dust with their wrestling on the ground. The green-haired woman howled with anger and tore at Myssandra’s top. A cheer went up from the crowd as Myssandra’s large breasts fell free of the tattered halves of her wrap.

Myssandra shouted something, lost in the chaos, and smothered Selesta’s face beneath her breasts. Selesta kicked and bucked her entire body. She managed to slam a knee repeatedly into Myssandra’s scantily covered mound.

Things were getting rougher by the second.

Selesta’s fingers elongated and became sharpened, black-nailed claws. She raked these down Myssandra’s muscular back, drawing rows of bloody wounds and causing Myssandra to twist in pain and relinquish her grip on the smaller woman. The sight and smell of blood in the air drove the demons wild. They were on their feet, jumping up and down and shouting in their monstrous tongue. Alfie stood just to be able to see over the insectoid head of the demon in front of him.

He stood just in time to witness a horrifying transformation. Myssandra was on her feet. The busty blonde demoness towered over her green-haired foe. Myssandra’s muscles bulged, her shoulders broadened, and her large breasts seem to grow even bigger. Myssandra’s face twisted into a demonic exaggeration of her beauty. Her brow more prominent and her mouth wider and revealing sharp fangs. Her arms lengthened and her fingers curled into wicked claws.

She was terrifying. Her golden mane now framed the face of what was undeniably a demon. Her fury blazed in red eyes. She reached for the legs of her green-haired foe and the much smaller woman’s legs twisted together in Myssandra’s grasp and slipped free of Myssandra’s clawed fingers. The woman had become a serpent below the waist, her legs formed into a single snakelike body covered in yellow scales. It was several times longer than her legs had been. She slithered upright, her lengthened body giving her equal height to Myssandra. Her four claws at the ready and her face similarly demonic.

The dueling transformations were shocking, but Alfie was most surprised of all by the huge, glistening pink cock that now jutted from the green-haired demon’s loins. She rolled her hips and thrust this obscene spear of demonic lust at Myssandra in a menacing dance. The crowd went into a frenzy at this sight.

“Praefecta Myssandra and Duchess Selesta have been feuding for centuries! Myssandra has only beaten Selesta once in the ring!”

“Praefecta? What does that…”

Alfie’s questions trailed off as the demonic Myssandra met Selesta in a furious grapple. Myssandra’s muscles glistened with sweat and bulged as she wrestled and wrenched the long serpentine body of Selesta. They clawed and bit at one another and Selesta’s yellow lower half coiled around Myssandra and dragged her back down to the ground. Selesta’s four arms gave her a distinct advantage and she bound Myssandra and rolled her over.

Myssandra snarled and fought and clawed at the sandy floor as her round bottom was raised and Selesta mocked her and raked her claws down over Myssandra’s creamy cheeks. The crowd was in a frenzy as Selesta rubbed her demonic cock across and between Myssandra’s buttocks. She spread them wide and spit a glistening glob of green venom from her fanged mouth to lube the valley between Myssandra’s cheeks.

Alfie could not look away. He desperately wanted to help his fallen assistant, but he knew if he ran out into the ring and interfered at this moment he would be torn apart, medallion or no. Selesta taunted Myssandra in the infernal tongue and thrust her twitching pink cock into the venom-slathered knot of Myssandra’s pink asshole. Myssandra howled as she was violated, looking back over her shoulder with fury.

Selesta’s entire serpentine body undulated with each thrust, working the lewd piston of her massive demonic cock in and out of Myssandra’s tight hole. The motion made Myssandra’s dangling tits bounce and sway to the lusty rhythm. Her round bottom spanked by Selesta’s scaly hips. Myssandra’s infernal shouts becoming moans of defeat as she was bested by the green-haired serpent demon.

Alfie’s cock throbbed urgently and he could see that many of the demons were enjoying themselves in obscene ways to the sight of Myssandra’s defeat. Alfie resisted the urge to join them. He didn’t want to face Myssandra or even let her know that he had witnessed her downfall. He retreated from the arena as Myssandra howled with the humiliating pleasure of having her ass fucked by Selesta’s demonic cock.

Alfie was in a daze as he left the heat and noise of the arena behind. He stumbled through the servants’ billet, unaware of where he was even going. His cock stiff in his silk trousers and his mind reeling from Myssandra’s violation and his own impending doom.

He didn’t know where to go or what to do. He was so oblivious that he walked right into one of the people he most desperately wanted to avoid.

He collided with the softness of her breasts covered in her black habit. Her wimple framed her delicate features with a lock of platinum blonde hair curling down her cheek. Her red eyes flashed with recognition and her lips curled into a smile that revealed her pearly white canines.

“Alfie!” exclaimed Roxana, Lord Brookwyne’s vampire nun assistant. “Why, whatever are you doing in the servant’s billet?”

“M-Myssandra,” he stammered.

“Awwwww, is she too busy to see you?” Roxana caressed his shoulder and cheek. She pressed her shapely body seductively against him and spoke with her lips so close that he could almost feel them brushing against his ear. “Those demons forget all about the mortal world when they get together. But I was once a mortal, so I remember. Time is so fleeting, isn’t it Alfie? One day you’re here and then the next you’re dissolving in the belly of a giant worm.”

Her hand caressed the bulge of Alfie’s cock.

“Oh, my,” she purred, giving him a squeeze that made a wet spot darken the front of his silk pajamas. “It seems someone hasn’t been taken care of lately. Would you like me to suck you dry, Master Alfie? I would love to get my lips on you and have a taste.”

Alfie trembled with desire. He wanted to give in to her. To let her suck him in more ways than one. A rush of erotic fatalism welled up inside of him. He almost told her to have a bite, to finish him off then and there, or drag him back to her bunk and suck him dry in her bed. After all, what did it matter? Everyone was telling him he was a walking dead man. At least he could end things in a pleasurable way.

“No!” shouted Alfie, shoving Roxana away.

She stumbled back, her soft tits bouncing in her tightly cinched habit. Her eyes twinkled with amusement as she let out a mocking laugh. “Oh, Alfie, all that sweet blood will be wasted in the morning. Be reasonable. I will let you live for your inquisition, just give me a little bite for old time’s sake.”

“I’m not going to die,” shouted Alfie, pushing past her and heading back to the inner sanctum. He wasn’t sure how he was going to make it through tomorrow alive, but he knew his survival began with a good night’s sleep.

If Alfie had known what was waiting for him in his room, he would have let Roxana drag him away.
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Ensnared by Madness

Without a lantern or candle, Alfie felt his way through the deep darkness of the inner sanctum until he reached the door to his room. He knew at once that something was amiss. The door was cracked open. The darkness was somehow even darker within his chamber.

He stepped cautiously inside and called out softly, “Hello?”

His face collided with something gauzy that pulled tight across his nose and lips. He recoiled, spitting threads, and felt something else against his shin. It caught him, tightened like a rope, and he tumbled forward, directly onto his bed.

Soft and gauzy again. With a cooler softness all around him. A blue light sparked above him and cast a pale, quivering illumination over Alfie’s body as he lifted his head. He realized he had fallen onto a covering of white gauze over his bed. Sticky, clingy white gauze. He lifted his head more and realized he was not alone.

“Elsa Veluria,” he gasped, looking up from between her widespread thighs at her resting against the headboard of his bed, her gown draped over her loins, but only just.

She leaned forward over him, her plump breasts straining at the gossamer fabric of her bodice. Her dark eyes sparkled with delight as she smiled madly down at him.

“Hello, Lord Ivanhoe,” she purred. “Or may I call you Alfie?”

“Alfie is fine,” he said, pushing himself up on his elbows and trying his best to remain calm. “What are you doing in my room?”

“Mmmmm, whatever I wanted since you weren’t around to stop me,” she giggled. “I hope you don’t mind that I redecorated. A little web here. A little there. My pets are so industrious.”

“Pets?” At that moment Alfie felt something on his back. He batted it away reflexively, knocking it aside as he rolled over. He saw something black and with too many legs and he cried out and pushed his back against Elsa, feeling her soft breasts against his shoulders. She reached around him with both hands, holding him tightly, stroking his chest and resting her chin on the top of his head.

“Careful now, Alfie,” she purred. “Shadow Weavers are among the most venomous spiders in all of Aropa. They are very testy. Do not make any sudden moves.”

Alfie looked down in trembling terror as a black spider as big as his hand tentatively crawled onto his leg. Several more were patrolling the edge of the bed and crawling on the walls.

“Get it off me,” moaned Alfie, watching the huge spider crawl up the leg of his pajamas.

“Shadow Weaver venom causes almost instantaneous paralysis,” she whispered, caressing his chest. “Then a heat that starts in the chest. By the time you feel that, well, you are doomed. The venom spreads through the blood, melting you from the inside out.”

“Ohhh… ohhhh fuck,” cried Alfie, watching the spider climb towards his bulging groin.

“Oh, how naughty,” laughed Elsa. “Do you think he will bite you right there? Careful now, Alfie. Your serpent is moving in your trousers.”

“Please… I don’t want to… die like this,” gasped Alfie.

“Die?” Her laughter was insane. He felt it vibrating into him through her breasts. “Oh, my, I would never hurt you, Alfie. You are far too handsome for me to kill. Such a sweet, handsome boy, with so many interesting ideas.”

Elsa slid one hand down Alfie’s hitching chest and abdomen to the bulge in his trousers. He held his breath as her pale fingertips touched his cock and gently brushed away the curious legs of the Shadow Weaver. It retreated obediently, but only down Alfie’s leg. It watched, flexing its venomous fangs as Elsa untied Alfie’s trousers and reached her hand inside the silky fabric.

He sucked in a breath as Elsa’s cool hand wrapped around his cock. She squeezed him once, then slowly stroked him from root to tip.

“Very nice,” she purred. “A dangerous dagger in your trousers. But the tip is all wet. Has it been sadly weeping? Tears of loneliness?”

“N-no,” stammered Alfie, watching as she pulled his cock out of his pants and began to stroke his red length and glistening crown with her delicate hand. “I was just… I saw… I got excited watching some wrestling. A battle… in the… ohhhhhh…”

Her stroking was deft and his excitement was so intense that Alfie was finding it difficult not to cum. Elsa’s fingers were growing slick with his copious precum. She squeezed him tighter. Pumped her hand faster. Her scent of earth and death and sweetness enveloped him like a stygian garden. Her plump, cradling tits jiggled against his neck and shoulders as her hand worked up and down his straining cock.

“My, my,” she chuckled. “You are going to cum, aren’t you, boy? Do my fingers feel that nice?”

“Incredible,” he gasped, straining against her. Watching her pale fingers pump on his purpling cock. He struggled not to move too much and irritate the spider crawling on his knee as the pleasure threatened to erupt from his core.

“Thank you! I’m always praised for my fingerwork. You know? For a while, I considered becoming a weaver.”

“Y-you don’t sa-ah! Say!” Alfie whimpered, trembling as her hand continued to lazily pump his cock.

“Oh yes. I was. I was even apprenticed! But then my mistress caught me with her husband, putting my clever fingers to very different work. She was quite cross. Can you believe it?”

“P-please,” Alfie gasped, his hands tightening to fists at his side at the fiendish stroking upon his cock.

“Hm? Oh, I am sorry, Alfie! Looks like I was getting distracted. Because you know, tonight is all… about… you!”

“Oh f-fuuuuuuck!” Alfie gasped, those last few forceful strokes pushing him beyond the brink. His head fell back as he shuddered, his cock throbbing, pulsing, spurting lashes of his warm seed all over his lap and Elsa’s hand. As he came, he gave a sudden cry as he felt the other dungeon lord bite his neck with a painful pinch. Her fangs teased at his skin but did not pierce it. He shuddered, groaned, his pleasure ebbing as her teeth withdrew.

And yet, somehow, he realized he was still hard.

“There we go!” Elsa giggled, slowing her strokes for a moment on his slimy cock and then, agonizingly, beginning to pick up the pace. “Now you’re nice and slick for me.”

“Buh… h-how…” Alfie gasped, whimpering as the sensitive pleasure of his cock ached through him, not sure if he should be in pleasure or pain. Her hand was making wet, obscene sounds as she stroked his cum-smeared cock.

“My hands are veeeeery clever, Alfie!” Elsa giggled, the pitch of her laugh sending ice dripping down his spine. “Boys so often go soft just when the fun is starting! But I’ve found so many ways to keep them nice and hard. I can milk a man for days. Weeks if I feel like it! And I do so often. It can be so fun. Too bad we won’t have a chance with you, Lord Ivanhoe,” Elsa giggled. “Not after tomorrow.”

“A-are you here to kill me?” Alfie gasped.

Another shrill giggle like nails scraping a chalkboard sounded from the petite beauty. “You keep asking me that! Kill you? And steal the pleasure from Heraxon? I’d never! He’s going to want to make you suffer, you cute little thing. He’s going to want to make a goblet out of your skull with all its fun little ideas! A real shame, but that’s why I’m here! I intend to have some fun with you while you’re still warm and yummy.”

Alfie groaned as he felt her tongue slide along the back of his neck, not even the horrific dangers of the woman behind him able to lessen his throbbing erection. Her fingers glided up and down him, her thumb rubbing his tip. Her index finger sliding down the sensitive flesh between his balls until… until…

“Ohhhhh!” Alfie moaned again, cumming once more. As strong as the first time. As heavily, pleasurably wonderful. Hot spurts of his spunk splashed over Elsa’s fingers.

“You’re doing so well!” Elsa giggled as her hand continued its tortuous strokes. “Let’s see how fast we can get to the third time. I must get as much as we can out of you, Lord Ivanhoe. What a waste it will be if we don’t. Maybe Heraxon will let me keep your big cock! Gild it and keep it for those looooonely night. Won’t that be fun!? We can be together forever!”

She gripped his cum-slicked cock tightly and pumped him vigorously. It was agonizing. A sort of pain he had never endured. An urgency to cum surging through that exquisite pain until he let out a terrible cry and began to cum a third time. His spunk flooding out and pouring down his cock like wax from a melting candle.

The spider began to creep up Alfie’s thigh as if being slowly drawn towards Elsa’s fingers. She was laughing, squeezing his overly sensitive cock in her fingers.

This wasn’t fun at all. Particularly as she began to bite at his neck again, her fingers still working his cock as the last pumps of his cum dribbled out through her fingers. The stink of his seed was thick in the air despite the sepulchral perfume wafting from the pillows of her big, soft breasts.

“Oh, you’re still hard!” she laughed. “I bet I can make you cum ten times before you pass out! Would you like that, Lord Ivanhoe?”

“No,” he said through clenched teeth, watching her fingers milk his frothy cock. “No, that’s enough. Stop it.”

“Ha! Stop? I’ve barely started!” She nibbled at his neck again and then gave it a hard, pinching bite. Alfie sucked in a shuddering breath. He could feel her exquisite fingers dragging him towards a fourth climax.

But something had changed. Maybe it was the sensation of her fingers tormenting his cock, maybe it was her biting and her laughing, or maybe it was the damned spider crawling up his thigh. Elsa’s nimble fingers continued to massage Alfie’s slimy cock, but each stroke was stoking the anger in his heart. He stiffened once more in her grasp, the agony making him cry out and writhe against her soft breasts.

“You must remain still,” she giggled.

“I told you… to... STOP!” he shouted, suddenly kicking out and flinging the spider that had been on his thigh across the bedchamber.

Elsa gasped in surprise as Alfie shook free of her hand and turned on her. His fury provided all the strength he needed to bat aside her cum-smeared hands and wrap his own around her slender neck. He squeezed, her face finally taking on a little color as he tightened his fingers around her throat.

“Hnnnnngggk!” she gurgled in surprise, but then, choked out, “Oh, yes! Choke me… my lord!”

Alfie’s fingers tightened a moment more as her lips parted in a gasp of pleasure, her body jerking and her plush breasts jiggling. He took in her beauty. Her pale, almost corpselike pallor and yet her bountiful breasts and lovely body. Legs parting wider as her hands, far from resisting him, reached down to lift her sheer gown up to reveal that she wore nothing beneath her dress. Her cunt hairless and glistening.

“You’re insane,” gasped Alfie, relaxing his grip on her neck, but not releasing her. She bucked her hips and thrust herself against him. He felt the cool, smoothness of her thighs and the warm entrance of her cunt. Her hands were on his hips. Inviting him. Guiding him.

“Yes, I am quite mad,” she whispered. “But you are doomed, Lord Ivanhoe. That makes us… mmmmm… perfect for each other.”

He felt the heat of her petals against the head of his tortured cock. He looked down into those crazed eyes of hers, a lingering flush of strangulation upon her face, and he pressed a savage kiss to her lips to quiet her madness. His tongue thrust into her mouth, tasting the smoky flavor of her tongue. He thrust into her and she cried out against his lips. Her long legs folded about him like the sprung trap of a hunting spider and drew him deeper into her clenching cunt.

He kissed her angrily, thrusting into her with the fury of his torment and his doom. He bucked his hips and pounded deep into quaking cunt. His kiss moving to her neck as she cried out with ecstasy. He felt his powerful strokes driving the pleasure into her. Elsa’s inner walls gripped at him with her spasms of pleasure. He bit at her neck, almost hard enough to draw blood, and she cried out with the pain of it, holding the back of his head like a mother nursing her babe.

“Yesssss, oh, let it all out,” moaned Elsa. “I’ve been cruel to you, Lord Ivanhoe. Punish me!”

He thought of Lord Heraxon and his cruelty, of Ramone and his oily maneuvering, and even Myssandra and the games she continued to play with his affection. He took it all out on Elsa. He made her cum again, licking and sucking at her enormous breasts. His lips fastened about one pale, plump nipple as his fingers tortured the other. His big cock pounding into her relentlessly.

She tried to escape him after that orgasm and he turned her over, pinning her to the bed. Her luscious body spanked by his slamming hips. His cock plowing into her tight cunt as he wrapped his fingers in her dark hair and bowed her back.

“Incredible!” she cried, pushing up onto her hands and knees on the bed. Each mighty stroke of Alfie’s cock sent her huge breasts swinging and rippled the soft curves of her bottom. Slap-slap-SLAP! He felt her pleasure tightening once more around his cock. Drawing him towards another orgasm. He resisted. He punished her.

“I bet… Lord Heraxon… doesn’t fuck you like… this!” cried Alfie, leaning over her to bite at her neck and rutting harder into her pussy.

“NoooOOOOooo!” wailed Elsa, her twat trembling around Alfie. “Never! He lies there… he lies there and expects me… to do everything!”

“Ha!” Alfie felt his pride swell at that. “I bet his cock… is not so big…”

“Not even… not even close!” cried Elsa, pushing back and impaling her quivering quim onto Alfie’s mighty spear. “Even after all I’ve taken from you! So hard! So big!”

Alfie laughed, exulting in his youthful power as he ruled Elsa’s blushing cunt. He made her cum again, then shoved her face down into cushions, slowly unsheathing his glistening pillar of red flesh from her slick folds. He admired her for a moment, clapping his hands on her plump cheeks and spreading her bottom to reveal her clench pulsating with aftershocks of her last orgasm.

“No more, please,” she moaned. “I’ve had enough.”

“Not quite,” panted Alfie. He thrust three fingers into her slick snatch and coated his digits in Elsa’s plentiful nectar. He drew his fingers back out and smeared them down the crack of her ass, spreading the juices over the pink divot of her asshole.

Elsa moaned and gripped at the pillows. Her hips lifted as she offered herself to him.

“You want it,” he chuckled.

“Yessss, put it there,” she moaned. “My body is yours, Lord Ivanhoe.”

“Alfie,” he snarled, gripping the root of his cock. “My uncle was ‘Lord Ivanhoe’.”

He pressed his tip against her velvety soft clench, admiring the plentiful terrain of her buttocks before gripping her slender waist. He groaned as his first thrust parted her tight squeeze and thrust into the hot passage of her ass. It was exquisite. So tight and so warm. She groaned with ecstasy, tightening further around him as he drove deep into her ass.

Alfie let go of his fears and his anger as he fucked Elsa Veluria in her ass. He watched her paper white body arch with pleasure beneath him and made her ample curves quiver and quake with each stroke of his mighty cock. As his pleasure built, he fell heavily atop her cool body, kissing her shoulder and neck as she gasped with need.

“Cum for me, Alfie,” she pleaded. “Cum deep inside me.”

“Will that calm you, at last?” he laughed, nipping at her ear and pounding harder with deep, intense strokes.

“I never want this night to end,” moaned Elsa. “You are… you are the best I have had in ages.”

He leaned past her shoulder and she turned to him. Their lips met in a kiss that surprised Alfie with its passion and intimacy. Less about fencing tongues and more about moaning in their united pleasure. Her body tensing. His cock swelling. Their hot breath mingling.

“Fuuuuuuck!” cried Alfie, hilting in Elsa’s tight hole and unleashing his ecstasy. She gripped him as he exploded deep inside her. His body seeming to make the cum as it was required. A massive load that poured into Elsa as she came with him, bucking back and skewering her ass on his spurting cock.

“Yessss!” she cried. “Oh, Alfie! You… you are amazing!”

“And you… are… mmmmm… insane,” he laughed, kissing her again as his thrusts slowed. He began to pull his cock from her ass. He felt her clench tighter around him, as if trying to hold him in place.

“Alfie… more,” she whimpered. The mocking cruelty was gone.

Elsa was pleading with him.

And that made Alfie smile.
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Unprepared to Say the Least

Alfie’s cock was sore. He was aware of that before his eyes even opened. As the rest of him slowly came awake, he felt the itchiness of dried sweat and the stickiness of various other bodily fluids. How many times had he fucked Elsa? Four? No, there was that fifth time right on the brink of sleep, when she had nursed his flaccid cock in her fanged mouth, drawing him back from the darkness and into another passionate embrace.

He heard a soft snore and his eyes opened completely. He was surprised to see the pale, dark-haired beauty still sharing his bed. She was on her side, her back to him, her hip golden in the dwindling candlelight. Elsa’s body was marked in a few places by the residue of his seed or the redness from where he had gripped her roughly. His cock twitched. Even though it hurt, he wanted her again.

It was hard to tell the time in the Deep Shrine, but judging by the fading stumps of the candles, the hour of his doom was fast approaching. He decided that he did not want to be put to death covered in filth and he climbed gently out of the bed trying not to wake Elsa. He limped to the bath chamber and drew water from the hot springs to fill the painted iron tub. He sunk into the steamy water with a groan. He washed his face and hair before the water became too dirty and then reclined against the rim of the tub.

He closed his eyes and pictured Myssandra wrestling with her demonic rival. Her bulging muscles and immense size. The way she moved with such power. He was on the brink of either sleep or some erotic fantasy in which he inserted himself between the two terrifying demonesses, when he heard the soft pad of feet upon the bath chamber’s tiles.

“Myssandra?” he asked, lifting his head.

“No, Alfie,” said Elsa. The pale beauty brought a fresh candle in a dish and set it beside the bath. She looked down at his body in the soapy water. “Is there room to join you?”

Not much room, but he nodded to her. Elsa climbed into the tub, her luscious curves causing the tub to overflow onto the tiles. She slid into his arms and wrapped herself around him in a most appealing way. He kissed her and squeezed her tighter.

“Are you afraid?” she asked, her lips brushing against his.

“Of you?” he chuckled, giving her hips a squeeze. “No. Not anymore.”

“That is good, Alfie, but I mean of your death. You will soon be flayed alive and fed to the pit worms,” she purred, her lips against his. “Does that not… mmmm… fill your body with terror?”

He thought about it.

“Not filled, no,” he said. “Maybe twenty percent terror?” He kissed her again and this time his tongue drove into her mouth. He drew back as she moaned against his lips. “I think you squeezed out most of my terror with your hand last night.”

Her delighted laugh in reply was soon muffled by another passionate kiss.

They made a mess of the bathing chamber. Elsa climbed atop him and her hand guided him to the warm folds of her cunt. Her glistening, soapy breasts rose and fell as she rode his cock. His hands cradled the softness of her bottom. His hardness swelled inside her and he bucked, causing more water to slosh out of the tub. The rhythm of their pleasure determined their mutual movements. Their laughter and cries of ecstasy echoed against the tiles.

Alfie never wanted it to end, but his pleasure swelled and tightened. He sat higher, kissing her breasts. Sucking them. Burying his face in them and squeezing her body tight as her cunt gripped his cock. She was cumming. Crying out and cradling his head against her breasts. He thrust harder and let his hot ecstasy erupt deep inside Elsa. Pumping his seed into her trembling cunt. Filling her and letting his fear ebb away.

They stayed together only briefly after that. She kissed him once more and departed for her own room. Alfie, contemplating his fate, decided it was better to be ready to face it than to try to find any more rest. He put on his robe and wore his uncle’s golden amulet of office. He studied the castle and eye symbol and turned it over to look at the name of Tiberius inscribed upon the back. 

Alfie felt no gratitude to Tiberius for the path his life had taken. The old ghost was a mad buzzard with a history of evil and cruelty. And yet… Alfie could sense the old Dungeon Lord was there with him. Whatever Tiberius’ feelings about what Alfie had done with the dungeon, Alfie was Tiberius’ only hope of having a legacy.

“Let’s hope that legacy does not end today, uncle,” murmured Alfie, letting the amulet settle back against his chest.

After as much dawdling as he dared, Alfie exited his quarters and found a pair of underlings waiting for him.

“Jebba, jebba,” they said, making it sound very solemn.

They took his hands in their disturbingly tiny grasp and walked him back down the hall to the great hall where the feast had been held. A breakfast banquet was underway. The conversations were muted at the various tables as the Dungeon Lords were still waking up from too-little sleep or nursing hangovers from overindulgence.

Alfie spotted the hulking Brute, Tor Poskov, wearing his patchwork robe and eating what looked like half a roasted hog. Ramone Brookwyne was seated across from him, his hair rakishly disheveled as he sipped at something steaming hot. Alfie ignored the tugging of the underlings and made his way over to the familiar Dungeon Lords.

“Ah, the man of the hour approaches,” said Ramone, offering Alife a wan smile. “Sit with us, my friend. Enjoy something to warm your bones.”

“I think my bones are warm enough just now,” said Alfie, nevertheless taking a seat flanking the two Dungeon Lords.

“So I’ve heard,” chuckled Ramone. “Elsa was waiting for you last night, wasn’t she?”

“That wasn’t what I meant,” said Alfie, flushing a little at the memory of Elsa’s predatory lust.

Tor wiped the juices from his chin on his sleeve and laughed, “You do good. She stay there all night. Not many keep up with Elsa.”

Alfie looked from the grinning giant to Ramone.

“She visits every new Dungeon Lord,” said Ramone with a shrug. “I think she was particularly interested in you because she thought it would be her only opportunity. She doesn’t often stay the night with her chosen victims.”

“I liked the spiders when she visited me,” said Brute, wiggling his huge fingers and then taking another juicy bite of hog.

A burst of laughter from the direction of Lord Heraxon’s table interrupted the conversation. Alfie looked in their direction and saw Elsa sitting among Lord Heraxon and his coterie of likeminded lords. She looked down at her lap. Lord Heraxon raised his goblet to Alfie, a smile on his face and his cruel eyes sparkling.

Alfie looked away from the gesture.

“Do I have any chance, Ramone?” asked Alfie.

“So long as you live and breathe,” said Ramone. “I can only give you advice, not a sure way to survival.”

“Anything,” said Alfie.

Ramone drew a deep breath and nodded before continuing.

“An interrogation is a show, a performance, with the outcome almost certainly determined in advance. But for this performance you have all the Dungeon Lords as your audience, so there is the remote possibility it could save your life.

“Heraxon will probe you, he will twist the knife, he will say things to infuriate and hurt you. Do not rise to his bait. Keep calm, answer his questions, and dare the Dungeon Lords to put you to death.

“Do not say what you think he wants to hear, Alfred. Do not lie, for he already knows the answer to any question he asks. You must not react to him. You must project your beliefs through the interrogation to the Dungeon Lords. There are more of us receptive to some of your ideas than Lord Heraxon believes.”

“You mean I have a chance?” Alfie dared to feel a glimmer of hope.

“No, you gonna die,” laughed Brute.

Ramone shot Brute a withering glance. He returned his attention to Alfie.

“Lord Heraxon requires a two-thirds majority to vote in favor of expulsion and execution. Whether for philosophical reasons, opposition to Heraxon, or some sympathy with your uncle, a quarter of the Dungeon Lords are against expulsion and execution.”

“Not enough,” said Alfie.

“Not enough,” agreed Ramone. “Heraxon has his iron grip on half the Dungeon Lords. Another quarter are independent enough to vote their choice but are influenced by Heraxon and gravely disturbed by what you have done with your so-called Happy Endings Dungeon.

“Polly and I have spoken to these lords while you were tangled in the sheets with Elsa. You have a chance, Alfie, but it is small. Enough have an open mind that you only need to persuade more than three of this group to save your life. Lord DuBois, Lord Figgus, and Lord Oleander are the closest to joining your bloc. They are old, hardline traditionalists, Alfie. Your uncle’s peers. Three abstentions are not enough. At least two must abstain and one must vote in your favor or the tie will go to—”

The familiar gong sounded through the great hall. Lord Heraxon and his group rose to their feet, looked in Alfie’s direction once more, and filed out through the double doors at the back of the hall. The other Dungeon Lords rose and joined the procession out of the room.

A pair of black armored knights came clomping over to Alfie’s table. Ramone and Brute stood up and backed away. The knights looked at Alife with blue eyes glowing behind their armored visors.

“Good luck,” said Ramone.

He and the Brute quickly turned and joined the tail end of the line of departing Dungeon Lords.

“Hey, uh, fellas,” said Alfie, looking at the massive knights. “I’ll come willingly! You don’t have to be rou—AHH!”

Lord Heraxon’s armored bodyguards seized Alfie by his arms and wrenched him off his feet. They carried him past the line of Dungeon Lords onto a bridge over a dark chasm. Something stirred in the depths below. Alfie glimpsed segments of flesh as big as the hull of a boat as they shifted and slithered one over the other. A blunted, eyeless head lifted from the darkness and let out an unearthly moan of hunger. A flapped mouth opened wide to reveal rows of hooked teeth leading into a glistening wet gullet. 

The pit worms, he realized. If he failed to sway the Dungeon Lords during his interrogation, his final resting place would be in the belly of one or more of those monstrosities. A shudder ran through him at the thought of such a fate.

The knights carried him all the way past the full line of Dungeon Lords and into a darkened amphitheater built atop a pedestal. A curtained stage stood before the slowly filling tiers of the seating. The theater was bordered in every direction by a plunge into the worm-filled pit. More of the armored guards flanked the bridge that led from the amphitheater back to the Deep Shrine. It was clear to Alfie that there would be no escape. It was triumph or death.

The knights roughly slammed Alfie into a throne that looked as if it were made from the blackened roots of a burned tree. The throne came to life. The gnarled arms closed painfully around Alfie’s wrists and the legs grasped his ankles. Master Lord Heraxon approached, a smile on his face and his eyes glittering with cruel delight.

“Welcome, Alfred Ivanhoe,” he said. “Do not think I rush to scourge your flesh and feed you to the worms. Oh, no, this interrogation shall be my favorite part. I will savor your utter humiliation and the exposure of your degenerate bloodline.”

“Pretty rich being called a degenerate by the likes of you,” said Alfie.

Anger flickered momentarily on Lord Heraxon’s face. His lip curled a little more.

“Cling to your defiance as long as you can, Alfred. It only seasons the inevitable feast of your misery. When your skin is hanging in tatters from your bloody flesh, when the worms howl with hunger, I shall recall each time you defied me.”

“Sounds like something a degenerate creep would say,” said Alfie, looking away from Lord Heraxon. “Can we get this started or what?”

Lord Heraxon giggled and swept his fur-lined cloak aside as he circled Alfie’s throne. Heraxon’s hard fingertips dragged across Alfie’s scalp in a cruel caress. Alfie hissed and jerked his head away from Heraxon’s touch.

“Of course, my boy. Your audience has almost finished arriving.”

Heraxon went to the stage’s curtain. He clasped his own golden amulet to his chest as he drew the curtain back just enough to peer outside. Satisfied that the audience was ready, he drew back the curtain to an excited murmur of voices. Bright magical lights flared above the stage, illuminating Alfie and Heraxon and hiding the audience in darkness.

As the Dungeon Lords fell silent, Lord Heraxon bowed and swept his cape aside in a dramatic flourish.

“Welcome, brothers and sisters! Thank you for attending the interrogation of Lord Alfred Ivanhoe, nephew of Tiberius Ivanhoe, and Grand-Nephew of Balthazar Ivanhoe. As Master Lord and Founder of the Inquisition of the Secret Society of Protectors, it is my duty to protect this sacred order from being corrupted.” He let his words ring through the hall for a moment before continuing. “Perhaps Lord Alfred Ivanhoe is innocent of corruption. Perhaps these terrible rumors we have all heard are false. Or perhaps we shall reveal a traitor of the heart, a human cancer upon the body of this sacred order. A disease for which there is only one cure: elimination.”

The audience erupted with cheers. Lord Heraxon gestured for them to be silent.

“I beg your patience, brothers and sisters. There will be time enough to cheer when the work is done, and order has been restored. Until then… quiet, please. The truth must be set free.”

Alfie tensed as Lord Heraxon crossed the stage to his chair. The Master Lord’s voice boomed as he began his interrogation without further preamble.

“Lord Alfred Ivanhoe, how long have you been the Lord of the Maze of Masculine Malevolence?”

Alfie had to think for a moment, counting on the time spent renovating and modifying the dungeon, before offering an answer.

“Nineteen days,” he said. “But it’s not called that anymore.”

“Ah, yes, why don’t you tell everyone here what you call your uncle’s dungeon now that you are its lord.”

Alfie could feel the cruel leading of Heraxon’s very first questions, but there was no point running away from the truth.

“The Happy Endings Dungeon,” said Alfie.

Alfie heard a few chuckles and muttered jeers from the otherwise quiet audience.

“And what, Alfred Ivanhoe, constitute a happy ending for the vermin that intrude upon our dungeons?” asked Heraxon. “A pike through the skull? A gout of burning oil? A braining from a pack of gnolls?”

Alfie had not expected that question. He frowned and stammered as he answered, “W-well, uh, I reckon it’s subjective, isn’t it?”

“You tell me,” said Heraxon, turning to smile for the audience.

“It is,” continued Alfie. “Each customer – intruder as you call them – has their own idea of what will make them happy and so I use my summoned minions to find out what that is and then I use my powers to make them happy.”

“Sexually?” asked Lord Heraxon, raising an eyebrow.

“Well, uh, yeah, so far,” said Alfie.

“And this is how you protect the sacred treasure in your dungeon?”

“Yeah, I suppose it is,” said Alfie. “I just couldn’t stand to kill all these people—”

“Intruders,” hissed Heraxon. “Invaders. Trespassers. Looters. Thieves. You greet them, welcome them into your dungeon, and then let your summoned monsters have intercourse with them. And what do you gain? Nothing but your own perverse voyeuristic pleasure! While your dungeon starves, you—”

“Heroic Flames,” said Alfie.

“You… you what?”

“Well, uh, after the heroes are ‘defeated’ by my monsters, sexually, they give up a Heroic Flame and that is taken to the Dungeon Heart.” Alfie looked past Heraxon at the dark audience. “I mean, my assistant said they’re not burning quite as bright as if we’d killed the heroes, but we still get the flames.”

A murmur of surprise went through the audience. Lord Heraxon snarled with anger.

“Alive means undefeated,” he shouted. “They can return to your dungeon.”

“And we’ll give them another happy ending,” said Alfie with a grin.

“Madness!” shouted Lord Heraxon. He looked to his audience. “It is not enough to defile and pervert the very purpose of his uncle’s own dungeon. Alfred Ivanhoe’s treachery extends to the realm of politics. He forges an alliance… with our greatest enemy.”

“I do?”

“Tell me, Alfred, have you recently traveled to Galamanca’s capital city of Macerolina?”

“Well, uh, yes,” said Alfie, his confidence beginning to sag.

“Why were you there?”

“I was, um, I mean, my friend was going to steal some from the nobles and my assistant wanted to, uh—”

“Were you attending the wedding of Princess Josephine Antoinette Damartin, now the wife of Carlos IX, the crown prince of Galamanca?”

“Y-yes, but I—”

“And did you dance with her?”

“Yes.”

“And did you meet her before that day?”

“Meet, uh, no, but I…”

“You did! You met her in the streets in Orleans! And how long have you been her lover?”

“What? I’m not, I mean I’d like to be, but I’m not actually—“

“Since that day in Orleans? Did you conspire with her to assume the mantle of Dungeon Lord and spread your insidious lies about happiness and pleasure?” Heraxon grabbed Alfie’s medallion. “Do you mock this very symbol with your plot to destroy the Secret Society of Protectors from within?”

“What? No! It was one dance and then you burst in and blew things up. You said yourself she’s married.”

“It is well known that her new husband, Carlos IX, is a homosexual,” sneered Lord Heraxon. “Their marriage is purely political. Her true lover and partner is you, Alfred Ivanhoe, our supposed brother.”

“No!”

“Do you love Princess Josephine?”

Alfie stared into those cruel, icy eyes. He could feel the hatred fuming from Lord Heraxon’s body. Alfie was terrified of being scourged and fed to the worms. But he could not lie. Not about that.

“I love her,” said Alfie quietly.

The audience burst into angry jeering. Lord Heraxon had to stomp his heeled boot upon the stage to quiet them.

“I have heard enough,” declared Heraxon. “Have you heard enough?”

The crowd cheered and stomped their feet with enthusiastic rage. The lights lifted to show their howling faces.

“A vote then! Bring me my staff!”

Elsa emerged from the side of the stage in a gauzy gown that was somehow even more revealing than the one she had worn the night before. She could not meet Alfie’s eyes as she brought a long staff topped with a silver skull. Lord Heraxon caressed her and kissed her lips before pushing her away. Her eyes remained downcast as she shuffled past Alfie and off the stage again.

“Is the boy guilty or innocent!?” shouted Lord Heraxon.

He pointed to the first of the Dungeon Lords in the front row of seats.

“Guilty!” shouted the man eagerly.

“Guilty!” shouted the next.

The long chorus of “Guilty!” was rarely interrupted by a subdued utterance of “Innocent.” Alfie counted almost four-to-one at first, but then matters began to turn. Not enough to give him the majority or even a draw, but enough to threaten the two-thirds that Lord Heraxon needed. Alfie sensed doubt creeping onto the Master Lord’s face and in the way his gloved hand tightened on his staff.

Ramone, Poppy, Zanzaveel, and Brute all voted Innocent.

Heraxon jabbed the point of his staff at the next lord in line.

“Lord Figgus?”

“Abstain,” said the plump Lord Figgus.

Two more guilty votes and then it reached Lord DuBois.

“Abstain,” said the stiff-backed, slender Lord DuBois.

Alfie’s heart quickened. He was not sure what Lord Oleander even looked like, but he knew that if the man did not vote innocent then Alfie would be doomed. Another guilty. Another. There was a murmur in the crowd as the numbers dwindled down to the last ten or so lords that had not yet voted.

“Lord Oleander?” Heraxon asked, jabbing his staff in the direction of a pockmarked and very old looking man.

Alfie tensed.

Oleander stirred as if half asleep, looked slowly from Alfie to Heraxon, and spoke in a deep and jowly voice.

“I vote guilty,” he rumbled.

Lord Heraxon could not suppress a delighted giggle. Alfie sunk back into the throne. It was only a matter of counting the last few votes and all of those were Heraxon’s close allies.

“Lord Thasprus?”

“Guilty.”

“Lord Koskull?”

“Guilty!”

“Lord Yarvin?”

“Guilty, my lord!”

“Lord Veluria?”

“Innocent.”

A gasp. A tumult. Everyone jostling in the audience. Some backing away from the pale beauty in their midst as Lord Heraxon leaned over the edge of the stage.

“I believe you’ve misspoken, Elsa,” said Lord Heraxon, fury fluttering at the edges of his words. “I shall ask you again—”

“Innocent!” she said, standing up. “The boy is innocent, Gaius. So innocent it is almost disgusting. Let him be.”

Heraxon’s eyes blazed with anger. He stood up stiffly and straightened his cloak.

“Much as you might enjoy that, my dear, your vote only results in a draw. That means the deciding vote goes to me and I, of course, vote for—”

“Right of conference!” shouted Ramone, standing up from the audience.

“Let it go, Lord Brookwyne,” laughed Gaius. “What good will it do to prolong the boy’s suffering?”

“It is my right,” said Ramone, approaching the stage and ignoring the threatening growl of Heraxon’s armored bodyguards. Lord Heraxon seemed to consider ordering his guards to kill Ramone.

Then, perhaps thinking of how it would spoil his moment of triumph, decided better. Heraxon waved the knights aside and Ramone leapt onto the stage. He hurried to Alfie’s side.

Alfie could not help but smile. “Did you hear that? Elsa voted for me. I won.”

Ramone clasped Alfie’s arm and leaned close to Alfie to keep their conversation private.

“You haven’t, Alfie,” said Ramone, smiling sadly. “But because it is a draw you can request a night of reflection. This gives the Dungeon Lords a chance to reflect on the verdict and change their votes. I will work tirelessly with my friends to try to find one vote to change, but I must warn you… Lord Heraxon will likely change more votes in his favor. He can threaten and influence with his power. We can only appeal to kindness in the hearts of the other lords and that, my friend, is in short supply.”

Heraxon banged his staff upon the stage.

“Your conference is up! Leave my stage, Lord Brookwyne.”

“I’m going,” said Ramone. “But the boy has something to say.”

“Yes? What is it?”

“Since… since it’s a draw,” said Alfie, cold sweat trickling down his back, “I request a night of reflection.”

Lord Heraxon’s anger froze and curdled upon his face. On the verge of satisfaction, his cruel victory was delayed.

“So be it, Alfred Ivanhoe,” he snarled. “One night of reflection! The vote is hereby suspended until the morning hence. I shall take and hold Alfred Ivanhoe’s medallion of office and he shall be imprisoned until it is time to decide the final verdict.”

The Dungeon Lords awaiting the excitement of Alfie’s execution groaned with disappointment. Elsa Veluria had just bought Alfie one more night to live.
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A Few Things Worse Than Scourging

“Take it,” whispered Elsa, pressing the tiny glass capsule into Alfie’s hand.

Alfie looked at the bright green liquid sloshing within. He looked back at her and saw her smile sweetly.

“Night’s Kiss,” she giggled. “I milked it from the spiders myself. The venom is the deadliest of all my pets. So potent that if you are bitten while you sleep you will not wake up from the pain. Death will take you that swiftly.”

“I do not want such a thing,” said Alfie, trying to push it back into Elsa’s grasp.

She shook her head vehemently, tossing her dark locks across her face.

“If you do not use it, my beloved Alfred, then that is your decision. But you must have such an escape when the scourging begins.” She squeezed her breasts against the bars of Alfie’s cell and reached up to stroke a finger over Alfie’s cheek. “Hide it in your mouth, just here, and when the time comes you simply bite down on it and swallow. The pain will be gone in a moment.”

“I will endure what I must,” said Alfie.

“He coats the blades of the scourge in acid so the pain is more excruciating,” whispered Elsa. “Promise me you will have the venom with you. Promise.”

“Very well, I promise,” he said.

“Good boy,” giggled Elsa, her expression brightening. “Would you like something else to comfort you?”

She peeled back the sheer softness of her bodice and pressed her breasts against the bars. Her pale flesh grew red as she fed her tits through. Her nipples jutting stiffly. They were beautiful and Alfie felt the urge to kiss and lick and suck them, but he resisted.

“Elsa, please,” he said. “I go to my death.”

She pouted as she lifted her weight from the bars.

“Do you not think I’m pretty?” She turned around for him, her ghostly loveliness apparent as her gown lifted and fell again against her hips. He might have thought her undead if he had not felt the squeezing warmth of her body wrapped around his cock.

“Gorgeous, Elsa,” he said, “and I thank you for your vote of innocence, but I am in no mood for this.”

“Oh, but Allllfred,” she moaned with disappointment. “At least let me reach through and feel it. Pleeeease? Once more? For your good luck?”

She pressed her arm through and stretched out for the bulge in his trousers. He gasped as her fingertips danced across his straining manhood. He drew back.

“I must refuse,” he said. “I would love nothing more, Elsa, than to luxuriate in my bed with you and, uh, experience your loveliness again. To kiss and suck at your breasts. To gaze into those, well, evil eyes of yours. But…”

She sighed, vanquished at last, and pulled her gown back over her breasts.

“Take the poison, Alfred,” she said wistfully. “It will spare you unthinkable suffering.”

With that, she was gone and Alfie was alone again in the dank cell. Alone with his thoughts and the tiny glass vial of poison in the palm of his hand. He turned it over and over in his grasp.

His thoughts went to Josephine, so fair and so pure. The smell of her and the warmth of her slender body pressed to his during the dance at her wedding ball. The twinkle in her blue eyes as she gazed up into his. Whatever happened, however much he would soon suffer, he had that moment with the princess and not even Gaius Heraxon could take it away from Alfie.

Alfie’s memories of the angelic beauty of Princess Josephine were invaded by the many vivid memories of another beauty in his life. Myssandra – Praefecta Myssandra - towering and terrifying, her body bulging with inhuman muscles as she grappled with Selesta. Myssandra, more human, but only a little less terrifying, introducing Alfie to pleasures that he had not even imagined in his life back in Charreaux. He found himself often at odds with his beautiful, demonic assistant, and yet he craved her company almost as much as he hated to argue with her about the dungeon.

He wished she were there with him in his cell. She would have thought of something. Some way to get him out of this trouble only to lead him into some even bigger trouble.

The door to the dungeon clanked loudly and groaned open.

“Myssandra?” Alfie squinted at the door.

Torches appeared and two hooded figures entered. One was wearing a cloak of fine black velvet and the other was an immense figure draped in a patchwork cloak. They drew back their hoods.

“Ramone,” said Alfie with relief. He added a grateful nod at the huge barbarian, “Brute. How goes the effort to sway a vote in my favor?”

“Not well,” said Ramone, his lips tightening into a frown. “Heraxon has managed to bribe Lord Figgus into voting guilty. Before Heraxon could call a new vote, I reminded that fat bastard that I saved his dungeon from an invasion of paladins last year by sending a conjured pack of lewd ghouls.”

“Lewd girls?” asked Alfie.

“Lewd ghouls,” said Brute. “Ghouls but with tits out. Twats out. They like to gnaw on cocks.”

“Down to the bone,” said Ramone with a flicker of a smile. “That was a grisly evening indeed. My reminder put Figgus back to abstention. Which leaves things at a draw, Alfred. I’m afraid that just isn’t enough to save your hide.”

“So what then?” asked Alfie, slumping against the bars of his cell.

“We haven’t much time,” said Ramone. “But I have a hefty bribe ready for your jailer. Enough to buy Roxana a visit. She is waiting just outside Alfie and she will, well, make things less painful for you.”

“Suck you dry,” said Brute with a lopsided grin.

“Why not one of the lewd ghouls?” Alfie looked sullenly at Ramone.

“Don’t be that way my boy. I did my best, but sometimes things simply do not work out. You had a bit of fun with your dungeon and now, well, someone else will have their fun.”

“And me?”

“Better drained dry by Roxana than slowly digesting in a worm,” said Ramone.

“Or you try trial by combat,” said Brute.

“What?” Alfie stood up.

“It’s not worth considering,” said Ramone.

“You pick someone to fight for you,” said Brute, grabbing the bars and looking strong enough to bend them. He pressed his slab of a forehead to the pitted iron and peered excitedly down at Alfie. “You get that big blonde of yours. She fight real good.”

“And Heraxon will unleash Shrike upon her,” said Ramone. “Not even Myssandra can beat him.”

“Myssandra’s tough,” sniffed Brute. “Demon blood. She kill Shrike for her master.”

“Nothing kills Shrike. He is death incarnate.” Ramone looked from Brute to Alfie with a hint of exasperation. “Shrike was once a man, a Dungeon Lord who wronged lord Heraxon, and he made an example of him by subjecting him to magical surgeries. Now he is a butcher for Heraxon. A twisted machine made for murder.”

“Myssandra is demon,” countered Brute. “War demon. She’s more dangerous than old Dungeon Lord with knives for hands.”

Alfie pictured his beautiful assistant in the arena fighting the serpent demon for the amusement of the other servants. Myssandra as a giantess, muscles straining, hands clawed, and her eyes glowing with demonic fury.

“Do you really think she could beat this creature?” asked Alfie, looking up at the Brute.

“She crush him!” grinned the giant, showing his uneven teeth in a wide smile.

“Lord Ivanhoe,” said Ramone, growing impatient. “Myssandra could be killed and sent back to her realm. Or worse. She could become the property of Lord Heraxon.”

Alfie was done giving up at every turn. He was not going to surrender his lifeblood to Ramone’s beautiful vampiric assistant. For all Alfie knew, Ramone wanted Alfie dead so he could have Myssandra all to himself.

“I will demand a trial by combat,” said Alfie. “I believe in Myssandra.”

“Yes!” Brute banged his hands against the bars of the cell. “We get a fight!”

“You are making a mistake,” said Ramone. “But I will send word to Myssandra.”

“You do that,” said Alfie. “Tell her that I believe in her.”

Ramone nodded curtly and flipped his hood back over his head. He departed with a whirl of his dark cloak. The Brute grinned and winked awkwardly at Alfie before stomping out after Ramone.

Once the die had been cast, events proceeded with the speed of a roaring river. Alfie was summoned from his cell by Lord Heraxon’s knights and marched back to the amphitheater where he had been interrogated. The Dungeon Lords were already in attendance, having cast the final vote resulting in a draw. Tension hung in the air. Most expected prompt execution. The Brute, seated in the front row, seemed to be eating some sort of snack from a large bowl. He was grinning in anticipation of the trial by combat.

Lord Heraxon stood at the center of the stage, presiding over the voting as Alfie was led to the throne and pinched back into place by its black brambles. The murmur of the crowd rose to excited whispers. Lord Heraxon hammered his staff upon the stage to bring them to silence. He held up the scourge in his other hand, raising its nine-tongued length and holding it away from his body. The long serpents of the flail drooped with the weight of the sharpened heads at the end of each. Acid glistened on the black metal spikes of each head. 

“Lord Alfred Ivanhoe!” Heraxon’s voice quieted the last whispers. “The Secret Society of Protectors remains deadlocked on the matter of your guilt. As the master of this order, it is my solemn duty to cast the deciding vote. Before I do, I must ask if you have any final words to speak in your defense or shall we hasten to the resolution?”

Heraxon spun the flail in his hand, causing acid to flick from the weighted heads and sizzle upon the floor.

“I will speak,” shouted Alfie. “This whole thing was a farce! I was permitted no defense and no chance to defend my honor!”

“You were afforded every—”

“I demand a trial by combat!” shouted Alfie, fighting against the restraints of the throne.

The crowd erupted with excitement. Lord Heraxon, clearly prepared for this eventuality, hammered the Dungeon Lords to silence with his staff.

“Very Well, Alfred Ivanhoe. A trial by combat is your right. And will you fight for yourself, or will you ask another to stand in your place?”

“I will ask my assistant, Myssandra, to fight for me,” said Alfie.

“Of course,” said Heraxon, his smile never slipping. “Asking another to fight in your place. Nothing shameful about that. We cannot all be warriors.”

The crowd laughed at Heraxon’s barb. Alfie seethed, wanting nothing more than to smack the arrogant smile from Lord Heraxon’s face.

“Bring the traitor’s assistant! We will ask her if she is willing to fight—”

The doors into the amphitheater boomed open and torchlight silhouetted the cloaked figure of a veritable giantess.

“I accept!” shouted Myssandra.

The cloak slid from her nearly naked body as she strode down the aisle towards the stage. Her golden hair was pulled back in a tight tail, accentuating the demonic exaggeration of her features. Her muscled body glistened. Her breasts were bare and jiggling. The loincloth she wore did little to conceal her demonic loveliness.

She was a towering, battle-ready killer. Her massive thighs and muscular buttocks worked with each step she took through the crowd. Her eyes glowed red like embers of fury and her smile revealed her fangs. Her arms ended in deadly claws that she flexed as she cleared the stairs up to the stage in two massive strides.

She loomed over Heraxon, more than a head taller than even the imposing Master Lord. His bodyguards bristled uncertainly at the edge of the stage.

“Such savagery, Myssandra,” said Heraxon, seemingly unimpressed by Myssandra’s size and demonic beauty. “I will enjoy making you kneel at my feet like a well-trained bitch when this is over. Unless my fighter decides to take your head. Then I shall have your pretty skull polished to decorate one of the shelves in my library.”

“Not fighting me yourself?” growled Myssandra.

“Of course not!” laughed Heraxon. “If Tiberius’ little nephew cannot muster the courage to fight me himself, why should I exert the effort of dispatching his sinborne slavegirl? Oh, no, demon. I have someone to deal with you. SHRIKE!”

Alfie’s first impression of Shrike was of a lithe living shadow that poured out of the darkness and reformed upon the stage. He was taller than Myssandra and bore some slight resemblance to Heraxon’s bodyguard of knights. Shrike’s body and his armor were indistinguishable. His sharp-boned face curled into a mask of hatred. He had no eyes, only a nose and mouth. He was a thing of unholy black metal, covered in curving spikes all over his metallic shell. His hands were blades. No fingers or thumbs. Only blades. Long and gleaming silver against the black of his body.

Shrike crossed his blades and bowed sharply to Myssandra. She took a step back and for a moment Alfie saw a flicker of fear in her demonic eyes.

“The combat is until one of you yields or until the death,” said Heraxon.

“To the death then,” replied Myssandra, her jaw clenched with fury.

“So be it.” Lord Heraxon stepped back to stand beside the throne imprisoning Alfie. “Begin!”
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Myssandra’s Fall

Myssandra landed the first deafening blow. Her body smashed into Shrike, heedless of the spikes covering him, opening numerous small wounds on her naked flesh as she raked her claws over his armored hide. Shrike bent backwards and seemed to flow out of her grasp like liquid. The spikes on his body tore at Myssandra’s thighs and ripped away her loincloth.

“Noooo!” she howled with demonic rage. She seized Shrike by his ankles and tried to twist him into a submission hold. The knives of his hands punched deep into Myssandra’s muscular sides and she screamed in pain and released him.

She fell onto her back and kicked away from him as Shrike’s slender body coiled upon itself and stood upright. He stabbed his knives at her and she narrowly avoided them by rolling aside. He came for her again and this time she kicked at him with both feet by using her shoulders and arms to brace her back. Her heels collided with Shrike’s face and sent him reeling.

Lord Heraxon dodged the oily black giant, but Alfie was trapped in Shrike’s path. The throne buckled from the impact and Alfie was knocked from its clutching arms. He tumbled out, stunned, bleeding from the side of his head, but alive. Before Shrike could recover, Myssandra threw herself at him, knocking him away from Alife and clamping her fangs down on Shrike’s wrist.

An inhuman, grinding scream emerged from the eyeless face of Shrike. Myssandra tore his knife hand from his wrist, black blood spraying her breasts as she spit the severed knife to the ground. The audience gasped, shocked by the sight of Shrike being so badly injured.

The killer’s severed hand flopped to the floor next to Alfie. Without a second thought, Alfie grabbed hold of the bloodied stump at the bottom of the trowel-sized blade.

Myssandra’s triumph turned in an instant to ruin. Shrike was enraged by his injury and flew at Myssandra like a storm of liquid black steel. Hooks and spikes shredded Myssandra’s back and shoulder. Shrike’s remaining blade plunged again and again. Myssandra shielded herself and Shrike mangled her other arm and right claw. She managed one kick to give herself some space, but Alfie could see that her injuries were grievous. Blood was pouring from a dozen wounds. The demonic light in her eyes was fading.

Alfie didn’t remember getting up from the floor, but suddenly, terribly, he was right there in the midst of the fight. He was standing over Myssandra and holding Shrike’s severed blade.

The amphitheater fell silent. Shrike stopped attacking. He writhed and bubbled with black as if his very outline was seething with fury. He did not advance. Shrike was restrained by his orders from Lord Heraxon.

“This is not permitted!” shouted the Master Lord. “You have chosen your fighter and she has fallen! Stand aside and let this be finished properly, you stupid boy!”

“Move aside,” croaked Myssandra, weakly lifting her head.

“Your creature will have to kill me to get to her,” said Alfie, brandishing the huge knife like he had learned to wield a sword. It was awkward, but Alfie was determined. He would die on his feet if he was to die today. He would die protecting Myssandra for as long as he could.

Lord Heraxon sighed.

“You really do manage to foul up everything, don’t you?” He gestured at Alfie. “Go on then, Shrike. Kill them both.”

The writhing black tempest was unleashed. It let out a shrill cry of bloodlust and lunged at Alfie. He swung the severed knife at the same moment. Shrike’s blade plunged deep into Alfie’s chest just below the shoulder. It was a wound that would open and expose his innards with a downward motion from Shrike. In reply, Alfie struck a glancing blow to Shrike’s wounded arm. The knife cut at the coagulating stump of Shrike’s wrist and then was knocked from Alfie’s grasp. Alfie’s attack was almost comically ineffective.

Yet Shrike froze, his own knife stuck in Alfie’s chest but not moving downward. The lithe, black giant shuddered.

“What are you waiting for?” snarled Lord Heraxon.

“Gggggggggggnnnnnn,” replied Shrike, suddenly boneless, dropping to the floor like a cut rope. A gasp whistled from his lips and black liquid bubbled from both nostrils. He lay motionless, one arm still raised and his knife still stuck in Alfie’s chest.

Myssandra weakly sat up. Alfie staggered back, tearing Shrike’s knife from his shoulder. He groaned in pain and tripped over Myssandra. They tumbled together on the floor as Lord Heraxon looked on in disbelief.

“Are you alright, Myssandra?” asked Alfie, trying to staunch the red blood gushing from the wound in his chest.

She had returned to her human form. Still much taller than him, but softer and more lovely than in her demonic form. Her hands cradled him as their blood mingled on the floor between them.

“No, master,” she said, smiling weakly. “I might yet die. How did you do it? How did you poison your blade with the venom of a Night’s Kiss?”

“A friend,” said Alfie, looking out across the crowd of stunned Dungeon Lords and seeing Elsa, teary-eyed and waving a lacy handkerchief at him.

“It is done!” shouted Ramone from the side of the stage. “The boy has won, Gaius! Your champion is dead!”

A cheer went up from the crowd. Even several of those who had voted for Alfie to be executed suddenly cheered him and chanted his name.

“IVAN-HOE! IVAN-HOE! IVAN-HOE!” They swarmed the stage and surrounded Alfie and Myssandra.

“You have only prolonged your suffering,” snarled Lord Heraxon. Spitting with anger, he withdrew behind the protection of his bodyguards and left.

Ramone and the Brute helped Myssandra and Alfie to their feet. Despite the pain, Alfie felt a tug of yearning as he looked at Myssandra. She was naked, pale, delirious, smeared with blood, and more beautiful than he had ever seen her. He grabbed her in his arms and despite their mutual pain he kissed her on her lips.

“Thank you for fighting for me,” he said to her.

“Thank you, master,” she said weakly. “For saving me.”

“You’ve done it, my boy!” laughed Ramone, shaking Alfie’s shoulders. “Long live Lord Alfred Ivanhoe! Long live the Happy Endings Dungeon!”

It was at that point, just as the Dungeon Lords were beginning to lift Alfie up onto their shoulders, that everything went black.
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The New Assistant

“I must rest now if I am to rise again,” whispered Myssandra as her eyes fluttered closed. Her fingers dropped from Alfie’s grasp and her pallor seemed to grow. She was like a statue of marble toppled onto the dark ruffles of the bed where he had placed her. She hardly seemed to breathe at all.

“I will watch over you,” murmured Alfie, pressing a kiss to the cool skin of Myssandra’s forehead.

Alfie covered her with the blankets and watched her chest slowly rise and fall. He sat beside her for a long while, but the silence of the Dungeon Nexus was invaded by the distant moans and laughter of Veena and her goblin lovers. A deep, echoing groan was followed by a chorus of cackling. The sounds struck Alfie as perverse with Myssandra lying in repose on the brink of death.

He winced at the bandaged wound in his chest as he rose from the chair beside Myssandra’s bed. He made his way painfully to the Dungeon Table and used his powers to raise walls and seal doorways until, at last, he was nearly entombed by silence. It was only a temporary relief. Some new customers would come to the dungeon. He could not care for Myssandra, tend to his own injury, and perform his duties as Dungeon Lord at the same time. He needed someone to help him.

Thankfully, he had an entire book full of creatures waiting to become obedient minions.

Alfie opened the Dungeon Catalog, paging through the monsters with their little illustrations waiting to be plucked from the page and dropped onto the table. Goblins weren’t obedient enough, gnomes were too obedient, and golems were for hard labor, not healing the wounded. There were orcs, trolls, even alluring elves, but Alfie’s interest was drawn to the pages of sinborne demons. There were several pages devoted purely to demonic servants from imps to voluptuous beauties.

He stopped on the page for an “Attendant Succubus.” The illustration was quite provocative, depicting a curvaceous redheaded beauty with thick horns, leathery wings, and a tail that ended in a heart-shaped tip curling over her plump thigh. Her eyes seemed to sparkle even on the page and her breasts and hips were lusciously proportioned.

Alfie read aloud from the accompanying text, “’The attendant succubus is far more obedient than most succubi and will protect, pleasure, or infiltrate as the Dungeon Lord desires. Her sweet demeanor can lure unwanted heroes to their doom or provide pleasant companionship during lonely hours for the Dungeon Lord.’”

“She, uh, seems to fit my needs exactly,” said Alfie, feeling a throb in his cock. He continued, as if trying to convince himself that there was no problem with summoning a sex demon as an assistant, “I can always get rid of her if things don’t work out.”

He pinched his fingers over the illustration and the glowing figure of the succubus lifted from the page of the Dungeon Catalog. The tiny figurine wiggled against Alfie’s fingertips, fizzing with magic that he felt like the buzzing wings of a trapped insect. He held the tiny succubus up to his face and she blew him a kiss. He placed her gingerly on the table just outside the Dungeon Nexus.

“There you go,” he said as she looked up at him from the table, then moved towards the door represented on the map.

There was a rhythmic knock at the heavy door to the Dungeon Nexus. Alfie had gained enough power over the dungeon to wave his hand and feel the bolt slide open as the door slowly swung wide with a groan.

A perfumed mist drifted into the room ahead of the succubus. She appeared in silhouette first, the light behind her outlining the pair of horns curving from the sides of her head, the swell of her more than ample bosom, the tapering of her waist and the generous flare of her hips, and that teasing tail curling seductively over the outline of her thick thigh. Her eyes flared red for a moment, her hips swung, and she stepped into the Dungeon Nexus.

“Hello, master,” she purred, sweeping a lock of scarlet hair from her blue eyes, and curling it behind a pointed ear. Her plush lips curled into a smile. She wore a single piece of shimmering red clothing, designed as if to reveal every proportion of her body without revealing its most intimate secrets.

She ran her hands over her breasts, inviting Alfie to gaze upon the wonderous ampleness of her sinborne beauty. Her fingers squeezed her tits before moving lower, her hips swinging side to side as she sauntered right up to him.

Alife felt the heat of his desire in his face before he felt it in his twitching cock. His gaze was drawn from her hips to her thighs, her mound barely covered at all by the strip of red fabric.

“Uh, greetings,” said Alfie, scratching his head and finding it impossible not to stare at the lewd movements of the demon’s body. “Welcome to the Happy Endings Dungeon.”

“Oh, how delightful, master,” purred the succubus, striding close enough to touch and not stopping. “You must be Alfie.”

Alfie brought up his hands to defend himself, but found his fingers and palms suddenly pressed to the warm softness of the demon’s breasts. She thrust her chest against his hands and moaned with pleasure, her nipples stiffening beneath her flimsy garment.

“W-what’s your name?” asked Alfie, his voice cracking. He cleared his throat and tried to sound stronger. “Tell me your name, demon!”

“Oh, you don’t have to shout, master,” purred the succubus. “I am Desdemona, but you can call me Dezzy. Most of my masters do.”

“How many masters have you had?”

“A girl never tells,” she giggled, biting her lip in a way that made him desperately want to throw her to the floor and ravish her. Her fingers stroked Alfie’s bandage and he winced. Dezzy cooed, “Ooo, sorry, master. I didn’t know you were hurt. Let me make you feel all better.”

“I really, uh, summoned you to help care for Myssandra… my assistant…”

“You don’t mean Praefecta Myssandra?” Dezzy giggled. “Oh, dear, I knew she was slumming it in the mortal world. A Dungeon Lord’s assistant? Wait until the girls hear about this.”

Dezzy pushed Alfie towards a long resting couch next to the Dungeon Table.

“She’s badly injured,” protested Alfie. “I need you to fill in for her and care for her and—”

“Shhhhhhh,” purred Dezzy, bringing a finger to Alfie’s lips. “She’s a big girl. With demons, these things tend to work themselves out. I wouldn’t worry about her, master. It’s you I’m worried about.”

Dezzy gave Alfie another push and he dropped onto the couch. Dezzy pounced onto his lap, straddling him, and sliding her arms over his shoulders. She knelt high astride his lap and Alfie found himself looking up at her over the magnificent prominence of her breasts. Her scent was unlike any perfume he had ever breathed before. A sweet, flowery smell with hints of fruit and a deeper, thrilling musk that promised erotic pleasures. Her touch tingled against him wherever her fingers caressed. Her warmth was thrilling.

“Mardoch,” moaned Alfie. “Forgive me.”

“Oh, him? Don’t worry about your god now, master. I’m here and I can perform all sorts of miracles.” Dezzy leaned down and planted a kiss on Alfie’s lips. Her lips as soft and warm as he had imagined. Her mouth so sweet and inviting that he could not resist the urge to thrust his tongue against hers. He felt a thrilling surge of pleasure as they kissed. A sensation as if ecstasy was being caught upon a hook and reeled up from his depths and into Dezzy’s mouth. Her eyes opened as she kissed him and Alfie saw the magenta flame of magic in those clear blue eyes.

He tried to pull back, but at that very moment Dezzy sat down heavily upon his lap. With a deft swing of her hips, the bulge in Alfie’s trousers caught against the gusset of her meager garment. He felt the softness and heat of her cunt seeming to cradle his shaft through his trousers. She rolled her hips once. Twice. Kissing him hungrily and moaning so that her pleasure vibrated into his mouth. He grasped her hips, his mind telling him to push her away, but his body craving each intoxicating slide of her heat against his cock.

“Mmmmm!” cried Alfie, his pleasure peaking as his tongue warred in her mouth. Liquid warmth pumping out of his cock. His seed spurting shamefully into his trousers as Dezzy rode his lap and devoured his lips.

He was still quivering with ecstasy as Dezzy finally pulled her lips free of his. Her glistening wet mouth trailed a lengthening strand of saliva to Alfie’ lips for a moment.

“Ooooohhhhh, master,” she moaned, her cheeks flushed and her breasts heaving excitedly. She slid from his lap. “You’re absolutely delicious. And so excitable. Oh, dear, and you’ve made a mess in your trousers and it’s all my fault.”

“It’s alright,” gasped Alfie, his face hot with shame. “I didn’t… what are you doing?”

Dezzy was already crouching before Alfie, her fingers unbuckling his belt and her deft digits unbuttoning his trousers. The glistening dark spot on his pants disappeared as she yanked his trousers down and his underwear with them. Alfie gasped as his cock, red and still almost fully erect, bounced free. It was a filthy mess of his spent spunk.

“Ohhhh, master! For me?” Dezzy giggled and grasped his cock in her hands. She looked up at him with hunger still blazing in those blue eyes. “Don’t worry, I’ll get you allll cleaned up, master.”

“That’s not necessary… you can just go… oh… I can… oooohhhhhhhhh…”

Alfie’s objections died as Dezzy’s mouth engulfed his cock. She slurped lewdly all the way down to the root of his cock and he felt her silky throat gulping him down. Her tongue circled his shaft, massaging him like a warm tentacle before teasing down to his bollocks. He groaned and jerked his hips, rocking his hardness into Dezzy’s mouth as she began to tongue his sack and even tease the tip of her tongue against his clench.

“Ohhhh fuck,” he groaned in disbelief.

Dezzy stood up without taking her mouth off his cock, her face down, her feet wide apart, and her hips raised high as she moved in a slow, elegant circle. Alfie could hardly believe the contortions of the beautiful succubus as she completely rotated around his cock until her big, juicy bottom was nearly even with his face and she was standing over him.

He stared in awe at the luscious onion of her ass, her creamy cheeks scantily covered by the crimson of her costume. Her throat massaged his cock as she reached back and dragged aside the back and gusset of shimmering fabric.

“Fuck,” repeated Alfie at the raunchy sight of Dezzy’s glistening cunt and twitching pink pucker. The musk of lust wafted from her holes and he could not resist his desire. He grabbed hold of her bottom with both hands, sitting up and drawing her back in a single motion to bury his nose between her cheeks and his tongue in her hot, honeyed cunt.

“MMNnnnnnnn!” moaned Dezzy, her pleasure vibrating around Alfie’s twitching cock.

Alfie’s first taste of the cunt of a succubus nearly sent him over the edge. His tongue plunged deep into those hot folds and he sucked the sweet, syrupy nectar of her lust. As delicious and sugary as a peach tart with a spicy taste of cinnamon. Her slick inner walls clutched and fluttered around his tongue and even this sensation brought with it the tingling of pleasure.

His cock could not last long in the slurping inferno of Dezzy’s mouth. Her throat massaged and squeezed his straining tip, her lips massaged his shaft, and her tongue pleasured his tightening stones. There was no escape but to bury his face in that creamy bottom and plunge his tongue deeper into her hot, sweet cove. He cried out with ecstasy, his hips giving a sudden jerk and driving him as deep as he could into Dezzy’s incredible throat.

Pleasure exploded from him in a hot flood. Massive pumps like nothing he had ever felt before. His hips lifting, riding into her throat, and unleashing spurt after spurt that Dezzy happily swallowed. She gulped him down and with his seed she drank the essence of his life force in gushing measures. He could not stop this pleasure, only cling to her and moan with ecstasy into the depths of her cunt. His tongue working. His lips still drinking her sweet nectar.

When she finally lifted from him – from his cock and his face – she turned and kissed him. He was breathless and delirious. Her lips tasted of his saltiness. He moaned and smiled weakly at her.

“You’re going to kill me,” he warned. “I don’t want that.”

“Oh, no, master,” cooed Dezzy, stroking his face and kissing him again. “I would never kill you. There’s just so much yummy life inside you. It would take me days to drain every drop. Mmmmm. But I want more.”

“More?” He looked at her uncertainly. “But I—”

“Shhhhhh,” she said, thrusting her smothering breasts into his face.

Beneath those warm, lovely pillows, all he could think to do was kiss them. He licked and sucked at her tits as she shifted atop him, her knees astride his lap and her warm cunny once more positioned above his cock. She gripped him with one hand, burying his concerned protest beneath her tits as she raised her hips and lowered them again, impaling the heat of her cunt onto Alfie’s semi-flaccid cock. A few slippery slides of her cunt and a few deft squeezes with her inner muscles and Alfie had been coaxed back to full hardness.

“There we are,” gasped Dezzy, settling back on her haunches, and beginning to ride Alfie’s fleshy pillar. “Such a big cock for such a skinny boy. Ooooooo. Does that feel good?”

“It’s… it’s heaven,” gasped Alfie, sweating terribly but unable to keep a smile from his face.

“Oh, I rather think it is far south of there,” giggled Dezzy. “Come on then, master. Show me what you can do with that mighty staff of yours.”

Her words compelled him as if she was the master and he was the summoned servant. His hips jerked and he rammed his cock upwards so forcefully that he nearly threw her from his lap. He quickly grabbed hold of her plush bottom with both hands and held tightly. Dezzy sang with pleasure. She rode upwards and slammed down again, her thighs and buttocks slapping against him as her slick cunt clutched at his every thrust.

Alfie lost all control. He was chasing an ecstasy he had never experienced before. Not with Myssandra, Elsa, or any of his other lovers. This was the diabolical pleasure of the succubus. The thrilling sensation of perilous pleasure.

“Yesss! Harder, master! I am your naughty plaything! Use me! Fuck me!” Dezzy laughed with delight, throwing back her head as her body bounced atop Alfie’s lap. Her plump tits slapped and squeezed against him with her vigorous ride. His fingers held fast to the warm, soft roundness of her bottom. Her cunt, so hot, so molten, that it felt as if she was melting his cock inside her like a sugary sweet.

His heart pounded with exertion. Tension tightened in his core.

“I’m… I’m going to cum again,” he gasped, unable to keep the delirious smile from his face.

“Oh, yes, master! Give it all to me!” cried Dezzy, the blue of her eyes gone in a magenta blaze of demonic power. “Pour yourself into me, my delicious master!”

“Ohhhh! Dezzy!” Alfie’s fingers crushed the warm roundness of Dezzy’s bottom tightly and he lifted her with a mighty thrust of his hips. He felt like he was thrusting his entire body into the succubus, her warm wetness soaking his groin, her tight folds sucking at him as he drove as deep as he could. With a last, wordless cry he unleashed his pleasure into her hungry cunt.

“Ooooo! I feel it!” cried Dezzy with delight. “Gushing into me! So delicious! So much vitality! Master!!”

Alfie’s muscles went limp and he slumped back onto the couch. His cock was still spurting deep inside Dezzy as she took over, riding atop him with practiced rolls of her hips. Her cunt milking his cock. Drinking his cum.

Drinking more than his cum.

Alfie could feel his strength fading. His eyes growing heavy. His heartbeat seeming to echo in his chest with each spasm of an orgasm continuing far longer than it should.

“Dezzy,” he moaned, his eyes fluttering as his hands slipped from her ass and down her thighs. “Dezzy… that’s enough.”

“No, please, master,” moaned the succubus, flushed and aglow with power. “Give me every drop. Don’t worry. I’ll take good care of Myssandra and you… ohhhhhh… you can rest!”

She wasn’t listening to his requests. He realized he had to summon the authority to command her. But his limbs were weak. His body limp. Every part of him except for his throbbing, spurting cock had gone all soft.

“Dezzy,” rasped Alfie. “I command you… I command… you must… ohhhhh…”

The pleasure was too great. He could not summon the words to his quivering lips. His pale, clammy hands grabbed one last time at her thighs and then fell to his sides. His eyes had nearly drooped shut as the last of his essence seemed to be sputtering out of his cock in his dwindling orgasm.

A familiar reverberating howl thundered through the halls of the Happy Endings Dungeon. The sound was so loud that it caused Dezzy to tense and jerk with shock, her demonic inner muscles gripping Alfie’s cock in a painful vise.

“Ahhh!” He cried out, waking from his stupor and shoving her from his messy lap. “That really hurts!”

“Oh, goodness, I’m so sorry, master,” shouted Dezzy, covering her pointed ears against the howling sound. “What… what is that terrible noise?”

“That is the dungeon alarm.” Alfie managed to stand up. He limped over to the Dungeon Table just in time to see the Gaunt Watcher Demon flash red and collapse. A shapely gray elf with pure white hair was moving deeper into his dungeon with confident ease. “We have a new customer.”

“Customer?” Dezzy leaned on Alfie’s shoulder, her warm, naked body and sweet fragrance almost enough to make him want to fuck her again.

“Yes, a new visitor to the dungeon,” he said. “And she’s just killed my Watcher Demon. Again. I’m going to have to summon him again once we figure out what she wants.”

“Ooooo, leave that to me, master,” purred Dezzy, waving her hands and summoning fresh lingerie with a flash of magic and a dissipating puff of smoke.

“Very well,” said Alfie, still feeling very shaky. “Go on. Find out what she wants and… report back to me. I can summon the monster.”

“Oh, I can handle her,” giggled Dezzy, flexing her fingers and snapping claws from her fingertips.

“No,” said Alfie firmly. “No killing. No sucking out her soul. Or mine, for that matter. We don’t kill in this dungeon and that includes you. Find out her deepest desires and I will make sure they are fulfilled.”

“That sounds like my job, master,” giggled Dezzy. “Don’t worry. I won’t kill her. Just a little fun.”

Alfie tried to come up with an objection, but Dezzy had already sauntered out of the Dungeon Nexus, leaving him leaning heavily on the Dungeon Table. He watched her glowing illusory figurine move on the table for a few seconds and then sighed. He didn’t have the strength to intervene. If Dezzy had the power or inclination to go rogue and kill the latest visitor, Alfie couldn’t stop her.

He shuffled back to his bedchamber and stopped at the doorway. The sight that greeted him was not what he had expected.

Myssandra was no longer in the bed. In place of his recuperating demonic assistant was a wet, fleshy cocoon roughly the size and shape of a coffin. A shadowy figure, presumably Myssandra, was visible inside this pulsating shell of living tissue.

Maybe this was what Dezzy had meant about the problem taking care of itself. Maybe Myssandra would emerge fully healed from this grotesque pod taking up Alfie’s bed.

Or maybe what emerged from the pod would no longer be Myssandra at all.


Book 6: Learn to Please a Succubus

1

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.
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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 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, they 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 up 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 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 she slid back to meet his hips, and the warm wetness of her cunt 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.”


Book 7: Milking the Bull by the Horn

1

Missing a Couple Things

“What am I doing in a dungeon?”

There was a good answer for that

Buella Anna Milchkuchen seemed to be everything a man could desire. Her large, innocent green eyes framed with dark, fluttering lashes invited a man’s attention. She always greeted such interest with a sweet smile, her teeth gleaming and white beneath her luscious pink lips.

Her shapely hips, plump bottom, and ample thighs sheathed in small pink traveler’s shorts could entice any man to follow her from behind. A single flirtatious toss of her flowing, strawberry blonde hair could drive a man wild.

Yet her flimsy blouse hung loose against her bust. She scarcely had larger breasts than her farm boy brothers. Being from the dairy lands of Bravura meant living in a region obsessed with ample lifegiving milk. Buella, despite being quite beautiful, was teased mercilessly by the boys she met at village dances.

Buella’s sisters were even crueler.

Mitzy and Gretta were both extremely well provisioned with great, jiggling mounds that strained any bodice. Tits that seemed to bounce with every step and swing and heave with every turn. Men were enamored with Buella’s beautiful, buxom sisters. Her sisters teased Buella to no end, calling her “measuring stick” and “banner pole.” They told her she would never truly win the heart of a man nor be able to nurse an infant if she were to even manage to find a husband.

Buella was left feeling empty and inadequate without a bust to compare to her sisters. This lack of confidence had poisoned young Buella’s relationships and denied her the happiness that every woman deserves.

She had all but given up hope until a traveling minstrel arrived in her village and regaled the folks in the beerhall with tales of the Happy Endings Dungeon. IT was said to be a place that welcomed any woman and promised to make her deepest desires come true. Many scoffed that this was a trap to lure women to their doom, but Buella, desperate for a change, was willing to take that chance.

She used all her savings to buy a boat ticket from the nearest port of Bravura to faraway Galamanca. The young dairy girl spent days traveling the arid Galamancan countryside and ventured into the mountains to find the dungeon. Some of her uncertainty was alleviated by the raucous atmosphere she encountered in the village of Galabros. Banners invited visitors to the Happy Endings Dungeon and stalls sold trinkets and mementos with a decidedly erotic tone. This was the right place. Surely. There were so many adventurers in town who seemed to be preparing to visit the dungeon.

And yet, so few gathered in Galabros had that last measure of courage to go to the dungeon. Adventurers and curious peasants were endlessly drinking and boasting and partying, but not quite making it up the mountain to the dungeon. Not taking that final step to learn the truth.

Buella could not afford to stay in Galabros long, so she worked up her courage and set forth up the mountainside. The welcome sign and the garden at the entrance had reassured her. But those doubts had returned in full force.

Standing in the dungeon, gazing up with her eyes wide with fear at the skeletal giant seated behind the strange desk, Buella was beginning to think the doubters back in her hometown had been right. The Happy Endings Dungeon was a trap. How could such a sinister-looking creature really help her?

“Um, hello,” she said, her voice soft and high as she forced herself to look up at the gaunt face of the hooded creature. “Um, my name is Buella, and I am… well… maybe someone could help me? This is the Happy Endings Dungeon, right? Um, I heard that any woman could…”

Her words trailed off as the skeletal giant lifted a huge arm, the drooping sleeve falling back from its bony hand as it stretched out a single finger and pointed to a door on the far wall.

“Oh? Um, there? What’s in there?”

“Your desire,” rasped the demon.

The giant’s sinister voice was enough to convince Buella to back away from the desk. Her instincts told her to run for the entrance of the dungeon, to get out and never look back. To consider this entire adventure a very expensive lesson. She stopped herself from letting her fear govern her actions and she looked at the door the giant had indicated with his bony finger.

There was nothing suspicious about it. In fact, it looked like a rather nice, arched door like the sort she might see in an expensive gasthaus or even a castle. Her curiosity won out over her fear, and she approached the door. It had a simple iron pull. She grasped it in her hands and the heavy door swung open with such ease that she nearly fell over backwards.

She straightened herself up and glanced back at the skeletal giant in the robe. He had stopped pointing to the door, but was still watching her with his sunken, baleful eyes. She felt oddly embarrassed by her clumsiness.

“Through here?” she asked to reassure herself.

The giant only stared back at her with his cold, inhuman eyes. She turned back to the doorway, took a deep breath, and stepped into the dark unknown.

Buella stumbled on her first step into the room, nearly toppling over when her boot landed not on stone but on a soft, yielding carpet. Magical lanterns burst to life above her, illuminating a large, stone chamber that was furnished with couches, a table with refreshments, and several statues of very buxom young women. The busty statues were posed in lewd ways that seemed to taunt Buella, their lifelike marble breasts overflowing cradling fingers, dangling as they leaned forward, or spreading out on their ribs. Buella frowned as she stepped deeper into the room, looking past the busty statues, drawn by an unusual object at the room’s center.

It was a simple wooden totem at odds with the luxurious furniture. A voluptuous woman carved with crude tools and topped with two horns like those of a bull. The small opals set into the eyes of the statue began to glow with pale white light as Buella stepped closer.

“What is this?” she whispered, feeling the power emanating from the crude totem.

She took one step and then another, padding softly on the red carpet spread upon the floor. The glow of the totem’s eyes grew brighter and Buella became keenly aware that her nipples were stiffening and becoming more sensitive. She glanced down at her small breasts and her stiff nipples poking at her blouse.

She was afraid, but also excited by the sensations beginning to pulse in her meager bust. The heat was spreading from her tiny tits up to her face and down to her core. She reached the totem sitting atop a stone pedestal. The eyes were glowing so brightly that Buella had to resist the urge to shield her face from the light.

She reached out her tentative hand, fingers outstretched to the carven wooden figurine. She felt the warmth radiating as though she were reaching for the heat of a fire. Then her fingers brushed the wooden fertility totem, and a jolt of intense heat shot from Buella’s fingertips, up her arm, and through her entire body. She jerked back her hand in shock, but the sensation continued.

The heat gathered in Buella’s chest, and she felt an intense swelling almost instantly. She looked down and gasped as she saw her little breasts beginning to inflate as if they were bladders being pumped full of air. Her tiny tits rounded and continued to swell. A weight gathering and flesh seemingly forming with the speed of flowing water. Her blouse began to strain at its buttons. Her breasts swelling larger and larger. Nipples thickening and growing more sensitive.

“Gods, what is it doing to me?” gasped Buella as she staggered back from the totem.

Buella’s greatest desire was being realized, but it was happening so quickly that it was terrifying. She grabbed at her breasts as if trying to hold them back, to stop their sudden growth, but the soft flesh continued to swell against her blouse and bulged through her fingers like rising dough. She gasped at the sensation of her thick nipples pressing at the palms of her hand.

“No, they’re too big,” she gasped, staring down as her blouse’s buttons began to burst. “That’s enough! Stop! Oh, Mardoch, they’re even bigger than Gretta’s! Ohhhhh!”

Her blouse finally ruptured completely, popping a button that shot across the room and plonked off one of the busty statues. Buella’s hands were filled and overflowed with the plentiful softness of her newly enormous breasts. She felt the heaviness of them and the way they yielded when she squeezed. She gasped again and was treated to another surprise as milk began to flow from her nipples. Warm cream gushed out, running down both arms and dripping from her elbows.

At last, Buella’s breasts seemed to stop growing, but the changes wrought by the strange totem were not done. She felt a poking pain from the sides of her head as two wide horns began to push out from her golden hair. She released her dripping breasts and reached up to feel these curling horns atop her head. A moment after that, she felt another pain, like a serpent emerging from the base of her spine. She looked back as a slender, tufted tail began to push up and out of the back of her shorts. A cow’s tail! Her body was extruding a cow’s tail!

“MoooooooooOOOOooo!” Buella cried out with alarm. The sound just came out of her and shocked her. “What… mmmmoooooo… what is that sound comOOOOIIiiinngg out of me?”

Her breasts were swelling again and seeming to grow harder in her hands. Huge, heavy, straining weights that she had to support with her hands.

“Engorged,” she gasped, the word coming to her from something her mother had once told her.

She squeezed her breasts harder to keep them up and milk positively gushed from her nipples in plentiful streams. She cried out in a lowing bovine way as pleasure shot straight from her sensitive, spurting teats down to her core.

Buella fell to her knees, tossing her head and squeezing her breasts again, producing more gushing milk. She was terrified of these sudden changes, but they felt so wonderful. She lifted one breast in her hand and curiously opened her mouth so that some of the milk sprayed against her tongue. Her cream was warm, sweet, and rich with milky flavor. She sprayed it again and the milk ran down her chin and onto her breasts.

Her newly gigantic mounds seemed to have stopped swelling, but the ache, particularly in and around her thick nipples, was intense. She needed relief. Squeezing them wasn’t fast enough and it was making a mess.

As if the dungeon sensed her yearning, a small door opened in the wall nearby. Buella hadn’t noticed it because it seemed too small for a person to enter. And it was too small for humans. It was just the right size for a goblin.

A squad of eager green goblins came scurrying out of the half-sized door and scrambled towards Buella with lust in their savage yellow eyes.

“Suck!” shouted one.

“Suck and fuck!” shouted another.

“Wait, I’m not… fuck? I don’t mmmOOOOOoOoooOO about that!” But Buella could hardly give voice to her objections with all the mooing coming out of her mouth as eight (or was it nine?) eager goblins surrounded her.

The greedy green gropers began to fondle and squeeze. They cackled with delight as their rough hands produced impressive spurts of milk. One goblin pumped Buella’s left breast rhythmically, directing spurts of her milk into his own mouth and then the mouths of his companions. A plump goblin latched to Buella’s right breast, his hot mouth completely engulfing her fat nipple and his needlelike teeth pinching against her sensitive areola as he sucked.

“MMOOooooohhhh!” cried the transformed Cow Girl, writhing on the floor as she was entirely surrounded by goblins. These lusty lads were not just concerned with her huge breasts and her milk either. They began to tug at her boots and stockings, one stopping to lick and suck at her toes as the others yanked down her shorts and knickers. One goblin dove between Buella’s thighs and began to vigorously slurp at her pussy. The sensation of the goblin’s long tongue squirming into her cunt made Buella moo with pleasure and buck her hips.

Her lusty noises and spurting milk seemed to excite the goblins further. Before Buella knew what was happening, the one licking her had moved atop her thighs and was guiding his bumpy green cock to her steamy entrance. She cried out in mooing alarm as the goblin between her thighs thrust into her hot, slick channel.

Her moo was cut off by another goblin grabbing her by her horns and thrusting his cock into her mouth. She moaned, shocked, almost gagging, but the goblin’s gherkin didn’t quite thrust down her throat since it was stubby and short. And once she got over the surprise of being fondled and fucked by goblins, she looked up with lust-heavy eyes at the one standing astride her shoulder and thrusting into her mouth and she began to suck.

“Mmmphmm mmmmmphmm,” she mooed with her mouth full of goblin cock. The goblins sucked at her tits and one rode between them, vigorously rutting into her milk-slicked cleavage. She tongued and slurped at the goblin cock in her mouth, sucking away as it began to coat her tongue with salty sweet ooze.

The goblin between her legs cried out with yips of pleasure and Buella moaned around the cock in her mouth as she felt warm goblin cum spurting into creamy depths. The goblin between Buella’s legs collapsed atop her, muttering in his savage tongue. His comrades pulled him away and Buella felt the warm, silky spunk drooling from her freshly fucked folds and down the twitching clench of her asshole. A moment later, another goblin was atop her, thrusting into her messy cunt and spanking her ass with his bollocks.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, cradling the two goblins sucking from her breasts. She felt a warm gush from between her tits and onto her throat as the goblin humping away at her breasts released his seed. A moment later, perhaps inspired by the sight of his comrade unloading onto Buella’s milky tits, the goblin getting sucked by the beautiful Cow Girl released hot spurts of cum into her mouth. Buella moaned as she tasted the gushing goo and began to swallow to keep it from overflowing her mouth. It was strong and salty tasting with a hint of bitterness.

“By Mardoch, you are a greedy bunch,” she gasped, looking down at the bald green goblins still crowding around her. “It’s alright… mmmm… keep sucking that milk. I’ll keep… mmmmm… sucking too.”

Another goblin took the spot of the one she had just finished sucking and Buella willingly lowered her mouth onto his straining green prick. Her pleasure was intense, but incomplete. Satisfying the eight (it was nine!) goblins left her drenched in their spunk, but still leaking milk from her somewhat drained breasts. The goblins were spent.

“More,” she gasped, reaching for one goblin and finding his cock soft. She licked it and sucked it but after three loads the goblin could not be roused. Buella licked the goblin’s flaccid cock dejectedly. “MmooooOOOooore.”

The door Buella had entered thundered open with a sudden boom and again it was as if the dungeon was answering her desires. A huge brute stepped through the door. He stood over her, a giant with a bovine head with masculine features and huge, sharp horns, intense reddish-brown eyes, all atop an impressively muscular body covered in short brown fur. A massive beastly cock hung between his powerful legs. He snorted, nostrils flaring, his hooved fury sending the goblins shrieking from the room.

But Buella did not run. She was not even afraid. The Cow Girl was in love.

“MmooooOOooooo!” she called out to the giant minotaur, reaching up for him as he reached down and took her into his mighty arms.

“Angrus,” rumbled the minotaur.

“Buella,” cried the Cow Girl.

Here was a beast that could finally help her with her predicament. She mooed loudly and gratefully as he kissed her and thrust his huge, beastly tongue into her mouth.
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The Dungeon Lord’s Burden

With his latest visitor being dealt with, Alfie Ivanhoe allowed himself a moment’s rest in the guest bedchamber at the heart of his dungeon. His uncle’s former bedroom was occupied by Myssandra’s cocooned body, so Alfie had taken over the guest room. He changed out of his clothes and into a night shirt and crawled atop the overstuffed four-poster bed. He scarcely put his head down on the pillow, listening to the distant sounds of pleasure from his numerous dungeon guests, before he fell asleep.

He awoke, seemingly moments after closing his eyes, to a distinctive warmth and pressure engulfing his manhood. A flooded heat surrounded his straining cock. Rhythmic suction and gliding lips pleased him. A tongue stirred around his sensitive tip.

“Myssandra,” he moaned, reaching down to run his fingers through her long, silky hair. He caressed her and began to thrust gently to the rhythm of her sucking mouth. His eyes slowly opened as his pleasure built. He lifted his head from the pillow.

He stopped thrusting and gasped, “Dezzy!”

“Mmmmmm?” The pink-haired succubus looked up at him with mischief sparkling in her bright blue eyes and Alfie’s big, glistening cock still buried in her smiling mouth.

“I told you not to do that,” gasped Alfie, his fingers tightening in the heavy down duvet.

Dezzy laughed around his cock and resumed slowly bobbing her head. The wet slurping and pop of suction from her lips was answer enough about her intention.

“Ohhhhhh,” groaned Alfie, reminded of the expertise of the demoness. “Why… why didn’t you… at least let me sleep?”

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, his cock poking at the inside of her mouth and bulging her cheek. She popped her lips free and spoke hotly against the head of his cock. “I just couldn’t resist, master. You’ve been sleeping for hours, and I was sooooo hungry.”

“Couldn’t you go suck on a goblin or a gnome or something?” He protested, still not pushing her away.

“Awwwww, master, you’re so much yummier,” she giggled and licked her way down his shaft. “With this huuuge cock and these big, thick stones just pulsating with cum. Mmmmm.”

She stroked his wet cock as she leaned in and began licking and slurping on his bollocks. Her warm mouth engulfed one stone, and he had a great view of her folded wings and heart-shaped ass teased by her flicking demonic tail.

“Fuuuuck, you are a demon,” he groaned, his stones tightening with his building pleasure.

“Mmmmhmm,” she agreed, her tongue venturing lower to tease his clench.

“Ah! Not there!” Groaned Alfie, feeling self-conscious.

Dezzy giggled and went back to his bollocks. Sucking on them wantonly as her hips wiggled from side-to-side. She brought him to the edge, his precum flowing steadily down his shaft, then suddenly popped her lips free of his bollocks. She rose higher on her knees, her soft tits jiggling as she sat upright. She kept Alfie’s reddened cock gripped in her hand as she smiled down at him.

“What are you doing?” Alfie demanded, propping himself up on his elbows. “Why did you stop?”

“I have something special for you, master,” purred Dezzy, slowly curling her thick, fleshy tail around her hip. The tip had changed from its usual heart shape into a reddish cone that ended in a rippling opening. That opening resembled, at least to Alfie’s mind, the glistening, puffy folds of a woman’s aroused cunt.

“What is that!?” he cried as she brought the tail closer to his cock.

“It’s my tail, master,” purred Dezzy. “A special kiss that feels even better than my mouth. Mmmmmm. Here, master, let me show you.”

She straddled his thighs, pinning him to the bed, and raised the strange tip of her tail above the head of Alfie’s throbbing cock. He watched in stunned fascination as Dezzy’s tail lay against her shapely hip and she guided that meaty tip with one hand and her tail’s prehensile movement towards his drooling cockhead. He gasped as he felt the warm, fleshy graze of this obscene entrance and his hips rose instinctually to thrust his cock at her enticing opening.

“Ohhhhhh,” he groaned, pushing past the warm, soft folds and into an exquisitely tight passage within her tail. Almost at once, he felt an intense suction and the “mouth” at the end of the tail slurped down to his root. The inner passage of Dezzy’s tail clutched at him as deftly as any sucking mouth and he felt the urge to cum welling up immediately.

“Yesssss, that’s it,” giggled Dezzy, her eyes blazing with demonic delight. “Don’t fight it, master. You can cum in my tail as much as you like.”

“Ohh!” Alfie could not resist that magnificent suction. His cock throbbing and pulsating within those suckling, slippery walls. He thrust forward, hilting against her bulging tail and releasing a rushing geyser of ecstasy. Spurt after spurt of Alfie’s essence was devoured by the thirsty tail.

The pleasure seemed to reach a pulsating peak and remain in that uncomfortable ecstasy. His whole body spasmed and his hips jerked desperately as he fucked into Dezzy’s tail. Each thrust into that terrible orifice produced another pulse of pleasure and another spurt of his seed.

“Ahhhhhh!” he cried, arching on the bed and looking up at the smirking succubus. “What… what is happening? I can’t stop cumming!”

“That’s fine, master,” moaned Dezzy, running her hand up Alfie’s abdomen and stroking his chest as her tail bobbed and slurped like the mouth of a lewd whore. Its soft, fleshy heat pleasured Alfie like nothing he had ever experienced and trapped him at the peak of his orgasm.

“Stop! You can’t keep doooMMMMMPHH!” His words were silenced by Dezzy’s kiss as she leaned forward and pressed the soft weight of her breasts against his chest. Her lips smothered his and as her warm, sweet tongue invaded his mouth he found himself unable to resist that tantalizing kiss. He moaned, bucking, pumping his seed into her tail as he kissed her back with dwindling fervor.

In the throes of pleasure, a part of Alfie’s mind was distinctly aware that she was feasting upon his very life force, gorging herself on his seed and his human soul. He knew what was happening, but he could not stop. Each spurt another measure of surrender to her demonic hunger. Each swirl of his tongue against hers another admission that pleasure mattered more than his very life. Dezzy purred against his lips, caressing him and kissing him as the hot, soft mouth in her tail continued to slide up and down Alfie’s cock and made obscene sucking sounds.

Alfie grew weaker and weaker as his orgasm grew painfully prolonged. His climactic muscles spasming in ways they were never meant to endure. His eruptions were dwindling and his life force was ebbing away with each slurp of Dezzy’s tail. The damned succubus, despite his explicit instructions, was going to drain him dry.

“Mmmmm!” He protested against her kiss.

Dezzy only chuckled, her mouth to his, her ravenous tongue invading him once more as her tail’s sucking intensified. His bollocks throbbed painfully. His cum pumping again from his overtaxed cock.

Alfie fought to push her away, but he could scarcely lift his hands. The world was starting to spin around him, and he felt like the last bit of warm water draining from a tub. He realized that he was doomed.

It was an intense series of knocks on the door that finally saved him. It startled Dezzy and she broke the kiss, giving Alfie a chance to cry out, “Enter!”

The door opened and three gnomes came bustling into the room. The bearded gnomes in color-coded uniforms looked up at the bed and Dezzy straddling Alfie’s legs with her tail slurping his cock.

“Everything alright, master?”

“I was just leaving,” giggled Dezzy, popping her tail free of Alfie’s cock and gracefully dismounting from his body. “Thanks for that delicious treat, master. I’ll be by to finish what I started if—”

“No! Absolutely not!” Alfie found the energy to sit up in bed. “Get out of here, Dezzy. You’ve done enough damage for one day.”

“Oh, of course, master,” she purred, seemingly unbothered by his anger. She wrapped herself in a gossamer robe and retreated from the room.

The gnomes stared at Alfie with concern as he rose unsteadily from the bed and covered himself with the sheet.

“Good timing,” admitted Alfie, staggering over to a tea table and plopping down heavily in one of the chairs. “You three just saved me from becoming a snack for that succubus.”

“Oh, well, always aim to help, master,” said the gnome in the red uniform.

“Only, we have a problem of our own,” said the one in the blue uniform.

“It’s the goblins, master,” said the gnome doffing his green cap. “You opened a portal to their realm, and they just keep coming. They’re taking over the dungeon.”

“And they’re horrible,” added the red-capped gnome.

“Very mean,” agreed the blue-capped gnome.

“They’ve taken two of the guests and they’ve knocked them both up,” said yellow.

Alfie poured himself a cup of water, drank shakily, and then rose from the chair. He followed the gnomes into the Dungeon Nexus and studied the Dungeon Table. The three gnomes moved stools up to the table to climb atop them so they could see the table’s model of the dungeon and the ghostly illusions of the dungeon’s inhabitants.

True to what the gnomes had said, Alfie could see the deep elf Yvesula Nigthblade and the blonde barbarian beauty Veena swarmed by at least two dozen goblins. Several dozen more had piled up in the surrounding chambers, drinking and gambling and starting fires.

“I should have closed that portal yesterday,” muttered Alfie and he immediately snapped it shut. One goblin, half-in and half-out of the portal was split in half by the sudden closing of the magical aperture. Alfie saw the bisected figurine flash red and tumble to the floor. He winced. “Whoops.”

“Ha! Got him, boss!” laughed the red-capped gnome and he high-fived the others.

The grisly fate of the goblin and the sudden closing of the portal did little to deter the goblins in their raucous festivities. A knot of green figurines surrounded Yves and another knot surrounded Veena. The erotic movements simplified by the miniatures as the goblins crowded around the two women.

“I need to do something about those two,” muttered Alfie. “Go fetch me a healing potion from the apothecary cabinet. I’ll have a talk with the goblins left in the dungeon and find something useful for them to do.”

Alfie quaffed a healing elixir and regained enough of his strength to put on an appropriately imposing high-collared cloak of black velvet with swirling golden embroidery. He carried an old staff from his uncle’s closet with a silver skull at its head. The gnomes followed him to the region of the dungeon overrun with goblins. The walls were crude in this area, still resembling the raw stone passages carved from the rock that formed the base of the dungeon. Sharp barks of goblin laughter, crude music, and the distant moans of two women being pleasured echoed through the torchlit tunnels.

“Wait outside,” warned Alfie. “In fact, go back to your salon and give a pedicure to one of the guests or something. If the goblins see you, they’ll know you were the ones who sent me after them.”

“You got it, boss,” said the blue gnome.

“We’ll get back to pampering,” said the red gnome.

“We know you can handle a few goblins,” said the yellow gnome.

The diminutive trio of tattletales saluted and went marching off, singing some song about whistling and working. Alfie rolled his eyes and turned his attention back to the sprawling goblin gangbang occupying almost a quarter of his dungeon.

The bald, knife-eared goblins barely reacted to Alfie’s arrival in their midst. A few bustled out of his path, but even then, some continued to gamble and feast and tell jokes and forced Alfie to step over or around them. These were wild goblins. The kind of goblins that were accustomed to kidnapping and pillaging. Little green bandits that treated humans as targets for raiding rather than potential trading partners or friends.

He'd picked them to satisfy the barbarian woman’s need to be overwhelmed by goblin lust. The dungeon had granted Veena’s wish, but now the recently arrived deep elf was mixed up with them too.

Alfie followed the gasps of feminine pleasure to the large room where the goblins were having their way with Veena and Yves. A large bonfire lit the scene in reddish hues, revealing two clumps of lusty goblins surrounding and climbing atop the much larger deep elf and human.

Neither woman seemed to be in distress. In fact, Veena was bucking her hips and pushing her firm, round bottom back against one goblin lover as she took on another in each hand and one with her mouth. Veena’s body was decorated with splotches of yellowish goblin cum in various states of congealing and her hips and thighs were marked with little red scratches from their eager claws.

Yves, the deep elf, was on her back, looking a bit more helpless than Veena, with a goblin rutting her soft tits, another squatting atop her face and thrusting his cock into her mouth, and somehow three goblins all rutting into her frothing cunt at once. A large puddle of goblin filth had formed beneath the bottom of the deep elf. How many goblin loads had it taken to create such a puddle? Twenty? Fifty? Alfie did not want to contemplate the endless rutting.

“Alright, that’s enough,” shouted Alfie. One goblin squealed and released his jetting spunk all over Yves’ breasts. Another cackled with glee and pumped his seed into Veena’s blushing cunt.

The goblins were ignoring Alfie, so he banged his staff’s silver ferrule against the stone. He did not realize that this particular staff was Tiberius’ favorite flame skull staff and that its fiery magic was triggered by banging it against the ground. A jet of flames burst from the mouth of the skull and nearly hit the ceiling of the chamber. The flames swirled and roared with deadly anger, forming into the image of a grinning skull before flaming out into the darkness.

That got the attention of the goblins. They scurried away from the two women and cowered against the walls of the chamber. Alfie looked at Yves and Veena, his view now unobstructed by teeming goblins, and saw that both women were somehow, after only a couple of days, quite pregnant. Veena more than Yves, but both with visibly bulging bellies and Veena with swollen breasts.

“Hear me now, goblins!” shouted Alfie. “You have had your fun, but you are expected to work if you are to remain in my dungeon. That means you will clean, you will cook for the other monsters, and you will repair any damage done to my dungeon.”

The goblins snarled and yipped. He thought he heard a few words he could understand, but they weren’t talking to him.

“You will obey me, or I will send you back from whence you came!” Alfie’s voice boomed and he raised the staff in a way that caused the goblins to cringe.

“Dungeon Lord,” said Veena, rising from the floor unsteadily and cradling her pregnant belly with one hand. “These are rock goblins. They’re not going to do anything useful. They’re little brutes. Cruel, lustful things. They… they know how to satisfy us. But not much else.”

Alfie glanced at Veena’s plump abdomen and tried not to stare at her swollen breasts and engorged nipples.

“Right, I suppose I did summon the meanest goblins I could find,” admitted Alfie.

“They’re just mean enough,” gasped Yves, rising to her knees and dripping with goblin spunk. “We serve them well and let them… let them claim our bodies.”

“How is it you are both so pregnant? It’s hardly been more than three days for you, Veena. And Yves, not even two.”

“Goblins have accelerated breeding cycles,” said Veena. “I know, believe me. Especially rock goblins. They’ll overrun a village in a week if just a handful show up. I’ll be ready to give birth in another day or two. And they grow up fast.”

“You mean I’ll have more goblins to contend with?” Alfie groaned and leaned the staff against his shoulder so he could rub his throbbing temples with fingers from both hands. “Alright, here is what we’re going to do. First thing, I am going to summon an orc to whip these goblins into shape. Next, I’m going to send someone down here to teach the goblins how to pull out. And you two… no begging for goblin loads.”

“But it feels so goooood,” moaned Yves, pushing three fingers into her frothing cunt and making goblin spunk drool out of her well-used pussy.

“If you want to keep having fun with the goblins, you need to stop letting them knock you up,” he said. “I’ll investigate contraceptive potions for after you pop out these goblin pups. Maybe Luisa has something. Or, you know, you could always go home and leave the dungeon.”

Neither human nor elf seemed very eager to depart from the pleasures they had found in the dungeon. Alfie shook his head and turned away. Before he had even left the room, the goblins had crept out of the shadows and were once more surrounding the two women. He heard laughter from Yves and a lusty growl from Veena and knew it was going to be a struggle to control all these goblins.

Alfie returned to the Dungeon Nexus and used the catalog to call upon the services of a particularly large and brutal-looking orc named Drillmasta Gazzog ‘Ead Smasha. He dropped him into the goblin’s lair with instructions to whip them into shape. The barrel-chested orc seemed thrilled by the opportunity to instill some discipline in rowdy goblins (and possibly to smash a few ‘eads in the process). It wasn’t long before Alfie heard the bark of instructions from Gazzog echoing through the dungeon and could see the goblins lining up in ranks.

“That’s better,” muttered Alfie. “Let’s hope he doesn’t try to conquer anything with a goblin army.”


3

There is Good Evil and Bad Evil

Alfie was still weary after being so thoroughly drained by Dezzy and he did not dare lay his head down on a pillow to sleep. He needed to stay awake, if only to fend off the lusty advances of that untrustworthy succubus. He decided to keep busy by undertaking a patrol of the dungeon. He could hear the Drillmasta Gazzog barking orders at the rock goblins, so no need to pay those another visit.

He decided to check in first on his latest visitor. He could hear Buella and the grunting minotaur rutting before he could even see the door to their chamber in the dungeon. The loud slap of muscular hips against bare flesh echoed through that large door and when Alfie pressed closer he could hear the words escaping Buella’s lips.

“MooooOOOooooo! That’s it! Ohhhhh, yes, Angrus! Take me like your cow! Make my udders swing! Ohhhhh!”

“My beautiful milk cow,” groaned the huge minotaur, his voice deep and vibrating through the dungeon. “I will pour more of my seed into you if you keep squeezing me like that.”

“MMOOOOOO! I can’t help it! Your cock… so big! Feels so good!”

Alfie’s stiffening cock insisted that he see what was happening within the room with the Holstaur Trap. He grasped the ring pull and eased the huge wooden door slowly open just wide enough to peer through the crack to observe his latest monster and maiden pairing.

The transformation of Buella Milchkuchen had seemed so minor to Alfie when he had been watching from the Dungeon Table. But the Holstaur Trap had given the flat-chested young beauty not just huge breasts, but wobbling, swinging, massive hangers with thick, pink nipples that were flinging droplets of milk beneath her. She was on her hands and knees atop a bed, her horned head thrown back as the enormous minotaur Angrus rutted into her from behind. She was not merely taking his cock either, she was throwing her plush bottom back against his fuzzy hips, splattering her creamy cheeks against his brown fur and riding her slick cunt back onto the bulging bovine pillar of his enormous cock.

Of all the monsters Alfie had summoned, only the Yeti Chiubak could compare to the cock that Angrus was plowing into Buella.

“MooooOOOoooo!” She cried, her face contorted in pleasure and her milky tits leaking her cream in rivulets that soaked the mattress. “Ohhhhh! Angrus! That’s it! Grab my tail! Pull it! Ohhhhhh!”

The great brute was amenable to every filthy request, yanking her tail and using it to plow harder and deeper into her pussy. Her cuntlips stretched tight around his cock. Gripping his dark hardness as he drew back and stuffed his full length in again. The lewd squelching sounds and the ripe musk of sex filled the air.

Alfie was mesmerized by the liquid motion of Buella’s swinging teats. Her milk-laden mounds, heaving and bouncing with each stroke of the minotaur’s massive cock, dragged their peachy nipples against the bed and dripped without ceasing. His mouth watered at the thought of fitting one of those dewy cream nozzles into his mouth and sucking the beautiful blonde’s rich nectar.

“Angrus!” Alfie boldly opened the door and stepped into the room.

“Ahhhhhh!” cried Buella, rising high upon her knees and covering herself with both arms. A ridiculous gesture considering her dripping breasts overflowed one arm and the other was trying to cover her cunt which was impaled upon the minotaur’s frothing cock. Buella stared wide-eyed and panting at Alfie. “Who… who is this, Angrus? Do you know him?”

“That’s master,” grunted the minotaur, slowing his thrusts into Buella and reaching down to push her hands aside. “Show him the body. He makes the dungeon. He brings Angrus for you.”

“Ooooohhhhh,” moaned Buella, her eyes rolling as the minotaur took a slow, deliberate stroke into her creamy cunt. His huge hands held her hips as he loomed behind her like a great, fuzzy statue. “Oh, so… so you must be…”

“Alfie.” He saluted her with his staff, forgetting that it was topped with a screaming skull that breathed fire. Fortunately, his gesture did not activate the flames. “I like to check in on my guests. Are you, ah, enjoying your stay in the Happy Endings Dungeon?”

He moved closer to the bed as he asked the question, wetting his lips and staring at the dripping buds of Buella’s nipples.

The newly-minted Holstaur blushed deeply and jostled as Angrus took another thrust into her pussy.

“Oh, yes, sir,” moaned Buella. “Thank you so much for… for giving me these. They’re so big and… and juicy.”

She hefted her soft tits in both hands, the flesh overflowing her fingers as more milk dribbled out of her nipples. She looked at Alfie and bit her lower lip as she gave her transformed titties a two-handed squeeze and produced twin sprays of milk. The cream sprayed with such force that it reached Alfie’s black robe, decorating it with dozens of tiny, pearl-white drops.

“Ohhhh, I’m sorry,” giggled the Cow Girl, jostling again as Angrus took another slow stroke. “Let me… let me clean you off, sir.”

Alfie stepped closer and Buella released her breasts to reach for his robe. She lifted it to her face and moaned softly as she licked her own milk from the dark, velvety robe. When she lifted her lips, she looked up at Alfie standing beside the bed, her eyes heavy with desire as her body rocked forward with another stroke from Angrus.

“Mmmmm, you are beautiful,” admitted Alfie, stroking her hair and running his fingers over her thick horns. “You wouldn’t mind if I had a taste, would you?”

“Noooo, of course not,” gasped Buella with delight, hefting her tits once more and thrusting them towards Alfie. “Have as much as you… ohhhhhhhHHH!”

Alfie did not wait for further encouragement. He was damned eager for a taste of that sweet-scented cream. He tried to ignore the fact that Buella was having her tight cunt stretched out by the minotaur as he leaned in and brushed his lips against her plump pink nipples. She gasped softly, squeezing her tits and causing milk to spray out against Alfie’s lips, chin, and into his slightly opened mouth.

The tantalizingly sweet sample of Buella’s warm milk made him lunge forward and capture one fat nipple in his mouth. He latched to her breast with sudden fervor, holding one with suction against his mouth as he brought up a hand to massage the laden tension of her breast. He was instantly rewarded with a plentiful gush of warm, sweet milk and a moo of ecstasy from Buella.

“MooOOOoooohhhhhh! Yessss! Go on, Alfie, drink my milk! Isn’t it yummy?” She gasped, cradling his head against her breast as he sucked from her nipple.

“Mmmmhmmmm,” was all he could manage, with her sweet, creamy milk bursting into his mouth and her big breasts practically smothering him.

Angrus took these sounds to be encouragement, and the huge minotaur began to fuck Beulla more forcefully. His fuzzy hips spanked her bottom and his massive pillar of a cock worked in and out of her stretched cunt. It was clear from the plentiful froth and the thick musk of sex that the minotaur had already pumped Buella full of at least one load of his seed. He seemed intent on giving her another. Grunting and snorting, his nostrils flaring wide as he leaned into her from behind.

This pressure pushed Buella’s breasts into Alfie’s face. He gathered those squeezable orbs in both hands, licking and sucking one nipple before moving to the other. Letting them swing against his face and smack his open mouth. Milk drizzling down his robe and spattering his chin. The sound of the bull’s rut intensified. The sloshing plunge of his cock into Buella’s stretched cunt grew louder.

“Ohhhhhh! Ohhhh it feels so good! Suck my milk… drink it… while he fucks meeeee! MOOOOOOO!!” Buella threw back her head and let out a series of bestial sounds.

Alfie might have been a bit put off by the beastly minotaur rutting into Buella so close to him, but the sweetness and relaxing warmth of the Cow Girl’s milk more than made up for sharing the room with the lusty brute. Alfie closed his eyes and relaxed against those heaving breasts, drinking his fill and ignoring the insistent throbbing beneath his robe. This was purely for rejuvenation purposes, he told himself, and continued to lick and suck at Buella’s breasts.

The Cow Girl was certainly being made livelier by the minotaur. Angrus bent her forward so that her breasts were resting heavily atop Alfie’s face and the huge monster drove his cock in and out of her pussy with complete abandon. Buella howled with her pleasure, her mooing interspersed with curses and prayers to Mardoch for forgiveness or mercy. Angrus let out a deep bellow and his cock began to throb inside Buella’s overstuffed cunt. Minotaur spunk spurted out around the bull’s thrusting shaft, painting Buella’s quivering thighs and drenching the bed between her knees.

“Ohhhh MOOOOOO! Yessss! Cum inside me, Angrus! Ohhhh, I love the way it feels when you… MOOOOooooOOO! Pump me full!”

Alfie could not help but detect the sudden, spasmic spurting of Buella’s milk, as though her own orgasm triggered ejaculatory gushes of her sweet cream. He enjoyed the flood of her milk into his mouth, his strength growing with each gulp of her rich milk until, at last fully rejuvenated, he lifted Buella from his face. He stood slowly as she collapsed, panting, and looked up at him from the bed.

“Mister… Alfie? MooooooOooo? All… full?” She smiled sweetly, blonde hair dark with sweat and plastered to her face. Tits swinging slowly as Angrus withdrew his huge, flat-headed cock from her cum-stuffed pussy.

“Do you wish to have a turn with her, master?” Angrus asked, pushing her hip to turn her plush bottom towards Alfie.

One look at the creamy mess the minotaur had made of Buella’s stretched cunt was enough to dissuade Alfie from indulging.

“Ah, no,” said Alfie, backing away from the bed and wiping his arm across his milk-damp lips. “Ah, have fun. Buella, enjoy your stay, and your wonderful new breasts.”

“Mmmmmm, thank you, Mister Alfie,” she said, already turning back to Angrus to lace her hands around his huge, muscular neck. She kissed his muzzle and fell back onto the bed, her legs parted wide to invite the return of Angrus’ huge cock. Alfie backed out of the room as the minotaur leaned over the beautiful blonde, rubbing his flaccid hose of cock against her creamy cunt as he ran his bovine tongue over her tits.

Alfie shook his head, his cock twitching at the thought of joining the two in their rut, but his pride preventing him from taking second-seat to a monster-dicked minotaur. He continued his rounds through the dungeon, peeking in on the goblins being commanded by the orc, and checking on the buxom brunette elf and her Yeti.

The beautiful elf was deliciously nude and sleeping in the arms of Chiubak, her hips slightly raised and her pink pussy literally steaming in the icy cold of the chamber. The Yeti opened his startlingly blue eyes and reached a protective hand to the elf’s blushing bottom.  Alfie gave the huge beast a thumbs up. He hoped the gesture was understood by the frost monster. The shaggy white monster was one of the only creatures he had summoned that seemed like it might attack him.

The other was Dezzy.

Alfie wondered what the succubus was planning as he made his way to the room shared by Clive the werehorse and Wendy, the buxom peasant girl. He knocked at the closed door to their room and Clive called out, “Come on in!”

Alfie found the couple enjoying tea together at a rustic table. Well, more specifically, Clive was enjoying tea in his half-horse form, his head like that of a great draft horse and his body fuzzy and muscular. He held a teacup in one huge hand, sipping from it with his horselike muzzle. Beneath the table, Wendy had her plush tits out, cradling the massive shaft of Clive’s cock as she tried to sip a different sort of refreshment from his beastly tip.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” she moaned around Clive’s cock, reaching out from under the table to wave at Alfie.

“Come on over, lad,” said Clive. “The tea is warm. Have a cuppa.”

“Uh, well, alright,” said Alfie, sitting down at the table opposite the big, evil werehorse. “Enjoying your stay in the dungeon?”

Wendy answered first, gasping as she popped her lips free of Clive’s cock. “Oh, yes, there’s always something to do and Clive is such fun to talk with!”

“She’s a right perfect beauty,” said Clive, reaching under the table to stroke Wendy’s head and then lower to fondle her tits. “Set me up nicely, you have, master. Care for a cup? One sugar? Two? I love the sugar.”

“One is enough,” said Alfie, watching as the werehorse struggled to fit his oversized fingers into the sugar bowl. He extracted a cube and ended up crushing it with his beastly strength, dropping chunks into the teacup.

“Well, good enough,” decided Clive. “Cream?”

“Mmmmmm, I bet he has cream alright,” giggled Wendy.

Alfie straightened up in the chair as he felt the peasant beauty reaching under his robe.

“Now… Wendy… that’s not… oh… no need to… ohhhhh…”

His eyes rolled as he felt her soft lips part around his cockhead. The warm, wet suction of her mouth engulfed him a moment later. Almost as seductive as Dezzy’s slurping tail. Wendy took her time, bobbing slowly up and down and flicking her tongue all over Alfie’s tip.

“She’s incorrigible, ain’t she?” chuckled Clive. “Don’t mind her. She’ll have her fun and you can have yours. No harm done. No hurt feelings.”

“R-right,” said Alfie, Wendy’s knee-shaking sucking continuing under the table. Alfie’s teacup was shaking as he brought it to his lips.

“What did you want to talk with me about?” asked Clive.

“Well.. ahhh… AHHHH!” Alfie struggled to compose his thoughts with his cock buried down Wendy’s silken throat and her tongue tasting his bollocks. “Ah… the… I have a problem. Ahh! A lot of them actually. But the one… the one of the monsters I summoned.”

“Grrrk grrrk grrrk!” A wet quacking sound emerged from beneath the table as Wendy set about absolutely impaling her throat on Alfie’s cock. The Dungeon Lord could feel her saliva soaking down his bollocks and slicking his cock as it twitched in her throat.

“Tell me about the monster, lad,” said Clive, packing tobacco into a pipe and fitting the stem between his equine lips. “I’d wager it’s that red-haired demoness.”

“Yessss,” groaned Alfie, more immediately concerned with Wendy’s delightful throat working around his cock head and her tongue cradling the underside of his cock. She drew back to his tip, suckling hard at his sensitive cockhead and twirling her tongue around his bulge. “I mean, yes, that’s it. She’s trying to suck my life out of me.”

“As a succubus’ll do,” chuckled Clive.

“Yes, but she’s not supposed to be able to do it to me,” said Alfie, feeling a sudden surge of disappointment and relief as Wendy, repositioning herself under the table, popped her mouth free of his cock. “I summoned her from the codex, just like the rest of you, and that should put her directly under my control. But she’s able to ignore my commands somehow. And I think she’s conspiring with my evil uncle. Who is a ghost. Or worse.”

“Worse than the evil ghost uncle?” Clive managed to give the impression of raising a curious eyebrow despite having the head and lack of eyebrows of a horse.

“Well, she has used her demonic magic to summon another demon,” said Alfie. “And…”

His words trailed off as he felt something brush against his cock under the table. A soft, round shape that rubbed against his tip. Then another soft, round shape. Then a delicious warmth that cradled his shaft. Alfie leaned back and peered under the table to see Wendy’s big, creamy, plump ass thrust against his cock. His hardness was held by the inviting warmth, his glistening wet dick resting in the valley between her cheeks.

“Ahem,” said Clive, puffing out a cloud of purple pipe smoke. “You were saying?”

“Just one moment, Clive,” said Alfie, reaching under the table to grasp the root of his cock. With his other hand, he gently pushed Wendy away, exposing the pink knot of her arsehole. He aimed his cock straight for her pucker and let her weight bounce back against his throbbing tip. Wendy moaned softly under the table as the head of his hardness met her soft clench.

She bounced her taut pucker against him and rubbed her ass up and down, but she was too tight. Wendy spit on her fingers and reached back, smearing saliva into her crack and pushing two digits and then three into her hot back passage. Alfie rubbed his cock at her cuntlips, gathering some of her leaking dew and using it to lubricate his cock as he pushed it back between her cheeks.

Wendy’s tight ring held him back for a moment longer. Then the tension broke and his cock slid it into that incredibly warm, tight passage. Wendy rode him back until her twitching asshole was stuffed full of Alfie’s big human cock. Her hole clenched around his root.

“Fuck,” groaned Alfie, watching her ass tense around his fat cock.

“What’s that? Have you lost your marbles, master?” Clive took another puff of his pipe.

“Sorry, just a lot on my mind,” said Alfie, staring down as Wendy pushed her breasts and head down to the floor and began to work her hips to ride her ass against his cock. The table jostled with each slide her ass took along Alfie’s thick cock. “Uh, what was I saying? Right. Desdemona.”

“You need to put that one in her place,” said Clive. “There’s two types of evil. There’s good evil and bad evil.”

“How is that?” Alfie asked, doubly confused by Clive’s words and his welling pleasure as Wendy’s ass devoured his cock.

“I’m good evil. I’ll kill for ya, but I follow instructions. I’ll behave. You don’t want me stomping on heads, then I won’t do it, much as I might like the idea. I’ll just lounge around here with my sweet Wendy.”

“Sweet Wendy,” agreed Alfie, his balls tightening and his pleasure surging as he looked down and watched Wendy’s luscious ass bouncing against him under the table. Her arsehole sliding on his spit-lubed cock.

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Clive, his big horse teeth holding the stem of his pipe as he took another drag and snorted it out through his huge equine nostrils. “Then there is bad evil. Bad evil can be wild or it can just want its own thing so much that it doesn’t care about following the rules.”

“But my power is absolute in the dungeon,” said Alfie. “And she disobeyed.”

Clive shrugged. “Don’t know about that, boss, but those demons got their own ways. You said she summoned a demon herself? I’d start there. Make him know who is in charge.”

Alfie was finding it very difficult to concentrate on what Clive was saying as he was about to unload into Wendy’s squeezing ass.

“R-right,” said Alfie, staring down and watching Wendy’s hypnotically rolling hips under the table. The soft, slippery ring of her asshole working up and down his straining shaft. He finally managed to tear his gaze away from the sight and added, “But I didn’t summon that demon. I don’t have control over him.”

“You said it yourself, master,” said Clive, gesturing with his pipe and smiling reassuringly. “Your power in the dungeon is absolute. If he won’t follow the rules, then make him.”

“Make him,” grunted Alfie, rocking forward in his chair and burying the full length of his cock in Wendy’s bottom. The naughty farm girl cried out from beneath the table, her ass tightening around Alfie as his cock erupted with pleasure. He nearly fell forward out of his chair, driving deep and pumping Wendy’s ass full of spurt after rushing spurt of his cum. Her tight ring milked him so well he started to have flashbacks to Dezzy and her tail.

At last, Wendy eased forward, and Alfie’s cock popped free of her asshole. He had a momentary view of her gaping pink ring heavily glazed in his milky cum and then she crawled out of sight. Her skirt was covering her ass by the time she emerged from the other side of the tea table, flushed and smiling. Clive grinned a big, horsy smile and gave her a spank on her bottom.

“You gotta show these women who is boss,” said Clive. “Even if it means getting rough with them.”

“I like it rough,” giggled Wendy, turning and hanging from Clive’s neck and pressing her big tits to his massive shoulder.

“Start with that demon she summoned,” advised Clive. The horse-headed shifter turned and began making out with Wendy, his huge horse tongue thrusting into her mouth. It was a strange, fascinating, but also somewhat revolting sight.

“Uh, thanks for the tea,” said Alfie, backing out of the room. “I’ll just go check on that druid girl and show that demon who is boss around here.”
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Some Help Wanted, Some Not So Much

The druid named Beska had been moved, presumably by Dezzy, in one of the generic, pre-furnished rooms in the dungeon. Alfie had designed this one to resemble one of the rooms at The Duke of Arles back in Charreaux. A little half-timbered taste of home that even had the sloping ceiling like one of the cheaper guest rooms on the upper floor of the tavern. Alfie had given it a window with a reasonably accurate illusion of what he remembered seeing out the window when he had been able to afford a room. The rolling fields and dusty streets of that country village in Orleans. A distant view of the sea. Ships at anchor that swayed with the seductive promise of faraway adventure.

But the illusion had been fouled by the guest and her monstrous lover. There were tufts of light brown and black hair all over the place. Like a dog’s shed fur. The bed sheets were a mess of stains, and it looked like something had half ruined the straw-stuffed mattress with compulsive digging. The bedside table was overturned, one of the two chairs smashed to bits, and someone had spilled the pitcher of wine. There were handprints and smears in the sticky wine on the floor. The room stunk of beastly, forbidden sex.

“Hello? Beska? Are you in here?” Alfie called, gingerly stepping over a puddle that might have been spilled water but might have been demon piss. “My name is Alfie. I am the Dungeon Lord. We met briefly at the party last night and I was hoping to talk with you.”

“Mmmmmmpphhmmm,” came a moan from somewhere behind the bed.

“Beska?”

Alfie avoided stepping on any broken glass from the pitcher as he made his way around the bed. He stopped in shock at what he found. Beska, the pretty little brunette druid, was on her face on the floor, hogtied with twine. Her bare buttocks and hips marked with scratches and the residue of pleasure dried upon her thighs. She lifted her head and moaned into a gag, which seemed to be her underclothes stuffed into her mouth and tied with more twine.

“By Mardoch, what has he done to you?” Alfie muttered, hastening to the young druid’s side. He pulled the drool-soaked gag from her mouth, and she gasped with relief. She looked up at him with tear-swollen green eyes.

“Terry said it was a game,” she rasped. “Just for fun. He’ll tie me up a little.”

“The gnoll,” said Alfie, remembering the creature Dezzy had summoned was named Terry. And he wasn’t a gnoll at all, he just resembled one with his spotted hyena head. He was a cackler demon from the Realm of Sin.

“That’s right,” said Beska, whimpering gratefully as Alfie untied her arms and legs. She turned over and he helped her to sit on the chair.

“Did he hurt you?”

“He was rough,” said Beska, but she smiled weakly. “I liked it though. His thing, you know, cock and bollocks, are truly something incred—”

“I don’t need to hear about his prick,” said Alfie, checking her chafed wrists and ankles. “Are you alright? Do you need help?”

“I just wish he’d come back,” admitted Beska.

She was a pretty, slender girl with perky breasts and slim hips. Her face was tanned and freckled but her skin everywhere else was sunless pale. The sign of a girl who rarely took off her robe. Her pale skin was marked with dozens of small, simple tattoos. The symbols meant nothing to Alfie but were clearly important enough to Beska and her nature worship for her to embed the language in her flesh.

“I don’t suppose he told you where he was going?” asked Alfie hopefully.

“Something about a demon,” said Beska.

“Dezzy?”

Beska’s brow furrowed against the small, squiggly diamond symbol tattooed above the bridge of her nose.

“Mmmm… no… it wasn’t her. I met her. It was… Milandra?”

Alfie did not even reply to Beska. He stood sharply, hands clenched into fists, and he left the room with anger boiling in his blood. Dezzy had summoned this demon and allowed it into his dungeon. Now “Terry” was meddling with Myssandra. He was furious about the way that the demon had treated Beska, but if that cackling fiend had hurt Myssandra, he would pay dearly.

It was not hard to find the cackler demon. Terry’s hysterical laughter echoed up the halls from the Dungeon Nexus. Alfie’s fury came to a full boil as he threw open the door to the nexus and stormed towards the bedroom where Myssandra’s cocoon was being kept. The door was open and he could see the furry, hyena-headed demon hunched over Myssandra’s smooth, reddish capsule. He was chiseling at it with a black-bladed dagger.

“Heeee heeeee, gonna make a fine bit off you, ‘Praefecta’.” He spoke that last word with hissing contempt. “Hee hee. You deserve… every bit of this. Ohhhh. I’d carve you up if I could see your ugly face. Those stupid battles. All your dirty tricks! You thought you could beat Dragmargoth? He sends his regards. Hee hee hee!”

The demon scrambled atop the enormous cocoon and raised the dagger over his head with both hands as if to plunge it through the shell and into Myssandra’s heart.

“Get off her,” said Alfie. “Right now. Down.”

“Oh, the Dungeon Lord, hee hee,” snorted Terry, his back claws gouging into the shell of the cocoon as he climbed down. He turned to Alfie, tossing the dagger from hand to hand. His black lips curled back from his gums and sharp yellow teeth. “Sorry, master, just checking on the Praefecta. You know this cyst she is in is made from sorrow wax? It’s worth a fortune in the Realm of Sin. Every chip is—”

“I don’t give a fuck what it’s worth or what you were doing,” said Alfie, taking a step closer to the hyena-headed demon. “I’m sending you back to the pit. You can go willingly or I can make you go.”

The cackler demon flattened its fuzzy ears and let out a braying laugh.

“HeeeeEEEEe Heeeee! You can try, human! This is my home now! And you’re not really my master, I was just being polite.” The demon’s eyes flared red and its furry hackles raised. Its lips curled back further into a savage snarl. “And I’m done being polite to the likes of you, human. Hee hee!”

The cackler demon lunged at Alfie, but Alfie had seen this coming from the creature’s demeanor. He slammed the ferrule of his uncle’s staff down on the floor and let loose a great gout of flame from the silver skull atop the staff. The fire roared from the skull’s eyes and its yawning open mouth, dousing the bedchamber in fire. Tapestries, wardrobes, paintings, and the four-poster bed supporting the weight of Myssandra’s cocoon were all instantly set ablaze. The fire washed over the cackler demon.

Alfie lifted the staff’s tip from the floor and fire stopped gushing from the skull. Smoke and flames filled the bedroom and Alfie realized the extent of the inferno he had just ignited. Fear followed that realization as he lost sight of the dark shape of Myssandra’s cocoon within the flames. Had he just doomed her? Could he save her from the flames?

“Hee hee! Nice trick, Dungeon Lord!” The cackler strode out of the inferno, his clothes burned away but his body, even his fur, seemingly unharmed by the flames. He still held the black-bladed dagger in his hand. “I was born on the plains of fire. Weaned from the teat of a demoness with boiling blood. Your fire was a hot breeze to me. Hee hee! And now, human… now you die!”

The cackler demon strode confidently towards Alfie, his red eyes hardening to blazing points as he licked his chops with demonic hunger.

“I’ll make it quick, little human,” said the demon, a good head’s height taller than Alfie. He gripped the dagger in a stabbing stance and prepared to strike.

Alfie swung the back end of the staff with the strength of two arms trained tirelessly by swinging a much heavier long sword. He had spent every day up until he became a Dungeon Lord practicing combat. His whole life, practically, preparing for a moment like this. He might not have been a match for Shrike, Lord Heraxon’s killer, but Terry was no Shrike. The demon registered surprise for an instant before the swing connected with his jaw. Jagged teeth went flying from his mouth and the loud “crunch” of impact suggested other bones were broken. Alfie followed through with a slam of the silver skull, backhanded, to Terry’s face.

The cackler demon dropped to the floor. Alfie was consumed with anger, the flames so hot they were making his clothing smolder as he swung the staff again and again, beating the brains out of the demon in a gory splatter.

He stepped back, panting, tossing the staff aside and looking into the room as fire spread to conceal the carnage of what he had just done. Blood dripped from his face and hands. Demonic blood, but close enough to human that it made Alfie turn and retch upon the floor of the stone hallway.

“Master? What’s going on?” Dezzy cried, hurrying to Alfie’s side and helping to support him.

“Catalog,” he groaned, steadying himself and shoving the demoness away. “Got to get to the Dungeon Catalog.”

He staggered past Dezzy. She followed him to the Dungeon Table, where the miniature representation of his former bedroom was flashing red with fire that was spreading into the hall. He ran to the Dungeon Catalog and lifted the huge book from the pedestal. He paged through desperately, smearing the pages with demon blood and drops of his sweat. He finally reached what he was looking for and he lifted the magical figurine from the page.

The shapely water elemental splashed into his bedroom, instantly turning the red to blue as water and fire met. Steam rolled out in a fog into the hall and reached all the way into the room with the Dungeon Table. Alfie ran back, the elemental reforming and looking peevish for being used in such a utilitarian way.

“That hurrrrt,” she pouted, tossing her liquid locks and splashing Alfie with annoyance as he ran past her.

The elemental’s water had turned the ashes to a thick, foul-smelling mud. The bed had been reduced to a few metal pieces and blackened beams. Amid this ruin, covered in ashes and dripping with water, was Myssandra’s cocoon. Other than the gouges from the cackler’s dagger and claws, the shell seemed unharmed.

Alfie stepped through the incinerated corpse of the cackler. Whatever immunity to fire he possessed had no longer applied to his corpse. A few bones crunched.

“Terry!?” Dezzy crouched beside the charred remains of the demon. “You killed Terry?”

“He tried to kill me first,” said Alfie, not even sparing Dezzy a glance as he ran his hands over the cocoon’s shell. “I caught him trying to hurt Myssandra.”

“Oh… oh, master, forgive me,” gasped Dezzy, falling to her knees atop the charred bones and grabbing for Alfie’s robe. “Please! I only summoned him to help satisfy that druid and—”

“And he tied her up and fucked her senseless,” said Alfie, still not looking at Dezzy. “You are not to be trusted in this dungeon. You have defied my orders repeatedly and tried to devour my essence. Go and wait for me in the dungeon’s lounge and do not interfere if any guests arrive.”

“Please, master,” moaned Dezzy, tears pouring down her face and her voice quaking with sorrow. “I did not mean it! I love you, master! I only wanted to help!”

“Enough!” Alfie roared. “Your games of manipulation will not work on me, demoness! Go to the lounge! Await my judgement!”

Dezzy’s tears evaporated from her big, blue eyes and her face twisted from sorrow to sullen anger in an instant.

“As you wish, master,” she growled, rising to her feet and brushing the ashes from her knees. She sauntered out of the bedroom. Alfie used his powers as Dungeon Lord to send word to Scarabarus, the huge Watcher Demon at the dungeon’s entrance, to be sure that Dezzy did not leave until Alfie was ready to make his decision.

He returned his full attention to Myssandra and her cocoon. He needed to move her somewhere more secure. The only place in the dungeon that was protected from the likes of Dezzy and others was the Dungeon’s Heart. The armored vault was all but impenetrable to everyone and everything except the Dungeon Lord.

The cocoon had become too heavy for Alfie to move alone, so he enlisted the help of Chiubak the Yeti. Kiyara the busty frost elf translated Alfie’s request to Chiubak and the Yeti snorted and agreed to help. The big, shaggy white giant did most of the work as Alfie unlocked the vault and dragged the cocoon the last few paces into the treasure room.

Chiubak and Kiyara looked curiously into the vault, their eyes wide as they took in the sight of such a horde of riches.

“Sorry,” said Alfie, swinging the vault door shut after himself. “This is Dungeon Lord business.”

Alfie did not care for the piles of jewelry and golden artifacts. The only other object in the vault that interested him was the strange, angelic sarcophagus. He could still picture the pallid angelic woman who lay perfectly preserved in that vessel. In fact, he dragged Myssandra’s cocoon next to her. It seemed somehow appropriate for the two to rest together.

Alfie stood over the strange, smooth cocoon that Myssandra had created for herself. It was no longer warm and no longer giving off any glow. Luisa had claimed she could still make out a heartbeat, but Alfie heard nothing even when he pressed his ear to the hard outer shell. It was marred by Terry’s digging with his dagger and blackened from the fire that Alfie had caused.

Alfie glanced over at the sarcophagus containing the angelic woman, perfectly preserved between life and death. Though he could not see her with the lid closed, he knew he could open it and look at her beautiful face. He wished desperately that he could do the same for Myssandra. To at least reassure himself that she was still there. That she still existed.

“Moping around and staring at this thing isn’t going to make her come back any faster,” murmured Alfie. “But Mardoch, if you’re listening, maybe you could… well… I guess I can’t ask you to help with a sinborne. Actually, you’d probably want her to die, so forget I said anything. Sorry I bothered you, oh mighty Mardoch.”

Alfie departed from the Dungeon Vault and sealed it behind him. He still was not sure what to do with Dezzy. Banishing her from his service seemed the wisest option, but Alfie would then have to recruit a new assistant. He knew he would rather miss the times when his affectionate and beautiful succubus was not trying to suck out his soul. And also he would miss some of the times when she was draining his life force.

Fortunately for Alfie, the chiming of the Augurium interrupted his decision making. One of his fellow Dungeon Lords was trying to contact him. He could only hope it wasn’t Supreme Lord Heraxon.
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Storm Warnings

“You look as if you’ve been devoured and excreted from the fiery innards of an inferno worm,” said Dungeon Lord Ramone Brookwyne. The handsome Dungeon Lord leaned towards the mirror of his Augurium to inspect Alfie, which made his face grow larger than life on Alfie’s mirror. “Were you set on fire? Are you injured?”

“Nothing like that,” said Alfie, running fingers through his sooty hair and trying to smile. “It has been a difficult day. What can I do for you, Ramone?”

Ramone smiled and leaned back from the mirror.

“How is my lovely friend Myssandra? Recovering from her encounter with Shrike?”

“She’s still recuperating,” said Alfie. He liked Ramone and trusted him as much as he could trust any Dungeon Lord, but he saw no reason to betray weakness to him.

“Oh? Her injuries must have been more serious than I realized. Send her my love, Alfie.” Ramone sat up a little straighter and cleared his throat. “Now then, this is a bit more than a courtesy call. It seems that our enemies within the Secret Society of Protectors have been proceeding with Lord Heraxon’s plans.”

“Which plans were those?” asked Alfie, remembering more than one possible scheme of the sinister Supreme Dungeon Lord.

“The plans that involve embroiling the SSP in open war with the rulers of Aropa,” said Ramone. “The plan to unite all the artifacts of power under Heraxon. A plan that begins with that meddling blonde from Galamanca that you are so enamored with you almost got yourself executed.” Ramone softened his tone and winked at Alfie. “I get it, my boy. She is a beauty. And I believe some elf once said that love makes fools of us all.”

“She’s not from Galamanca,” corrected Alfie, picturing Josephine’s fair hair and her innocent blue eyes as she looked down at him in the mud the day they met. “She married the prince of Galamanca, but she is from Orleans. Like me.”

“Right, your accent,” said Ramone. “I forget sometimes. Now then, one of my servants has heard that Lord Heraxon is making his move on you and the princess now. In fact, it’s already begun. I could not get much in the way of specifics, I’m afraid, but I know an important detail: it revolves around a cleric of the Pateric Church. Some sort of priest that has been sent to Galabros.”

“An inquisitor? The Pateric Inquisition is working with Lord Heraxon?” The thought of the most terrifying arm of the Church of Mardoch working with the most sinister of the Dungeon Lords was truly terrifying.

“It could be,” admitted Ramone. “They both like torturing people. Although beyond that it is hard to imagine their goals aligning. Unless it’s some sort of power play within that damned church. Such moments can create strange bedfellows indeed. And take it from someone who has seen a man make love to a giant spider.”

Alfie winced at the thought.

“There was something… Luisa mentioned a priest hanging around Galabros. It could be this inquisitor.”

“Better find out what he’s up to,” said Ramone. There were sudden screams from out of view and Ramone glanced over, his brow furrowing with annoyance. “Ah, sorry, my friend. It seems Uxana the slime girl has begun eating the wrong visitor in my dungeon. I warned the mayor about hanging around the slimes and oozes. I need to go deal with this or there is going to be a new mayoral election. That will mean spending a fortune to buy the loyalties of another mayor.”

“Right, thanks for the warning, Ramone,” said Alfie, saluting the Dungeon Lord as Ramone ducked out of frame. Alfie’s reflection reappeared in the mirror as the light of the Augurium dimmed. The room fell silent, leaving the young Dungeon Lord alone with his troubles.

The thought that Lord Heraxon was sending agents to Galabros was certainly worrying. If the evil Dungeon Lord really was an ally of the Pateric Inquisition, then Alfie was in danger. Despite his pressing concerns, a smile began to spread on Alfie’s face. Lord Heraxon’s priest had just provided him with a solution to one of his problems.

Alfie stormed through the dungeon and to the lounge just inside the dungeon’s entrance. His loyal Watcher Demon slowly looked over at Alfie. The skeletal demon pointed a bony finger at one corner of the lounge where Dezzy lay sprawled indecently upon a brightly colored orange couch.

The first thing he noticed, other than the shameless nudity of the lounging succubus, was the legless specter of Tiberius slithering away from Dezzy. The ghostly old madman cast one glance back at Alfie before disappearing through a wall. What was his uncle doing still whispering with Dezzy? And what was Dezzy doing sprawled out on the couch?

The entire cadre of dungeon gnomes were eagerly tending to her needs. Two were massaging her feet, two were giving her a manicure, and one of them was doing her hair in curls. Alfie thought that one of them was pleasuring her, but as he approached, the gnome rose from between Dezzy’s creamy thighs and Alfie saw that the gnome was holding foam and a razor to shave the succubus bare.

“Is any of that necessary?” asked Alfie. “Can’t you just change your appearance at a whim?”

“Not a whim, master,” said Dezzy, sitting up and waving away the gnomes. “It takes effort and concentration. And these little ones like to be helpful, so I thought I would enjoy their attentions.”

She patted one of the gnomes on the head and the tiny, bearded man blushed and looked up at her adoringly.

“Out,” snapped Alfie, waving the gnomes back to their salon. They muttered with dismay at being sent away in the middle of their work. He waited for them to go, then plopped down heavily on the edge of Dezzy’s couch. She reached for him, and he pushed her hands away. “I have a mission for you, Dezzy. You have been disobedient, and you’re spending far too much time around my uncle, so this will be your chance to earn your way back into my good graces.”

“Oh, yes, master,” purred Dezzy, rolling over onto her elbows and knees top face Alfie in a way that raised her hips and the luscious, heart-shaped loveliness of her bottom. “I know I have made you cross, but I will do anything to please you, master. Annnnnything.”

She reached out for Alfie’s robes, fingers gliding over the bulge of his cock and sending hot, electric pulses into his body even through the layers of fabric. He could almost feel the perfect, silky warmth of her tail’s obscene maw slurping his cock. He glanced at the tail, but it had the small, heart-shaped tip again.

Alfie reminded himself of the danger Dezzy presented and took a reluctant step back from the couch.

“Stop that,” he commanded. “Your mission is simple. Go into the nearby town of Galabros under cover. Do not reveal your nature, pretend to be a simple farm girl or a pilgrim.”

“Or an adventurer coming to visit the dungeon,” suggested Dezzy.

“Yes, fine, whatever,” said Alfie. “My point is, I need you in Galabros to find out everything you can about the Pateric priest that showed up in town. Luisa was supposed to be watching him so maybe she can help you find him. I think he is working for Lord Heraxon. He might even be an inquisitor, so be very careful around him.”

“Oh, yes, master,” said Dezzy, bouncing up from the couch and conjuring the bust-hugging costume of a sorceress complete with a black corset, a long, burgundy skirt, a pointed hat, and a gnarled staff. She seemed mature and regal in the costume and the way her breasts jiggled in her corset made Alfie’s cock twitch beneath his robes.

“By Mardoch,” grunted Alfie, looking away from the heaving mounds of those luscious tits lest he be drawn back into Dezzy’s lusty clutches.

“Want to try me out, master?” Purred Dezzy, thrusting her breasts forward.

“No!” Alfie shouted, turning his back on her. “Go away! Go! You have your orders! Find out everything you can about that priest and report back to me as quickly as you can!”

“Then you’ll fuck me?”

“Yes,” said Alfie. “I mean, no! I am not doing that anymore. You’ve nearly killed me twice.”

“But I haven’t killed you, master,” she said, sliding her arms over his shoulders.

Alfie felt another tremor of desire as Dezzy’s fingers brushed his neck and stroked his face. He shrugged hard, resisting another powerful urge to fuck the beautiful succubus. He stepped away – far away this time – and jabbed his finger in her direction.

“Go! Go or I will banish you forever! You’ve endangered me, my dungeon, and my true assistant, Myssandra. If you fail in this mission I will send you back down to the Realm of Sin.” When she hesitated and looked as if she might try again to seduce him, Alfie shouted at her, “GO!”

His voice carried the commanding power of the Dungeon Lord. At last, Dezzy retreated from the dungeon’s lounge and out through the garden at the entrance. Alfie waited until she was well down the road to Galabros to follow her out and see that she was truly going.

If she had been lying in wait for him, he did not trust himself to resist her yet again. Once he was satisfied that she was truly going to the nearby village, he returned to the dungeon. Dezzy had caused him so much trouble and he did not even really want to know what his uncle was doing hanging around her. Then there was the matter of the cackler demon. Having defeated Terry and sent him back to the pit caused new problems for Alfie. He now had to make it up to a guest, the beautiful druid Beska, who had enjoyed being mistreated by the demon. He had to explain to her that “Terry” was not coming back and hope to find some other way to satisfy her.

Alfie remembered the pert swell of the druid’s creamy breasts and the innocence in her eyes beneath that diamond tattoo on her forehead. Maybe he could make a personal project out of the slender girl with the freckles. Her small body and perky tits, marked with those little druidic tattoos. Yes, he could wash away the stink of the cackler demon and show her that being treated with respect was far better than being hogtied and fucked in her firm little bubble butt by a demon dick.

Beska was wearing a diaphanous green robe and sitting by the fire when he returned to the room that Dezzy had provided for her.

“Ah, Dungeon Lord,” she said, smiling slightly. “Have you news of Terry? I so wanted our games to continue. I have never met such a fascinating creature as that and with such impressive attributes to…”

Her words trailed off as she seemed to study Alfie’s expression.

“He is not coming back, is he?”

“I am afraid not, Beska,” said Alfie. “Terry was unfortunately let go.”

“Let go?”

Alfie closed his eyes and saw the staff in his hands as he spattered the brains of the demon hyena on the floor. He opened his eyes again and looked at Beska with what he hoped was convincing sympathy.

“Yes, it was a mutual parting of ways,” said Alfie. “Now then, my number one concern is seeing that all our guests are satisfied. I understand you were enjoying your visit with the cackler demon, but I would like to show you another side of the Happy Endings Dungeon. Would you come with me?”

“Well, I am most disappointed that Terry will not be coming back,” said Beska, rising slowly from the chair. Her green robes veiled her body well, but Alfie could still make out the dark shapes of her breasts capped with stiff nipples and the untamed thatch atop her mound. “But I suppose if there is something you wanted to show me, I would be willing to give the dungeon another chance.”

“Very understanding of you,” said Alfie, taking her arm and leading her from the room.

He felt very large and powerful compared to the slender young druid. Her beauty was bewitching in its quiet, gentle way. He admired the pouty firmness of her breasts beneath her slightly clinging robe. The way her face and hands were tanned a golden brown and yet he knew from seeing her nude that she was pale as a ghost beneath the robe. He wanted to see that pale flesh again. To caress it and kiss it and suck it. He wanted to show Beska that pleasure did not need to be cruel.

“What was it that brought you to the path of a druid?” asked Alfie as they walked through the dungeon passages together.

Beska’s sweet smile tightened, her lips pinching into a thin line on her face.

“It was… my father. He was a very bad man. He dealt with the unspeakable gods. The Darkborne.”

“Oh,” said Alfie, startled by mere mention of the old ones.

“He sacrificed my mother to them. He was going to sacrifice me in the depths of the woods, but then a spirit of the forest intervened and saved me. I devoted myself to that spirit every day since then. My body is marked with my devotion. My deeds inscribe that devotion upon the world. I protect the deep wood and I serve my patron.”

“What is his name?” asked Alfie.

Beska giggled softly. She glanced over at Alfie like his question was foolish.

“It is spoken in a language only known to druids. But you might think of him as the Father of the Woods. He is an ancient and gentle spirit. But he is unforgiving towards those who bring darkness into the forest.”

“Sorry if I pried too much into your past,” said Alfie.

“No, no, I find your curiosity endearing. I talk to other humans so infrequently that it is nice to be reminded that you are not all wood cutters and arsonists.” She favored Alfie with a genuine smile that reached her big, green eyes. “What brought you to being a Dungeon Lord?”

“Myssandra,” said Alfie.

“Was she cruel?”

“No,” said Alfie. “Well, maybe a little. She told me that I had inherited this dungeon from my uncle. I wanted no part of it, I wanted to be a hero, but she persuaded me with her beauty and… my desire.”

“She seduced you into being the Dungeon Lord?”

“She seduced me into accepting my inheritance,” said Alfie. “The Dungeon Lord part, well, that did not come easily. My uncle who left me the dungeon had turned this place into a murderous maze of traps and lurking monsters that he used to kill and torment women.”

“Oh, dear,” said Beska. “But you changed it?”

“Yes, in the face of all tradition, I wanted to turn this dungeon into a place that women could be safe and enjoy.” Alfie explained as their footsteps began to echo into the unfinished darkness of the dungeon ahead. “A place for happy endings instead of bad ones.”

“And this Myssandra did not like that?”

“She did not,” said Alfie. “But I think I convinced her. So much so that she… she might have given her life for me.”

“I had no idea,” said Beska. “Now I am the one who must beg forgiveness for prying.”

“You were only paying me back for my questions,” said Alfie. “But look. Just ahead is what I wanted to show you.”

They emerged from the tunnel into a large open darkness. The sound of water echoed softly from the walls of a vast and ancient cavern. Faint blue lights from luminous fungus glowed against the stone ceiling and stalactites.

“Wow,” whispered Beska reverently. “That is mycena inflamus. I’ve never seen so much in one place. And this water, so pure and dark. Like the tears of the earth itself. Oh, Dungeon Lord, thank you for showing this to me.”

Beska pressed herself suddenly into Alfie’s embrace and leaned up on her toes to kiss him. She seemed to mean only to kiss his cheek, but Alfie pulled her closer still and planted a kiss upon her lips. Their kiss lingered. It blossomed. He explored the warmth of her sweet mouth and tasted her tongue against his. A soft, spicy root flavor on her tongue.

“Mmmmm, that was nice,” she said, pulling back slowly and looking up at him, her face dark in the blue glow. “But what was it for, Dungeon Lord?”

“Alfie,” he reminded her. “No titles now. You weren’t given the welcome I intended, Beska. Someone gave you over to that demon and he treated you in ways that I would not—”

“Oh, but I liked it,” said Beska. “Maybe not when he left me tied up and left me. But the other parts, I liked very much.”

“He was beastly and cruel,” said Alfie.

“Yes, perhaps, but a woman does not devote her life to the natural world without seeing the violence of nature. Without respecting the ways of savagery and even a bit of cruelty.”

Alfie was not so sure she was right about that. He could imagine a woman observing boars rutting without needing to be rutted like a boar. But any objections he might have offered were quickly forgotten.

Beska stepped back from Alfie and untied her layered robe. The green veils slipped from her shoulders, catching momentarily upon the buds of her breasts before dropping down her slender little body to pool at her feet. Her arms and legs were surprisingly muscular, her abdomen toned, but her body was compact and beautiful. She had untamed hair upon her cunt and the small, simplistic tattoos that covered her body agave her an exotic look. Her skin, other than her face and hands, was very pale. Her nipples, peachy pink and stiff as pebbles.

She was gorgeous. Dark eyes sparkling with motes of blue light. Unashamed and adorned with her faith.

“By Mardoch,” muttered Alfie, struck by the young druid’s extreme beauty.

“If you wish to please me, Alfie, then be beastly and cruel,” she murmured. “Show me that you know the way of nature.”

Alfie grimaced as he shed his robe and tossed it to the ground alongside Beska’s layers of sheer green. He revealed his body to her and was gratified by the smile that curled her lips as she caught sight of the thick hose of his cock. It was swelling with desire for her pert little body. He took her in his arms again and smashed a kiss to her lips. He pulled her body against his, letting her feel his strength and his pressing cock as they embraced.

His kisses explored her neck, her shoulder, his hands played with the firm roundness of her ass. He squeezed her buttocks. He spread them and rubbed roughly between them. She moaned submissively.

He kissed his way to her breasts, nibbling, sucking, biting at them. Showing her his teeth and kissing her again upon her lips. His tongue thrusting to conquer her mouth. He bit her lower lip and tasted a hint of blood.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned, sharing that taste with him.

He wrapped his fingers in her hair and yanked her head back. He growled and looked down into her eyes.

“You want to be fucked by a beast, is that it?” He said, smiling wickedly down at her as he wrapped her braid around his fist and held her head back tightly. “You want it to hurt?”

“Yessssss,” she gasped, eyes lidding with pleasure, lower lip smeared with a hint of blood. “Oh, yes, Dungeon Lord. Show me your cruelty.”

Alfie shut his eyes and again saw the cackler demon chiseling at Myssandra’s cocoon. He saw the hyena-headed creature laughing. He saw it engulfed in the fires of his anger. He saw its head breaking to pieces beneath the silver skull atop his staff.

He saw all this and let his anger and inhumanity take hold of him. A ferocious snarl escaped Alfie’s lips, and he threw Beska down to the floor with no concern for her safety. He fell upon her, shoving her legs wide apart and devouring her mouth with another kiss. His fingers – three and then four – plunged into her little druid cunt. She mewled against his lips, shocked by his force. By his pitiless fingers. He sucked at her pink-capped breasts. He tongued them and bit at them until they were red and sensitive.

“Oh, God of the Forest, yessss,” moaned Beska.

“Shut up,” growled Alfie, pulling his fingers from her cunt and thrusting them into Beska’s mouth. She gagged and her eyes rolled in shock. He pressed her flat to the floor, the bare stone hard beneath her, and he moved between her parted thighs. His thick cock was hard and straining. His tip rubbed at her soft hair and the warmth of her folds.

He kept his fingers in her mouth as she drooled and sucked at them. Her brow knitted against the diamond tattoo upon her forehead. Her cheeks were streaked with tears from gagging.

“That’s right, this is how you wanted it? The beast? The beast!? Ha!” He pulled his fingers from her mouth and grasped her hands. He pinned them roughly above her head and thrust his straining cock into Beska’s hot cunt.

“Ahhhhh! Yessss!” She wailed beneath him, her body tensing and legs wrapping around Alfie to draw him deeper. But he pried her legs apart again, pinning them back with both hands, slamming into her and looking down at her as he let out a furious growl.

His savage grunts and her rhythmic gasps were accompanied by slaps of flesh echoing through the blue-lit cavern. Alfie went from playing at being the beast to actually being the beast. He wrapped his hand around Beska’s slender neck and squeezed until her face turned red. He kissed her and sucked at her wounded lip as she gasped for breath. He hilted his big cock within her with every stroke. His bollocks slapped against her ass and his cock beat against her clit.

“Mmmmmoorrreee,” she cried. “Make it… make it hurt. Like he did.”

“Don’t compare me to that welp,” snarled Alfie, suddenly pulling his cock from the slick depths of Beska’s tight cunny. He stood up, his stiff rock cock bouncing with the movement. He grabbed her braid and yanked her into a sitting position and forced his slick bollocks into her mouth. She moaned and slurped at them, one small hand coming up to stroke his cock. Alfie laughed, watching her suck at his balls as he asked, “Is this what you wanted?”

“Mmmmmphmmm,” she moaned, pumping her hand on his cock and tonguing his stones.

“Yeah, right, not rough enough!” He pulled back and guided his cock to her mouth. He took her lips with a thrust, slamming straight down her gurgling through and coating his cock in mucus. He fucked her face. Bollocks mashed to her chin. Cock buried in her spasming throat. Her eyes pouring with tears and her slimy mucus coating him each time he drew back and thrust in again.

He pulled out of her mouth, leaving her gasping desperately and red-faced. Slime trailing to his cock. He turned her over, pressing her face down to the hard stone and lifting her hips up. Alfie was outside his own mind. He was watching himself do these things as he was seized by the fury he felt as he killed the cackler demon. He grabbed Beska by her slender hips, spread her firm ass, and loudly spit into her crack. Her pink knot twitched.

He gave her no further nicety than that as he fed the straining tip of his cock into her back passage. A shuddering moan escaped her as Alfie began to savagely fuck her ass. He pounded her clutching ring, faster and faster, his hips hammering her firm cheeks. His hand holding her head up by her ponytail as he drove her chest into the ground. She wailed in pain and pleasure, the brutality of the assfucking apparently enough to make her cum. Her ecstasy was translated into the rhythmic, intense squeezing of her asshole and this was nearly enough to make him cum.

But not yet. Not yet, for this woman. He fucked her until she went limp with pleasure and then pulled his cock from her ass. Her rolled her over, straddling her abdomen just beneath her breasts. Her tits just big enough to cradle his cock. He squeezed them roughly and began to rut between them, jabbing his cock against her chin, her throat, and her lips. She moaned, sticking out her tongue, tears smearing her face.

“Cum for me, Dungeon Lord,” she gasped. “Cum for me. Cum on my ugly face.”

Ugly? He wanted to tell her she was beautiful. That she was heartbreakingly gorgeous. Yet this was not what this woman wanted. She craved it rough and cruel. So he gave it to her that way. He let his darkness all the way out and snarled, “Here you go then, you ugly druid slut!”

He felt his pleasure rise, his bollocks tighten, and he grabbed hold of his surging cock and stroked it right over her face. She looked up at him, smiling so sweetly, her face red and puffy from her tears. And he unloaded. His pleasure bursting in hot ropes that splashed across her face, covered her eyes, and drenched her mouth in his seed. She licked her lips and he came again and again, glazing her in a thick, glistening layer of his spunk. He staggered back, gasping, dripping with sweat.

“There you go,” he said, returning to himself. “There you are, Beska.”

“Ohhhh, Dungeon Lord, thank you,” she moaned, smearing cum from her face into her mouth with her fingers. She sucked her fingers clean and fucked herself with her other hand as she looked up at Alfie. “Don’t stop. I need… need more.”

“No,” said Alfie firmly. “No. That’s enough for you. Go back to your woods. Go back to being a goodhearted druid. You have indulged enough in the depravity of this dungeon.”

She whined in dismay, but Alfie had already turned away from her and was headed for the Dungeon Nexus.
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Trouble in Galabros

Alfie awoke in his bed in the Dungeon Nexus, his head pounding with a hangover, surprised to feel someone beside him. He ran his hand over a smooth hip and up to the peak of a soft breast.

“Myssandra?” He whispered.

He sat up, feeling a wave of dizziness and nausea, remembering something about goblin brandy. Or was it gnome brandy? He fought back his hangover, pushing it up into his skull until it was just a throbbing in his temples. The candles around his bed had mostly burned down to stumps that overflowed his bedside table in frozen white trickles. One candle still guttered, providing a faint light in the room.

He rubbed his eyes. He blinked. Slowly a gray feminine body came into focus. White hair. Pointed ears. Perfect curves. A slight swell in her abdomen.

“Yves,” he murmured, realizing he was in bed with the deep elf that Dezzy had dominated.

“Mmmmmm?” Someone else stirred beside him. Turned over. Soft breasts with pink nipples, swollen and engorged, a large, taut belly seemingly months into a pregnancy. Platinum blonde hair. A scarred but beautiful body.

“Veena,” muttered Alfie, rubbing his head as moments of the last night started to filter back into his conscious mind.

There had been drinking, of course, and feasting, again. At the feast, Drillmasta Gazzog ‘Ead Smasha had explained his plans to whip the goblins into shape. Plans that had involved denying access to women until they learned how to behave. That had left Veena and Yves without dates. Alfie had been brooding about his treatment of Beska, even if it had been at the druid’s request, and he jumped at the chance to entertain the gorgeous barbarian and the sultry deep elf.

They had both been sober, abstaining from the brandy due to their goblin pregnancies, but had encouraged him to drink himself stupid. He was sure he had made an ass of himself several times over and was glad he could not remember the specifics. His behavior had not kept the two beauties from his bed. He was itchy with dried sweat and could feel the residue of sex on his cock. The soreness in his flaccid member matched the soreness in his exerted muscles. He had fucked like a warrior and had left it all on the battlefield of the bedroom.

He wished he was able to recall more of that part of the night. He glanced back over his shoulder at the two beauties sleeping peacefully in his bed. Their tanned and gray limbs crisscrossed and their light, silky hair fanned out behind them. Their loveliness was on full display. He felt the urge to crawl back into bed with them both and rediscover what he had forgotten.

No, he had gotten black out drunk the night before. Mardoch only knew what his enemies had been up to while he was out of commission. That was more than enough indulgence for the moment.

Alfie left the two beauties behind and shuffled through the dungeon, hearing the peaceful sounds of his monsters and guests sleeping in their beds. He made his way back to the unfinished parts of the dungeon and the blue-lit cavern where he had allowed his beastly side to take over to satisfy Beska.

“Maybe I really am the bad guy that Josephine thinks all Dungeon Lords are,” he muttered and sunk down to his knees beside the cold, dark waters of the lake. He cupped his hands and splashed the water in his face. That woke him up a bit more. He sputtered through the dripping water, “No. I am no villain. I am the same Alfie I have always been, but better. Standing up for myself and for what matters to me. Not letting Heraxon or the Pateric Inquisition or anyone else tell me how to run my dungeon.”

He leaned lower over the water and saw his blue-lit face reflected in the darkness. He cupped his hands again to take a drink, lifting from his rippling reflection for a moment. Suddenly, he was pushed off balance and plunged forward into the frigid water. He was shocked wide awake. He resurfaced sputtering. He felt a tentacle or some huge fish brush against his leg he desperately struggled to crawl back out of the water onto the rocky shore.

“What the… who did that?” He gasped, water pouring from his sodden robe as he heaved himself out of the dark waters.

“I did, you moron,” said Luisa, stomping her boot inches from Alfie’s fingers. “I should kick you back into the water.”

Alfie was shocked by the fury blazing in the petite thief’s brown eyes. He had seen her angry before. This was something else entirely.

“What… what did I do to you, Luisa?” Alfie looked up at her uncertainly.

“Oh, I don’t know, how about you sent your latest pet demon into my town to assassinate a missionary priest of the Pateric Church?”

“I did what!?” Alfie struggled to his feet.

Luisa grabbed him by his dripping collar and yanked him out of the cavern and out into the corridor. She was surprisingly strong for her size and gave Alfie a shove that nearly sent him sprawling.

He staggered into a soft, yielding figure lit in the golden light of a torch that Luisa must have brought with her. They rocked back against the wall and let out a feminine, “Ouch!”

Dezzy had her arms bound behind her back and was wearing very little. Her more than ample curves were covered in clinging sackcloth that did nothing to disguise her proportions. Her plump pink nipples stood out beneath the sheer white material and her cunt seemed nearly to glow through the clinging skirt. Her head was covered in a heavier sack of burlap. Alfie pulled the rough sack off her head, snagging on one of her horns and making her yelp for a moment before the sack finally tore free. 

“There she is,” spat Luisa. “The murderess you sent to my village. She drained the poor old man dry.”

“But… but I hardly took anything from him,” Dezzy objected. “You must believe me, master. How was I to know that he had a weak heart?”

“You killed the priest?” Alfie was aghast. He could think of no worse outcome than for his personal assistant, a creature of the Realm of Sin no less, to have murdered a representative of the church.

“But, master, he was your enemy,” cried Dezzy. “He was distributing material trying to stoke anti-dungeon sentiment among the villagers.”

“That much of her story is true,” said Luisa and she pushed a paper flyer into Alfie’s hand.

“’Beware the Dungeon of Sin’” Alfie read the headline of the flyer, which included an illustration that depicted a sordid demoness that looked suspiciously like Dezzy. “’Men and women alike who enter the so-called Happy Endings Dungeon will face temptation and destruction of their very souls.’ So he wasn’t with the inquisition? He was just spreading this nonsense about the dungeon?”

“Nonsense that your demonic killer just confirmed,” said Luisa, shoving several more flyers with similar content into Alfie’s hands. “I was about to report all this to you when my guards told me that a succubus had been sighted in the village. That’s when we caught them in the act. She was riding him like a steeple jumper, sucking out every drop of his life force with that demon cunny of hers.”

“OhhhHHhhhh master, don’t listen to her,” moaned Dezzy, struggling against the ropes binding her arms behind her back. “She’s just trying to turn you against me. Look at me, master. Would I ever do anything to hurt you?”

Alfie was about to upbraid Dezzy for her constant treachery when he happened to make eye contact with the beautiful demoness. There was a pink sparkle in her blue eyes. A beckoning, bewitching glow that seemed to draw him in. Alfie suddenly felt very warm all over.

“I… I… don’t…”

“Don’t listen to this murderous bitch,” warned Luisa. “I’ve been your partner in all this, Alfie, but I am no killer. Definitely no priest killer. When the Inquisition shows up in my town, when they come for you with templars and a mob with pitchforks, I am going to save my own skin.”

“Yes, she will save herself,” purred Dezzy, the pink glow within her eyes seeming to pulsate and draw Alfie deeper. “She does not adore you like I do, master. I am devoted to you, body and soul.”

“Devoted,” agreed Alfie, his fears subsiding as he saw the truth of Dezzy’s loyalty. “My truest companion.”

“Listen to yourself,” snorted Luisa. “Trouble is coming for you, Alfie. Killing a priest will bring the whole church down on your head. Even if I was willing to sacrifice myself to protect you, it wouldn’t matter—”

“She should go,” purred Dezzy.

“You should go,” repeated Alfie, staring into the depths of Dezzy’s bewitching eyes.

“I was only trying to protect you, master,” said Dezzy, wiggling against the ropes binding her arms behind her back.

“She was only trying to protect me,” murmured Alfie, stepping behind her to untie her arms.

Luisa shook her head as she departed, leaving Alfie standing in the torchlight with Dezzy.

Once the arms of the succubus were free, the sackcloth she was wearing melted away and her luscious, perfect curves became swaddled in red lace. She turned and put her arms around Alfie, pressing her soft bust against his chest and smiling sweetly. Her smell was intoxicating. A sweet perfume mingled with the unmistakable musk of raw, fresh sex.

“Master, you know I love you,” she said breathlessly, bringing her plump lips close to Alfie’s. “I will take care of you and protect you. Trust in me. You do not need that thief. She is only in it for herself and for profit. I am here… to serve you.”

Dezzy pressed a passionate kiss to Alfie’s lips. Her warm, sweet tongue slithered into his mouth and he moaned in agreement. Why would Dezzy hurt him? She was there to protect him. To serve him. He could trust her. She was his assistant.

“Mmmmm,” he agreed as he embraced her and began to eagerly return her kiss.
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The Scorpion on His Back

Knowing that his bed might still be occupied by Yves and Veena, Alfie took Dezzy’s hand and led her to one of the outer guest chambers. This one was finished with plush carpeting, decorative golden flourishes and statuary, and furnished with many silk cushions. He could not stop smiling at Dezzy as he took her hand and climbed atop the altar of pillowy pleasure within the room. She giggled, falling atop him, their kiss resuming with all the heat and fervor they had found in the corridor.

“Mmmmm, oh, master, it is so good to be home,” she gasped, pressing her intoxicating softness against him. Her hips wiggling seductively as her large breasts squished against his chest. Her mouth, hot and sweet, kissed away the last barriers of his resistance. “I love you so much, master. I adore you.”

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Alfie, forgetting himself beneath those soft lips. “Oh, Dezzy, mmmmm… I adore you too… mmmmm… love… it’s… mmmmmmm…”

“Yes?” She lifted her lips from his mouth and smiled down at him, one eyebrow raised.

“Yes, I do, I love you,” he confessed, feeling a wave of pleasure reward his words. “I want to share everything with you, Dezzy. Even… even this.”

He reached into his robe and took out the weight of his Dungeon Lord’s amulet. He held it towards her.

“You can have it if you want,” he said, not pausing for even a moment to consider the repercussions of handing his amulet over to a demoness. The horrors Dezzy might unleash with such power at her command.

“Oh, but I couldn’t take that from you, master,” she pushed it away. “That’s what makes you so cute to me. My sweet, innocent, trusting Dungeon Lord.”

Alfie was undone. Not just under Dezzy’s spell but enslaved by it. His moment of weakness and confusion exploited by the demoness as her sinborne magic tightened its grip on his mind.

“Let me… let me prove how much I love you then,” cried Alfie, pushing Dezzy away and rolling her onto her back among the cushions. The ravishing succubus giggled and moaned, spreading her plump thighs wide and making the lace of her lingerie melt away from her curves.

“I am yours, master,” she moaned, spreading her legs to him and fondling the overflowing softness of her breasts to offer up her plump nipples. “Do with me whatever you wish.”

“I wish… to taste your sweet nectar, Desdemona!” Alfie growled with lust and took hold of the backs of Dezzy’s knees. The simple act of pushing her legs back parted her slick cunt and filled the air with the sweet scent of her lust. He lowered himself between her legs and began to lick. Fervent and moaning from the moment he tasted the oily sweetness of her cunt.

“Ooooohhh yessss, master,” moaned Dezzy with delight, threading her fingers through Alfie’s hair. She guided him to the bud of her pleasure, and he began to lick and suck and drink the intoxicating nectar of her demonic cunt.

Her sweet honey spilled down his chin and dripped down the seam of her ass. He bent lower to lick her there as well, tasting the sweetness smeared against the velvet clench of her pucker. He moaned as he buried his tongue in that hot back passage. Alfie added his fingers to both. One for her ass and three for the hot depths of her cunt. He plunged them into her as he sucked at her fat, pulsating clit.

“Mmmmmm!” He cried, looking up over her heaving bust at her beautiful, flushed face, her scarlet hair, her horns, and her lidded blue eyes sparkling with the sinborne flame of lust.

“Yesss! Ohhh, master, I’m cumming for you! The greatest lover I have ever known! Ahhhhhh! Ruler of my body! I subjugate myself to you!” She cried, bucking against his face and feeding Alfie a sweet flood of her nectar. “Drink your fill, my lord! My king! Drink the honey of hell!”

Alfie’s enthusiasm surged with the gushing release of Dezzy’s climax. He felt her silken cunt grasping at his fingers. Her spit-slicked ass clenching around his smallest digit. He sucked at her relentlessly, watching the pleasure contort her pretty face.

“Oh, master!” Dezzy cried, suddenly pulling his head from between her legs. “Oh, my handsome ruler, let me serve you now, my glorious Dungeon Lord!”

“Y-yes, right,” laughed Alfie, recalling the pleasures Dezzy might give him through a thick and rosy fog of desire. He kissed her, nectar still on his lips as her hot mouth devoured his kiss. Her tongue, like a serpent, searching his mouth. Pleasure buzzing between their molten kiss as Dezzy consumed the slightest morsel of his essence.

Being reminded that Dezzy was dangerous and could feed upon his life force did nothing to deter Alfie. He was completely under her spell. Totally at her mercy.

With the taste of Dezzy’s sweet nectar still on his lips, Alfie shed his robes and reclined atop the pillows. His stiff cock stood out, red and glistening with his arousal, from his muscular abdomen. Dezzy cooed with delight at this, wrapping her warm hand around him as she climbed atop him.

“Your cock is glorious, master,” she moaned, stroking him and kissing his lips. Her hand was magnificent, her kiss divine.

“Ohhhhh, Dezzy…”

Her breasts brushed against him. So soft and heavy on his chest. Her lips devoured his with another kiss. Her fingers slick with precum on his straining hardness. Alfie felt the sudden rush of pleasure. The inexorable race of his climax suddenly erupting, spurting against her fingers. Her thighs.

“Mmmm!” She cried out in surprise as he came beneath her stroking fingers. She laughed, sweetly mocking him, “You’ve cum already? Oh, master, I need more than that.” Her hand pumped out the last of his seed and he fell back among the cushions.

Alfie chuckled at his own exuberance, watching as Dezzy kissed her way down his body. He grunted as her heavy tits dragged over his sensitive cock. She held up her cum-slathered hand and looked at him as the long serpent of her tongue reached out to lick her fingers clean. Her mouth descended upon his cock. Her breasts cradled his shaft.

There was no chance of Alfie’s hardness waning with Dezzy’s mouth deftly sucking him. She drew him in, deep, her lips gliding down to his root, her tongue stroking beneath his shaft, and her throat enveloping his tip. Her eyes looked up at him then, pink embers aglow in the blue. Her tongue seeming to wrap around him. His cock pulsating.

Another rush, just as inescapable as the last.

“Oh… Dezzy! You’re… ahhh!” He came again with rapid spurts and she drank him down without pause. A throaty chuckle vibrating around him as her lips kissed his root and her throat gulped his cum. She slid back to his tip then, his shaft still grasped in the soft valley of her breasts, her tongue swirling about his sensitive tip. He gasped and writhed, wanting to escape that oversensitivity, but there was nowhere to go.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she purred around his cock, wanking his spit-slicked shaft with her breasts and keeping her lips locked around the fat head of his manhood.

He thought she might make him cum again into her mouth, but when he was nearing the brink she popped her lips free and let out a laugh of delight.

“Oh, master, you taste so yummy! I could drink your seed until I’ve swallowed every drop.”

“Y-yes? Take… take what you want. Take it all.” He smiled, surrendering to the pleasure.

“Alfie, I’m not going to kill you. I don’t want that, especially now that things are going so well between us.” She mounted him with the languid grace of a predator having toyed with and exhausted its prey, at last deciding to feast. Her luscious body straddled his hips, and she slid the incredible heat of her cunt down to envelop him. Her beauty was exaggerated more than usual by her demonic aspect. Her eyes aglow. Her flesh almost red in color. “Let’s have a little more fun before we get to work.”

“Work?”

Alfie was answered by the exquisite tightening of her inner muscles and he could think of nothing but that pleasure. Desdemona rose above him, wings spreading, her head haloed by the flames of sin. Her plush bottom rose and fell and her cunt, that perfect vise surrounding his cock, seemed to stroke him beyond all barriers of pleasure. He was cumming in moments, bucking beneath her as she rode atop him. His orgasm one long, continuous series of spasms. Spurt after spurt emptying from his bollocks as his life force gushed into her devouring cunt along with his seed.

“Yessss!” Dezzy hissed and rode faster atop him. Her perfect, plump breasts heaving and shuddering with each impact against her ribcage. Her hot cunt squeezing rhythmically in perfect counterpoint to the roll of her hips.

“More,” moaned Alfie. It was all he could think to say as he thrust desperately into her cunt. Spurting, twitching, spurting again. Locking eyes with her glowing pink gaze. Her cunt swallowing up his soul with each spasm of ecstasy. With every plunge, every rise and fall of her luscious body, he was fading away like a guttering candle.

He could sense the beckoning of sweet oblivion. His heart straining in his chest as he came again and again and again. Dezzy’s power grew until she was a queen – a goddess – riding atop him. Luminous with her power. Her hair swirling as if caught in some dark wind. Her smile showing through the haze of pleasure.

Her ride slowed. The dangerous drumbeat of Alfie’s heart receded. Dezzy eased herself from his wilting cock without losing a drop of his seed. He stared up at her in awe as she slowly stood above him.

“You… you really didn’t… kill me?” Such was the power of the succubus over Alfie in that moment that he felt a pang of regret that she had not finished him off.

“You are my master,” she said, kneeling beside him and stroking his hair. “But I must ask a favor now, master.”

“Anything,” said Alfie.

“I must send word to a friend of our predicament. You forbad me from summoning any more demons, but I am afraid a messenger imp is the only way to reach my friend.” She flexed her fingers and violet magic sparked between them. “May I summon an imp?”

Some distant part of Alfie’s mind recoiled from the idea of Dezzy summoning any more demons. Yet he could not recall exactly why that should matter.

“Of course, my love,” he said. “Summon whatever you need.”

“Thank you, master,” giggled Dezzy, rising to her feet. She struck a seductive pose and thrust out both hands. Her demonic utterance meant nothing to Alfie, but he could feel the power in her words. Violet magic burst from her splayed fingertips and created a fissure in the air before her. Scarlet light surged out and opened a brief, but terrifying view of the Realm of Sin. Landscapes of torment, fire, and depraved pleasure.

Then, like a calf being birthed in its sac, a demon no larger than a fawn dropped from the hole. The fissure closed behind it and Dezzy caught the sac in her arms. She tore away the caul of the demon to reveal a spindly-limbed little coal-black humanoid covered in the slime of its “birth.”

“Scraw? Mistress?” The imp spread its slimy wings and looked up at Dezzy.

“I need you to take a message to the master,” she said, then glanced down at Alfie still lying atop the cushions with a dazed smile. She turned back to the little demon and spoke to it in the same demonic tongue she had used to cast her summoning spell. The words might not have meant anything to Alfie, but she spoke two names that he recognized.

“Heraxon” was unmistakable. “Dragmargoth” was the other name. This second name he knew from the whispers of the cackler demon as he mocked Myssandra. He had said the name “Dragmargoth” as if invoking a friend or superior. Perhaps he was a general in the Realm of Sin. A Duke or Prince of hell.

Dezzy finished relating her message to the imp and the creature squawked and disappeared with a flash of flame and clap of thunder. Dezzy smiled, turning back to Alfie and kneeling beside him.

“Master, you’ve done so well,” she said, stroking his cheek. She ran her fingers over the medallion on his chest. “I think it’s time we put you somewhere safe. I don’t want anything bad happening to you.”

“Are you sure? What if the dungeon is attacked?”

She helped him to his feet and began to walk him through the corridors of the dungeon. He felt very tired. The medallion of his office hung so heavily around his neck.

“If the dungeon is attacked, I will be able to use my magic,” said Dezzy. “But if you want to help, you could leave me the amulet while you rest.”

He realized they had arrived at the heavy door of the dungeon’s vault.

“Go on, master, open it,” she said.

“In there? You want me to rest in the vault?” He felt like this was a very bad idea, but in the addling afterglow of the pleasure he had experienced with Dezzy, he could not think of any real reason to object.

“It’s the safest,” said Dezzy, her smile sweet and convincing as the vault’s door began to swing open.

Alfie saw within at all the treasures, the strange sarcophagus with its angelic corpse, and the blackened pod containing whatever remained of Myssandra.

“Go on inside, master,” said Dezzy, giving him a little push.

Alfie staggered into the vault, feeling the hum of the immense power protecting the heart of the dungeon.

Dezzy held out her hand to him.

“Now, hand out the amulet, master,” she said, extending her hand to him just short of the vault’s door.

Alfie slid the amulet from his neck and held his arm out through the vault door. The moment Dezzy lifted the amulet from his grasp, he was suddenly shoved back deep into the vault. The door began to swing shut on its massive, armored hinges. Tiberius came drifting into view from the vault entrance.

“In the vault without an amulet, my boy? You fool! You’ve just become property of the dungeon! And you’ve just given the amulet to one of your monsters. Now, anyone can take it.”

“Anyone I choose,” corrected Dezzy, summoning a velvet box with a snap of her fingers and placing the amulet inside. “Of course, I would rule the dungeon myself, but demons cannot be Dungeon Lords.”

“Supreme Lord Heraxon will be happy to take ownership of another dungeon,” giggled Tiberius, swooping and swirling around Dezzy. “And he’ll reward me well for devising this little scheme with this demoness.”

“Quiet, old man,” snapped Dezzy. “Your plot to get the amulet was meaningless. A detail. The real plan was devised by—”

The vault door slammed shut, mechanisms locking into place as Alfie’s stunned view of the conversation was silenced. He was alone. Trapped.

He thought the vault was completely dark, but after a moment he realized there were two faint light sources. The sarcophagus glowed a faint white around its seals. The pod containing Myssandra glowed an even fainter red. By those two lights he could see the priceless treasures heaped around him that now constituted his prison.

Dezzy’s love spell faded from his mind and Alfie groaned at his stupidity. He slumped down among the treasures, ruing the day that Myssandra ever came to him and told him of his inheritance. Why did she ever think he could be a Dungeon Lord?

“I haven’t done much of a job of it,” he muttered.

With a sigh, he slumped lower among the treasure. There was no way out of the vault without the amulet. Even if the door was wide open, he wasn’t sure he could leave unless the new Dungeon Lord came in and got him. That would probably be Supreme Lord Heraxon, entering to gloat about his triumph shortly before he brutally tortured and killed Alfie.

“I just wish I could have protected Josephine,” muttered Alfie. “And you, Myssandra.” His fingers stroked the keratin shell of her cocoon. “Sorry if I let you down.”

He was answered moments later by a sharp cracking sound and a sudden spill of red light from the pod. The pieces began to separate, sliding open as slimy liquid spilled out. A dark shape was moving within the crumbling pod. More liquid sloshed out and Alfie scrambled back, getting to his feet.

A dark shape rose from the dim red glow of the pod and stood, unfolding slowly until it became the towering silhouette of a huge, shapely woman. Her muscles were so pronounced that they were visible even in outline. Her claws like bouquets of knife blades. Her horns edged with red light.

The huge, dark figure opened her eyes, and they glowed a brilliant, hateful red that overwhelmed all other light sources in the vault. They slowly took in the vault and then angled downward to gaze at Alfie.

“You… you’re back,” he said.

Myssandra had returned.


Book 8: Under New Evil Management

1

Along Came a Spider

It was a mysterious murder that finally persuaded Deidre Truefoot to pay a visit to the so-called Happy Endings Dungeon. But that murder did not happen immediately upon her arrival in Galabros. In fact, it took several days for her to learn about the killing.

She had been listening to tales about the dungeon for days in the various taverns, inns, and bawdy houses of Galabros. She had arrived in the unexpectedly bustling mountain town seeking out adventure and enough treasure to build a ranger’s lodge to protect the Golden Forest near Welshire. She had quickly learned that the region’s dungeon attraction was no longer open for raiding and had turned into something more like a monster brothel.

Being a ranger, Deidre had little experience with brothels, but she was certain that most of them did not provide male monsters to entertain the women. She should have turned back then from Galabros to seek out one of the other dungeons of Galamanca. Surely one of those was still ready to challenge the mettle of a protector of the woods.

But the more she lingered in Galabros, the more she heard about the Happy Endings Dungeon. Tales of monstrous pleasure and fiendish delights. Rumors of ecstasy unmatched and women who found new happiness and even love in the embrace of monsters. Those tales of love inspired Deidre to prolong her stay in Galabros. The fetching young ranger, raven-haired, fit, and winsome, had nevertheless lacked in love. Her calling as a ranger had introduced her only to woodsmen and bandits, both of whom tended to be nuisances rather than suitors.

The humans could never satisfy her, and she certainly was not interested in giving any of them her heart. Her secret obsession, pure in its taboo, was her desire for the satyrs. Those dangerous spirits of the forest lived hedonistic lives of pleasure. To embrace a satyr was to abandon your mortal life. And yet… the promise of meeting a satyr on her own terms, in this Happy Endings Dungeon, had caused her to second guess herself.

What if the joy or her life was waiting to be discovered in that dungeon? Like so many women arrived in Galabros, she struggled to take that final, drastic step up the mountain to the dungeon. It seemed preposterous, bizarre, even shameful to enter this dungeon and request the chance to find pleasure in the arms of a satyr. So she waited, and listened, and warred with herself over the decision to enter that perverse dungeon.

Until the night of the murder in Galabros.

Deidre was startled awake by the scream of the innkeeper’s wife. Just as Deidre reached the door, the woman came running out from the room being rented to a Pateric priest.

“Vampire!” cried the innkeeper’s wife, her ample bust heaving with breathless gasps and her eyes wide and white as she stared at Deidre. “A vampire got the pater! He’s dead, he is!”

Deidre, dressed only in her flimsy night shirt, took up her sword and hurried across the hall to the cleric’s quarters. She saw the old man on his back upon his bed, his body as pale as the moonlight and as withered as a century-old corpse. His lidless eyes stared up at the ceiling and his mouth hung open, his lips drawn tight against his teeth. His cock was flaccid and discolored and dripped a thin, oily trickle from its tip. The entire thing was glistening and there was a frothy ring of discharge at the root and into his pubic hair as though he had cum several times in a short period.

“This is no vampire,” muttered Deidre. “This is the work of a sinborne! A lust eater!”

Next to the bed, paper pamphlets had been scattered about the nightstand and spilled onto the floor. She had seen some posted up around the town. BEWARE THE DUNGEON OF SIN, read the bold headline and it accompanied an illustration of a shapely demoness and further warnings and imprecations against the dungeon. 

Deidre Truefoot forgot her girlish hopes of meeting with a satyr. Though she had no particular use for paters of the church, she was filled with righteous anger at the murdering ways of the sinborne. She had little doubt that the cruel Dungeon Lord had dispatched this soul-sucker to prey upon the pater.

Pushing past the gathering crowd in the hall, she made her way back to her room and slammed the door. She dressed quickly in her revealing sling and stuffed her belongings into her rucksack. With her sword on her hip and a determined gleam in her eyes, she ignored the murmurs of the gawkers and set off from the inn and towards the dungeon in the mountain heights.

A road led up through the mountains outside Galabros. Deidre followed this road at first, but soon decided that this was the path the Dungeon Lord wanted his victims to take. She would find another way. She set off up the rugged mountainside, climbing and following the contours of the stone.

For all her skill as a ranger, Deidre was no mountaineer, and her efforts to surprise the inhabitants of the dungeon by taking an unusual route only resulted in a delayed approach. It was as though all alternate routes had been made impassable and only the main road leading to the dungeon was intact. By the time Deidre arrived outside the gates of the Happy Endings Dungeon, the hour was so late that the sky was beginning to lighten beyond the mountains.

The iron gate hung open to the garden outside the dungeon. There were posts for a sign, but this had toppled from the wrought iron. Deidre stopped just inside the gate and took in the dreary sight of a garden of death. The flowers and bushes within were dry and fragile, desiccated as though after some great drought, and the fountain was filled with putrid muck at the feet of the statue of the wild-eyed, bearded Tiberius Ivanhoe. Black flies circled lazily in the first light of morning. One landed on Deidre’s bare arm and gave her a nasty bite. She cursed and swatted it away.

Deidre drew her sword as she advanced through the dungeon’s heavy iron doors. She stepped into what might have been a pleasant entryway, with couches and decorations, but these, it seemed, had been recently put to the torch. Instead, Deidre found the bones of charred furniture and smears of soot where tapestries or paintings had been hung. Several doors led from this main hall, but her eye was drawn to a large, semicircular desk. It looked to be covered in dried vomit or perhaps the entrails of some unlucky beast. A foul creature crouched atop this plateau of filth.

Deidre approached it slowly. It was a humanoid, with skin as black as charcoal and glittering red eyes like gemstones peering up at her as she neared. It had wings folded against its slender back and a disturbingly long prehensile tail. When it stood atop the desk, its face, somewhere between human and grotesque, blackened ape, was even with hers.

“Hello, gorgeous,” said the little creature. “Look at you, all wrapped up and ready for fun. You lookin’ for an imp to give it to you? I’ve got more down there than you’d expect. Have a look!”

He thrust his hips forward lewdly, flopping the semi-rigid length of his cock up and down. It was red and glistening. A lewd, disgusting display that made Deidre’s lips curl back from her teeth.

“Stop that or I’ll slice it off, you beast,” she warned, brandishing her silver sword.

“Right, sure, I’ll stop,” said the demon, crouching back on his haunches and teasing the filthy surface of the desk with his oversized claws. “Too bad though, I would’ve made those perky tits of your bounce. Would’ve made you scream with ecstasy. Would’ve—”

“This is my final warning, demon,” hissed Deidre, pointing the tip of her sword at the imp’s gaunt chest. “I am looking for your master, the Dungeon Lord. Something has happened in Galabros. Something terrible. And this master of happiness and pleasure must be made to answer for it.”

“Ohhhhhh, you’re here about the priest,” cackled the demon. “Right. You’re early. But my, ah, master will want to talk with you. He’s just through that door there.”

The demon pointed to a door not far from him that was painted, or perhaps charred, an uninviting matte shade of black. Deidre kept her attention on the imp as she rounded his desk and made her way towards the door. At the last moment, she turned to the door, grasped the simple iron pull, and yanked it open.

She was greeted by gloom. A pair of smoky torches provided the only light for a cavernous room of unfinished stone. Her feet scuffed the floor as she cautiously entered. The door slammed shut behind her with an echoing bang. Deidre advanced into the room, squinting against the guttering torchlight to try to peer into the deep darkness ahead of her.

So much of the chamber was lost beyond the torchlight that it was hard to even judge the dimensions of the room. Going by the echoing scuff of her boots alone it was a vast space.

“Dungeon Lord,” she called uncertainly, “are you there?”

Something clicked several times to her right. She spun to face the sound and then heard it again from behind her. A rhythmic, tapping sound almost like the mating dance of some insect.

The third time Deidre heard the sound, it came from directly above her. She looked up, certain she would find some monster lurking above.

Instead, the creature struck her from behind. It was heavy and hard and sent her sprawling on the floor, her sword clanging from her grasp. She tried to push herself up to her hands and knees and the weight of the thing hit her again. This time, hard limbs closed around her, and she felt the sharp sting of something in her shoulder. She looked at the source of the pain and saw the hideous bristled face of a giant arachnid. Its fangs were buried in Deidre’s flesh and pumping her full of its venom.

Heat suffused her body. Her will to fight and her strength sapped by the spider’s venom. She moaned as the arachnid released her. Fear melting into a pool of hot surrender.

The spider’s limbs clattered and clacked as it picked up Deidre and carried her beneath its bristled body. She was deposited upon a bed of soft webbing that clung to her bare skin. The spider rolled Deidre onto her back, and the haze of venom was pierced by a momentary pang of fear as she saw its immense size looming over her.

“Demon… demon spider,” she managed, just before it pinned her arms and legs wide and still had limbs to tug and tear away Deidre’s clothing. Her soft breasts bounced free of their sling and the spider let out a hungry hiss. Venomous drool dripped from its mandibles onto Deidre’s face, into her moaning mouth, and down her neck to her breasts. She arched beneath the creature, but with her arms and legs pinned there was nowhere to go. Her breathing grew heavier with each cool splatter of the demon spider’s slimy saliva.

“Calmmmmmmm,” growled a strange, inhuman voice from the spider. “Prepare your flessssh for breeding.”

The words of the demonic spider did nothing to calm Deidre’s nerves, but its venom, even soaking into her bare skin, was potent indeed. The warmth that splashed against her quivering breasts and dripped down between them was seeping into her core. Her cunt was throbbing with heat. She could sense something moving just out sight.

“Ohhhhh, Mardoch,” she moaned, weakly lifting her head to see something horrible emerging from the underside of the demonic spider. It was an unhealthy white that glistened in the darkness. She wanted to scream. It was as long as Deidre’s arm. Not so thick, but still terrifying in its size, with a very slender tip that was dripping with yellowish discharge. This was no happy ending. This was a nightmare made from chitinous flesh, and it was poised to claim the chalice of Deidre’s throbbing cunt.

“Plead for breeding, warm human,” growled the demonic spider. “Plead for your flesh to become my sac. To warm and gestate my spawn.”

“Noooooo,” moaned Deidre, but the word was not for the spider above her. It was for the voice within her pleading to be taken. To be filled and implanted with the spider’s eggs. “No… god of light protect… protect…”

“There is no god of light here, human,” snarled the spider, dragging the length of its monstrous cock against Deidre’s breasts and down her abdomen.

Her breath came in hitching gasps. She lifted her head again to look at that monstrous ovipositing cock as it rubbed against her thighs and pressed against the hot furnace of her cunt. Her body arched in instinctual response, thighs parting, cunt trembling. She realized how empty she was without the demonic spider’s eggs filling her womb. How badly she needed to realize this glorious purpose.

“Y-yes,” she managed, looking up into the glistening red eyes of the spider. “Yes, please. I’m… I’m ready. I need it. I need you… need you to breed me. Please… I—AHHHH!!!!”

She howled as the spider demon thrust its ovipositor cock into the depths of her body. It plunged to her backwalls and speared the tight barrier of her cervix. She felt the curving probe at the end of the cock smearing the entrance to her womb with more venom. Pain and shock gave way to pleasure as the spider began to thrust its ovipositor cock in and out of Deidre’s stretched cunt.

The demon released her arms and legs and she embraced it eagerly, burying her face against the smooth underside of its carapace and thrusting her hips to take its plunging ovipositor with every stroke.

“Ohhhhhh yesssss! Yesss! Fuck me! I am a prefect… perfect vessel for your brood! I will keep them warm and feed… feed them! AHHHH!”

Pure desire flooded her mind as the demonic spider began to let out clicking sounds of pleasure. It fucked Deidre with intense, deep strokes. Every thrust beat against her cervix and opened the way to her womb. Each pulsating drive of its ovipositor cock sent another ripple of ecstasy through her body. She wrapped her legs around the demonic spider. She kissed the smooth contours of its underside. Her cunt convulsing with ecstasy. Her womb yearning to be filled.

“Yes! So warm and eager! Bend your body to mine, human! I will give you your rewarrrrrd!”

Deidre howled in eager reply. The spider’s thrusting intensified as its carapace beat against Deidre and its huge ovipositor plunged in and out of her clutching cunt.

The spider suddenly lunged forward with its mandibles, taking hold of Deidre’s face and opening its hideous mouth. It began to spew a steady stream of intoxicating venom past Deidre’s lips. The ranger had no choice but to swallow the flow of thick slime, gulping again and again even as the venom overflowed her chin. Each swallow brought her closer to the complete surrender of her mind to the process of incubating the spider’s eggs.

The spider’s cock began to jerk within Deidre’s cunt. She felt the first pump of its seed, flowing against her womb and beyond. Spurting past the protective barrier of her cervix to flood her womb and prepare the way for the eggs. These followed moments later. Intense spasms of pleasure shuddering through the length of the spider’s ovipositor and pumping, one-by-one, the soft, marble-sized eggs into Deidre’s womb.

It was a singular orgasm, seemingly unending, as Deidre’s body accepted the full clutch of the demonic spider’s eggs. Her abdomen swelled with the weight of the jellylike eggs. Her cunt was stuffed with the envenomed yellow slime that gushed from the spider’s cock. She was driven mad with pleasure but felt no fear.

“Good human,” growled the spider, its voice sounding faint with exhaustion. “You are a good sac. Better than most.”

It withdrew its slimy ovipositor cock from Deidre’s drenched cunt. She let out a satisfied whimper and felt the cool air of the cavern tickle over her slime-smeared cunt and anus. Her hole clenched tighter reflexively.

“Cold,” she moaned.

“Fear not, I will keep my spawn warm,” said the spider. It wrapped Deidre’s body with ruthless efficiency, binding her with layers of spider’s silk that clung to her shapely body. The bulge of her laden abdomen was visible through the white silk.

Deidre’s heroic purpose was forgotten as she submitted to the unholy lust of the demonic spider. This was no happy ending, but the spider’s venom had deluded her into believing it was. To sacrifice herself as an incubator. To provide the first meal when that brood emerged. She was wrapped and whimpering, dripping with the spider’s yellowish spunk. Moaning softly against the silk.

She could not even conceive of a reason to be rescued, as if anyone or anything could even exist to rescue her. She moaned contentedly, satiated by her impregnation. A moan escaped through the muffling layers of spider’s silk.

Deidre had forgotten all about the Dungeon Lord who needed to be brought to justice.


2

Praefecta

Alfie stared up with a mixture of awe and fear at the giant beauty standing over him in the treasure room of the vault. Myssandra had been reborn, remade in her cocoon, as a terrible demon of the Realm of Sin.

Myssandra’s giant, shapely body was backlit by the red glow of the ruptured pod, her skin seeming to be smooth black in the otherwise dark chamber. Her stature seemed to have grown, her muscles bulging from her arms and powerful thighs and shoulders, her curves amplified by her sleek, towering physique. Her horns were outlined in the fading glow of the pod. Her fingers ended in claws like knives. And her face, barely seen by the light of her glowing red eyes, twisted slowly into an expression of cruel delight.

She took a step towards Alfie and stood astride him. A darkness, a demonic titan, gazing down on his body wrapped in a cloak yanked unseen from some dressing mannequin in the darkness of the dungeon’s vault. She slowly reached down with a clawed hand, razor-sharp fingers dragging lightly over his face before she took hold of his chest and pinned him to the floor.

“You,” she growled. “I… remember you. Once my master. But no longer.”

“Let’s be honest,” gasped Alfie, quivering with fear as she leaned her face down close to his. “I was never… never really your master. I mean, you called me master, but it was more like a partnership. A team. A 50/50 thing. Or 60/40. Really, you were in charge.”

“I know what you did,” said Myssandra.

“What? Me?” Alfie cringed shamefully from the terrible beauty of her seen only by the light of her glowing red eyes. “I didn’t do anything.”

“You protected me,” she said. “Even… reforming. I sensed you. Fighting to protect me. You killed a sinborne for me. Why did you do this, mortal? To what purpose?”

“Because I love you, Myssandra,” said Alfie, the admission spilling out of him despite his fear and confusion.

She drew back with a hiss as if struck by his words. Her glowing eyes narrowed to blazing pinpricks of red light. She stood over him.

“You dare speak my name so casually, human?” She growled from high above Alfie’s supine body. “I have slain lieutenants for disrespecting me less than that. But… hmmmm… for a mortal to say such a thing. Love? It is strange.”

Her eyes closed and for a moment Alfie thought she had disappeared. He felt a wave of movement disturbing the air of the treasure room.

“Are you still there?” he called, sitting up.

Candles suddenly and magically ignited. The fire seeming to jump from one to the next until enough had been lit that Myssandra’s huge, naked body was illuminated. The fire sparked from the tips of her claws as she lit several candelabras leaning atop treasure piles.

Alfie was relieved to see that Myssandra had not changed as much in her appearance as he had initially feared. Though she did seem bigger, more terrible and demonic, her beauty remained, and her skin was quite pale and not solid black. Her pink nipples stood out from the softness of her breasts and her hair was still golden and wavy. A thatch of soft gold barely concealed the pink folds of her cunt, revealed to him as she once again stepped over him and stood astride Alfie.

“I am still here, human,” she finally said. “Now tell me your name.”

“Alfie,” he blurted. “Alfred Ivanhoe. I am – I was – the lord of the dungeon. And now we are trapped in the vault.”

“Yes, a Dungeon Lord, I remember something of that. You are the ancestor of the previous Dungeon Lord. But why are we trapped here? Tell me how this came to pass!”

Alfie related the entire embarrassing story to her about summoning the succubus, Desdemona, and being tricked by her repeatedly. He explained how she had begun summoning demons and had killed a priest in Galabros. He even launched into theories about how she was working in league with Supreme Dungeon Lord Heraxon. Myssandra cut these short.

“No speculation,” she said. “How is it that you are trapped in here?”

“Well, she got me inside and then made me hand over my amulet of office, so now—”

“Now the dungeon thinks us both treasure, yes,” chuckled Myssandra, kicking her emptied pod full of sloshing liquid. “A clever temptress. But a demon cannot rule the dungeon. She must be working with a human.”

“My uncle—”

“Your uncle is a ghost,” said Myssandra. “Yes, it’s coming back to me. Tiberius, I served him for many years. A proper killer. And then you, his disappointing nephew, you turned the dungeon into something weak and coddling to those adventurers.”

“We’ve argued about this a lot,” sighed Alfie. “I really don’t want to fight about it again.”

Myssandra shamelessly crouched above him, baring her cunt so that he could smell the faint, enticing musk of her loins. He stared up at it as she tapped a long, sharp claw against her chin.

“Not just anyone can become a Dungeon Lord,” she said. “One of your monsters, perhaps, but not a demon. But if you abdicated, even temporarily, another Dungeon Lord could take over. That’s it. That might be where this Heraxon enters the picture.”

“So you’re saying he has my amulet?”

“Or one of his agents,” said Myssandra. “But that would only be temporary. A Dungeon Lord cannot rule two separate dungeons for long. The hearts would need to be fused. This dungeon’s heart consumed, no doubt, by the heart of a more powerful dungeon.”

None of this made very much sense to Alfie and he was finding it very hard to think about anything other than the faint glistening flesh of Myssandra’s cunt at the nexus between her powerful thighs, poised as it was scarcely a hand’s length above him.

“What… what are we going to do?” asked Alfie, slowly reaching up to caress Myssandra’s muscular thighs.

“Hmmmm? You dare caress me?” She chuckled. “You are a bold one, human. That I can respect.”

Alfie was encouraged, stroking her thighs as he leaned up and began to kiss them. Myssandra laughed again, a laugh that became a hiss of pleasure as Alfie’s tongue and lips met with the heat of her cunt. He began to lick her folds and explore the spicy depths of her sex with his tongue. She reached down with a sharp claw, gingerly curling knifelike fingers around the back of his head and pressing down against his mouth.

“Yesssss… that’s it. Show me that you know your place, mortal. I have some ideas… but best to let them… hmmmmmm… cook for a time. And savor my rebirth. Ohhh!” She threw back her horned head and let out a deep groan of pleasure, rocking forward to smother Alfie’s face with the slick heat of her dripping cunt.

Myssandra’s body seemed to burn hotter as she rocked her hips forward and ground her cunt against Alfie’s eager tongue. The former Dungeon Lord was lost in the act of pleasuring the woman he had feared to be dead. He didn’t mind that she wasn’t quite the same. In fact, he found himself drawn to her overwhelming power even more than he had been drawn to her beauty. He moaned and sucked at her clit, plunging three fingers into the snug heat of her cunt and rubbing his little finger against the clench of her asshole.

“Yessss, that’s it, mortal,” she gasped, riding hard against his face. “How eagerly you serve your Praefecta! It is your honor to worship me! To taste of my sweet nectar! To feel the power of my body atop your pitiful human AAHHHHHH!”

She seemed to be caught off guard by the force of her orgasm. She bounced atop her knees, working her hips and riding her dripping, pulsating cunt against Alfie’s face. He felt her walls seize hold of his fingers. Her ass devouring his pinkie. Her spasms of ecstasy climaxing in a shower of warm, slick nectar that prickled at his tongue and dripped down his arm.

She rode him to her satisfaction and then dismounted from Alfie’s face. He looked up at her with a grin and wiped his lips and chin on the sleeve of his robe.

“Well done,” she chuckled. “And what’s this? Hiding a weapon under that robe, mortal?”

Her razor-sharp claws snipped the belt of his robe and the silky fabric fell open to reveal Alfie’s hugely engorged cock. He had never felt so hard with lust, not even under assault by Dezzy’s succubus powers. His cock twitched and dripped with his precum, aching to be reunited with Myssandra’s dripping cunt.

“My, my, that’s quite a spear you carry for such a skinny human,” she said, wrapping his shaft in one clawed hand. She began to wank him slowly, careful not to slice his hardness with her digits. She watched with amusement as his cock trickled steadily with his pre. Her big, soft breasts bounced to the rhythm of her pumping hand. “Mmmmm, I have the vaguest memory of you. Somewhere else, my hand wrapped around your cock, and you unable to contain yourself. Exploding so very quickly.”

“Ahhhhh,” agreed Alfie, thrusting against her stroking fingers. “It was when… when we first met. You seduced me into coming with you.”

“Seduction? Me?” Myssandra laughed and swung one powerful leg over Alfie’s hip. She knelt astride him and slowly lowered her cunt towards his cock. The sopping heat grazed his tip as she wanked him with her hand. “I prefer more direct methods. Like conquest.”

She rode the heat of her cunt down onto his cock, her tight, slick folds devouring his entire length down to his root. Alfie gasped with pleasure, arching upon the floor and thrusting to meet her.

“Look at you! So eager for me! Perhaps you spoke the truth when you confessed your feelings.” Her hips began to deftly roll as she rode atop the straining pillar of Alfie’s cock. He stroked her legs up to her hips. His hands daring to squeeze the roundness of her bottom as her glowing eyes blazed hotter.

“I wasn’t lying,” panted Alfie, feeling his pleasure tightening inexorably in his core. “I do love you, Myssandra. No matter who… or what you have become. You saved my life. You guided me… ohhhh… Myssandra.”

“Oh, Alfie!” Myssandra let out a giggle of delight as she watched his furious attempts to thrust into her. His grip tightening on her firm buttocks. His hips trying to plunge his cock ever deeper into the sweltering grip of her cunt. She took hold of his shoulders and suddenly rolled with him, doing something most unlike a sinborne general and offering him the dominant position.

Alfie knew she was only playing a game with him, pretending to let him take the dominant role, but his straining cock did not care. He grabbed hold of her powerful legs and pushed them wide. She somehow seemed even bigger beneath him. A giantess, seemingly twice his size, and yet he held her thighs braced in his hands and plowed his cock furiously into the hot furrow of her cunt. Her slick folds dripped with her demonic nectar and her asshole clenched tighter as his balls beat against it.

“Show me your strength, little human,” gasped Myssandra. “Make me cum with that mighty spear you wield!”

“I won’t let you go again, Myssandra,” groaned Alfie, leaning into her, thrusting hard enough to make her giantess tits bounce and heave with the rampant force of his rutting. “I won’t let you… hnnnnn… fight my battles for me… again! Ahhhh!”

Myssandra cried out with delight, arching her body to meet him as he hilted inside her. Alfie could not hold back any longer as that hot pit of pleasure squeezed around his cock. He erupted in pumping spasms, gushing his seed into her delicious demonic depths. Myssandra’s inner walls gripped him tightly, milking him for every drop as she gasped and shook with pleasure of her own.

“I can… can do some conquering too,” laughed Alfie, slowing his strokes until his cock began to soften. He eased his length from inside her, glimpsing for a moment the creamy spill of his seed down the crack of Myssandra’s ass.

“Mmmmmmm,” she purred, reaching down to play her fingers through the silky trickle of his spunk. “Perhaps you are a conqueror, Alfie Ivanhoe, but we will need to restore you to Dungeon Lord before you try your hand at conquest.”

“Oh, right,” groaned Alfie, rolling beside her among the treasure. He grunted, feeling a mace pressing into the small of his back. He shifted and dragged it aside, reclining on the roll of a carpet propped against a pile of gold coins. He watched the slow rise and fall of Myssandra’s enormous breasts beside him and pressed a little more into the crook of her powerful arm. “Well, I have friends on the outside. Maybe they will come looking for me.”

Myssandra slowly turned her head to gaze down at him.

“You are the heart of a dungeon, Alfie. The very thing designed to destroy anyone who enters. Even if the person in charge is just a demon using her powers to summon other demons, she will annihilate anyone coming to help us.”

Myssandra slowly rolled onto her side to face him. She cradled his head with one clawed hand and toyed with his sandy blond hair.

“No, my erstwhile Dungeon Lord, we will need to save ourselves.”

“How?” Alfie did not doubt Myssandra’s cleverness, but he saw no way out himself. “We can’t leave the vault. The dungeon thinks we are treasure now and will not let us pass through the door.”

“Fortunately, we are in a vault containing some of the greatest weapons and magical items in all of your mortal realm. We will prepare ourselves. Those who defeated you will be unable to resist coming to gloat over your defeat. Perhaps they will want to torture you. Or take you out to execute you.” Myssandra’s claw teased down Alfie’s cheek and she drew a bladed fingertip over his lips. “You must give them a reason to want to remove you from this vault. I will conceal myself. If they know I have awakened that will put them on the defensive. You will go alone, and you will get that amulet back. Then you will free me from the vault.”

“Then we escape?” asked Alfie.

“When I am free, my master, we kill them all,” said Myssandra. Hearing her call him “master” again sent a thrill through him. She smiled wickedly as she leaned in and planted a scorching hot kiss on Alfie’s lips.

“Mmmmmhmmhm,” he agreed as his tongue began to tangle with hers.
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From Frying Pan to Fire to Even Bigger Fire

“What about this one?” asked Alfie.

He was holding a cherub-headed golden pole the length of his arm and fidgeting with several buttons near the base. When he pressed one button, the cherub’s mouth snapped open, and it vomited out a stream of liquid that seemed to be water. When he pressed the next button, the liquid seemed more like foamy liquid soap. He was about to press the third button when Myssandra yanked the pole from Alfie’s hand.

“The third button is universal solution,” she hissed. “Did you not see the rune?”

“No, I didn’t see any runes. What’s a ‘universal solution’?”

“It is an alchemical compound that cleanses everything,” she said and gingerly pointed the cherub’s head at a small stone statue of a horse. The lightest feather touch of her finger on the button sent a stream of fizzing yellow liquid out of the cherub. It hit the stone horse and in seconds had melted the stone down to bubbling soup.

“That could melt a hole through the vault door,” said Alfie, looking from the liquefied stone to the seemingly impenetrable vault door.

“Which is pointless so long as the vault’s magic will hold us within it,” said Myssandra. She set aside the golden pole and sauntered over to a glass case containing several rings nestled in a purple velvet cushion. “Now this is more useful.”

She used the tip of a claw to draw a circle upon the glass and the cut disc fell into the case. She reached one claw inside and retrieved a silver ring with only the slightest adornment. It looked to Alfie like a vine twisted into a circle and cast in silver. She looked at him, smirking slightly with a mischievous twinkle in her eye, and she placed the ring upon her finger.

Alfie was suddenly struck by a gust of air, his robe blown completely from his body, and he experienced the strangest sensation of warm wet pleasure and sudden friction surging to an instant peak of ecstasy. He felt his cock pulsating and sagged sideways against an armory rack filled with swords.

“Ahhhhhhh!” Alfie erupted in a spurting spasm of pleasure, gushing uncontrollably all over a pile of coins on the floor in front of him. His cock, untouched, flipped and bucked and sent wobbling arcs of spunk sailing across the treasure. When he had finished, he looked down at his cock, afraid it might be gone, but he instead found it red and twitching, a single drip of semen oozing from his tip.

He looked up at Myssandra, who was standing in the same place she had been, but her plush lips seemed a bit redder and glistened with saliva. She gave them a lick as she smiled down at Alfie. She must have removed the ring from her finger for it was now resting in the palm of her hand.

“What… how… what just happened?”

“Time caught up with you,” chuckled Myssandra, holding up the ring. “Or more precisely, I escaped the steady forward flow of time with the help of this Time Slip Ring. While everything else stood still, including you, I gave you a little stimulation. All that pleasure hit you at once and you just couldn’t hold back, could you?”

She nudged the cum-spattered coins with a toe and sent the messy gold crowns into a gooey, clinking avalanche. Alfie danced back to avoid having his feet buried in the slimy coins.

“So it’s a ring that freezes everyone around you? And you can do whatever you want to them while they’re frozen?”

“Mmmhmmm,” said Myssandra, holding out the ring to Alfie. “You could pluck your amulet back from the usurper. Or slit a throat if your intentions are darker. But use this ring wisely, mortal. Time is a powerful force, a tightrope that you mortals walk upon over an endless ocean of black. A creature as short-lived as a human does not escape time’s forward flow without consequences. Use the ring sparingly and briefly or risk taking it off to find yourself aged a century or reverted to your infancy. Or simply erased from existence and plunged into the void.”

Myssandra tossed the silver Time Slip Ring to Alfie. He caught it and fumbled it as though it were a hot coal. In fact, the ring was icy cold. Much as he might like to explore the ring’s powers, he was frightened by Myssandra’s warning. He tucked it quickly into the pocket of his robe.

“So I’ve got a way to stop time,” said Alfie. “What now? We just sit and wait?”

Myssandra wasn’t listening. She seemed more interested in searching through various cloaks and capes that filled a wardrobe. She bent over, providing Alfie with a mouthwatering view of her big, demonic rump. He wondered if she would slice off his head if he walked up behind her and smacked her luscious rear.

Just as he was creeping up on her, about to chance decapitation, she found what she was looking for and wrapped a silky dark cape around herself. The loveliness of her body was almost completely concealed by the shimmering black silk.

“It doesn’t suit you,” said Alfie.

“You humans are so single-minded,” said Myssandra, rolling her eyes dramatically. “This is a Cloak of Illusions.”

She raised the cloak with one arm, covering her face. The shimmering black cloth seemed to disappear, first becoming a window on the treasure hoard behind Myssandra and then seeming to manifest another human shape.

“Josephine?” Alfie gasped, but felt the fool as the winsome princess rolled her eyes like Myssandra just had.

“Use your brain, human,” said Princess Josephine, speaking with Myssandra’s husky voice. “This cloak will conceal my presence from whoever opens the vault. If they realize I have been restored, they will be on guard. We must rely upon their arrogance to have any chance of escape.”

Princess Josephine stepped over to the hollowed-out shell of the cocoon that had contained Myssandra. She sat back on her haunches and seemed to melt into the cocoon as it reformed around her. A moment later, Myssandra dropped the Cloak of Illusions and was revealed to be squatting amid the pieces of her empty cocoon.

“I think I’ve got it now,” said Alfie. “The vault starts opening, you disappear, and I look pitiful so they want to gloat. When they come for me, I put on the ring.”

“Now you have it,” said Myssadra, stepping over to him and ruffling his hair with one clawed hand. “You get the amulet back, reclaim the powers of the Dungeon Lord, and we slaughter—”

“Capture,” corrected Alfie.

“Capture the treacherous succubus and her minions,” said Myssandra. “Assuming Heraxon himself doesn’t prove cautious and simply have a couple of his Revenant Knights kill us through the vault’s entrance.”

“I wouldn’t let them kill you,” said Alfie, meaning his words fiercely.

Myssandra looked at him and laughed. “Oh, Alfie, I believe you would try. I can vaguely recall some heroics even before you protected me in my repose. You tried to save me from… was it another demon?”

“Shrike,” said Alfie. “Lord Heraxon’s executioner.”

“Ahhhhh, yes, that’s it,” she said, draping a huge arm around his shoulder and pulling Alfie against her side. “You humans can be so sentimental. Risking your shorts lives for the silliest of causes. You know, if Shrike had slain my physical form, I only would have been sent back to the pit. I would have found my way back here in a century or two.”

“And I would have been gone by then,” said Alfie, daring to put his arm around Myssandra’s lower back in reply to her affection. “What can I say, Myssandra? I like having a big, beautiful demon around to help me.”

“Mmmmmmm, yes, you do,” she said, letting one claw stroke down the front of his robe. She pressed her fingers against his sensitive bulge. “You’ve demonstrated that to me ably since my return. Perhaps, when things have been sorted out here in your dungeon, you will make a worthy ally in my conquest of the plains of the Realm of Sin.”

She leaned her face down to his and pressed a kiss to his lips. He was entirely at her mercy, embracing her as she swept him up in her powerful arms and kissed him with growing hunger. Her clawed fingers cut fresh slits in the robe he was wearing, and she slipped her hand inside to gingerly grasp his stiffening cock. Her lips pressed tight to his, her tongue worked against his, hot and spiced with demonic sweetness. 

“I think we will find a way to pass our time in captivity,” she said, tightening her grasp on his hard cock and beginning to stroke him as her powerful kiss returned to his lips.

He lost himself in that hot kiss, savoring the warmth of her body against him and the power in those demonic arms that held him so easily.

The moment was interrupted by the rumbling of titanic gears as the clockwork locking mechanisms of the immense vault door began to turn. Myssandra quickly dropped Alfie from her arms and returned to the husk of her cocoon.

“What should I—”

“No time,” she said. “You know the plan, Alfie. Get your amulet back and free me when you are able.”

She swept the cloak over her body and with a liquid rippling the cocoon seemed to rebuild itself where Myssandra had been standing. Alfie flopped back, sagging with mostly genuine exhaustion among the piles of treasure. His heart was pounding, adrenaline was pumping in his veins, but he let his weariness overtake his excitement and slumped in exaggerated defeat. He kept one hand in the pocket of his robe, ready to slide the Time Slip Ring onto his finger.

The locking mechanisms clanged to a halt and the door began to groan open on its immense hinges. Light cracked into the vault as the door began an agonizingly slow swing outward. He could see shapes. Two or three figures moving, their shadows spilling into the vault.

At the last moment, Alfie was suddenly struck by the irrational fear that whoever was outside would somehow search him with magic and see the Time Slip Ring in his pocket. He didn’t dare slide it on his finger yet.

He put it the only place he could think of to hide it: in his mouth. He immediately regretted doing so as it felt like a piece of unpleasantly cold ice on his tongue. He had to keep shifting it around with his tongue, feeling the metal clink against his teeth.

All the plans he had made with Myssandra felt pointless when the vault door finally opened enough for him to see what was waiting for him outside.

There stood two of Lord Heraxon’s Revenant Knights, terrible and enormous in their ornate black plate mail. Ghostly blue light glowing from the leonine face plates of their helms. Their black capes accented with raven feathers fluttered in the drafty air of the dungeon. Each held a massive, two-handed glaive, blades lowered at the ready and pointed towards Alfie. 

A smaller figure seemed to slither out from between the two hulking knights like a serpent made from smoke. Elsa Veluria was as beautiful and voluptuous as Alfie remembered, fairly bursting from the corseted robe she wore, her bare shoulders swept by the waves of her long, dark hair, and a terrible twinkle in her dark eyes. Alfie’s dungeon amulet hung against the soft cushioned shelf of her bust alongside Veluria’s own amulet.

“Oh, my, you look terrible, Alfie,” she giggled. “Was that succubus rough with you? I heard you had ever so much fun with her.”

“Dezzy,” mumbled Alfie, his cold tongue bumping into the ring as he spoke.

“No need to worry about her, my handsome morsel,” giggled Elsa. “She’s busy with her own project and has no interest in your dungeon. Or should I say, my dungeon?” Elsa lifted the amulet from her bust and glanced down at it. “Oh, but it’s only temporary, Alfie. Supreme Lord Heraxon was occupied with other matters and sent me to take care of the dungeon here.”

Alfie pulled himself to his feet on the treasure piled beside him, very mindful of the blades of the Revenant Knights lifting to follow his movement. He stepped to the edge of the vault, until he could feel the unpleasant buzzing of the magical ward that kept him trapped within.

“It might be days before Lord Heraxon comes to deal with you,” said Elsa, her smile revealing her unpleasantly sharp teeth. “You and I will have plenty of time to get reacquainted.”

She reached both hands into the vault and took hold of Alfie by his shoulders. He rolled the ring on his tongue, readying to spit it into his hand and quickly slide it onto his finger. He was distracted by the jiggle of Elsa’s creamy bust in her corseted robe as he stumbled through the barrier and into her embrace. He raised one hand halfway towards his mouth, but before he could spit the ring out, Elsa leaned up and pressed a passionate kiss to his lips.

Her tongue slid into his mouth and his tongue recoiled, the ring falling against his throat. He swallowed instinctively, feeling the cold, hard ring slide down his throat and become lodged in his esophagus. He swallowed again, convulsing in Elsa’s arms, and the ring managed to slide free and down into Alfie’s stomach.

“Mmmmmmm, everything alright, Alfie?” she purred, stroking his cheek and looking up at him with those dark, pitiless eyes of hers.

“Just… just feeling under the weather,” he said, the coldness of the ring like a stone in his guts.

“I will take good care of you, my handsome pet,” purred Elsa, pushing him inside to have a better look at the contents of the vault. “Yes, I’ll nurse you back to health. Lord Heraxon will want you nice and strong before your execution.”

Alfie watched nervously as Elsa surveyed the contents of the vault. Myssandra’s illusion seemed to work.

“Lord Heraxon will enjoy having that bossy blonde demon of yours to gloat over as well,” purred Myssandra. “And we owe that other thing to the succubus.”

Elsa gestured to the sarcophagus containing the angelic figure.

“I don’t… I don’t know what that is,” said Alfie.

“Love compels us to do such unusual things,” said Elsa, turning back to him. “Why, if I didn’t love Lord Heraxon, I might whisk you away to my own dungeon and keep you there, safe and sound, comfortable and… mmmmmm… well furnished with pleasure and pain.” She trailed her fingers over Alfie’s face and down his chest. Her fingertips danced on the bulge in his robes. “But we have some time now. Our passion will burn hotter knowing that your doom approaches.”

She kissed him again, her lips soft and cool, her tongue teasing. Alfie could not resist as she took his hand and led him away from the vault and Myssandra. The huge door rumbled shut as the Revenant Knights fell in behind them. Their boots clanked heavily on the stone while Elsa seemed to glide almost without moving her legs. Alfie exerted himself to keep up with her pace.

They passed beneath an archway molded of skeletal remains. The dungeon became darker and filled with a low fog that seemed to ripple with the movement of unseen creatures scuttling within the mist.

“I hope you don’t mind, I’ve been redecorating,” said Elsa.

“It’s, uh, lovely,” said Alfie, glancing into an empty room with glistening walls that writhed and pulsated as though alive.

“I must say, you weren’t taking very good care of your guests,” continued Elsa. “No matter, I’ve found ways to enhance their stay in the dungeon.”

Elsa stopped outside the chamber where the ice elf Kiyara and her yeti lover Chiubak had been keeping each other warm inside the frosty blue ice cave that Alfie had created for them. But the interior no longer resembled that frosty retreat. The ice had nearly melted, forming steaming pools on the rocky floor as a pair of magma elementals lounged against the walls. Chiubak was crowded into a tiny cage lined with spikes, his legs folded against his chest and a pitiful expression on his blue face. He was panting, mouth open wide, unable to move at all without skewering a body part on the spikes inside the cage.

The voluptuous, dark-haired elf was stretched out naked on her back on the floor, her wrists and ankles tied to stakes as she struggled to keep her head above the hot pool of water that lapped at her body. The last chunks of ice were being melted from the walls by the magma elementals and their submerged legs were continuing to heat the water.

“You’re going to boil her alive,” said Alfie.

“No, no, nothing like that,” giggled Elsa, seeming to delight in his concerned reaction. “Yes, it will be quite unpleasant for an ice elf, but the point is to only boil her brain. Madness, not death, is my goal with that one. Mmmmmm. She’ll be such fun when she has lost all hope.”

Elsa pressed against Alfie’s side as he watched Kiyara fighting and arching against the restraints, her large breasts breaking the surface of the water and spreading against her ribcage. Her pale skin flushed from the heat. Her muscles shook with exhaustion.

“Let her go, please,” said Alfie.

“Very well, she can have a rest,” said Elsa, gesturing to the elementals. They lumbered through the water and plunged their hands in, tearing the stakes out of the stone and freeing Kiyara. She scrambled back from their heat, clinging to the bars of Chiubak’s cage as the yeti whimpered within it. “All of your visitors are being well treated. Come along. I’ll show you.”

She showed him a twisted gallery of horrors. Everything Alfie had done as a Dungeon Lord had been undone by Elsa. The Happy Endings Dungeon had been corrupted and perverted into a dark place full of echoing screams, mad laughter, the clatter of chains and the snap of whips. All the women he had tried to help were suffering because Alfie had let himself succumb to Dezzy’s demonic magic.

In one stony chamber, lit by a bonfire, Yvesula Nightblade was having her cunt impaled upon a ribbed pillar of stone by several hooded sex gnomes. They raised and lowered her with ropes that tied her wrists and made her slide up and down the glistening ribs of the phallus. Her face contorted in shock and her dusky breasts, bound tightly, jiggled with the motion. The evil gnomes tittered with delight. One of them whipped Yves’ bare bottom. Alfie hoped the hooded perverts were not his previous contingent of gnomes now turned into torturers.

Veena, the blonde barbarian who had entertained so many goblins, was now caught in the amorphous mass of a crimson slime. She writhed and moaned, her face breaking the surface only to be sucked in again. Her cunt gaping as a translucent column of slime invaded her body. Her ass spread by the weight of slime and her sphincter dilating as her bowels were injected with a living enema of goo.

“It’s going to kill her,” said Alfie.

“Maybe,” giggled Elsa. “But crimson slimes like to play with their food first. It could take days before it decides to digest her.”

Alfie watched the rhythmic way the slime plundered Veena’s helpless holes. He felt a shudder of desire that made his cock twitch, and he quickly looked away.

He could barely stand to look at the women he knew being subjected to Elsa’s tortures, but the madwoman insisted he take a good long look at the dungeon’s latest guest. The woman was ensnared in the web of a giant spider, her body wrapped tightly in layers of silk that revealed the ampleness of her bust and the curves of her hips. Her legs were parted and bent back, tied in place by the silk, and though the woman’s face was covered, her genitals were bare. They were raw and dripping with slime, gaping as if well-used by something very large.

“Deirdre, I think her name is,” said Elsa, pressing against Alfie’s side and teasing his cock through his robe. “A ranger. She came looking for you, wanting to kill you. Something about a priest, I think. Was that your doing?”

“Dezzy,” rasped Alfie, watching the woman shudder and squeeze something round and glistening out of her cunt. It plopped to the ground and landed atop several others. A gooey pile of white spheres larger than goose eggs and with yellow embryos moving within the translucent skins. “What is happening to this woman, Elsa?”

“Oh, a Terribilus Fortactus,” purred Elsa. “A massive specimen. It paralyzes, arouses, and breeds with mammals. Particularly favoring humans. Don’t worry. It will take a day or two before those eggs hatch.”

“Then what?” croaked Alfie, his cock twitching in Elsa’s grasp as she gave it a squeeze through his robe.

“Mmmmmm, well, baby Fortactus spiders are very hungry when they hatch. They’ll probably feast on their mother.”

“Ohhhhh,” groaned Alfie, another spasm running up his cock at the thought of the poor woman being devoured by her offspring.

“Mmmmmm, I think you like that,” giggled Elsa, nibbling at Alfie’s earlobe. “Maybe I could make a proper Dungeon Lord of you yet. Plead your case to Lord Heraxon. You could, mmmmm, help me in my dungeon. An apprenticeship.”

The thought of learning anything from a woman like Elsa Veluria was repellent. She was as crazy and as evil as they come. But he could not deny the sick thought of being her fucktoy, kept around like some pet to be tortured or fucked as her whim dictated.

“Maybe,” he gasped, thrusting his robe-wrapped hardness at Elsa’s hand.

“Oh, yes? You excitable boy. Let’s have some fun!” She planted another smothering kiss on his lips, then grasped his hands and led him away from the spider’s lair.

She took him to a gloomy, musty dungeon bedroom she had created with her temporary powers as a Dungeon Lord. A dank lair lit by hundreds of fat, red candles. A cobwebbed canopy bed parted its curtains as they approached. The smell of a crypt enveloped Alfie as Elsa pushed him back onto the bed and climbed astride him. Her kisses grew more intense, almost like lunging bites, sweet with her toxic saliva, cold hands undressing Alfie as she rolled her hips and ground the softness of her body down against his straining hardness.

“Do you love me, Alfie?” she giggled.

“No, of course not,” said Alfie. “You’re a maniac, Elsa.”

“True enough, but you can still love me,” she said, reaching a hand into her robe and wrapping her delicate fingers around his stiff cock. “In fact, I will teach you to love me. I will show you the way to my heart through madness, pleasure, mmmmm, and pain.”

Elsa tightened her grasp on his cock and kissed him, her slick tongue sliding against his, her fingers working his hard shaft. She pulled back and bit his lower lip hard enough to make him bleed. She rose above him, blood trickling down her chin as she smiled wickedly.

“There’s venom in that bite,” she giggled. “It will help you, Alfie. Your body is so hot, it’s burning up, and you need to release some of that heat.”

She knelt astride him and slowly unclasped the corset of her robe. Her huge breasts dropped free, settling pertly against her ribcage, pale and with ghostly pink nipples. The twin amulets of authority as a Dungeon Lord hung heavily against the soft rise of her breasts. She hefted her tits in her hands, lifting one breast towards her face and tonguing a pebbled nipple, grinding her mound against his stiff cock through the lower half of her robe.

Alfie felt the pulsing heat of the venom Elsa had injected into his body. Hardly better than the sort of trickery Dezzy would use with her demonic magic. But it hardly mattered. He was eager to fuck this maniac bitch even before the bite. He grasped her hips and leaned up to kiss her again, sharing the tang of blood on his lips as he thrust his tongue into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm, that’s more like it,” she purred.

But pleasure with Elsa Veluria came at a price. She lifted her hips and slid down onto his straining cock. Her slick cunny enveloped him and coaxed forth his pleasure. Her movements practiced and cool as her breasts began to bounce with the rolling motion of her body.

Alfie’s thrusts grew more frenzied, which only made Elsa laugh. She lifted her hips and let his cock slip free of her cunt. She grasped it with one hand and squeezed him. Teased him.

“Oh, you want to cum? Now you like me! But maybe you haven’t earned it!”

She stood over him and turned and dropped her creamy thighs, blushing cunt and the soft, smothering weight of her ass upon his face. Alfie could hardly breathe. She rocked her hips, letting her full weight trap him. He felt her feet grasping his hardness from both sides. Stroking him with her toes and the forefront of her feet. Sitting so heavily that he thought he might pass out.

“Lick, my poor defeated Dungeon Lord,” she giggled. “Show me what that tongue can do other than get you into trouble with the Lord Heraxon.”

“MMmmmmnnnnnn,” moaned Alfie, licking her cunt, slick and sour, and her ass, velvety soft and clenching against his tongue. He had no choice. If he wanted to breathe, if he wanted to feel the pleasure of her feet caressing his cock, he had to lick Elsa.

She squirmed atop his face, her pleasure quaking through her body and trembling in her thighs. Her feet becoming coated in Alfie’s precum as she stroked his cock. Her arches grasping him. Her toes on his tip. His tongue up her arse. She was cumming, he could hear it leaving her in gasping cries, and he was so very close. Nothing else mattered but exploding with ecstasy.

At the moment of Alfie’s peak pleasure, with the rush of his climax, Elsa suddenly dismounted from his sweaty face. She released her grip on his cock and stood over him, looking down as he cried out, his cock untouched, twitching, spurting cum. He reached for his pumping prick, and she stepped on his hands, pinning them down, laughing at the sight of him thrusting helplessly at nothing and spurting his cum onto the bed, himself, and her ankles.

“You… monster,” he moaned, collapsing back onto the bed as his cock began to go flaccid.

“Monster? Oh, but I thought you liked monsters? Or is it only demons?” She knelt beside him, poking his wilting cock with a finger. “You’ve made such a mess.”

“Go to hell, Elsa,” he moaned.

She used a lace handkerchief to daintily clean the cum from his cock and his legs. Despite his anger at her, he began to grow aroused again. She giggled at that and poked his stiffening cockhead with a fingertip. Alfie moaned and looked away.

“Don’t you want to have some more fun?” she teased.

Alfie’s body craved more, but he would not confess that to Elsa. He hated her, for what she was doing to all those guests of the Happy Endings Dungeon and for what she planned to do to him. She leaned down and gave his cock a kiss. A curling licking of her tongue. He suppressed a groan of pleasure as she teased him with the warmth of her mouth descending once. Twice. Then lifting and leaving his wet cock cooling in the cryptlike air.

“Hmmph!” Elsa pouted with a toss of her hair. Her smile returned a moment later and she crawled beside him, pressing her curves to his side. “Your problem, Alfie, is that you don’t know how to relax. I’ve found that the best way to relax is a good fuck. That’s what you need, Alfie. A good fuck.”

She rolled to the side with a clink of the amulets around her neck and reached under the bed. She produced a large phallus of polished brass. With a snap of her fingers, one of the Revenant Knights clomped over to the bed. Elsa fitted the metal cock to the knight’s armored groin.

“Now then, Alfie, bend over and my friend here will give you a proper fucking,” she said. “Wouldn’t that be nice?”

The Revenant Knight grabbed Alfie and bent him roughly over the bed. The thought of being violated by that metal cock made his stomach tighten with fear and revulsion.

“Ohhhh, it’s nice,” she said, playing her finger down the seam of Alfie’s ass and then teasing the knight’s strapped-on cock. “Don’t be afraid. It’s rather big, I will admit, but it will be nice once you learn to relax.”

The disgust and fear tightening in Alfie’s body was making him feel nauseous. And cold. Very cold. The ring! He quickly thrust a finger down his throat and retched, his stomach contents churning.

“Well, you’re kinkier than I thought,” giggled Elsa. “If you want to gag yourself, my knight can help with that. Go on, big boy, feed my friend here that metal cock of yours.”

She motioned and the knight took hold of Alfie’s head, spinning him around. Alfie quickly made himself retch again and this time he spewed out some liquid and the hard, cold band of the ring.

“What’s that?” Elsa leaned over to get a look.

Alfie was quicker than her. He rammed his finger through the slimy ring.

Like that, Alfie Ivanhoe slipped free of the steady flow of time.

He immediately felt the cold, pressing weight of infinite time upon his naked body. Everything was hollow. Everything empty.

It became very quiet and everything, every speck of dust and every swaying strand of hair, was frozen in place. Elsa, her breasts mid-swing as she leaned forward, was as motionless as if carved from stone. The knight, thrusting its brass cock towards Alfie’s face, seemed to have locked in place. Even the flames of the many candles in the room had stopped dancing and stood perfectly still atop the wax.

He wrenched his head free of the grasp of the gauntlet of the Revenant Knight holding him. Hundreds of tiny fractures appeared on the gauntlet as if it had just been exploded by the movement and then glued back together. Alfie realized that his position outside the flow of time imparted him with incredible strength and he needed to be very careful.

Well, unless he wanted to hurt someone. He gave the Revenant Knight a hard shove and could feel his momentum transferring to the armored giant at a ratio of many times his own strength. It lifted off the ground and began to very slowly move through the air, like a helpless bee fallen into a honey barrel, the knight’s gauntlet starting to fragment and its armored chest denting.

He turned to Elsa, rejecting the idea of hurting her in a similar way. He gingerly untied the amulets of office from her neck and lifted them away. He slipped on his robe carefully and set the amulets lightly into his pocket. He gave Elsa a last glance, her eyes still focused on the spot where he had been holding the ring just before ramming it onto his finger. Despite how much he hated her for being a loyal servant of Lord Heraxon and torturing all those women, he could not deny his masochistic attraction to her.

“Someday, I’m going to fuck the madness out of your pretty head,” he muttered, then set off through the halls of his dungeon.

He ran, his footsteps muffled by the lack of sound traveling through space. He knew he had to be quick. He was not sure what was happening to him, but he could feel cold seeping into his body. As though every moment he spent in this timeless realm was eating away at the living warmth of his flesh.

There was no time to help the poor women being tortured. That would need to come later. For now, there was only one woman he could save.

He reached the Dungeon Nexus. It was dark and silent, and he could not ignite a flame in the timeless void to find his way. He fumbled, reaching, searching, until he located the Dungeon Catalog. He was not sure it would work without the Dungeon Table, but he knew he had to take it to prevent Elsa from destroying it or hiding it.

He ran for the Dungeon Vault, opening the door with such force that he could feel the hinges almost buckling. He carefully swept aside the cloak concealing Myssandra behind an illusion. He lifted her and hefted her out through the vault door. Then he took off the ring.

Time flooded over him like a thundering waterfall. He collapsed, stricken, his blond hair fading to white and a decade’s worth of age pouring into his veins. He was still mostly youthful, but time showed around his eyes. A weariness that had not been there before. He groaned, pushing himself back to his feet as Myssandra gasped with shock.

“You did it,” she said. “Your hair, Alfie, it has gone white.”

“My hair color is the least of our concerns. We must go without delay,” he said, taking her hand. “Anywhere but here.”

“Then we will go to Galabros,” said Myssandra. She worked her translocation magic quickly, plunging Alfie through the aether and back to earth in the same instant.

The village of Galabros was completely overrun with inquisitors and Knights Templar of the Pateric Church. The agents of Mardoch were kicking in doors, chanting prayers to cleanse the village, and arresting anyone and everyone associated with the Happy Endings Dungeon. They were after the Dungeon Lord, to arrest, interrogate, and execute him.

And he had just appeared in town with his huge demon assistant.
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The night village of Galabros was lit by the torches of the Knights Templar. The armored brutes clattered through the streets, guided by the screeching commands of inquisitors and the sudden eruptions of resistance from the frightened townsfolk. A trio of knights and an entire cadre of truncheon wielding militia marched at double time past the mouth of a dark alleyway.

Inside that dark alleyway, Alfie pressed tightly against the naked body of his demonic assistant. She wrapped one arm and a clawed hand protectively around him.

“My powers have not fully recovered,” whispered Myssandra, her breasts heaving with exertion and pressing against Alfie’s face. “I am not sure when I will be able to translocate us again, but it will take time. Do you know the spell?”

Alfie shook his head.

“I need to find Luisa,” said Alfie. “She’ll know what to do. Are you able to conceal your demonic nature a bit more?”

Myssandra’s face contorted in pain and concentration as she remade her body into something less obviously demonic. Her horns retreated into her head as if burrowing into her skull, her ears returned to a human shape, and her clawed fingers reverted to humanlike hands. She became shorter and less muscular, although she was still considerably taller than Alfie.

Her beauty was undiminished by the transformation. She gasped and sagged against Alfie. He held her upright as they moved deeper into the darkness of the alleyway. Another group of templars thundered past. One knight stopped and thrust his torch into the dark alley, lighting up the spot where Alfie and Myssandra had been standing only moments before. The knight squinted at the darkness past the flames of his torch and then withdrew and rejoined his group.

The frenzied voice of a pater called out from nearby.

“Find those who aid the priest slayer! Capture all those who defy Mardoch and worship the dungeon!”

“Desdemona has truly kicked the hornet’s nest,” muttered Myssandra.

They reached a boarded-up window and Alfie was able to pry the shutters loose so that they could climb into the house. It was an abandoned residence taken over by squatting adventurers. They had clearly fled in a hurry. Some of their gear and graffiti remained. Alfie found a faded backpack which contained a woman’s clothing. The boots, leather trousers, and a plain gray blouse almost fit his unusually tall companion. A man’s hooded traveling cloak concealed the pale gold of her hair.

“We should leave this place,” said Myssandra. “Regroup somewhere as far from here as possible. You may have taken the Dungeon Catalog and the amulet of office, but Elsa will be able to summon more Revenant Knights and those are not to be trifled with.”

“No.” Alfie’s eyes blazed with determination. “Luisa knows a way back into the dungeon that won’t immediately set off the alarm. If I can get inside and reach the Nexus again, I can use the Dungeon Catalog to remake the dungeon itself and summon whatever monsters we might need to defeat the knights. Or Dezzy and her demons if she returns.”

“You should have done this when you had the chance,” said Myssandra.

“Getting you out of that vault was my priority,” replied Alfie and he stole a kiss that caught her by surprise. She looked at him as though she might turn a hand back into a claw and bury it in Alfie’s guts. Then she smiled and Alfie chuckled with relief.

“Stupid sentimental human,” she said. “Very well, let us find this thief.”

Alfie was certain he knew where to find Luisa. She had taken him to more than one hideout and cache within the village where she was hoarding the treasure from her various enterprises. He assumed many of these were compromised as thieves and agents of Luisa were captured and interrogated by the inquisitors. But there was one, so deep, so uninviting, that he was certain it was Luisa’s final refuge.

Underground.

“Yuck,” said Myssandra, holding a rag to her nose and mouth as she stepped gingerly to avoid slipping into the rank flow of sludge. “You humans are as foul as the ratches that gibber in the mires of Malebolge, fornicating like beasts and playing in their own pestilential filth.”

“We don’t usually live in sewers,” said Alfie, adjusting the cloth wrapped around his nose and mouth to keep out the worst of the stench. He ducked under a glistening overhang and avoided a foul gush of liquid. “We’re almost there. Just up ahead.”

He held his torch ahead of him and revealed a grate through which the sewage was draining deeper underground. On the other side of the grate was a grimy wall of brick.

“I see nothing,” said Myssandra, her eyes flaring as she squinted.

“That’s the idea.”

Alfie leapt carefully over the grate, uncertain that the decaying metal could hold even a single misstep. Myssandra was looking especially pale and stricken, teetering perilously close to falling over onto the grate. Alfie offered her his hand and helped her cross after him. They pressed against the wall and Alfie sought an invisible recess in the mortar between bricks with his finger. He felt a mechanism click and the wall swung away from him and into a dark passage.

He led the way inside, the torchlight illuminating smooth, clean walls. Myssandra pressed in behind him and the false brick wall swung shut again. The fetid atmosphere was immediately lessened.

“See, isn’t this better?” asked Alfie.

“I can still smell it,” sniffed Myssandra.

Something clicked in the darkness beyond the torchlight. A crossbow thrust into view with its bolt aimed directly at Alfie’s heart. A voice rasped, “You shouldn’t have come here. You’re both gonna be chum for the sewer serpents.”

“Wait!” Alfie yanked down the cloth that covered his nose and mouth. “I’m looking for Luisa. She knows me.”

“I should shoot you anyway,” rasped the voice. Luisa, the petite thief, stepped into the torchlight and lowered the aim of her crossbow. Her gaze flicked to Myssandra. Her voice returned to normal as she added, “Congratulations on hatching from your big demon egg, Myssandra.”

“You will address me as ‘Praefecta’ or ‘Your Unholy Majesty,’” said Myssandra, drawing herself up and gazing down at the petite thief. Luisa eyed her skeptically and Myssandra sagged against Alfie again. “Never mind. I am not feeling well.”

“The translocation spell weakened her,” explained Alfie.

“Alright, Alfie, your unholy majesty, follow me,” said Luisa. “I promise it smells much better upstairs. By the way, Alfie, why is your hair white?”

It was a long story that Alfie told during the labyrinthine walk through the tunnels beneath Galabros to reach Luisa’s most secret of sanctums. They climbed a spiral staircase of rusting metal and arrived at what appeared to be a forgotten granary. The smell of old grain and molasses replaced the stink of the sewers. The large, empty silo was packed with contraband, looted goods, and enough furniture for a small inn.

“Myssandra can rest here,” said Luisa, indicating an oversized bed that looked like it might have belonged to a king.

Myssandra muttered ungratefully and sagged onto the mattress. Alfie covered her up. Her hand shot out and grasped his and her eyes blazed with sudden intensity. She sat up in the bed.

“Do not attempt this without me,” said Myssandra. “I will be well soon. I just need… need to…”

The fire sputtered out in her eyes. She fell back onto the pillows. She muttered something else, something about Dragmargoth, a name the cackler demon and Dezzy had previously mentioned, and then she was asleep. Her features and her shapely body slowly began to revert to her demonic nature as she slept.

“You should not have come here, Alfie,” said Luisa, turning away from the bed. “And you definitely should not have brought her with you. Do you know how many inquisitors and templars are stomping around my town right now?”

She leaned over a sledge that she seemed to be piling up with the choicest loot in her treasure hoard. She pulled a brightly colored silk parasol from a tumble of canes and tossed it aside.

“There are a lot of them out there,” said Alfie. “I admit, it’s partially my fault—”

“It is entirely your fault,” said Luisa, turning back to him and jabbing a finger in his chest. “If it wasn’t for you, I would be happily picking pockets and stealing jewelry.”

“If it wasn’t for me, you would have been eaten alive by a mimic,” said Alfie. “Do you even know what those things do? They digest humans and turn them into coins. How does that even work?”

“Don’t try to change the subject with your mimic biology lesson. You summoned that succubus, she killed the pater, and now the entire church is smashing everything I built to pieces. They tore down my statue, Alfie. They burned the shop that was selling monster dildos.”

“They sounded like they were more interested in me than you,” said Alfie.

Luisa grabbed his robe and pulled him closer. She glared furiously at him, standing on her very tiptoes to be even with his face.

“That’s right, they do want you, tortured and burned alive probably,” she said. “If I handed you over, they might let me go. Might even give me a reward.”

“You wouldn’t do that,” said Alfie.

“Wouldn’t I?” She tightened her grip on his robe. “With your big demon snoozing in my bed, I could just thump you on the head and tie you up. Go out there and grab the first wild-eyed pater I see and… and… why are you looking at me like that? Why are you smiling?”

“Because you’re beautiful when you start scheming to betray me,” said Alfie.

“Pah!” She shoved him away and dropped back down on her feet. “I must be gorgeous because I’ve never been angrier with you. Coming in here with your demon, white haired like a grandfather.”

“You are gorgeous,” said Alfie, following her and dropping one hand to her lower back.

She looked up at him over her shoulder, but did not pull away.

“Look at you, dungeon boy, getting fresh with me like a drunk at the tavern. You know your princess is on her way, don’t you?” She turned to face him again, her tone becoming teasing rather than angry as she saw Alfie’s reaction to the news. “That’s right. Just a couple days away from here. That blonde princess with the stick up her arse is making your dungeon into the first stop on her big crusade. She has a whole army with her that will make those thugs ransacking my town look like a parade band.”

“I didn’t know,” said Alfie.

“You don’t know much,” agreed Luisa. “So what are you gonna do about it? Huh? What are you going to do about any of it?”

“I have bigger problems than Princess Josephine at the moment,” said Alfie and he explained the depths of his problems with Lord Heraxon, Elsa Veluria, and Dezzy. Luisa reacted to each new revelation with a roll of her eyes or a dismayed shake of her head. Finally, Alfie gave her the good news. “But I have this. And these.”

He unwrapped the Dungeon Catalog from the towel he had been keeping it wrapped up in during their slog through the sewers. He dropped it heavily onto a nearby table and plopped his and Elsa’s amulets of office down onto it.

“So is this where all the power comes from?” Luisa flipped through the Dungeon Catalog and ran her fingers over the amulet.

“More like keys to unlocking the power,” said Alfie. “They won’t work without the dungeon. The catalog needs to be in the nexus, and we would need to reach the Dungeon Table to make any big changes or summon monsters. The amulet, well, this one makes the dungeon respond to me and the other one makes Elsa’s dungeon respond to her when she wears it. But her dungeon is halfway across Aropa.”

“Too far,” said Luisa.

“Right, which means we must retake my dungeon, which is currently crawling with almost indestructible undead knights and under the command of one very pissed off sadist of a woman looking for her amulet.” Alfie managed a grin. “But I have an idea. I came up with it when I was hiding from those knights in the village. I’m going to need your help.”

“Of course. And why would I help you? Remind me.”

He used a finger to lift one of the amulets by its thick chain and dangled it for Luisa. “How would you like to be a Dungeon Lord?”

He explained his full plan to her, and she loved it. She loved it so much that she brought out one of the bottles of fine bubbling wine she had looted from one of the wine cellars in town. She even toasted his daring scheme.

“Here’s to a plan that will either get us both killed or make me the richest thief in all of Aropa,” she said.

“Here’s to finally having a friend in the Secret Society of Protectors.”

After a few rounds of toasting, Luisa climbed into Alfie’s lap. She laced an arm around his shoulder and kissed him as she drank. She shared the bubbling, tingling wine on her tongue. Their mouths fused together in an increasingly heated lip lock. His cock strained in his robe beneath her firm little bottom.

He pulled at the laces of her blouse and bared the pert, golden mounds of Luisa’s breasts. He tongued one dark nipple and then the other. She laughed and poured the cool wine over her soft breasts and into his mouth. He kissed her again, returning some of the wine to her in the kiss. She squirmed her firm bottom against his cock.

“Mmmmm, we’d better be quiet,” she whispered against his lips. “Wouldn’t want to wake the big girl. She might get jealous.”

Luisa claimed Alfie’s lips in another hungry kiss. She maintained the heated contact as she rose from his lap and slipped off her tight-fitting trousers and her panties. Alfie felt her hands slide into his lap, parting the fabric of his robe and grasping his cock.

“Oh, fuck, we really shouldn’t,” he whispered against her lips.

“Hmm, it’ll be fine,” purred Luisa, stroking slowly up and down Alfie’s already stiff length. “Let the poor girl rest. We’ll put the time to good use.”

She finally pulled away from his lips to look down at his hard cock grasped at the root by her hand.

“Best cock in Galabros, confirmed,” she chuckled, and bent at the waist to lean down and take his cock into her mouth.

Alfie gripped the arms of the chair as Luisa sucked his straining cock. She was skillful, but more intent on teasing than trying to make him cum. Her honey brown eyes watched him with amusement as she flicked her tongue beneath the sensitive tip. Her hand gliding up and down his shaft as she let saliva leak out of her mouth and down his cock.

“Want to fuck me, Dungeon Lord?” She asked, turning around and pressing the golden roundness of her firm ass against the underside of his cock. “Want to sliiiiide that big cock in my snug little purse?”

She rolled her hips, holding him in one hand and rubbing her ass against his cock. Up and down along the seam of her crack, the warmth cradling him until she finally rose high enough for her pussy to drag against his tip. He groaned at the slickness of her pussy. Grasped her ass and spread it wide enough to admire the dusky knot of her anus.

“How about here?” asked Alfie, wetting a finger and massaging it into her crack. “How about you take that award-winning cock in your tightest of holes?”

“OoooOOooo Alfie, you’re so naughty,” she laughed. “I remember when you had to fight to keep from cumming from a good wank and now here you are craving my ass? Well, I like a boy who matures. Like a fine wine with a big dick.”

She leaned forward, almost folding in half at the waist, the pose spreading her firm cheeks and baring the clenched divot of her asshole. She presented it to him as she ran a hand between her thighs, rubbing her clit and backing her ass back to rub up and down Alfie’s cock a few more times.

Alfie had been through a lot lately and he wasn’t going to sit idly by while she teased him. He grasped Luisa around her petite waist and lifted her up and onto his lap. She was small enough and nimble enough that she managed to climb onto the arms of the chair and balance in a squat, slowly lowering her creamy golden cheeks towards Alfie’s hardness. He kept his hands wrapped around her waist as he guided her lower.

“Someone’s eager,” she moaned, one hand on his cock, looking back over her shoulder as she pressed his hard tip between her cheeks.

He felt the soft, tight pucker against his cockhead. Just wet enough with his precum for him to pull down a little and begin to spread her dainty tan hole open on his cock. His sensitive tip was greeted by her inner warmth. She sucked in a gasp, releasing her grip on his cock as he pulled her down lower, until he felt her buttocks brush his thighs. His cock twitching deep in Luisa’s tight ass.

“Remind me… remind me to tie you up next time before… ohhhhh fuuuuck is that big.” Luisa began to move up and down at the urging of Alfie’s hands. Her ass gripped his cock and squeezed around him as she moved up and down with her lithe, well-toned body.

Her movements still were not quite enough for Alfie. After she took a few more rides up and down his cock, he shoved her forward, off his lap and onto her knees on the fine rug she had probably looted from some town official. She landed with a grunt as Alfie followed her down to the floor and buried his cock deep in her ass.

“Just remember, I’m the Dungeon Lord and you’re… the naughty thief,” he said, pulling back and snapping his hips forward again and again to spank her ass. His cock plunged deep in the squeezing heat of her ass. Each thrust sent a gasp from her lips. His cum-laden bollocks slapped against Luisa’s dripping cunt.

Alfie let his bad side out as he assfucked Luisa. It wasn’t anger or frustration, it wasn’t even contempt for the hot little thief, it was raw lust. He grabbed her boyish haircut and yanked her head up from the rug as he plundered her ass with intense, deep strokes. He reached his other hand around her hip and began strumming at her clit.

“Fuuuuuck, I think… I like it… when you get this way,” she gasped, arching back against him and working her hips to meet his thrusts. He kissed her neck, her jaw, and bit at her earlobe. She sucked in a breath, and he felt a shudder tighten around his cock.

His pleasure built with every stroke. He kept his fingers working her clit the whole time, making her moan and whimper. Her sarcastic attitude fell away to reveal pure lust. She turned to meet his ravishing lips and kissed him. Their tongues mingled in a liquid tangle as his thrusts intensified. His pleasure pumped to its peak.

“Mmmmmm! Yesss!” she gasped against his lips. “I can feel it. You want… want to cum… in my tight ass?”

“All over that pretty face,” he said, feeling his pleasure surge. He drew his hips back and let his cock slip free of her puckering asshole. Luisa sagged away from him, moaning and rolling over onto her back. Looking up at him and furiously strumming her clit as she tilted her head to offer her face to him.

He accepted her surrender with a growling laugh, pumping his hand on the length of his cock as ecstasy rushed up from his core. His cock throbbed and unleashed pump after glistening white pump of his seed. It splattered Luisa’s face, the divot of her throat, beading her cheeks and chin, and even up to her forehead as gush after gush rained down on her. She opened her mouth and caught some of his seed, pushing it back out of her mouth so it ran down her cheeks in milky trickles.

“Mmmmmmmmm!” she cried, bucking her hips and thrusting her cunt against her fingers. Cumming with him, quivering and jerking with toned pleasure as her face was glazed with his seed.

Alfie, mostly spent, let his drooping cock fall against her lips. Luisa, still moaning with ecstasy, leaned up to wrap her lips around it and suck out the last of his load. Her golden eyes heavy with lustful pleasure as she looked up at him and tongued his dripping tip. She stayed like that for a long while, gently suckling his cock, licking it almost to the point of arousing him once more.

But Alfie was too tired for all that. He staggered back from her, groaning as he dropped back into one of the chairs at the table. He poured them each a glass of wine. Luisa cleaned her messy face in a wash basin and then sat naked beside him, drinking the wine and occasionally laughing as they exchanged glances.

They were still sweaty, naked, and chuckling at each other when Myssandra began to stir on the bed. Alfie quickly donned his robe and hurried to her side. The beautiful demoness returned to her human appearance as she fully awoke. She smiled up at him almost sweetly.

“Why are you so happy, Alfie?” she rasped as he helped her to sit up and offered her some wine.

“I’ve been mulling over how we take back the dungeon and I think I have a plan that will work,” he said, sitting down on the edge of the bed. “We need to reach the Nexus with the Dungeon Catalog, right?”

“It’s the only way to use the book’s power, yes,” said Myssandra. “But there is probably an entire company of Revenant Knights waiting for us to try and get inside.”

“Exactly, they’re expecting us,” said Alfie, “it would take a whole army to get us in there. So let’s give them one.”
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Operation Overlord

The agents of the Pateric Church had built a roaring bonfire in the town square. They had smashed into every shop and tavern that displayed any affiliation with the dungeon. They piled up furniture, curios, and souvenirs as fuel for the fire around the new bronze statue of Alfie Ivanhoe in his flowing robe. That statue was all but lost within the flames that sent embers gusting into the night sky and lit the faces of the ransacked buildings that enclosed the town square.

The inquisitors and their Knights Templar gathered around the bonfire, watching the legacy of the Happy Endings Dungeon go up in flames. The townsfolk of Galabros watched too, peering out from the broken windows and smashed doors of their businesses and raided homes. Their honest livelihoods, or at least those associated with the dungeon, were being consumed by those fires.

Alfie stepped out into the square. One more silhouette lit by the flames. He walked with a limp and supported himself on a worn staff. His limp, along with his newly bleached hair, were part of his disguise. The spirit gum that glued the false beard to his face was terribly itchy. He hoped it would be enough to fool the inquisitors celebrating their pillaging. He was walking towards a statue of himself, and he could see a pair of knights shoveling advertising handbills featuring an illustration of his face into the fire.

These men had been searching for his face all day. Could they really be so easily deceived by barber clippings and glue from some vagabond player’s box?

“Halt! You there! Why do you approach?” The helmeted knight stepped into Alfie’s path. He wore a suit of silver armor featuring the four columns of the church molded into its breastplate. One gauntleted hand rested on his sword, though the blade remained sheathed.

“Sir, please,” rasped Alfie. “I must speak with someone. One of the inquisitors. In Mardoch’s name, I need your help.”

“Help? Why do you think we have come here?” The knight scoffed.

Another heard the exchange and interjected, “Oh, let the old fool speak to Pater Felocke. He’ll set the man straight.”

The knights laughed at that, the sounds echoing and tinny from within their helms. They marched Alfie over to a gaunt, long-faced man standing very close to the fire. He wore a pater’s cap upon his head and was draped in a cloak of dark red silk that seemed to dance in the firelight. A large amulet of the four columns wrought in gold rested against his chest. He had a long, downward curling mustache that made him seem to glower even without his thin lips tightening into a frown.

He turned to face the approaching knights, allowing some text on monster and human mating to slide from his grasp and into the fire.

“Blasphemous rubbish,” he snarled. “Monsters mating with women. This madness cannot be cured. This entire town should be put to the torch.”

“Pater Felocke,” called one of the knights. “This man approached and begged an audience with you. He says he needs our help.”

“Does he now?” Pater Felocke’s face twisted into a cruel smile as he regarded Alfie. “Yes, what is it? Have we burned up your sinful treasures?”

“Oh, thank you for hearing me,” moaned Alfie and he fell to his knees, grasping for the inquisitor’s ringed fingers and trying to kiss them. Pater Felocke yanked his hand away and stepped back, so close to the fire that he nearly set his cloak ablaze.

“Out with it, you fool,” said Felocke.

“My wife, Althea, I tried to stop her, but she went into the dungeon,” said Alfie, pulling himself to his feet using the staff. “I could not let her surrender to such perversions but there were demons guarding the entrance. I am a shepherd, sir, and I know these mountains well. I knew there had to be another way inside.”

“What’s this? You tried to go in as well?” Felocke arched an eyebrow.

“Only to save her, your holiness,” said Alfie, bowing in a groveling way. “I hate the dungeon with all my heart. But I found a way inside that does not trip the accursed alarms. I went in after Althea, but found horrors there that I could not face alone. Women being subjected to… to… there was a woman wrapped up in the web of a giant spider. Her body contorted in such a way… well… I was forced to retreat, undiscovered, the way I had entered.”

“A secret tunnel into the dungeon,” said Felocke stroking his mustache. “Yes. Yessss. This could be most useful. Very well, shepherd. We will endeavor to rescue your woman from the dungeon. Show us the way to this tunnel.”

Alfie resisted the urge to smile as he set off from the square followed by nearly the entire contingent of inquisitors and knights. He spun a tale about his wife’s laziness, duplicity, and infidelity, knowing that such immorality would stoke the righteous fury of Pater Felocke and the likeminded inquisitors. Alfie had them believing he was the only righteous man in Galabros by the time the gates of the dungeon’s garden came into view in the distance.

“You are a brave man to follow such a woman into the depths,” said Pater Felocke. “I only hope her soul can still be saved.”

“If not, then there is only one place for her,” said Alfie, glancing back at the smoke from the fires in Galabros trickling into the sky.

“Ha! A heart of flint, shepherd!” Felocke let out a cruel bark of laughter and smacked Alfie on the shoulder. The blow nearly dislodged the beard glued to Alfie’s face. He smoothed it back into place, covering the gesture with a cough.

“We are almost to the path to the secret passage,” said Alfie. “There is a rock shaped like a… a woman’s ripe bosom. There it is!”

He pointed to the outcropping of stone which looked remarkably like a pair of bare breasts complete with nipples. Some of the knights chuckled in their helms before Felocke gestured them to silence. Alfie hobbled closer, moving aside scrub brush to reveal a small cave entrance.

“You larger men will have to duck,” he said, stooping a little himself as he led the way inside. The knights clattered and clanked in single file, making an echoing racket despite their best efforts to be silent.

As they walked through the tunnel hunched forward, Alfie felt the rhythmic thump of the amulet against his chest like the beat of a second heart. It served as a reminder of his plan. They reached the fissure in the wall that Luisa had described to him. Alfie slipped through it and into an unfinished chamber of the dungeon. In the distance, he could hear the faint moans and the louder screams of women at the mercy of monsters and Elsa’s vile torments.

The knights and inquisitors filed in behind him, filling the chamber and listening to the dreadful sounds of the dungeon.

“A place of nightmares,” said one knight, making the sign of the four pillars.

“Mardoch watch over us,” said another, lifting his faceplate to press his hanging pillars amulet to his lips.

“I did not go much further into the dungeon than this when I encountered monsters,” said Alfie. “I saw them before they managed to see me. I was able to elude them and escape.”

“Fear not, faithful shepherd,” said Pater Felocke, pushing Alfie aside. “You have led the way for us and now we will slay this Dungeon Lord and his menagerie of monsters. We will punish these wicked women before that misguided princess arrives with her crusaders and shows them mercy! Onward, men!”

Pater Felocke, the inquisitors, and the Knights Templar charged down the corridor with a clatter of armored boots and shouts of “By the pillars!” and “In Mardoch’s name!”

Alfie didn’t think slaughtering a bunch of innocent women in Mardoch’s name would be something the god would like very much. Then again, he doubted Pater Felocke would get the chance. The headlong charge triggered the dungeon alarm. A deafening peal sounded through the entire maze and every monster and Revenant Knight was alerted to their presence. The overwhelming sound caused the inquisitors and knights to grab at their heads and stagger in shock. Alfie, prepared for the dungeon alarm, stuffed wadding into his ears.

Before the alarm even cut out, a ghostly blue glow became apparent in the darkness of the dungeon ahead. Boots rang out in a marching drumbeat as a column of black-armored figures strode out of the darkness. Cold mist emanated from the bodies of the Revenant Knights as they brandished their glaives, swords, and oversized hammers. They marched forward in a relentless formation.

Despite the undead foe and the deafening alarm, the holy men rallied and charged headlong into battle. Watching those zealous templars clash with the sinister black knights struck Alfie with a surprising martial urge.

Blades clashed. Armor slammed into armor. Men cried out in pain as they were cut down. Ghostly spirits were expelled from shattered black helms. Alfie recalled the excitement of training to battle goblins and bandits back in Orleans. Fantasizing about besting a truly villainous foe like a single Revenant Knight or some sinborne fiend.

He failed at being that sort of hero, but the spirit remained, and he had to resist the urge to charge in to join the battle. Defeating Revenant Knights was not part of his plan.

He left Pater Felocke and his Knights Templar to their fate against the revenants and slipped into an intersecting corridor. It seemed that Elsa had committed all her Revenant Knights to battling the intruders, which meant there were several potential paths for him to reach the nexus. The psychopathic spider queen would not be able to control the various monsters without Alfie’s amulet and without the Dungeon Catalog she would not be able to call up reinforcements.

There was nothing to prevent him from reaching the nexus.

He ignored the horrors still being inflicted upon the women now trapped in his dungeon, the moans and wails that echoed through the halls from every side passage, and he made his way directly towards the Dungeon Nexus. He told himself that soon he would have control of the dungeon again and could free those women and hopefully repay those responsible for their torture.

Alfie was almost there. He tore off his itchy fake beard and broke into a run, his boots beating against the stone. He was so close to the engraved double doors into the Dungeon Nexus. If he made it to those he could be restored to the seat of his power.

But something was wrong.

He hesitated. It was unexpectedly dark in the corridor ahead. He should be able to see the door down the corridor by now. He listened and held his breath. The only sounds he could make out were the faint cries of women trapped in the dungeon and the more distant clash of the battle between the inquisitors and the Revenant Knights. Regardless of the quiet, a prickling uneasiness settled upon him.

He took one of the torches from its sconce on the wall and advanced towards the darkness. His breath caught in his throat as the darkness itself seemed to stir. A black serpent uncoiled and stretched its reptilian body across the passage. It moved on six legs that ended in wicked claws. Its head was frilled like a lizard and fangs extended beyond its thin, reptilian lips. It stared at Alfie with hunger from four gleaming red eyes.

“Do you like my pet?” The voice asking the question sent a terrifying thrill through Alfie’s body. The husky sensuality of it was enough to make his cock twitch in his trousers.

“Dezzy,” said Alfie, turning slowly as the succubus sauntered around him. Her red hair pulled back in a golden clasp and her voluptuous body clad in clinging sprays of jewels. Her breasts and buttocks jiggled as she turned to face him. The air carried her perfumed musk of sex.

She was accompanied by several red-skinned, horned demons. Foot soldiers or bodyguards she had no doubt conjured from the Realm of Sin.

“Oh, master,” she said, running her hands over his chest and pressing the softness of her perfect breasts against him. Her sweet scent filled his nostrils and made his cock twitch again. Her beauty, no matter how terrible, could not be denied. Her lips moved very close to his as she continued, “I was happy that you escaped. I didn’t want you to die. You were a fool to return. Now… you know what I must do.”

Her hand trailed down his body, fingers tracing the shapes of the amulet beneath his shirt before sliding lower to knead at the bulge in his pants.

“You can end this, Desdemona,” gasped Alfie as the succubus reached under his robe. “You don’t have to do it this way. Leave, take your demons, and we can… ohhhhh… be friends.”

He watched as his cock flopped free of his pants and her soft hand enveloped it. She pressed her lips to his cheek. Kissing him, breathing hotly against him as her hand began to massage his straining length.

“This is how you always knew it would end, Alfie,” she purred. “Bringing me that amulet you stole. Handing over your soul to me so that you can… mmmmmm… become a part of me, once and for all.”

He shuddered and began to cum from her deft caress, his spunk gushing out in hot, spurting lashes against her thighs. Dezzy giggled and kissed him, feasting on the pleasure flowing from his lips as he spent his seed upon her legs.

“Mmmmmmmmhmmmm,” she laughed, drinking in the nectar of his lifeforce. “You always were so excitable, master. But I won’t suck you dry just yet. I want to savor my meal.”

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned as she released his cock and shoved him back onto the stone floor of the passage. Her eyes were aglow with demonic power as she stepped astride his body and slowly squatted above his spent cock. She grasped it once more in her hand, stroking him quickly back to hardness and teasing him against her soft, dewy entrance.

Her wings unfolded behind her, flexing with the power of her fresh meal. The huge black serpent and the red-skinned demons formed a perimeter around them. There was no escape, even if Alfie somehow managed to overpower Dezzy.

“Why fight the inevitable?” giggled Dezzy, gripping his cock tightly in one hand as she rolled her hips and teased her slick folds against his cockhead. “You’ve outlived your usefulness, Alfie. Lord Heraxon is going to kill you anyway. At least with me, you can enjoy your last moments. Mmmmmm, remember how good this pussy feels? That’s right, master. Mmmmmm. Hold out as long as you can, because this will be the last, best orgasm of your life.”

Alfie stifled a moan of pleasure as Dezzy’s cunny parted atop his cock and he was engulfed in the silken grasp of her diabolical depths. He almost exploded as she rode down to his root. Her bottom collided with his thighs and a jiggling shudder ran through her body up to her big, creamy breasts. He wondered, momentarily, if he erupted inside her with a single stroke if she would have seized that moment to drain him dry.

Probably not. Dezzy liked to play with her food. But he could see by the cruel gleam in her eyes as she rode atop him that he had become food to her.

“You know, master,” she gasped, bouncing faster atop his cock. “You stole your amulet back. You could always try to use its power to order me around. Not that it would matter. Lord Heraxon is on his way and Mistress Veluria’s undead knights will be finished with those nasty clerics soon. But it would be fun to see you try to control me. Mmmmmm.”

She flopped forward atop him, continuing to move her hips as she squeezed her luscious body against him. Her tits mashed atop the amulet beneath his shirt. She stroked it again with her fingers and teased him with soft, fleeting kisses that left him leaning up to follow her lips. Her tongue reached out to taste his. Her succubus powers drawing little shuddering breaths of his essence with each touch of her lips.

“So delicious,” she moaned. “So full of life still. You would think being beaten would make you bitter and cold, but you’re as hot as ever, master. That’s right. Grab my big demonic ass. Mmmmm. Spank it. You like that don’t you? Don’t grimace like you hate it. Your hips are starting to move, sweet Alfie. You’re starting to fuck me instead of the other way around.”

The words of the incorrigible temptress were true. He shut her up with a kiss, heedless of her feasting upon his essence as he bucked his hips and pounded his straining cock into the exquisite heat of her cunny. His grip tightened on her plush bottom. She bounced heavily atop him, laughing against his mouth.

“Oh, that’s right, take your anger out on my cunt, sweet Dungeon Lord! I can take it as hard and as deep as you can give it to me! I know you want to prove your strength and fill me with your seed!”

She kissed him hungrily, sucking out more of his essence in waves of liquid pleasure. Her devilish tongue seeming to pry at the very fabric of his sanity. He knew he had to fight that rising explosion, but just as surely, he knew he couldn’t last much longer. Her hips worked relentlessly, and her warm, soft breasts beat against his face as she moved to meet his urgent thrusts.

“You’re almost there,” she gasped, dragging her stiff nipples across his parted lips as she rose upright atop him again. “Don’t fight it, master! Ohhhh, yesss, I’m so hungry! And you’re not even trying to stop me with your amulet! Just feeding… your delicious essence… to me! Weren’t you a Dungeon Lord?”

She caressed the heavy amulet under his robe.

“What makes you think… I have the Dungeon Lord’s amulet?” groaned Alfie, reaching the brink of his restraint.

Alfie gripped Dezzy’s hips in his hands with a sudden, forceful burst of strength. He stared up into those glowing red eyes as he hilted inside the hot, exquisite slickness of her demonic cunny. She moaned in surprise and confusion, tearing at the laces at the front of his robe. The fabric parted, revealing the thick chain and the gold painted amulet resting atop Alfie’s slender chest.

“Ahhhh! By Mardoch!” He groaned and slammed upwards one last time as he felt the surging pleasure of his climax. His cum erupted into the squeezing depths of Dezzy’s cunt, pump after gushing pump drenching the inner walls of the beautiful demoness. But the succubus was too distracted to feed upon him. She had even stopped riding atop Alfie, which forced him to do all the work as he thrust upwards and spurted his load again and again into that perfect succubus pussy.

“What… what does this mean?” gasped Dezzy, her breasts bouncing with the force of Alfie’s thrusts as she picked up the amulet and held it up to the torchlight. The was nothing engraved upon the face of the amulet. It was a disc of lead painted over with gold paint.

“A fake,” laughed Alfie, his thrusts slowing as his cock twitched with the last of his climax. “To fool you, fool Elsa, and fool the templars if they had bothered to check.”

Dezzy tore the amulet from Alfie’s neck and tossed it aside with fury, striking one of the watching demons in the forehead and sending him sprawling.

“You think you have saved yourself with this pointless trickery?” Her smile bared her fangs to him. “I will finish this the unpleasant way, Alfie.”

She flicked her fingers, and they became wicked, curving claws. She raised them above her as if about to slash open Alfie’s face and throat.

Before she could strike, there was a loud, desperate snarl of surprise from the black serpent blocking the way to the Dungeon Nexus. It let out a bestial howl and began violent thrashing, slamming its body into the walls and even the ceiling of the corridor. Massive jaws had clamped around the midsection of the demon’s long black body. Jaws that carried it closer and revealed the shape of a massive monster so large it could scarcely fit in the corridor.

A dragon. A red dragon with smoke curling from its nostrils was staring at them with huge, baleful yellow eyes. It glared at Dezzy, Alfie, and the other demon warriors and with a sickening crunch it bit down hard and ended the demonic serpent’s fight. The black length of the demon went limp in the jaws of the dragon. The dragon continued to stare as its tongue curled around the dead serpent and drew the demon’s lifeless body into its mouth.

“Kill it! Destroy it!” shrieked Dezzy, dismounting from Alfie’s still-twitching cock.

To their credit, the bodyguard of demons Dezzy brought with her were as brave as the holy templars and the undead Revenant Knights. They let out a battle cry, brandished wicked demonic weapons, and charged at the dragon’s jaws. It was obviously a futile charge, and one that failed before it could reach the dragon as hulking ogres began to appear among the demons. One after another, the demonic warriors were grabbed by ogres suddenly manifesting in their midst. The demons were thrown to the ground, stomped, clubbed, or simply beaten over the head.

Dezzy’s fury became panic, and she turned to flee in the opposite direction. An ogre appeared in her path and got its flabby arms around her. Before the ogre could crush the life from her, she whipped it in the face with her tail and then kicked free of its grasp. She took to the air on her leathery wings, flying just out of reach of the ogre as she fled from the battle.

“This isn’t over, Alfie,” she cried over her shoulder as she flapped away into the unfinished portions of the dungeon like some frightened bat.

A bat with a great ass.

The last of the demons were gruesomely dispatched by the ogres and the red dragon backed down the tunnel and into a side chamber. The torches that had been blocked by the black serpent now visibly illuminated the path to the doors of the Dungeon Nexus. These swung open with a groan and Luisa and Myssandra came strutting out. They were quite a mismatch in terms of size, but Luisa somehow looked to be the bigger of the two with the pair of Dungeon Lord’s amulets bouncing against her cleavage.

Alfie stood slowly, rearranging his robe to tuck his cock back inside. He grinned as the thief and the demoness approached.

“For a mortal, I must admit your plan worked admirably,” said Myssandra. “You did a thorough job of keeping the succubus occupied while we defeated Elsa and her two knights in the nexus.”

Was that jealousy he detected from Myssandra? Surely a demon general of the abyss wouldn’t be jealous about what a mere mortal might do with his cock.

“I hope she wasn’t too much trouble,” said Alfie. “Did you kill her?”

“No,” said Myssandra, seeming disappointed. “She might have information that is useful to you, so I kept her alive.”

“A girl could get used to this,” said Luisa, ignoring their conversation as she admired the obedient ogres standing to attention. “You know, I could just keep these and run this dungeon myself.”

“I promised you a dungeon eventually, Luisa,” said Alfie. “Eventually. I need my own amulet back.”

Luisa glanced over at Myssandra like she might be momentarily considering claiming the Happy Endings Dungeon for herself. She decided not to test her luck, and she lifted one amulet from around her neck and tossed it to Alfie.

“I’ll keep this other one until I can put it to use,” she said, patting Elsa Veluria’s amulet still hanging around her neck.

The plan had been to let Myssandra keep it safe, but Alfie decided not to object as he put his amulet of office back around his neck. He felt a slight connection to the monsters standing around them. He could sense the others still inflicting their perversions upon the women throughout the dungeon.

“I need to get back to the nexus to fully restore my connection with the dungeon,” said Alfie. “And to put a stop to what that maniac did to my guests.”
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Rebuilding

Deidre Truefoot emerged from the hot springs looking restored. She smiled slightly as one of the gnome attendants handed the ranger a towel. She wrapped it around her body, her damp, dark hair plastered down over one shoulder, and then looked at Alfie who was standing by the entrance to the newly created hot springs and mud baths.

“Do you feel better?” he asked, stepping forward to help the ranger over the slippery stones.

“Much,” she said. “And the, um, spider eggs, were they… did you?”

“They were transferred somewhere safe,” said Alfie. “I understand even thought that was forced upon you that you developed certain instincts for, well, your eggs. They will be fine where we put them, and I promise you that no spiderlings were harmed.”

“Thank you,” said Deidre, seeming genuinely grateful.

Alfie had been disgusted when he learned the poor ranger was full of spider eggs. Even more disgusted when he learned what the spiderlings would eventually do to her. But, with the help of a summoned bog witch named Mama Yaga he had been able to magically suck the eggs out of the ranger and into a vessel and relocate them to a drider midwife in a faraway lair. The healing hot springs had repaired any damage done to the ranger’s body by the unfortunate pregnancy. She seemed surprisingly resilient about the nightmare she had experienced leading up to it.

“If you would like to leave,” said Alfie, beginning the pitch he had offered to every woman tortured by Elsa’s monsters, “I can have you translocated anywhere in Aropa and I would be happy to compensate you, as best I can, with a small amount of gold from the vault. Or, if you would like to remain with us for a while, I could arrange— “

“I came here for a reason,” said Deidre, grasping Alfie’s robe and looking at him seriously. “A satyr.”

Alfie smiled knowingly and took her hand.

“Come with me, Deidre,” he said, leading her out of the hot springs just as Kiyara and Chiubak entered. Deidre stared in shock at the giant yeti. Alfie led her away as she watched the hulking, white-furred monster settle into an ice bath. Kiyara, the lusciously busty elf, slid into a smaller pool of frigid spring water. They held hands across the space between them.

“Those two, they’re together?” asked Deidre.

“Most of our guests end up developing feelings for the monsters I summon for their pleasure,” said Alfie. “Some even leave here to live with the monsters and raise families with them.”

“You mean, the monsters can leave here?”

“They go free, yes,” said Alfie. “Some Dungeon Lords enslave monsters or breed them; I just pluck them from around the world and use them temporarily. Returning them to their lives whenever their work in my dungeon is done.”

They stopped outside a small wooden door of the sort that might be found upon a woodland cabin or even a hut. Its surface of reddish wood was neatly carved with flowers and trees and incongruously set into the dungeon’s corridor.

“Ah, here we are,” said Alfie, knocking out a tune on the door with his knuckles.

“Come innnn,” came a saucy reply.

Alfie opened the door to reveal a sun dappled bower bordered by fruit trees and lined with living bouquets of flowers. Deidre walked in ahead of him, the towel slowly slipping from her naked body to reveal her shapely figure. Alfie chuckled and scooped up the towel as he followed her into the room.

“Hello, master,” called a suave voice from the shade of an apple tree. A plump red apple dropped from a branch and was effortlessly caught by a handsome satyr lounging beneath the tree. “And you, my lady, you must be Deidre.”

The satyr rose, youthful and handsome, his legs clad with fur and ending in hooves, but his upper body that of a fit, young man with horns curling upon his head. His smile was charming and the twinkle in his brown eyes spoke of the absolute filthiest sorts of desires.

“Wow, you’re… you’re very handsome,” said Deidre, blushing deeply as her gaze fell upon the large, flaccid cock hanging from the furry loins beneath the washboard of the satyr’s abdomen.

“I am Zephris,” he said. “Care for an apple?”

He held out the shiny red apple to Deidre. She crunched into it with a bite, juice spilling down her chin, the apple discarded a moment later as she swallowed, leaned in, and kissed the satyr.

Alfie remained in the doorway as Zephris led Deidre into his bower. He eased her naked body down among the flowers and began to passionately kiss her. She moaned and spread her legs wide to him, stroking his tousled hair and curling horns as he moved from her heaving breasts and down between her thighs.

Alfie knew he should probably leave them to their privacy, but he lingered and watched the passionate licking the satyr gave to the beautiful ranger. Zephris’ tongue and thrusting fingers seemed to alleviate any pain from Deidre’s encounter with the spider.

“Ohhhhh, yessss, your tongue is incredible, Zephris,” cried Deidre, bucking against his fingers and clinging to his horns. “Oh, that’s it. Just like that. Suck me there. Ohhhhhh!”

Her writhing intensified, moving to match the rhythm of the satyr’s thrusting digits. The stimulation began to make lewd, wet sounds as Deidre became wetter and wetter from the satyr’s pumping fingers and suckling mouth. She moaned breathlessly with pleasure, her body arching out of the bed of flowers and her soft breasts jiggling with the force of her ecstasy.

“Mmmmm!” Zephris pushed Deidre’s legs back and vigorously pumped his fingers into her pussy as he sucked her clit, driving her to a wailing crescendo of a climax. Her body finally collapsed back into the flowers, still trembling with aftershocks. Zephris eased his fingers out of her cunt. His long tongue trailed down to her crack to lick the glistening flow of her nectar from between her cheeks, then back up to her clit to tease her straining bud.

“Oh, please, I need… need to be fucked,” she moaned. “I need your cock inside me.”

“Yes, I agree, my dear,” said Zephris, rising on his goatlike legs and taking hold of the root of his long, veiny cock. He skinned it back and teased it at Deidre’s entrance. She moaned and bucked against him, eager to have his cock inside her. He pushed forward and said, “You’ve been waiting all your life for this.”

He cut off her answer with a thrust that buried his full length in her twitching twat. He took her with deep, intense strokes, holding her legs back so that her feet were near her head as he plowed vigorously into her pussy. She reached up and hung her arms from his shoulders, her breasts bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusts.

“Ohhhh mmmmmyyyy godddd it’s even better than I imagined!” she cried, taking his dick and contorting her face with pleasure. She looked over Zephris at Alfie and moaned, “Join us, Dungeon Lord. I know you’re hiding OHHHHhh… hiding a big cock in those robes! Bring it over here and I’ll suck it for you!”

Alfie’s prick was twitching hard in his robes. He had so many responsibilities, but the beautiful, wild-eyed ranger was making quite an offer.

“Oh, come on then, boss,” laughed the satyr, leaning back so that Alfie had an even better view of Deidre’s bouncing breasts. “This lovely lady is begging for it.”

Alfie told himself he deserved a reward after pulling off his plan to retake the dungeon and liberating his former guests from Elsa’s tortures.

“I’m not above accepting gratuities for our services here,” chuckled Alfie, parting the front of his robe and reaching into his trousers for the stiff length of his cock.

Deidre crooned with delight as he pulled out his hard cock and guided it to her face. She reached for it, wrapping her fingers and firm grip around his shaft and leaning over to press wet kisses to the underside of his tip as Zephris bounced her with each ram of his cock.

“Mmmmmmm, that’s a nice one, Dungeon Lord,” she moaned, sticking out her tongue and letting him ride along the slick warmth of it. Her hazy blue eyes danced with delight as she wrapped her soft lips around his cock and began to suck.

The steady rut of the satyr intensified, and it wasn’t long before Deidre was moaning loudly with her mouth stuffed full of Alfie’s cock. The force of the satyr kept moving her head around, causing her lips to part ways wetly with his cock. Alfie took hold of Deidre’s dark hair and lifted her head towards his hardness. He began to thrust into her mouth, and she moaned and gurgled softly, drool spilling down her chin and her brow furrowing as he prodded at her throat.

“That’s it, boss,” grunted the satyr, his hips patting against Deidre and his cock pounding in and out of her slick cunt. “Fuck her pretty mouth. She loves it.”

There was something in the satyr’s voice that spurred Alfie on. It wasn’t authority, not exactly, but it was persuasive. He believed the satyr. Alfie’s fingers tightened in Deidre’s hair, and he began to thrust into the beautiful ranger’s mouth, holding her head steady, hilting his cock against her soft lips, and burying most of his length down her throat. His balls slapped against her chin with steady, damp pat-pat-pats. Deidre’s throat worked around him, tears spilling from her eyes as he fucked her mouth.

Alfie let go of his inhibitions and his concerns about Deidre’s comfort. He savored each thrust as he pounded into her mouth, feeling her gurgle and half-choke on his cock, and not caring. Knowing, with certainty, that she was enjoying this almost as much as him. As if to prove him right, one of Deidre’s hands came up and began to gently massage Alfie’s bollocks as they swung against her spit-soaked chin.

She moaned around him, her eyes pleading as his pleasure surged, and there was something in the way that her throat convulsed around his cock that made him certain she was cumming. Her pussy gripping the satyr’s thrusting length as surely as her hot, silky throat was spasming around Alfie’s thrusting hardness.

“Fuuuuck, yesssss, here it comes,” he moaned, gripping her head tightly and slamming down her throat again and again. Alfie’s pleasure glided along that slippery path, down into the heat of her throat, stroke upon stroke, building into a dam-bursting flood. He slammed down Deidre’s throat one last time, feeling her tongue work beneath his cock and her throat squeeze around it as he burst in a hot, spasming river down into the ranger’s belly. Spurt after spurt rushing from his cock and swallowed by Deidre just as swiftly.

“Yes, that’s it, let her have it all, boss! It’s what she craves!” The satyr’s twinkling glee gave way to a bleating cry of pleasure as the handsome lad thrust deep into Deidre’s cunny and unleashed his own flood of spunk.

Alfie staggered back, unsheathing his cock from Deidre’s mouth and see the mess he had made of her tear-streaked, drool-smeared face. She was barely paying attention to him as she reached another arching peak in the bower, her pussy gripping the satyr’s cock as Zephris filled her up.

“Oh, it’s so good,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around the satyr. “Don’t stop! I’m going to cum… againnnn! AHHH!”

Alfie knew when he wasn’t needed. He tucked his cock away, hearing the rutting continue behind him as he left the ranger and the satyr behind. He had a lot of work to do in the Dungeon Nexus, after all.

“Taking a little break, master?” Myssandra greeted him from the Dungeon Table as he entered. “Spending some quality time with the guests?”

“You were watching? Were you getting jealous?”

“A Praefecta does not get jealous, she simply destroys what bothers her.”

She smiled and caressed his shoulder with one clawed hand as she moved behind him and guided him over to the table.

“Besides, Alfie, there is no time for jealousy with your enemies potentially bearing down on us. Your magic is needed to make alterations to the dungeon. To summon more monsters to bolster our forces.”

Scarabarus the Watcher Demon, Clive the werehorse, the orc drill master along with a small cadre of surviving goblins, and a group of gnomes were all preparing for battle there in the Dungeon Nexus. They saluted Alfie and then obeyed the orc drill master as he barked instructions at them.

“Desdemona may return with more demons,” said Myssandra. “Lord Heraxon almost certainly will return with more Revenant Knights and more allies from among the Dungeon Lords. And the church, well, if what Luisa said is true then your little princess is leading a crusade army straight to our doorstep. Do you have any other enemies I should know about?”

Alfie shook his head. He opened the Dungeon Catalog and began summoning traps, monsters, and renovating the dungeon with his will. Myssandra, with the mind of a tactician, helped to guide his preparations.

It was an exhausting process. The monsters and traps were summoned easily enough from the catalog, but exerting influence over them, imparting understanding in their minds and making them obey, sapped his power. Renovating the dungeon was worse. He bored tunnels out of stone with his will alone, he added arrow slits and reinforced doors, excavated deep pits and strengthened the gates. He felt the dungeon of death he was creating, and it filled him with darkness.

“I know it is not what you wanted, master,” purred Myssandra, pressing her lips to his cheek, “but the time for peace and pleasure is over. You are at war.”

“I’d rather be in bed,” said Alfie, even as he continued to transform his dungeon into a fortress of doom. “With you, Myssandra.”

He had not spoken again of the love he had confessed to her, but his words brought a twinkle to her glowing red eyes. Did she feel the same way about him or was he only fooling himself?

“Well, that can be arranged, Dungeon Lord,” she chuckled, pressing her shapely body against his back and cushioning his head against the warmth of her cleavage. “But you did say we needed to interrogate that Dungeon Lord we captured.”

“Elsa, right,” said Alfie, feeling a shudder at the thought of dealing with the demented beauty. “Let me finish up here. I still need to figure out where I’m going to put that hydra and those slimes. Then we can get some answers from her.”

Myssandra leaned over Alfie’s shoulder, squeezing her large, soft breasts against his right arm as she pointed to something on the Dungeon Table. He was focused on the soft, luscious crush of her tits pressing against him.

“For the slimes,” said Myssandra, “might I recommend these enormous jugs?”

“Riiiight,” said Alfie, suddenly imagining one of the slimes slithering all over Myssandra’s breasts and squeezing down into her cleavage. “Right, yes, large clay jugs. Might just do the trick.”


7

Tears of an Angel

“Aren’t you going to torture me?” The deposed Dungeon Lord Elsa Veluria’s question had a plaintive tone as she fought against the straps binding her to the chair. “This is a torture chamber, isn’t it? Come now, Alfie, toe screws at least? Hot wax? Ohhh, don’t you want to drip hot wax all over my breasts?”

She thrust her ample chest against the restraints, soft, creamy flesh squeezing out between the straps.

“Yes, how about we cut off your fingers and feed them to a dog,” purred Myssandra, flicking her claws like she was picturing a pair of shears.

Elsa smiled madly and moaned as if the very thought of being maimed was enough to make her cum. “That’s the spirit! Slowly disembowel me! Make me scream! Oh, I’ve been waiting years to be on the receiving end of this!”

“No torturing,” said Alfie. “No cutting off fingers. And we don’t even have a dog in the dungeon.”

“So why bring her to the torture chamber?” asked Myssandra, glancing around at the iron maiden, the rack, and some sort of swinging pendulum torture device that Alfie did not even recognize.

“She made this room when she renovated my dungeon,” said Alfie. “I just put her here to keep her out of the way.”

“I’m so wicked,” moaned Elsa. “I’ve driven so many mad. Killed so many in my dungeon. You should at least, ah, drive hot needles through my nipples. Cut out my tongue! Oh, I know, drown me and revive me over and over! Do you know what a pear of anguish is?”

“Stop that,” said Alfie. He needed to come up with a new tactic for this interrogation. “I tell you what I’ll do, Elsa. If you answer our questions, I will spank you a bit.”

“Spanking?” Elsa frowned. “Well, I suppose, if you did it hard enough.”

“Very hard,” said Alfie, smacking one hand against the other with a resounding slap. “The more you tell us, the more I’ll wallop you. I’ll turn that creamy bottom cherry red.”

“And then fuck my arse?” she asked, cheering up a bit.

“Yes, he’ll fuck your plump bottom,” said Myssandra, realizing what Alfie was doing. “Only if you answer our questions.”

“Alright, go again then,” giggled Elsa. “Ask me. I don’t care. I’ll tell you if it means I get a good hard spanking and a good hard fucking.”

“What was Lord Heraxon’s plan for me?” asked Alfie.

Elsa rolled her eyes. “He is going to kill you, of course.”

“Just murder me? There was nothing else to it? Why didn’t he just have you or his knights kill me?”

“Oh, there is more to it than that,” laughed Elsa. “He has been whipping the churchies up into a frenzy for ages and luring that princess you drool over to your dungeon. She’ll be here soon, won’t she? But not before Lord Heraxon.”

“I can warn her away,” said Alfie. “Warn her about Lord Heraxon’s plan.”

“Why does Lord Heraxon want Princess Josephine here?” demanded Myssandra, her eyes blazing with intensity.

“To kill her, of course,” said Elsa. “She is the greatest threat to the Secret Society of Protectors. Her and Alfie. So why not eliminate them both and seize power in the church in one swoop?”

“Heraxon is taking over the Pateric Church?” asked Alfie.

“Well, not him personally, he has no use for Paterics, but the hardliners within the church will use the death of the princess to start a civil war within the church. Priest killing priest, won’t that be hilarious? Our allies will help fuel the war and before you know it all of Aropa is in flames and the kings are begging the Dungeon Lords to come and save them.”

“Who are your allies?” asked Myssandra.

“Dragmargoth?” asked Alfie.

Myssandra looked at him with shocked recognition. She took a step back from Alfie and from Elsa.

“Oh, your big demon knows him,” giggled Elsa. “Yeaaaah, he’s a real nasty, ugly sort of fellow, Alfie. He’s got incubi and succubi and all sorts of other demons infiltrating the church. He wants to export his eternal wars from the Realm of Sin to the mortal world. Lord Heraxon will unleash the magic that helps make that happen. Using your dungeon, of course.”

Alfie was only half listening to what Elsa was saying. He watched Myssandra stagger out of the torture chamber and into the hallway.

“Why is the big lady leaving?” asked Elsa. “She’s not afraid of Baron Dragmargoth, is she? Oopsy, I’m really not supposed to speak his name. They say he can hear it every time it’s spoken aloud. Dragmargoth, Dragmargoth, Dragmargoth, Drag—MMMMPH!”

Alfie shut her up by pressing a gag into her mouth and wrapping a strap around her face to hold it in place. She moaned in complaint and fought against the bindings. He didn’t care. She wasn’t getting out of them. He left Elsa struggling in the chair and followed Myssandra out into the hall.

“Wait, Myssandra,” said Alfie, catching up to her. “What is it about that demon? One of Dezzy’s minions suggested you had a past with Dra… with this baron.”

“The moment I heard you speak his name, my memories returned to me,” she said, walking with growing purpose down the hall and towards the Dungeon Vault. “Whatever the baron’s other schemes, what he is truly after is what is in that vault.”

“You’re talking about that angel?”

“Sorriel is caught between life and death. Trapped at the moment of her greatest anguish and suffering. The tears frozen in her eyes can restore life to the dead, even dead demons, but they take away memories. The dead are reborn as a blank slate.” Myssandra turned to Alfie as they reached the vault. “That is what he wants, Alfie. Those tears will bring his wife back from the dead.”

“His wife? What happened to her?” Alfie looked up at Myssandra, seeing the pain in her eyes.

“I killed her,” she said.

“Why?”

She didn’t answer his question.

“He has been waging war against me ever since. Across the fiery plains of the pit, through the valleys of flesh and fortresses of despair, he has fought me again and again and never truly defeated me.” She seized Alfie by the collar of his robe and nearly lifted him off his feet. “Now open that vault. I will burn that angel to cinders to guarantee the baron can never get his hands on her tears.”

She set him back down and waited impatiently for him to unlock the vault door. Alfie reached for it and then stopped. He drew his hand back.

“What are you doing? Open it!”

“No,” said Alfie firmly. “I don’t take much seriously about being a Dungeon Lord, but one truth Tiberius did impart is that we need to protect what is in the vault.”

“Protect it from the likes of the Baron!” cried Myssandra.

“Protect it from being misused or,” Alfie fixed the beautiful demoness with his harshest glare, “from being destroyed.”

“Don’t be a fool, Alfred Ivanhoe,” said Myssandra. “You do not understand how evil the baron is. How disgusting and cruel. He cannot be reasoned with. If he comes here, I’m not sure he can even be stopped. Incinerating that angel is the only thing that will—”

“No, Myssandra,” interrupted Alfie. “Speak no more of this. We are not opening the vault and burning an angel. We will defend this dungeon, and we will win.”

Myssandra glared at him with fury, but also with a glimmer of respect. As though being told no by Alfie and finding him immovable was somehow a pleasant surprise to her. But that did not overwhelm the fury at being denied.

“You are a fool, Alfred Ivanhoe,” said Myssandra, whirling and stalking away from him.

He watched her go, admiring her demonic splendor. So powerful and so beautiful. Even if he trusted her – even if, as he suspected was the case – he loved Myssandra, he could not abandon the most important duty of being a Dungeon Lord.

Something wasn’t adding up about the story about Sorriel’s tears. Had Myssandra lied to Alfie? Was the angel Baron Dragmargoth’s wife? Was that what this was all about? If so, why had Myssandara killed her?

Alfie didn’t dare to go after Myssandra to try to force her to answer these questions. Not with her in her current mood.

Instead, he followed his steps back to the torture chamber. He could hear Elsa Veluria still moaning into the gag and fighting with the restraints holding her in the chair that was bolted to the stone floor.

He swung the door open slowly and looked in at the voluptuous Dungeon Lord, writhing against the straps, her dark hair damp with sweat and drool spilling out around the wad of cloth stuffed into her mouth. Her dark eyes narrowed as she saw Alfie standing in the doorway. She stopped yelling into the gag and glared at him, a lock of sweaty black hair hanging over her face.

Alfie stared at her for several long seconds, meeting the blazing anger in Elsa’s eyes. She tossed her head as much as the straps would allow and swept the lock of sweaty hair from her face.

“Mmmmhnnn?” she asked.

Alfie stepped closer and untied the strap from her head. He pulled the gag from her mouth, and she gasped and looked up at him with fury, drool still trickling down her chin. Alfie used the gag to wipe her mouth clean and then leaned in and planted a kiss on her lips. He thrust his tongue against hers, not surprised at all to find the psychotic Dungeon Lord receptive to his kiss.

“Oh, Alfie,” she gasped, then moaned as his kiss deepened and submitted to his thrusting tongue. Her breasts heaved against the restraints. Her body shuddered with need.

Alfie was just reaching for the straps to untie her from the chair when Elsa bit his lip, hard enough to produce a hot spurt of blood between them. He flinched, feeling the sharp groove of the cut on his lower lip and feeling the sting of her venom. He pulled back and saw a trickle of blood spilling from Elsa’s smile.

“You’re crazy,” he growled.

“Am I? You’re the one kissing me. How did you think I would react?”

Alfie stared at her hotly for a long moment and then yanked the restraints securing Elsa to the chair. She spilled out, onto her hands and knees, and he fell behind her, blood dripping from his wounded lip as he shoved her down to the floor.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she gasped, pressing her chest and cheek to the floor and raising her hips. “Fuck me, Dungeon Lord. Show me what a big, strong man you are. Show me just how… ohhhh? What… ohhhhhhh!”

Elsa’s taunting became confused moans of pleasure as Alfie knelt behind her, spreading her plump cheeks and licking her from her slick cunt to her twitching pink asshole. He lapped around her rim and pushed the tip of his tongue into her hot, puckered ring. Elsa moaned in surprise, clawing at the stone floor, pushing her ass back into his face.

“Weren’t… weren’t you going to punish me?” she moaned, rocking with pleasure despite her seeming disappointment.

Alfie had every intention of punishing her. Lapping her pink hole and finger-fucking her steamy cunt was just the start of what he had in store for Elsa. He drove her to the brink, squeezing her plump cheeks and spreading her wide as he licked and tongue-fucked her back passage. She was begging to cum when he slid his tongue back out and eased his finger from the clutching channel of her cunt.

“Ohhh, what are you doing?” She looked back at him. “Don’t stop, Alfie. I was almost there.”

“It’s time for your punishment,” he said, parting his robe and taking out his straining cock. She moaned with delight, lowering her head again as he guided his fat tip to the spit-soaked divot of her asshole.

Elsa’s muscles clenched against the intrusion and Elsa let out a plaintive moan. Alfie wasn’t about to be gentle with this psychopath. He grabbed a handful of her sweaty hair, wrapping it around his fist as he yanked her head up off the floor. She whimpered, bracing on her arms as he shoved his cock roughly into her spit-soaked asshole. He felt the silky warmth of her back passage yield to him, her ring tightening around his root as he filled her with his hardness.

“You were going to kill me,” he said. “You were going to kill everyone I love.”

“It’s what I do,” she laughed, but her laughter was cut short by his savage thrusting. His slender hips spanked against her soft bottom. His cock plundered her hot, silky back door. Each thrust sent his bollocks swinging against her the wet folds of her cunt. Her large breasts bounced and swung wildly beneath her as he battered her with his thrusts.

“Wasn’t… wasn’t going to kill you,” she gasped. “The others, yes, but not… not my Alfie. My pet.”

“Your pet?” He snarled and hilted in her ass again and again, leaning over her and biting at her shoulder. Her neck. She turned her face to his and their lips met again. His sore mouth was still dripping with blood. She sucked at the wound she had caused. The coppery taste mingled with her saliva. She tongued his mouth and moaned whorishly as she pushed her ass back against him.

He growled, yanking her by her hair to keep her kiss away from his lips. He savagely rutted into her, feeling his balls tightening and his pleasure growing. But his intense fucking drove her over the edge first. She threw back her head as much as his tight grip would allow and she howled with wanton pleasure.

“Yesssss! Fuck my ass! Fucccccck my asssss! It’s yours, Alfie! Oh, torture me with that big dick! I love it! Ohhhh, I’m cumming!”

Pleasure contorted her beautiful face, and she howled with wordless ecstasy. He hated Elsa, but he could not deny his sick attraction to her. That ghostly pale, dark-eyed beauty that had menaced him since he first met her at the Deep Shrine.

“Hhnnnnnn! I won’t let you… hurt… my friends!” He hilted his cock in Elsa’s wobbling, convulsing ass and unleashed a hot, pumping flood of his cum. Spurt after spurt painted her depths in his seed. His thrusts slowed. His cock twitched and emptied out the last of his load as he leaned heavily against her back.

He slowly unsheathed his cock from her gaping back passage. A smear of his spunk oozed out from her well-fucked hole and dripped down the folds of her cunt. He fell back onto the floor beside her. She turned and embraced him, pulling him against the cradling softness of her breasts.

“You’re still my prisoner,” he rasped, but did not lift his face from her ample bosom.

“Shhh, I know, Alfie,” she murmured softly, stroking his head and squeezing her tits against his face.

He didn’t say anything. He quieted and let her caress him as he breathed her sweaty scent and listened to the slow beat of her heart beneath her big, soft, pale breasts.

“I meant what I said,” she whispered, kissing his forehead. “I will protect you from Lord Heraxon. I have a poison that can simulate death. One dose and he will believe you are already dead. I can substitute another body for yours and smuggle you out and…”

“Stop talking,” he said, looking up at her.

“Of course, my love,” she said. “You’re still fond of your companions. Forget about them. Forget about that big demon woman. She’s trouble. Not like me. I will take good care of you.”

She eased him back onto the cold stones and crawled between his legs. Her dark eyes sparkled with amusement as the warmth of her breasts smothered his cock and she began to stroke him. He let out a sigh as her mouth descended to capture the tip of his prick. Her tongue worked fervently around him to coax him back to full hardness.

He was on the brink of exploding into Elsa’s sweetly suckling mouth and between her squeezing breasts when a terrible tone reverberated through the dungeon.

“No,” he gasped, pulling his cock from Elsa’s mouth. “No, it can’t be. Already?”

The alarm continued to sound. Was it Lord Heraxon? Princess Josephine and her crusaders? The demon Dragmargoth? No matter who or what had arrived in the dungeon, it was sure to be trouble. He needed to get to the Dungeon Table.

He tried to sit up, but Elsa’s hands pressed him back and her mouth descended once more upon his cock. With all his fears being realized, Alfie let out a strangled cry and began to cum down Elsa’s throat. She laughed around him, looking up at his face contorted in painful pleasure as her lips slid all the way to his root. Her throat worked around his pulsing cock as she swallowed every drop of his cum.

The dungeon alarm continued to sound.


Book 9: The Royal Treatment

1

The Princess Rides to War

Princess Josephine Antoinette Damartin-Gracian’s riding gloves tightened on the reins and a single lock of her long, platinum blonde hair flew behind her. She wore a green doublet, tight against her pert young bust, which bore the embroidered crest of the four pillars of Mardoch. Her lower half was encased in flared white breeches with golden stripes of silk. A sheathed sword beat against her hip.

She leaned over the neck of her white charger, Viento, her slender legs gripping the horse’s flanks as his hooves beat an intense rhythm on the road to Galabros. Her firm bottom and the sheathed sword on her hip bounced with the motion of the horse. She was followed by four armored knights of the Order of the Holy Pillars struggling to keep up with her on their own powerful war horses. These were the bravest and most skilled men of her vanguard and the only men with mounts fast enough to keep up with the princess.

“Princess, please,” shouted Sir Jimenez. “This is not a dignified way for a woman of your royal authority to ride into a village!”

“You speak of propriety?” she called back over the beat of her horse’s hooves. “Just beyond the village lies a dungeon of the utmost evil! Our crusade begins here, brothers! Our first battle in the great struggle to cast off the secret rule of this cabal of Dungeon Lords!”

The knight shrugged his armored shoulders like he couldn’t hear the princess over the hoofbeats. She waved to him with annoyance and leaned forward over the neck of her horse. Viento did not need to be urged on to know that speed was what the princess wanted. He thundered away, leaving the knights and their mounts behind as she rode into the village.

It was clear that something was amiss from the moment she entered the dusty mountain village of Galabros. The smell of burning flesh hung in the air and several stone houses were blackened and gutted by fire. There were the scattered ashes of a pyre in the town square, but little sign of the village’s inhabitants. A few fearful glances from doorways or through the slats of shuttered windows were all that greeted the princess.

Her knights caught up to her, one carrying a banner of the green field and golden keys of Galamanca and another sounding a trumpet. They were not greeted by the villagers.

“Something terrible has happened here,” muttered Josephine, resting one hand on the pommel of her sword.

Sir Jimenez rode up beside her on his chestnut warhorse bedecked in clinking barding. His armor’s faceplate was up and revealed a handsome, stern face with a dark, drooping mustache that framed his frown.

“Pater Felocke’s messenger said that he went to the dungeon with his Templars a day ago and did not return,” said the knight. “There should be another holy officer and a small garrison of lay militia in this village.”

“There is a temple up ahead. Perhaps someone there can answer us what has happened.”

She dismounted and picked her way across the debris strewn square towards the quiet Pateric church. It was an old building with red-painted double doors and a bell tower that she gazed up at warily against the morning sun. Her footsteps, and those of Sir Jimenez in his armored boots, echoed loudly through the empty square. The three remaining knights dismounted, leaving one behind with the horses as the other two brought up the rear.

Josephine reached for the handle of the door and stopped. The Pateric Symbol of the four columns placed above the temple’s entrance had been chiseled away. Someone had reduced the sculpted stone to a pit in the arched frame. Crumbled stones were scattered upon the steps up to the entrance.

“Blasphemy,” whispered Sir Jimenez.

She was staring at the defaced holy symbol when the door creaked open. Her heart caught in her throat as she stumbled back a step. She gripped the sword at her hip. Sir Jimenez was ahead of her, raising his mace to strike whoever – or whatever – emerged from the church.

Instead of some Dungeon Lord’s pawn or a wild-eyed heretic, they were greeted by the kindly, soot-smeared face of a Bride of Uma. The elderly nun in the dark robe and red wimple was stooped forward and walked with the aid of her cane.

“Princess?” she rasped. “Thank God that you have come to us in our time of need. Please, come inside. It is not safe out there.”

“We received word that Pater Felocke could not wait for our arrival and was taking the fight to the Dungeon Lord of this so-called Happy Endings Dungeon,” said the princess, following the sister into the gloomy chapel. “That he did not return from this attempt to…”

Princess Josephine’s words trailed off as she saw the disarray of the chapel. Pews were piled up, the altar overturned, and the holy symbol above it desecrated with what looked to be blood. She began to ask the nun why the church was in such a state when a piece of blown paper caught against her shin. She retrieved it and looked at it and the blood froze in her veins.

It was a poster decrying the Dungeon Lord and offering a reward for his capture. The text detailed his myriad crimes, foremost among them the death of a priest at the hands of one of his servants, but it was the likeness of the Dungeon Lord that stopped Princess Josephine cold.

“I… I know this man,” she whispered. “From my wedding day. He danced with me. He was there when the Dungeon Lords attacked and… killed Gustav.”

“What is that, princess?” asked Sir Jimenez, not quite hearing her words.

“This way, Your Highness,” said the nun. “The others are sheltering in the catacombs.”

Princess Josephine nodded. She let the poster slip from her fingers and followed the Zinterite nun in a daze. Her world seemed to spin.

Alfie.

It all made sense now. He had been following her, trying to thwart her holy purpose, since Charreaux. That chance encounter in the street, when he had seemed a harmless boy, had just been a trick. His evil plot had been revealed. The seemingly innocent young man had orchestrated the attack on her wedding. He had put this town to the torch. He had lured the inquisitor and the templars to his dungeon.

Princess Josephine’s mind was still reeling as she followed the nun down the steps by candlelight. Her vanguard’s boots thumped after her. The knights murmured prayers as they descended into the darkness. They traveled through the musty catacombs, past cobwebbed niches and the skeletal remains of past paters and venerated sisters. Many were still dressed in dusty vestments, their eyeless sockets stared, and their skeletal mouths hung slack. A black spider crawled from the nasal cavity of a long dead priest.

“Where are the others?” asked Sir Jimenez.

“Not far now,” said the sister. “Do you see that light up ahead? They are safe in the Crypt of the Many Saints.”

A red light spilled out into the passage far ahead. Something about the color and the way the light moved only deepened Princess Josephine’s unease. She was finding it difficult to breathe in the cold, musty air.

“Who attacked the village?” she asked, her voice trembling.

“After the pater departed, we waited,” said the nun. “Hours passed and he did not return. We feared the worst and the worst came to Galabros. Unspeakable creatures, no doubt sent by the Dungeon Lord to take revenge, descended upon our village. The militia and the other paters were slain. Drained of life like the priest the Dungeon Lord had murdered before. Then the fiends attacked the villagers and there was nothing we could do to stop them.”

“How did you escape their wrath?” asked Sir Jimenez.

“For a time, the walls of the temple held the sinborne at bay,” said the nun. “But you saw what they did to our holy place. They desecrated it. Defiled it. We retreated to the catacombs and then the attack just stopped.”

“Stopped? They’ve gone?” asked Sir Jimenez.

“It seems so,” said the sister. “Though they might return. Ah, here we are. Sisters! Help has arrived!”

Princess Josephine and her knights followed the nun into a sort of underground chapel, large enough to be lost in shadow at the edges of the candlelight. Three sisters emerged from the darkness. They wore the black-on-black robes of Pateric nuns. Related, but not the same as the Zinterite nun that had led them down here. Odd that their orders would be mingling.

“We are fortunate that you have survived,” said Princess Josephine. “It must have been terrifying for you. What did you say your name was, sister?”

The Zinterite nun turned to the princess, her friendly smile widening and her graying eyes suddenly aglow in the candlelight.

“I am Sister Desdemona,” said the nun, her voice taking on a husky quality that sent a ripple through Josephine’s body.

The princess stared in disbelief as the wrinkled old crone seemed to melt away from the features and voluptuous body of a stunningly beautiful, blue-eyed, red-haired demoness. The other three sisters, each approaching one of the knights, similarly transformed into voluptuous women.

Only Sir Jimenez managed to resist their hypnotic gaze. He shouted, “For Mardoch!” and swung his mace at the head of the demoness sauntering towards him. The impact thumped loudly in the dark space of the chapel and twisted the blonde beauty’s head askew. Her smile never left her sinister face as she turned back towards him and threw her lingerie-clad body at the knight.

Desdemona seized Princess Josephine in her arms, stopping the princess from drawing her sword and dragging her away from the knights.

“Unhand me, sinborne harlot,” gasped the princess, struggling to resist the smothering desire that seemed to emanate from this fiend.

“What a spirited thing you are,” laughed the succubus, turning Princess Josephine around, pulling her back against the soft bust of the succubus, and reaching around to fondle the pert breasts of the princess through her doublet. “No wonder Master Alfie desires you.”

“He sent you?”

“Mmmhmmm you could say that,” giggled the demoness, her lips close to Josephine’s ear.

The princess continued to struggle, but as the succubus fondled and squeezed her breasts, she found warmth spreading through her body. She cried out softly as her resistance began to fade.

“You’re going to kill me?” gasped Josephine.

“Oh, no, not you.” Desdemona plucked at the stiff buds of Josephine’s nipples through the fabric of her doublet. “There is a higher purpose for you, princess. But your knights… we have no use for them. Other than as snacks…”

The succubus ran her tongue from Josephine’s ear down to her neck. The demoness bit at that supple flesh and began to unlace Josephine’s doublet. Her clawed hands reaching inside, sharp nails slicing through Josephine’s underclothes. Fingers hot against heaving flesh. Kissing. Sucking.

Making Josephine watch what was to become of her companions.

She could not look away from the sight of the three brave knights being undone by Desdemona’s succubi. The redheaded demoness undressed the princess and caressed her naked body as the three knights were compelled into acts of depraved lust.

Sir Reichart’s head was captured between the thighs of a shapely, raven-haired succubus. She rode atop his face, her plush bottom bouncing against him as he reached up and held her hips, noisily licking wherever his tongue could reach. The succubus atop the knight tore away his codpiece and took his stiff, curved cock into her mouth. She bobbed and slurped upon him and the knight groaned and bucked beneath her.

He came again and again, spurting his seed helplessly into her mouth. Over and over, she drank his seed and his soul along with it, his life force ebbing as the succubus feasted upon his seed and his strength. When she at last dismounted from his glistening face, his features were withered, his flesh gray, and his eyes lifeless and white.

Sir Bonaventure was just as easily made into prey as Sir Reichart. A particularly plump succubus with braided brown hair in tails tore away his armor and saddled herself atop his straining cock. Her glistening pink cunny devoured the length of his cock down to his root and she began a vigorous, giggling ride atop the unlucky knight. His armored hands cradled her ample bottom, and he moaned and grunted desperately. For a moment he seemed to resist, but as the succubus began to bounce heavily atop him, her huge breasts heaving with the rhythm of her ride, he began to thrust upwards to meet her.

With an echoing bellow of pleasure, Sir Bonaventure surrendered himself to ecstasy. It was written across his anguished face. Princess Josephine could even see the rapid pulsing of the underside of his glistening prick each time it reappeared from the devouring depths of the succubus. Pump after pump, seeming to drive the poor knight mad, his cum flooding into the succubus as she leaned her breasts against him and captured his lips in a hungry kiss. The princess saw the poor knight’s face go pale and begin to shrivel as his soul was sucked out by the demon.

But it was fate of poor, faithful Sir Jemenez that hurt the most. He was not simply consumed with pleasure as the other two knights, but rather driven mad with lust. A long kiss with a blonde-haired, pink-eyed succubus broke something inside his pure heart.

“Please, princess, do not look upon me,” he said, tearing off his cuirass and dropping his codpiece and grieves. “Avert your gaze from what I do! I cannot help myself! Tell… tell my order, that I died valiantly!”

“I will, Sir Jemenez!” cried Princess Josephine, struggling in the arms of Desdemona.

“Do not look away,” purred Dezzy, sucking at the earlobe of the princess and toying with one of Josephine’s delicate pink nipples. “Watch as Lynissa uses her powers to make your brave knight burn out his own soul!”

Josephine heeded the words of the succubus, though she could not be sure if she watched because she wanted to see Sir Jemenez’s fate or because the demonic charisma of the succubus compelled her.

The big, handsome knight grappled with the winsome blonde succubus Lynissa. He had stripped himself of his armor, his cock thick and dark jutting from his loins as he shoved the demoness down to her knees and pushed her forward onto her hands. She moaned with delight, arching her back and switching her fleshy tail across the roundness of her luscious bottom.

Sir Jemenez, eyes bulging at the sight of her proffered posterior, grasped Lynissa’s hips and plunged his cock into her slick demonic honey pit. He became a snarling, lust-crazed brute. The succubus giggled and eagerly threw her bottom back against his hips as he hunched over. He bit at her shoulder and plunged his cock wantonly into the slick vise of her cunt. He reached a hand beneath her to roughly grope the swinging softness of her breasts.

As the other knights perished, Sir Jemenez endured, fighting off the urge to explode but unable to escape the berserker frenzy of his lust.

“So brave and true,” giggled Dezzy, playing her tongue wantonly in the ear of Princess Josephine and sliding one hand down to the downy golden mound of her cunt. Josephine gasped helplessly and thrust herself against those stroking fingers. Her own pleasure built in an unwanted welling as she watched the brave knight finally give in to pleasure. He threw back his head and roared with fury, hilting inside Lynissa and pumping her full of his cum.

Even then, he did not slow his assault upon Lynissa’s jiggling creamy buttocks. His lance continued to plunge into her frothing, cream-filled cunt. And Josephine could only watch, gasping softly, bucking her slender hips and pushing the straining bud of her clit against the devilish fingers of the succubus. She let out a soft cry, watching Sir Jemenez cum again, the strain showing on his face as Lynissa feasted on his life force.

“Spare him… please,” moaned Josephine.

“Oh, no, it is too late for him,” purred Dezzy, slowly plunging two fingers into the hot cove of Josephine’s cunt. “You should be begging for your own life, my little morsel. So sweet and brimming with vitality that I might yet change my mind and disobey my master. Slurp out your delicious soul.”

“Forgive… forgive me princess,” cried Sir Jemenez, at last sagging against Lynissa’s shapely back and emptying his bollocks along with the last of his life force. His flesh turned gray, his cock still throbbing inside Lynissa until his heart seized and he toppled to the floor.

“Noooooo,” moaned Josephine, sagging into Dezzy’s arms.

“Yes,” purred Dezzy, turning the princess to face her. “Yes, my sweet. I think I will have you. I will whisper your name to my master and let your taste linger on my lips. He can taste you there… I will taste you here…”

Dezzy pushed Josephine back onto a pew and parted the slender legs of the princess. Josephine cried out as the horned demoness descended upon her, pressing kisses to Josephine’s inner thighs and holding her legs apart with those clawed hands. The moment the overlong tongue of the demoness touched Josephine’s innocent quim, she began to cum. She shuddered and shook, grabbing at the red hair and horns of the demoness, but unable to push away that wicked tongue. It slithered over the clit, dipped down to taste the crinkle of her anus, and wriggled into the hot cove of Josephine’s cunt. She felt a spasm of pleasure and a rush of deeper ecstasy as the succubus tasted Josephine’s essence.

“Mmmmmmmmm… even sweeter than I imagined,” purred Dezzy, her face flushed and her smile wicked. “I think I will just eat you up!”

She lunged and clamped her mouth on delicate cunt of the princess. Her tongue plunged deep into that sweet cove and she began to lick and suck as Josephine experienced maddening waves of ecstasy.

“Noooo,” cried the princess, even as her hips began to move. “No! I rebuke you demon! Noooo! Ohhhhh Mardoch, forgive me… ohhhhh… feels… so good… oHHHH!”

An orgasm wracked her as she surrendered some part of her life force to the hungry mouth of the demoness. She writhed with pleasure as her heart hammered in her chest. Louder and louder. It strained against her ribcage and boomed until it was deafening.

No. It wasn’t the sound of her heart alone. Something was coming and the other three succubi, who had been watching her demise with cruel interest, had turned their attention towards the doors of the chapel. Their expressions turned fearful, and they began to back away from the doors and sheltered in terror behind the fallen altar.

But Dezzy did not notice. She was so intent on feasting upon Josephine’s cunt, her face buried between the supple thighs of the fair princess, her plush bottom wagging with excitement, that she did not even notice the doors swinging wide.

Josephine saw it. A creature so huge and hideous that her mind refused to encompass its grotesque demonic appearance. It staggered into the room, gluttonous and foul, with a massive belly that split into a huge drooling mouth, flesh green and sagging with its fat, a head that seemed to be all overflowing chins with beady eyes pressed into the mass and a wicked antlered set of horns. A hideous cock thing dangled between the swollen legs of the demon. Despite his grotesque anatomy, there was a regalness to his bearing. A pompous mien that the blubbery demon conveyed with the slow licking of the lips on his face followed by the licking of the huge lips on his gut by a tongue as big as Josephine’s arm.

“Baron Dragmargoth,” gasped one of the succubi, groveling at the clawed feet of the demon.

He stepped over her, nearly crushing her, his swinging cock dragging over her back as he lumbered towards Josephine and Dezzy.

“My bride,” he said, smiling a rotten smile down at Josephine, his beady eyes glittering. “Release her, you stupid slut. She has been promised to me!”

“Mmmmm?” Dezzy lifted her face from between Josephine’s quivering thighs and wiped the cum of the princess from her face. “My lord baron, forgive me. I was excited by the beauty of your… your bride.”

“I will never be your bride!” cried the princess, pulling her legs against her chest and making the sign of the pillars. She could not bear to look long upon the disgusting, glistening flesh of the baron. “Who would promise you my hand?”

A cloaked figure stepped out from behind the bulk of the baron. Slender and tall in a robe of fine black silk.

“Alfie,” whispered Josephine, revealing the depth of the young man’s betrayal.

The man grasped his hood and drew it back from his face. For a moment, Josephine saw the face of the handsome young man that had danced with her at her wedding. But the shadows fell away from high cheekbones to reveal a wicked scar, a sharp military style haircut, and a bloodlessly pale face that was cruel and handsome.

“Who… who are you?” gasped the princess.

“I am the enemy you have so foolishly created with your crusade against the dungeons,” said the man, his voice a lake of boiling hatred covered with ice. “I am Supreme Dungeon Lord Heraxon. Your enemy in the war you have declared. It was I who promised you to the baron, along with some pittance of treasure, in exchange for his aid in consolidating my power in the mortal realm.”

“Enough introductions,” snorted Baron Dragmargoth and he reached down to heft Princess Josephine off the bench and into his loathsome arms. “It is time I have a taste of my bride!”

He ran both of his hot, slimy tongues over Josephine’s naked body as she began to howl in terror. Through her screams, she heard the cruel laughter of Lord Heraxon and wondered anew at Alfie’s place in this nightmare.


2

Sorry, Your Princess is in Another Dungeon

Alfie sagged into the hastily prepared throne and wrapped his robe tightly around his sweaty body. He had used his powers as the Dungeon Lord to make this room just moments earlier, shifting stone and erecting furnishings. Creating the room had been easy and that wasn’t why he was tired. 

He felt feverish after his prolonged and ill-advised encounter with Elsa. As though she had decided to poison him with pleasure rather than one of her more immediately fatal venoms. The wicked woman giggled and watched him from edges of his throne room, her voluptuous body somehow squeezed into a formal gown of sheer white spider silk and her dark hair artfully piled atop her head even though it was a sweaty tangle only moments earlier.

Luisa, the petite thief with the boyish haircut and the golden eyes, was lurking on the opposite side of the “throne room” of Alfie’s dungeon. Luisa was watching the door as she held a hand crossbow subtly pointed in Elsa’s direction.

Myssandra, Alfie’s advisor and a Praefecta from the Realm of Sin, stood by Alfie’s side. Her stature was no less imposing in her fully human form, although her body retained a bit more of her demonic character since her transformation. Her arms and legs were well-muscled, and her shoulders squared. To Alfie’s eyes, Myssandra’s strength added to her beauty, though she did not lack for feminine charms. Her tunic tight against her ample bust. Her trousers revealing the curve of her hips and her firm, round bottom. Her golden hair was pulled back into a braid and her blue eyes gazed at the door as Alfie glanced up at her standing beside his throne.

At last, the door swung outwards and revealed a quartet of armored skeletal figures escorting a trio of armored Templar knights. The skeletons belonged to Alfie, summoned from the Dungeon Catalog. They were his most obedient monsters and the ones he would care the least about if the approaching Templars decided to massacre them. But the knights were stoically well-behaved as they marched into the throne room.

They stopped in front of Alfie and snapped their fists into a clattering salute against their armored breastplates. The sound made Alfie flinch and echoed in the throne room for a moment even after they had lowered their fists.

One of the three knights took a single step forward and raised the leonine mask of his armor. He was a stern man with half of his face disfigured by burn marks. The eye on the burned side of his face was milky white and his other eye was bright blue in a way that reminded Alfie unpleasantly of Lord Heraxon. When the man spoke, his voice boomed with confidence.

“I am Sir Krantus, faithful warrior of the Pateric Church and chosen envoy of Marshal Regulus of the Crusade of Liberation. Are you the Dungeon Lord called Alfred Ivanhoe?”

“I am,” said Alfie, sitting up and trying to look impressive. “Why do you march upon my gates?”

“Make no attempt at deception, Dungeon Lord,” said Sir Krantus, unable to conceal his contempt beneath his duty as an envoy. “Your kind spread your evil throughout Aropa, and your monsters have attacked the neighboring village of Galabros and subjected the citizens to untold horrors.”

“I did not attack Galabros,” said Alfie.

“Speak no lies,” commanded Sir Krantus. “We have every reason to believe you are in league with forces from the Realm of Sin. The signs are obvious in the ruins of Galabros.”

“Ruins?” Alfie was shaken by the thought of Galabros reduced to ruins.

“You have abducted the princess, but we will pay you no ransom. She would not have it and nor would Marshal Regulus.”

“Wait, the princess? You mean Josephine?”

The knights gripped their swords as if they might unsheathe them. Myssandra took a step towards them in response.

“Keep her name from your lips, treacherous one,” growled Sir Krantus.

“You are mistaken, Sir Krantus,” said Alfie. “I have not abducted the princess. In fact, I would never harm her. I… I have fond feelings for her. I know we are at odds with each other because of this crusade thing that she is doing, but I think if I just could talk to her and explain to her—”

“You can explain yourself to Mardoch when you awaken from the journey of death and find yourself at the gates of His kingdom. Before He casts you down into the abyss, you can explain your misdeeds to Him.”

“Mind yourself, knight,” interjected Myssandra. “Any more threats like that and I – my master – might take offense.”

“Easy now,” said Alfie, placing a hand on her arm. “We don’t want bloodshed today.”

“There will be bloodshed,” said Sir Krantus. “But if you surrender the princess to us now and let us take you as prisoner, Marshal Regulus will make sure the hangman gives you a quick death.”

“Thanks, but I am rather fond of my neck and being alive, that sort of thing. You have all this wrong, Krantus. I did not abduct your princes and in fact I would like to help you find her and protect her.”

The knights once again looked as if they might draw their blades. Alfie quickly continued, “But I can see that won’t be happening. So you should leave.”

“We have 8,000 men ready to lay siege to this dungeon,” said Sir Krantus. “You cannot win.”

“Pathetic,” scoffed Myssandra. “Your marshal has been commanding armies for, what, twenty years? Thirty? Your kind was still living in caves when I took command of my first cohort. 8,000 men? My justiciars whipped 800,000 spear drakes into formation against the traitors of Acheron at the battle of—”

“Myssandra! That’s enough!” Alfie’s voice quieted her, and she growled and stepped back beside his throne. He turned his attention back to Sir Krantus. “You and your marshal do what you must. I want to avoid bloodshed, but if you try invading my dungeon, you will be met with force.”

“I hope I am here to see your head part from your shoulders,” growled Sir Krantus. “But for now, I will take word back to the marshal. We will take this accursed place, scour it of evil, and retrieve Princess Josephine.”

“Well, good luck then,” said Alfie, motioning to the skeletons. They escorted the knights from the chamber and Alfie sank back into his throne.

“We will give them a war, Alfred,” said Myssandra with a dark twinkle in her eyes. “With your Dungeon Catalog we can raise an army to meet their onslaught. We will slaughter them all.”

“No slaughtering. That’s like one of the main rules here, Myssandra.” He took her hand and kissed her fingers. “I know your blood is up and you’re right. This is going to be a fight. But I’m not going to massacre those knights. There has been enough bloodshed. We must hold out against the crusaders until the princess can be located.”

“The princess? Still you speak of her?” Myssandra yanked her hand from Alfie’s grasp. “Do not be a fool. You heard the knight. Galabros lies in ruins. Dragmorgoth in league with Heraxon comes for us and the treasure in this dungeon. The princess is no doubt dead, or worse, being ravished by a demon until she goes mad. Turned into nothing more than a breeder for half-breed sinborne—”

“Stop speaking of her!” commanded Alfie with enough force and anger to give Myssandra pause. Elsa moaned with apparent enjoyment at his outburst.

“Very well, Alfred,” said Myssandra, drawing back.

He saw the hurt in her eyes. Her contempt at his loyalty for Josephine at war with her deeper feelings for him. He turned to Luisa.

“Luisa, take Elsa and go to the Dungeon Nexus. I want you to put all your ingenuity as a thief to use devising traps to protect our dungeon. Traps that don’t kill people. I want prisoners, not corpses.”

“I’m of a mind to agree with the big girl if they trashed Galabros,” said Luisa.

“Those men didn’t do it,” said Alfie. “It was the demons. No killing.”

“How about a slight poisoning?” asked Elsa.

“Come on, psycho,” said Luisa. She pulled Elsa with her out of the throne room and the smaller door at the back of the chamber boomed shut.

Alfie waited a moment and rose from his throne. He walked to Myssandra. It seemed strange to put his hand on her muscular back and reach up to her shoulder to comfort her when she stood more than a head taller than him.

“I know you hate Dragmorgoth,” said Alfie. “I don’t know what he did to you, and you don’t need to tell me, but those knights are not Dragmorgoth. They are not his demons.”

“They are his dupes. They serve the will of Lord Heraxon. He has brought about this war, do you not see that? He has tricked your precious princess and—”

“I have feelings for her, Myssandra, but she is a married woman. I am no prince.” He took her hand. “My true feelings are for you.”

“What is this? What are you saying?” she scoffed but did not pull her hand from his grasp.

Alfie could see the contempt stirring in her eyes. Telling the cruel demoness the truth of his feelings for her seemed foolish, even childish, but it was too late. His truth was already rising from his heart and making a dimwitted charge at his mouth.

“Myssandra, for such a brilliant strategist, you can miss the obvious. Have you not figured it out yet? I do not love Princess Josephine.” He squeezed Myssandra’s huge hand. “I told you before, Myssandra: I love you.”

As those words escaped him, he felt a sudden, dizzying sensation of fear. It was only worsened by the flash of hostility in Myssandra’s eyes. She appeared as if she might backhand him across the room. Yet her hand still did not pull from his grasp. Her hard eyes, ablaze with fury, slowly dimmed and softened.

“You keep saying this word to me. You do not know what you are speaking, Alfred Ivanhoe. Your kind and mine are not meant for such feelings. You are a boy. A foolish boy and you cannot—”

He stood up onto his tiptoes, leaning past the swell of her breasts in her tunic, and he planted a kiss on Myssandra’s soft lips. She did not respond to this kiss, except to have her words interrupted, but again she did not pull away. He stepped back. He lifted her hand and kissed her fingers again.

“I will admit to being foolish,” said Alfie. “Foolish enough to trust Desdemona. To fall for Princess Josephine in the first place. To think I could outmaneuver Lord Heraxon without provoking a war. To think I could change the way these dungeons are run without making enemies. Maybe most foolish of all for taking so long to realize the truth. That my feelings for you are not passing. That I love you, Myssandra.”

She shoved him away. She howled with rage that shook the pillars of the room and left Alfie’s ears ringing.

“You fool! Disgusting boy! Stop saying that! You think with your cock, not your heart!”

He had never seen her so upset. He reached for her to try to calm her fury, and she pushed him away so forcefully that he was thrown to the floor and went sliding across the stones. His head thumped against one of the stone columns and for a moment he saw stars. He blinked and shook his head.

“Alfie!” cried Myssandra, rushing to his side. “Oh, Alfie, I didn’t mean to hurt you! Forgive me, master!”

She embraced him and cradled his head and crushed his face, a bit too hard, into the very soft cushion of her bust. Although he was feeling a painful throbbing in the back of his head, he was breathing her warm, spicy, sweet scent. He moaned contentedly despite the pain and reached his arms around Myssandra. He began kissing the valley of her cleavage.

“Master, what are you doing?” she asked, looking down at him squeezing against her breasts.

“Stop calling me that,” said Alfie between kisses. “I don’t want to be your master any longer. I’m your partner. We’re in this together. Mmmm. A team.”

“Oh, that’s, ah, that’s kind of you, Alfie, but did you not hear what those canned sardines just said to you? Their army is about to invade our dungeon. They… ohhh… you’re pulling down my bodice.”

“That’s right,” agreed Alfie, drawing open the front of her bodice and freeing the peaks of her nipples. He leaned in and lavished attention on the stiff pink buds, running his tongue over one and then the other. Sucking at one as he swirled his tongue around it.

“The invasion,” she gasped, threading her fingers through his hair and pricking at his scalp with her sharp fingernails. “There is no time for this, Alfie. Ohhh… stop sucking on my… ohhhh… your hand… in my trousers… ahhhh… Alfie… ohhh no you are definitely thinking with your cock.”

“I know you love me too, Myssandra,” he said. “You practically sacrificed yourself for me. Mmmmm. Just admit it.”

“That was… ohhhh… I don’t remember it all… but… my duty… as your… ohhhhh…”

He managed to overcome her objections with his increasingly skilled fingers. All that practice with Myssandra, Luisa, and many others had trained him in the art of pleasuring a woman. He deftly massaged her clit with his thumb as he worked two and then three fingers into the tight, slick passage of her cunt. At the same time, he resumed sucking at her breasts.

Myssandra moaned, her hips beginning to move as he worked his digits deep and curled them against her pelvis, drumming his fingertips and sending spasms through her body. His thumb swirling ever faster. His other hand working off her boots and easing her trousers and knickers down from her hips.

“There is no… no room… ohhh… for a Praefecta to… feel… experience… pleasure… sinborne… love is… ohhhhHHHH!”

Alfie felt her inner muscles clamp down so tightly around his fingers that it began to hurt. He didn’t stop though. As she let out a wordless cry of pleasure, he lifted his face from her breasts and pressed a hot, smothering kiss to her lips. She finally wrapped him in her arm, kissing him back, her powerful tongue against his as she began to cum on his fingers.

“Mmmm… ohhhhhh… Alfie,” she cried, rolling her hips in quick, intense strokes as her fluttering cunt spilled her nectar down his fingers and his wrist. She gasped against his lips, her entire body shaking for a few seconds at the peak of her pleasure.

Then she fell back, braced against her arms, looking at him almost accusingly from the burning embers of her lidded eyes.

“That was a dirty trick,” she said. “Acting the wounded rabbit.”

“You shoved me across the room,” he pointed out, easing his fingers from her slick cunt.

“You made me think I had really hurt you,” she replied, slowly closing her damp thighs to him. “You think because you can make me cum that I should love you? Do you love every woman that makes your little cock cum?”

“My little cock?” Alfie was confident enough in his impressive size that her words seemed more ridiculous than insulting.

“Alright, Alfie, it’s nice and thick and big. For a human. But I spent eons in the Realm of Sin. I have seen cocks that would split a human girl in half. When you’ve faced down a rutting Gaurian with a flared beast cock as big as a battering ram, even a fine human specimen like yours seems a bit small.”

“I still don’t buy it,” he said, massaging the straining bulge beneath his robe.

“Mmmmmm, really?” Myssandra turned over onto her hands and knees, pushing Alfie onto his back and walking one hand up his leg and to his bulge. She untied the belt of his robe and let it flop open. Her hand encircled his swollen cock and she kissed him as she began to slowly wank his hardness. “I’ll wager I can fit this whole lovely cock of yours down my throat.”

“Because you love me?” Alfie raised a questioning eyebrow.

“Hardly,” laughed Myssandra. “A heart forged in the furnace of hell does not fall in love. No, I’ll make that wager because it’s easy. After you’ve emptied those bollocks of yours down my throat, you’ll forget all about supposedly loving me.”

“I doubt that’s what will happen,” said Alfie, but any further explanation became impossible as the head of beautiful demoness descended upon his cock like a hungry predator.

He let out a disbelieving groan as the entire length of his cock followed her tongue down her throat. Her nose pressed into the tuft of his pubic hair and her long tongue tasted the hanging stones of his bollocks. Myssandra gulped the length of Alfie’s cock down her hot, silky throat with ease. Her inner muscles worked around him as she swallowed again and again. Her cheeks hollowed with rhythmic suction. Her tongue worked relentlessly.

“By Mardoch,” moaned Alfie, feeling Myssandra’s hot breath from her nose stirring in his pubes. Her throat working again and again. Her tongue bathing his tightening balls.

Back when Alfie was first lured into becoming a Dungeon Lord by Myssandra, the towering beauty had seduced him with her hand. He had lasted only seconds in her grasp. He imagined he would have instantly cum if she had demonstrated the deepthroating technique she was using upon him now. Slurping wantonly on his cock like she was desperate to taste his cum. Her hot saliva soaking him thoroughly as her throat gulped around him.

But Alfie had found many lovers in the time since first meeting Myssandra. He had learned to pleasure women, and he had gained the ability to endure being pleasured and to savor it rather than explode immediately. He held her head in both his hands, feeling her moans vibrating around him. Her throat working. Drawing him deeper and deeper. He held back, enjoying that liquid heat. That urgent, flowing suction.

Pleasure rising. Rising. Denying it. Rising again. And then, with a groan, letting it surge forth in an eruption of immense pressure. His cum rushed in spurts straight into the stomach of his beloved companion. Her throat caressing him. Her tongue against his throbbing bollocks as she drained every drop of his seed. Her throat and tongue continuing to work as he fell back with a groan and his cock began to soften.

“Incredible,” laughed Alfie as Myssandra finally relinquished his cock and gave it a last lick. “But do you think you have won the argument?”

“Mmmmm, you seem pretty defeated, Alfie,” she said, teasing his softening cock with the tip of her finger.

“A Praefecta should know that losing a battle does not mean losing a war,” said Alfie. “I have only just begun to fight.”

“Really?” She gave him a doubting look and prodded his flaccid cock again.

“Oh, yes, this is a never surrender sort of situation,” said Alfie, pushing out from under her. “I’m not going to stop until you admit it to me.”

He moved with purpose, even though she was half-again his size, he managed to maneuver behind her and pushed her head down to the improvised throne room’s woven rug. Myssandra’s cunt was swollen and dripping with her desire. Her round bottom parted as her back arched, luscious cheeks revealing a clenching pink knot in their creamy shadow.

Alfie was determined to show Myssandra more of what he had learned. Much of it had been taught to him by Myssandra herself.

“We really do not have time for this, master,” said Myssandra, wiggling her juicy hips ever so slightly and wagging her bottom in his face. “What about the attack on the dungeon?”

Alfie knew she was right, but he also knew she was delaying him. He hooked his arms around her thighs and dragged her back towards his face. A feast of luscious flesh. A hot, dripping banquet for his desire. He breathed her scent, rich and raw, but always sweet with a hint of her natural perfume. She was not like Dezzy, who oozed with pheromones, but for all the black iron in her heart, Myssandra’s beauty extended to every part of her body.

Alfie pressed kisses to the backs of her thighs. Her smooth, creamy cheeks. The valley between them. His lips brushing against the clench of her anus. The mounds of her cunt. His tongue dividing those hot folds to sample her nectar. She let out a shuddering breath as he licked at her clit. Then dragged his tongue back through the furrow of her cunny and between her cheeks once more. He pulled her ass back against his face and buried himself in her depths. He tasted the bitter rim of her hole and felt it clench tighter.

“Ohhhhhh Alfie,” moaned Myssandra. “Still hungry for my ass after all our time together?”

“Mmmmmmphhmm,” he moaned and licked her velvet rim again before lifting his face from her cheeks just enough to get out one word, “Always.”

He buried his face and began to rim her tight demonic hole. Lapping circles on it and finally working his tongue into her back passage. She howled with pleasure, claws shredding ribbons from the rug beneath them. Her hips pushing back against his face. His fingers seeking out her clit and massaging it in time to his thrusting, wriggling tongue.

“By the fallen godddddssss,” moaned Myssandra, rolling her hips with the hot urgency of her pleasure. She was lost to him. Lost to a pleasure nor mortal or demon had ever sought to give to her. Alfie’s fingers and tongues adoring her big, beautiful body.

He planned to drive her to the brink with his tongue-fucking and clit-rubbing and then take her with his cock, but Myssandra had other ideas. She reached back and grabbed his head, sealing him in the soft tomb of her ass and forcing his tongue deeper into her clenching hole. He pushed fingers into her cunt as she bucked in need of her climax.

“Ohhhhh Alfie! Yes! You stupid man! Yessssssss! I will not speak the words but AAHHHHHH! YESSSSS!” She threw back her head as she came for him. Alfie was only dimly aware of this as he was buried deep between her cheeks, feeling her powerful muscles clenching around him. His fingers plunged into her hot honeypot as her juices spilled out. She rode out her climax against his face, every jerk of her hips sending another clenching spasm through her holes, before finally releasing him.

Alfie fell back, gasping for breath, and looked up at her glorious ass and dripping cunt. His cock stood up like a red banner pole, twitching at the sight of her and at what he had just done for her.

“I think you are the demon, Alfie,” purred Myssandra, turning towards him and dragging the huge softness of her breasts over his cock as she crawled atop him. “All those evil things you do with your fingers and tongue. Where have you learned such diabolical incantations?”

“From you, of course,” he managed, running his hands over her lovely flanks as she straddled him and leaned her lips close to his.

“Mmmmmm, perhaps I should not have entrusted you with such powers,” she murmured, brushing her lips against his. Her muscular weight, cushioned by her huge breasts, pinned him to the floor, but it was those sweet lips that won the battle. He surrendered immediately, yielding his mouth to her as she tasted him with her tongue.

As they kissed, her hand found his cock and she guided it to the freshly licked folds of her cunt. He thrust upwards, through her fingers, and tried to plunge his hardness into that inviting heat. Myssandra denied him, jerking her hips upwards and laughing against his kiss. She rolled her hips, teasing his cock with her cunt. Folds dragging over his weeping cockhead. Her nectar drizzling his straining tip.

Alfie tightened his grasp on her shapely hips and leaned upwards into the kiss, finally thrusting his tongue to drive hers back. He tasted her mouth. He thrust beyond her lips. And then, as she moaned in surprise, he rolled her body with all his strength. If she had truly resisted him, perhaps he would not have been strong enough to dislodge her, but she allowed him to roll her over onto her back.

Alfie was panting again from the effort, but he had a wicked grin on his face.

“I’m going to make you say that word, Myssandra,” he said, pushing her legs wide and thrusting cock along the slick groove of her cunt.

“Ohhhh… never, Alfie. That is a word for humans.” She lifted her head to watch the way he was thrusting across the parted lips of her cunt without pushing inside her. “A w-word for the fleeting affection of mortals. I am the undying stone of the abyss. I am—AHHHHHH!”

Alfie plunged his cock into her, staking her to the floor with the force of his need. Her heat enveloped him and clutched around him. Her thighs squeezed against him, drawing him deeper. He grasped her hips tightly as he began to thrust, his urgency driving her plentiful breasts to splash atop her ribcage. Her mouth formed into a soft oval of wordless pleasure. Her cunt gripping him tighter with each thrust.

“Ohh! Ohhh! Ohhhh!” Her gasps answered every thrust. Her legs encircled him, and her ankles locked behind his back. He could not stop if he tried, but Alfie was not trying to stop.

“Say it,” he demanded. “Do not be afraid of it, you who are so fearless. Say what you know to be true.”

“Ohhhhh Alfie,” she cried, her arms circling him, drawing him against her breasts as his thrusts intensified. “There have been others… who laid this claim upon me. To say that they owned me.”

“I make no claim of ownership. I reject the very title of master. I confess my heart to you, and I ask you to do the same.” He met her sparkling, demonic gaze. “You were newly awakened when I told you before, Myssandra. Mmmm. Now your eyes are clear. I love you. Ohhhh… by Mardoch. Not the princess. Not Luisa or Elsa or any of the guests. Not Julia, that barmaid I used to pine after. You, Myssandra. Ohhhh. Only you.”

“Ohhhhhhh! We ride together atop a tempest, Alfred Ivanhoe. Our fates are dark. To admit… ohhh… ohhhh I’m close now… to admit my…”

Alfie’s brow furrowed. His thrusts intensified as he fought against her encircling limbs to plunge as hard and as deep into her slick cunt as possible.

“Don’t fight it. Cum with me. Say it!”

“Alfie… I… OHHHHHH!” She arched beneath him, her limbs tightening with crushing force. It was though she were trying to squeeze his entire body into the slick passage of her cunt.

Alfie did not relent. Even as his cock swelled and his bollocks drew tight against his root. He kept thrusting with all his strength even as he felt the first convulsions of Myssandra’s pleasure.

“Say it,” he groaned. “I’ll hold back. I won’t cum until you say it.”

His merciless thrusts trapped her on the edge of her climax. She quaked and even made soft whimpering sounds he had never heard from Myssandra before.

“Pleaase,” she moaned. “Alfie. Cum for me. Spill your seed inside me.”

“I will,” he grunted, his strokes slowing as her cunt gripped around him. “As soon as you say it.”

Her eyes shot open, glowing with her demonic fury. But the words that came from her betrayed her true feelings.

“I love you, Alfie,” she said. “You stupid, soft-hearted, addled human. It is your foolish mistake to love a demoness and mine… ohhhh… mine to accept that. I love you! Do you hear me? Damn you, Alfie! AHH!”

He kissed her with a laugh, holding tight to her sweat-slicked lusciousness as he buried his aching cock to the hilt and exploded in her molten depths. She cried out against his lips, her pleasure mingling with his, swirling within her as her orgasmic spasms milked his cock for every spurt. A fiery eruption that seemed to echo through the empty throne room. Each spasm and spurt reverberating more loudly than the armored salute of the knights.

“I love you too, Myssandra,” gasped Alfie, his thrusts slowing.

She moaned and squeezed him tighter, and they kissed again.
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The Fortress of Happy Endings

Luisa and Elsa were getting along better than Alfie had expected. The psychopathic Dungeon Lord seemed to hang on every word Elsa spoke as the thief marshaled the dungeon’s monsters. Luisa, in turn, seemed to genuinely respect Elsa’s baby-talking discursions on traps and poisons and torture.

“If we were to place foot spikes at the bottom of those pit traps, we could coat them with poison and keep the templars from climbing out,” cooed Elsa.

“Alfie doesn’t want us kill them,” said Luisa. “Maybe there’s a poison that would just put them to sleep?”

“Ooooh, very clever, but my expertise does not lie in sleep draughts,” replied Elsa, fanning her more than ample cleavage. “However, my dusky bit of deliciousness, the venom of the lachrymal toad would take many hours to kill them as they wept themselves into oblivion. There is an antidote to that toxin. It could be administered to the knights before they perished.”

“Hmmmmm, I do like that,” said Luisa, tapping her finger against her pursed lips.

“Yes, it would be such a melodrama,” giggled Elsa, squeezing her bust against Luisa’s shoulder as they looked down at the Dungeon Table. “Can you imagine the wails of weeping knights echoing through the dungeon?”

“Yes, it would be hilarious. But I don’t think master would appreciate it if the siege lasted longer than a few hours and knights started dropping dead.”

“Mmmmmmm Alfred has that peculiar way of draining the joy out of everything. I’ve never met a Dungeon Lord so averse to having fun. You would make a better Dungeon Lord, my dear. Have you considered—”

“Killing me and taking my amulet of office?” Alfie interjected, pushing between the two women and inspecting their progress on the Dungeon Table.

“Once or twice,” admitted Luisa. “But not for a long while. I’ve enjoyed my time as the queen of the thieves’ guild. At least until my village was turned upside down by the templars.”

“I’m sure Elsa has a poison that you could slip into my drink,” said Alfie, leaning lower to inspect the preparations.

“Or perhaps a lipstick that could poison him with a kiss,” suggested Elsa, leaning down beside Alfie and pressing kisses to his cheek and ear.

“Before you two collaborate on a plot to dethrone me, perhaps we could focus on saving the dungeon from invasion first.” He glanced over at Luisa. “Show me what you have so far.”

“Shouldn’t we wait for the big girl?” asked Luisa.

“The ‘big girl’ is here,” said Myssandra, sauntering into the Dungeon Nexus and joining them on the opposite side of the table. She was still buttoning her blouse.

Elsa and Luisa exchanged a meaningful glance and then looked over at Alfie. They knew what he’d been up to with Myssandra. Of course, they could watch it happening on the Dungeon Table. He’d forgotten all about that. His face went hot with embarrassment.

“Well, since Myssandra is done giving you, uh, council,” said Luisa, “I can tell you about what we have planned. Of course, some of it will need help from you and the Dungeon Catalog.”

Alfie brought the heavy book to the table and Luisa began with her briefing.

“I’ve talked it over with our guests and their monster paramours and after the terrors of the last attack they are all on our side for the coming battle. I’ve told them to prepare ambushes in their chosen rooms and that in some cases you will aid them with reworking the terrain or summoning traps.”

“Of course,” said Alfie.

“I’ve dispatched the goblins to build some lookouts on the top of the mountain. So far, they report that a large force of knights and lay militia have massed on the road approaching the dungeon. They seem to be preparing for a frontal assault.” Luisa gestured at the edges of the map. “We’ve blocked up all the alternate routes, but we can’t rule out some sort of magical invasion. To protect us from that I have had Kiyara, that frozen elf, casting protective circles all over the dungeon. When she’s done it will prevent anyone from translocating into the dungeon.”

“One of the first things I would try if I were leading the invading army,” said Myssandra. “Though I suspect the Pateric buffoons do not use such magic.”

“Yes, well, I believe there might be more than just templars waiting for us out there,” said Luisa. “Elsa, do you want to tell them about what your bats discovered?”

“Bats?” Alfie looked over at the voluptuous lunatic.

“Oh, actually they are bat-winged wasps,” said Elsa. “A little something I brewed up years ago in my poisoner’s laboratory. The sting of an asp and I can control them with my mind. They speak their secrets to me with distant whispers.”

“Alright, I’ll just shelve all the questions I have about that. What did they discover?”

“There is a substantial force of sinborne mustering beneath the ruins of Galabros,” said Elsa. “I do not know how many, but they killed all of my little pets I sent down there. They seem to be in the sewers and tunnels used by the thieves.”

“We think they are waiting to see what happens with the templars,” said Luisa.

“Very clever,” said Myssandra. “Let one enemy expend their forces to weaken their other enemy. Then launch their attack and slaughter whoever remains.”

“Do you think it’s… I don’t even want to say the name,” said Alfie. “Dragmargoth?”

Myssandra and Luisa winced at the loathsome sound of the name. Elsa let out an involuntary giggle.

“That’s what I think,” she said. “Which means Lord Heraxon is probably here as well. And he will have his own forces.”

“So we’re facing down three armies?” Alfie surveyed the table. “Then we are going to need some monsters to make an army of our own.”

The Dungeon Catalog thumped loudly as he opened it to the middle.

“What should I summon?” he asked, looking at the three women joining him at the table.

“Oooo, spiders,” suggested Elsa.

“No more spiders,” said Luisa. “How about golems?”

“How about everything,” said Myssandra.

It took four hours of summoning. They set up a fire brigade of Alfie passing the illusory figurines to his companions as they hurried around the giant table to place them where they belonged. When needed, he used his powers to modify the dungeon’s structure itself, creating dead-end hallways, pit traps, secret passages for the movement of monsters, and redoubts where there was a single approach down a narrow hallway.

He summoned a battalion of goblins, a company of orcs, and a platoon of bugbear berserkers. He lined the front lines with skeletal warriors, knights, and archers. He conjured lizard men and snake men and werewolves. He summoned giant centipedes, giant frogs, and a giant frost worm that coiled inside a cavern. He placed ropers and cloakers and mimics.

At Myssandra and Luisa’s direction, he placed gas spores and fungoids and wrack vines. He filled the underground lake with fish men and a turtle dragon. He summoned gargoyles and a wyvern to patrol the mountaintop. A busty medusa to petrify, lusty ghosts to distract, and cock-hungry wraith girls to level drain. There were slimes and glue golems, kobolds and gnolls, net traps, sleeping gas, and fall away rugs. 

All the monsters, whenever possible, were commanded by his will to avoid killing the templars. Some traps could be fatal, but they were not designed to kill.

Alfie’s final summoning was a bronze scaled dragon meant to be the last defense of the Dungeon Nexus. The massive dragon, an ancient and powerful creature that called itself Smauke, was the most disagreeable of all the monsters about not killing the invaders.

“What sort of Dungeon Lord are you that you tell me not to kill the intruders?” Smauke snorted with contempt and black clouds issued from his nostrils and between his clenched teeth.

“Right? That’s what I am saying all the time. But he’s soooo cute,” giggled Elsa, pinching Alfie’s cheeks as she squeezed against him.

Alfie batted away her affections and stepped towards the dragon looming over him.

“If you have no other choice, then kill what must be killed. They can’t get into the Dungeon Nexus. But it had better be your last resort.”

“Or what?” demanded Smauke.

“Or I will summon a white dragon or a red dragon or some other dragon that can obey my commands,” said Alfie. “Do you really want to miss out on the chance to fight an invading army of Pateric Templars?”

“No,” said Smauke, clearly pouting. “Very well, human. But I cannot promise I won’t eat at least one of them. Knights are my favorite food after all. I love the way they crunch in my teeth and then all the juices come out. It’s delicious.”

Alfie shook his head as he left the huge dragon to guard the only path to the Dungeon Nexus. He returned to the Dungeon Table as the three women looked at him expectantly.

There were still countless preparations to be made and orders to be given, but his mind had been tangled up with distraction ever since Elsa had told him about the demon army massing beneath Galabros. He needed to have another “council” with Myssandra, but he had a feeling this one would be far less enjoyable.

“Luisa, Elsa, continue readying the dungeon,” said Alfie. “I need to discuss something in private with Myssandra.”

“Is there really time for this?” demanded the haughty demoness, though there was a sparkle of curiosity in her eyes.

“This is a serious matter,” he replied. He turned to Elsa and Luisa who were already whispering to one another and giggling. “I mean it. Watch on the Dungeon Table, you two voyeurs. This is not about pleasure.”

“Sure, sure,” said Luisa.

“We believe you,” giggled Elsa.

In the privacy of his bedchamber, Alfie took Myssandra’s hand.

“I must ask something of you now, my love, and it is very unfair.”

“Do not bring your feelings into this,” said Myssandra, yanking her hand from his grasp. “You are a general. Command me.”

“Those wards the frost elf have placed on the dungeon do not prevent you from translocating out of the dungeon, right?”

“That’s right,” said Myssandra. “But I would not be able to translocate back into the dungeon. Do not tell me you are sending me away out of some misguided urge to protect me. Alfie, I have told you—”

“No,” he said, the word ringing out a bit sharper than he intended. “No, Myssandra, there is something that needs to be done and you are the only one I can entrust to do it.”

“It’s your princess, isn’t it?” Myssandra’s lips tightened.

“If what those knights said is true, then she is probably in the clutches of Lord Heraxon. I need you to find her.”

“This is foolishness,” said Myssandra. “But I see by the look in your eyes that I cannot change your mind. I object, but I am a warrior. Give me your command, Alfie, and I will do it.”

She straightened up almost to attention, towering over him and looking down at him in a way that was either pity for his mortal sentimentality or sadness that some part of him still belonged to Princess Josephine. Alfie needed to give her a reason to care beyond her duty to him.

“If Princess Josephine were to die in this battle or be killed by Lord Heraxon, it might plunge the whole of Aropa into war. The kings and the church would rally to destroy the Dungeon Lords, and the Dungeon Lords would surely muster their power to fight back. Countless innocent lives would be lost. Whatever world emerged from such a war would be unrecognizable.”

“I think I might recognize it,” said the demoness with a grim tightening of her jaw. “I understand your reasoning. Give the order.”

“Praefecta Myssandra, I command you to find and protect Princess Josephine. Can you get her to a safe place and use your magic to tell me when you’ve found her?”

“Yes,” said Myssandra.

“Then I will come to you with the magic you have taught me,” said Alfie.

“Your will be done, Dungeon Lord,” said Myssandra.

Alfie reached out to embrace Myssandra, to remind her of how much he loved her and how he needed her to protect herself above all else. But with a flare of magic in her eyes and a swirl of aetheric embers, she was already gone.
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Happy Invasions Dungeon

“They are retreating! Push the attack!” shouted Marshal Regulus from the back of his black warhorse. He swung a mace at a fleeing goblin and the blow narrowly missed taking off the creature’s head. It scampered sideways and made a rude gesture at Marshal Regulus before disappearing into a burrow.

Several dead goblins lay scattered about the entrenchments dug into the garden. The rest were retreating through the dungeon’s iron gates, beaten but not broken. The infuriating cowards took with them two cartloads of captive knights and lay militia, brought down with snares and pit traps.

The goblins held back the tide of the invading knights for as long as possible with overlapping volleys of arrows. The unusual, blunt-headed arrows of the goblins landed loudly and painfully among the knights, denting armor and bruising flesh, but killing no one.

“Onward! No mercy!” bellowed the marshal.

He had little reason to fear the odd behavior of the goblins as he rode in the vanguard of a column of hundreds of knights and thousands of supporting lay militia winding its way down the mountain towards Galabros. They reached the iron doors of the dungeon and battering rams were brought up. Firing slits opened in the door, but instead of arrows or boiling oil, the goblins inside screamed obscenities and pissed on the knights beating down the gate.

Though the iron door was mighty, the will of the Knights Templar of the Pateric Church was mightier. It took them only minutes to batter it down, making way for the cavalry to charge into the dungeon’s entrance. Goblins and several gnomes scattered from under hoof to disappear down numerous tunnels and corridors. There was no sign of the captives other than two empty caged carts which sat open and abandoned.

The marshal raised the face plate of his helm to reveal his handsome face and long, golden mane. He surveyed the cave and realized the cavalry would be useless.

“Dismount! Fan out in platoons by lieutenant! We will find the heart of this dungeon and cut it out!” Marshal Regulus bellowed over the clatter of hooves and the clank of armor. “Do not rest until you have found the princess!”

Marshal Regulus gathered a group of his chosen knights and a swarm of lay militia swordsmen and brawlers and set off down one of the paths through the dungeon. Behind him, his three closest lieutenants broke away in different directions, each seeking out the princess and a path to the dungeon’s heart. Pateric priests and lay militia congregated in the entryway of the dungeon, singing hymns to Mardoch and burning anything at hand in a zealous fury.

Unbeknownst to this crowded rearguard, enemies watched unseen from the shadows.

The Happy Ending of Sir Krantus

Sir Krantus had something to prove. After looking the Dungeon Lord in the eye and seeing his lascivious advisers, the Templar fully grasped the perversity of this place. He only hoped he could rescue Princess Josephine before she was permanently marred by such depravity.

“Search every door!” Ser Krantus commanded his men. “Beat down every barricade! But beware of traps!”

He could command his men to be cautious, but as they made their way deeper into the dungeon, his men suffered terrible casualties. Several knights became trapped in a room filled with gas that made them laugh uncontrollably. No attempt could be made to rescue them because to even go near the wheezing entrance of the trapped room caused men to begin giggling. Ser Krantus had no choice but to continue onward, but his men soon encountered a corridor filled with terrifying ghosts that grabbed at them and leaped out of the darkness.

Only, these ephemeral horrors could not actually touch Ser Krantus and his men. The brave Templars continued, but many of the lay militiamen either collapsed moaning in horror or fled like cowards.

“Come back!” shouted Ser Krantus. “Do not let fear rule over your faith! Rally to me!”

He continued deeper into the dungeon, his forces dwindling to only a handful of knights and two dozen lay militiamen. This was whittled down further by traps that swallowed up one man here and another there, until finally Krantus was alone in the dungeon. He could hear moaning and grunting echoing through the torchlit passage. He was afraid, of course, but he let his hatred of the Dungeon Lord and his faith in Mardoch give him strength.

“I will not stop until the princess is safe,” he muttered, clanking onward. “Holy Mardoch, let your pillars support me in my weakness. Let your wisdom guide me and your justice compel me. Let your…”

His prayer trailed off as he sensed something moving in the shadows ahead. There the passage widened into a chamber, its full dimensions hidden by the darkness. He listened closely, holding his breath and straining to hear.

There was a hiss of something dragging over stone. Ser Krantus turned towards it and brought up his shield. Not a moment too soon as a huge serpent lunged out of the darkness and used its massive tail to strike a bone-jarring blow against the knight’s shield. He recoiled a step, his arm aching and his shield dented. He tossed his torch towards the beast and drew his sword to fight it off.

He stopped short when he saw what he was fighting. What he had taken as a huge, violet serpent with a pale-yellow underside was only half serpent. The lower half was a giant snake, but the upper half was a large, fierce, and disarmingly beautiful woman.

The monster rose on her coils and gave Ser Krantus a wicked, fanged smile. Her purple hair matched her scaly lower half. Her human portion was pale and nearly twice the size of a normal woman. Her arms and shoulders were muscular, her abdomen flat and toned, and her very ample and very bare breasts tempted Ser Krantus with distraction as she moved. These were capped with purple nipples a slightly paler shade than her scales. Mouth-watering, plump nipples.

I must not gaze upon such sinful flesh, thought Sir Krantus, looking up instead at the savagely beautiful face of the creature. In addition to her serpentine lower half and her huge size, she betrayed her monstrous heritage with her yellow eyes with vertical slits for pupils.

She faced Ser Krantus as a predator and her long, forked tongue flicked out as she hissed at him.

“Foul demon! I will strike you down with the sword of my faith!” The Templar shouted, advancing fearlessly on the creature.

“I am no sssssinborne spirit, fool,” hissed the creature. “I am from this world! A lamia brought here by the Dungeon Lord to protect this place from you meddlesome knights!”

“Protect yourself or perish, creature of perfidy!” Ser Krantus swung his sword with righteous fury at the flat midriff of the beautiful monster.

She hissed angrily and swung her tail into his path. Her scales deflected the blow, and the weight of her tail collided with the knight’s armored chest. His sword was knocked from his armored hand, and he landed heavily on his shield. Before he could recover, the lamia was upon him. She wrapped him up in her coils and plucked the shield from his arm. She loomed over him, like some terrible statue with heaving breasts as big as the knight’s head.

“Foul beast,” gasped Sir Krantus, beating his fists uselessly against the powerful coils wrapped around his body. “Do what you must! I will die with the light of my faith undimmed!”

“How readily you surrender to death,” giggled the lamia. “No, no, brave knight. Much as my I want to sssssswallow you whole… the Dungeon Lord has ordered me to ssssspare you.”

“You should kill me now, snake woman, for I will not rest until I slay your master, or I am dead,” grunted Sir Krantus, struggling to breathe within the constricting coils of the lamia.

“Sssssuch a bore,” she hissed, leaning her monstrously large and strikingly beautiful face close to his. Her tongue flicked against his clenched jaw. One huge hand peeled open his cuirass like she was shelling a crab. He grunted as she exposed his sweaty tunic, her huge, sharp-nailed fingers curling into his greaves and trousers and peeling those away as well. Her serpent’s eyes sparkled with cruel delight as she revealed the thick hose of his cock drooping over his bollocks. “Ahh! Now that isssss more interesting! Perhaps you employ your lance better than you ssssswing your sword.”

“Now see here, I am sworn to chastity and you will unhand me and give me an honorable death with… ohhhhh… what are you… stop that! Don’t use the tip of your tail like that!”

“SSssssssss? Like thisssss?” She began teasing and flicking at the plump mushroom cap of the knight’s cockhead. His traitorous flesh responded to the stimulation, rising as she leaned her face closer. She flicked her forked tongue at his cock and he let out a helpless moan. Her brow furrowed. “You ssssssmell terrible. Ssssssweating in that armor for hours. I wouldn’t even want to eat you if masssssster allowed it.”

“Unhand me! Stop that! You fiend! You corrupting snake harlot! Put me down!”

The lamia ignored his commands and continued to inspect the knight’s cock with her face very close and her tongue flicking out to smell his shaft.

“Sssssss. Perhapsssssss if I bathe it a bit. Mmmmmm….”

Her huge mouth engulfed the knight’s cock with ease. He groaned and bucked in her coils, seized by the unthinkable pleasure of the lamia’s tongue winding around his shaft as her serpentine coils encircled his body.

“Noooooooo,” he moaned as she began to suck, nursing his straining hardness like a calf might drink from its mother’s udder.

And the virgin knight was only too eager to give up his milk. It exploded in an inescapable rush of pleasure. Such a sensation as he had never known before. Pulsating and spurting in a way that he was certain was some forbidden magic.

“Mmmhhmm?” The lamia’s eyes twinkled with amusement as she drank the knight’s seed. She continued to suck until the last spasms of his pleasure had deposited the last salty pearls of his spunk into her mouth. She popped her lips free of his very red cock and lifted her face until it was even with his. “My, my, brave knight. It sssssseems I have found your weakness. But you are sssstill hard. What shall I do with you?”

“No more, please,” moaned Sir Krantus. “These pleasures are… too great.”

His eyes focused on the heaving lusciousness of the lamia’s breasts. The snake woman saw it too. A smile quirked her glistening lips and she knew immediately how she must punish the knight.

The huge, soft breasts of the lamia enveloped the cock of the brave knight. At first, she wanked his spit-drenched cock between her breasts, stimulating and making him moan with refractory agonies as her coils held him tightly. But soon enough, the knight gave in to the sensation and his male instinct took over. She let him free his hands to grab her soft breasts, fingers squeezing her nipples as he began to rut into the valley between her tits.

“Forgive me! Holy Father! My pillars! Ohhhhh!”

Ser Krantus lost himself between those warm, soft breasts, his cock slipping and sliding into that inescapable valley. His quest was abandoned. His oaths were forgotten. His cock pumped out his seed again and again into the cleavage of the lamia as he embraced the pleasures of his defeat.

The Happy Ending of Sir Dougray

The goblins were endless. No matter how far Sir Dougray and his knights pushed into the midst of the scrawny creatures, there were always more. The huge, fat knight was drenched with sweat inside his armor and red-faced beneath his helm. It didn’t help that he had consumed an entire chicken and two mugs of brandy before entering the fight.

“For Maradochhh!” he slurred, swinging his mace and crunching aside another scrawny goblin.

He had battled such creatures before. Horrible little things known to kidnap maidens to breed them and even milk them like cows. He could only imagine the depravity that the holy knights would uncover once these goblins were exterminated and their so-called Dungeon Lord was brought to justice. The thought fueled his anger, but did not comfort him, for these were no ordinary goblins. They were organized, fearless, and they were using strange tactics. Luring knights into pit traps and causing tunnels to collapse to cut off portions of Sir Dougray’s force.

He battered his way through another swarm of the horrible things, avoiding their snares and nets and bolos, smashing them into bloody pulps. He staggered through their line and into a new chamber, his blood-soaked boots almost slipping out from beneath him. The room was empty and dark save for a single lantern hung by a metal hook from the ceiling. He turned just as a slab dropped behind him with a resounding boom, sealing him from his troops.

“Cowardly devils! Fight me! Fight me!” He pounded one mailed fist on the slab but received no response. He exhausted himself, wheezing and panting, wiping sweat from his ruddy face.

It was not until he slowly turned around from the slab that he realized he was not alone in the room. Not at all. Numerous small, green figures emerged from the darkness. His grip tightened on his mace, and he raised the weapon to strike down these new foes.

“Goblins! You little green beasts… you…”

Sir Dougray hesitated. These goblins were unlike any he had encountered before. They were short, but they were not scrawny and pathetic, instead they had long dark hair, clever yellow eyes, and delicate, heart-shaped faces. Their bodies were voluptuous and soft, with shapely breasts squeezed by chest wraps, wide hips, and plump thighs. These goblins were almost… beautiful?

“You! Fat knight! You’ve smashed our mates!”

“That’s right,” said another as they began to crowd around him. “You massacred our stupid males, so if we want babies, we need new mates.”

“Goblin males take human females all the time,” interjected a third.

“Yeah, always pining over those big, fat human girls with their huge asses! We want a human with a big human cock!”

“Mate with us, fatso!”

Sir Dougray retreated until his back was pressed against the slab. His heart was pounding fearfully at the predatory looks in all those goblin eyes, but the thick pillar of his cock stirred within his trouser at the thought of succumbing to the short stack goblin girls and their lust.

“No! Stay back! I have a wife! I’m not interested in… lascivious… goblin… ohhh… ritual… mating… ohhhhh…”

They goblin girls swarmed Sir Dougray, dragging him down to the floor with their furious lust. They disarmed him with hardly a moment’s resistance, one of them bearing off his mace and another claiming his lion-headed helmet as a trophy. They peeled off the layers of his armor and then his clothing, their hands working diligently as they cooed, caressed, and kissed.

“Stop that! Not there! Not my… my short pants! Ohh!”

Sir Dougray groaned as they ripped his underclothes down his legs, revealing the full, upright pillar of his cock. It was thick and red with lust, already greased at the fat tip with his welling cum. The goblin girls cried out with delight. They surrounded it and marveled at it.

“Only one cock and all of us?” One of the goblin girls looked around. “We need more!”

“We make him work for us!!” shouted another.

Four of the goblin girls surrounded his cock and began massaging it with their plump goblin tits and flicking their tongues on it. The others held Sir Dougray to the floor and began using his body for their pleasure. Some of them straddled his legs, grinding their hot little cunnies against his bare knees and shins. One of them even began sucking on his toes. Two more used his fingers like dildos, pinning his hands down and forcing him to let them ride his fat digits.

“Ohhhh! What are you lust-crazed little harlots doing?” Sir Dougray lifted his head, looking about in disbelief even as the pleasure building in his cock kept him distracted.

“Shut it, wobble guts,” shouted one of the goblin girls, smacking Sir Dougray’s expansive belly. “We’re mourning our dead boyfriends and mates!”

“Yeah, you killed ‘em so now you gotta satisfy us!”

They ended any further protest from the portly knight by straddling his head and taking turns upon his face. At first, Sir Dougray sputtered and cursed beneath them as they laughed at him. But soon enough, as his pleasure built from their eager ministrations upon his cock, he began to reciprocate. He leaned up and licked them. Tasting hot, slightly musty goblin cunts for the first time. Thrusting his tongue into their sugar pits and lapping at their wee goblin arseholes.

“Ohhhhhh he’s getting into it,” giggle one of the goblin girls, rolling her hips and riding her soft bottom atop his face.

“Mmmmhnnhnn,” protested Sir Dougray, feeling goblin girl cum spilling onto his hands, slicking his knees, and tasting it as it poured into his mouth.

The helpless pleasure he gave to the goblin girls was more than repaid by their enjoyment of his cock. Once they made he cum the first time – a great geyser that covered several goblin girls in a gooey fountain of spunk – he was entirely at their mercy. They took turns riding upon him, working their hot little cunts to milk out load after load of his seed. He filled them again and again, moaning beneath their plump bottoms, smothered in their tits, or in one case even wearily making out with one of the goblin girls.

He filled so many with his hot human cream and his huge dick, at least compared to their smaller anatomy, satisfied them so thoroughly, that he became surrounded by lethargically moaning, cum-drooling goblin brides. An entire harem, impregnated by one drunken knight.

There would be an entire generation of half-human goblins soon to be birthed by the short stack beauties, all thanks to the endless bollocks of Sir Dougray.

The Happy Ending of Sister Cressida

Battle Sister Celestine Cressida of the Holy Order of the Golden Sword had lost track of her sisters somewhere in the mists. She could hear some of them crying out for help and lots of strange moans. It was the slime creatures that had caused such terror among the holy sisters of the Golden Sword. Vile, formless things that had surged out of the flooded mists, lashing out with pseudopods and drawing the armored warrior women into obscene tangles of pulsating red flesh. Sister Cressida had seen enough to know how quickly such creatures could strip away the armor from a knight and violate her in ways that made her abandon her oath and cry out with pleasure.

But not Sister Cressida. She slashed her way through two of the slime creatures and clung to her oath of chastity with a constant repeating prayer.

“I will not entertain the sin of carnal pleasure. I will not stray from the path of chastity. My vessel receives only the holy light. My body knows only the ecstasy of devotion.”

The floodwater deepened in the mists and the air grew warmer, as though she was wading through a tropical swamp. But she was inside a dungeon. How was this possible? She could feel mud sucking at her boots. Had some terrible Dungeon Lord magic transported her out of the dungeon?

“Sister Evangeline? Sister Montague!? Is anyone there?”

She could no longer even hear the defeated moans of her sisters or the disturbing, rhythmic slaps of wet, rutting flesh. She turned around and around, her gilded sword in one hand and a lantern in the other as she lost all sense of direction. Something was coming towards her. Something slithering and sloshing through the swampy water.

“I will not… entertain… sin… of… carnal pleasure,” she murmured, her hands trembling.

She saw a shadow in the mist and turned towards it. She heard a soft hiss-pat sound. An instant later, something stung her on her neck. She reached up and felt a boney barb protruding from her flesh. She winced as she pulled it out and saw that it was feathered on one end and dripping with a mixture of venom and her blood on the other.

“A dart? Oh… oh Mardoch… no…”

The poison acted quickly. Her heart hammered and she felt warm all over. Her sword slipped from her fingers and disappeared into the muddy swamp. Her bosoms heaved against the gilded rim of her breastplate. A molten heat gathered between her thighs. Sister Cressida ran her fingers through her long, sweat damp golden hair.

She tried to pray, to center her mind against the insidious lure of the poison, but her words came out all wrong.

“I will… entertain… carnal ecstasy. My body receives the sin of… pleasure.”

The shadow she had glimpsed before reappeared in front of her. It approached her cautiously through the fog, revealing a humanoid shape and then, slowly, the features of a creature that was decidedly not human. It sloshed closer through the swampy water, a hunched, glistening thing of pale green flesh with the bulging golden eyes and wide mouth of a frog. Its arms were long and ended in webbed hands. Its legs, particularly its thighs, bulged with smooth amphibian muscles.

Its neck sack inflated, and it croaked softly.

“S-stay back,” stammered Sister Cressida, retreating awkwardly even as her body seemed to crave the monstrous touch of the creature. “Your poison won’t… won’t trick me!”

Though she spoke defiance, she offered the creature little resistance as it took hold of her arms and inspected her body. Its throat inflated and deflated, and it let out long, subvocal croaking sounds.

“Do you speak?” she asked, cringing from its inhuman face.

“Grrrrrrribbit,” it replied, its wide, bulging eyes blinking with a milky membrane.

“W-what do you want from me?” asked Sister Celestine, though she already knew what it desired.

The frogman brushed a lock of golden hair from Sister Selestine’s face. It stroked her cheek with cool, soft gentleness.

“Grrrrrrribbbbbit,” it said as it began to undress her. Its fingers were insistent, but not rough. Sister Celestine offered the slightest struggle, but then only gasped as her breastplate fell away into the water and her shift was lifted over her head. Her pert breasts quivered. Her rosy nipples stood out, small and stiff, atop her breasts.

“Ohhhhh… you’re going to… ohhhh…”

Her faith was shaken as the frog man’s tongue lolled from its mouth, pink and huge, dropping to her tits and curling around one breast. Its mouth lowered and engulfed her soft mound. The creature sucked her breast and then its pair, tongue slithering over her nipples. Drawing her tender breast into its mouth and then releasing it in turn before moving back to her other mound. Each suck and lick sent sinful pleasure rippling down to Sister Celestine’s core. How could something that felt so good be so wrong?

The frog man’s hands undressed her lower half with equal urgency. Her greaves and even her boots were removed by the creature and she found herself guided by it to a rise of damp earth amid the swamp. She fell back, the amphibian parting her knees and sliding off her under shorts.

She gasped as she saw the unspeakable two-headed appendage that jutted obscenely from between its legs. Two cocks. Glistening blue and white in color to match its pale green flesh. The upper phallus was larger and thicker, bulging at its root, while the smaller was ribbed and slightly longer. The frog man had no apparent bollocks, though Sister Cressida realized such organs were probably internal to this creature.

“You want to mate with me? This cannot be! No, please! I rebuke you! I refuse… such… such… ohhhhhh my heavens. What are you doing, lowering your face to my most intimate place! Your tongue! Ohhhhh! OHHHH! Pushing inside me!”

Virginal Sister Cressida arched upon the soft earth as her body was invaded and claimed by the insidious tongue of the frog man. To be licked by such a thing! Her cunt stretching around this new intruder! That muscular appendage finding her very depths. Tasting her womb!

“Ohhhhhhhh! Mardoch… save me from this!” Even as she cried out in desperate prayer, her hands grasped the frog man’s slimy head, and she began to move. She pushed against that tongue, feeling it press against her inner walls and uncover pleasures within her body that she had never imagined even existed.

“GRRRRrrrrribbit,” said the frog man, the sound vibrating deep into Sister Cressida’s cunt.

Her slender thighs squeezed against the froggy head. Her hips lifted and bucked against its blunt snout as its tongue twisted and tasted within her. Cool slime spilled out of its mouth and dripped profusely down the seam of her bottom.

Sister Cressida’s inhibitions melted away in the torrents of frog man saliva pouring from its slurping mouth and thrusting tongue. She bucked wantonly against the creature and lost herself in an ecstasy she had scarcely imagined. When it lifted his blue-green snout from between her thighs, giving its wide mouth a last lick, she sat up to embrace it and kiss the frog’s slimy lips.

“Oh… thank you… I never… never imagined such a thing was… ohhh! You want to do more? Very well… I… ohhh!”

The frog man turned her with his webbed hands, pushing her face down and lifting her hips so that Sister Cressida was presenting her slime-smeared bottom and swollen cunt in a most shameful way. Yet she felt no shame. She felt the hot thrill of anticipation as she looked back over her shoulder and saw its twin cocks rising from its loins. It held her hips firmly and pressed the greasy tips of its dual cocks against her hot, eager cunt and the cleft of her ass.

“Ohhhhhhh… this is… forbidden,” she remembered dimly even as she tilted her hips slightly to offer the frog man an even better angle.

He accepted her offer with a resounding croak and thrust forward to impale the warrior woman’s innocent holes. She wailed in shock as her cunt was claimed and her ass was filled in a single, two-pronged stroke. Her body quaking with the force of the sensation as the frog man began his croaking rut. Thrust after thrust, relentless and intense, his fatter upper cock stretching her ass and his ridged lower cock beating against her clit with each thrust.

Her consciousness narrowed to the sensation of the rutting. The forceful, wet slap of the slick frog flesh against her bottom. The pinch of its claws digging against her hips. The maddening, pleasure-stoking thrusts. Again and again, the rhythm only intensifying with each moment. Her pleasure, coiling around the frog man’s, tighter and tighter, until it happened. An ecstasy like no other. Not even the frog man’s tongue could have prepared her for it.

“GRRRRRrribbbit!” bellowed the frog, his throat swelling as he threw back his head.

“YESSSSS! OHHHH YEESSSSSS!” wailed Sister Cressida, throwing back her head and pushing her hips back on both cocks of the frog man.

Through the tempest of her ecstasy, she felt the pulsating of his cocks and the flood of his monstrous seed. It poured into her cunt until her folds were overflowing with the frog man’s thick slime. Her ass was filled with spurt after spurt, spasming around him as she was filled with the amphibian’s cum.

Gasping, laughing madly with the pleasure, still working her ass back against the frog man’s slimy hips, Sister Cressida realized that the doorway of carnal pleasures had just been flung open to her.

The Happy Ending of Marshal Regulus

Marshal Regulus grimaced at the severe losses inflicted upon his knights and lay militia. Ambushes by lizardmen were sapping him of manpower, captives dragged away screaming in nets, and yet he forged ahead, unwilling to relent in his forward assault. His vanguard of knights clanked past the lizardmen, shrugging off flung rocks and battering them aside with shields. They continued into a wooded area, like some primeval forest, complete with moonlight, somehow transposed upon the daytime raid into the dungeon’s depths.

“Ignore this foul sorcery!” commanded Marshal Regulus. “The Dungeon Lord uses his unholy magic to plunge our minds into darkness! Let the light of Mardoch guide you through this false forest of lies!”

But the false reality was not the only danger the forest posed. The trees themselves came to life, branches reaching out for knights and wrapping around their armor. Some managed to hack their way free, only to face another threat as beautiful women danced among the threes. These beauties possessed the pointed ears and delicate features of wood elves, but their skin was tan, their hair was green, and their eyes flashed gold with magic. Battering shields and swinging swords seem to pass harmlessly through them. They danced on, singing enchanting melodies in their strange tongue as their bodies moved to the rhythm.

The knights who had not been captured by the trees began to succumb to the bewitching dance and song of the creatures. Some took off their helmets and dropped to their knees. Others simply stood in confusion, uncertain what to do with their useless weapons.

“Dryads!” shouted Marshal Regulus, swiping one away with his sword. The blade passed through her harmlessly and she drifted away, giggling and reforming out of his reach. “Ignore them! Keep moving!”

But his men were not able to muster the willpower to equal their commander. He left the last of his knights behind him, hear the dryads cooing over them and beginning to undress them and kiss them. The thought of being fondled and kissed by such a creature only strengthened the determination of Marshal Regulus. He fought his way through the reaching limbs of the trees and found a heavy black door banded with iron. To his surprise, it opened when he tried its latch, swinging towards him with a groan.

He stepped from the cool forest into a cavernous chamber so hot and dry that it felt like a baker’s oven. Sweat poured down his face within his armor. He had come so far. He had to be close. This had to be the threshold of the vile heart of this dungeon.

“Show yourself, Dungeon Lord! Surrender and I offer you the mercy of a quick death!”

Something stirred at the dark edges beyond the light of the ensconced torches. Something huge and menacing. Marshal Regulus felt fear prickling his arms and neck beneath his holy mail. He readied his sword and shield.

“Mardoch, the wall of my faith is built with your four pillars. Grant me the strength to face your enemies. To vanquish the unholy and bring your light to… to…”

His words trailed off as the dragon stepped from the shadows. It was long-necked and huge. A specimen of full draconic adulthood, with wings wide enough to span the chamber and claws that could rake through armor and knight like giant scythes. Its massive snout fumed with smoke as it turned its arrogant attention upon Marshal Regulus. Its long neck towered over him, its scales of bronze shimmering in the torchlight. Its eyes seemed to flare with contempt.

“Mmmmmm. It has been a while since I have roasted a knight and sucked out the savory morsels of his flesh from his iron shell.” A tongue as wide and long as the marshal’s arm slithered over the lips of the dragon. “Shall I roast you alive or offer you the mercy of a quick death?” 

The dragon exhaled lazy streams of fire that spattered on the ground at the marshal’s feet. He stepped back and then charged towards the dragon, through the flames. It swung its tail and easily knocked him aside. His armor was dented by the impact and his helmet collided with the wall hard enough to ring him like a bell. He slumped down, dropping his sword, but managing to raise his shield. A stream of fire splashed across the shield. The flames landed around Marshal Regulus but only burned his shield.

He managed to regain his feet and reached for his sword. A small boot stepped on the blade, trapping the weapon on the floor. A petite young woman with short hair and dusky skin stepped towards the dragon but kept one foot on the marshal’s blade.

“That’s enough Smauke! Alfie told you no roasting the knights.”

“Oh, but he looks so delicious,” rumbled the dragon, tossing its head with annoyance. “Please! Let me roast him a little. Just a leg or two. You humans can live without your legs, can’t you?”

“He wouldn’t survive the roasting. Look at him. All red-faced and sweating. You’ve probably already half cooked him in that armor.”

“Now see here, young lady,” blustered Marshal Regulus. “I don’t need your help to teach this dragon about the power of Mardoch. Stand aside and I will deal with you once I smite the dragon.”

“Ooooooo! Is someone doing some smiting?”

A second woman came prancing in from behind Marshal Regulus, though this one did not resemble her friend at all. The dark-haired harlot draped her voluptuous body against the marshal’s shoulder and stroked his breast plate with pale fingers that ended in long, sharp fingernail. She was beautiful, but wickedly so, with dark eyes that promised dangerous pleasures and a shapely body in a sheer gown that made that promise very hard to resist.

“Stay away from me, wench,” snarled Marshal Regulus, shrugging off the woman’s affection.

“Alright, I will leave you alone, but on one condition,” said the buxom woman, pressing close to him again. She reached into her sheer but billowy gown and produced a tiny red lizard that sat on the palm of her hand. “You kiss my lizard.”

“I will do no such thing!” Marshal Regulus snarled with annoyance. “This is a matter of grave seriousness, and I have no time for your mad prattling.”

“I’d listen to her and kiss the lizard,” said the petite woman, still standing with one boot on the marshal’s sword.

“And you! Get off my blade, girl! I need it to slay that dragon.”

“Oh, please, just try,” said Smauke, snorting and gusting flames from his nostrils.

“Bah! I’ll smash all three of you fools!” Marshal Regulus grunted and dislodged the petite woman from his sword. She cried out in surprise, toppling backwards as he raised the weapon and turned to the voluptuous woman with the pale face. He felt something patter on his armored pauldron and glanced over to see the little red lizard on his shoulder. “By Mardoch, what is this thing doing on my—AH!”

He cried out as the little beast scurried over his armored plate and disappeared down the neck of his cuirass. He shook and twisted as he felt the tiny lizard moving beneath his armor and inside his shirt. He tore away his armor and just as he thought he had the lizard beneath his hand he felt a sharp pinch on his abdomen. He yanked the lizard out from under his shirt, intent on crushing it in his hand, but suddenly that seemed like a very foolish idea.

He was so hot and woozy, sweat dripping from his face, and his cock stirring in his trousers. He held up the lizard and looked at it in his palm.

“Hello, little fellow,” he said. “I think that you… bit me… and I’m feeling a bit…”

“A bit randy, marshal?” The voluptuous woman giggled as she pressed against him once more. She reached across his back and plucked the lizard from his grasp.

“What did your lizard do to him, Elsa?” asked the petite woman.

“Oh, it’s just a naughty little passion gecko,” said Elsa. “I use its venom to make lust philters to spike the occasional glass of wine or bowl of stew. But it works quite well with a little bite. Here, try it out, Luisa!”

Marshal Regulus watched with great amusement as the voluptuous Elsa tossed the little red reptile at the petite woman called Luisa. The lizard landed on Luisa’s leather jerkin and immediately scurried into her modest cleavage. She howled in surprise, pulling at the laces of her jerkin and then letting out a sharp cry of pain. A glazed expression descended almost immediately upon Luisa’s face. She stopped trying to catch the lizard and swayed from foot to foot with a wide and very stupid smile.

“Did it bite you too?” wondered the marshal.

Luisa nodded to him and sauntered over to him. She tugged at his tunic and looked him up and down.

“You’re big,” she said. “The lizard feels nice. So warm and gooey inside. Like a cheese pie. Mmmmm… or a big beardy old… hunk… like the marshal…”

“Hunk? Oh, dear, this buffoon is no hunk,” laughed Elsa.

But Marshal Regulus and Luisa hardly seemed to hear Elsa’s mockery. They embraced passionately and Marshal Regulus thrust his tongue into Luisa’s mouth. He ran his hands over her body, squeezing her firm little bottom as she pulled at his tunic and yanked it off over his head. His broad chest with covered in a thick carpet of gray hair and his ample belly hung over his belt and his steel codpiece.

“Ooooo, what’s in here, big man?” asked Luisa, running her fingers over the bulge of the codpiece. “Open it for me, stud. I want to see your knight’s lance!”

“Yes, milady! My pleasure!” Marshal Regulus unlatched his codpiece and swung it open to reveal his stiff cock barely restrained by his undershorts.

“Oh, it’s so small,” laughed Elsa.

“It is a bit small,” admitted Luisa, yanking down the marshal’s shorts and wrapping her hand around the hairy root of his cock. She gave him a stroke and looked at the marshal, who was beet red with embarrassment.

“Now see here, I’ve never failed to satisfy my lovers,” he sputtered.

“Well, he must have a skilled tongue,” said Elsa. “Why don’t you have a sit on his face. I’ll deal with his cute little prick.”

Marshal Regulus was insulted by the two women, yet their slander did not diminish his buoyant lust. He laughed at their teasing and let them push him down to the hard stone floor. Luisa stripped out of her tight trousers and revealed the creamy burnished roundness of her bottom and the dewy peach of her cunt.

“Magnificent,” mumbled Regulus as that glorious juicy cunny descended upon his face. He reached up, embracing Luisa’s hips and pulling her bottom down firmly atop his face. He was smothered by the warmth of her ass, breathing her scent as his tongue reached up eagerly to lap at her cunt. She parted her folds with her fingers, and the marshal sought her clit with his tongue.

“OOoooooo that’s it, big boy,” moaned Luisa, squirming atop the marshal’s bearded face.

“Yes, he’s a good boy after a little kiss from my lizard,” giggled Elsa, wrapping her hand more tightly around the marshal’s unimpressive cock.

“Mmmmmmhmmm!” moaned Regulus from beneath Luisa’s bottom as he jerked his hips and pushed his cock through Elsa’s grasp.

“Do I have to stand around and watch this disgusting display?” asked Smauke, flames once against gusting from his nostrils.

“Yes,” said Luisa, rolling her hips and squeezing her ass atop the marshal’s face. “I give you permission to flame roast this knight if he fails to make me cum.”

“Oh, I do love a bit of peril,” gasped Elsa, pumping her hand faster on the marshal’s cock. “You heard her, big boy. You had better wield that tongue better than you wield your sword or you’re going to be a dragon’s dinner.”

“Mmmmphmmm!” Regulus murmured his agreement, pushing his tongue deeper into Luisa’s hot, slippery snatch. He groped the perfect, firm globes of her buttocks, stuffing his face between them as he slurped and feasted upon her cunt.

Luisa cried out with delight atop his face, riding him harder, freeing her pert, golden breasts to quiver with the motion of her body. She rode faster. Harder. Even Regulus could tell she was purely chasing her pleasure. She no longer cared whether he could breathe and neither did the marshal. He reached around her slender hip and his fingers found the stiff bud of her clit. He strummed it desperately, burying his tongue deep in Luisa’s sweet honeypot. Sucking at her folds and thrusting again and again.

Elsa kept up a merciless pace with her hand as the marshal slurped and stroked and drowned himself in Luisa’s nectar. Her fingers, so soft and delicate, expertly massaged the hardness of his cock. Elsa’s caress was lubricated by the marshal’s copious precum. Her hand pumping him faster and faster to match the pace of Luisa’s ride atop his face.

“Mmmmmmm!” he moaned, thrusting desperately into that exquisite hand.

“That’s right,” giggled Elsa. “Let it all out, big boy. You might not ever satisfy a woman with a cock this small, but you can still cum. Don’t wait around for Luisa! Smauke has a nice, warm reward waiting for the good boys who cum quick.”

Death by dragon roasting seemed a distant secondary concern compared to the explosive pressure tightening in the marshal’s cock. The insults about his small prick did not bother him at all. There was just that magnificent, squeezing, sliding grasp of Elsa’s hand. He moaned desperately into Luisa’s smothering cunt, drinking her nectar as he thrust his meager meat nub into the grasp of his voluptuous tormentor.

The marshal’s hands tightened on Luisa’s hips. His pleasure surged and pulsed in Elsa’s stroking hand.

“Here it comes!” Elsa let out a wicked squeal of delight.

“Not yet!” gasped Luisa, bucking intensely atop the marshal’s juice-drenched face. “Ohhhhh… almost there… going to cum… any second…”

Pleasure rushed to the head of the marshal’s cock as Elsa wanked him mercilessly. He bucked and whimpered and grabbed at Luisa like he was trying to squeeze the juice from her firm bottom. She squealed with mutual pleasure, riding hard and gushing her nectar into his slurping mouth. Drenching his beard and filling his sinuses with the raunchy scent of her pleasure.

Marshal Regulus gurgled as the pumping ecstasy of his release broke through the rush of his climax. He spurted again and again through Elsa’s stroking fingers, feeling his cock milked to the limit and beyond. He cried out in oversensitivity, twisting and bucking against Elsa’s hand as she cackled with delight and wrung out every drop of his spunk.

“Oh, my, Marshal! What a messy boy! You’ve spilled your seed all over my breasts!” Elsa moaned, slowing her strokes and rubbing the marshal’s cock against the slippery softness of her cleavage.

Luisa dismounted from the marshal’s face, leaving his beard drenched in her juices. She crawled over his belly and to Elsa, who she began kissing and caressing. The marshal sat up, watching in stunned disbelief as the petite tomboy licked the marshal’s cum from the overflowing mounds of Elsa’s breasts.

“Do I get to roast him now?” asked Smauke, leaning his huge snout down to the marshal.

“Oooooh, yes, burn him up,” cooed Elsa, trapping Luisa’s face against her cream-slathered breasts and preventing Luisa from coming to the marshal’s defense.

“Hey, no, wait,” said Marshal Regulus. “I made her cum! I held up my end of the bargain!”

Smauke favored the marshal with a cruel grin that revealed his massive fangs. Smoke and fire gusted out between his teeth.

“Prepare yourself for roasting, pig man,” growled the dragon.

“Absolutely not,” interjected a man from behind the marshal.

Everyone, including the dragon, turned to look in the direction of a tall, robed figure entering the chamber. He drew back his hood to reveal a youthfully handsome face.

“Marshal Regulus, your army has been defeated,” said the young man. “I am the Dungeon Lord Alfie Ivanhoe, and I have made prisoners of your entire force. I am pleased to say none of your men or women were killed in my dungeon.”

“None?” pouted Elsa.

“None,” repeated Alfie. “Some were hurt fairly bad, but only because they were so committed to their misguided cause of killing me and destroying my dungeon.”

“Your dungeon is a blasphemy,” groaned the marshal, still struggling to believe that his entire force had been defeated.

“Big words for a man sitting there naked and covered in Luisa’s cum,” said Alfie. “No, we have defeated your invaders, but this war is not yet even close to won.”

“So I might yet feast?” asked Smauke.

“That depends,” said Alfie. “Do you have a taste for undead knights or demons?”

Smauke growled with dismay and unfurled his huge tongue in disgust.
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To the Rescue?

Praefecta Myssandra, faithful servant of the Dungeon Lord, was on the hunt for a princess. Myssandra was taller than almost any human and as voluptuous as a fertility cleric, but she moved like a stalking cat. A simple dispersion spell concealed her body in darkness as she passed through the nearly empty camp of the Templar Knights and crept among the ruins of Galabros. Night had fallen over the defiled village and the rubble was lit by the glow of desperate fires built by the village’s survivors.

It was clear by marks on the walls that any mortal could see that the Templars had passed through. Their four columns were daubed in white paint on half the walls still standing in town. Here and there were religious slogans, just as crudely painted, or the occasional vulgar insult about Alfie having a small cock.

“The Dungeon Lord has the soul of a worm and the prick of a gnat,” read one slogan.

“He most assuredly does not,” murmured Myssandra, feeling a tremor of desire as she considered the Dungeon Lord’s rather ample equipment.

Beneath the painted marks of the human army were subtler symbols, scrawled in demonic ichor that left stains invisible to human eyes. Abyssal runes and demonic pentacles decorated several buildings, including the Pateric church in the village. The church’s religious symbols had been defaced and then painted back onto the walls where they had been chiseled away. But if the humans had sought to so easily reconsecrate their holy temple, they had failed, for blasphemous runes remained unseen by human eyes.

These were clear as signal fires to Myssandra. Glowing scarlet symbols squirmed with unholy power upon the walls. One series of runes declared a well to be a “maggot pit,” likely meaning a place for dumping offal and corpses. Another series of runes marked out a plaza as “slaughter ready,” which Myssandra took to mean a place where the sinborne would gather when the time came to slaughter the mortals. And if they were marking such places, then they were still nearby to read their markings. But where?

Myssandra’s attention returned to the dark doorway and smashed windows of the Pateric Church. It was no impressive edifice to begin with, but it seemed to cower before the horrors it had witnessed during the multiple invasions of Galabros. The white markings left by the Templars were oozing downward like running ink, deforming and dripping over the pitted façade. A single demonic word pulsed above the battered red double doors of the church.

“’Sanctuary,’” whispered Myssandra. This had to be it.

She crept closer, cautiously. She slipped into the chapel. Entering a consecrated church should have been painful for her demonic blood, but this hardly caused a ripple through her body. Inside the fallen temple, she could smell the demons. A sulfurous stink that seemed to emanate from the heart of the chapel.

Deeper. It was coming from underground. She followed the stench. Blood and bile and the musk of violation. In the dark vaults of the temple, she found them, crowding into rooms, muttering unholy war chants.

She saw their hideous faces. Some skeletal, some leering, some gelatinous and bloated, with hateful eyes and dripping jaws. Claws that flexed impatiently to tear hearts from mortal flesh. Cocks that dangled and dripped with the gleat of their corruption. Demons of all descriptions lying in wait like the festering of an abscess nearly ready to erupt.

An army waiting to be unleashed.

Myssandra had commanded such armies before. She had faced them on the abyssal fields of the Realm of Sin. She longed to howl with fury and launch herself into them, tearing through the masses of lesser warriors and plunging her claws deep into the lumbering siege demons.

There were too many for her to defeat and battling within the confines of the crypt would add to their numerical advantage, but what glorious carnage there would be before their numbers overwhelmed her. A last slaughter to spawn legends.

No. She resisted the urge to rampage into the demon-packed chambers and continued deeper, moving like a thief. Into the lowest reaches of the crypts. There, the faintest scent of innocence curled in her nostrils. She saw the withered remains of men, drained by succubus feeding. Their broken, claw-scarred plate mail like the carapaces of long dead beetles.

“She is close,” whispered Myssandra, sniffing the air and sensing the princess beneath the smothering stink of demons.

The princess was a faint, flowery note, crushed into a bouquet with the carnal perfume of succubus flesh, and another odor. Rich and deep and rotting. A familiar smell that burned in the back of her throat and made her heart pound in her chest.

Baron Dragmargoth. The gluttonous brute. The defiler. He had come and gone, but his foul miasma lingered in the crypt like smoke from a grease fire. The fair hair stood out on Myssandra’s arms and the back of her neck. Her claws curled from her fingertips. She was ready to fight. To slaughter. To gouge a path from her past.

Despite the inherent wrongness of at all, Myssandra loved Alfie Ivanhoe, and the fool was obsessed with Princess Josephine. He had commanded Myssandra to find the stupid princess, so she forged on cautiously. Past the alcoves crammed with snarling demonic flesh and towards a secret fastness at the heart of the subterranean hiding place of the sinborne horde.

The door to this final chamber was locked, its holy symbols defaced and the pitted surface scrawl with the abyssal rune for “bitch.” A simple charm disassembled the lock within the door. The iron mechanism popped free. Myssandra hooked a finger into the hole where the lock had been and hauled the door open. It was heavy, but well-maintained, and swung easily and without making much sound.

Princess Josephine Antoinette Gracian née Damartin was hanging by her arms in the center of the room. Her pale, slender body was naked and marked in several places with bruises and scratches. The residue of being defiled had dried upon her thighs and down to her ankle on her left leg. A crusted greenish discharge of demonic seed. Her pale golden hair, matted with filth, dangled in her face, hiding her features from Myssandra.

Was she awake? Was she even breathing?

“Princess Josephine?” whispered Myssandra, creeping into the room wary of traps.

“Mmmmhmm?” The princess slowly lifted her head, her eyes unfocused and her face stained and swollen from crying. She seemed to see Myssandra despite the Praefecta’s cloak of shadows. She smiled for a moment, her lower lip swollen and split, then her head dropped again, and she muttered senselessly.

Myssandra might have hauled the princess down from the ceiling and used translocation magic to take her back to the Dungeon, but the protective wards currently being used to guard the dungeon prevented this. Her instructions, instead, were to get the princess to safety and notify Alfie.

“It’s alright, princess,” whispered Myssandra, stepping under the princess and bracing the weight of the hanging woman against one arm. She lifted her easily off the hook and slung her over one shoulder. The princess stirred, moaned, but did not speak. “Shhhhhh. You will be safe soon, princess. I am getting you out of this place.”

Translocating from beneath the earth required a powerful translocation spell. Myssandra had the ability to use such magic, but it required concentration and time. With the moaning princess slung over shoulder and catacombs filled with demons, she had neither concentration nor time in abundance.

She began to subvocalize, concentrating upon a point high in a neighboring westerly mountain. She could feel the snow topped coolness of it. The early gray predawn light beginning to warm the windswept peak. The call of a bird. The bleat of a mountain goat. Cold, ancient stone rising against the gathering day.

A snarl threatened to sever Myssandra’s connection with this distant location. She heard demons growling and beginning to utter their unholy language. They knew something was wrong. They were coming. The sounds of their approach seemed to weigh down her mind. Claws scraping on stone and fang-filled mouths gibbering with hunger. Feet beating closer and closer until the door was flung wide open and the hideous, malformed demons surged into the chamber.

In a thunderclap and a gust of burning embers, Myssandra and the princess were gone. The princess screamed into the void as they passed through the flames of nothingness. In a swirl of flames and cinders they reappeared atop the nearby peak, within paces of the point Myssandra had visualized.

The casting exhausted Myssandra. The Praefecta dropped to one knee, her cloak of shadows fleeing in the growing light, revealing a seemingly shrunken beauty, hunched and spent. She set the princess down gently and Josephine flopped onto her back in the snow and began laughing madly.

“Too soon, too late,” gibbered the princess. “Too soon, too late. Ha ha ha! Too soon! Too late!”

Myssandra stood, her pale blonde hair caught in the alpine wind. She gathered her strength and faced away from the worst of the high-altitude chill, her breath coming in steaming gusts as she began to chant. She focused her mind on Alfie. She could not translocate into the dungeon protected by the elf’s wards, but she could reach out to him with her mind.

“Master,” she whispered. “Alfie. Can you hear me? Master? I have your princess.”

His voice seemed to echo down a long tunnel directly into her mind. Distant, faint, but she could understand his words.

“Is she alright?”

Of course he would be concerned about her. She grimaced and used her power to reply, “She is alive. She endured much at the hands of the sinborne. But I must keep this short, master. My power is reaching its limits.”

“Are you at the silver peak?” asked Alfie.

“Yes,” gasped Myssandra, struggling to maintain the connection. “It is very cold here. Come quickly or your princess might freeze.”

“I think I can get the spell right,” said Alfie, although his voice did not exactly swell with confidence echoing into her mind. “It might take a few… but I learned from the…”

His words faded into the aether and Myssandra slumped heavily against a snow-spattered boulder. Her body was steaming in the cold air, her heart straining with the effort of her magic. As the cold ruffled her hair and chilled her body, she fantasized about curling up by a fire and resting. Maybe with Alfie in her arms. The curious thought brought a smile to her face.

The smile faded as she turned back to Princess Josephine. The poor girl was delirious. Judging by the state of her slender young body, she had suffered terrible depravity from the demons. Myssandra saw bruises, scratches, the residue of several types of slime, chafed thighs, and swollen lips. The princess moaned and occasionally laughed as Myssandra turned her over and inspected her.

“There is method to this violation,” muttered Myssandra. “A wild pack of demons would have fucked her to death and stripped her flesh from her bones. Something kept her alive. But what? And why?”

Her question was answered by a swirl of sparks in the nearby air. The dancing sparks began to describe a circle. A gate from the Realm of Sin opened and out sauntered Desdemona, the succubus who had caused so much trouble for Alfie. The horned, red-haired demoness was a picture of demonic perfection trailing a nine-headed flail from one hand and smiling with cruel satisfaction.

“You,” snarled Myssandra, easing the princess against a rock and turning to face the succubus. She flexed her claws and drew herself up to her full, imposing height. She had exhausted her magical strength, but she could still slice a meddling bitch like Dezzy to ribbons.

“How was your little nap, Praefecta? We all missed you so much.” Dezzy cracked the flail and then dragged the dangling heads across her perfect tits. “I hope you’re ready to play.”

The flame-rimmed portal to the Realm of Sin remained open. More figures loomed from the smoke-shrouded landscape. A quartet of muscular, hound-headed guardian demons carrying twisted, barbed spears emerged and stood in a flanking formation beside the portal. They were followed by a lumbering giant that emerged from the swirling smoke and ducked its grotesque head to pass through the rippling gateway to the mortal realm.

Myssandra’s retort to Dezzy froze on her lips as she watched the gluttonous giant step forth from the Realm of Sin. Once through the portal, the giant stood upright, head and shoulders taller than even Myssandra’s imposing height.

“Dragmargoth,” rasped Myssandra. Not even the sinborne mistress of war could suppress a cold wave of fear as she gazed upon the obese majesty of Baron Dragmargoth.

He was a bulging blubbery horror of slimy green flesh, with a huge potbelly and flabby breasts with pierced nipples. His arms and legs were as thick as tree trunks and his head was a grisly, misshapen mass with oversized teeth sticking out through his drooling lips, a pair of grisly antlers on his head, and small, black eyes that shone like polished stones. A long, ragged loincloth hung beneath his huge belly like some tattered banner of a fallen army.

It was that belly itself that was his most prominent feature, for not only was it grotesquely bloated, but a massive, wet mouth yawned open in its middle. A maw so big it nearly split his body in half, with misaligned teeth as big as trowels and a tongue like a boat oar. This hideous belly mouth was the proof of Baron Dragmargoth’s Stygian Marsh Ogre heritage. A lowly origin from the gluttonous cannibal tribes for one of the most powerful nobles in the Realm of Sin.

“My sweet Praefecta,” said the baron, speaking with his giant belly mouth. “It seems an eternity that I have longed for this reunion. Oh, you are a fierce one, yet you do the bidding of that pathetic mortal and place yourself in danger? For what? His princess? Ha! Return to me, Myssandra, and rule in the Abyss where you belong.”

“I am never going back to you, Dragmargoth,” said Myssandra, flexing her muscles.

“I will take what I need from your mortal’s dungeon and I will have my wife back,” said the baron, his belly mouth breaking into a horrific smile. “You can obey me now, Myssandra, or you will be brought to heel when your human is dissolving in my stomach. If you truly care for him, then you will save his life by getting me the tears.”

The thought of Dragmargoth feasting on Alfie was almost enough to break Myssandra. She had seen countless other foes and pleading slaves disappear into that hideous mouth. She could not bear to watch Alfie meet the same fate.

The moment for negotiating passed with a burst of sparks and flame and rush of air as Alfie Ivanhoe managed to work the translocation spell that Myssandra had taught them. He smiled as he saw Myssandra. His brow furrowed with worry as he saw the princess cowering behind her.

“Josephine,” he managed. He turned, perhaps sensing something amiss, and finally realized Baron Dragmargoth, Dezzy, and the dog-headed guardian demons were standing behind him. “By Mardoch, it is a trap!”

“Yes,” growled the belly mouth of Dragmargoth. “And we’ve caught you both!”

Dragmargoth surged towards Alfie with remarkable speed, reaching out with his massive hands to take hold of the Dungeon Lord. Alfie might have seemed paralyzed with fear at the sight of the giant demon, but when Dragmargoth’s claws came for him, he rolled beneath them and then stumbled back. He drew a sword from a sheath on his hip. A gleaming treasure with holy symbols etched across the silver blade.

“A consecrated blade?” roared Dragmargoth. “Where did you get that?”

“You would be surprised how many treasures the Knights Templar carry into battle,” said Alfie, backing closer to Myssandra and Josephine. The Dungeon Lord kept his guard up with the holy weapon and stole a glance over his shoulder at Myssandra. “Are you alright? He didn’t touch you, did he?”

“Oh ho ho ho!” Baron Dragmargoth’s blubbery body jiggled with his cruel mirth. “Do you hear that, Desdemona? The mortal cares for his pet demon! How amusing!”

“You won’t be laughing when I slice open that great wobbling belly of yours and spill your innards on this mountainside!” Alfie took a swing with the sword, which barely made Dramargoth flinch.

“Enough!” roared the baron, swinging one meaty hand and knocking aside Alfie’s consecrated blade. It flew from his hands and clattered against the rocks a dozen paces down the mountain. “I will take what is mine, starting with the princess!”

It seemed there would be no bargain today.


6

The Taste of Defeat

This was not the scenario Alfie had imagined when Myssandra contacted him. He had been brimming with confidence after defeating the Templars and Myssandra had rescued Princess Josephine. With no invading army blocking their way, it had seemed all he needed to do was get Myssandra and Josephine back to his dungeon’s entrance and simply walk through the gates and into safety.

Baron Dragmargoth’s presence complicated their escape. Alfie was shaken by the size and horror of the baron. Even for a man who dealt in all sorts of grotesque monsters, the baron was several orders of magnitude worse. A diseased, gluttonous giant that filled the air with his demonic stench and licked the lips of his belly mouth as if hungering for Alfie’s flesh.

“I am not becoming that thing’s dinner,” muttered Alfie. He looked at Myssandra again. Saw the fierce determination glowing red in her eyes. Her claws flexing with anticipation of a fight. She met Alfie’s gaze for a moment, and he whispered, “I will take the princess and get my sword. She is what he’s after. Buy me time.”

“Alfie, no, wait—”

This was not a time for “no” and “wait.” Dragmargoth was already starting towards them, those glistening black eyes furious beneath his misshapen brow. Alfie broke past Myssandra, grabbed Josephine around her slender waist, and slung her over his shoulder. She smelled of demonic residue and giggled as if Alfie was taking her for a ride on his shoulders.

With one hand on her naked bottom, he ran for the lower ledge of the mountain, leaping off the side and falling far enough that he thought his ankles might have broken on landing.

Dragmargoth roared with fury and thundered after Alfie. Myssandra raked her claws across his side, opening slashes on his belly and his arm that welled with ichor. He roared with pain and backhanded Myssandra, sending her skidding in the direction of Dezzy.

“Oooh, time to play,” giggled Dezzy, leaping upon Myssandra and grappling her in a carnal embrace. Myssandra was much bigger, so it would seem a mismatch in power, but Dezzy was flush from devouring souls and managed to pin Myssandra to the ground. The kiss of the succubus calmed Myssandra’s seething fury. The creamy thigh of the succubus pressing between Myssandra’s legs tamed her further.

Alfie had no time to worry about his beloved Myssandra. He set down Josephine on the ledge and retrieved the consecrated blade. It flared in his hands to warn him of the approaching baron. The huge demon bellowed from his belly mouth and jumped down on the ledge with Alfie, shaking loose rocks as big as Alfie’s head that went thudding down the mountainside.

“Mmmmmmm, your defiance is delicious,” roared Dragmargoth. “Nothing like a last battle to season a mortal’s flesh. Shall I swallow you whole, Dungeon Lord? Or would you rather I bite off pieces?”

“You can bite this!” shouted Alfie, charging at the baron and swinging the consecrated sword. The blade burned with holy light. Dragmargoth was unmoved by Alfie. The demon waited until the last moment and then struck with a fist that slammed into Alfie’s chest.

The blow was so powerful that Alfie felt his ribcage collide with his heart. His swing hacked into Dragmargoth’s forearm, but even as the blade sizzled and burned into the gluttonous demon’s flesh, Alfie lost his grip on the sword and collapsed. He couldn’t breathe. He could barely think. Dragmargoth plucked the burning sword from his arm and tossed it over the mountainside. It disappeared and clanged in the distance.

“Insolent pup,” laughed Dragmargoth, standing over Alfie so that the tattered edge of his torn loincloth was almost in Alfie’s face. The stench of his loins was eye-watering. “I have battled ten thousand centuries in the Realm of Sin. Slain a hundred million demons. Consumed countless mortals who thought themselves to be heroes. Do you think you can best me with some borrowed sword?”

“Protect... her,” rasped Alfie. He meant Myssandra, who was grunting and moaning as she tangled with Dezzy, but Dragmargoth took his words to mean Princess Josephine.

“The princess belongs to me. You are brave, I will give you that, Dungeon Lord. But bravery and foolishness are indistinguishable when the outcome is doom.”

The baron glanced at Myssandra, writhing in Dezzy’s embrace. He motioned to two of his guard demons and the dog-headed humanoids jumped down to the lower ledge with winged grace.

“Hold this one,” he said to them and gestured to Alfie. “Let him watch as I defile the one he wished to save. Perhaps I will feast upon his flesh as my dessert.”

Alfie, still barely able to breathe, managed to struggle and kick as the guardian demons grabbed him under his arms and hauled him to his feet. Their muscular arms might as well have been iron bands restraining him. Behind him, he could hear Dezzy laughing with delight and having her way with Myssandra. The succubus was claiming Myssandra’s cunt with her demonic cock and seemed to be feeding on Myssandra’s pleasure with every kiss and caress.

Dragmargoth scooped up Princess Josephine and held her like a doll in his massive arms. She arched against his belly, seemingly oblivious to the danger of his mouth as he turned and displayed her naked body to Alfie.

“Quite the delicious morsel,” growled the baron, showing off her slender frame to Alfie as the glistening, livid length of his tongue curled between her legs. Princess Josephine laughed and cried out with pleasure as that massive demonic tongue tasted her cunt. She sat atop it, balanced on the greasy appendage, jerking her hips as it slid against her soft folds. He continued by speaking awkwardly from the toothy mouth on his head. “Oh, yes, she is mine, Dungeon Lord. I have broken her and claimed her already. But now, I will seal her fate.”

“Yessss,” gasped Josephine, bucking with flushed pleasure atop his giant tongue. “Ohhhh seal my fate! Yes! Make me cummmm!”

She squeezed her thighs around Dragmargoth’s tongue and bucked hard to grind her clit against that slimy length. His tongue curled up almost to her navel and she rocked forward and back, her bottom colliding with his belly and her cunny spilling out her nectar upon his tongue.

Alfie watched in horror as the woman of total purity, the woman he had loved and admired for so long, came for the grotesque and monstrous Baron Dragmargoth. Fury and anguish warred within him as the baron lifted Princess Josephine from his tongue. The demon held her writhing body up for Alfie to see her blushing blonde cunny and the glistening fluids coating her inner thighs and bottom.

Dragmargoth clasped Josephine’s wrists in one hand, holding her higher still as his other hand struggled beneath his massive gut and finally untied his loincloth. The stained and tattered garment fluttered to down his bulging legs and was caught by the cold mountain wind and sucked away. Dragmargoth’s cock was a horror to match the rest of his body. A single white and purple pillar of gristle that dripped with slime and was as big as a horse’s cock surrounded by a half dozen green and red tentacles that were already reaching up to wrap around Josephine’s slender legs.

“Look on and despair, mortal,” laughed the baron. “Watch as I claim her womb! Watch as I breed the princess you covet!”

“Piece of shit!” Alfie snarled with anger, straining against the demons holding him tightly. “You only show your weakness by forcing yourself on the princess!”

“Oh! Ho ho!” Dragmargoth shook with laughter. “Does the princess seem forced? Tell him, my lovely. Tell him how badly you need my cock.”

“Mmmmm ohhhhh it’s so wonderful,” moaned Princess Josephine. “The way it stretches me and fills me is like… like heaven. Like a blessing from the gods.”

“Yes, dark gods,” laughed the baron. “Look how her cunny drips with desire. How she spreads herself wide for me even before my tentacles pry her legs apart. Show him, my lovely. Let the pitiful Dungeon Lord see how I claim what is mine.”

“If you were in my dungeon, I would tear you apart,” snarled Alfie. It was true, but here he was powerless, and his words only made the baron laugh again.

He wanted to look away but forced himself to watch as the foul gristle of Dragmargoth’s cock rose from beneath the demon’s gut and pressed its flattened tip against the gold-fringed petals of Josephine’s cunt. She let out a delighted cry, reaching back to hang from the baron’s neck, her back against his belly as he slowly parted her folds and invaded her cunt with his demonic cock. He lowered her slowly, perhaps to prevent injuring her with the size of his pillar, thrusting upwards as she was filled. Her abdomen stretched to reveal the bulge of his cock inside her.

“Ahhhhhh! Still snug despite all the terrible things I have done to her! Of course, she would never want a human lover again! Not after she has known the pleasures I offer!” The baron’s huge hands and his slithering tentacles lifted and bounced Josephine atop his cock. Her eyes were heavy with pleasure. Gasps and moans escaped her parted lips.

“Ohhhh please, breed me,” moaned Josephine, her hips working to ride atop Dragmargoth’s massive cock. “Claim my womb with your demon seed! Claim it and make me whole!”

The baron’s body jiggled with each rise and fall of Josephine’s bottom smacking against him, her cunt stretched wide nearly down to the demon’s root, pert breasts bouncing, her anus teased by the tip of a tentacle. Ecstasy furrowed her brow, and she howled with pleasure. She came so hard, her thighs shaking, her abdomen quivering, that her nectar spurted out and dripped heavily down the demonic cock and from his huge, hairless bollocks like two rotten gourds stuffed into a leather sack.

Drawing tighter.

Tighter. Pulsing within their sac. Until Dragmargoth’s bellowed with deafening pleasure and unleashed his potent demon seed in the fertile womb of the princess. Alfie felt the goodness in his heart fracture and break apart with that explosion. The moans and sighs of Myssandra being violated by Dezzy only added to his humiliation and anger. He could see Dragmargoth’s cock jerking with the baron’s release. Yellowish spunk flooded the princess to overflowing and poured out down her thighs to drip from her bare, bouncing feet.

“Yessssss! OHHHH! I feel it! Your glorious seed! Blessing me! Thank you, my beloved master!”

The words, and Dragmargoth’s mocking laughter, pushed Alfie too far. He found some hidden reserve of strength and twisted his arm free from the grasp of one of the guardian demons. Before either of the demons could react, Alfie picked up a fist sized rock and smashed it into the snout of the other demon. It howled in pain, ichor gushing forth from its broken nose, and it released him. He swung the rock again, smashing the skull of the other guardian demon.

Dragmargoth was still laughing, still forcing Josephine’s body up and down on his huge cock like a puppet. Her legs bouncing, her breasts quivering, and her belly bulging as he continued to empty his bollocks into her depths. Alfie started towards him, rock raised to lash out at the demon.

“Some fight left, eh boy?”

Dragmargoth ran his huge tongue over Josephine’s face and parted lips. The princess cradled it against herself as though trying to embrace it. Dragmargoth laughed and let her fall from his cock. His massive demonic dick slid from her cum-soaked cunny with a loud slurp as she fell facedown with her firm bottom in the air. Cum gushed from her obscenely gaping cunt and splattered onto the cold stones beneath her.

The gluttonous demon stepped over her, dragging his dangling cock across her bottom as he passed. He towered over Alfie.

“You’ve lost,” said Dragmargoth. “Myssandra, the princess, they belong to me.”

“No!” Alfie threw the rock, and it struck Dragmargoth in the face. The baron hardly moved.

“But you still have something I desire. I could invade your dungeon and claim it from you or whoever you have left in charge. Perhaps lose a thousand of my demons to the monsters protecting your vault. That’s what Lord Heraxon hopes I will do. He wants my warriors to bear the brunt of the second assault on your dungeon.” Dragmargoth’s mouths smiled in unison. “Or I could leave that to him and his revenants. And you and I could deal.”

“I do not deal with demons,” said Alfie.

“Then you would rather die? Here and now?” Dragmargoth leaned closer. “According to legend, it can be almost pleasant to digest in the stomach of a Stygian Ogre, but the screams I hear when I swallow a slave and digest their soul would seem to belie that claim. I implore you, Dungeon Lord, hear my offer before accepting complete annihilation.”

Alfie eyed the edge of the mountain, wondering if he could make it there and throw himself on the rocks below before being grabbed by Dragmargoth. It was a pitiful death, but wouldn’t it be better than being eaten?

“Alfie,” moaned Myssandra, somewhere behind him.

Her plaintive cry steeled his nerves.

“What do you propose?” asked Alfie.

“Ahhhhh, there’s a good lad,” said Dragmargoth, draping a huge arm around Alfie and pulling him against his belly. “It is quite simple, mortal. I will leave you in peace and you will bring me the Tears of Sorriel.”

“What do I get?”

“Other than your pathetic life? I will return your princess to you under the condition that when her child is born you allow my servants to come and collect it.” He reached down with one hand and wrapped it around the back of Josephine’s neck to lift her to her feet. “I am keeping her for now. Until I have the angel’s tears, the princess will remain in Kurz. My palace in the Realm of Sin.”

It was a terrible deal. One that left Alfie little hope of getting back what he had lost. But, for the moment at least, he had no choice but to give in to the baron’s demands.

“Alright,” said Alfie. “But you must swear that no harm will come to Josephine.”

“Ho ho! I will swear nothing to the likes of you, boy! But I have no intention of harming the princess. In fact,” Dragmargoth’s tongue slid out and licked her from her breasts to her face which made the princess coo with delight, “I will take very good care of her for you.”

“Very well,” said Alfie. “Myssandra and I will return—”

“Oh, no, mortal. Myssandra is mine and is not part of this negotiation. She will remain with me in Kurz. She has escaped me once and will not escape me again.” Dragmargoth laughed. “I will leave you Desdemona to keep an eye on things and make sure you hand over the tears. You have one day.”

“Wait! I am not letting you take Myssandra!” Alfie shouted in anger, but there was little he could do to stop them. Dragmargoth scooped up Josephine and the guardian demons collected Myssandra, who was weakened and delirious from being fucked by Dezzy. Alfie looked on in horror as they departed through the burning portal and into the smoke-shrouded abyss.

The portal snapped shut, leaving Alfie alone on the mountaintop with the naked succubus. She was as intoxicatingly beautiful as ever, but his heartbreak and rage girded Alfie against Dezzy’s influence.

“Sad to see her go, isn’t it?” Dezzy stuck out her lower lip to pout. “He thinks you love Josephine above all else, but I know the truth, master.”

“Don’t call me that,” said Alfie, pulling his robe tighter against the cold wind.

“You love her, and she loves you. The taste of love made her even more delicious while I was making her cum with my big, juicy cock.” Dezzy toyed with the dangling demon penis.

Alfie did his best to ignore her taunting and began to chant the translocation spell that Myssandra had taught him. At the last moment, as the spell’s firelight began to flicker, Dezzy threw her arms around Alfie’s shoulders and crushed her soft breasts against his back to join him on his journey home.


7

Cast a Dark Shadow

“Please tell me again why she is here,” said Luisa, looking angrily from Alfie to Dezzy. “This demon woman is responsible for most of the bad things happening to us right now.”

“I didn’t have a choice in the matter,” said Alfie, hanging the medallion he had reclaimed from Luisa around his neck and marching purposefully through his dungeon. “She won’t be here long. I need to collect some things from the vault to give to her, but first I need to speak with Smauke.”

“I wouldn’t wake him,” giggled Elsa, bouncing with voluptuous excitement as she trailed along behind Luisa. “He was ever so cross with me when I tickled his nose. He promised to incinerate the next person to bother him.”

“I am the Dungeon Lord. I don’t care what he said.” Alfie stopped at an intersection, trying to remember his way to the Dungeon Nexus being guarded by the huge dragon.

“Oooooh, I adore this new, forceful Alfie,” giggled Dezzy, hanging her naked curves from Alfie’s side. He shrugged her off and continued down the hall. “So bold and masculine. We could have some fun before I leave, master! I remember how intoxicatingly delicious you are!”

Alfie did his best to ignore the lure of Dezzy’s voice. Even after everything she had done, all the ruin she had brought to his dungeon, he still felt the pull of lust each time she caressed him or tempted him. It was at though she had a noose around his cock and the slightest tug stiffened him and threatened to yank him in her direction.

He reached the doors to the grand chamber leading to the Nexus and flung them open with frustration. The dim vastness of the room echoed with the rumbling snore of the dragon. Smauke curled in the shadows, a bronze-scaled hill that occasionally emitted puffs of smoke.

Dezzy and Elsa followed Alfie as he boldly approached the sleeping dragon. Luisa hung back near the entrance to the room. When Alfie’s footsteps did not wake the dragon, he marched up to its huge head.

“Get up,” shouted Alfie. “We need to talk.”

Smauke opened a reptilian eye, looked at Alfie, and closed it again.

“Smauke! Wake up, you lazy lizard!” Alfie kicked the dragon’s snout and Smauke awoke, blinking slowly as his lips curled back from arm-sized fangs in annoyance.

“Master,” growled the dragon. “Please take off that amulet so I might incinerate you. Or let me go back to sleep. You wouldn’t let me eat anyone and I’m cranky.”

“He’s always cranky,” observed Luisa, standing at a safe distance.

“Oooooh, a dragon,” purred Dezzy, draping herself against Alfie and teasing his ear with her fingers. “I’ve never seen you summon a dragon before.”

“Forgive me, mighty Smauke,” shouted Alfie. “My commands to you have been inconsiderate. In light of our great need for your continued assistance, I wish to give you a command that I think will please you.”

Even as Alfie shouted to the dragon, Dezzy began massaging the bulge in Alfie’s trousers and squeezing her bare breasts against his arm. Her tail wrapped around his leg and her hot tongue teased his ear. She was making such a scene with her vamping that Smauke even glanced in her direction before addressing Alfie.

“Mmmmmm? I doubt that very much,” said Smauke, swinging his tail with annoyance and lowering his massive head to glare at Aflie. “But speak. Master. What is your command?”

Alfie answered the dragon with a strange smile that seemed to invite the dragon’s temper. Then, with sudden force, Alfie shoved Dezzy away from him and towards the dragon. The succubus stumbled with surprise, letting out a yelp.

“Eat this bitch,” commanded Alfie.

“What!?” cried Dezzy. “You can’t do this to me!”

Smauke snapped his jaws around the shocked succubus like a giant dog catching a piece of meat thrown by its master. Dezzy disappeared with a crunch and a long gulp. Smauke exhaled twin curls of black smoke and, for once, his scaly lips did spread into a contented smile.

“Delicious,” declared the dragon.

“Ooooh! Fun! Do me next!” demanded Elsa, bouncing towards the dragon.

“With pleasure,” said Smauke, licking his lips.

“No!” Alfie snapped before Smauke decided to have another snack. “Do not eat our guest. I may have further uses for the mad lady of poisons.”

“Mmmmm,” grumbled Smauke, curling back up to sleep and digest his meal.

“Awww, you’re no fun,” said Elsa. “Well, that’s not actually true. You are very, very, very fun, Alfie.”

The voluptuous Dungeon Lord kissed him on the cheek and draped herself almost like Dezzy against his side. In her billowing, sheer white gown, her pale curves visible through the gauzy material, she was like a ghostly version of the succubus.

Not that Alfie was haunted by offing Dezzy.

“That wasn’t exactly a ‘Happy Ending’ for her,” said Luisa, a hint of accusation in her tone.

“It’s all a matter of perspective. I am happy about her ending.” Alfie set off for the vault, but spared Luisa a glance as she fell in beside him. “And she didn’t really die. I mean, she did, literally, but dying just banished her back to the pit. Demons can only be killed by another demon devouring their soul. She’s down there just waiting to cause me more trouble.”

He reached the vault and slowly unlocked and opened the massive door. The door rumbled open, revealing the vast pile of priceless treasures contained within. He stepped inside, heading towards the dark sarcophagus containing the angelic figure.

“What are you doing now?” asked Luisa, remaining alongside Elsa at the threshold of the vault.

“Collecting the tears of an angel,” explained Alfie. He opened the lid of the sarcophagus, producing a soft hiss and a waft of cool vapor. “The baron who will not be named demanded her tears as the price I must pay to get back Princess Josephine.”

“So you’re just giving them to him?” Luisa leaned as far as the vault would allow into the treasure room to get a look at the pale and agonizingly beautiful angel lying in the sarcophagus.

“He will not let me into his palace without the tears,” said Alfie, holding a glass vial to Sorriel’s delicate cheek. He gingerly scooped two of the dozen or so tears glittering on the angel’s face, frozen within the cold vapor of the sarcophagus.

“His palace… in the Realm of Sin? Alfie, this is madness. You just killed Dezzy. She’ll warn him.”

“Maybe she will, but he wants these tears so badly he was willing to go to war with me over them. He won’t be able to resist letting me into his presence.”

Alfie sealed the vial containing the tears. He wasn’t sure why, but he felt compelled to reach down into the cold vapor and caress the face of the angel. He knew she was mortally wounded, perhaps even actually dead, but there was some residual power there. It stirred at the touch of his fingertips. He withdrew his hand, uncertain what it might mean if he managed to somehow revive the angel. He closed her sarcophagus with a thud.

“The baron’s going to eat you up,” giggled Elsa.

“I have to agree with the crazy woman,” said Luisa, earning an adoring smile from Elsa. “I don’t know much about this baron, but if he did all this for those tears, why do you think he’ll play nice with you?”

“I don’t think he’ll play nice. I don’t think he’ll honor his agreement. I think he will betray me and want to murder me, probably brutally torture me for years before eating me.”

“OooOOOOOoooh,” moaned Elsa, tossing her fringe of dark hair as she ran a hand down over her heaving breasts and between her legs to press against her mound. “Keep going, Alfie. Describe it to me. Will the demons put needles under your fingers? Gnaw at your bollocks?”

“I don’t believe for a second you are dumb enough to walk into the Pit with a vial of angel tears and knowing full well you are going to die horribly. So what is your real plan?”

Alfie reached down and picked up a winged golden helm that thrummed with power. He selected a longsword of purest black that whispered to him when his fingers touched the handle. He chose a silver cuirass engraved with a depiction of an angelic figure holding a flaming sword aloft amid Mardoch’s columns. He selected gauntlets, greaves, and pauldrons. Boots and a wand, and rings that pulsed with magical power.

“My plan,” said Alfie, beginning to don the armor, “is to go there, defeat him, and take back what he has stolen from me.”

“Princess Josephine?” asked Luisa.

“No, silly,” giggled Elsa, still pleasuring herself through her dress as she leaned heavily against the petite thief. “He’s going to save the one he loves. The big tough demon woman.”

“Myssandra? You’re doing all this for her?”

“Oh, I’ll save the princess too,” said Alfie, sheathing the whispering sword on his hip. He felt the incredible strength of all the magical items seeming to entwine with his hot fury. “After I make that vile baron pay for what he has done.”

Luisa seemed about to further question the wisdom of Alfie’s plan, perhaps to ask how he would even get to the Realm of Sin, but a horn suddenly wailed through the dungeon. Alfie felt the intrusion.

“He’s here,” said Alfie.

“Lord Heraxon!” cried Elsa, her eyes aglow with delight as she pushed her fingers wrapped in silk into the channel of her cunt. She rolled her hips and fucked herself with her fingers, ecstasy flickering on her face. “He’s going to do such terrible things to all of us! Even me!”

Alfie stepped out of the vault and took off the amulet. He held it out to Luisa.

“Again? You expect me to do this again?” She made a sour face as she plucked the amulet from his fingers.

“Ohhhhh yessss, we don’t need to hold back anymore,” cried Elsa, sucking on the fingers that she had just withdrawn from her cunt. “He will come with his revenants and the monsters of his allies. It will be a monster-on-monster massacre. Ohhhhh such violence you cannot even imagine. It will be glorious!”

Elsa fell upon Luisa and began kissing her and groping the thief’s body. Luisa hardly seemed to notice as she put on the amulet.

“You don’t need to defeat him, just defend the dungeon and hold him back until I return,” said Alfie, looking almost knightly in his mismatched suit of magical armor.

“Don’t worry, Alfie, we’ll use every dirty trick I know,” giggled Elsa, finally distracting Luisa enough to earn a glare from the thief. Elsa replied by planting a heated kiss on Luisa’s lips and pressing her hand between Luisa’s legs. The thief almost succumbed to Elsa’s smothering caress before shoving the voluptuous Dungeon Lord away.

“Stop that,” said Luisa. “You’re a madwoman and I have a dungeon to run.”

Alfie stopped and took Luisa’s hand. He peered into her golden-brown eyes.

“I have always believed in you,” said Alfie. “There is not greater thief in all of Aropa. So steal this from the arrogant prick. Steal victory from him.”

“You’ve always been a fighter,” said Luisa, taking Alfie’s other hand. “Show this baron you’re more than just a Dungeon Lord. I know you can do it.”

Elsa reached into the embrace and took one of Luisa’s hands and one of Alfie’s hands. She giggled and spoke in a breathy, overly excited voice.

“I’ve known you both so well, and our love has grown so deeply, I just want to say, I hope when you get skinned alive by demons or impaled on revenant spears that your suffering lasts for days. That they inject acid into your veins and slowly disembowel—”

“That’s enough, Elsa,” said Alfie. “Thank you for your, ah, well-wishes. You help Luisa as much as possible. The goal here is not to be tortured and killed.”

“But if we are being tortured, I can enjoy it, right?” asked Elsa, biting her lower lip.

“Yes, if it comes to torture, have fun,” said Alfe, giving Luisa a sympathetic look. “Now go, to the Dungeon Table, both of you.”

Alfie waited until Luisa and Elsa had departed before drawing the whispering sword from its sheath. He had chosen the blade because he had heard its whispers. It had sensed his desire and promised to transport him to the Realm of Sin.

“One taste of your blood is all I require,” whispered the sword. “Draw me across your palm. Feel the bite of my blade and I will take you where you wish.”

“Don’t be a fool, boy,” rasped a voice that emerged from the nearby wall.

The specter of Tiberius Ivanhoe, looking especially bedraggled and crazed, came floating through the stone and hovered near his nephew.

“I have no time for you, Tiberius,” muttered Alfie, considering the pure black blade of the sword.

“You’ve brought my dungeon to the edge of ruin, you’ve enraged three powerful enemies, and now you contemplate sending yourself to the Realm of Sin? For what? A demon cunt? Some self-righteous princess?” Tiberius swooped angrily around Alfie. “You have the whole of the Secret Society of Protectors arrayed against you! Even your allies have retreated from you, but they will likely pay the price in time for associating with you. Now you run and leave my dungeon in the hands of that… that girl! Again!”

Alfie opened his hand and balanced the razor-sharp edge of the black blade against his upturned palm.

“No! Wait! Don’t do it, boy!” Tiberius swooped lower so his wild-eyed bearded face loomed in Alfie’s view. “There is no way back from the Souldrinker Blade! One taste of your blood and it will cast you to hell! There is no return from this!”

Alfie could feel the malevolent power of the blade. The sword’s hunger so keen it was as if it might drool upon his hand.

“I will return,” said Alfie. “I must return. I am bringing them both back with me.”

“You only add to this misfortune,” rasped Tiberius. “I have no fondness for you, welp, but you are the last of my line! It ends with you!”

Alfie finally met his ghostly uncle’s mad gaze.

“Then it ends,” he said quietly.

The edge bit into his palm and agony flared through Alfie’s body. The jolt of pain crushed his heart and cast a dark shadow across his soul.

I am dying, realized the erstwhile Dungeon Lord. The old fool was right. That is how the sword is taking me to the Pit. By stealing my life.

But it was too late to question this method.

The sword cackled within his mind. The Pit opened beneath Alfie. A great maw meant to swallow condemned mortal souls. He was drawn downward, inexorably, like a man trying to walk his way out of hungry quicksand and only sinking deeper.

“Stupid boy!” shouted Tiberius, swooping angrily above him.

The ground itself seemed to slip away and as the sword continued to laugh, Alfie plunged through a burning membrane. He plummeted through the hot, fetid darkness, falling through roiling clouds of abyssal firestorms and towards a blighted landscape of vast and twisting geography.

Into the depths of the Realm of Sin.


Book 10: Into the Depths of Hell
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Onslaught of the Monsters

A single overturned torch guttered weakly in the lobby of the Happy Ending’s Dungeon.

The tiled floor was smeared with blood and liquid was dripping somewhere unseen in the darkness. Bits of armor lay discarded from the captured Templars. A group of wary gnomes watched the entrance from behind the overturned welcome desk. They were armed with small crossbows, slingshots, and finned javelins.

These were the hardened survivors of the group of gnomes that had been with the dungeon almost since the beginning. The usually merry creatures had hard eyes and clenched jaws. They could feel that the Dungeon Lord had left them. In his place was a temporary overseer. The human thief called Luisa. Not of the blood and not a proper Dungeon Lord. Having her in charge of the dungeon while facing invasion from the combined forces of most of the Secret Society of Protectors was not a good omen.

None of them spoke, but all of them thought it: they were waiting for death.

Death, when it came, ignored the barricaded entrance of the dungeon and instead swept silently in through the rock walls. The unearthly blue glow of a dozen wraiths lit up the dungeon defenders. The gnomes shouted in fear. Some broke and scampered away. Others bravely stood their ground and fired crossbows and threw javelins. The projectiles sailed harmlessly through the incorporeal bodies of the wraiths.

Then, without mercy, the icy touch of the hungry spirits was upon the gnomes. They all died whether they stood and fought or turned and ran.

In the Dungeon Nexus, Luisa watched on the Dungeon Table as the glowing miniatures of the gnomes winked out of existence and the ghostly blue figurines of the wraiths filled the dungeon’s entry hall.

“Already wraiths, huh?” Elsa leaned over the table beside Luisa, her ample bust dragging down the neckline of her sheer robe. “Lord Heraxon really isn’t taking any chances if he is using wraiths this early in his assault.”

“What’s his next move?” asked Luisa.

“He will take a moment to consolidate, probably bringing more troops into the entry hall, then I suppose he’ll send those wraiths in after us. Try to make it to the Dungeon Nexus with them.”

“So what stops wraiths?” asked Luisa.

“Hmmmmm, not much,” said Elsa, tapping a finger against her plush lips. “But you did take a bunch of Templars prisoners. Maybe you can persuade a few of them that thwarting the undead would be worth their while. Their holy weapons might work against the wraiths.”

“Those surly church boys won’t help us,” said Luisa.

“Mmmmm, I might be able to persuade them,” said Elsa, staring off into the distance, toying with her neckline and imagining the methods she might use to do the persuading. Her dreamy smile faded as she snapped out of her fantasy. “No. Those self-righteous fools would rather be wraith-drained than help. They think we kidnapped the queen and that Lord Heraxon is on their side.”

“But their weapons might still be useful,” said Luisa.

Thanks to Luisa, lizard men wielding holy swords, maces, and axes met the wraiths as they entered the corridors beyond the entry hall. The weapons flared with holy fury as they contacted the insubstantial flesh of the wraiths. The hungry ghosts howled as they were torn from existence and banished back to the realm of the dead.

Luisa and Elsa cheered and embraced in the Dungeon Nexus. But their celebration was short-lived as a swarm of feminine fire spirits followed on the heels of the wraiths. These voluptuous flame girls were not immune to the holy weapons, but they could project flames and set even the scaly flesh of the lizardkin ablaze.

There followed a brief but furious battle. Then the lizard men were in full retreat, and the flame-haired, voluptuous spirits were advancing deeper into the dungeon.

“I know who can dispatch those incendiary harlots back to their elemental plane,” said Elsa, pointing at the largest figurine on the Dungeon Table.

“I was saving him for later,” said Luisa. “But you’re right, he’ll know what to do with the fire spirits.”

Smauke, still savoring his succubus snack, was not happy to be roused from his slumber, but when Luisa gave him instructions to “eat everything you find between you and the front gate” his mood lifted considerably.

“Spare none?” He growled, addressing the voice of the dungeon.

“Kill them all,” commanded Luisa.

“I like you much better than that boy you are replacing,” chuckled Smauke. The immense dragon stood and began to thunder down the main corridor of the dungeon in the direction of the entrance. Where doors were too small, the massive dragon made bigger doors, knocking his way through walls and archways with ease.

Back in the Dungeon Nexus, Luisa guided the other monsters out of Smauke’s path and watched the dragon’s figurine moving closer and closer to the converging fire spirits. When Smauke encountered the fire women, his figurine seemed to simply absorb them.

The reality was far messier. Smauke smashed his way among the fire spirits, his jaws open wide as he snapped them off their feet and out of the air. Their voluptuous, incandescent bodies burst apart in sprays of magma and he gulped them down one after another. The spirits were too single-minded to attempt to flee. They blasted him with streams of fire that washed harmlessly over his black iron scales.

He gulped them all down and when he had swallowed the fire spirits he expelled them again in a superheated roar of flames. The fire washed away everything still in his path, blasting into the dungeon’s entry hall and incinerating a battalion of skeleton warriors forming up to join the attack. Heraxon himself was forced back out of the dungeon by the flames.

Luisa slapped a high-five on Elsa with such force that it sent Elsa’s ample breasts jiggling. She laughed and looked at her hand, apparently unfamiliar with the gesture.

“We’ve got them on the run,” said Luisa.

“Only the start,” said Elsa. “Lord Heraxon will be back, and soon. A smart girl pulls our big dragon boy Smauke back closer to the Dungeon Nexus. Are you a smart girl?”

Luisa saw the sense in that and commanded Smauke to retreat to his treasure hoard. The huge dragon grumbled, but obeyed, making way for Luisa to reinforce the entry hall with goblin ambushers and orc warriors.

The bloody game of tit-for-tat soon resumed, as Lord Heraxon sent a wall of lumbering golems into the dungeon. These shrugged off the goblin’s projectiles, forcing the diminutive creatures to retreat or be destroyed. The orcs managed to slow the golems down, but only briefly before the indefatigable stone warriors routed them as well.

Luisa summoned dark elf skirmishers to counter the onslaught of the golems. These nimble elves harassed the golems, drawing them away from the Dungeon Nexus and into a series of pit traps. Once inside the pits, Elsa buried the golems using the Dungeon Table, creating cave-ins where needed to pin the indefatigable killers under piles of stone even the golems could not shift.

The golems were not immediately followed by another wave. That gave Luisa time to repair the damage the golems did to the dungeon. She flooded the entrance and sent forward a cadre of wug frog men to meet the next attack. She held the dark elves back to cover any retreat. Then nothing happened.

“Maybe he’s giving up,” mused Luisa.

“Oh, you know better than that,” said Elsa, settling her plush bottom on one edge of the table and nearly overturning several figurines. “That scar-faced old prick will not admit defeat until he’s buried under a pile of corpses. And I know him well enough to know he has a few cards yet to play.”

Elsa leaned back and toyed with one of the beast men figurines in one of the newly created barracks rooms. Elsa’s finger slowly stroked the groin of the figurine as if it might reveal a tiny beastly erection. The figure tipped over, and she kept rubbing at it gently with her fingertip.

“Elsa, be careful with those,” warned Luisa.

“I was just…”

Elsa’s words trailed off as a strange shape appeared at the entrance of the dungeon. It was so large and unusual that for a moment Luisa thought it might be a rock fall or perhaps several large figurines clumped together. Then it began to move into the dungeon with purpose, and she saw its outline more clearly.

A humanoid shape hunched and massive, not quite a giant in stature, but certainly in bulk. Seams showed even on the figurine, as though its massive arms and legs had been sewn to its hulking torso by a mad surgeon. Its head, neckless and broad, was humanoid, but split nearly ear-to-ear by a mouth filled with the teeth of an enormous shark.

It bowled past the wug frog men with their poison darts and spears, hardly even seeming to notice the resistance they offered. Their amphibian ranks were scattered and those that survived went into full retreat.

“What is that thing?” demanded Luisa. “Some sort of ogre? I don’t recognize it from the Dungeon Catalog.”

“Hmmmmm,” said Elsa. “It looks familiar to me.”

Luisa quickly moved the trolls forward in the hopes that their size and healing abilities might slow down this creature. Its ferocity was evident even in miniature as tiny troll limbs went flying and headless troll carcasses were flung out of its path. The trolls did manage to slow it down, but only slightly.

“At this rate, even Smauke won’t be able to stop this thing,” said Luisa, glancing at the heavy defensive door to the Dungeon Nexus as though it might be smashed open at any second.

“I know it!” exclaimed Elsa, clapping her hands and jiggling with delight. “It has been many years since I’ve seen it, it has been modified, but I was there when this Creature was created.”

“You were? What’s it called?”

“’Creature,’” said Elsa. “Or ‘The Monster.’ He is a barely verbal maniac fused together from the world’s most brutal warriors and killers. He was one of Heraxon’s pets he had sewn together from parts by Sirabian corpse peddlers and brought back to life with alchemy and electro sorcery. A special weapon to destroy the most troublesome intruders. His favorite creation before he had Shrike made. But Creature was too troublesome himself, too prone to violence and difficult to control with even a Dungeon Lord’ s magic. I thought Heraxon had destroyed him.”

“Looks like he saved him for offensive purposes,” said Luisa. “So how do I stop him?”

“You don’t,” said Elsa, sliding off the Dungeon Table and jiggling a little when she landed on her feet. “I do.”

“You do what now?” asked Luisa, her brow furrowing as she glanced between Elsa and the Dungeon Table where Creature was batting aside a series of swinging spike traps that each weighed as much as a bull.

“I know him,” said Elsa, stressing the second word. “We had a bit of a thing going for a while. He might be under orders to kill us all, but he was never very good at following orders.”

“What do you mean by ‘a thing’? How do you have ‘a thing’ with a giant maniac killer?”

“Oh, it was easier than you think,” giggled Elsa. “Trust me. I’ll handle him.”

With that, Elsa slipped out of the Dungeon Nexus with a wiggle of her hips and a fluttering of her sheer dress. She left Luisa behind to oversee the path of destruction Creature was tearing through the Happy Endings Dungeon.

She passed chastened dark elves and bandaged gnomes, goblins, and wugs who watched her flutter among them with battle-shocked expressions. She hummed to herself, pirouetting and letting her fingers trail over their wounded bodies. So much suffering caused by Lord Heraxon, it was all so thrilling, but her capricious sympathies still lay with Alfie and, to a far lesser extent, his chosen substitute back in the Dungeon Nexus.

“Luuuuuisa,” sang Elsa, her dark hair and gossamer skirt twirling as she danced through the rather smelly ranks of a zombie battalion. Their cloudy eyes followed her movements as though they wanted to snap their jaws on her luscious curves. “Maybe later, boys.”

She giggled, emerging from their rotting formation and down the corridor. She could hear Creature by then. The boom and smash of his fists hammering open some reinforced door. She saw a cloud of smoke gusting into the passage as he destroyed some sort of monster put in his path to slow him down.

Creature roared and came crashing through a wall and into the corridor. He filled it, blocking it entirely with his bulk as he thrashed with a massive serpent constricting his body. He lumbered, fell to one knee, struggling with the serpent. It clamped its jaws on his neck, and he howled with eye-bulging fury. Then he grabbed the serpent with both hands and twisted its head from its body.

The serpent’s coils thrashed mindlessly, knocking stones from the walls. Creature looked the severed head in its dying eyes and then tossed it over his shoulder. He shook off blood and dust like a dog shaking off water and glowered down the corridor in search of his next victim.

His expression of bottomless rage was frozen by the sight of Elsa standing before him. Her sheer gown fluttered about her long, pale legs and the heaving ampleness of her breasts. She spread her arms wide.

“Creature!” she shouted. “It’s me! It’s Elsa!”

Creature’s overhanging brow knitted in confusion. His eyes blazed with bestial fury. He roared like some enraged jungle primate and charged.

Even Elsa, generally fearless and particularly unafraid of death and maiming, felt a sudden surge of terror at the sight of Creature charging. But she did not move. She held her arms wide. She offered herself up to fate knowing that if anything could save her it was her diabolically good pussy.

“RRAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!! EL-SAAAAAAA!” Creature roared, slamming into her, knocking her off her feet, into the air, and finally into his arms. He caught her, crushed her against his chest, snarling and drooling.

As he smashed a kiss to her lips.

“MMmmmmmmm!” She cried out, smothered by a mouth as wide as her head. She suddenly felt that tongue as wide as her hand forcing its way into her mouth. His tongue against hers. The tang of blood on his lips. The heat of his alchemically, electrically supercharged body pressing her back against the wall. One massive hand cradling her bottom and the other curling fingers as thick as her wrist into her gown and tearing it away like paper.

“Ahhhhhh!” she cried against his lips as she felt her breasts bounce free and her dark-thatched cunny being bared. The brute pulled back to remind himself of the luscious abundance of Elsa’s pale curves. He dragged his rough fingers over her breasts, her ghostly pale nipples, and down between her thighs. He spread her legs on his huge hand and pushed two massive fingers into her cunt.

“Ahhhh! Easy now! I see you do remember me! Do you remember how to behave, Creature?”

He snarled, baring those massive fangs. But he saw her scolding expression. He looked into her eyes.

“Hnnnnn?”

“You remember, Creature,” said Elsa. “I like it rough, but you can’t break me. Not unless I tell you to break me.”

“Hnnnhnn,” he growled, drooling through his teeth and down the slab of his chin as he withdrew one of the two fingers in her pussy.

“That’s better,” she said. “Now fuck me with that finger. Go on. Ohhhhhhh! Yesssss! You can do it harder than that! Ohhhh! I can feel every joint in that big finger. Fuck me with it! Look at how you’re making my breasts bounce, Creature! Ohhhhh fuck… that’s good. Go on, lick my tits. I know you like the way they taste! Ahhhhhhh!”

“Elssssaaaaa,” growled the creature.

“That’s right!” cried Elsa, embracing his head and hugging it against the soft crush of her breasts. “My big handsome stitched-up boy remembers me! Ohhhh!”

The creature pumped his fingers faster, looking up at her with his mismatched eyes as his huge tongue licked back and forth over her mounds. She leaned her face down, pressing a kiss to his forehead. He groaned, curling his fingers inside her, and her ecstasy gripped his thick knuckles and fat fingers. She howled with ecstasy, arching against him, her juices spilling out of her overstuffed cunt.

“Ahhhhhh! I’m cumming for you, my handsome Creature! Cumming for your fingers! Remember… remember how Mommy Elsa made you feel good!”

“Feel good! Elsaaaa!” Her roared, easing his fingers from her trembling cunt as he gave her breasts a last lick. Creature sniffed his dripping digits and then gave them a slow lick. Then he stood slowly, towering above her, an imposing patchwork wall of muscle and scars. He reached one hand down and grabbed the ragged fabric of his loincloth. He tore it aside, freeing the serpent that nestled between his bulging thighs. 

“Oh, my,” Elsa gasped, her dark eyes widening as the monster’s cock sprang free. It was a terrifying thing, thick as her wrist and mottled with veins that pulsed like angry worms beneath the skin. The head was bulbous and dark purple, weeping a thick, milky fluid that dripped onto the stone floor. It was a weapon of war disguised as a phallus, stitched together from the potency of giants and the lust of satyrs.

“Elsa… take… take!” Creature roared, his hips jerking forward and making his cock swing and slap against her.

“Yes! Yes, Mommy wants it!” Elsa cried, dropping to her knees before the behemoth. She didn’t hesitate. She grabbed the thick root of his cock with both pale hands, her sharp nails teasing the sensitive skin, and opened her mouth as wide as she could.

She took the head of the monster into her mouth, her cheeks bulging as she forced herself down onto him. It tasted of unholy secretions, alchemical slimes of the grave, a flavor that drove Elsa’s perverse lust to new heights. She bobbed her head, sucking greedily, her throat working to accommodate the immense girth.

Creature threw his head back and howled, a sound that shook dust from the dungeon ceiling. His massive hands clamped onto Elsa’s head, not gently, but she didn’t care. She loved the roughness. She loved the danger that he might crush her skull like a melon.

“Good boy!” she mumbled around his shaft, her tongue swirling around the ridge of his cock head. “Give it to Mommy!”

Creature groaned, his knees shaking. His mismatched eyes rolled back in his head. The rage that Heraxon had instilled in him was melting away, replaced by the overwhelming need to breed. The pleasure of Mommy. Just as he seemed on the brink of flooding her throat with his cum, he yanked Elsa up from the floor, lifting her effortlessly as if she were a doll.

“Fuck!” he bellowed.

“Yes! Impale me!” Elsa shrieked, wrapping her legs around his massive waist.

He slammed her against the cold stone wall, the impact knocking the wind out of her, but she only laughed, biting her lip in anticipation. He didn’t tease. He didn’t wait. He lined up his massive tool with her dripping, eager cunt and drove it home in one earth-shattering thrust.

“AAAAAHHHHH!” Elsa screamed, her head thrown back, her spine arching. It felt like she was being split in two, a delicious, searing pain that filled her completely. She clamped her inner muscles around him, milking the giant cock as he began to piston into her.

It was a violent, animalistic coupling. Creature grunted and roared with every thrust, slamming Elsa’s pale body against the wall again and again. Her breasts bounced wildly, slapping against his scarred chest. She raked her nails down his back, drawing black blood, urging him on.

“Harder! Break me, you big brute! Fill me with your monster cum!” she wailed, her voice echoing down the corridor.

Back in the Dungeon Nexus, Luisa watched the scene unfold on the Dungeon Table with a mixture of horror and begrudging admiration. The figurine representing Creature had stopped its rampage and was now locked in a rhythmic embrace with the figurine of Elsa.

“She’s actually doing it,” Luisa muttered, wiping sweat from her brow. “She’s fucking the juggernaut into submission.”

On the battlefield, the effect was immediate. The connection between Creature and Lord Heraxon wavered. Without his unstoppable weapon leading the charge, and with Smauke guarding the rear, the assault faltered. The skeleton warriors, bereft of their vanguard, crumbled under the counterattack of the dark elves.

“They’re pulling back,” Luisa noted, watching the enemy markers retreat towards the entrance. “Heraxon is cutting his losses.”

Back in the corridor, the climax was approaching. Creature was panting like a steam engine, his entire body slick with sweat. He drove into Elsa one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and froze. A low growl started in his chest, building to a deafening roar.

“RRAAAAAAAHHHH!”

Elsa screamed with him as he erupted inside her. It was a flood, a torrent of hot, thick seed that billowed into her womb, stretching her, filling her until she thought she might burst. She convulsed around him, her eyes rolling back, drool spilling from her lips as she rode out the waves of his monstrous orgasm.

He held her pinned to the cave wall for a long while, twitching and spurting, until finally, his mighty legs gave out. He slid down the wall, carrying Elsa with him, until they collapsed in a heap on the floor. Creature’s head lolled onto Elsa’s heaving bosom, his breathing rugged and heavy. He was asleep before his cock even fully softened.

Elsa lay there, pinned beneath the massive bulk of the monster, covered in sweat and cum, a wide, delirious smile plastered on her face.

“That…” she wheezed, stroking the monster’s sweaty hair, “was… fun.”

Luisa arrived a few minutes later, flanked by a pair of wary orc guards. She looked down at the snoring monster and the disheveled Dungeon Lord.

“You okay down there?” Luisa asked, crossing her arms.

“Never better,” Elsa purred, stretching languidly. “He’s a keeper, Luisa. Can we keep him? Please?”

Luisa looked at the massive creature. He had torn through their defenses like they were paper. If Heraxon got control of him again, they were doomed. But if he belonged to Elsa now…

“Don’t kill him,” Luisa ordered the orcs, who looked disappointed. She turned back to Elsa. “Fine. But he’s your responsibility. You chain him up, you feed him, and you keep him happy. If he wakes up and starts smashing things, I’m blaming you.”

“Oh, I’ll keep him very happy,” Elsa giggled, kissing the top of Creature’s head.

With the immediate threat neutralized, Luisa returned to the Dungeon Nexus. The adrenaline was fading, replaced by a heavy, gnawing dread. They had won the battle, but the war was far from over. Heraxon was still out there, regrouping. The princess was still missing.

And Alfie…

“Where are you, you idiot?” she whispered to the figurines on the Dungeon Table.

She thought of Alfie, alone, plunging into the hellish landscape of the Realm of Sin. He had no army, no dragon, no beautiful demoness to protect him. Just a few magical trinkets and his own stubborn refusal to die. Then again, he also seemed to be the luckiest bastard in Aropa. Besides, he had left Luisa his mess to deal with at the Dungeon. Waves of monsters waiting to rip her to pieces.

His predicament couldn’t be worse than hers.
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The Worst of All Possible Predicaments

Alfie fell a thousand miles straight down and cratered into the ground.

It was what passed for a soft landing in the Realm of Sin. He slammed into a landscape of shifting, sulfurous mud, the impact driving the breath from his lungs and burying him waist-deep in the muck. The heat was immediate and oppressive, a physical weight that pressed against his silver cuirass and seeped through the joints of his greaves.

He gasped, choking on air that tasted of ash and rot, and clawed his way out of the sloppy pit his arrival had formed. His winged golden helm had shifted over his eyes; he shoved it back up, blinking against the stinging crimson twilight that passed for day in this forsaken place.

“Kill them,” a voice whispered in his mind. It was cold, sharp, and eager. “Spill their blood. Let me drink.”

Alfie looked down at the black scabbard on his hip. The Souldrinker blade was vibrating against his thigh, hungry for the violence of this realm.

“Quiet,” Alfie muttered, wading through the sludge. “We’re here to save people, not slaughter them.”

“Saving is boring,” the sword hissed. “You’re dead! The forever slaughter begins now!”

Alfie ignored the weapon and surveyed his surroundings. He was in a vast, sprawling swamp of bubbling tar and incandescent, toxic fungi. In the distance, rising like a jagged black tooth against the burning sky, was a fortress of impossible size. Spires twisted like tortured limbs, and green fire belched from its highest towers.

“Kurz,” Alfie said, wiping sweat and mud from his face. “Baron Dragmargoth’s palace.”

It looked miles away. Miles of hostile, demon-infested terrain.

He began to trudge toward it, his magical boots sinking into the mire with every step. The swamp was alive with malice. Insects the size of hawks buzzed overhead, their stingers dripping with venom. Small, skittering things with too many teeth and the tiny faces of tortured human souls nipped at his heels until he kicked them away.

He had not gone a hundred paces when the swamp itself seemed to heave upwards against him in anger.

A mound of sludge bubbled and roiled in his path. Alfie reached for his sword, but the muck surged, coalescing into a towering, vaguely humanoid shape. Mud sluiced away to reveal a voluptuous female form composed entirely of thick, brown slime. She had no eyes, only a gaping maw, and breasts that hung heavy and wet, dripping sludge as she loomed over him.

“Flesssh,” the Mud Demon gurgled, her voice a wet slap. “Warm… flesssh.”

“Back!” Alfie shouted, drawing the Souldrinker. The black blade flared with dark light.

The Mud Demon didn’t care. She lunged, her body losing its solidity as she crashed into him like a tidal wave of filth. Alfie swung the sword, shearing through her midsection, but the slime simply reformed around the blade. She engulfed him, her body heavy and suffocating, pinning him into the muck.

Alfie struggled, but the demon’s strength was fluid and crushing. She flowed over him, her slime forcing its way into the cracks of his armor. He felt the wet, slimy weight of her breasts pressing against his face, smothering him in mud.

“Mine,” she groaned, her body solidifying around his limbs, trapping him.

Alfie gasped as he felt the slime invade his trousers. The demon’s lower body churned, forming a tight, suctioning channel that wrapped around his waist. He felt wet, earthen lips form around his cock, warm and incredibly tight.

“Oh, god! No! Get off!” Alfie yelled, but his protest turned into a groan as the mud demon began to grind against him.

He could feel warm, slippery mud beginning to pulse rhythmically around him. The demon violated him with her entire body, her internal structure shifting to milk him. The suction was immense, pulling at him, threatening to drag his very organs out through his cock. She was trying to devour him, to absorb him into her mass through the act of mating.

“Feed me!” the demon gurgled, the words bubbling through the surface of her wobbling voluptuousness as her sludge-formed hips bucked wildly.

Alfie tried to reach for the ring, to summon his strength, but the pleasure hit him like a physical blow. The mud demon’s insides were growing hotter and churning, a perfect, liquid vice that squeezed his cock from every angle. He threw his head back with a splatter into the muck, his body arching as the first wave of ecstasy crumbled his resolve.

“N-no! Ahhhh!”

He couldn't hold it back. The sensation was too intense, too pervasive. With a strangled cry, Alfie erupted, pumping hot ropes of seed into the demon’s earthen womb. He spurted again and again, his body betraying him, feeding the monster exactly what she craved.

“Yessss,” the demon gurgled, shivering as she absorbed his essence. The mud around him seemed to pulse, tightening, drawing him deeper into her mass.

Alfie went limp, panting, his mind fuzzy. It felt… peaceful. The heat was soothing now. Why fight? Why struggle through this hellscape when he could just stay here?

“More,” the demon purred, the vibration humming against his chest. “Give me more.”

She didn’t let him rest. The suction around his softening cock intensified, a rhythmic, milking that dragged him back to hardness in seconds. It was demanding and painful.

“Wait… stop…” Alfie mumbled, but his hips were already bucking against her, driven by a primal need he couldn't control.

She ground down on him, faster this time. The mud slicked his body, sliding against his armor, invading his senses. He felt himself slipping away, his will dissolving like sugar in hot water.

“Good meat,” she whispered into his ear with a mouth made of wet clay. “Stay. Become part of the swamp.”

“Y-yes,” Alfie gasped, his eyes rolling back. He was close again. So close. The pleasure was a blinding white light in the dark swamp. He thrust up into her, desperate to empty himself, to give her everything she wanted.

“Oh god! I’m… I’m cumming again! Take it! Take it all!”

He screamed as a second, more violent orgasm ripped through him. He poured himself into the demon, his life force flowing out with his seed. He felt cold, hollowed out, ready to just close his eyes and sink...

“Pathetic worm!” The voice of the Souldrinker sword slashed through the haze of his pleasure-drunk mind. “You die here, ejaculating into a mud puddle? KILL HER!”

The sharp bite of the sword's anger snapped Alfie back to reality. He realized with horror that the mud was rising over his face, closing over his nose and mouth. She was drowning him in filth while he came. He wasn’t certain he could actually die after sacrificing his life to enter the Realm of Sin, but he could become trapped for eternity in the slurping embrace of the mud demon.

Alfie’s survival instinct flared. His hand, pinned by the muck, found the ring on his index finger. The Ring of Titan’s Strength. He focused his will, activating the artifact.

A surge of raw power flooded his muscles. With a roar, Alfie ripped his arm free from the mud demon’s grasp. He didn’t use the sword this time. He grabbed the demon by the thick column of slime that passed for her throat and squeezed.

The Titan’s Strength turned his grip into a vice of iron. The mud demon shrieked as her form lost cohesion under the pressure. Alfie thrust his hips up, bucking hard against her suction, and tore himself free from her earthen womb with a wet shluck.

“No!” she gurgled, trying to reform.

Alfie grabbed the Souldrinker and plunged it into the center of her mass. The sword shrieked with glee. Black veins shot through the mud, drinking the animating magic that held the demon together. She dissolved into a puddle of lifeless, gray slurry with a final few bubbles of agony.

Alfie stood up, panting, covered in slime, his cock still throbbing from the assault. He tucked himself back into his trousers, his hands shaking.

“One down,” he muttered. “About a million to go.”

He waded to a patch of drier land, scraping the worst of the mud from his armor. A shadow fell over him, large and winged. Alfie looked up, expecting a dragon or a gargoyle.

Instead, a woman descended from the crimson clouds.

She landed with a heavy thud, her black iron boots cracking the stone. She was magnificent and terrifying. Tall, with skin the color of burnished bronze and hair like a spill of ink. Great, feathery black wings folded behind her back. She wore armor of red steel that accented her lethal curves, emphasize her ample breasts and leaving her toned stomach and thighs bare. She held a flaming whip in one hand and a jagged longsword in the other.

Alfie, his mind still reeling from Dezzy and Myssandra, blinked. “A succubus?”

The woman laughed. It was a cold, martial sound. “Do not insult me, mortal. I am no cock sheath for lonely wizards. I am an Erinyes. A fury of the first order.”

“Didn’t mean it as an insult,” said Alfie.

“You are the Dungeon Lord. The one Baron Dragmargoth seeks.” She looked him up and down, her eyes burning like coals. “Not much to look at, even for a mortal.”

“I’m Alfie, uh, Alfred Ivanhoe,” he said, raising his sword. “And if you’re working for the baron, you can come and get me.”

The Erinyes smirked. She didn’t attack. She circled him, her hips swaying with a predatory grace. “Working for that gluttonous pig? I serve the will of the Pit itself, little man. But I admit… I am curious. You gave up your life to march into the Realm of Sin. For what? What could be so valuable? And don’t say—”

“Love,” said Alfie.

“Ugh!” She lashed her whip, the crack sounding like a thunderclap. “That mortal princess? The little golden-haired slip of a girl? Stupid, mortal.”

“I’m not interested in debating this with you, Erinyes.”

“I am Elyndra. And I will not help you unless you prove you are worthy.”

“I didn’t ask for your help! I’ll walk to Kurz.”

“You will die in the swamp,” Elyndra said. “Sucked down by one of the Protean Damsels or worse. But I can fly you there. I can drop you on the highest spire, bypassing the armies of the outer wall.”

Alfie lowered his sword slightly. “What’s the price?”

“Defeat me,” Elyndra said, her smile widening. “In combat. If you can pin me, if you can make me yield, I will be your wings. If you fail… I will strip that armor from you and flay the skin from your bones.”

“Deal,” Alfie said.

He didn’t wait. He triggered the Ring of Titan’s Strength again and charged.

Elyndra was fast. She sidestepped his blow, her whip coiling around his sword arm. She yanked, trying to disarm him, but the ring’s power held true. Alfie didn’t budge, despite the biting pain of the barbed whip. He coiled the whip around his arm and yanked, dragging the surprised devil off her feet.

She spread her wings, recovering mid-air, and dove at him. They crashed into the dirt, rolling over one another in a tangle of limbs and wings. It was a brutal brawl. Elyndra was strong, far stronger than a human, but Alfie had the strength of a giant coursing through his veins.

He caught her wrist, pinning her sword arm to the ground. She snarled, wrapping her legs around his waist to crush the breath out of him. Her armor pressed against his cuirass, the heat of her body radiating through the metal.

“You fight well for a mortal,” she hissed, her face inches from his.

“I’ve been getting my ass kicked all my life,” Alfie grunted. “And I’m… done with it!”

He shifted his weight, using his knee to pin her other leg. He was on top of her now, holding her down.

The dynamic shifted in an instant. Elyndra stopped struggling. Her breathing hitched as she looked up at him, feeling the immense power holding her helpless. The lust for violence in her eyes darkened into something else.

“You are strong,” she purred. “Stronger than you look.”

She bucked her hips, grinding her armored groin against his. Alfie felt the familiar stirrings of arousal.

“Do you yield?” Alfie asked.

“Make me,” Elyndra challenged.

Alfie didn’t need to be told twice. He released her wrists, trusting his strength to overpower her if she tried anything. He grabbed the front of her armor, tearing the red steel away to reveal her breasts. Those perfect, heavy globes of bronze flesh with stiff nipples and small areolas of brown.

Elyndra gasped as he mauled her breasts, his hands shaping them and exploring the luscious heat of her body. She didn’t reach for her weapon. She reached for his belt.

“Take your prize, conqueror,” she moaned, spreading her wings out on the dirt.

Alfie shed his codpiece, his cock springing free, harder than it had ever been. The magic of the ring seemed to flow into his manhood as well, making it throb with unnatural potency. He didn’t bother with foreplay. He shoved Elyndra’s legs apart and drove himself into her.

“AHHH!” Elyndra screamed, her back arching. Her pussy was tight and hot as a furnace, gripping him with a belligerent strength to match her demeanor. Her gaze met his, fierce and hungry, and her eyes lidded as he took her with plundering strokes.

They fucked with the ferocity of a battle. Alfie slammed into her, his Titan-enhanced thrusts driving her into the dirt. Elyndra clawed at his back, biting his neck, her wings beating the air as she screamed her pleasure to the red sky.

“Yes! Yes! Defeat me! Break me!” she howled.

Alfie roared, burying his face in her neck, biting her, pumping his seed deep into the devil’s womb. It was a victory of flesh and will. When he finally collapsed atop her, spent and panting, Elyndra wrapped her wings around him, cocooning them in darkness.

“You win,” she whispered, nipping his ear. “I will take you to Kurz.”

Her cunt gripped him with aftershocks, milking out every drop of his seed. He groaned, kissing her, tongue-to-tongue with the demoness as her nails raked his back.

The flight was terrifying. Elyndra carried him in her arms as if he weighed nothing, her powerful wings beating against the sulfurous winds. The landscape of Realm of Sin passed beneath them. Rivers of lava, forests of bone, and armies of demons marching in endless columns.

“There,” Elyndra shouted over the wind, pointing a clawed finger as she held Alife against her breasts.

Kurz loomed ahead. It was a monstrosity of architecture, a palace built from black iron and green stone and some sort of living flesh, pulsating with gluttonous energy. Gates like hungry mouths.

“I cannot land in the courtyard,” Elyndra warned. “The anti-air ballistae would skewer us. I will drop you on the Gate of Wailing Souls. From there, you are on your own.”

“That’s close enough,” Alfie said, gripping his sword.

She swooped low, banking hard around a spire of slowly undulating flesh. “Good luck, Dungeon Lord. If you drive your sword into Dragmargoth’s belly, tell him that Elyndra wishes him all the best.”

She released him.

Alfie dropped from the air like a stone, but managed to land in a crouch on a wide parapet. He barely had time to steady himself before the alarm sounded. A horn blew, a deep, mournful note that vibrated in his teeth. Elyndra circled away from him with her wings spread wide.

Mouthlike doors yawned open and disgorged a vomitous wave of Dragmargoth’s elite guards. They were huge, muscular demons with the heads of rabid mastiffs, drool swinging from their jowls, muscles corded over taut potbellies. They wore heavy plate armor and wielded halberds that crackled with lightning.

Their savage snarls offered no chance for parley.

Alfie drew the Souldrinker, but there were too many. Fifty. Maybe a hundred. They encircled him in seconds, a wall of halberds closing in.

He knew he couldn't fight them all. Not here. Not now. If he died on the wall, it was over. He needed to get inside. He needed to get to Dragmargoth.

Before the dog-headed demons rushed him, grabbing his arms and wresting the sword from his grip, Alfie made a move they didn’t see. He pushed one finger into his mouth, biting down and pulling the Ring of Titan’s Strength free of his finger. It was a trick he had used before and it seemed his only chance at preserving some secret weapon against the demons.

“Hold him! Bind him!” a captain barked.

The strength of the gods had left Alfie when he took the ring off his finger. He was at the mercy of Dragmargoth’s guards. They seized him, stripping off his winged helm, tearing the silver cuirass from his chest. They pinned his arms behind his back.

In the chaos, Alfie kept the ring tucked under his tongue.

“Take him to the baron!” the captain ordered, spitting in Alfie’s face. “The master is hungry.”

Alfie let himself be dragged away, tasting the cold metal of the ring against his teeth. He was stripped, beaten, and captured. But he was in the palace of Kurz, where Josephine and Myssandra were presumably being kept.

So he was exactly where he needed to be.
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The Dragon

“Hold the line! They’re not going to show us any quarter, so don’t expect any from me if you turn and run!” Luisa screamed, her voice cracking over the din of battle.

She ducked as a glob of burning pitch sailed over her head, splashing against the stone wall of the corridor. The Happy Endings Dungeon was burning down to its roots. The air was thick with the acrid smoke of singed goblin flesh and the acrid tang of death magic.

Despite their preparations, despite the traps and the summoned monsters, they were losing. Had they already lost?

Lord Heraxon’s army was a relentless black tide. The Revenant Knights were unstoppable machines of war, wading through the ranks of orcs and lizardmen like scythes through wheat. And behind them came the demons of Dragmargoth’s vanguard, tearing through the defenses with savage glee.

Luisa fired her hand crossbow, the bolt taking a skull-faced simian demon in the throat. It gurgled and fell, but two more stepped over its corpse. She reloaded with trembling hands. She was a thief, a shadow-walker, not a general. She wasn’t cut out for this.

“We need help!” she shouted to no one in particular.

As if the dungeon heard her plea, the air shimmered near the collapsed ceiling of the grand foyer. Portals tore open, spilling light and sound into the gloom.

“Ha! Little one! Did we miss party?” a booming voice roared.

Luisa looked up to see a massive figure leaping from a portal, swinging a club the size of a tree trunk. It was Tor Poskov, the Brute. Though she knew him only by description from Alfie. The wild-haired Dungeon Lord was one of the few that Alfie had counted as his allies. He landed in the midst of a squad of Revenant Knights, crumpling them like tin soldiers with swings of his club.

Behind him, Ramone Brookwyne stepped elegantly from another portal, adjusting his silk cuffs. He snapped his fingers, and a dozen spectral duelists materialized, engaging the enemy with rapiers of pure light.

“The moment your dungeon’s protective wards failed, Tor decided to go charging in,” said Lord Brookwyne, decapitating a Revenant Knight with a slash of his own sparkling blade. “I couldn’t stay behind and let him have all the glory of a last minute rescue to himself.”

“I don’t… have we met before?” Luisa stammered, taking a moment to look over at the dashingly handsome Dungeon Lord.

“I don’t believe so, my dear,” said Lord Brookwyne, casually felling a demon. “I think I would have remembered such a flower of loveliness.”

“There will be time to rub yourself against him later,” Elsa’s voice cut through the noise.

Luisa spun around to see the voluptuous Dungeon Lord fighting like a vengeful spirit. Elsa was a whirl of blood-spattered white silk and pale, voluptuous flesh, dancing through the melee with a pair of jagged daggers. She laughed maniacally as she cut throats and hamstrung demons, adding to the spurts of blood that decorated her sheer gown.

But she was overextending. A group of three Revenant Knights had flanked her, cutting her off from the main force. They advanced on her, their glowing blue eyes fixed on the pale woman. Elsa backed up, her heels clicking on the stone, her smile faltering for the first time.

“Elsa!” Luisa cried.

She didn’t think. She moved. Sprinting across the broken flagstones, Luisa slid between the legs of an ogre and vaulted over a pile of rubble. As the lead knight raised his greatsword to split Elsa in two, Luisa leaped onto his back.

She drove her daggers into the gaps of his helmet, twisting violently. The blue light in the knight’s visor flickered and died, and the armor collapsed into a heap of empty metal. Luisa rolled off the falling knight, coming up in a crouch between Elsa and the remaining attackers.

“Do you crave death so badly, you madwoman?” Luisa shouted, parrying a blow from the second knight.

“Oh, no, this simply is not the part where I die,” Elsa laughed, ducking a swing that sheared off a lock of her dark hair. She spared a moment to squeeze Luisa’s bottom. “Later, my firm little pickpocket. Later!”

They fought back-to-back, a deadly dance of steel and silk. Luisa was fast, darting in to sever tendons and pierce joints, while Elsa was vicious, gouging eyes and using forbidden magic to carve runes into armor that made the metal boil. Together, they dropped the knights, leaving them panting amidst the wreckage.

“We need to fall back!” Luisa gasped, grabbing Elsa’s hand. “To the Nexus!”

“Not yet,” Elsa panted, her eyes wide and dark. She looked at Luisa, really looked at her, as if seeing the thief for the first time. The adrenaline of the kill had flushed Elsa’s pale skin, and her chest was heaving against the ruin of her gown. “You saved me.”

“Don’t make it a thing,” Luisa snapped, pulling her towards a side passage. “Come on!”

She dragged Elsa into a small alcove, an old supply closet used by the goblins. She slammed the door and barred it, plunging them into semi-darkness. The sounds of battle were muffled here, but the heat of their bodies was intense.

Luisa leaned against the door, trying to catch her breath. “Okay. We wait for the next wave to pass, then we—”

She was cut off as Elsa slammed her against the wood. The impact knocked the wind out of her again. Elsa pressed her body against Luisa’s, her hands pinning Luisa’s wrists above her head.

“You little hero,” Elsa purred, her voice dripping with lust and madness. “You think you can save me? You think you’re in charge?”

Luisa’s heart hammered against her ribs. The danger outside was forgotten, replaced by the danger pressing against her. “I am in charge,” Luisa hissed, her golden eyes flashing.

She twisted her wrists, using a thief’s trick to break Elsa’s grip. In one fluid motion, she spun them around, slamming Elsa back against a rack of rusty spears. Luisa pressed her forearm against Elsa’s throat, pinning her there.

“I’m the one holding the amulet,” Luisa growled, her face inches from Elsa’s. “I’m the one keeping us alive.”

Elsa stared up at her, her lips parted, her breath hitching. “Then prove it,” she whispered. “Take what you’re owed.”

The challenge hung in the air, electric and heavy. Luisa didn’t hesitate. She crushed her mouth against Elsa’s, kissing her with a bruising intensity. Elsa tasted of blood and wine, a heady mix that made Luisa’s head spin.

She reached down, bunching up the sheer fabric of Elsa’s gown, finding the heat between her thighs. Elsa wasn’t wearing anything underneath. She was slick, wet, and ready. Her cunt fairly throbbing with arousal inspired by the desperate battle.

“Fuck,” Luisa groaned, sliding her fingers along the slick folds of Elsa’s cunt. “You truly are a madwoman. There is not time for this!”

“Yes!” Elsa cried out, her head falling back against the spears. “Dominate me, thief! Make me yours!”

Luisa clenched her jaw, driven by the stress of the battle and the sheer, overwhelming presence of the madwoman. She pushed two fingers deep inside Elsa, curling them, claiming her. Elsa clamped down on her hand, her hips bucking wildly.

Luisa kissed her way down Elsa’s neck, biting the deathly pale skin, leaving her flushed mark. She felt powerful, in control. She was taming the monster. She hiked Elsa’s leg up over her hip, grinding her own trouser-covered mound against Elsa’s creamy thigh.

“You like that?” Luisa panted, driving her fingers deeper, faster. Juices spilling through her fingers.

“I love it!” Elsa wailed, her nails digging into Luisa’s shoulders. “You’re so strong! So masterful!”

Luisa dropped to her knees, dragging Elsa’s hips forward. She buried her face between those luscious thighs. Tasted the hot sweetness of her cunt. Maybe it was her own madness that drove her do devour the nectar of that dripping fruit. Elsa screamed, her hands tangling in Luisa’s short hair, holding her there.

It was intense, rough, and exactly what they both needed. A brief, ill-advised relief from the tension of certain death. Luisa worked her tongue against Elsa’s clit, drinking down her juices, feeling the tremors start in the pale woman’s legs. Elsa was whimpering now, begging, her cloak of madness discarded in favor of pleasure.

“Please! Please, Luisa! I’m cumming! Ruin me!”

Luisa didn’t stop until Elsa shrieked, her body convulsing in a violent orgasm that shook the racks of spears. Luisa drank every drop of sweet passion that spilled into her mouth, feeling a savage sense of victory. She stood up, wiping her lips, looking down at the panting, disheveled Dungeon Lord with her legs still shamelessly spread beneath the bunched veil of her gown.

Elsa looked wrecked. Her eyes were glassy, her hair a mess, one plump breast hanging free of her gown and both breasts heaving with exertion. She slumped against the wall, sliding down until she was sitting on the floor.

“See?” Luisa said, breathing hard. “I’m in charge.”

Elsa looked up through her lashes. A slow, lazy smile spread across her face. It wasn’t a look of submission. It was the look of a cat that had just gotten exactly the cream it wanted.

“Of course you are, my sweet,” Elsa cooed, her voice steady and mocking. “You were wonderful. Just like I knew you would be.”

Luisa froze. The realization hit her like a bucket of ice water. She hadn’t taken anything. She hadn’t dominated anyone. Elsa had played her. She had manipulated Luisa into giving her exactly the release she needed, using Luisa’s own temper as the lever.

“You bitch,” Luisa whispered, half-angry, half-impressed.

“Guilty,” Elsa giggled, pulling herself up. She smoothed her torn dress, looking refreshed and dangerous again. “Now, shall we go kill some more knights? I feel positively invigorated.”

Before Luisa could respond, the door to the closet splintered. A massive demonic hand punched through the wood, grasping blindly.

“Playtime’s over!” Luisa shouted.

She kicked the door open, catching the demon on the other side by surprise. It was one of the dog-headed martial demons, snarling and snapping. Luisa raised her dagger, but before she could strike, a heavy, lumbering shape dropped from the shadows above.

It was Creature.

The stitched-together monstrosity landed on the demon’s shoulders, his massive, bolt-studded fists swinging. With a wet crunch, the demon’s head was smashed into pulp, collapsing into its chest. Creature grunted, his mismatched, eyes fixing on Luisa, then jerked his square jaw down the hall.

“Good boy,” Luisa breathed, relieved. “Let’s move!”

Elsa was right behind her, throwing a handful of toxic powder into the face of a second demon charging them. It screamed as its skin began to melt.

“To the Nexus!” Luisa ordered, grabbing Elsa’s arm.

They ran, Creature stomping along the wall beside them, his heavy boots cracking the flagstones as he used his immense strength to hurl rubble at any demon foolish enough to get close. The dungeon was slowly collapsing around them. The corridors were choked with smoke and bodies.

Ahead, the great doors to the central chamber loomed. And guarding them was Smauke.

The bronze dragon was a mountain of fury. He was backed against the doors, his body a shield for the heart of the dungeon. He was covered in wounds, black blood leaking from gaps in his scales, but he was fighting with a ferocity that shook the earth.

“Burn!” Smauke roared, unleashing a torrent of fire that vaporized a squad of Revenant Knights.

But there were too many. Lord Heraxon himself was leading the final assault. He stood atop a pile of rubble, his face twisted in a sneer. He held a dueling sword in one hand and a staff of black iron that pulsed with necromantic light in the other.

“Bring it down!” Heraxon commanded.

A siege engine, a massive ballista made of bone and sinew, was rolled forward by a team of undead ogres. It was loaded with a spear the size of a tree, tipped with glowing green crystal.

“Smauke! Move!” Luisa screamed, sprinting towards him.

The dragon turned his massive head, spotting Luisa, Elsa, and Creature. His golden eyes were dimming, but he managed a toothy grin.

“Get inside, little thief,” the dragon rumbled. “I will hold the door.”

“No! We can fight them!”

Creature roared aggressively, a sound like grinding stones, and leaped from the walkway to land beside the dragon’s massive claw. He raised his heavy arms, bolts sparking with electricity, ready to stand with the beast.

“Go!” Smauke roared, swinging his tail to sweep a dozen demons into the pit. “It has been a feast of ages! I will devour a thousand more before I am sated! Now—”

Heraxon gestured. The ballista fired.

The spear struck Smauke in the chest with the sound of a thunderclap. It pierced his scales, driving deep into his heart. The green crystal shattered, releasing a wave of necrotic energy that washed over the dragon.

Smauke howled, a sound of pure agony that shook the stone of the mountain itself. He reared up, his neck and head hitting the ceiling, clawing at the spear. The blast of energy threw Creature backward, slamming him against the stone archway. A jagged shard of the green crystal embedded itself deep in Creature’s side, tearing through his thick, scarred skin. Dark ichor sprayed across the stones.

“Creature!” Elsa screamed, a sound of genuine distress that surprised Luisa.

Smauke crumbled, his massive body slamming against the doors of the Nexus, barring them with his corpse. The dragon was gone, turned to gray ash and bone.

Creature lay stunned near the smaller side door, his legs twitching, the crystal pulsing with a sick light in his patchwork flesh.

“We have to go!” Luisa shouted, pulling at Elsa’s arm.

“No!” Elsa shook her off, dropping to her knees beside the fallen giant. She ran her pale hands over his stitched face, her expression fierce and protective. “We aren't leaving him!”

“Elsa, he’s too heavy! The army is—”

“Shut up and help me!” Elsa commanded, her voice ringing with the authority of a Dungeon Lord. She grabbed Creature’s massive arm, straining to lift him. “Up, my sweet beast! Up!”

Creature groaned, his mismatched eyes focusing on Elsa. Driven by her voice, he struggled to rise, his legs buckling.

Luisa cursed, seeing the desperation in Elsa’s eyes. She shoved her daggers into her belt and grabbed Creature’s other side. “Fine! On three! Move!”

Together, they dragged the wounded giant through the small side door just as Heraxon’s forces surged forward, climbing over the dragon’s remains to batter at the main gates.

They stumbled into the Dungeon Nexus. It was crowded with the survivors—the gnomes, the goblin survivors, the few remaining guest-lovers.

Tor Poskov was there, breathing heavily and leaning on his massive club, his broad face smeared with soot but his eyes bright with the thrill of battle. Beside him, Ramone Brookwyne was checking his rapier for nicks, his silk suit tattered and stained, but his composure as unshakeable as ever. They nodded grimly as Luisa and Elsa entered, acknowledging that the retreat was complete.

The doors boomed as something massive slammed against them from the outside. Dust rained down from the ceiling.

Luisa and Elsa lowered Creature to the floor. He curled into a ball, his breathing ragged, the green crystal still glowing in his stitched side.

“We cannot bring in reinforcements,” said Lord Brookwyne. “Our magic lHeraxon is using his power to seal us in here.”

“Smauke is dead,” Luisa whispered, staring apt the barred doors.

Elsa didn't look up. She was busy tearing strips from her ruined gown to bind Creature's wound. Her hands, usually so destructive, were gentle. “He saved us,” she murmured, patting the giant misshapen head.

She glanced at Luisa, her face smeared with soot and blood. “The time of death is almost upon us,” Elsa said, her voice flat. “Unless Alfie returns soon and with help, our battle is lost.”

The doors boomed again. The wood splintered.

They were trapped.


4

A Dungeon Visitor

The air in Kurz reeked of charred flesh, decaying feast, and the sour tang of the vomitorium. Alfie stumbled, his bare feet sliced by the razor-sharp obsidian of the path. The physical pain was almost comforting, a fully logical thing, grounding him within reality amid the mind-melting sensory onslaught. Wails of agony, gurgles of voracious pleasure, and the drumbeat slap of flesh against flesh seemed to echo from every tracheal hallway and pulsating, bile-dripping airway.

He was being led through the so-called Circumnavigus, the outer ring of Dragmargoth’s citadel. It was a grotesque parody of a feasting hall, an ouroboros stretching for leagues under a ceiling of dripping, fleshy stalactites. To their left and right, rivers of slow-moving magma illuminated scenes of torment.

Great tables of black iron were lined up in endless rows, where lesser demons and damned souls were shackled to their chairs. They were being force-fed by bloat-flies the size of dogs. The buzzing insects worked tirelessly to fill the mouths of the damned with heaps of rotting carrion and burning coals and live, squirming worms. The stomachs of the punished guests of the feast distended and burst, only to knit themselves back together in seconds so the feast could begin again.

“Gluttony is so often misunderstood,” Baron Dragmargoth mused, his voice a wet, gurgling boom that vibrated in the fat of his own throat.

Alfie looked up at his captor. Dragmargoth was a creature so huge and hideous that the mind refused to encompass its grotesque demonic appearance. He staggered along the path, gluttonous and foul, with a massive belly that split into a huge drooling mouth. His flesh was green and sagging with fat, his head atop his shoulders seeming to be all overflowing chins like the stacked stumps of a dozen candles, with beady eyes pressed into the mass beneath a wicked antlered set of horns. A hideous cock thing dangled between the swollen legs of the demon.

The cock that Alfie had seen violate poor Josephine. The princess, the queen. His once-beloved. He had watched her wail with madness and ecstasy as Dragmargoth bred her. Now where was she? What had she become? Did she suffer like one of these poor lost souls shackled into the chairs that lined the hall?

“Mmmmm, keep up, boy,” said Dramargoth and Alfie was shoved from behind by one of the dog-headed guards and nearly collided with the baron’s stinking corpulence. He moved on and continued to lead the way through the gallery of horrors.

Despite the baron’s grotesque anatomy, there was a regalness to his bearing—a pompous mien that the blubbery demon conveyed with the slow licking of the lips on his face, followed by the licking of the hugFe lips on his gut by a tongue as big as Alfie's arm.

“Mortals think it is merely about food,” the demon continued, toying with Alfie’s Souldrinker sword with a hand that resembled a claw fashioned out of raw, decaying sausages. “But it is about consumption. The need to fill the void inside, no matter what you shove into it.”

He gestured to a pit where a bloated demon was gnawing on its own legs, weeping with joy.

“I modeled the architecture after your own mortal desires, Alfie,” Dragmargoth said, a cruel smile stretching his face while the mouth on his belly smacked its lips. “An endless circle of devouring. Every one of your kind has such hungers. You wanted power? Territory? No. Respect? There it is. You wanted to be the hero. To be revered. Now look at you, little misguided Dungeon Lord. Just another hungry mouth, waiting to be fed.”

“Don’t pretend to be superior while you wallow in your filth,” Alfie rasped, his voice raw. The hot stench of the demon burning his throat. “This place is a bone pile. A garbage pit.”

“Oh, but I am a Dungeon Lord too,” laughed Dragmargoth. He stopped, grabbing Alfie’s chin with a hand that oozed grease. He forced Alfie to look up at the central keep of the fortress. A pillar of black piercing the roiled red sky. “We both build labyrinths and fill them with our monsters and traps. You delude yourself with your ‘Happy Endings’ name, but yours was a trap all the same. Seduce the women. Consume their energy. Fuel your dungeon. And you, so proud of your goodness! Where has that goodness brought you?”

“To your pathetic trough,” said Alfie, spitting at Dragmargoth.

The demon was so vile he did not even seem to notice the affront, his flesh already dripping with weeping sores and burst pustules.

Dragmargoth snapped his fingers, and Alfie felt a terrible sense of vertigo as the feasting hall dissolved, warping into a balcony of black stone. The air was cooler, heavy with a sickly sweet perfume that barely masked the scent of rot.

They stood overlooking a vast, circular oubliette. The pit was filled not with magma, but with a churning, bioluminescent pink slime. It pulsed like a living heart, thick and viscous.

Suspended in the center of the vat, tiny above the gurgling sea of slime, held aloft by thick tendrils of the ooze, was Josephine.

The Princess was naked, her body displayed like a trophy. The slime was not merely holding her there. It was alive, acting with a sinister intelligence. Countless pseudopods of the glowing pink matter surged and churned against her pale skin, sliding over her, wrapping around her limbs to pull her legs wide.

Alfie watched, his jaw tightening until his teeth threatened to crack. The slime was invading her, working her body with a relentless, mechanical rhythm. Josephine was screaming, her head bouncing, golden hair plastered with sweat. She was making a broken, delirious sound that echoed off the walls of the pit. Her head thrashed back and forth, her golden hair matted with the slime. Her eyes rolled back, lost in a haze of overstimulation and violation.

“The Lust Slime of Kurz,” Dragmargoth said, leaning his massive bulk on the railing, the metal groaning under his weight. “A rare breed. It doesn't allow the victim to faint. It keeps the nerves heightened, the sensitivity dialed to the maximum. It creates a loop of agony and ecstasy that breaks the mind long before it breaks and consumes the body. Not that I would let the slime feast on such a prize.”

Below them, the slime surged violently, and Josephine’s scream turned into a ragged, sobbing beg for mercy.

“I had intended to return her to you,” Dragmargoth continued, watching the scene with his beady, buried eyes. “Damaged, perhaps. Her womb filled. But since you’ve been so very bad, I think I’ll keep her. I will breed an army of half-demon princes from her belly. Royal wombs are such valuable real estate, don’t you think?”

Alfie didn't scream with the rage he felt. He didn't struggle against the chains that bound his hands. A cold stillness settled over him, freezing the fury in his veins. He looked at Josephine, so beautiful even as she was being tortured, and he didn't feel despair. He felt clarity.

Baron Dragmargoth was right. The corpulent demon was a Dungeon Lord. And Alfie had seen enough Dungeon Lords to know their weaknesses.

“You’re quiet,” Dragmargoth noted, sounding disappointed, the belly-mouth letting out a low belch. “I expected begging for your life. Or at least the princess.”

“I’m saving my breath,” Alfie said, his voice dropping to a dangerous, low timbre.

“Pity,” the demon murmured, drool escaping his gut-maw to sizzle on the stone. “Perhaps you need a more personal touch.”

He gestured to the shadows with a claw. “Come here, pet.”

Dezzy stepped into the light. The succubus looked more radiant than Alfie had ever seen her. Her horns were polished, her skin glowed with infernal health, and her tail lashed with excitement. She didn't look enslaved; she looked liberated.

“Hello, Master,” she purred, the title dripping with venomous sarcasm. “Miss me?

Alfie looked at her, his jaw tight, his cock already stirring at the sight of her perfectly luscious body. “Dezzy.”

“Don’t look so sour, Alfie,” Dezzy laughed, strolling over to drape herself against Dragmargoth’s massive, sagging side. “I told you demons have no loyalty to mortals. I was just on loan. Waiting for the real Lord to call me home.”

“She has been quite informative,” Dragmargoth said, resting a massive hand on her head. “Told me all your little secrets. Your fears. Your pathetic attachment to these mortals.”\

“And he fed me to his dragon,” pouted Dezzy.

“Oh, such a poor host he is,” mocked Dragmargoth, caressing the succubus with one greasy hand as his giant mouth pouted like Dezzy. “But I am a far kinder host. Show him, my pet.”

Dezzy grinned, her sharp teeth flashing. She dropped to her knees in front of Alfie, her bare breasts jiggling with the fall and her eyes dancing with malice.

“I’ve been missing our special meals together Alfie. The ones where you whimper and shake and give me that sweet, delicious essence.”

She pawed at Alfie’s naked flesh with her sharp-nailed fingers, dragging red runnels down his thigh. Alfie stared straight ahead, refusing to look down as she took him into her mouth. The warm pleasure of that mouth could not truly be denied. He suppressed a groan and instead forced himself to watch Josephine’s violation. The rhythmic slop of the slime invading her writhing body.

“Mmmmmm,” moaned Dezzy, the single syllable elongated and vibrating around his stiffening cock. The succubus gazed up at him as she worked, her eyes mocking his helplessness, reveling in his degradation.

“I might let her keep you,” Dragmargoth taunted. “Suck out your mortal remains? A fitting end. Drained dry by the creature you were foolish enough to trust.”

“Mmmmmhhmmm,” agreed Dezzy, bobbing more vigorously and massaging Alfie’s tightening bollocks. Dragmargoth watched a bit longer, but his interest waned and his eyes rolled.

“Enough,” Dragmargoth gurgled. “You humans and your sexual pleasures are always so tedious.”

Dezzy pulled back instantly, looking from the corpulent demon and back to Alfie before standing and wiping her lips on the back of her hand.

“He was getting close, Baron,” she said. “His candle is burning low. I think one good orgasm might have finished him.”

“Quiet,” growled Dragmargoth.

The lumber demon’s smile returned as he looked down at Alfie. He draped a greasy arm over Alfie’s shoulders and pulled Alfie against the flab of his side.

“We can’t just kill this one, Dezzy. He’s special. My boy, just brave enough to throw yourself to your doom in my realm and just stupid enough to bring me exactly what I wanted.” Dragmargoth reached a hand under the rolls of his flab and produced the vial his guards had confiscated from Alfie. “I do thank you, my stupid mortal, for bringing me the Tears of Sorriel.”

“That… was the deal,” said Alfie, eyes watering from the stench of being so close to Dragmargoth. “Now hand over the…”

He gagged and Dragmargoth shook with wobbling laughter at Alfie’s discomfort.

“Hand over what? You broke the deal by coming to my palace armed. You are no better than a guest in one of your dungeons. A pillager, not a deal keeper. No, no, you brought me the Tears. Come and see why I need them.”

Alfie’s gaze lingered on the agonizing pleasures of Josephine for a moment longer before the bulk of the baron guided him through the balcony doors and into a room he had never been before. The heat and noise vanished instantly.

They entered a chamber of absolute silence, built from black marble that seemed to drink the light. The quiet even swallowed the sound of their footsteps. The air was frigid. In the center of the room, illuminated by a single, focused beam of pale light, sat a throne of obsidian.

And on the throne sat Myssandra.

She was breathtaking. Even in this horrific place, her beauty stirred deep longing in Alfie. She sat rigid and upright, dressed in the pristine, severe uniform of a High Praefecta (or so Alfie imagined) the midnight blue coat with silver buttons, the high collar, the polished boots. But even such a martial frock could not hide the lusciousness of her beauty. Her breasts slowly heaving. Her lips parted.

But her face was blank. Her skin was the color of moonlight, pale and flawless. Her eyes, usually so sharp and full of fierce intelligence, were wide and unseeing, staring into a void.

Lurking behind her head was a nightmare. A creature that looked like some twisted subterranean centipede, made of chitin and oozing demonic magic in a shimmering haze, swayed rhythmically behind Myssandra. Its many legs gently stroked her hair, and its mandibles clicked a hypnotic, metronomic beat that seemed to sync with her breathing.

“Myssandra,” Alfie whispered. The name cracked his composure. The hatred he had felt for Dezzy and the cold pain he felt for Josephine were nothing compared to the wave of anguish that overtook him.

“My bride,” Dragmargoth corrected, his voice heavy with possession.

Alfie spun to look at him, confusion warring with the anger.

“Your bride? But... she told me she killed your wife. That’s why you hunted her.”

Dragmargoth threw his head back and laughed, a cruel, barking sound that echoed in the silent room. The mouth on his belly echoed the laugh with a wet, flapping sound. “Oh, the little lies she told to protect you. Or perhaps to protect herself. She didn't kill my wife, you fool. She is my wife.”

Alfie froze. He looked back at Myssandra. The elegance, the haughty power, he recalled a hundred nights in her arms and then imagined her with the hideous creature beside him.

“You? Your bride?”

“She ‘killed’ the Baroness Myssandra by fleeing,” Dragmargoth explained, circling the throne, his massive bulk moving with jiggling grace. “She sought to destroy the bond between us by destroying her identity. She abandoned my armies in the moment of her triumph, perhaps thinking the victory she handed me would lessen my fury at her betrayal. Hardly…”

He stopped, reaching out to stroke a lock of golden hair from her cheek with a massive, sausage-like finger. Myssandra didn’t flinch. She stared straight ahead and continued to breathe to the click-click-click rhythm of the centipede.

“But nothing breaks a contract with a Demon Lord,” Dragmargoth purred. “And marriage is the most sacred of all contracts in our realm. Now I have the Tears.”

He held up the vial, the liquid inside swirling with a terrifying potency.

“The Tears of the Sorriel, an angel fallen to earth,” Dragmargoth said softly. “They do not just heal, Alfie. They restore. They return things to their original, pristine state. One drop, and she will forget the hatred. She will forget the rebellion. She will forget you. She will be reset to the moment before she ran, only this time, stripped of the will to ever leave me again thanks to my little Soul Burrower here.”

Dragmargoth caressed the carapace of the centipede. The gesture momentarily disrupted the rhythm of its clicking and Alife saw, for only an instant, vitality returned to Myssandra’s eyes. She was still there. She saw him, he saw her, and then she was gone again. Swallowed up by the hypnotic rhythm of the clicking sound.

Alfie looked at her. He remembered the fire in her eyes when they fought, the warmth of her skin when they lay together. He realized that her entire existence since they met had been a desperate, clawing attempt to remain free. And he had failed to protect her.

Dragmargoth turned to Alfie, the massive mouth on his belly slavering with hunger. “Oh, the pleasures I will enjoy with my bride. Such lovely flesh, as you well know! I will lick her and suck her and remind her of why she loved me. But first, I will make a meal of you, Alfie. An amuse bouche before my feast! You will die and she will watch and the Soul Burrower will help her forget you entirely!”

Alfie stared at the monster. He looked at the Tears. He looked at Myssandra, trapped in her silent, hypnotic prison.

“The time is up,” said Dragmargoth, circling Myssandra and licking the lips on his belly with a giant tongue.

“One request,” Alfie said, staring up at the demon. His voice was steady. Calm.

Dragmargoth paused, the belly-maw drawing closer to Alfie’s face and reeking of death. “You are in no position to negotiate.”

“A last request,” Alfie repeated. “You think of yourself as a sort of Dungeon Lord. So from one to another, do me that favor. Let me say goodbye to her. Let me kiss her. One last time.”

Dragmargoth studied him with his beady eyes buried in folds of fat. He saw a broken man, stripped and bound, defeated in every way that mattered. The demon’s arrogance was his blind spot. He wanted to see Alfie suffer one last heartbreak.

“Very well,” Dragmargoth sneered, stepping back. “She won’t feel it anyway. A kiss for the dead. Make it quick.”

Dragmargoth stepped aside from Myssandra. Alfie stumbled forward, his bare feet silent on the marble. He had to climb onto the base of the throne to even reach Myssandra. She was so tall. So beautiful in her frozen state. The insect-creature hissed, its mandibles clicking faster, but it didn't strike.

Up close, she was even more beautiful, and more terrifyingly empty.

“Forgive me,” he whispered.

He leaned in and pressed his lips to hers.

Her lips were cold, unresponsive as marble. But as he kissed her, Alfie worked his tongue against the back of his teeth. He dislodged the small, cold metal band he had hidden there since the moment of his capture.

The Ring of Titan’s Strength.

He pushed it past her lips, using his tongue to slide it into her mouth. He felt it click against her teeth.

Don’t swallow, he prayed silently. Just hold it.

He pulled back, gasping for air.

Dragmargoth roared with laughter, the huge mouth on his gut falling open, drooling thick strands of saliva, ready to swallow Alfie whole. “Touching! Truly! And now, little lord, you end!”

Alfie didn’t look at the demon. He kept his eyes locked on Myssandra’s face.

He saw the ring bulge slightly in her cheek as she moved it slightly with her tongue.

And then, he saw her eyes blink.
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Heartburn

The stone archway of the Dungeon Nexus groaned, a deep, tectonic sound that vibrated in the marrow of everyone present. Dust rained down from the ancient ceiling, coating the survivors in a layer of gray despair.

"They are through the inner ward," Tor Poskov growled, gripping his massive club until his knuckles cracked. "One more push, and they are in."

"We have minutes," Ramone Brookwyne added, his rapier point resting on the floor. He looked immaculate even in the face of death, though his eyes were hard. "Perhaps seconds."

Luisa stood in the center of the room, her hand clutching the heavy medallion that hung around her neck. Alfie’s medallion. It was warm to the touch, pulsing with the seemingly fearful heartbeat of the dungeon. Beside her, Creature lay still, his massive chest barely rising, the green necrosis from the crystal shard pausing its spread but refusing to retreat.

“You hold what little power remains like you are protecting it,” said Elsa. “Give it to me, Luisa. Let me use it. I might still be able to save us.”

“Alife entrusted it to me,” said Luisa, running her fingers over the raised symbol of a castle and eye surrounded by intricate lines. It was the esoteric symbol of the Secret Society of Protectors.

"Give it to me," Elsa said.

Her tone was unusually serious for the madwoman. A clear command. The pale Dungeon Lord stood near the guttering flame of the Dungeon Heart visible through a hatch in the Nexus wall. This was the channel that led to the magical heart of the dungeon. A dropoff for the heroic flames that fueled the magic of every Dungeon Lord’s domain. Elsa’s hands hovered just above its surface. She looked wild, her dark hair a tangled mane blowing in the warm air from the core, her face angular in the underlighting from that magical glow.

"What?" Luisa asked, stepping back. “What are you doing?”

"The medallion, you stubborn little thief," Elsa snapped, her eyes locking onto Luisa’s. "Give me the power. Give it to me. I can override the wards and draw power directly from the Dungeon Heart."

"To do what?" Tor stepped between them, his bulk casting a shadow over Elsa. "You want to surrender the dungeon to him? Hand it over wrapped in a bow?"

"I want to burn it down!" Elsa hissed, shoving Tor back with a surprising burst of strength. "If Heraxon takes this place intact, he wins. He gets the mana, the souls, the connections to the other realms. But if I overload the Core... if I pull everything into myself and detonate it... we deny him the prize."

"Self-destruction," Ramone mused, tilting his head. "It would kill us all, presumably."

"It will kill everything in this mountain," Elsa said, a terrifying smile ghosting her lips. "Heraxon, his army, us. A glorious, fiery exit. Better than what he has planned for us."

"She is mad," Tor spat. "We fight. We die like warriors. We do not blow ourselves to bits like a bomb."

"Swinging that club around is only going to end with us dead and Heraxon victorious,” said Elsa, the desperation cracking her voice. "Look at us! We are broken! Give me the amulet, Luisa. Let me end it on our terms. Let me take them with us."

Luisa looked at the door. A spiderweb of cracks was spreading from the center, glowing with the same green light that was poisoning Creature. She looked at that patchwork beast, eyes sunken and chest shuddering as his life force ebbed. She looked at the terrified goblins and the grim determination on Tor’s face.

She looked at Elsa. The woman was unhinged, dangerous, and cruel. But she was also a Dungeon Lord. She understood the stakes and knew what Heraxon would do to them if he captured them alive.

"Do it," Luisa whispered.

"Bah! This is cowardice!" Tor roared, reaching for Elsa.

"Stand down, Tor!" Luisa ordered, her voice ringing with the authority Alfie had entrusted to her. She pulled Alfie's heavy medallion over her head.

Then, she reached into her pouch and pulled out a second amulet, similar but more delicate and finely made. It was Elsa's own dungeon key, confiscated when she was captured.

Luisa held them both out.

"I know you can’t save us with these," Luisa said softly, dropping the medallion into Elsa's waiting hand, followed by the smaller one. "But make them pay. Wipe them out if you can.”

Elsa snatched them both. She clutched her own amulet to her chest, breathing in its familiar power, shuddering slightly before turning her gaze to Alfie's.

"Good girl," Elsa whispered.

She spun around and slammed the face of Alfie’s medallion into the opening of the Dungeon Heart.

“By the blood or birthright or by domination, I claim the power of this dungeon as my own!” Elsa chanted, her voice dropping an octave, resonating with the stone floor. "I call upon the Heroic Flames! Yield to me the life of the dungeon!”

A great, agonized vibration, like the earth itself was screaming, roared from within the Dungeon Heart. It wasn't a sound; it was a psychic shriek that brought every person in the room to their knees. Every person, except Elsa.

Light exploded from channel, a roar of pure essence of lost souls and captured pleasure, a blinding golden fire. It was the Heroic Flames, the accumulated life force and determination of every hero the dungeon had ever tested.

Elsa stood in the center of it, her mouth open, inhaling the golden fire. She was drinking the dungeon dry.

Her body swelling with terrifying energy. And then it was gone. The light extinguished. The Dungeon, with that final primal scream, now dead.

The effect was instantaneous, as though the strings of a mobile had been cut.

Every summoned monster disappeared. The spectral duelists Ramone had called, the shadow beasts lurking in the corners, the goblins, even most of the gnomes. They vanished. Pop. Gone. The magic sustaining them was gone. Only a few remained, born to the dungeon, created by human hands rather than summoned, or attracted by other means. Goblins scarcely weened of human milk, a few gnomes descended from the others, and Creature.

Every artifact in the room went inert. The glowing moss on the walls turned gray and crumbled to dust. The healing potions in belts turned to stagnant water. Luisa felt the weight of her magical daggers change instantly, becoming nothing more than heavy, dull steel. The Nexus, once a humming marvel of arcane engineering, was now just a cold, dead cave.

And then, silence.

The Dungeon Heart was gone. A few torches provided the only light other than Elsa herself.

Elsa lowered her arms. She was radiant, terrifying, vibrating with enough energy to level a city. A bomb waiting to explode. Her skin was luminous, her eyes burning with stolen, godlike power. She turned to the door.

CRACK.

The main doors of the Nexus thundered open. The smaller door burst from its hinges and disappeared beyond the Nexus.

For a moment, the boom echoed into the silent dungeon. Dust billowed, and through it stepped Lord Heraxon.

The Supreme Dungeon Lord looked regal in his black plate armor, his cape flowing behind him like a pool of oil. His thin lips curled into a sneering smile. He didn't rush. He walked with the confidence of a man entering his own home. Behind him, the blue eyes of his Revenant Knights glowed in the gloom.

Tor roared, raising his club to charge.

Heraxon flicked a finger. Tor was slammed backward against the wall by an invisible fist, pinned there, struggling for breath.

"Peace, brute," Heraxon said smoothly. His eyes scanned the room, passing over the cowering goblins, the defiant Ramone, and landing on Luisa. He sneered.

Then, he looked at Elsa.

Luisa braced herself for the explosion. For Elsa to unleash the stolen Heroic Flames and wipe them all out.

Instead, Heraxo’s smile widened. He opened his arms wide.

"Elsa," he purred. "Magnificent."

Elsa didn't attack. She walked forward, the power crackling around her like a halo. She stepped over the debris of the door and walked straight into Heraxon’s embrace.

Luisa felt the blood drain from her face.

"Thank you, my dear," Heraxon whispered, kissing Elsa on the forehead. "I knew you had it in you."

"The timing was tight," Elsa said, her voice sounding strange, layered with the power she held. She leaned against him, looking back at Luisa with a cold, triumphant smirk. "But I drained it all. The Heroic Flames are mine. The Heart is empty. The treasure can be looted.”

"Betrayal," Ramone breathed, flicking his rapier with anger.

"Business," Heraxon corrected. He gently pushed Elsa back so he could look at her. "You hold the essence of the dungeon. Keep it. Consider it your payment. It will make a fine addition to your own domain when you are returned to it.”

He turned to Luisa. His sneer returned, lip curling his scar, sharper this time.

"As for you," Heraxon said, stepping forward. The deathly aura rolling off him made Luisa sick. "The little thief playing queen. You thought you could hold this place against me?"

"I thought I could trust her," Luisa spat, glaring at Elsa.

"Elsa is a Dungeon Lord," Heraxon laughed. "We are survivors, girl. We have a birthright to protect. We do not die for the sentiments of you simple mortals."

He gestured to his knights. "Secure the prisoners. The goblins and the gnomes... feed them to the beasts. The traitors?" He glanced at Ramone and the pinned Tor. "Lock them in a cell. They will make excellent test subjects for some new experiments I have in mind."

“It is our right to a trial as fellow SSP members,” snarled Ramone as a Revenant Knight grabbed hold of his arms.

“Once, perhaps, but my rule is absolute now,” said Lord Heraxon. “This little uprising of conscience has gone on long enough. You will be disposed of at my whim.”

"And her?" Elsa asked, pointing a glowing finger at Luisa.

"Her?" Heraxon’s eyes narrowed. "I will peel her slowly. I will make it last for months. She has cost me too much time and resources."

Luisa backed up until she hit the cold stone of the Dungeon Heart. She reached for her inert daggers but knew it was pointless.

"Wait," Heraxon said. He looked around the room, frowning. "Where is the ghost?"

Luisa’s heart skipped a beat. Tiberius.

The old ghost materialized near the back of the dark Nexus. Though he was not a creation of the dungeon, he was a sort of parasite and so looked faint and transparent without the dungeon’s ambient magic to sustain him. He was scowling, his ethereal nose wrinkled in distaste as he looked at Luisa. He had always hated his nephew Alfie, considering him an incompetent fool, and by extension, he despised Luisa and the rest of Alfie's "circus."

But as he looked at Heraxon, that distaste turned to pure, aristocratic loathing. He hated interlopers even more than he hated incompetence.

Lord Heraxon reached out with a hand shod in a glove of ebony soulstone, the same rare and accursed metal that formed the blade of Alfie’s Souldrinker. By its power, he grabbed Alfie's dead uncle by the spectral throat and dragged him into the center of the room.

Tiberius screamed in frustration, incorporeal limbs flailing helplessly.

"You," Heraxon snarled, tightening his grip on the ghost’s essence. "The Uncle. I once had some respect for you but look at the simpering fool you have become. You know everything that happens here. Where is the boy?"

"Get your... filth... off me," Tiberius gasped, his form flickering violently, his dignity offended even as his soul was being crushed.

"Don't lie to me, spirit," Heraxon hissed, bringing his face close to the ghost's. "I can consume you. I can shred your soul into confetti and scatter you to the night winds!"

He shook Tiberius.

"Where is he?" Heraxon demanded, his voice shaking the dead room. "Where is the boy? Where is Alfie?"

“He has gone to hell, my lord,” purred Elsa, draping her shapely body against Lord Heraxon’s armored elbow. “He sacrificed his mortal life with the Souldrinker blade and traveled to the Realm of Sin to try to rescue his pet demon.”

At Elsa’s words, Lord Heraxon’s fury seemed to peak, his jaw clenching and his mailed grip crushing tighter around Tiberiius’s throat. Then, with a slackening sigh, he released the ghost. Tiberius dropped to the floor and slithered away like a retreating fog.

“Pity,” said Lord Heraxon. “I had hoped to enjoy a public execution of the boy. But I suppose his death at least brings his pathetic story to an end.”

“Not quite,” muttered Luisa, though she could not know what Alfie was enduring at that very moment.
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The Belly of the Beast

Myssandra had lived for an eternity in her own mind. The world had been a gray fog for so long that Myssandra had forgotten color and humanity. She had been floating in a void, listening to the rhythmic clicking of mandibles that told her to rest, to forget, to obey.

Then came the kiss.

It wasn't the kiss of a prince waking a sleeping beauty. It was desperate, sweaty, and held the lingering tang of blood. But it carried a spark. One that ignited the fuel inside her and set her blood ablaze.

Alfie passed the ring into her mouth. She tucked it into her cheek instinctively, the metallic tang cutting through the haze of the thing clasping the back of her head. As the band touched her tongue, she felt a jolt of raw power. The most primal sort of magic: incredible physical strength. The strength of mountains. Of titans.

She blinked. The gray fog vanished, replaced by the terrifying lurid horror of Kurz.

She saw the massive, gluttonous bulk of Dragmargoth, his belly-mouth drooling thick ropes of saliva. She saw Alfie, stripped and battered, kneeling before the monster.

"A farewell kiss? Touching! Truly!" Dragmargoth roared, his gut-maw opening wide enough to swallow a horse. "And now, little lord, you end!"

Alfie didn't scream. He just looked into Myssandra’s eyes.

Dragmargoth lunged. The mouth on his stomach surged forward, snapping shut around Alfie’s upper body. Alfie’s legs kicked once, twice, and then he was gone. Slurped down into the wet, grinding darkness of the demon’s gullet.

Dragmargoth belched, a sound that shook the black marble walls. "Delicious."

The sight of the mortal she loved, inexplicably in the Realm of Sin, being devoured by her hated husband the baron, proved to be too much. The magic snapped. The spell broke. Myssandra felt a rage so pure, so white-hot, that it felt like a literal fire burst in her chest. Her eyes began to glow as she heard Alfie’s muffled screams from within Dragmargoth’s loathsome belly.

Behind her, the hypnotic insect-thing hissed, sensing her awakening. It lunged to bite her neck, to inject its venom and put her back into her trance.

Myssandra moved with the unshackled fury of thought. Spit into her palm. The ring on her finger. She reached behind her head, her hand closing around the creature’s chitinous neck. With the Ring of Titan’s Strength, her grip was absolute.

CRUNCH!

She didn't just break the creature; she pulverized the fragile eggshell of its head. Green ichor exploded over her hand as she crushed the demon’s head into paste. She threw the twitching carcass aside and stood up.

She unfolded to her full height, and in the small chamber, she seemed to fill the room. Myssandra was a statue of war brought to life, her limbs long and powerful, her frame towering and statuesque. She bordered on being a giantess, a towering figure of midnight-blue uniform and pale, lethal muscle that cast a shadow over everything else in the room.

Dragmargoth’s two guard demons finally awakened to the danger posed by Myssandra. They were powerful, hulking humanoids with burnished skin and bulging muscles and glaives. Myssandra tore them apart in seconds, ripping limbs away and tossing their spurting corpses aside. Her uniform was dark with blood. She turned to face the baron.

"YOU!" Myssandra screamed. It wasn't a human word. It was a death sentence as her eyes flared with unholy fury.

Dragmargoth’s usually beady eyes were wide in his fat, putrescent face. "My dear? You are awake? No matter. The digestion is quick. H-he is already—"

Myssandra didn't let him finish. She launched herself from the ruins of the guards and at the baron. She tore through the space between them.

She slammed into Dragmargoth’s massive gut, her shoulder driving into his blubber with the force of a battering ram. The demon grunted, stumbling back, the floor cracking under his hooves. Before he could swipe at her with his sausage-fingers, Myssandra jammed both her hands into the lips of his belly-mouth.

"Open," she snarled, her face inches from the drooling maw.

She pulled. The Titan’s strength flared, amplifying her already immense natural power. The demon’s flesh tore. The jawbone of the stomach-maw cracked loud enough to sound like a cannon shot.

"GAAAAH! STOP! MY STOMACH!" Dragmargoth shrieked, flailing at her, his claws raking bloody furrows down her back.

Myssandra ignored the pain. She was an unstoppable force. She shoved her arm deep into the gullet, past the rows of razor teeth, past the convulsing throat muscles, plunging into the acid-slick heat of the stomach.

She felt a foot.

"Got you," she hissed.

She planted her heavy boots against Dragmargoth’s hips, bracing herself. With a roar of effort, she heaved. With a wet, sucking sound, she dragged Alfie out of the beast. He came out covered in bright green bile, gasping for air, steaming from the acid.

Myssandra threw him to the floor and spun back to Dragmargoth. She drove a fist the size of a sledgehammer into his blubbery side, cracking ribs through layers of fat. The Demon Lord howled, clutching his ruined stomach, vomiting black blood.

"GUARDS!" Dragmargoth screamed, backing away, stumbling, his bravado gone. "KILL THEM! KILL THE BITCH!"

He scrambled backward, smashing through the heavy iron doors of the throne room, fleeing into the depths of his fortress to lick his wounds.

The room fell silent, save for the heavy breathing of the two lovers.

Alfie wiped slime from his eyes, coughing up bile. He looked up. Myssandra stood over him, a towering Valkyrie in a torn Praefecta uniform. She was covered in demon blood and stomach acid, her hair a wild mane, her eyes burning with a terrifying, beautiful madness.

"Myssandra," he croaked.

She looked down at him. The rage drained from her face.

"You," she breathed, stalking toward him. Her stride ate up the distance. "You came for me."

"Always," Alfie said, trying to stand.

She didn't help him up. She tackled him.

They hit the floor hard. Myssandra straddled him, her long, powerful thighs pinning him to the marble. Her kiss devoured him. Her mouth was hot and demanding, her tongue clashing with his. She was immense, overwhelming, her weight a comforting crush against his battered body.

"I thought I lost you," she growled against his lips, ripping her own coat open, silver buttons flying like shrapnel to reveal her pale, heaving chest. "I thought I was gone."

"I'm here," Alfie gasped, his hands finding her breasts, slick with sweat and gore, squeezing the heavy flesh. "I'm right here with you."

She lifted her hips, tearing away the remains of her uniform pants. Alfie’s bare cock was hard, despite the acid and the battle. He could not resist Myssandra’s power. He never could. She took hold of his stiffness and guided him to her entrance, her pussy soaking wet, desperate to be filled.

"Inside. Now," she commanded.

She slammed down on him.

"AHHH!"

They both screamed it. This wasn’t lovemaking. It was an assertion of reality as they desired it to be. She rode him with the same ferocity she had used to tear apart the insect. She ground down on him, her inner muscles clamping tight, trying to merge their bodies so they could never be separated again.

Alfie arched his body beneath her, matching her rhythm. The adrenaline of near-death mixed with the lust, creating a cocktail of sensation that trivialized the need for fear. She was so big, so strong, surrounding him completely. Her nipples were hard points against his palms as he kneaded her breasts, watching her head thrown back in ecstasy.

CRASH.

The side doors burst open. A squad of dog-headed demons rushed in, halberds raised. They saw the intruders on the floor, locked in carnal embrace.

"Attack!" the leader barked.

Alfie reached for his sword, discarded by Dragmargoth in his retreat, just managing to grab it before Myssandra pinned his wrists to the floor with one hand.

"Don't you dare stop," she ordered, her hips pistoning up and down with bruising force. "Keep fucking me."

She reached out with her free hand, fingers lengthening into claws that pierced the throat as she grasped the spinal column of the first demon to come into range. Even as she bucked atop Alfie, she tore off the demon’s head and spine and used the head to smash the face of another demon.

"Yes!" Alfie groaned, the violence and the pleasure fusing into one. He thrust harder, driving into her as she fought.

"My turn," Myssandra hissed.

She leaned forward, planting her hands on Alfie's chest for leverage, and spun her body 180 degrees without disengaging. It was a move that defied physics and anatomy, lubricated by sheer lust. Suddenly she was in reverse cowgirl, her massive, pale ass was bouncing on his hips. She dealt with another demon, folding it in half and tossing it aside. Then her hot cunt pivoted on him again. Her tits in his face. Her ass bouncing in the other direction.

“Behind you, Myssandra!”

Alfie grabbed her hips, pulling her down onto him as he sat up slightly. Her ass was a masterpiece of pale muscle, clapping against his thighs with every bounce. A demon charged her back, raising a rusty axe.

Myssandra waited until the last second. She didn't turn around. She just bucked backwards with explosive force, slamming her glutes into the demon's chest like a battering ram.

SMACK-CRACK!

The demon flew backward, its ribcage shattered, crashing into a pillar and sliding down into a heap.

"Nice ass," Alfie gasped, thrusting upward into her as she bounced back onto his cock.

"Focus, Alfie!" she laughed, a wild, throaty sound, reaching back to squeeze his thighs.

She grabbed the fallen demon's halberd from the floor and swung it behind her in a wide, blind arc, decapitating two imps that were trying to sneak up on Alfie’s flank. The motion twisted her hips, grinding her internal walls against his cock in a way that made his vision blur.

"They just keep coming!" Alfie shouted, parrying a spear thrust with his own sword while Myssandra rode him like a warhorse.

"Then we adapt!" Myssandra roared.

She stood up.

She didn't detach. She simply rose to her full, towering height, pulling Alfie up with her. She braced one hand under his back and kept moving. He wrapped his legs around her waist, locking his ankles behind her back, dangling from her like a perverse backpack human travel pack while still buried deep inside her.

"Hold on tight, master!" she yelled.

She charged the remaining demons, carrying Alfie with her. Every step she took drove him deeper inside her, her powerful cunt milking him with every stride. She slammed Alfie’s back against the wall, pinning a gargoyle between Alfie’s shoulder blades and the stone.

SQUELCH.

"Oh god!" Alfie shouted, half in pain, half in mind-shattering pleasure as the gargoyle was crushed and Myssandra ground her pelvis against his. "That was effective!"

"I use every weapon I have!" she crowed.

She spun around, swinging Alfie away from the wall.

"Use your sword!" she commanded, bouncing him against her tits to get a better angle.

Alfie flailed, stabbing a ratch that tried to bite Myssandra's thigh. "This is not an ahhhhhh actual aaahhhh fighting technique!”

"I'm forging it now!" she shrieked.

There was one demon left, a massive brute with a spiked mace. It roared and charged.

Myssandra dropped Alfie.

He hit the floor on his back, his cock slipping out with a wet pop. Before he could protest, Myssandra grabbed the charging demon’s arm, twisted it until the bone snapped, and hurled the monster through the open window into the lava moat below.

Silence fell over the room.

Myssandra turned to him. She was heaving, covered in sweat and blood, her chest rising and falling. Her eyes were wild with battle-lust. On her face, a wicked, fanged smile.

She walked over to him, straddling his waist, but this time she didn't sit up. She lay down on top of him, skin to skin, her heavy breasts smothering his chest, her face inches from his.

She reached down, guiding him back inside her warmth. She slid down slowly, taking him so that he could feel every ripple of her tightness, until they were flush against each other.

"They're all dead," she whispered, her voice husky.

"Just us," Alfie replied, looking up into her eyes. The madness was gone, replaced by a fierce, burning love.

She began to move, slow and deep. It wasn't the frantic fucking of the battle. It was a rhythmic, soulful claim. She kissed him, her tongue tangling with his, tasting of him.

"You came for me," she murmured against his lips. "Into the Pit."

"I'd do it again," Alfie groaned, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her down more onto his cock.

The sensation was overwhelming. The danger, the relief, the sheer physical perfection of her body moving against his. He felt the coil tighten in his gut.

"Myssandra," he gasped, looking deep into her eyes. "I'm... I'm yours."

"Show me," she demanded, her lips hot against his.

He erupted. It was a release that shook him to his core, pouring everything he had into her. Myssandra cried out, her back arching slightly, her eyes never leaving his as she milked every drop, her own climax rolling through her in powerful, rhythmic waves that he could feel pulsing around his throbbing length.

They lay there for a long time, tangled together in the ruins of the torture chamber, surrounded by corpses, hearts beating as one.

"That," she whispered, smoothing the hair back from his forehead, "was significantly better than a rescue party."

Alfie smiled, breathless and broken, but alive. "Next time, let me… mmmm… fix you dinner.”

Myssandra laughed, the sound vibrating through her body and into his. She kissed him once more, soft and lingering, then stood up, offering him a hand. The Ring of Titan’s Strength glinted on her finger.

"No time for dinner," she said, pulling him to his feet. Her eyes turned toward the door Dragmargoth had fled through. "My erstwhile husband is waiting. And I want to make sure our separation is permanent."
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A Permanent Dissolution

The corridor leading to Dragmargoth’s inner sanctum wasn't designed for defense; it was designed for intimidation. The walls were lined with living statues that screamed when you passed them, and the floor was a mosaic of more of that jagged obsidian that chewed up Alfie’s bare feet.

It was designed to defend by making visitors or intruders feel small.

And Myssandra made the corridor feel cramped.

She was a towering juggernaut of torn midnight blue uniform and pale muscle. Her blonde hair flowed behind her like a golden war banner, wild and untamed. Alfie wasn’t sure if it was her fury or the Ring of Titan’s Strength on her finger, but something seemed to have triggered her demonic aspect more than usual. She looked terrifying. And beautiful for it.

"Move or perish!" she roared at the latest foe in her path.

Two curling horns erupted from her forehead, tearing through the skin. Her eyes ignited with a hellish red glow. She shoulder-checked a massive, armored minotaur, her powerful thighs driving her forward with the force of a siege engine. The beast flew backward, crashing through a stone doorframe.

Alfie struggled to keep up. He was a Dungeon Lord, a warrior who had faced his share of enemies, but running in Myssandra’s wake was like following the destructive path of a storm. She was not fighting, she was annihilating, and Alfie was left climbing over corpses and debris.

A squad of elite spike-covered, red-skinned assassins dropped from the ceiling, their poisoned daggers gleaming. Myssandra didn't even slow down. Her hands had shifted, fingers elongating into wicked, red-stained claws. She snatched the first two demons out of the air, her claws shredding their leathery armor as she slammed their heads together with a wet crack.

"Alfie!" she shouted over her shoulder, her fangs flashing white against her red lips. "Are you keeping up?"

"Trying not to trip over the corpses!" Alfie yelled back, stepping over a flattened gargoyle.

They burst through a set of double doors into a massive, circular antechamber. It was filled with Dragmargoth’s personal guard of thirty heavy infantry demons clad in black iron, wielding poleaxes that crackled with demonic energy.

They formed a shield wall, bristling with spikes.

"Halt!" the captain barked.

Myssandra’s laugh was terrifying in its good humor. No trace of fear or hesitation.

“Ah! I don’t think I will!”

She charged.

She didn't look for a gap in the line. She manifested the gap. She hit the center of the shield wall, her uniform reduced to scraps and her massive, pale breasts heaving with exertion, her powerful ass driving her legs like pistons. She smashed into the demon iron wall with kinetic fury. Shields deformed. Fractured. Armor crumpled like tin. Demons were thrown into the air, their formation broken instantly.

Demons screamed in agony and fear.

Alfie dove into the chaos behind her, Souldrinker cackling with joy as he cut down the stragglers. Demonic blood spattered his own naked body.

He was in awe of Myssandra.

She was magnificent. She ripped a poleaxe from a demon’s grip, her biceps bulging under her pale skin. She snapped the iron shaft over her knee, then stabbed the jagged end into the creature’s chest. She grabbed a demon by the horns, her red claws digging deep into its skull, and threw him into his comrades.

"Is that all of them?" Myssandra panted, dropping the last guard at her feet and crushing it under her heel. Her blonde hair was wild, plastered to her sweaty neck with blood. Her eyes glowed like stoked embers. "I thought the baron would rally his entire army to stop me."

"I think he did,” Alfie said, wiping black blood from his face and glancing down at the corpses covering the floor. He pointed to the massive, ornate doors at the far end of the room. They were covered in glowing runes and pulsing with a sick, green light. "He's in there. Even I can feel it.”

“I think you’re right, my love,” she said, turning back to Alfie, scooping him into her arms, and pressing a hot kiss to his lips. Her tongue was sour with demon blood, but he savored her embrace. Those arms that had crushed and rent asunder so many in the last few moments were gentle with him. Her bloody claws caressing him.

She set him back on his feet and turned again. Glorious. Unstoppable.

She walked to the doors. She didn't look for a handle. She planted her heavy boot in the center of the runes and kicked.

The doors exploded inward, tearing from their hinges and flying into the darkness beyond.

They stepped into Dragmargoth’s final inner sanctum.

It was a cavernous space, suspended over a pit of roiling, sickly green magma. Chains hung from the ceiling, swaying in the heat thermals. In the center, on a platform of black glass, stood Dragmargoth.

The Demon Lord looked worse for wear. His massive belly was bruised, the maw hanging open and drooling filth down his poxy gut, and his tongue lolling out. But his upper mouth was smiling.

He held Josephine by her slender throat.

The Princess was limp, her golden hair matted with pink slime. She looked broken, used, and barely conscious. Dragmargoth’s massive hand encompassed her entire neck.

"One step," Dragmargoth rumbled, his voice echoing. "One step, and I snap her pretty little neck like a dry twig and cast her into the fires of Belphegoros.”

Myssandra froze. Her tense muscles seemed to pulse with her heartbeat. Alfie stopped beside her.

"Let her go," Alfie said.

"Let her go?" Dragmargoth laughed, the mouth on his belly slapping open. "I think not. I will not lose my prizes."

He tightened his grip. Josephine whimpered.

"You want her?" Dragmargoth sneered at Myssandra. "Then we make a trade."

He held up his other hand. Between two thick fingers, he held the vial. The Tears of the Goddess.

"The contract stands, my dear," Dragmargoth purred. "Drink this. All of it. Erase the hate. Erase the memory of this... filth. Become my adoring Queen again, and I give you the Princess. I let the boy go."

"Don't do it," Alfie said immediately. "Myssandra, no."

Myssandra looked at the vial. She looked at Josephine. She looked at Alfie.

"If I drink it..." she said slowly, her voice cold and even, her red eyes dimming slightly. "You let them go? Both of them?"

"On my honor as a Lord," Dragmargoth lied, grinning.

Myssandra walked forward. Her claws retracted slightly, returning to human hands. She stepped onto the glass platform. She reached out, her hand shaking, and took the vial.

"Do you really think," Myssandra whispered, looking at the vial, "that I would ever forget him?"

Dragmargoth frowned. "What?"

Myssandra looked up. Her eyes blazed a brilliant, furious crimson. Her fangs bared in a snarl.

"Do you really think," she roared, her voice booming, "that I would agree to be drooled upon and dominated and sullied by you for eternity?"

She crushed the vial.

Glass shattered. The Tears of the Goddess exploded in a mist of sparkling light, uselessly dissipating.

"NO!" Dragmargoth screamed.

He reached to snap Josephine’s neck, but Myssandra was faster. She stomped.

The Ring of Titan’s Strength channeled all her fury into her heel. The black glass platform shattered.

Dragmargoth stumbled, falling backward, releasing Josephine to flail for stability. Alfie lunged, catching Josephine before she could slide into the magma, dragging her to safety.

Myssandra rode the falling debris down, leaping to land squarely on Dragmargoth’s chest as he crashed onto a lower ledge.

"You wanted a wife?" Myssandra screamed, pinning him down. Her massive thighs clamped around his torso, trapping his arms. She sat on his heaving, bruised chest, looming over him like a vengeful goddess, the hot air from the magma shimmering around her and her blonde hair a halo of rage.

Dragmargoth thrashed, his belly-mouth snapping at her crotch, but her golden pubic hair was just out of reach. She grabbed his horns, wrenching his head back.

"NEVER! AGAIN! PIG!”

With each word, she slammed his head against the rock. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.

Dragmargoth dizzily swiped at her, but she didn't flinch. She released his horns. Her hand transformed again, fingers becoming those wicked, red claws. She plunged her hand straight into his chest.

She tore through the blubber, through the muscle. The bone.

Dragmargoth gurgled in agony.

"Your heart," Myssandra hissed, her arm buried elbow-deep. "It's black. And it's mine."

She grabbed the wet, pulsing organ. She pulled, trailing throbbing black cords of arteries.

With a sound like tearing canvas, Myssandra ripped Dragmargoth’s heart out in a spray of ichor. It was massive and spurting his last vital fluid.

Dragmargoth gasped, his yellow eyes wide. He shuddered once, violently, and then went still.

Myssandra stood up, holding the heart. She was covered in gore, panting, magnificent. Her horns slowly receded, her eyes fading from red back to blue. She walked to the edge of the ledge and tossed the heart into the magma pit. The green fire surged and consumed it instantly.

Kurz began to shake with its master dead. All demonic domains were wrought of will and powerful magic. With those keystones gone, it was inevitable the palace would destroy itself.

Myssandra climbed back up to Alfie as chunks of obsidian began to rain down around her and splattered into the magma. He was kneeling beside Josephine. The Princess was alive but lost in a haze of magical lust, reaching for Alfie's belt.

"Alfie?" Josephine murmured. "Is it... time? The slime... I need..."

"She's broken," Alfie said softly, pushing her hands away.

"We'll fix her," Myssandra said, her voice gentle now, though she still looked like a blood-soaked giantess. "But first, we leave."

"How?" Alfie asked. "The way we came in?"

"No," Myssandra said. "The wards fell when he died."

She walked over to where the Souldrinker sword had fallen when Alfie dropped it to grab Josephine. She picked it up. It looked right in her hand.

"This blade has tasted the blood of a thousand souls," she said. "It can cut a path."

She raised the sword and slashed at the air. Not at an enemy, but at reality itself.

A jagged portal was sliced into existence. Through it, the torch-lit stone of the Happy Endings Dungeon beckoned.

"Home," Myssandra said.

Alfie wrapped an arm around Josephine. "Grab her other side."

Together, the Dungeon Lord and his powerful demonic lover carried the broken princess through the portal, leaving the ruin of Kurz to crumble behind them.
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Heart of Gold

The air in the Happy Endings Dungeon was dead.

The portal Myssandra had cleaved through reality deposited them in the entry hall, but it wasn't the warm, welcoming place Alfie remembered. The torches were out. The moss was gray and crumbling. The furniture was in ruins and there were the husks of Revenant Knights crumpled among the debris. The very stone felt cold and lifeless, stripped of the magic that made the dungeon a living thing.

Alfie stepped out of the portal and into his former realm, supporting the semi-conscious Josephine. Myssandra followed, the Souldrinker sword resting easily on her shoulder, her eyes scanning the shadows with predatory precision.

"It's quiet," she noted. “I thought you said there was going to be a battle. Did we miss it?”

"They're hiding," Alfie said, looking at the overturned welcome desk. "Gnomes! It's me! It's Alfie!"

For a long moment, nothing moved. Then, a single, trembling gnome head popped up from behind a pile of shattered crates. It was Gimble, the head hairdresser. He looked terrified, his smock stained with blood and smeared with soot.

"Lord Alfie?" Gimble squeaked. He scrambled over the barricade, falling to his knees and hugging Alfie’s boot. "You're back! We thought you were dead! Everyone is dead!"

"Not everyone," Alfie said, helping the gnome up. "What happened?"

"The Pale Lady," Gimble sobbed. "She took the heart! She drank it all! The magic died, and then... then the Supreme One walked in. His knights... they took everyone."

"Where?" Alfie demanded.

"The cells," Gimble pointed down the main corridor. "And the Vault. They're looting everything."

“Are there other survivors like you?” asked Myssandra.

“Um, a couple I think,” said the gnome, looking up awestruck at the gigantic naked beauty of the demon woman. “Only those born or made here though. All the summoned ones… gone.”

"Take care of the Princess," Alfie ordered the gnome, passing Josephine to him. "Keep her hidden. Don't come out until I say so."

Alfie searched the floor and found a steel short sword that looked like it had belonged to a goblin. He took a few testing swings with it, as Souldrinker was with Myssandra.

"Ready for more killing?

Myssandra grinned, her fangs flashing. "The slaughter has only just begun."

They moved deeper into the dungeon. The corridors were fouled with debris and the residue of battle, although there were few corpses among the ruins. Most of those having either disappeared or been put to use feeding Lord Heraxon’s menagerie of monsters.

They found Tor Poskov and Ramone Brookwyne in the torture chamber. It was a gruesome tableau. The massive barbarian and the elegant duelist were chained to the racks, stripped of their finery. Their bodies bore the bloody marks of torture, but that treatment was over. Now they were being ridden.

“Succubi,” growled Myssandra.

The two luscious, blue-skinned demons with curved horns and whipping tails were straddling the captive Dungeon Lords. The demons were grinding down on the men, their hips moving with a fluid, predatory rhythm. Asses bouncing. Cunts devouring. Tits heaving. They were drawing life essence out through the violent, forced coupling.

Tor groaned, his head thrown back, his massive chest heaving as the succubus atop him bounced harder, her claws teasing his pectorals. He looked ashen, his vitality flowing into the demon with every thrust and fresh spurt of his essence into her slurping cunny. Ramone was pale as a sheet, his eyes rolled back, twitching as the second succubus milked him, whispering dark enchantments into his ear to keep him hard and compliant.

"Get off them!" Alfie shouted, charging in.

The succubi hissed, spinning around on their victims without disengaging. One launched a tongue of fire magic from her hands, but Myssandra batted it aside with the flat of Souldrinker. She lunged, impaling the demon atop Ramone before the hellish beauty could scream.

Alfie tackled the second one off Tor, his shoulder colliding with her perfect breasts. She clawed at his face, spitting angrily like a frenzied cat, but he drove his sword into her chest, ending her struggle.

"Tor! Ramone!" Alfie slapped the barbarian’s cheek.

Tor groaned, his eyes fluttering open. He looked down at his still-semi-hard cock, then up at Alfie. "Alfie? Am I... in heaven? The whores here are... surprisingly aggressive."

"You're alive, you big oaf," Alfie said, cutting his chains.

Ramone slid to the floor, coughing, trying to cover himself with his tattered silk shirt. "Fashionably late, Lord Ivanhoe. But impeccable timing. I fear I had nothing left to give."

"Can you fight?" Alfie asked.

Ramone nodded wearily.

"Give me a weapon," Tor grunted, standing up unsteadily and adjusting his trousers. "And point me at Heraxon."

"We need to find Luisa first," Alfie said.

They found her in the next room. It was one of many rooms that had been a place of consensual fantasy. Now, it was a nightmare.

Luisa was chained to a pillory, stripped naked, her body bruised and exposed. Surrounding her were three undead monstrosities. The zombies, stitched together with extra limbs and dripping with blasphemous sludge, were taking advantage of the petite thief’s helpless position.

The lead zombie, a patchwork brute of rotting flesh, was behind her, his eyes white and his jaw hanging open and dripping with putrid green liquid. He was thrusting into Luisa with a steady, ass-clapping, mechanical violence that made Alfie’s stomach turn. The others were groping her, their cold, dead hands leaving smears of filth on her golden skin as stroked, pinched, and squeezed.

Luisa wasn't screaming or struggling. She was staring at the wall, her eyes as dead as Josephine’s had been above the slime pit. Her spirit was broken.

"Luisa!" Alfie roared, the sound tearing from his throat.

He didn’t wait for the others. He charged into the room, swinging his scavenged sword and taking the head clean off the goblin rutting into Luisa. It actually took one more headless thrust before toppling over backwards with a vile slurp as its huge, misshapen cock slid from her soiled cunt. The other two zombies turned to him with confused snarls. He impaled one in the face and kicked it over backwards.

Myssandra finished the third, joining Alfie in the room and decapitating the zombie with a casual swing of Souldrinker.

Alfie rushed to Luisa, unlocking the pillory. She collapsed into his arms, shivering violently, covered in the filth of the undead.

"Alfie?" she whispered, clutching him, her voice barely audible. "He... he gave me to them. Heraxon... their filth is inside me… ohhhh…"

"I know," Alfie said, wrapping his cloak around her, shielding her from the room. "I'm here. It's over."

"He's at the Vault," Luisa gasped. "With Elsa. She... she betrayed us, Alfie. She gave him everything."

"He can’t keep it," Alfie said grimly.

He looked at his ragtag team. A drained barbarian, an exhausted duelist, a broken thief, and a berserker giantess. There was no calculation to be made, because any rational consideration would reveal his inevitable defeat. But he would win. He felt it in his heart and saw it reflected in Myssandra’s unbreakable eyes.

“Yes,” she simply said.

They marched to the Vault.

The massive adamantine doors were blasted open. Inside, amidst mountains of gold and artifacts, stood Lord Heraxon.

He was directing his knights as they loaded chests onto discs that levitated with magic. Beside him stood Elsa. She looked pale, even for her. She was leaning against a pile of coins, one hand clutching her side.

“I think it was you who told me that I should kill anyone who tried to loot my dungeon,” said Alfie.

Heraxon straightened his back. He turned slowly, his smile cold and hard.

“Alfred Ivanhoe. What a pleasant surprise. I had almost given up hope that you would return and face justice.” He turned fully and his eyes twinkled with cruel delight at the sight of Myssandra looming naked over Alfie. “Ah, and look, you’ve brought your overgrown demon with you. Though she looks a bit underdressed.”

“I don’t need a cloak to rip you limb-from-limb,” growled Myssandra.

“Perhaps not,” admitted Lord Heraxon, resting one hand on the dueling saber he wore on his hip. “But I am not the one you should be worried about, Myssandra.”

He gestured with his other hand. From the shadows poured a lithe, living darkness that reformed into a lean figure taller than Myssandra.

Shrike.

His body and armor were indistinguishable. He was a thing of unholy black metal covered in curving spikes. His sharp-boned face was a mask of hatred with no eyes, only a nose and mouth. And where his hands should be, there were only long, gleaming silver blades. No fingers. No thumbs. Just the promise of a very pointy death.

Shrike crossed his blades and bowed sharply to Myssandra.

“I’ve beaten him before,” said Myssandra, though Alfie saw a flicker of genuine fear in her demonic eyes.

"Kill them," Heraxon ordered.

The battle exploded.

Shrike flowed towards them, his blade-arms blurring. Myssandra met him, clashing Souldrinker against the construct’s silver limbs. Sparks flew. Shrike was fast, impossibly fast, his lack of hands making his strikes unpredictable and relentless. Myssandra met he elegance with experience and fury. She ignored the shallow cuts his spikes opened on her arms, swinging Souldrinker like a switch, driving him back with sheer kinetic force.

Tor and Ramone engaged the Revenant Knights, fighting back-to-back, using rage and precision to hold off the armored constructs.

Alfie charged Heraxon.

"You tortured my friends and took my home!" Alfie shouted, swinging his sword.

Heraxon laughed, parrying effortlessly with his saber. "It was never yours, boy. A false inheritance your foolish uncle allowed to corrupt his dungeon. Your temporary ownership is at an end. I will repair the damage you have done.”

He struck back, the back of his saber slamming into Alfie’s side. Ribs cracked. Alfie stumbled, gasping. Heraxon was far stronger than he looked. His armor pulsed with the same necromantic energy that filled his knights.

"You are weak," Heraxon sneered, kicking the sword from Alfie’s hand. He grabbed Alfie by the throat and lifted him off the ground. "Just rely on others to fight your battles. Even now… your giantess battles with Shrike.”

Alfie clawed at the gauntlet crushing his windpipe. His vision swam. He saw Myssandra battling Shrike, holding her own but bleeding from a dozen cuts. He saw Tor and Ramone overwhelmed.

"You returned to your dungeon to die. Say goodbye, false Dungeon Lord," Heraxon whispered, raising his saber for the killing blow.

SHUNK.

Heraxon froze.

A look of pure confusion crossed his face. He looked down.

The tip of a jagged dagger was protruding from his chest, right through the black plate armor.

He dropped Alfie. He turned slowly.

Elsa stood behind him. She was trembling, tears streaming down her face. She held the hilt of the dagger with both hands.

"You..." Heraxon wheezed, blood bubbling at his lips. "You... useless... bitch."

"I am a Dungeon Lord," Elsa sobbed, twisting the blade. "I don't serve."

Heraxon roared. He spun around, his mace sword swinging in a brutal backhand arc.

It struck Elsa in the side and slashed into her flesh.

The sound was sickening. Elsa flew across the vault, crashing into a pile of gold coins. She lay still, blood staining her gauzy gown and pooling among the coins.

"NO!" Alfie screamed.

Elsa’s had made distraction enough for him. He picked up his fallen sword While Heraxon was still off-balance, Alfie lunged at the Supreme Dungeon Lord and drove the simple blade under Heraxon’s chin, through his mouth, and into his brain.

Heraxon gurgled. Too cruel to die so easily. He managed to stumble back, blood pouring from his nose. He even brought up his saber.

Across the room, Myssandra roared. She caught Shrike’s blade-arms with her bare hands, not caring as the silver steel sliced her palms. She headbutted him, shattering his eyeless facemask, and then drove Souldrinker through his chest, pinning him to the wall. The sword drank deep.

"Luisa! Now!" Alfie shouted.

Luisa, who had been leaning against the door, saw her chance. She grabbed a crossbow from a dead knight. Beside her, Lord Brookwyne’s vampire nun, released from her cell during the chaos, hissed and charged. Even a few of the female guests who had been hiding in the vault grabbed weapons.

They descended on Heraxon.

The Supreme Lord was tough, but he was severely wounded, disoriented, and surrounded. The vampire nun tore at his armor with feral claws. Luisa fired a bolt into his knee. The guests stabbed and bludgeoned.

It was messy. It was brutal. It was justice.

Heraxon fell under the weight of his victims. Alfie stood back, letting them have their vengeance. When the screaming stopped, Heraxon was nothing but a ruin of metal and flesh. His knights crumbled and clanged, their armor devoid of spectral motivation.

Silence fell over the vault.

"Elsa," Alfie whispered.

He ran to the pile of gold. Myssandra joined him, limping but alive.

Elsa was breathing, but barely. Her face was beyond pale and her eyes were unfocused and sunken.

"Hey," Alfie said gently, kneeling beside her. "Elsa. It’s me.”

Elsa blinked. Her eyes found his. She tried to smile, her mouth opening and closing.

"Did... did we win?" she wheezed.

"Yeah," Alfie choked out. "You got him. You saved us."

Elsa’s hand fumbled in the folds of her ruined dress. She handed Alfie his medallion.

"Still works," she whispered, pressing it into Alfie’s hand. "You can… restart the Dungeon Heart. It's... heavy."

"Elsa, hold on," Alfie said. "We can heal you. We can—"

"No," Elsa coughed, blood bubbling on her lips. "Too late. Cold. It’s… hilarious… knew I’d die doing something… stupid…”

She paused, her breath hitching. A bright flame began to rise from her chest.

“Heroic Flame,” murmured Ramone, watching the fire rise. “I’ve never seen one that bright. It’s all that power she took from your dungeon.”

“You can use it to put in the Heart,” said Elsa. “Or… for something else. Sorriel. The Angel. There's enough here... maybe… to pull her back. To revive her."

Alfie froze. "Sorriel?"

"You have to choose," Elsa whispered, her eyes drifting shut. "Your dungeon... or the angel. And the good she can do."

"Elsa, stay with me!" Alfie said, gripping her hand.

"Tell the giantess..." Elsa murmured, her voice fading to a ghost of a whisper. "Tell her... she has nice tits."

Elsa let out a long, shuddering breath. Her hand went limp in Alfie’s. The light behind her eyes faded.

Alfie sat there in the silence of the vault, the dead body of his rival-turned-savior at his knees, and the glowing heart of his dungeon in his hands.

He looked at Myssandra. He looked at the ruined, inert dungeon around him.

He knew what he had to do.
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His Choice

The only sound in the Vault was the ragged breathing of the survivors.

Alfie knelt in the center of the carnage, his knees crunching against loose coins and gems. In his hands, he held the luminous flame. Warm above his palm. He realized he had never actually touched one of the flames. It seemed somehow fitting that his first was also this dungeon’s last. The flame vibrated with pure potential. It seemed to whisper promises of power, of dominion, and generations of rule.

He looked down at the body of Elsa.

The Pale Lady lay crumpled against a mound of treasure, her dark hair fanned out and stuck to the gold with her blood. She looked so small in death. Stripped of her madness, her arcane arrogance, and the cruel spark that defined her, she was just another victim of the dungeons. Her skin was gray, her lips blue, the wound in her side proof of her mortal sacrifice.

He rose slowly to his feet.

“It’s over,” he said.

“What’s that?” asked Ramone.

He looked around the Vault. The Happy Endings Dungeon was dead. The walls were cold, the monsters gone. The ambient hum of magic that usually filled the air like static electricity had departed, leaving a hollow silence that pressed against his ears. To revive it would mean safety. It would mean rebuilding his fortress, repopulating his halls with monsters, and returning to the game of Dungeon Lords. It would mean he remained a king on his own mountain.

But then he looked at the others.

He looked at Josephine, huddled in the corner under the care of Gimble the gnome. The Princess was broken, her golden hair matted, her eyes staring blankly at nothing, her mind forever altered by the horrors of Kurz and the violation of the slime.

He looked back at Elsa. The woman who had tormented him, lusted after him, and ultimately died to save him. Then he looked at Lord Heraxon. Unrecognizable in his broken armor. Crushed and beaten and stabbed to a bloody mess.

He didn’t walk to the Dungeon Core to feed it Elsa’s Heroic Flame. He walked to the sarcophagus containing Sorriel and opened it slowly to reveal the lifeless angel within. The beautiful, delicate features, frozen in sadness, seemed to move in the flickering light of the flame in Alfie’s hand.

"Alfie?" Myssandra called out, leaning heavily on the Souldrinker sword, her body covered in cuts and streaked with demon blood. "What are you doing?"

"I'm fixing this," Alfie said. “I did it all wrong and I’m going to make it right.”

He closed his eyes, focusing not on the greed of the dungeon, but on the memory of light. The moments when he had helped women find happiness in the dungeon. The friends he had made. On Josephine, on Myssandra, Luisa, and even Elsa.

He lowered the flame into the sarcophagus and placed it on the chest of Sorriel. The flame bathed her in radiance and slowly sunk into her pallid flesh.

Nothing happened. He waited. He looked up at Myssandra and she shrugged.

Luisa offered, “Maybe you should have—”

A wave of pure, blinding white light exploded outward from the sarcophagus. A luminous tear in the reality through which poured the light of the heavens. It washed over the Vault, blasting away the shadows, bleaching the color from the gold. It roared through the corridors of the dungeon, a tsunami of purification that shook the mountain to its roots. It was pure and absolute.

"Sorriel!" Alfie called into the light. "I pay the price! Come back! Help us!"

The light coalesced. It swirled in the center of the room, thickening, softening until it was no longer painful to look at. Feathers of pure energy drifted down like snow, dissolving before they hit the ground. The air smelled of a temple’s incense.

From the brilliance stepped a figure.

She was delicate and beautiful and taller than even Myssandra. Her wings were vast spans of white fire that spread like arms offering to embrace them all. Her armor was made of sunlight, and her eyes held sublime compassion and terrible judgement.

Sorriel, the Angel reborn.

Her blazing gaze fell upon Alfie. Her expression was unreadable, ancient and serene.

"You called me back, Dungeon Lord. You sacrificed your dominion and yielded the cycle of power."

"I did," Alfie said, shielding his eyes from her radiance. "I don't want the dungeon. I want... I want you to fix this."

“Fix?”

“What is broken. Josephine. Elsa. Even my uncle. Make it right again.”

Sorriel nodded slowly. "The exchange is accepted. Dominion for Restoration."

She glided across the room to where Josephine sat. The Princess flinched, shrinking away from the light. Sorriel knelt, her massive wings curling around the broken girl like a protective cocoon.

"Forget the darkness," Sorriel commanded, her voice a harmonious chord that vibrated in Alfie’s chest. "Forget the pain that has been forced into you. Recall the light. The goodness. Be whole."

She placed a luminous hand on Josephine’s forehead.

Josephine gasped, her back arching. Black smoke seemed to rise from her skin, dissipating in the angel's light. The glaze left her eyes, replaced by clarity. The lines of terror etched into her face smoothed away. She blinked, looking around with a peaceful confusion, then slumped forward into a natural, restful sleep.

Sorriel stood and moved to the formless fog that was all that remained of Tiberius. She smiled, a small, amused quirk of her lips.

"Awaken, old fool," she said. She blew on the fog.

The wisps swirled, dancing in the air, knitting together. Bone formed, then flesh, then clothes. Tiberius materialized, stumbling as he found his footing. He looked solid. Old and wildly bearded, but he looked healthy. And grumpy.

He patted his chest, then his groin.

"Ow!" Tiberius sputtered. "I... I am corporeal? I have mass? Why would you do this? Being a ghost was efficient! I didn't have to eat! I didn't have back pain!"

"You're welcome, Uncle," Alfie muttered, leaning against a pillar.

Finally, Sorriel stood over Elsa.

The angel paused. The light of her wings flickered, dimming slightly. The atmosphere in the room grew heavy.

"This one," Sorriel said, her voice hard as diamond. "She was madness. She was betrayal. She was profane and dangerous. She has sinned against the light a thousand times. Does she truly deserve breath?"

Alfie walked over, standing between the angel and the corpse. "She made mistakes. Terrible ones. She was selfish and cruel and insane. But she came back. She saved us when it mattered. She put a knife in Heraxon’s back when she could have taken a crown."

He looked down at Elsa’s bloodless face. "She deserves a chance to do right. Or at least, a chance to be Elsa again."

Sorriel looked at Alfie, judging his soul with a gaze that felt like it was peeling back his skin. Then, she sighed.

"Balance," she whispered.

She reached down and touched Elsa’s chest, right over her heart.

The effect was visceral. The fissure in Elsa’s side knitted shut and the skin closed over the wound. A flush returned to her pale cheeks. Pink, then healthy cream. Her eyes were no longer in sunken pits. Her chest rose with a sharp, gasping breath, as if she were breaking the surface of deep water.

"GAHHHH!"

Elsa sat up violently, clutching her chest. Her eyes flew open, wide and frantic. She looked at her hands, then patted her face. She looked at Sorriel, then at Alfie.

"I'm... I'm not in the Pit?" she wheezed. "There's no fire? No flaying? Did I miss the carriage?"

Sorriel began to fade, her form becoming translucent. "Live well, Alfred Ivanhoe. Do not squander this second chance. I will be watching."

With a final flash that left spots in Alfie’s vision, the angel vanished. The Vault was dim and quiet again, but it didn't feel dead anymore.

The next few hours were a chaotic blur of logistics and recovery. The surviving monsters that had not been banished emerged from hiding, shellshocked, but grateful to be alive. The surviving guests were tended to by the now-human Tiberius, who complained the entire time that he was catering to intruders.

But for Alfie, the decision was already made. He felt lighter than he had in years. The crown was gone. The burden was lifted.

He found Luisa in the master bedroom. She was packing a bag, shoving her few possessions into a worn leather satchel. She looked small and vulnerable in a borrowed tunic that hung loose on her petite frame.

"You're leaving?" Luisa asked, not turning around. Her voice was tight.

"We both are," Alfie said, closing the door behind him. The lock clicked loud enough to make Luisa jump. He walked over to her, putting a hand on her shoulder and turning her gently. He peered down into her honey brown eyes and cradled her cheek.

"I'm done, Luisa. This is just a ruin now. A cave. The magic is gone. And frankly, so is my desire to run it."

"So, what? You go off into the sunset?" Luisa tried to sneer, to summon her usual thief's bravado, but her lip trembled and her eyes were wet. "Just like that?"

"Something like that," Alfie smiled sadly.

He leaned down and kissed her. It started soft, a goodbye, a gentle pressing of lips to acknowledge their shared war and their past encounters in this bed and others. But Luisa made a desperate noise in her throat that he knew was a whimper of need. She deepened the kiss. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down, pressing her body against his.

"You idiot," she murmured against his lips, biting his lower lip hard enough to hurt. "You saved me. You stupid, heroic bastard."

“You saved us all by fighting for the dungeon as long as you did,” he replied kissing her again and letting his tongue reach into the sweet, warm cove of her mouth.

She pushed him back onto the bed. Her hands were shaking, but eager, fueled by the adrenaline of survival. She practically tore at his belt, her fingers fumbling with the buckle before shoving his trousers down.

"One for the road?" she whispered, her voice husky, kneeling between his legs.

Alfie groaned as her hand found his cock. He was hard immediately, the stress of the day channeled into hot, throbbing need. She stroked him, her nimble pickpocket’s fingers knowing exactly where to press, exactly how to twist.

"Luisa," he gasped, watching her bite her lip in concentration, her eyes dark with lust.

"Shut up and let me do this, you oaf," she hissed.

She lowered her head, parted her soft lips, and took him into her mouth. She was good. She took him deep and was frantic, messy, bobbing her head with an intensity that made his hips buck. Her tongue worked around and beneath his tip. She looked up at him, seeming to know what she was doing.

His pleasure was rising. His bollocks tightening. He felt the hot urge to fill her mouth very quickly.

But Alfie wasn't going to let her get off that easy. Not this time.

He reached down, tangling his fingers in her short hair, and pulled her off him. His cock left her mouth with a pop. She exhaled across his wet tip, looking up at him as he held her like that for a moment.

“What?” she finally demanded.

Alfie answered by flipping her roughly onto her back, pinning her wrists to the mattress above her head.

"My turn," he growled.

He kissed her deeply, silencing her protest, and used his knee to spread her legs wide. She was wet, soaking through the thin fabric of her panties. He ripped them aside.

He didn't wait. He drove into her, filling her completely in one smooth, heavy thrust.

"Oh god!" Luisa cried out, arching her back, her toes curling. “I always… forget… how big it is…”

Alfie kissed her again, tongue-to-tongue with her. She moaned against his lips. He fucked her with a slow, intense rhythm, their breath mingling hotly, looking deep into her eyes. He wanted to wash away the memory of the zombies, the pain, the fear. He wanted her to feel him, only him. He wanted to overwrite the horror with pleasure.

"You were a damn fine Dungeon Lord, Luisa," he whispered, thrusting deep and grinding against her clit.

"I... I tried," she gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Odds against me. You left me… holding the bag. Nnnnnnnn! Alfie! Please! Harder!"

He answered her with his hips, the bed creaking rhythmically under their combined weight. It was a rough, desperate coupling. When he released her wrists, Luisa clawed at his shoulders, leaving red welts, her tough facade crumbling into pure, unadulterated pleasure. She met him thrust for thrust, bucking against him, demanding everything he had.

"Cum inside me!" she begged, her head thrashing on the pillow. "Fill me up, Alfie! Don’t… fucking care if it’s risky. Took enough risks today and came out on top. Mmmmmmm! What’s one more?”

He didn't hold back. He slammed into her, kissing her hard as he buried himself to the hilt and erupted. He poured his cum into her, pulsing wave after wave of hot seed deep into her womb. Luisa screamed his name, her inner muscles clamping around him, her small body arching under him on the bed and her pussy milking him dry as she shuddered through her own orgasm.

He took a few more slow strokes, his cock coated in their frothing pleasure. His cock twitching a few last times and smearing her inner walls in his seed. Finally, he drew his length out of her tan cunt.

They lay there for a long time, panting, sweat cooling on their skin. Alfie rolled off her, pulling the blanket up to cover them.

“You could come with me, if you wanted,” he said.

“Where?” she looked at him like she might be considering his offer.

“Orleans,” he said. “Somewhere green and fertile. Somewhere I can make a farm.”

“With the big girl?” She toyed with his chest as she asked the question.

“I lover her,” he said. “Yeah. But I love you too in a different way.”

“Lik a sister?” she suggested.

“No,” he said with a laugh. “No, not like that. Like, uh, friends who fuck.”

“I think I’m going to stay here,” said Luisa. “The town is going to fall apart with the dungeon gone. But there might be profit in the recovery.”

"Take care of yourself, thief," he whispered, kissing her damp forehead.

"You too, boss," she murmured, eyes closing.

He held her until she began to softly snore. She hadn’t seemed intent on a nap, but getting fucked had clearly relaxed her. He gave her one more kiss on her forehead and slipped out of bed.

He found Elsa in the room he had made for her to concoct poisons. It was a disaster of shattered glass and spilled reagents, ransacked by Heraxon’s ghouls and stinking chemicals. Elsa was humming to herself, looking through the remains of her equipment. She seemed in good spirits and looked surprisingly fit for someone who had been dead an hour ago. Her creamy pale skin glowed with a fresh vitality, and she had changed into a tight, black leather corset that pushed her more than ample breasts up dangerously high.

"Going somewhere?" she asked, not looking up as she poured a bubbling blue liquid into a beaker above an improvised burner.

"Retiring," Alfie said, leaning against the doorframe. "Farm life. Quiet. Boring."

Elsa turned, hip cocked, a wicked glint in her eyes. "Boring. You know, we could rebuild this place. You and me. You could even keep the little thief and the giantess. We could be a quarter of terror. Think of the possibilities, Alfie. The experiments."

She walked over to him, sauntering through the debris, her hips moving with a knowing sway. She ran a long, pale finger down his chest. "Come on, Alfie. Forget the farm. You’re a bit mad too.” Her finger continued lower. “I know a spider venom that could have you hard and cumming for an hour straight. Another that will make anything you lick taste like honey. And the sting of an asp that will kill you, but not before giving you the most mind blowing--"

Alfie caught her hand just before it reached his belt. He squeezed it gently. "No, Elsa. I'm done. And so is this place."

Elsa pouted, sticking out her lower lip. "You're no fun. You save my life, resurrect me from the void, and then abandon me? Rude. Honestly, we’re enemies now. I hate you and I never want to see you again."

She stepped closer, pressing her deliciously soft chest against him, looking up at him through her lashes. "But... since you did save my life, and since I am technically in your debt... and since I happen to know you're leaving..."

She dropped to her knees, the leather of her corset creaking.

"Elsa, I really don't have time—"

"Hush," she said, her fingers already busy at his fly. "Consider it my way of thanking you for being such an adorably annoying do-gooder."

She pulled him free. He was still glistening with the residue of his fun with Luisa, and Elsa chuckled throatily at the sight.

"Someone's been busy," she purred. "Was it the thief?”

“It was,” he admitted. “She’s sleeping.”

“Mmmm, then I have you all to myself.”

She took him into her mouth.

It wasn't like Luisa’s desperate, emotional act. This was a performance. And Elsa was a star.

She worshipped his cock with the hot, hungry vise of her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head, hummed against the shaft, and used a suction that felt unnatural, almost magical. She looked up at him the entire time, her eyes dancing with amusement and mischief, loving the power she had over him.

"Oh... fuck," Alfie groaned, gripping the edge of the alchemy table until his knuckles turned white.

She worked him over, one hand stroking his balls, the other milking the shaft in time with her mouth. She took him deep, swallowing him whole, her throat relaxing completely to accommodate his length. It was intense, maddening, and completely devoid of emotion other than lust and scientific curiosity.

"I'm close," Alfie warned, his legs shaking.

Elsa didn't stop. She sped up, bobbing her head faster, sucking harder. When he erupted, she grasped his root and sucked his tip, taking every spurt. Letting his cum pour into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned around him, her tongue fluttering to draw out every last drop.

But then, she gave him one last hard suck, and she did something strange.

She pulled back, her cheeks bulging. She grabbed a clean glass vial from the table and, with a wink, let his seed pour out of her mouth and into the vial. Alfie watched in confusion as she let every drop pour out and fill the vial almost to the rim.

"There," she said, corking the vial and shaking it. The white fluid swirled pearlescent in the glass. "You never know when a vial of Dungeon Lord cum might be useful. Potent reagents, you know. High magical conductivity."

Alfie buttoned up, shaking his head, half-appalled but not entirely surprised. "You're insane, Elsa. You know that, right?"

"Yes, and it’s why you adore me," she winked, tucking the vial right between her breasts. "Goodbye, Alfie. Try not to die of boredom on your farm. And say hello to the giantess for me."

She hugged him and gave him a long, salty kiss before he departed.

The old garden outside the dungeon entrance was dead and trampled. Crates of supplies left by Heraxon’s army were stacked on either side of the dungeon’s shattered doors.. A carriage waited, its horses stamping impatiently.

Josephine stood by the open door. She looked radiant. Gimble the gnome had found her a clean dress, and her hair was brushed and shining. She looked like a Princess again. Regal, proper, and perfect. Sorriel’s magic had wiped the slate clean.

"Lord Alfie," she said, curtsying gracefully as he approached.

"Your Highness," Alfie bowed. “No ‘Lord’ anymore. My Dungeon is done.”

“I can’t help but feel I played an unfortunate part in that,” she said.

“No, no, you were tricked, as were we all in one way or another,” said Alfie, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder. She looked at his fingers and he drew his hand back, uncertain if she wanted to be comforted by him. She seemed relieved by his uncertainty.

“I’m confused about all this too,” said Josephine. “I remember parts of it. I remember the crusade to your dungeon and then… then it’s mostly blank. But there was a demon of some kind. This green shape in my mind. A horrible presence.”

“Yes, he was disgusting,” said Alfie. “Best not to think about him.”

"I... I feel strange," Josephine admitted, touching her temple with a gloved hand. "My memories are... patchy. Like a dream I can't quite catch. I remember the wedding. Dancing with you. You were surprisingly light on your feet.”

Alfie smiled gently. "I try to be versatile."

"And then the attack," she frowned, a shadow passing over her face. "Lord Heraxon... I remember fear. And confusion. I don't know how I ended up on his side. I must have been confused. Or ensorcelled. It’s all a fog."

"He was a powerful deceiver," Alfie said, stepping closer. "But that's over now. You're safe. You're going home."

Josephine stepped closer, invading his personal space so delicately it reminded him of a curious fawn approaching an outstretched hand. She placed a soft hand on his chest, over his heart. "You saved me, Alfie. I know that much. I remember you fighting for me. A Princess doesn't forget her champion."

She leaned in. It wasn't sexual. It was romantic, pure, and filled with a longing for a storybook ending. She kissed him softly, her lips tasting of rekindled innocence. It was a sweet, chaste kiss, the kind that ends a lovesong.

"Come back to the capital with me," she whispered against his lips. "I could use a knight. A personal champion. You belong at court, Alfie. We could... we could be something wonderful."

“You have a husband,” he reminded her.

“He wouldn’t mind,” she said, biting her lower lip.

Alfie looked at her. She was beautiful, rich, royal, and safe. It was the ending every hero was supposed to want. The castle, the princess, the title. He had wanted that ending too. Had even fantasized about it.

Before.

"I'm honored, Josephine," Alfie said softly, stepping back, breaking the contact. "Truly. But I don't belong at court. I'm not a knight. I'm a retired Dungeon Lord."

He looked over his shoulder. Myssandra was waiting by the gate, leaning on the Souldrinker sword, dressed in a simple white gown cinched about her waist, her silhouette imposing against the rising sun.

"I belong with her," Alfie said.

Josephine followed his gaze. She sighed, a sad, wistful sound of a fantasy denied. "I see. She is... very tall. And very... intense."

"She is," Alfie agreed, a smile touching his lips. "There were times I hated her, you know. But even then, I think I knew I loved her.”

"Then you are lucky to have her," Josephine said, kissing his cheek and climbing into the carriage with a rustle of silk. She paused at the window. "If you ever get tired of the giantess... you know where I will be."

Alfie walked to the gate. Myssandra was waiting. The gown and her blonde hair caught the wind and rippled with the mountain air. She looked wild, free, and incredibly beautiful.

"Ready, Alfie?" she asked, shouldering a heavy pack effortlessly.

"Ready," Alfie said.

Neither looked back at the Happy Endings Dungeon. They walked for hours, leaving the mountain, Galabros, and the debris of the war behind. They climbed through the pass, finding a spot in a high meadow, miles away from civilization. The grass was tall and green, wildflowers bloomed in riots of color, and the air was sweet with pine and freedom.

Alfie dropped his pack. Myssandra dropped hers.

They didn't speak. They just collided.

Alfie pushed her back into the soft grass. He knew he was only able to because she let him. Myssandra pulled him down on top of her. The urgency wasn't desperate like in the fortress. It was celebratory. It was love. It was a promise kept.

"Now is the time, Alfie," Myssandra growled, tearing his shirt open, buttons popping into the grass. "Do it right. No demons. No interruptions. No rushing. Make me yours."

“I don’t know if I have the power to lay claim to a woman like you,” said Alfie with a rakish grin. “But by Mardoch, I’ll try.”

Alfie kissed her neck and her heaving breasts as he untied the belt from her gown’s waist and peeled it down from her shoulders. He revealed those gorgeous tits, so soft and warm beneath his hands, with puffy pink areolas stiffening to buds beneath his fingers and tongue. He drew the gown lower as he kissed, revealing her pale, powerful thighs and the golden thatch between them. She parted her legs, bare to the sunlight, wet and ready for him.

“Myssandra, I never could have let this go,” he murmured, working his way down her body. He kissed her, tasting the fresh air on her skin, the hitch of her abdomen, the sweet, warm crease of her cunny. Lapping slowly once, twice. Then he rose, cock in hand, and guided his hardness to those dewy folds.

"Oh god," Myssandra moaned, her head falling back into the clover. "Yes. Fill me, Alfie. Take me! I am yours now and forever!”

“My heart,” gasped Alfie, hilting in the tight clutch of her cunt, “belongs to you, Myssandra. From the moment we met…”

“When I wanked you off in that village?” She laughed, but stopped midway through to shudder with pleasure, her laugh interrupted by the force of his thrust.

“No,” he said, falling upon her, kissing her. “When I met you. Standing over me like a goddess. And evil… beautiful… wicked… mmmmm… goddess. I knew that I had never met and would never meet someone else like you.”

“And you were right,” she said, easily wrapping her mighty legs around him.

Alfie was slender, but no slip of a man and he was entirely dwarfed by Myssandra’s towering anatomy. Despite being much smaller than her, he managed to maintain the dominant position. He thrust deep, hilting inside her, his bollocks colliding with her ass and his groin rubbing against her clit.

They made love with a slow, grinding intensity that stirred the pleasure in Alfie’s core. He took his time, exploring every inch of her massive, perfect body. He worshipped her breasts, sucking the nipples and looking up into her pleasure-lidded eyes, kneading the heavy flesh with his hands. He kissed the scars on her arms, the muscles of her stomach, the hollow of her throat.

Myssandra was vocal, her moans echoing in the valley. She bucked her hips, meeting his thrusts with equal force, her long legs staying wrapped around his waist to pull him deeper.

"Harder," she demanded, her nails digging into his back, drawing blood that he didn't even feel. "I want to feel you deep, Alfie. Bury your spear in my heart."

He pounded into her, the sun on his back, but the true warmth receiving each thrust of his cock in the molten furnace of her pleasure. They rolled in the grass, trading positions. Myssandra on top, her hair a golden curtain that framed her head as she rode him, her heavy breasts bouncing, her face a mask of ecstasy.

“So beautiful,” he moaned, his hands on her hips. Her ass. Squeezing and guiding, as much as he had the power to guide, the motion of her body. She was a giantess again, dominating him, milking him, her internal muscles rippling around his cock.

"You like that?" she panted, leaning down to kiss him messily. "You like your big woman using you?"

"I love it," Alfie groaned, squeezing her bouncing ass tighter. "But you don’t win so easily, Myssandra."

He demonstrated his strength by flipping her over, pressing her face into the grass, and lifting her shapely hips as high as they would go. She was so tall that he was better served standing to enter her from behind, but first he smacked his cock against her plush buttocks, rubbed his straining length between her cheeks and over her velvet knot, and teased the tip down the dripping furrow of her cunt.

“Morrrrrrrre,” moaned Myssandra, looking back at him over her shoulder and wagging her broad hips. He lined his cock up with her soft folds, grabbed those wagging hips, and pulled her onto his hardness. They gasped in unison as Myssandra’s hot cunny yielded to his thrust and he sunk into her depths until her ass was flush against his hips.

He drew back and slammed into her again. And again. Spanking her hard with his hips. Plunging deep into her hot cove.

“Alfie… I can’t… take it much… much longer! I’m going to cum!”

“Then do it!” Alfie cried out, slamming harder into her from behind and grabbing hold of Myssandra’s slender, well-muscled waist. She wailed with ecstasy, a pleasure that seemed to crackle in the air with her demonic force. A sound and presence so loud that it sent birds fleeing from the trees.

He felt her cunt gripping him with the intense, squeezing rhythm of her orgasm. He thrust through it and pleasure rushed hot from his core to the head of his cock stirring her slick channel. Her pleasure was exquisite and Alfie could not endure it much longer.

“Myssandra!” With a cry to equal her savage wailing, he hilted inside her again and felt the hot pulse of his first release. He drew back and thrust again and again, emptying his twitching bollocks into the heat of Myssandra’s demonic cunt.

He felt heavily against her ass, draping himself over the sweat-damp length of her back. Kissing the back of her shoulder as he fought to catch his breath.

“Incredible,” moaned Myssandra, her voice hoarse from shouting. “But you’re not finished are you?”

Their second round was slower, deeper, more intimate. Her kisses reawakened his hardness. She held him in her arms and pulled him atop her, his legs spread. Alfie stayed inside her, moving with a deliberate, heavy rhythm, looking down at her flushed face.

"Myssandra," he whispered, looking into her blue eyes. "I want to build a life with you. A real life. In Orleans. Where I was born.”

"I want that too," she gasped, clutching his shoulders, her eyes wide and shining. "Just us."

"I want a family," Alfie said, his voice thick with emotion. "I want to fill you with more than just pleasure, Myssandra. I want to give you a child."

Myssandra’s eyes widened. Her breath hitched. "You imagine me… fit to be a mother?"

"I want to make you one," Alfie growled, thrusting deep and holding it there, feeling her pulse around him. "I want to put a baby in you right now. I want a giant son or daughter with half my blood entwined with yours.”

"Do it," Myssandra begged, her voice breaking into a sob of pure joy. "Please, Alfie. Give it to me. Give me your child! Breed me!"

He looked into her luminous red eyes and he erupted. He gushed deep into her womb, pumping wave after wave of hot, potent life into her. It was a massive release, bigger than his first, and seemed to be fueled by love and intent and the magic of the moment.

Myssandra cried out, clamping her legs tight around him, sealing him inside. She sobbed with joy, her body convulsing as she milked him dry. Taking every drop he had to offer and then some.

"Yes! Yes!" she wept. "Fill me! Give me everything!"

Their bodies seemed to meld inseparably in the fire of the moment. The molten feel of his cock in her deliciously slick cunt prolonged his ecstasy. His bollocks throbbing against the spill-slicked knot of her asshole. He kissed her and let her have every piece of himself.

They lay there for a long time as the sun set, painting the sky in shades of orange and purple. They were tangled together in the grass, covered in sweat and contentment, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

“A place just like this,” he said, stroking her hip. “We’ll make our home there. New lives, beginning with the one inside you.”

Myssandra shifted slightly, rolling onto her back. Her hand drifted down to her flat, muscular stomach. She pressed her palm against the skin, her eyes distant, focused on something internal. A look of wonder spread across her face.

"Alfie," she whispered, looking at him. Her eyes were shining with tears. "I think... I think it worked."

"Yeah?" Alfie smiled, exhausted and happy, kissing her forehead.

"Yeah," she breathed, rubbing her belly gently. "I can feel it. A little spark. A little giant."

Alfie pulled her close, wrapping his arms around the beautiful giantess, watching the stars come out over their new life.

"Let's go home," he said.

“Where?” she asked softly.

“Wherever we make it,” he replied, kissing her again.
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Is the Good Life Good Enough?

The sun over the green country of Orleans was different from the sun over Galamanca. It was no less warm, but it was lazier. It didn't threaten or demand anything to simply survive. It was a friend.

By its power, Alfie had coaxed the wheat from the earth and warmed the slate roof of the farmhouse he had built in the rolling green country overlooking the city of Havre. The air smelled of loam, of the last rain and the next harvest, and the distant stink of his barn. It was all a far cry from the stench of blood and the atmosphere of fear that had ruled his life since he had become a Dungeon Lord.

Alfie wiped sweat from his forehead with the back of a dirty glove. He had spent the morning mending fences and meditating on the repetitive strike of the hammer. It was a task that required no magic, no swords, and absolutely no fighting for his life against demonic horrors.

It was perfect. It was boring.

He stripped off his heavy work shirt as he walked to the cast-iron water pump in the yard, enjoying the cool breeze on his sun-warmed skin. His muscles, honed by years of failed adventuring, rippled as he cranked the handle. He pumped a bucket of icy water and dumped it over his head, gasping as the shock washed away the dust and sweat, riveting down his spine and pooling in the waistband of his trousers.

"Miss a spot?" a voice purred from the porch.

Alfie shook the water from his eyes and looked up. Myssandra was leaning against the doorframe, a vision of domestic divinity that made his breath hitch and put a smile on his face. She wore a simple white sundress that fought to contain her massive, statuesque frame. The thin cotton fabric was pulled tight across her heavy breasts, clearly outlining the hard, pink points of her nipples. The skirt fluttered around her thick, powerful thighs, hinting at pale smoothness and the secret pink beneath. Her straw blonde hair hung loose in golden waves, longer than ever, and caught the afternoon light.

"Maybe I did miss a spot," Alfie said, pretending to look for it on his body. He walked up the steps, water dripping down his chest, the droplets tracing the lines of his farmer’s abs. "You want to help find it?"

“Mmmmmm,” purred the domesticated giantess. “Myssandra reached her large, pale hand flat against his wet chest. Her thumb grazed his nipple, flicking it hard enough to send a jolt straight to his prick. She grabbed his bicep and pulled him inside, the door slamming shut behind them as they escaped the afternoon heat.

The farmhouse was cool and a bit dark and smelled of baking bread and lavender. That wholesome scent was swiftly overpowered by the heavy musk of their mutual arousal. Myssandra backed him against the wall, her blue eyes darkening with her predatory intent.

"You smell funky," she whispered, burying her face in the crook of his neck, inhaling deeply. Her nose was cold against his hot skin. She nipped at the muscle there, her teeth scraping lightly. "Like work. Like a man. I love it."

"You smell like trouble," Alfie murmured, his hands finding her wide hips. He kneaded the soft, yielding flesh through the cotton dress, his fingers digging in, finding the steel of the muscle beneath the softness. “It’s those demon sex pheromones.”

“Mmmmm only a succubus would really have those,” she chuckled against his lips.

She kissed him, hungry and deep, her tongue sweeping into his mouth to taste him. It wasn't the frantic, desperate kissing of the battlefield. It was slow, deliberate, the confident ownership claim of a wife who knew exactly what she wanted and knew she was going to get it.

Her tongue tangled with his, as sweet as a canned peach. She grabbed his hand and placed it on her breast, groaning into his mouth as he squeezed the heavy weight. The flesh was dense and substantial in his palm, filling it to overflowing. Her milk was ready to burst.

"Bedroom," she commanded against his lips, her voice husky. "I can’t be made to wait any longer."

“Nobody was making you wait, Myssandra,” he laughed as she dragged him by both hands. “You could walk out in that field and jump on me whenever you want it too bad. There wouldn’t be a thing I could do to stop you.”

They stumbled into the bedroom, hands tearing at clothes with a feverish lack of coordination. Myssandra ripped the sundress over her head, the fabric tearing slightly at the seams. She stood before him, a towering monument of pale, magnificent beauty. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. Her breasts swung free, laden with her mother’s milk, heavy and pale with large, pink areolas that puckered in the cool air. Her golden thatch of pubic hair glistened with moisture, the scent of her excitement wafting towards him.

Alfie shoved his work trousers down, kicking them away, almost tripping in his haste. He was already hard, his cock throbbing against his stomach, leaking pre-cum at the mere sight of her.

Myssandra pushed him onto the bed. The mattress groaned under their combined weight. She crawled over him, still so much more powerful than a mere human. She straddled his waist, her knees pinning his arms to his sides. She above him, his favorite view from under those huge, swollen tits of hers. She leaned over him and her hair fell like a golden curtain, enclosing them in a private world of lust.

"My turn to do the work," she purred, her eyes scanning his body like a map she intended to conquer.

She reached back and squeezed his balls gently, rolling them in her palm, making his hips buck involuntarily. Then, she guided his cock to her entrance. She was soaking wet, her lips swollen and inviting, glistening with slick nectar. She lowered herself slowly, agonizingly, her cunt brushing against his straining tip.

Alfie watched, mesmerized, as the head of his cock disappeared inside her pink folds. The friction was tight, hot, and incredibly slick. He felt her internal muscles flutter against him, caressing him like so many fingers from an unseen hand in her depths.

"By Mardoch," Alfie groaned, his head falling back into the pillow. "You're so tight. We fuck… all the time… how are you always so tight?"

"For you," Myssandra hissed, her head thrown back, her neck arching in a swan-like curve. She rode down to his hilt, the wet slap of her ass against his thighs echoing in the quiet room.

She began to set a rhythm. It wasn't a fast pace, not at first. She rolled her hips and moved up and down on the length of his straining cock in a slow, grinding rhythm meant to torture them both. She rolled her hips in wide circles, the soft squeeze of her inner walls massaging his glans with every rotation.

Alfie could feel the heat radiating from her, melting his cock. He reached up, his hands finding the taut heaviness on her massive breasts. They were warm and not quite so soft. He squeezed them, his fingers sinking into the pale flesh, kneading his breasts.

The reaction to his stimulation was almost instant. A spray of milk left her right breast and stream spurted from her right breast as she whimpered with pleasure. The warm milk sprayed down on him, raining on his face and chest.

"Ah!" Myssandra cried out, looking down at him with dilated pupils. "Harder. Pinch them."

He obeyed, finding her nipples. They were plump and swollen. He pinched the sensitive nubs, rolling them between his thumb and forefinger while she rode him. The sensation drove her wild. Her breath hitched, and her rhythm stuttered, then sped up. She began to bounce harder, riding him faster, her heavy breasts slapping against his hands with a rhythmic thwack-thwack-thwack that wet his palms with her milk.

The sounds of fucking filled the room. Like every room in the house, the bedroom was big for Alfie because he had built everything to Myssandra’s scale. The wet, squelching noises, the slap of flesh, and their grunts and gasps mixed with the creak of the bed frame. Myssandra was his overheated titan, her thighs clamped astride his waist like iron bands, giving him no escape, demanding everything he had.

"You like that?" Alfie growled, leaning forward, her tits hitting his face as he reached around her to smack her ass. The impact was loud, leaving a bright red handprint on her pale skin. The flesh jiggled deliciously under his hand.

"Yes! Spank me!" she shrieked, riding him harder, faster. "Spank me and… and suck me!”

He unleashed a flurry of spanks, reddening one cheek and then the other as she pistoned up and down on his cock. Every impact seemed to tighten her pussy around him, milking him from base to tip. He milked her literally at the same time, as best he could, with those huge laden tits slapping him in his face. His mouth open, tongue out, catching them and the spurts and drips of her burgeoning mother’s milk. The scent of her cream and their sex filled his nostrils.

Myssandra leaned forward, bracing her hands on the headboard knocking him back into the pillows. Her hair dragged across Alfie's chest. She began to grind her clit against his pelvic bone, seeking friction. Alfie looked down the between her dangling breasts at the length of her body, watching their connection. Her scale exaggerated. His cock seeming small as it vanished and reappearing, glistening with her fluids, her lips stretching around him.

"I'm close, Alfie! I'm close!" she panted, sweat beading on her forehead.

"Cum for me, Myssandra," he urged, thrusting his hips up to meet her slams, driving deeper than ever before. "Take it all!"

It started deep inside her, a rippling spasm that clamped down on his cock with crushing force. She screamed his name, so loud it hurt his ears, riding out the orgasm with wild, uncontrolled bucking motions. Her claws nudged from her fingers and dug into the headboard, gouging the wood. Her milk spurted from her breasts with her full-body spasms.

A day’s labor in the field wouldn’t exhaust him like this, but the majestic, almost sublime experience of her cumming atop his cock, like some force of nature breaking up in his throbbing hardness, was worth the price of sore hips and an aching back.

“Myssandraaaaa!” he cried, grabbing her rolling hips and clinging tightly. Thrusting upwards to hilt within her crushing heat.

He exploded inside her. The sensation sent starbursts flashing in his vision, a white-hot release that started in his belly and shot through his spine. He poured his seed deep, a great geyser within her quivering walls, spurting jet after jet of hot fluid into her womb, filling her completely.

She collapsed on top of him, her weight heavy and comforting. Pinning him. Smothering him. They lay tangled in the sheets, slick with sweat, chests heaving in unison. Alfie’s hand drifted down between them, resting on her lower abdomen. He felt the heat radiating from her skin, and beneath the muscle, the swell of her pregnancy.

Seven months. Myssandra said it would take eleven. A little giant growing inside her.

"It’s quiet today," she whispered, catching her breath, her cheek resting on his shoulder and her words hot against his face. He looked into her eyes, now faded from red to those twin oceans of blue.

"She," Myssandra corrected, her voice vibrating against his ribs. She turned her head, kissing his neck. Whispering in his ear. "She's quiet today."

Alfie smiled, running his hand over the curve of her belly. "You're still convinced?"

"It's not a conviction, Alfie, it's a fact," Myssandra said, covering his hand with hers. Her hand was so large it nearly eclipsed his. "Demon blood runs hot. Female demon blood runs hotter. I can feel the heat in my womb. It's a girl. A strong one."

"A girl," Alfie mused, staring up at the wooden beams of the ceiling. "A little girl running around the farm."

"Little?" Myssandra let out a single, sharp laugh. She shifted her weight, and the bed frame groaned in protest. "Alfie, look at me. Look at you. You are no small human, and I am... well, I am me. She is not going to be 'little.' She's going to be a giantess."

Alfie swallowed hard. "You think? I mean, maybe she'll take after my side of the family. My mother was quite petite."

“That’s not how it works when you mate with a demon," Myssandra pointed out dryly. "This child will be tall, Alfie. She will look down on all the village boys by the tenth year of her birth. You will need to build another bed as big as this one.

Alfie looked around the bedroom.

“I’ve built one, for us, I’ll enjoy building one for my not-so-little girl,” he said, smiling slightly.

"She will be magnificent," Myssandra said fiercely, her blue eyes glowing with a faint, proud inner light. "She will have your cunning and my strength. She won't need a Dungeon to protect her. She will be the Dungeon."

"We are not raising our daughter to be a dungeon, Myssandra," Alfie chuckled. "We're raising her to be a... I don't know. A farmer? A scholar?"

"A warrior," Myssandra corrected immediately. "The one skill that will always be in demand. She needs a name that commands respect. Something powerful. ‘Head Taker.' Or 'Gorethaska."

Alfie winced. "Head Taker? For a baby? Sweetheart, we live near Havre. The neighbors are dairy farmers. You can't name our daughter ‘Head Taker’ and expect her to get invited to birthday parties."

"If her name is Head Taker, she will not need invitations," Myssandra said with a shrug that shook her heavy breasts. "She will take what she wants."

"Heads? How about something a little softer?" Alfie suggested. "Lily? Or Rose?"

Myssandra wrinkled her nose, looking genuinely offended. "Weak. Those are things that get crushed underfoot. She needs a name with teeth. ‘Fryzillia.' Or maybe ‘Agothga."

"We'll work on it," Alfie compromised, kissing her temple. He let one hand drift down Myssandra’s body and squeezed her plush bottom. She looked up at him and he kissed her again, letting his tongue lazily invade her mouth.

“Mmmm, not yet,” she purred. “Let me rest a while with you.”

"This is the life," Alfie whispered.

"It is," Myssandra agreed, tracing an old scar on his chest with a lazy finger. "But..."

"But what?"

"But you look at the horizon a lot," she said softly. "You pace the fence line like a tiger in a cage. You check the perimeter three times a night."

“Only because we do not have a dungeon alarm to warn us when—"

Before Alfie could answer, the sound of hooves beat against the road to their house.

Alfie sat up, alert instantly. The laziness vanished, replaced by the sharp focus of a warrior. "We have a visitor."

He pulled on his trousers and grabbed the sword he kept by the bed. The same goblin short sword he had used to mortally wound Lord Heraxon. They had Souldrinker as well, but they kept him locked in the cellar so he would be quiet.

Myssandra pulled on a silk robe, though she didn't bother to tie it tightly, leaving a generous view of her cleavage.

They walked together out to the porch. A black carriage with silver trim had pulled up, drawn by a pair of black-plumed, white-maned horses. This sort of conveyance was much too fancy for the countryside and too dark and ominous for a merchant. The door opened. Alfie held his sword tighter in one hand. A long, shapely leg in sheer black stockings and a high-heeled boot extended through the door and onto the carriage’s step.

Elsa Veluria descended from the carriage with a slight jiggle of her pale loveliness.

She wore a gown of midnight velvet that hugged every curve (and there were many to hug), a high collar that framed her pale and naturally arrogant face, and a smile that spelled absolute trouble.

"Elsa," Alfie sighed, leaning his sword against the rail.

"Hello, farmer boy," Elsa called out, adjusting her black gloves. Her eyes swept over him, lingering on his bare chest. Then she looked past him to the giantess looming over his shoulder, eyeing the disheveled robe, the flush on Myssandra's chest, and the swell of Myssandra’s pregnant abdomen. "And hello, Mommy. How rude of me, interrupting something. You seem as though the farmer here has just thoroughly plowed your furrow."

Myssandra smirked, resting a possessive hand on her belly. "Jealous?"

"Terribly," Elsa winked. She walked up the steps, her hips swaying. "You look... rustic, Alfie. Very 'rugged stable boy'. It works for you. I half expected to find you milking a cow."

Her gaze shot to Myssandra’s swollen teats and Myssandra pulled her robe shut more.

"What are you doing here, Elsa?" Alfie demanded. “How did you even find us?”

"Big news from the Deep Shrine. Let’s go into your lovely little hovel and I will explain.” When they did not immediately move out of the way to let her in, she raised a bulging sack of velvet to match her dress. “I brought wine."

Over a supper of roast chicken and heavy red wine, Elsa spilled the news. First, from the capital of Galamanca, Queen Josephine had legalized dungeons. A council of cooperation had been formed between the royalty of Aropa and the Secret Society of Protectors to ensure that no more wars were planned from within the SSP and no more crusades embarked upon by the kings and queens.

“And the first vote of this council was unanimous,” said Elsa.

“It seems like good news,” admitted Alfie. “The SSP does protect dangerous treasures and the royals, well, where would the world be without kings and queens to rule us?”

“A better place,” muttered Myssandra, but Alfie let it go.

“The council’s final vote that day was to recommend a new Supreme Dungeon Lord to lead the SSP with the full endorsement of the nobility.” Elsa put her hand on Alfie’s. “You're the legend, Alfie. Of course, they picked you.”

“But Lord Heraxon’s allies surely still control the votes in the SSP.”

“Oh, Ramone and Tor have led some, shall we say, forcible realignments in the politics,” said Elsa. “The wise flee the shadow of the falling tree. Some of Heraxon’s allies have become your staunchest supporters.”

“Really?” Alfie found it hard to believe.

Elsa squeezed his hand and smiled with a dangerous sweetness. “Me, to begin with.”

“So, what, I’m recommended to be Supreme Dungeon Lord?” Alfie shook his head. “That life is behind me. I’m not even a regular Dungeon Lord.”

“The vote has been cast in the Deep Shrine at a special convocation. You have not only been unanimously elected as the Supreme Overlord, you have also been granted Lord Heraxon’s Dungeon.”

“The Citadel of Bones in Bravura?” asked Myssandra.

“And his vacation dungeon, the Black Shrine, located in Ismartha along that lovely coastline,” said Elsa, her eyes becoming dreamy as she seemed to recall a visit there. “Great views from the Tower of Lost Hope. The sky looks just like the spilled entrails of a… ahem… which is to say, Alfie, all that belonged to Heraxon now belongs to you.”

She slid a pair of Dungeon Lord medallions across the table. Alfie stared down at them like she had just put a skinned cat next to the gravy boat.

"The Citadel of Bones is massive, it's fully stocked, and it's waiting for a master. You're the Supreme Dungeon Lord."

Alfie looked at the wine in his glass. He looked at the peaceful farmhouse walls. Then he looked at Myssandra.

"Supreme Dungeon Lord," Myssandra mused, licking chicken grease from her thumb. "It is nice to be supreme.”

"I think you said something about a cobbler for dessert?” Alfie asked, wanting to discuss anything other than the perilous news of the vote that had apparently made him one of the most powerful men in all of Aropa. In fact, he refused to discuss the matter, instead going silent when Elsa or Myssandra began to broach the subject again.

The evening wore on. The wine flowed freely, loosening some tongues and inhibitions. Elsa was in rare form, flirting shamelessly with Alfie. She touched his arm to emphasize a point, laughed at his jokes a little too hard, and gave him looks over the rim of her glass that could have frozen the heart of a hero in her dungeon, but instead made Alfie’s cock shift uncomfortably in his trousers.

Alfie tried to be polite, but he felt Myssandra watching him. Her gaze was heavy, calculating. Her eyes narrowed particularly when Elsa decided to relocate from across the table from Alfie to the chair beside him.

"You know," Elsa slurred slightly, leaning her head on Alfie’s shoulder, her breast pressing against his arm. "I always wondered what would have happened... if we hadn't been enemies first. If we'd met in a tavern."

"You would have killed me," said Alfie, not even joking.

“Oh, I couldn’t have killed you, my handsome boy,” she said, her hand squeezing his thigh under the table. “Although I might have seduced you and hypnotized you to be my pleasure slave.”

“I… that’s…” Alfie looked down at Elsa’s hand as it moved dangerously close to his cock. He looked over at Myssandra to plead with her with his eyes and was shocked to realize she was no longer in her chair.

"She wants you, husband," Myssandra said bluntly from immediately behind him.

Elsa froze. Alfie choked on his wine.

“Well, yes, of course,” purred Elsa, looking up fearlessly at Myssandra. “Even before he became the Supreme Dungeon Lord, I longed for Alfie. He’s adorable.”

"And you," Myssandra continued, running a hand through Alfie’s hair, her nails scratching his scalp lightly, sending shivers down his spine. "Deny what you will, but I know you miss the power of a dungeon. Think of the supreme power of two dungeons.”

She looked at Elsa. "You're staying tonight."

"I am?" Elsa raised an eyebrow, her smile faltering for a moment.

"We have a big bed," Myssandra purred, her voice dropping an octave. "And I think my husband needs a little... celebration. Before he accepts his new job. A proper send-off to civilian life."

“I haven’t accepted it,” protested Alfie. “Myssandra, we are raising a family here. That was what—"

Elsa ignored him and asked, “Just to be certain, Myssandra, you don’t intend to kill me for this? I would be happy to be killed by you, I think it would be quite fun, but I do have so very much to do now that I am on the council.”

“Oh, I want you to stay the night,” said Myssandra. “And I have no intention of killing you. But I will let you know if my plans change.”

At Myssandra’s somewhat creepy insistence, they moved to the bedroom. The air was thick with tension, the earlier scent of sex still lingering, now joined by the perfume of Elsa's expensive soap.

Myssandra stood in the center of the room and shamelessly untied her robe. Elsa gasped audibly. The giantess was breathtaking as always, powerful, and glowing with life. The swell of her belly only made her look more beautiful to Alfie.

"Join us, Dungeon Lord," Myssandra commanded to Elsa.

Elsa was frozen for a moment by the naked invitation, but then something clicked in her mind and she stripped off her velvet gown with frantic haste, revealing black lace lingerie that barely contained her curves. It was a stark contrast to Myssandra's nudity, though Alfie had to admit it was no less alluring. Elsa was all intricate lace and straps, a dark, complicated puzzle swelling with pale secrets. She looked tiny next to Myssandra, a pale, dark-haired doll next to the statue of a mother goddess.

“Your tits look amazing, by the way,” said Elsa, stepping out of her slip. “Are you lactating already?”

Alfie undressed, climbing onto the bed, his cock already twitching with desire. He watched the two most dangerous women he knew crawl towards him from opposite sides of the mattress.

"Mine first," Elsa whispered, straddling his face. She didn't hesitate. She lowered her lace-wrapped pussy onto his mouth, the scent of her arousal was spiced with strange herbs. A poisoner’s bouquet wafting on her musk through her panties. Her creamy thighs clamped around his ears, soft and warm.

"Mine," Myssandra corrected, straddling his hips.

Alfie drew aside Elsa’s lace and plunged his tongue into the hot, bittersweet depths of her cunny. At the same moment, his wife began to rub her own slick cunt against his straining cock. It was a sensory overload that threatened to melt his brain.

Instead of going mad, he focused on the job at hand, or at face as the case was, and sought the bud of Elsa’s clit with his tongue He felt her shudder against his lips, her juices flowing freely as he lapped at her. She moaned, a high, keen sound muffled by her body atop him, grinding against his face, her hands gripping the headboard to steady herself.

Further down the bed, Myssandra took him into her wet heat. Her hungry cunt engulfed him. Alfie groaned into Elsa's crotch as he felt Myssandra's tight, powerful muscles clamp around his shaft, squeezing him with a strength that was almost painful in its pleasure. Although he could not see her with Elsa atop his face, he could sense her presence filling her room and could picture her, breasts swaying, mouth falling open with a gasp as she began to ride atop his waist.

He felt Elsa shift slightly and let out a moan. Myssandra was grabbing Elsa’s hips and ass and the thought thrilled him. He licked even more fervently.

"Oh, by the Old Gods," Elsa whimpered, her thighs trembling against Alfie’s ears. "He's so good with his tongue. Don't stop, Alfie!"

"I’ve taught him well," Myssandra agreed, leaning forward. She kissed Elsa's ass, her face close to Alfie’s and her tongue swirling around the rim of Elsa’s asshole.

Elsa wailed, two tongues competing for her pleasure, arching her back, caught between Alfie's tongue on her clit and Myssandra's attention behind. "Yes! Oh, I would have visited sooner… ahhhhhh… if I had known about your hospitality.”

The knowledge that his wife was licking the crack of her rival suitor while he was buried inside tongue deep in Elsa’s cunt was the most erotic thing Alfie had ever experienced. Myssandra reached around, grabbing Elsa’s breasts through the black lace, squeezing them hard, tweaking the nipples through the fabric as she tongue-fucked Elsa’s pink rosebud.

"Mmmmmmm," Myssandra murmured against Elsa's ass, her single syllable vibrating down the crack to meet Alfie.

“Mmmmmmnnnnhhnnn,” agreed Alfie, licking and slurping between Elsa’s thighs.

Alfie’s hips bucked against Myssandra, driving deep into her, feeling the wet slap of their connection. Every thrust was met with a grip from her internal walls that milked him from base to tip. At the same time, his tongue worked Elsa into a frenzy, flicking and swirling until she was sobbing his name.

"I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" Elsa shrieked, clamping her thighs against Alfie’s head so hard he saw stars for the second time that day. Her body shuddered violently against his mouth as he drank her release, swallowing the sweet, musky fluid. He could hear Myssandra’s moans vibrating into Elsa’s ass, his demon wife’s tongue mining pleasure deep between Elsa’s plump cheeks.

The madwoman collapsed, rolling off his face, panting. Alfie gasped for air, his face wet with her scent, only to be pulled into a deep, claiming kiss by Myssandra. She tasted like him, like Elsa, like sex.

"My turn to be bottom," Myssandra whispered, her eyes heavy-lidded.

She rolled onto her back, pulling Alfie on top of her. But Elsa wasn't done. She recovered quickly, the madness of the Dungeon Lord shining in her eyes. She crawled behind Alfie, still wearing her lingerie, pressing her soft body against his back.

"The filling in our pastry," Elsa giggled.

Alfie thrust into Myssandra, feeling her long legs wrap around his waist, locking him in. The angle was perfect, hitting her deep. Elsa reached around, grabbing Alfie’s balls, fondling them while she kissed his neck and bit his earlobe. Her fingers teased his taint, pressing rhythmically, sending electric shocks through his prostate.

"Fuck her good, Alfie," Elsa whispered hot breath into his ear. “Fuck her like the time you bred that steamy demon snatch.”

Alfie growled and pounded into Myssandra, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room like applause. He reached back, grabbing Elsa’s hair, pulling her head to the side to kiss her over his shoulder while he fucked his wife. Their tongues battled, messy and wet.

"Switch!" Myssandra called out, breathless.

Myssandra’s legs parted and released him from the delightfully crushing prison of her thighs. He drew back, his hardness slipping free of her hot cove. He twisted on the bed and grabbed Elsa by the hips and flipped her onto her stomach. Her fat bottom jiggled and he tore the black lace from her cheeks, seeing her crack glisten with his wife’s salvia and Elsa’s pussy flushed and wet with his own spit. She presented herself beautifully, her ass in the air.

“I’ve missed you, I will admit,” he said, stroking his cock and feeding it into Elsa’s slick cove.

“Ohhhhhhh me too, Supreme Dungeon Lord,” she moaned, throwing her jiggling cheeks back to meet him. She was tighter than Myssandra, purely by nature of her smaller scale, and her pussy created a different kind of friction, not the hard squeezes of Myssandra’s powerful muscles but a sort of rippling pleasure that fondled him with every stroke.

"Oh yes! Harder!" Elsa screamed into the pillow as he drove into her, her ass cheeks clapping against his groin.

Myssandra crawled in front of Elsa. She kissed Elsa deeply, muffling her screams with her own mouth, tongue wrestling with tongue. At the same time, she reached a long arm under Elsa’s body and down between Elsa's legs to stroke Alfie’s cock as it slid in and out of the other Dungeon Lord. Myssandra’s hand was slick with their combined fluids, and she pumped his root in rhythm with his thrusts, adding a gripping sensation to the slippery pleasure of Elsa's heat.

"I'm close!" Alfie groaned, the pressure building volcanically in his bollocks. The sight of his wife kissing Elsa and Elsa throwing herself back at him was too much. The smell of sex was overwhelming.

"Where do you want it?" Myssandra asked, her eyes wild, pulling away from Elsa's mouth.

"Everywhere," Elsa gasped, looking back at him over her shoulder.

Alfie pulled out of Elsa and sat back on his heels. Both women scrambled to him like worshippers to an idol. Myssandra took the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge. Elsa took the shaft, licking along the vein, her hand working the base. They worked him together, four hands and two mouths, creating a sucking storm of sensation that stripped away every thought in his head.

The pleasure strained. It swelled. Alfie roared, his hands gripping their hair, guiding them. He erupted.

It wasn't a gentle release. It was violent. Hot spurts of seed shot out, coating Myssandra's face, splashing onto Elsa's chest, painting them in his essence. He pulsed again and again, their hands and tongues working him, emptying himself completely, his body shaking with the force of it. Myssandra licked her lips, catching a drop, while Elsa rubbed the fluid into her skin like lotion.

His wife turned to the cadaverous beauty of Elsa and they kissed again and shared his seed on their lips. His cock twitched and dribbled out more that they quickly dipped to taste with their tongues.

At last, they collapsed into a pile, panting and at least temporarily satiated. Alfie lay in the middle, with a naked Dungeon Lord on one arm and his gorgeous demon wife on the other. Their hearts beat in a syncopated rhythm of satisfaction.

"So," Elsa whispered after a long silence, tracing a pattern on Alfie’s heaving chest with a slick finger. "What's the verdict? Farm boy or Supreme Lord?"

Alfie looked at the ceiling. He felt the ache in his muscles from exertion. The good ache. He felt the warmth of Myssandra’s massive body, the life growing inside her. He felt the dangerous, delicious energy of Elsa.

He realized he couldn't just sit here and grow wheat. He wasn’t any more of a farmer than he had been an adventurer. No, the truth was, he was a builder. He was a ruler. And he had a chance to fix a broken world. And, judging by the women beside him, he had the stamina for it.

"The farm is nice," Alfie said, squeezing Myssandra’s hand. "But it's a bit quiet."

Myssandra chuckled, snuggling closer, her hand resting on her belly. "We can keep it as a summer home."

Alfie sat up, looking at the two women. They looked back at him expectantly.

"I'll take the job," he said.

Elsa grinned, a victorious flash of teeth. "Excellent. I have so many ideas for the torture chambers. We can turn them into spas! Or... other things."

"We'll discuss it," Alfie laughed.

He got out of bed and walked to the window, naked and unashamed. He looked out at the dark fields, imagining the Black Spire, the monsters, the challenges ahead.

He was Alfie. He was a lover. He was a father-to-be.

And he would be the Supreme Dungeon Lord. Myssandra stepped close behind him, her huge breasts against his shoulders as she wrapped him in her arms and kissed his neck.

“You will rule the dungeons of the entire world,” she whispered in his ear.

"You will rule them by my side,” he replied and turned to passionately kiss her.

Elsa giggled from atop the duvet, watching them embracing and kicking a shapely leg over the side of the bed.


Alternate Paths: The Dungeon Lord’s Downfalls

Against all odds, not to mention repeated invasions, Dungeon Lord Alfie managed to save the women in his life and protect himself from fates worse than death. But those fates are part of a sprawling map of possibilities, and for every path that leads to the light, there is one that plunges into deep, kinky darkness.

Or ten paths! One for each book in this collection!

This section is a descent into those dark roads left untaken. These are the timelines where Alfie’s strength faltered, where his enemies proved too cunning, and where this hero's journey ended in a definitive, brutal defeat.

The following ten vignettes are alternate conclusions to each of the ten books in the series. They are short, often premature endings that explore the bitter reality of total ruin. From the earliest threats to the final, apocalyptic confrontation with Lord Heraxon, these stories indulge in dark desire and describe what might have happened to Alfie and his friends if things had taken a different course.

These tales are NOT connected to each other but only connected back to the original story where the divergence occurred.

Be warned! As dark as the series gets, some of these endings are much darker!

BAD END 1: The Mimic’s Cruel Feast

Alfie hesitated, wondering if he should follow Myssandra. But to do so would leave the intruder to the mercy of the mimic, and it was becoming blatantly apparent that mercy was in short supply.

Even as he stood there the thief was sucked further into the mimic’s maw, her peachy rump nearly vanishing between the monster’s lips. The sight of her kicking legs and the muffled, desperate screams tearing from her throat spurred him into motion.

“Hold on!” Alfie shouted, lunging forward. “I’m coming!”

He took two steps towards the flailing woman before a wall of soft, fragrant firmness slammed into him.

Myssandra was there, moving with a speed that belied her statuesque size. She simply intercepted him, her body pressing him back against the rough stone wall of the corridor entrance. Her hands, strong and cool, pinned his wrists to the stone, forcing the rusty sword he’d grabbed from his grip. It clattered to the floor, the sound lost beneath thief’s desperate moaning.

“Myssandra! Let go!” Alfie struggled, watching in horror as the mimic’s tongue lashed out, tasting the gold-bottomed thief’s frantic, sweating skin. “We have to save her!”

“Save her?” Myssandra’s voice was a husky purr right against his ear, vibrating through his skull. “Why, Master? She is a thief. A rat scuttling in your walls. She came to steal from you. To rob you of your heritage.”

“She’s a person!” Alfie yelled, trying to knee Myssandra off him, but the demoness simply pressed her hips firmly against his, pinning his legs with her powerful thighs. The contact was electric, shocking Alfie with the sudden, confusing intrusion of further arousal amidst the panic.

“She is fuel,” Myssandra corrected, pulling back just enough to look into his eyes. Her blue irises swirled with a hypnotic, predatory light. “Listen to her, Alfred. Listen to the sound of your dungeon feeding. It is hungry. And so are you.”

“I’m not—”

“Liar.”

Myssandra’s hand released his wrist and snaked down between their pressed bodies. She found the bulge in his trousers instantly, her fingers digging in, massaging him through the rough fabric. Alfie gasped, his knees buckling traitorously. The sound of the thief’s screams mixed with the wet, slurping noises of the mimic, should have been repulsive, yet Alfie felt a thrill race through his body and his stiff prick throbbed in his trousers.

“Look at her,” Myssandra commanded, grabbing his chin and forcing him to look past her shoulder.

In the center of the room, the struggle was reaching its climax. The mimic’s interior, glimpsed around the wooden rim of its mouth, was a living, pulsating canal of wet, red muscle hidden beneath a guise of oak and iron. As the thief was drawn deeper, the monstrous tongue, as thick as Alfie’s thigh, slathered between her legs and licked at the torn remains of her trousers. The digestive saliva instantly soaked into her leather breeches and dissolving the stitching. Her clothes fell away in sodden rags, leaving her golden skin and pink, dark-thatched cunt fully exposed to the humid air of the creature's maw.

"Oh gods, it's hot! It's so hot inside! Nooooo!" The thief cried out, her words partially muffled but her voice pitching up in a mix of panic and strange, unbidden stimulation.

The mimic’s hungry gurgle echoed louder than its slurping. It was tasting its meal. Preparing to consume and devour the petite thief. Smaller tendrils erupted from beneath the mimic’s lid, slithering over her bare thighs, wrapping around her calves, and teasing between her legs. They coated her inner thighs in a glistening mucus that made her struggles frantic and slippery.

Alfie watched, his breath hitching, as one of the thick, fleshy pseudopods forced her legs apart. It pushed against her entrance, rubbing against her clit with a terrifying, rhythmic pressure. The mimic was prepping its meal, lubricating the passage, treating her body like a savory treat to be savored before the final swallow.

"No! Get out! Get out of me!" The thief screamed, but her hips bucked involuntarily against the intrusion. The creature’s saliva seemed to be an aphrodisiac poison, a cruel evolutionary trick to make prey pliable.

She arched backwards, freeing her breasts for a moment from the tangle of tendrils. Her nipples hardened against the cool air, only to be enveloped by suction-tipped tendrils that latched on and pulled as she was drawn back into the maw of the mimic.

"She is weak and growing weaker," Myssandra whispered, her breath hot on Alfie’s neck. With a quick, practiced motion, she undid his belt. His trousers fell. "You are strong. You are the Lord here. You decide who lives and who feeds the dungeon."

"Myssandra, don’t," Alfie moaned, but his hips involuntarily bucked forward into her hand as she freed his cock. His cock sprang out, hard and heavy, betraying him completely as she wrapped him in her soft fingers.

"That’s it, Alfred," she cooed. " It feels good, doesn’t it? To know you are the one safe in the shadows while others suffer for your amusement? This is the pleasure of being a Dungeon Lord. This is your destiny, oh mighty inheritor."

She dropped to her knees.

Alfie gasped, his hands instinctively finding the wall for support as Myssandra’s warm, wet mouth engulfed him. Her demonic stature meant her mouth was big enough to easily take his fat cock. Her tongue swirled around the head with maddening skill, while her throat relaxed to take him deep. She hummed against his shaft, the vibration traveling straight to his core.

But she didn’t let him close his eyes. She gripped his thighs, her sharp nails digging in just enough to sting when he tried to shut out what was happening to the thief. She angled her head to be sure he was watching.

The mimic had the poor thief down to her hips. She was wiggling her luscious bottom back and forth, her holes plundered by the red tendrils of the mimic’s inner flesh. Then came the swallow. The mimic’s true throat opened, relaxing the tight, sphincter-like ring of glistening muscle at the back of the chest cavity. It expanded with a wet, smacking sound, latching onto Luisa’s hips.

SLLLLLURP!

Myssandra and the mimic made the same sound at the same moment. One devouring Alfie’s cock and the other sucking up the unlucky thief girl.

The thief’s struggling intensified, legs kicking desperately as the mimic began to engulf her lower half. There was, by then, no escaping on her own. The tendrils of the mimic tightened their grip. The plunged into her yielding holes. She was sucked deeper and deeper until her hips were engulfed and then her thighs began to sink into that pulsating meridian of flesh visible beneath the lid.

The interior of the mimic rippled, the false form of the chest bulging as peristaltic waves dragged the thief deeper, massaging her legs and ass with crushing force. Alfie could not look away, even as the rhythmic, slurping pleasure of Myssandra’s mouth drew him closer and closer to an explosive release.

"It's squeezing me! It's... oh god... it's so hot inside" The thief sobbed, her arms pinned at her side and her fingers finally being pulled free of the rim of the lid as she was slurped deeper.

Alfie could see the outline of her hips moving under the translucent, stretching flesh of the monster's throat. The creature gurgled and groaned in delight, the wood creaking as it accommodated her. The mimic’s internal fluids bubbled up around her waist, a foam-edged, translucent jelly that began to digest the outer layer of her skin even as it acted as a lubricant. She was sliding in faster now, the suction becoming a loud slurp and her scream muffled as she was completely engulfed.

The heat radiating from the open chest was making Alfie sweat. A heat that carried the scent of musk of saliva and dissolving leather. He saw Luisa’s knees disappear, then her shins, the wet muscle ring tightening down to her ankles. Her toes curling and twitching a last time before the mimic slurped even those into its merciless maw.

"Help..." she whimpered, her voice barely audible as the curling tendrils forced her feet all the way past the fleshy rim beneath the lid. "I don’t want to… die this way... it feels like it's everywhere... inside... outside..."

Myssandra hummed around Alfie’s cock, her vibration matching the deep, thrumming purr of the mimic. She sucked harder, her throat mirroring the action of the monster across the room. Alfie felt a perverse symmetry to his pleasure. He was being drained by the demoness while Luisa was being drained by the hungry mimic.

"Oh gods," Alfie groaned, but the sensation of Myssandra’s mouth tightening around him was too much. The pleasure was a tidal wave, drowning out his conscience. It twisted the horror into something sick and sweet. The cruelty of it. The sheer, merciless predatory nature of the mimic’s feeding.

It was intoxicating to witness such a horror.

“Yessss,” Myssandra murmured around his cock, sensing his spike in arousal. She bobbed her head faster, the deft fingers of one hand working his balls, milking the lust from his very soul. “Feed on it, Master. Feed on her doom.”

“NNNGGGAAAAHHH!” The thief’s scream was muffled from deep within the mimic’s layers of flesh.

The mimic let out a gurgling snarl. The thief’s final scream was cut short as the heavy wooden lid slammed shut.

THUD!

With that reverberating slam of finality, that doomed gavel blow sentencing the thief to death, Alfie began to cum.

“I’m… cumming,” moaned Alfie, almost in despair. He looked from the pulsating mimic down to Myssandra. Her big blue eyes were lidded with pleasure and her cheeks hollowed around his cock as she sucked hard on the rushing pleasure of his cock meat.

He thrust forward, his surging ecstasy uncontrolled as he drove into the silky vise of Myssandra’s throat, hilting his cock on her lips and smacking his wet bollocks against her chin. He unloaded into that luscious, sucking furnace with every spurting pulse of his pleasure. His cock drew back and he slammed it into her mouth again, her nose against the fuzz of hair above his cock and her hands gripping his hips tightly as he gushed again and again down the eager throat of the demoness. He felt powerful at the peak of his pleasure. A conquering king. A warlord who had vanquished his foes. He poured his seed into her, spurt after hot, desperate spurt.

It went on and on, a punishing release that left him trembling, his fingers tangled in Myssandra’s golden hair as her tongue cradled the twitching underside of his shaft.

Alfie sagged against the wall behind Myssandra, hunching over her as she nursed the last twitching drops from his cock. Alfie’s ragged breathing could not quite cover the sound of the mimic across the room. Its lid was closed, but it was rhythmically rocking and making unpleasant gurgling noises as it digested its meal. A faint red glow emanated from between the halves of the lid, each pulse representing another peristaltic spasm as its stomach processed the unlucky thief.

“Fuck,” moaned Alfie.

Myssandra pulled back slowly, her lips popping free with a lewd sound. She licked a stray drop of seed from the corner of her mouth, her blue eyes glowing in the dim light. She didn't say a word. She just looked up at him, waiting.

Alfie stared at the mimic. He waited for the guilt. He waited for the crushing weight of what he had allowed to happen to drop him to his knees in tears.

It didn’t come.

Instead, a cold, hard clarity settled over him. He looked at the chest. One that he had placed in that spot knowing it was a deadly trap. He felt a strange swell of pride. The ravenous mimic had done its job. It had protected the dungeon.

His dungeon.

He looked down at Myssandra, seeing not a terrifying demoness, but a loyal servant who had shown him the truth of his nature. He reached down, wiping his thumb across her wet lips, smearing a drop of his pearly cum over her cheek.

“Clean me up,” he said. His voice was different. Deeper. Lacking the tremor of the boy from Charreaux.

Myssandra’s eyes widened slightly, a flash of genuine surprise and delight crossing her features. She bowed her head obediently and licked him clean, tenderly and thoroughly. He groaned as her warm, wet mouth washed his cock and bollocks.

When she was finished, Alfie adjusted his clothes. He walked over to the mimic. He didn’t flinch at the faint, wet grinding sounds coming from inside. He placed a hand on the lid. The wood was hot to the touch.

“Good boy,” he whispered.

He turned back to the door. Myssandra stood there, watching him, her posture subtly submissive.

“What are your orders, Master?” she asked.

Alfie walked past her, heading toward the Dungeon Nexus. He didn't look back.

“The statue at the entrance,” Alfie said, his voice echoing down the corridor. “Tear it down.”

“Master?”

“My uncle was a fool,” Alfie said, a cruel smile touching his lips as he imagined the throne waiting for him. “He played with his food. I don’t intend to play.”

He stopped at the junction of the hallway. He looked toward the armory, where his uncle’s heavy fur cloak, the one he had thought too ostentatious, too cruel, hung on a rack. He walked over and pulled it down, swinging the heavy pelt over his shoulders. It was heavy, smelling of decades of cruel mastery of the dungeon.

It fit perfectly.

“Reset the traps, Myssandra,” Alfie commanded, striding toward the heart of his dungeon. “I will restock the dungeon with monsters. You sharpen the spikes in the pit.”

“As you wish, Lord Ivanhoe,” Myssandra purred, falling into step behind him.

“And Myssandra?”

“Yes, my Lord?”

Alfie paused, his hand resting on the heavy iron handle of the Nexus door. He looked back at her, his eyes cold and hard as flint.

“When your finished, attend me in my quarters. I am going to fuck your pretty demon brains out.”

“Oh, yes, Master,” she said with delight, and hurried off to see to her duties.


BAD END 2: Ogre Cleanup Duty

“Rylie Shaughnessy,” said Alfie, deepening his voice to sound very manly and authoritative. “I have come to present you with a token of our gratitude and to invite you to spread the word about the Happy Endings Dungeon far and wide!”

He held out the large gold coin, stamped with his family’s crest, trying to project the image of a benevolent overlord. But instead of taking the coin, Rylie just looked at him. She was sprawled on the bed, her body slick with sweat and ogre fluids, her red hair a wild halo around her flushed face. She propped herself up on her elbows, her breasts swaying with the movement, and let out a short, sharp laugh.

“Gratitude?” she said, her voice husky and mocking. She looked from Alfie, standing there in his oversized inherited robes, to the two massive mountains of muscle kneeling beside her. “You hear that, boys? The little man wants to thank me.”

“Hur hur,” Thonk chuckled, the sound rumbling deep in his chest. “Little man funny.”

“Bonk think he look like toothpick,” the other ogre agreed, eyeing Alfie with an sated predator’s disinterest.

Alfie frowned, lowering the coin slightly. “I am the Dungeon Lord,” he reminded them, though his voice wavered. “And you work for me.”

“Do they?” Rylie asked. She swung her legs off the bed, standing up in all her naked glory. She was small compared to the ogres, but the way she moved with the confident swagger of a huntress made Alfie take an involuntary step back. She walked up to Thonk, running a hand down his massive, tattooed arm. “Because it seems to me, Alfie, that you’re just telling them to do things they already wanted to do.”

Alfie stammered, “Huh? I… that’s not… I summoned them to…”

She turned to Alfie, her eyes narrowing. “You send these magnificent beasts to 'satisfy' me? To play games? You have no idea what you have here. These aren't toys, Alfie. They're kings.”

She grabbed Thonk’s hand and placed it on her breast. The ogre growled appreciatively, his fingers kneading her ample flesh.

“And a king needs a queen,” Rylie purred. She looked at Alfie with pure contempt. “Not a jester.”

“That’s enough,” Alfie said, his face heating up. “Rylie, take the coin and leave. Boys, escort her out.”

“No,” Rylie said. She snapped her fingers. “Boys. Grab him.”

Before Alfie could even process the command, a hand the size of a shovel slammed into his chest. Thonk shoved him, sending Alfie flying backward. He crashed into the stone wall, the wind knocked out of him, the gold coin clattering uselessly across the floor.

He tried to scramble up, reaching for his magic, for a command, but Bonk was there. The ogre grabbed Alfie by the front of his robes and hauled him into the air, pinning him against the wall with one hand. Alfie’s feet dangled uselessly.

“Let me go!” Alfie wheezed. “I command you!”

“Master small,” Bonk grunted, sniffing Alfie. “Smell like fear. Not like leader.”

“He’s right,” Rylie said, sauntering over. She stood between the ogre’s legs, looking up at Alfie. “You’re weak, Alfie. You rely on magic tricks. Some Dungeon Lord you are. But look at them.” She gestured to the ogres. “Pure strength. Pure virility. They don’t need a manual to know how to rule. They take what they want.”

She reached down, grabbing Bonk’s loincloth and yanking it aside. His cock, still semi-hard and glistening from their earlier session, sprang free, thick and veiny, slapping against his thigh.

“Look at that,” Rylie breathed, stroking the massive member. “That is power. What do you have between your legs, Dungeon Lord? A twig?”

Alfie struggled, humiliated tears pricking his eyes. “Myssandra! Help!”

“She’s not coming,” Rylie laughed. “She’s smart. She knows which way the wind blows. Now, hold him there, boys. I want him to watch. I want him to see why a woman craves ogre cock over pathetic human boy cock.”

She turned her back to Alfie, bending over, presenting her spread, luscious ass and glistening, well-used pussy to Bonk.

“Fill me up,” she commanded the ogre. “Right in front of him.”

Bonk roared, a sound of pure lust. His massive hands grabbed hold of Rylie’s generous hips and he drove his massive ogre cock into her gaping, fuck-swollen cunt.

Alfie was forced to watch as the ogre plundered her tight pussy. It wasn't the playful, consensual romp from before. This was an ogre’s rut. Rylie screamed, her voice echoing off the stone walls as she endured the ecstasy and agony of the mind and body breaking pleasure. She took every inch of the monster, her abdomen bulging grotesquely, her ass slamming against his hips, her eyes rolling back in her head.

Thonk joined in, grabbing her silky hair and taking her mouth, thrusting the huge fleshy plug of his cockhead into her mouth while his brother pounded her from behind. They used her like a piece of meat and she clearly loved every second of it. She praised them, worshipped them, all while mocking Alfie, describing in graphic detail how inferior he was, how unworthy he was to even be in the same room.

“Limp and little,” she gasped between gagging thrusts of Thonk’s cock into her mouth. “Never… mmmmm… never could hope to satisfy me… mmmmm… after these!”

It went on for what felt like hours. Alfie hung there, pinned and helpless, forced to witness the primal dethroning of his authority.

Finally, with a dual roar that shook dust from the ceiling, the ogres climaxed in almost the same instant. Ogre spunk shot from her nostrils and her eyes went wide. Her throat worked desperately to gulp Thonk’s flood of monstrous spunk. It was hopeless for her cunt. There was no containing the massive gushes of ogre cream being pumped into her pussy. They filled Rylie with so much seed it leaked down her thighs in steady, creamy rivulets. She collapsed onto the floor, panting, covered in sweat and ogre cum, a satisfied, broken smile on her spunk-masked face.

“Ha ha, looks like the ogres rule the dungeon now, Alfie,” giggled Rylie, smearing cum from her face with her fingers and then licking them clean.

Alfie slumped in Bonk’s grip, emotionally exhausted. “Are you done?” he whispered. “Just kill me.”

“Kill you?” Rylie giggled, pushing herself up on shaky arms. She looked like a demon herself now, wild and ruined. “Oh no, Alfie. We’re not done. I have a new game.”

She crawled over to him. She was dripping. She scooped up a handful of the thick, white fluid leaking from her cunt and held it up to Alfie’s face. The smell was overpowering. The musk of a beast and raw, unwashed sex.

“You wanted to give me a happy ending?” she whispered. “Well, here it is.”

She slapped the handful of cum over Alfie’s mouth and nose.

Alfie gagged, trying to turn his head, but Bonk’s grip was iron.

“Lick it,” Rylie commanded, her voice dropping to a growl. “Clean that cream, little man.”

Alfie clamped his mouth shut.

“Thonk,” Rylie said without looking away. “If he doesn’t lick... tear his arm off.”

Thonk grabbed Alfie’s left arm. He didn't pull hard, just enough to let Alfie feel the tension in the joint, the promise of agonizing dislocation.

“Lick!” Rylie shouted, smearing her hand against his lips.

Alfie broke. He opened his mouth. He licked the ogre semen from Rylie’s hand. He tasted the bitterness, the humiliation, the repulsive, slimy defeat. He retched, but when she smeared again he kept licking, terrified of the pain, terrified of the monsters he had foolishly thought he could control.

Rylie laughed, a cruel, high sound. She turned around, pressing her cum-filled pussy against his face, forcing him to clean her straight from the source. And he did. He stuck out his tongue and he licked as hot globs of ogre cum flooded into his mouth. It ran down his chin and hit the back of his throat and he swallowed without thinking.

“That’s it,” she cooed, grinding against him. “Good little cuckold. You’re finally useful.”

When she was clean, when he had lapped every drop from the backs of her thighs and every smear down the crack of her ass, she stepped back, buttoning a shirt she’d found on the floor. One of Alfie’s spare tunics. It hung loose on her, but she wore it like a royal robe.

“This is my dungeon now,” Rylie declared, spreading her arms. The ogres roared in agreement, thumping their chests. “And these are my kings.”

She looked at Alfie, dangling against the wall, broken and fouled.

“And you?” she sneered. “You’re the maid. Someone has to clean up the mess when we’re done fucking. And believe me, Alfie... we’re going to be fucking a lot.”

Bonk dropped Alfie. He hit the floor hard, curling into a ball. He heard the heavy footsteps of the ogres retreating to the bed, heard Rylie’s voice commanding them again.

“Myssandra?” Alfie whispered into the cold stone floor.

From the shadows near the door, the tall demoness stepped out. She looked at Alfie, then at Rylie and the ogres. She didn't look angry. She looked impressed.

She walked past Alfie, her hips swaying. She approached the bed where Rylie was already directing Thonk.

“Need a hand, your majesty?” Myssandra purred to the intruder.

Alfie closed his eyes as the laughter started again. He lay in the puddle of ogre seed, listening to the sounds of his new masters, knowing that his happy ending was over before it had scarcely begun.


BAD END 3: Roxana’s Thrall

In those moments of rushing ecstasy, just before his explosion, he felt the sharp stab of pain in his neck. The press of her lips to his jugular. The hot suck of his blood flowing into her mouth.

It was dizzying. An incredible, pumping rush of pleasure. At once hot as fire and cold as ice in his veins. But as he prepared to let go and explode deep inside Roxana, a sudden, cold realization pierced the haze of lust: she wasn't stopping.

The suction at his neck intensified, dragging not just blood but vitality from his very marrow.

"Roxana," Alfie gasped, his hands fluttering weakly against her shoulders. "Wait... too much..."

She didn't pull back. Instead, she hummed against his throat, a vibration of pure hunger. Her legs unlocked from around his waist, and she slid her hips down, her cunt like tight silk, her internal muscles milking him dry in a single, devastating clench. He wailed and arched up from the floor, his blood pumping into her mouth, his cum jetting heavily into her cunt. She released the suction from his neck and popped off his cock.

Alfie tried to sit up, but his limbs felt like lead. He slumped back against the pillows, the room spinning violently. Roxana rose above him, her mouth smeared with his crimson life, her eyes glowing like twin embers in the dark chapel. She looked magnificent and terrifying, her pale skin flushed with his stolen blood.

"Shhh," she soothed, pushing him back down with a hand that felt impossibly strong. "Don't fight it, Alfie. You taste... divine."

She straddled his chest, her heavy, soft breasts pressing into his face, smothering his weak protest. Her hand moved down to his throbbing, exposed cock. Her fingers were ice cold, contrasting sharply with the feverish heat of his blood loss. She gripped him tight, her thumb circling the weeping head. Still hard, somehow.

"You haven't finished, have you?" she purred, looking down at him. "I can feel it. All that life, desperate to get out."

She began to stroke him. It was the demanding, rhythmic extraction of a predator. She pumped him hard, her grip tight and her stroke deft.

"Please," Alfie moaned, his vision tunneling. "I... I feel cold."

"Good," Roxana whispered, leaning down to bite his neck again, not to feed this time, but to reopen the wound, to lap at the flow. "Let the cold in. Let it replace the pain. Cum again for me, Alfie. Empty yourself."

The combination of the blood loss and the ruthless refractory handjob was too much. Alfie’s body betrayed him. His hips bucked feebly against her weight. With a ragged cry, he erupted.

Roxana sat up just in time. Hot ropes of white seed shot up, splashing across her pale, heaving breasts, mixing with the blood that dripped from her chin. She laughed, still pumping his cock with one hand as she used her fingers of the other hand to smear his cum over her nipples.

Alfie watched through dimming eyes as she played with his essence on her body. The world went gray, then black. The last thing he heard was Roxana’s satisfied sigh.

He was certain he was doomed, that he was going to die. That would have been a mercy compared to his actual fate.

Alfie woke to the smell of expensive cologne and the feeling of cold stone under his bare knees. He tried to speak, to stand, but his body refused to obey. He felt hollowed out, a husk of skin and bone held together by a dark, cold magic that hummed in his veins.

"Perfect," a smooth voice said.

Alfie lifted his head. It took maximum effort. He was in the Dungeon Nexus of the Happy Endings Dungeon. But it had changed. The warm, chaotic energy was gone, replaced by a rigid, chilling order.

Lord Ramone Brookwyne sat on the throne Alfie had built. He held a crystal goblet of wine in one hand and Alfie’s Dungeon Lord amulet in the other.

"He cleaned up nicely, didn't he, Roxana?"

Roxana stood beside the throne, looking pale and radiant. She wore a clinging dress of red lace and a bodice that emphasized her pert breasts. She smiled at Alfie, blowing him a kiss.

"He's a very obedient pet," she said.

Alfie tried to protest, to summon his monsters, but his mouth only opened to let out a dry rasp. He looked down. He was naked, save for a silver collar around his neck. A fine silver chain led from the collar to Ramone’s hand.

"I am glad you're awake," Ramone said, tugging the chain. Alfie was dragged forward across the stone floor until he was at the foot of the throne. "Just in time for the festivities."

The doors to the Nexus opened. Myssandra walked in.

Alfie’s heart gave a feeble leap. Myssandra! She would save him. She was his partner, his...

Myssandra looked at Alfie. Her blue eyes swept over his naked, shivering form, the collar, the leash. She didn't look angry. She didn't look horrified.

She looked bored.

"Is the wine ready?" she asked Ramone, stepping over Alfie as if he were a rug.

"Myssandra?" Alfie croaked.

She paused, glancing down. "Oh. Hello, Alfie. You're looking pathetic."

"Help... me..."

Myssandra sighed, a sound of supreme indifference. She looked at Ramone. "He was always so needy. At least you have style, Ramone. And you know how to use power."

"Precisely, my dear," Ramone said, standing up. He dropped the leash, letting Alfie slump to the floor. "Why settle for a boy when you can have a Lord?"

Ramone walked to the Dungeon Table. He swept the figurines aside with a casual swipe of his arm. He beckoned to Myssandra.

"Shall we christen the new management? This expansion of my franchise?" Ramone asked.

Myssandra smiled, a lustily hungry expression that Alfie had only ever seen directed at him. She walked to the table and hiked up her skirts. She bent over, presenting her plush, creamy bottom and the gold-thatched mound of her cunt to Ramone.

"Take me," she commanded.

Roxana bent over Alfie and leaned her cool lips to his ear. She whispered, simply, “Watch them.”

Alfie wanted to look away, but the command from Roxana compelled him to take in every detail.

Ramone took Myssandra right there on the map of the dungeon Alfie had tried so hard to build into something good instead of evil. He watched Ramone’s hands grip Myssandra’s hips. He heard the wet slap of flesh, the groans of pleasure that escaped Myssandra’s lips. He could see her cunt devouring each stroke of the rival Dungeon Lord’s cock.

"Oh, Ramone! Yes! So strong!" Myssandra wailed, her head thrown back, her eyes locked on Alfie’s. There was no pity in them. Only the cold calculation of a demon who had upgraded her pact.

Ramone laughed, a rich, cultured sound, as he drove into her. "You see, Alfie? This is how a Dungeon Lord rules. With absolute authority."

Roxana circled to Alfie’s side. She crouched down, her red eyes gleaming.

"Don't look so sad, pet," she whispered, stroking his hair. She ran a finger down his neck, tracing the scars of her bite. "You still have a purpose."

She licked her lips.

"I'm feeling a bit thirsty after all this excitement."

Alfie whimpered as she leaned in, her fangs extending. In the background, Myssandra screamed in ecstasy, calling out Ramone’s name as he filled her with his cum.

Alfie closed his eyes as Roxana’s teeth sank in.

He was a snack.


BAD END 4: Becoming the Bed

Alfie was close to them. Invisible, thanks to a Dungeon Lord’s trick, but close enough to breathe the raw, bestial scent of sex in the air. He scarcely believed the delicate little dark-haired ice elf could fit that massive yeti cock into her mouth, let alone her dainty cunt.

He watched as Kiyara worshipped the yeti, Chiubak. She kissed his blue skin, stroked his white fur, and cooed words of adoration that made Alfie’s stomach turn with a mix of jealousy and indignation. This was his dungeon. These were his summons.

"Enough," Alfie whispered. He’d had enough of watching from the shadows. He was the Dungeon Lord. It was time to assert his authority.

He dropped the invisibility spell. He stepped out from behind the pillar of ice, trying to look imposing in his robes.

"That's enough!" Alfie shouted, his voice echoing in the cavern. "Chiubak! Attention!"

The yeti stopped mid-thrust. He turned his massive, horned head toward Alfie. His beady black eyes narrowed. He didn't look scared. He looked annoyed.

Kiyara pulled herself off the yeti’s lap. She stood up, naked and glistening with sweat and melted frost. She looked at Alfie, her beautiful face twisting into a sneer of pure disdain.

"You," she spat. "The little man. The voyeur."

"Little man!? I am the Lord of this Dungeon," Alfie said, pointing a finger at the yeti. "And I command you to—"

"ROAAAAAAAR!"

Chiubak didn't wait for the command. He slapped Alfie with a furry blue hand as big as a man’s chest.

It was a casual blow for a yeti, but for Alfie, it was like being hit by a carriage. He flew across the room, crashing into a wall of ice. He slid down, gasping for breath, stars dancing in his vision.

"Soft human is weak," Chiubak grunted in his guttural tongue.

Kiyara laughed and walked over to where Alfie lay crumpled. She was gorgeous, flushed with the pleasure she had been enjoying from the yeti, but that only made her contemptuous expression more painful for Alfie. She looked down at him, her eyes glowing with frosty magic.

"You interrupt our mating?" she asked, tilting her head. "You ruin the moment? For what? To give orders you cannot enforce?"

"I... I own this place," Alfie wheezed, trying to stand.

"You own nothing," Kiyara said. She raised her hand. "But you might make a useful decoration. We were just thinking the room needed... furniture."

Alfie reached for his Dungeon Lord’s amulet to try to call upon its power. Kiyara’s dark brows furrowed and she snapped her fingers.

The air around Alfie instantly dropped to absolute zero. He didn't even have time to scream. A block of magical ice materialized around him, encasing him instantly.

He was frozen mid-flinch, his hands raised defensively, his face a mask of shock. He couldn't move. He couldn't speak. Although he was able to see and hear through the layer of ice. He was perfectly preserved in a slab of clear, enchanted ice, thick as a coffin lid.

"Perfect," Kiyara purred, running her hand over the smooth, cold surface of the slab. "Chiubak, help me with this."

The yeti lumbered over. He grabbed the slab of ice containing Alfie and tipped it over with a heavy thud.

Alfie stared up from the floor. He was looking at the ceiling of the ice cave. He realized with horror what he had just become.

Their bed.

Kiyara climbed on top of the slab. On top of him. Her warm skin pressed against the ice, directly over his face. He could see every detail of her thighs, the dark trail of hair leading to her wet, pink slit. Cuntlips swollen and red from the yeti’s rough fucking. She positioned herself right over his eyes, smiling down at him through the ice.

"Watch, little lord," she whispered, leaning low, her breath fogging the surface for a second before fading. "Watch a real male take what is his."

She waved to Chiubak.

The yeti climbed onto the ice slab. The weight was immense and Alfie felt the pressure even through the magic. The yeti loomed over Kiyara, his massive blue cock swinging like a pendulum.

"Take me," Kiyara begged, spreading her legs wide, her pussy hovering close to Alfie’s frozen nose.

Chiubak roared and drove into her.

Alfie was forced to witness everything from painfully close. He saw the massive penetration, the way Kiyara’s body stretched and accommodated the beast. The way her inner walls gripped the yeti cock. He saw the way her back arched, her hands slapping against the ice as she braced herself. Her huge tits pressing and flattening against the ice slab.

Every thrust vibrated through the slab, shaking Alfie’s frozen bones. He watched as they fucked with animalistic abandon, their sweat dripping onto the ice, their moans echoing in his prison.

Kiyara looked down at him constantly, her eyes rolling back, her tongue lolling out, making sure he saw her pleasure. Making sure he saw that she preferred the monster to him.

"Yes! Breed me! Fill me with cum of winter!" she screamed.

Chiubak bellowed, his body tensing. He pulled out, just for a second, his cock throbbing and purple.

He aimed.

A thick, steaming rope of yeti cum shot out. It hit the ice directly above Alfie’s eyes.

Alfie wanted to blink, to turn away, but he was frozen. He watched as the hot, white fluid splattered across his field of vision, coating the ice, obscuring Kiyara’s laughing face. Another shot followed, and another, painting the clear ice opaque with the evidence of their union. Then the yeti hunched forward again, burying his twitching cock in Kiyara’s hot cove and emptying his furry bollocks into her elf depths.

Kiyara’s cries of ecstasy vibrated through the slab of ice. She rode back against the yeti’s pumping cock and wailed with pleasure as she took the huge brute’s load. Finally, she collapsed into the mess, smearing it around with her body, giggling.

"Good bed," Chiubak grunted, patting the ice slab.

Alfie screamed silently in his cold prison, the cum beginning to freeze to the slab. The two lovers returned to their furs on the floor of the ice cave. Alfie could faintly hear their voices. Alfie could not call out for help. He could not even turn and look at what they were doing. He was left to stare at the white ceiling of seed for a frozen eternity, just another piece of furniture in the new kingdom of the frost elf and her yeti lover.


BAD END 5: The Cum Cow

Alfie backed out of the room as the minotaur leaned over the beautiful blonde, rubbing his flaccid hose of cock against her creamy cunt as he ran his bovine tongue over her tits.

He closed the heavy wooden door, leaning back against it, his breath hitching in his throat. The sounds of Buella’s moans and the wet, slapping rhythm of her new life muffled slightly, but the heat of the encounter seemed to cling to Alfie’s mind. He wiped a bead of sweat from his forehead, his hand trembling slightly.

His cock was throbbing, aching with a pressure that demanded release, but his mind was a whirl of confusion and guilt. He had turned a guest into a cow-girl. He had watched her be bred by a minotaur. She had loved it… and so had he. What did that say about him as a benevolent Dungeon Lord? What did it say about him as a man?

"Rough night, Master?"

Alfie jumped, nearly losing his footing on the stone floor. He spun around.

Desdemona was leaning against the opposite wall of the corridor, bathed in the flickering light of a torch. The succubus looked radiant, her red hair cascading over her shoulders, her blue eyes glowing with a mischievous warmth. She wore a slip of red silk that revealed rather than covered the perfection of her curves, and her tail twitched lazily behind her.

"Dezzy," Alfie breathed, trying to steady his racing heart. "I... I was just checking on the guest."

"Mmm, I heard," Dezzy purred, pushing herself off the wall and sauntering toward him. The air around her grew heavy, thick with a scent that was sweeter than flowers and muskier than sex. It was a pheromone cloud, invisible but potent, and it hit crawled into Alfie’s nostrils and claimed his sinuses with her otherworldly perfume. "You look so frustrated, Alfie. Like a big, handsome bull that's been denied the pasture. You know… where all those pretty cows are waiting for you."

Alfie tried to step back, but his legs felt heavy, unresponsive. Dezzy’s intoxicating scent filled his lungs, clouding his thoughts, replacing his anxiety with a thick, syrupy desire. "I'm fine. I just need to... to get back to the Nexus."

"Do you?" Dezzy stood right in front of him now, her hands reaching out to rest on his chest. Her palms were hot, seeming to massage him with warmth through his robe. "You look like you need release. You look like you're about to burst."

She looked down at the tent in his robes, her lips curling into a knowing smile.

"I... I can handle it," Alfie stammered, though his voice sounded distant to his own ears.

"Why handle it yourself when you have a faithful servant right here?" she whispered, her voice dropping deep and lusty. Her deft fingers stroked his cheek and down to his chest, her nails lightly scratching his skin. "You’ve been working so hard, Master. Making sure everyone else gets their happy ending. What about yours?"

Alfie stared into her eyes. The blue was swirling, deepening, pulling him in. "Mine?"

"Yes," she cooed. "You have so much inside you, Alfie. So much potential. So much... seed. It's a waste to let it build up like this. It clouds your judgment. It makes you weak."

She pressed her body against him, her soft breasts flattening against his chest. She reached into her sash and pulled out a small, crystal phial filled with a swirling, milky pink liquid with swirling veins of blue.

"Here," she said, uncorking it with her teeth. "Drink this. It will help you relax. It will help you let go of all those heavy thoughts about 'responsibility' and 'morality.' You can finally find the relief you need."

"I shouldn't," Alfie murmured, even as his hand reached out to take the phial.

"Shhh," Dezzy soothed, guiding his hand to his lips. "Just a sip. For me? For your favorite assistant?"

Alfie tipped the phial back. The liquid tasted like strawberries and warm cream, with a spicy aftertaste that burned pleasantly all the way down.

The effect was instantaneous.

The stone walls of the dungeon seemed to melt away. The concerns about Heraxon, the Princess, and the moral implications of his dungeon vanished into a white fog. His thoughts, usually a chaotic storm of worry, quieted. They slowed. They simplified.

I am full, the thought echoed in his mind. I am full. I need to be emptied.

His eyes glazed over, the intelligence dimming, replaced by a bovine placidity. His jaw went slack. He looked at Dezzy not with suspicion, but with a dull, heavy adoration.

"That's a good boy," Dezzy giggled softly, taking the empty phial from his limp fingers. "Look at you. All empty-headed and full of cum. Just the way a stud should be."

She took his hand and led him down the hall. Alfie followed without question, his gait heavy and shambling. He didn't ask where they were going. He didn't care. He just wanted to follow the scent. His eyes fixed on the luscious, swinging hips of the succubus and her twitching tail.

She led him to a room he hadn't created. It was a new addition, summoned by Dezzy’s own dark magic while he was distracted. It was a small, intimate chamber lined with soft hay. In the center stood a wooden stanchion, padded with velvet, with leather straps dangling from the frame.

"This is your home now, Alfie," Dezzy said, guiding him to the stanchion.

"Home," Alfie repeated, the word feeling thick on his tongue.

"Yes. Now, strip."

Alfie obeyed. He fumbled with his belt, his robe, his trousers. He stripped until he was naked, standing in the hay, his thick cock semi-hard and leaking pre-cum. He felt no shame. Only a vague sense of purpose.

This seemed right. It seemed like what he should be doing.

Dezzy pushed him forward until his chest pressed against the velvet pad. She strapped his wrists to the frame, securing him. She spread his legs and strapped his ankles. He was pinned, bent slightly forward, his ass raised and his throbbing, pre-slicked cock pointing down between his spread feet.

"Perfect," Dezzy purred, walking around him to stand behind him. She ran a hand down his back, over his buttocks, and then reached through his legs to cup his heavy balls. He groaned as her fingers massaged his bollocks insistently. "Oh, yes. You are ripe. Practically sloshing with your seed."

She didn't summon a monster. She didn't bring in a machine. She walked around to the front, pulling up a small milking stool. She sat down, her face level with his groin.

"You're not a bull, Alfie," she explained, her voice echoing in his empty mind. "Bulls are aggressive. Bulls are dangerous. You... you're a dairy animal. A prize producer. A Cum Cow."

"Cum Cow," Alfie grunted, the words shaping his new reality.

Dezzy produced a wide golden chalice, placing it on the floor beneath him. Then, she reached out with her soft, demonic hands. She gripped his shaft, her touch firm and expert.

She began to milk him.

She didn't start fast. She took her time, treating his cock not as a lover’s organ, but as a pump that needed to be carefully primed. Her fingers circled the thick, throbbing base of his shaft, digging in deep to compress the veins, trapping the blood until his erection swelled to a painful, dark purple circumference. She ran her thumb up the underside, tracing the prominent vein that pulsed with his magically enhanced heartbeat, dragging the pad of her digit over the sensitive ridge of his glans.

"Look at that color," she murmured, leaning in close, her hot breath stroking his wet tip. "So full. So heavy. You’re just bursting to serve me, aren’t you?"

She spat into her palm, a hot glob of succubus saliva that carried with it her lusty potency as it hit his skin. She massaged it into his shaft, the lubrication slick and hot, making every movement of her hand send shockwaves of overstimulation up his shaft and deep into his stomach.

She began a twisting motion, screwing her hand down to his root and then pulling up with a tight, suction-like drag. It was a technique born of centuries in the pleasure palaces of the Realm of Sin, designed to extract every drop of essence. She was coaxing the seed out of him.

"Mooo..." Alfie groaned, the sound stirring from his throat unbidden. It felt right. It felt like the only sound he could make.

Dezzy giggled, the sound vibrating against his thigh as she leaned her cheek against his leg, watching the head of his cock weep. His precum was becoming a steady drip, thick and clear, splashing into the bottom of the gold chalice with audible plink-plink-plink sounds.

"That's it," she cooed, watching the fluid accumulate. "You’re getting so close. Good boy."

She dipped a finger into the pre leaking from his slit, catching a string of it and bringing it to her mouth. She swirled it on her tongue, tasting the magical potency. "Sweet. Very sweet. The potion has really flavored your manly juice."

She resumed her work, but now she added her other hand. One hand gripped the base, acting as a cock ring, squeezing tighter and tighter, while the other worked the shaft. She twisted her wrists in opposite directions, wringing him out like a wet towel.

Alfie’s hips bucked against the velvet pad, his feet stomping with impatient pleasure in the hay. The sensation was maddening. It was too much friction, too much pressure, but his mind, washed blank by the elixir, interpreted the agony of overstimulation as a doorway he needed to pass through. He needed to empty. The pressure in his balls was growing, swelling, dragging at his groin, a heavy, aching fullness that demanded release.

“Mooooo,” he complained.

Dezzy played with him cruelly. She sped up, the wet schlick-schlick-schlick of her hand echoing in the small room, bringing him right to the edge of the cliff. Alfie’s breath hitched, his abdominal muscles seizing as he prepared to fire, only to be denied as she briefly took her hands away from his twitching red cock.

She released the pressure just enough to ruin the climax, leaving him hanging in a state of vibrating, desperate need. Dripping heavily, but not cumming.

"Not yet," she whispered, her tail flicking around to brush the tip of his throbbing penis with its soft, heart-shaped tip. The flesh tickled the raw, wet underside of his cockhead, sending jolts of need bouncing into his core. "We need more volume. Build it up, Alfie. Make more for me."

She teased him for what felt like an eternity. She would drum her fingernails on his balls, stimulating his cum-filled sack, then run her palm over the weeping eye of his cock, smearing the fluids around without giving him the friction he needed. She hummed a low note that resonated with the magic in his blood, causing his testicles to churn and tighten, physically swelling as they worked overtime to produce the milk she craved.

Alfie was drooling, his eyes rolled back, his entire world reduced to his aching bollocks and the length of sensitive flesh in Dezzy’s pitiless grasp. He was a pressure vessel threatening to rupture. A container of white hot liquid that was going to burst his skin if she didn't let him go.

"Please," he lowed, the word heavy and bovine. "Moooo… milk... milk..."

"Is the cow ready?" Dezzy asked, looking up at him with glowing eyes. She grabbed him with both hands now, abandoning the teasing. She squeezed as hard as she could, her grip painfully tight, her soft skin unyielding. "Are you ready to fill my cup?"

"Yes... Moooo! Yes!"

"I'm right here," Dezzy whispered. She squeezed his glans, twisting her hand slightly, digging her thumb into his underside. Her buttery, pre-soaked caress was not stopping this time. Her huge tits bounced with the motion of her arms. Her eyes sparkled with delight.

“MOOOO!”

“Do it, Alfie,” she gasped breathlessly, working him with both hands. “Cum for me! Fill the chalice with your milk!”

He was overwhelmed with the hot rush of ecstasy that finally burst down his aching shaft. Followed a moment later by the first throbbing, spurting release of his pent seed.

Thick, white ropes of cum shot from him, splashing into the golden chalice. It poured out of him in a pulsing stream, far more than a human should have been able to produce. The magic of the dungeon, the potion, and his own submission fueled the production.

"Good cow," Dezzy praised him, her hands slick with his fluids as she worked his throbbing length. "Such a good producer. High yield. High quality."

The flow finally began to taper off to a dribble, and Alfie slumped against the restraints, his head spinning, expecting the mercy of a rest. His cock was raw, hypersensitive, the skin tender from the abuse.

Dezzy slowed, but she didn’t stop.

She tightened her grip on his softening shaft, her thumb digging ruthlessly into the sensitive ridge of his glans. After only a moment, she resumed the pumping motion, fast and hard, ignoring the flaccidity, forcing the blood back into the tissue through sheer aggression.

"AHHH!" Alfie screamed, his hips jerking back, trying to escape the friction. "Stop! It hurts! Moooo! I'm done!"

"Done?" Dezzy laughed, a cruel, tinkling sound. "You're done when the cup is full, cow."

She didn't slow down. She worked him through the refractory period with brutal efficiency. She twisted her wrist, grinding her palm against the head of his cock, turning the hypersensitivity into a jagged, searing spike of arousal. The magic in his blood surged again, overriding his body's natural limits. His balls, already aching and empty, churned violently, drawing on his very life force to refill with impossible speed.

He hardened quickly, his cock snapping back to attention in her bruising grip, stiffer and darker than before.

"No... please..." Alfie sobbed, shaking his head, her caress agonizing, sweat pouring down his face. "I can't... it's too much..."

"Cum," she commanded, her voice dropping to a demonic growl.

She yanked him forward, milking the entire length in one smooth, punishing stroke.

Alfie howled, his body thrashing against the velvet pad and limbs struggling against the straps. A second wave hit him, tearing through him more violently than the first. He was forced to erupt again, his body seizing in a prolonged, agonizing spasm. This time the fluid was thinner, hotter, a desperate purging of his essence that splashed into the cup, filling it to the brim.

Dezzy watched with a satisfied smirk as he convulsed, her hand keeping the rhythm until he was shooting nothing but watery drips.

Alfie’s vision went white. He slumped against the straps, his legs shaking, his mind completely blank. He drooled onto the velvet pad, mooing softly in relief as the pressure finally abated for good.

When he was dry, Dezzy wiped his tip with her thumb, catching the last drop and licking it off. She picked up the chalice, swirling the warm, frothy liquid.

"Delicious," she murmured, taking a delicate sip. She licked a white mustache from her upper lip, her eyes glowing pink. "The essence of a Dungeon Lord. That’ll be a top seller.”

She stood up, patting Alfie on the flank.

"You did well today, Alfie. Rest now. Build up your strength. I'll be back in a few hours for the evening milking."

She turned and left the room, the chalice in her hand. The door clicked shut and locked.

Alfie hung in his straps, naked and drained. He stared at the hay on the floor. He didn't think about escaping. He didn't think about the Princess, or Myssandra, or the threat of Lord Heraxon.

He just chewed his lip, shifting his weight, and waited. He waited for the pressure to build again. He waited for the sound of the door. He waited for the touch of the milker’s hand.

"Mooo," he whispered into the silence.


BAD END 6: Feast for the Goblins

Alfie returned to the Dungeon Nexus and used the catalog to call upon the services of a particularly large and brutal-looking orc named Drillmasta Gazzog ‘Ead Smasha.

"Whip them into shape," Alfie commanded, pointing to the chaotic mob of rock goblins on the Dungeon Table. "They’re out of control. I want discipline."

Gazzog grunted, hefting a whip made of braided leather. "You got it, boss. I'll smash some ‘eads. Make 'em line up."

Alfie dropped the figurine into the Goblin’s Den. He leaned back, exhaling, hoping this would finally bring some order to his dungeon.

He watched the table. The orc figurine materialized in the den. He saw the tiny figure raise its whip. He saw the swarm of green dots pause.

Then, the swarm moved.

They didn't line up. They didn't cower. They surged.

It looked like a wave of green water crashing over a rock. The orc figurine disappeared instantly beneath the mass. Alfie frowned, leaning closer. "What the..."

A moment later, the orc figurine flashed red and vanished.

“They… killed Drillmasta Gazzog?” He was bewildered.

The green dots didn't stop with the Drillmasta. They spilled out of the den. They flooded the corridors. They were moving fast, faster than before, a chaotic, screeching rabble of malice. And they were heading straight for the Nexus.

"No," Alfie whispered. "Lock the doors! Scarabarus! Defense!"

But the Gaunt Watcher was already gone, overwhelmed at his desk by a hundred stabbing knives before he could even stand.

The doors to the Dungeon Nexus disintegrated. A battering ram of goblin bodies smashed through the wood, splinters flying like shrapnel.

They poured into the room, a sea of gnashing teeth, grasping claws, and erect green cocks. They chattered and shrieked, a deafening cacophony of lust and violence. Alfie knew he couldn’t control these goblins like most monsters in his dungeon, but surely they had to obey his power as the Dungeon Lord.

Alfie drew his sword, backing up the steps to his throne. "Back! I am the Dungeon Lord! I command you to—"

A bolo, thrown with uncanny accuracy, wrapped around his legs. Alfie crashed to the floor. Before he could cut himself free, they were on him.

Hundreds of small, hard hands grabbed him. They stripped his robes, tore away his tunic, and ripped his trousers. In seconds, he was naked, pinned to the cold stone floor by the sheer weight of numbers.

They didn't kill him. They didn't even hurt him, really. They just held him.

Then, the crowd parted.

Veena and Yvesula walked in. They looked different. Their bellies were swollen, round and heavy with goblin spawn. Their eyes were glazed, not with mind control, but with a feral, drug-like lust. They weren't captives anymore. They were goblin queens.

"Look at him," Veena sneered, waddling forward, her heavy breasts swaying. She kicked Alfie in the ribs. "The little man who wanted to send us home."

"He wanted to take away our fun," Yvesula hissed, stroking her distended belly. "He wanted to stop the breeding."

"Tie him up," Veena ordered. "To the pillar. He likes to watch, doesn't he? Let's give him a show."

Alfie was dragged to the central pillar of the Nexus. He was bound upright with thick ropes, his arms stretched high, his legs spread. He was helpless, displayed for the horde.

"Please," Alfie begged. "Veena, Yves... snap out of it!"

"Oh, we're wide awake, Alfie," Veena laughed. She turned to the horde. "Who wants the first taste?"

The goblins cheered with delight.

The Broodmothers

Alfie was forced to watch as Veena and Yvesula descended into the mob. The gorgeous blonde warrior woman and the busty gray deep elf welcomed the goblin onslaught. Veena lay back on the Dungeon Table, spreading her legs wide, baring her swollen, blonde-thatched cunt, her heavy, milk-laden breasts spilling to the sides.

"Fill me up!" she screamed. "More! I need more for those goblin babies!"

Alfie watched in horror as goblin after goblin climbed onto the table. They groped and squeezed, licked and sucked. They plunged their little green cocks wherever they could find a welcoming hole.

They were relentless, a line of scrawny green figured and their purple-headed cocks spewing at spattering streams of yellowish cum. A goblin dove between Veena’s toned thighs, his warty hands gripping her wide hips, kneading the soft flesh. He drove his knobbed cock into her, burying it to the hilt with a wet slap that echoed in the chamber. Veena gasped, her head thrashing, but she pulled him deeper, her heels drumming on his back.

"Look at him!" she taunted, pointing a shaking finger at Alfie while the goblin pummeled her cervix. "Look at that pathetic human cock! It's soft! Useless! He could never fill me like you boys! He could never give me a litter!"

Before one goblin could even finish, two more were crawling over Veena’s upper body. They latched onto her swollen nipples, sucking greedily, their sharp teeth grazing her sensitive areolas. Veena moaned, milk leaking from the corners of goblin mouths to mix with the sweat on her chest.

Meanwhile, Yvesula was on her hands and knees under the table, her pale gray ass presented to the horde like a beacon. Three goblins were working on her at once. One hammered into her pussy, his hips a blur of motion. Another was clinging to the table’s edge and thrusting balls-deep in her tight ass, stretching her ring wide, making her gasp with every thrust. A third stood in front of her, forcing his cock down her throat, gagging her with his musky spear.

Alfie watched the white hair of the deep elf become matted with goblin spunk as they finished on her face, in her hair, and over her eyes. She licked her lips, savoring the gluey filth, moaning Alfie’s name only to mock him as her cunt was shot full of goblin spunk.

"Alfie... Alfie... you're so useless! This is what a real fucking is! This is how you breed a bitch!"

The Thief

Alfie was not certain if mere minutes or entire hours had passed as he watched the relentless procession of goblin lust. The side door of the Nexus burst open. Luisa ran in, daggers drawn, looking for a way out.

"Alfie!" she shouted, seeing him bound. She started to run toward him to cut him down.

“Luisa, no! Stay back! They’ve set a trap!”

The net dropped from the ceiling before she could register his warning. Luisa screamed as she was entangled and fell to the floor.

"Fresh meat!" a goblin screeched.

They swarmed her. Unlike Veena and Yvesula, Luisa fought. She kicked and stabbed and even bit at the goblins, but there were too many. They disarmed her and ripped her leathers away, leaving her exposed and vulnerable. Her petite, golden body twisting in the net as they squeezed her pert curves. They dragged her to the foot of Alfie’s pillar, pinning her limbs to the stone.

"Alfie! Help me!" she cried, reaching a hand out to him.

Alfie strained against the ropes, face contorted with exertion. "Leave her alone! Take me! Leave her alone!"

The goblins laughed. An elder, scarred and missing an ear, climbed onto Luisa’s chest, sitting heavily on her sternum to knock the wind out of her. He grinned at Alfie, then looked down at the struggling thief.

"Watch, Dungeon Lord," he cackled. "No more orders from you! Watch us break your thief. We'll plunder her cave until she’s stuffed full of muck!"

The goblins took the fight out of Luisa quickly. They ravished her right in front of Alfie. Practically between his legs as she was pressed against the pillar. It was brutal and efficient. The goblins didn't wait for her to be wet. They spit on their cocks and shoved them in. Luisa screamed, her back arching off the floor, but the elder pinned her down.

"Tight! She's tight!" the goblins yipped, their hips jerking forward.

Alfie watched as Luisa’s golden skin flushed with exertion and shame. He saw her pussy lips dragged in and out with the friction of the knobby goblin cockflesh. They took turns, a carousel of lust. One would finish, pumping his thick yellow seed deep inside her, and another would immediately take his place, slopping the previous load back out onto her thighs. Churning it into a stinking froth to lubricate the next goblin.

"No... please..." Luisa sobbed, her head lolling to the side, her green eyes finding Alfie’s.

"Look at her!" the elder laughed, grabbing a handful of Luisa’s dark hair and yanking her head back. He shoved his cock into her mouth, silencing her pleas.

Alfie watched the resistance die in her eyes. The goblin cum, mixed with the sheer, overwhelming stimulation, broke her mind. Her struggles ceased. Her sobs turned into low, broken moans. Her hips began to rise to meet the thrusts. She opened her mouth wider for the elder, cheeks hollowing, her tongue swirling to milk him, her eyes glazing over with a vacant, lusty surrender as she began to cum with them.

The Giantess

Myssandra appeared in the doorway, transformed into her demonic battle form. She was massive, terrifying, horns curling over her golden mane and claws bared.

"Get away from him!" she roared, swiping a dozen goblins aside with one blow. She kicked another and sent it crashing into two more.

For a moment, Alfie had hope.

But the rock goblins were endless. Some wielded weapons, but the force of their attack was in the sheer weight of bodies they flung at her in screeching waves. They swarmed up her legs like army ants. They jumped from the rafters onto her back. They weighed her down and beat at her shoulders and neck.

Myssandra roared, crushing them, but for every goblin she killed, three more took its place. They bit her thighs, her neck. Their teeth and jaws not enough to pierce her demonic skin, but enough to cause her constant pain. She stumbled. She fell to one knee, the stone cracking under the impact.

"No!" Alfie screamed. "Run, Myssandra! Run!"

"I... will not... yield!" she grunted, trying to rise, shaking goblins off her back.

More goblins leapt at her back and shoulders and she swayed from foot-to-foot, staggering and finally collapsing to her knees. The goblins cheered and piled onto her. They pinned her arms with ropes and chains. They pried her powerful legs apart using leverage bars stolen from the Yvesula’s torture chamber.

The sight broke Alfie’s heart. His powerful, proud assistant, seemingly indestructible, now pinned by vermin. They crawled over her massive body, exploring her like she was a new continent. They marveled at her size, her power, those huge quivering tits and pink nipples, her pale skin, her demonic strength.

"Big mother! Big mother!" they chanted.

When the first goblin entered her, he looked like a bug climbing atop her luscious landscape. But he was followed by another. And another. They realized one wasn't enough. Two goblins squeezed their cocks into her cunt side-by-side, stretching her beyond anything Alfie had ever achieved.

Myssandra let out a sound that wasn't a scream, but a roar of indignation that slowly, agonizingly, turned into a groan of pleasure. A third goblin positioned himself atop her abdomen and stuffed his green cock into her pussy along with the others. The sheer volume of them, the constant, overwhelming stimulation of multiple cocks grinding against her walls, well, even a demoness had her breaking point.

Alfie’s jaws clenched with frustration as he watched her eyes roll back, her claws retracting as she began to grind back against the sea of green skin. He saw goblins crawling all over her tits, four of them needed to properly maul one massive breast. They pawed and bit her nipples, suckling like rabid piglets.

"Alfie..." she moaned, her voice booming in the chamber. "They're... everywhere... so many... filling me..."

She climaxed with demonic force, her back arching, her tits heaving, and her powerful thighs quivering and squeezing the goblins. Her juices flooded the floor, washing away the smaller goblins. But the horde just cheered, diving into the fluids, licking her clean, pumping and spurting their seed, fucking her harder in the aftershocks.

The Ending

Lashed to the pillar, smothered in the sweat and stink of a constant goblin orgy, Alfie lost all track of time. He marked his days by the growing pregnancies of the former companions and the first births of goblin pups by Yvesula and Veena. That was when Alfie was finally untied from the pillar. He thought the goblins might kill him, but they needed the Dungeon Nexus for a nursery and weren’t about to kill their favorite trophy.

He was relocated from the pillar to a large iron birdcage suspended by a chain from the high ceiling of the Nexus, directly above the central pit where the goblins piled their furs and their women.

He was naked, filthy, and broken. His only food was the scraps thrown up to him by the goblin elders, often pieces of fruit that had been used in lewd acts below before being discarded. He was forced to eat the rinds and suck the pulp for sustenance, tasting the salty residue of goblin cum.

Below him, the Goblin Brood Pit churned day and night. It was a sea of green skin and pale limbs. He saw Veena, her belly now enormous, nursing a litter of green-skinned whelps while getting fucked by a new line of suitors. He saw Yvesula teaching the goblins how to hunt, using her own body as the reward for a successful kill. He saw Luisa and Myssandra, thoroughly broken, serving as the favorite toys of the latest in a long and short-lived line of self-proclaimed chiefs. They were often displayed together, the giantess and the petite thief, used in tandem for the amusement of the cheering goblins.

And the worst part? The magic of the dungeon, its new purpose, had twisted him too.

He couldn't look away. And he couldn't stop touching himself.

Alfie gripped the bars of his cage, his knuckles white. His other hand was wrapped around his raw, chafed cock. He stroked himself furiously, his eyes wide in his grimy face as he watched the endless spectacle below.

"Please," he whimpered, his hips bucking against the bars as he watched Myssandra take on five goblins at once, her massive legs in the air. "Please..."

He came, his seed dripping through the bars of the cage, falling into the pit below like rain.

The goblins looked up and cheered, some avoiding the dribbles with disgust and others so intent upon their pleasure that they paid no mind to Alfie’s release. Some pointed and laughed at their former master, the eternal voyeur of his own kingdom.

"Cum for us, watcher!" one chanted and he was joined by a cruel chorus. "Cum for the horde!"

Alfie, broken and enslaved by his own lust, obeyed, jerking his cock to the rhythm of their rutting as they claimed his former lovers again and again, forever.


BAD END 7: The Unlucky Bridegroom

The locking mechanisms clanged to a halt and the door began to groan open on its immense hinges. Light cracked into the vault as the door began an agonizingly slow swing outward. He could see shapes. Two or three figures moving, their shadows spilling into the vault.

At the last moment, Alfie was suddenly struck by the irrational fear that whoever was outside would somehow search him with magic and see the Time Slip Ring in his pocket. He didn’t dare slide it on his finger yet.

He put it the only place he could think of to hide it: in his mouth. He immediately regretted doing so as it felt like a piece of unpleasantly cold ice on his tongue. He had to keep shifting it around with his tongue, feeling the metal clink against his teeth.

But he was too slow.

"Search him," Elsa Veluria commanded, her voice cutting through the stale air of the vault.

Before Alfie could even attempt to swallow the ring or spit it out, the Revenant Knights were on him. One of the armored giants grabbed Alfie by the jaw, forcing his mouth open with a deathly cold gauntleted hand.

"What do we have here?" Elsa purred, stepping forward. She reached into Alfie’s mouth with two delicate, pale fingers and plucked the silver ring from his tongue. She held it up to the light, her dark eyes gleaming. "A Time Slip Ring? Naughty boy. Trying to cheat?"

She slid the ring onto her own finger, admiring how it looked against her porcelain skin. Then, with a sudden, violent motion, she grabbed Alfie's left hand.

CRACK.

Alfie screamed as she snapped his index finger back, breaking it cleanly at the knuckle.

"That's for trying to leave without saying goodbye," she whispered, kissing him on the cheek as he doubled over in agony.

Lord Heraxon stepped into the vault, surveying the scene with a cold, arrogant smile. "Well done, Elsa. Secure the amulet. And the traitor?"

Elsa looked at Alfie, who was cradling his broken hand, tears of pain blurring his vision. She smiled, a look of pure, unadulterated madness.

"Just a little hurt. I think I'll keep him," she said. "He’s adorable. Listen to how he whimpers.”

Heraxon shrugged. "Perhaps better to put him out of his misery, and ours, but keep him if you wish, Elsa. You do like your little… experiments.”

“Oooh, thank you,” she said, planting a kiss on Lord Heraxon’s scarred cheek. He grimaced and brushed past the giggle Dungeon Lord. She turned her attention back to Alfie. “Are you ready to visit my dungeon, little cutie?”

“Go… to the hells,” grunted Alfie.

Elsa let out a cruel laugh and motioned to one of the Revenant Knight. Something thumped Alfie across the back of his head. Pain flared and the darkness of oblivion closed like a curtain.

Alfie woke up strapped to a metal table. The air smelled of chemicals and cloying perfume. He tried to move, but leather restraints held his wrists and ankles tight. He was naked, his thick, flaccid cock exposed under the harsh light of magical globes suspended from the ceiling.

Elsa was there, humming to herself as she mixed a bubbling green liquid in a glass vessel. She wore a white lab coat over a black corset, looking for all the world like a deranged doctor.

"Good morning, pet," she said, turning to him. She picked up a syringe with a needle the size of a knitting needle. "Ready for your first treatment?"

"Elsa, please," Alfie begged, his voice raspy. "Just kill me."

"Kill you? I adore you, my little lost Dungeon Lord!" She walked over to him, her bust jiggling as she leaned over and planted a kiss on his forehead. He flinched, but he could only go so far with all the restraints. She tapped a vein in his arm. "This is a little cocktail I call 'The Lover’s Knot.' It heightens sensitivity. A lot. You're going to feel everything, Alfie. Every breath of air, every touch of silk... every ounce of pain."

She plunged the needle into his vein.

Ice raced through his veins. Alfie screamed, his back arching off the table. It wasn't pain, not exactly, but it was agonizing. As though his sensations had suddenly been amplified a thousand times. A full body scream into every bit of his flesh. The rough leather of the straps felt like sandpaper. The air on his skin felt like ice.

Elsa leaned over him, her breasts brushing his chest. To his heightened senses, it felt like being crushed by soft boulders.

"Oh, you're twitching," she giggled. "That means it's working."

She reached down and grabbed his cock. Even in his terror, his body betrayed him. The drug forced blood into his member, making him rock hard in seconds. But it hurt. The erection was so tight, so full, it felt like his skin was going to split open.

"Let's see how much you can take," Elsa whispered.

She began to stroke him. Slow, agonizing strokes. Her tits bouncing. Her eyes twinkling with dark delight. To Alfie, each touch was unbearable and the more she touched the more unbearable it became. He moaned, thrashing against the restraints.

"Please... stop... I'm going to..."

"Cum?" Elsa laughed. "Oh no, pet. Not yet."

Just as he reached the edge, and it was very quickly, she stopped. She squeezed the base of his cock hard, cutting off the flow, denying him release.

Alfie sobbed, the denial like a blow to his gut.

"Again," Elsa said.

She did it for hours. She brought him to the brink of orgasm a dozen times, his cock weeping, a hundred times, always stopping, always denying. He was a raw nerve, exposed and shuddering in the restraints, begging for release, begging for death, begging for her to just finish him.

"You're learning," she cooed, wiping his sweat from her brow. "But we have so much more to do."

Days turned into weeks. He was Elsa’s pet project. Mad alchemy and torture blurred together. Love and hate for him indistinguishable.

She injected him with serums that changed him. His muscles softened, losing the definition he had gained from years of practicing swordsmanship. His skin became pale and translucent, like hers. His hips widened slightly, his body becoming more pliable, more feminine.

"I'm making you pretty," Elsa explained as she injected a blue fluid into his chest. "A proper doll for a proper lady."

She forced him to worship her. She would sit on his face for hours, smothering him, forcing him to lick her clean after she pleasured herself. She made him rim her while she read books on ancient torture techniques.

And while he served her, she had her monsters serve him.

She summoned a construct. A mass of writhing, pink tentacles with a single, unblinking eye. It was designed for milking “pretty boys like you” as Elsa said.

Alfie was strapped into a chair, his legs spread wide. The construct latched onto his cock, its suckers pulsating, drawing him into its wet, warm interior. At the same time, it thrust a fleshy tendril into his puckered ring and stimulated his insides. It sucked and pumped, relentless, mechanical.

"Don't cum," Elsa ordered, watching from her desk. "If you cum, I'll have the knights break another finger."

Alfie bit his lip until it bled, fighting the urge, fighting the machine. He held on for hours, sweat pouring off him, his mind fracturing under the strain of constant, denied pleasure. When he came at last, howling with defeat, spurting again and again into the hungry maw of the construct. It slurped gratefully drinking each pump of his seed. Luckily for Alfie, Elsa only giggled at his eruption and left him strapped down and being suckled for the rest of the night.

The final indignity came when Alfie had nothing left to give. His mind was a shattered mosaic of pain and lust. He flinched at shadows. He drooled when a bell rang. He dropped to his knees and licked Elsa wherever she desired.

But there was no bell that midnight visit. She came for him in the cell where he slept. She wasn't wearing her lab coat. She was wearing a wedding dress.

It was black, made of spider silk and revealing much of her voluptuous beauty. A mourner’s veil covered her face.

"Get dressed, Alfie," she said, tossing a formal suit onto the floor. "It's our big day."

She injected him one last time. This wasn't a stimulant. It was a sedative, a heavy, gray sludge that turned his brain to cotton.

He moved like a zombie, putting on the suit. He didn't know why. He didn't care. He just obeyed.

She led him to the main hall of her dungeon. It was decorated with bones and black roses. The guests were monsters. Revenant Knights standing at attention, slime creatures bubbling in the pews, ghouls gnawing at the bones of the caterers, and a choir of banshees wailing a discordant hymn.

Heraxon stood at the altar, officiating. He looked bored, but amused. He was humoring Elsa.

"Do you, Alfred Ivanhoe, betrayer of the Dungeon Lords, take this woman to be your lawful owner?" Heraxon asked.

Alfie stood there, swaying slightly. The drug made the world look fuzzy. He looked at Elsa. She was smiling beneath her veil, her eyes burning with triumph.

"I..." Alfie’s voice was a rasp. He tried to remember his name. He tried to remember why he shouldn't do this. But all he could feel was the phantom sensation of the milking machine, the burn of the Lover’s Knot.

"I do," he whispered.

"And do you, Elsa Veluria, take this thing to be your pet?"

"I do," Elsa said, grabbing Alfie and kissing him hard.

The monsters cheered. The banshees screamed.

Elsa pulled back, her lipstick smeared across Alfie’s mouth.

"Now for the honeymoon," she whispered.

She dragged him away, back to the lab, back to the table. Alfie stumbled after her, a ring on his finger, a collar on his soul, forever bound to the woman who had ruined him.


BAD END 8: Dezzy’s Delicious Dinner

He reached the vault and slowly unlocked and opened the massive door. The door rumbled open, revealing the vast pile of priceless treasures contained within. He stepped inside, heading towards the dark sarcophagus containing the angelic figure.

"Wait," Alfie said, pausing. He looked at the amulet in his hand. The fake one. The one made of lead and gold paint.

He looked at the real one, heavy and warm around his neck.

A sudden, overwhelming doubt seized him. Could he really trick a demon lord with a fake amulet? Could he really outsmart a creature like Desdemona, who had played him for a fool at every turn?

She was standing in the corridor, leaning against the wall, her red hair falling over one eye. She looked vulnerable. Scared. She wasn't the arrogant succubus anymore. She was just a girl who had made a mistake.

"Master?" she called out, her voice trembling. "Please... I'm frightened. What if they hurt you?"

Alfie’s heart softened. He walked back to her. The sweet scent of her filled his head, pushing away the rational thoughts. She looked up at him, her blue eyes wide and glistening with unshed tears.

"Dezzy," he said softly.

"I can protect it, Master," she whispered, reaching out to touch the amulet around his neck. Her fingers brushed his skin, warm and electric. "Give it to me. Just for safe keeping. I can fly it away if things go wrong. I can save your legacy."

"I... I have a plan," Alfie said, but his voice lacked conviction.

"Your plans are brave, Alfie, but they are dangerous," she purred, stepping closer, pressing her body against his. "Let me help you. Let me be your shield."

She kissed him.

It wasn't a deep kiss, just a soft pressing of lips, but it was laden with a potent, magical sedative. Alfie’s mind fogged over. The urgency of the battle faded. The fear of Heraxon vanished. All that remained was Dezzy. Beautiful, loyal Dezzy.

He reached up. His fingers fumbled with the clasp of the real amulet.

"Okay," he murmured. "Okay. Keep it safe."

He took it off. He handed the heavy golden disk to her.

The moment the metal left his skin, the spell broke. Not the seduction spell, that remained, but the illusion of her vulnerability.

Dezzy snatched the amulet. Her demeanor changed instantly. The fear vanished, replaced by a cold, triumphant smirk. She didn't hide it in her bodice. She put it around her own neck.

"Thank you, Alfie," she said, her voice dropping to a low, commanding timber. "You really are too sweet for this world."

"Dezzy?" Alfie blinked, his head swimming. "What are you doing? We have to—"

"We don't have to do anything," she said. She shoved him.

It wasn't a playful push. Dezzy’s demonic strength caused Alfie to be flung backward, crashing to the stone floor. The wind was knocked out of him. He looked up, gasping.

Dezzy stood over him, beautiful and terrible, the amulet glowing against her ample chest. Her wings unfurled, stretching wide, casting a shadow over him. Her eyes began to glow red with evil hunger.

"I'm not summoning Dragmargoth," she said, laughing. "Why would I share? I have the key. I have the power. I have the dungeon."

"But... you can't be a Dungeon Lord," Alfie wheezed. "You're a demon."

"I can be whatever I want," she hissed. "Especially with this much power."

She straddled him. She didn't undress. She just ripped the fabric of her panties aside and bared her steamy demonic cunt. She sat down on his chest, her weight heavy and pinning him. Her aroused scent intoxicating as it wafted from her hungry passage.

"And now," she said, running a hand down his chest, "I'm going to celebrate."

She slid down his body. She grabbed his cock. It was soft, useless.

"Get hard," she commanded.

Magic flowed from her hand into him. It wasn't natural arousal. It was a forced, painful erection that sprang up instantly, rising through her fingers, throbbing with unnatural pressure.

"Good," she purred.

She lowered herself onto him.

"AHHH!" Alfie screamed.

It was violent, boiling hot pleasure. A suction of magical hunger that latched onto his cock and pulled. Her inner walls churned against his shaft, rippling with a strength that felt like it might crush his cock into a pulp.

"Yes," Dezzy moaned, throwing her head back as she began to ride him. "So much... juice."

She began to move with a frantic, blurring speed. The slick ride was agonizing. A burning heat that seared through his cock and into his core. Every slam of her lusty hips drove the breath from his lungs, her wet, demonic cunt milking him with a voracious hunger.

Alfie felt his strength flowing out of him, a river of vitality rushing into her. But the sensation in his cock was just a taste of the pleasure to come. He had not even erupted inside her. He was building to a terrifying peak, a pressure so immense he thought he might explode.

"Stop!" he begged, his hands scrabbling uselessly against the stone floor. "Dezzy, please! It hurts! It's too much!"

"It's supposed to hurt!" she laughed, her nails digging into his thighs, drawing blood. "That's the flavor! Give it to me! Feed me, little master!"

She clamped down on him, her internal muscles tightening like a fist.

He looked up into her beautiful face, into those glowing red eyes, and saw nothing but cruelty and contempt. He thrust upwards to meet her bouncing ass and with a hoarse, strangled cry of pleasure, the first eruption tore through his body. Alfie threw his head back, wailing as he jetted hot, thick ropes of seed deep into her womb. His s body bucking off the floor, his bollocks tightening painfully as they emptied.

But Dezzy didn't stop. She kept grinding, the amulet bouncing against her heaving breasts, her hips slamming down on him, forcing him deeper into the inferno of her cunt.

"More!" she shrieked, her eyes rolling back, glowing brighter with every pulse of his cock. "Don't you dare stop! I want it all!"

He grabbed her hips, mad with pleasure, thrusting upwards as he came again, immediately, without a refractory period to save him. This time it each pulse of ecstasy burned in his bollocks and formed a searing line of fiery pleasure up his urethra. He pumped gush after gush of fluid into her until he was spurting his very essence instead of cum into the hungry cunt of the demoness. He watched in horror as his veins bulged and turned black against his skin, his life force being transmuted into fuel for the demoness.

"Oh Mardoch! AHHH! So good! It’s… killing me! Ahhhh!" Alfie sobbed, his hips thrashing involuntarily, a puppet on strings of ecstasy. He couldn't control it. His cock was a conduit, an open tap that she was drinking dry.

Dezzy leaned forward, her heavy breasts slapping against his face, the amulet cold and heavy against him as her tits smothered his cries. She kissed him, biting his lip, her tongue delving into his mouth to steal his breath while her cunt stole his soul.

He felt his balls shriveling, aching with a deep, cramping agony, yet still he spurted. The fluid changed. It was no longer just the white of his seed, it was glowing, magenta, the raw stuff of his life.

"Yes! Yessss!" Dezzy howled, riding out the waves of his forced pleasure. She ground her clit against his pubic bone, using his dying spasms to fuel her own climax. Her orgasm clamped around his cock, crushing him, squeezing the last drops of vitality from his failing body. Her eyes blazed with the power she had consumed.

Alfie watched his skin begin to gray. His hands, sliding limp from her hips, dropped to the floor, withered, the skin tightening over the knuckles. His vision blurred. He felt his heart stuttering, struggling to pump the thick, sluggish blood through his veins.

He looked up at her face. It was twisted in ecstasy, radiant with his stolen life. She was getting stronger, brighter, more beautiful with every second he faded.

"Dezzy..." he whispered, his voice a dry rattle.

"Die for me, Alfie," she whispered back, leaning down to kiss him one last time. "Die for your mistress."

She clamped her mouth over his, sucking the last breath from his lungs as she ground down on his cock.

Alfie’s heart stopped.

His body gave one final, violent jerk, pumping that last spurt of essence into her devouring cunt, and then went still. He lay there, a desiccated husk, his mouth open, his eyes staring blankly at the ceiling.

Dezzy rode him one last time, savoring the fading warmth, squeezing the final drops of residual essence from the dead flesh. Then, with a satisfied sigh, she stood up.

She adjusted her dress. She patted the amulet and looked down at the withered thing that used to be Alfie Ivanhoe.

"Pathetic," she muttered.

She stepped over his body and walked toward the Dungeon Nexus, her hips swaying, ready to greet her new subjects and reshape the dungeon in her own image.


BAD END 9: The Baron’s Dream Comes True

"You want her?" Dragmargoth sneered at Myssandra. "Then we make a trade."

He held up his other hand. Between two thick fingers, he held the vial. The Tears of the Goddess.

"The contract stands, my dear," Dragmargoth purred. "Drink this. All of it. Erase the hate. Erase the memory of this human distraction. Become my adoring Queen again, and I give you the Princess. I let the boy go."

"Don't do it," Alfie said immediately. "Myssandra, no."

Myssandra looked at the vial. She looked at Josephine, dangling from the demon’s massive grip. She looked at Alfie, battered and bleeding, but alive. Her heart clenched. She couldn't fight him, not with Josephine's life hanging by a thread. She couldn't risk Alfie.

"If I drink it..." she said slowly, her voice cold and even, her red eyes dimming slightly. "You let them go? Both of them?"

"On my honor as a Lord," Dragmargoth lied, grinning with both hideous mouths.

Myssandra walked forward. Her claws retracted, returning to human hands. She stepped onto the black glass platform. Her hand trembled as she took the vial. She looked at Alfie one last time, a silent goodbye passing between them, a plea for forgiveness.

"I love you," she whispered, so softly he could not be heard over the roar of the magma.

Then, she uncorked the vial and drank.

The effect was instantaneous. Myssandra stiffened, a gasp tearing from her throat as the angel’s tears hit her system. The red fire in her eyes flickered and died, replaced by a brilliant, empty blue. Her rigid posture softened. The defiance melted from her face, replaced by a look of dawning adoration.

She blinked, looking around as if waking from a dream. Her gaze landed on Dragmargoth, and a smile of pure, sickening devotion spread across her lips.

"My Lord," she breathed, dropping to her knees. She crawled to him, pressing her cheek against his slimy thigh. "Forgive me. I was... lost."

"Welcome home, my pet," Dragmargoth chuckled, stroking her hair with a greasy hand.

"Myssandra?" Alfie called out, stepping forward. "Myssandra, it's me! Alfie!"

Myssandra turned to look at him. There was no recognition in her eyes, only contempt. "Who is this insect, my Lord? Why is he speaking to us?"

Dragmargoth’s laughter shook the cavern. "A nuisance, my love. Nothing more."

"The deal!" Alfie shouted, panic rising in his chest. "You said you'd let us go!"

"Oh, I said I'd let the boy go," Dragmargoth sneered. "But I never said I'd let the Dungeon Lord go. And as for the Princess... well, she's already part of the family."

He snapped his fingers. Two massive guards grabbed Alfie, pinning his arms.

"No!" Alfie struggled, but it was useless. "Myssandra! Snap out of it! He's lying to you!"

"Silence him," Myssandra hissed, standing up. She looked at Alfie with disgust. "He disturbs the Baron."

Dragmargoth grinned. "No, my sweet. Let him speak. Let him watch. I think he needs to see what true power looks like."

He dragged Josephine forward, throwing her onto a pile of furs near the throne. The Princess groaned, barely conscious.

"And you, my Queen," Dragmargoth said, patting his massive thigh. "Come here. Show our guest how a proper wife serves her husband."

Myssandra didn't hesitate. She climbed onto the dais, shedding the tatters of her uniform. She stood before the Baron, naked and magnificent, but her posture was slumped, subservient.

"Take me, my Lord," she begged, spreading her legs. "Fill me with your greatness."

There was no shaking loose from the guards. No fleeing. No looking away from the grotesque sight that demanded his attention. He couldn’t even plunge himself into the lava, though he wanted to do nothing so much as that.

Dragmargoth stood up, his massive belly quivering as he undid the rope holding his tattered loincloth. It fell away, revealing the grotesque endowment. His cock was a nightmare of purple gristle and throbbing veins, thick as a tree trunk, leaking a constant stream of vile slime. Around the base, a rim of small, fleshy tentacles writhed independently, seeking purchase.

Myssandra gasped, her eyes widening in hunger. She ran her pale hands over the pulsating, slimy filth.

"Beautiful," she murmured, bringing her face close to inhale the stench of demonic musk that radiated from his groin.

"Tell me, my sweet," Dragmargoth rumbled, gesturing a claw at Alfie. "Does that little human look familiar to you?"

Myssandra glanced back at Alfie, her nose wrinkling. "No. He looks... weak. Fragile. Like something I would crush under my boot."

"That is Alfie," Dragmargoth laughed, the mouth on his belly slavering. "He claims he was your master. He claims you loved him."

Myssandra recoiled with revulsion. She looked from the Baron to Alfie, absolute disgust twisting her features. "That thing? My master? Ugh! The very thought makes my skin crawl. Did I... did I let him touch me?"

"Oh, you did more than that," Dragmargoth taunted, enjoying the show. "You let him put his tiny, pink worm inside you. You begged for it."

"Lies!" Myssandra shrieked, spitting in Alfie's direction. "I would never! I am a Praefecta! I crave power, size, filth! Not... humanity!"

"Prove it," Dragmargoth commanded.

Myssandra turned back to the Baron, desperation in her eyes. She grabbed his massive cock, coating her hands in the slime. "Let me show you, my Lord. Let me wash away the memory of that insect with your seed."

He leaned back, his huge belly spreading and his stomach mouth hanging opening with lust, and she climbed astride him. She didn't wait. Didn’t hesitate or give Alfie a second thought. She impaled herself on Dragmargoth’s vile pillar of filth.

Myssandra’s demonic love ditch made a loud lewd slurp as it engulfed the throbbing length of Dragmargoth’s mighty cunt-wrecker. She climbed his thighs, spreading herself impossibly wide to accommodate his girth. The tentacles at his base lashed out, flicking at her clit, squirming into her cunny alongside his shaft, and curling into her crack to burrow into her asshole.

"Yes! YES!" Myssandra screamed as she sank down onto the monster. "Oh, my loathsome love, you are so big! Your reeking cock is so much better than a human cock could ever be!"

Alfie watched through blurry tears as the woman he loved bounced with obvious relish atop the gluttonous demon’s lap. The sounds were wet and heavy, squelching fluids and slapping flesh. Dragmargoth’s belly-mouth was right against her stomach, its tongue lolling out to lick her navel and breasts as she rode him.

"Look at her, Alfie!" Dragmargoth roared, grabbing Myssandra’s hips and slamming her down harder. "Look at how she takes a real cock! Do you think your little stick ever made her scream like this?"

"No! Never!" Myssandra wailed, throwing her head back, her hair whipping around her. "He was nothing! A boy! A waste of time! I do not even remember his pathetic cock! This is what I need! I need a monster! I need my beloved Baron!"

She looked directly at Alfie then, her eyes blue and vacant of love, filled only with lust for the beast beneath her.

"Watch, human!" she taunted, grinding her clit against the Baron's slime-slicked, tentacle rimmed pubic mound. "You liked me? Ohhhh! You loved me, human? HA! Watch the baron breed me! You could never do this! You could never fill me up!"

Dragmargoth roared, his massive body tensing. He drove upward, burying himself to the hilt, lifting Myssandra off the ground with the force of his thrust.

"I'm cumming!" Myssandra shrieked, her voice cracking. "Breed me! Make me yours, oh gluttonous ruler!"

The Baron erupted with a flood of tainted spunk. A volcanic, boiling geyser of his corrupting filth spurting into Myssandra again and again. She convulsed atop him, her eyes rolling, her stomach distending visibly as she was pumped full of overflowing rivers of demonic seed. The tentacles twitched as well, adding their meager muck to the explosion. Spurting lashes of his cum into her ass and sealing her onto him, ensuring she took every drop.

"Refuse!" Myssandra laughed hysterically as she was filled, pointing a shaking finger at Alfie. "You're refuse, Alfie! Pathetic! Weak! Discarded! I belong to the Baron!"

Alfie hung his head, the sound of her mocking laughter mixing with the wet gurgles of her overflowing womb and the rhythmic splatter of cum-slathered flesh on flesh.

But the torment didn't end there. When Dragmargoth was finally finished with Myssandra, he tossed her aside like a used rag. She landed in a heap, leaking his noxious slime, purring with content. He turned to Josephine. He woke her with a slap, then took the delicate princess while Myssandra watched and cheered him on.

"Yes! Breed the little poppet!" Myssandra encouraged, crawling over to kiss Dragmargoth’s sweaty neck while he ravaged the princess. "Make her yours! She needs a master too!"

Josephine screamed, her mind breaking completely under the assault. When it was over, she lay broken and smiling, while Myssandra curled up next to the Baron, purring like a contented cat, licking the sweat from his blubbery side.

"And now for you, little Lord," Dragmargoth said, pointing a claw at Alfie.

He wasn't killed. He wasn't freed.

This arrangement was made permanent with a will-deadening collar around his neck.

Alfie became the lowest creature in Kurz. He was stripped naked, a heavy iron collar welded around his throat and chained to the foot of Dragmargoth’s bed. His tongue was cut out so he could never speak Myssandra’s name again, never try to remind her of who she was.

He spent his days on his hands and knees, scrubbing the floors of the breeding chamber with a rag, forced to clean up the fluids of his former lovers' betrayal. He watched as Myssandra’s belly swelled with the Baron’s spawn. He watched as Josephine became a mindless broodmare for the Baron’s lieutenants.

And every night, he was forced to curl up at the foot of the bed, listening to the sounds of their pleasure, while Myssandra occasionally kicked him in his sleep, muttering about the "filthy dog" that cluttered up her perfect life.

He was a ghost in his own hell, a silent witness to the destruction of everything he had ever loved, forever serving the monster who had stolen his world.


BAD END 10: Alfie’s Deepest Downfall

Alfie closed his eyes, focusing on the memory of light. The moments when he had helped women find happiness in the dungeon. The friends he had made. On Josephine, on Myssandra, Luisa, and even Elsa.

If he could use Soriel, to give up his dungeon’s power, he might be able to change this ending. But as he reached for those memories, a cold whisper slithered into his mind.

They all failed you, the voice of Tiberius hissed from the ether. Myssandra fell. Luisa broke. Elsa died. Josephine was corrupted. You are alone, boy. Weakness is what brought you here. Mercy is why you are bleeding.

Alfie paused. The flame in his hand felt heavy, hot.

Power, the voice continued, seductive and absolute. Real power doesn't ask for permission. It takes. It binds. It rules. Do you want to save them? Or do you want to OWN them? Do you want to be a hero, or a GOD?

Alfie looked at Elsa’s corpse. He looked at the broken Princess. He looked at the ruins of his life.

"I tried being good," Alfie whispered. "What use was that? It brought me to this. I lost everything I desired. Everything I… loved.”

He turned away from the sarcophagus. He walked to the Dungeon Heart, the gaping wound in the wall where the magic used to live. The Heroic Flame in his grasp curdled and turned swirling, livid colors before darkening to black. It was his darkness, Alfie’s hatred and venom tainting the purity of the flame.

"No!" Myssandra shouted, realizing what he was doing. She tried to lunge for him, but she was too weak, collapsing to the floor. "Alfie! Don't!"

"Silence," Alfie said. His voice wasn't his own. It was deeper, colder, tempered in the hateful fires of the Realm of Sin.

He thrust the corrupted Heroic Flame into the Dungeon Heart.

The reaction was violent. The dungeon let out a howl of anguish. Black lightning arced from the walls, striking Alfie, lifting him off his feet. It slew him in an instant, yet he still lived.

Tainted energy poured into him, rewriting his flesh, melding with his anguished soul. His skin turned gray and hard as stone. His eyes burned away, replaced by twin points of baleful green flame. His heart stopped beating, replaced by the cold, rhythmic thrum of the dungeon's core.

He landed on his feet. He was no longer Alfred Ivanhoe the Dungeon Lord. He was Alfred Ivanhoe the Lich Lord.

He raised a hand. Black magic flowed from his fingertips, washing over Elsa’s corpse.

She quivered and jerked upright like a marionette, her eyes snapping open. They were glowing green, devoid of life or madness, filled only with obedience.

"Master," Undead Elsa intoned, her voice a hollow echo.

He turned to Myssandra. She was staring at him in horror. He clenched his fist. Chains of shadow erupted from the floor, binding her, crushing her will. Her red eyes faded to dull gray as her mind was locked away, leaving only a shell that existed to serve.

"Master," she droned.

He turned to Josephine. He didn't heal her mind. He simply enslaved what was left of it. She stood up, a beautiful, broken doll.

"Master," she whispered, a mad smile on her lips.

"The Happy Endings are over," Alfie declared, his voice grating like stone on stone. "It will be Only Suffering for all who come to my dungeon."

It took weeks to repair the damage and make the dungeon ready. But the Dungeon of Only Suffering had opened its gates. The warm torches were replaced by cold witch-lights. The soft beds became slabs of stone. The pleasure rooms became torture chambers designed to extract agony as efficiently as they once extracted lust. Traps awaited to claim the lives of unlucky adventurers and monsters roamed the halls and lay in ambush to claim and slaughter all who entered.

Alfie sat on his throne built from the bones and metal of those who had invaded his former dungeon. He ruled with absolute terror. Heroes came, not for adventure, but to die. He fed them to his pets. He raised their corpses to join his army.

But the hunger remained. The human part of him, buried deep beneath the lich’s black armor, still craved the touch he had forsaken.

One night, he summoned them. His harem of the damned.

Undead Elsa, Enslaved Myssandra, Broken Josephine. They knelt before him, naked and beautiful in their gloomy splendor. Bodies presented for his pleasure.

"Service me," the Lich Lord commanded, for he felt no pleasure merely looking upon their pallid flesh.

They crawled to him. They removed his armor. They touched his cold, gray, undying skin.

They reached for his cock.

Alfie waited for the pleasure. He waited for the rush, the heat, the connection he had sacrificed everything for.

Elsa’s cold hands found his flaccid cock. She pulled aside his loincloth. Stroked him and kissed him. She moaned as her mouth engulfed him.

And he would not rise.

Alfie looked down. His cock was there, but it was blackened, shriveled, a piece of dead meat. It looked like a smooth piece of coal.

"Harder," he commanded, a note of unease entering his voice. "Make it rise!"

Elsa stroked him. Myssandra licked him. Josephine rubbed her body against him. Usually this was enough. He would rise. He would sputter out his gray and lifeless seed.

Yet this was not enough. His cock remained limp. Dead.

Alfie reached to the table beside his throne and unstopped a witch’s draught of virility so potent it would kill a mortal man. He downed it in one gulp.

Nothing. Not a twitch. Not a spark of warmth.

He tried magic. He cast spells of lust, of growth, of vitality. They fizzled against his undead flesh. He was eternal. He was all-powerful. But he was dead.

He couldn't feel them. He couldn't fuck them. He couldn't even cum.

He realized the true price of the deal. He had traded his humanity for power, and in doing so, he had lost the one thing he truly wanted to preserve. He was the master of a harem he could never touch.

"No," Alfie whispered, the word a dry rattle. "NO!"

He threw them aside. He smashed his throne. He howled in rage, a sound that shook the mountain, terrifying the monsters in the dark.

But it didn't change anything.

He sat back down on his ruined throne, pulling his robes over his shame. He looked at the beautiful, empty shells of the women he had loved. They stared back, waiting for orders, incapable of pity or love.

Alfie sat in the dark, the cold gnawing at him, an eternal itch he could never scratch, ruling a kingdom of dust and desire, the loneliest god in the world.

Only Suffering.
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