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Chapter 1

I rubbed my eyes as I tried to type the final few sentences. A yawn pushed my jaws open wide, taking my attention away from the screen for a moment. My face was reflected in the cafe's window; disheveled hair, sleep-deprived eyes, and an expressionless face made me look like a zombie.
Couples from college walked past on the street as the streetlights turned on to keep the darkness from falling.
I avoided looking at them to prevent the feeling of loneliness and chugged down another cup of thick black coffee, the only thing keeping me from collapsing or giving up on life.
My eyes were squinting as the final sentence was etched on the white screen.
"Therefore, clear communication between upper, middle, and lower management is essential for the success of any organization.”
A sigh of relief escaped my lips and with it, it couldn't hold back the overwhelming fatigue anymore. Finally, I forced myself up, my legs so numb the only sign of their existence was the wobbling as they struggled to keep me standing.
But it soon dissipated as I packed my laptop back into the bag and took my leave.
Ugh
Standing up made me aware of all the couples in the cafe and the urge to disappear intensified.
“Fuck it," I muttered under my breath, pushing through the glass door. I needed to get back to my dorm as fast as possible, away from all the happy faces, away from the noise and the light. The lack of sleep made everything worse, making me even more miserable.
The cool night air hit me as I stepped outside, but it did little to clear the fog in my mind. My feet dragged along the pavement, each step heavier than the last. The streets were quieter than usual, the world around me softened by the late hour, and for a moment, it felt like I was the only person left in the city.
I felt like autopilot, my body walking on its own leaving me to sulk about my loneliness. My focus was solely on getting back to my dorm, collapsing onto my bed, and escaping this nightmare cycle of exhaustion.
I had to cross the road. The thought barely entered my mind as I instinctively moved, just as I had done for over three years.
My legs kept moving on their own, taking me across the street…until. A loud screech made me turn my head to the sight and a bright light blinded me.
Huh?
I muttered.
Right then my vision cleared, revealing a truck behind the blinding light.
Oh.
That was the final thought before the lights suddenly went out, enveloping me in pure darkness.
◆◆◆
 
“Where am I?”
Everything was black. I couldn't see or even feel anything. Even my own body.
My thoughts simply echoed back to me.
The last thing I remember was that light and then the truck…..
Does that mean I am dead?
This is where the dead go?
Suddenly something changed, as if I were floating towards something. It was soothing as I drifted towards a distant light. The light wasn’t blinding but inviting, warm and soft.
This is how it ends… dying as a lonely virgin that never accomplished anything. Less than a failure even.
What's that?
It felt hot. Red. It was calling out.
No…not yet.
I tried to push myself in that direction. Fighting against the flow.
There
I felt hot. I was getting close.
I could see something. It was red. It was glowing.
My arms, my legs—they were real again, tangible. I was no longer floating in that void. I was…somewhere else, somewhere vivid and burning.
I clung to that red glow with all my might, feeling it pulse beneath my fingers, alive and fierce. And then, with a final push, I forced myself through the barrier.
Then the light exploded and the last thing I remember was being hit by a hot wave of air that sent me flying to god knows where.




Chapter 2

It was warm—not hot—and the sheets were soft.
It was just a dream.
The alarm hasn't been set off yet. So I didn't want to open my eyes.
The sheets were soft and comfortable. It felt so good—too good.
When I stretched my arms...wait. My bed wasn't large enough for me to stretch my limbs.
I opened my eyes and when my vision cleared, what I saw was not my room.
I jumped, sitting up on the royal-sized bed.
I was now quite certain I was no longer in my dorm.
For one it was too quiet. Second, it wasn't this large. There were massive ornate closets and a wooden round table that was adorned with intricately carved patterns. And of course, there were flickering lamps lighting up the room when my dorm despite being outcompeted in almost every way by this place at least had electricity.
I scanned the room and just around the corner-
“Aaahyi!”
It was a Skeleton!
My heart nearly exploded in panic. A skeleton real or fake, was covered by a black cloth like a hoodie.
Have I been kidnapped?
“Am I dead?” I muttered as I pinched myself, the pain hitting my brain. Just then…
“I don't believe so”
A voice called out, making my head turn in the direction. But there was no one, except that skeleton.
“Who is that? SHOW YOURSELF!” I yelled out at the person hiding in the room.
“Well, I am here, you see."  The skeleton moved.
I jumped out of the bed in panic, trying to make it towards the door. My heart was beating fast. I wanted to scream but my brain forced me to think. I moved towards the door, hand quickly reaching out to grab the handle.
“I do recommend resting a bit longer until we can prepare food for you,” the skeleton said, its voice now surprisingly refined, carrying a rather posh British accent. It moved forward, gesturing towards a shabby-looking chair, but I wasn’t about to stick around for tea time with Mr. Bones.
My hand was already twisting the doorknob, and with a satisfying click, it opened. Without a second thought, I pushed the door wide, eager to escape whatever bizarre nightmare I had stumbled into. But just as I stepped out, another voice rang out from the hallway.
“You are awake!”
I barely had time to process the words before a floating skull, its eyes blazing with an eerie emerald light, appeared right in front of me.
“Ahhhh!” I jumped back, the scream tearing from my throat before I could stop it.
“Aaaah!” The floating skull screamed right back, its hollow voice echoing through the narrow hallway as it flew backward in a panic.
My heart raced as I pressed myself against the doorframe, eyes wide as I tried to make sense of what I was seeing. The skull hovered a few feet away, its emerald eyes darting nervously between me and the skeleton still inside the room.
“Wh-what the hell is going on?!” I stammered, struggling to keep my voice steady.
“To put it in the simplest terms…the Dungeon Core summoned you to this world”, the skeleton explained as it advanced toward me.
“Well, if you are done panicking. We have things to explain. You are the….Dungeon Keeper now. Or as our fallen master used to call himself- Dungeon Lord.” The skull joined in, each word making the light within the skull pulse.
Fear and confusion filled my mind, my heart was about to explode while my eyes tried to search for an escape route.
But at the same time what the skull said caught me off guard. Something about being a lord or something.
The only word I could push through my lips was a simple,
“What?”
◆◆◆
 
As the light of the flames well on the black stone walls it revealed layers of dust, mold, and cobwebs. The long corridor was cold and it looked like it had not been cleaned ever.
The robed skeleton and the floating skull flanked me as we made our way down the dark corridor. A rickety, naked skeleton shuffled ahead of us, its bones clicking together with every step. In its bony grip, it held a small flame that flickered and danced, casting long, eerie shadows that banished the oppressive darkness around us.
“We have issues with cleaning things because of…uh… labor issues. Skeletons are really bad at intricate tasks and even then we don’t have enough left inside.”
The floating skull said as if noticing me scanning the walls.
“So that bedroom back there…?” I pointed out.
“Oh, that was our former master's, thus we oversee its maintenance personally.”  The robed skeleton replied.
“Only that room, the Dungeon Core, and the Library are maintained in any way,” the floating skull chimed in, its emerald eyes glowing a bit brighter as if to emphasize the point. “The Librarian doesn’t leave the library anyway, so it stays nice and tidy.”
“We are near the destination,” the robed skeleton muttered as the corridor widened before us. Ahead, a massive wooden door loomed, locked and ancient, its surface splintered and worn. Two more naked skeletons, armed with rusty spears, stood on either side like half-hearted sentries.
The door opened with a loud, ominous creak and beyond it, a weirdly familiar red glow filled the space, washing over the surroundings in a warm, unsettling light.
The robbed skeleton and the skull moved inside and I had no other option to follow. The light and the warmth in it felt so familiar that I instinctively began walking towards the room.
The moment I stepped inside, my breath caught in my throat. Before me stood a massive shrine, dominating the room. At its center, raised on an altar with a few steps leading up to it, was a large, red crystal, its faint glow casting everything in a crimson hue. The eerie light painted the walls, reflecting off ancient stone carvings and deepening the shadows in every corner. The air itself seemed to hum, vibrating softly with some kind of strange energy.
I knew it.
It felt familiar, like something I had seen in a dream—or maybe a nightmare. The crystal called to me, its faint glow tugging at my very core, compelling me forward. I tried to fight the urge, but my legs were already moving, step by step as if drawn by some unseen force.
I reached the stairs, each footfall echoing in the cavernous space as I climbed up to the altar. The closer I got, the stronger the pull became. My heart pounded in sync with the low hum filling the room, an invisible tether tying me to whatever lay within the crystal.
When I finally reached the top, I found myself standing just inches from the colossal gem. It was almost twice my height and several times my width, its surface smooth and semi-transparent, like glass but more alive. In the faint light, I could see my reflection—pale, wide-eyed, and mesmerized. The red glow seemed to pulse, intensifying as I gazed into it like it was breathing, waiting… for me.
Without thinking, my hand reached out, fingers trembling as they brushed against the cool surface. A shock ran up my arm, and I gasped, feeling the energy inside the crystal swirl, awakening at my touch. There was something inside—something I wanted, needed.
It felt like… destiny.
But as my palm pressed fully against the crystal, the red glow flared brighter.
I remember this feeling. This smooth surface, the red light. It was what I saw in the darkness, what I followed.
Something flashed inside my mind. A map. Then visions. A labyrinth of tunnels, destroyed rooms, monsters crawling inside, giant spiders nesting, and glistening treasures hidden underneath their webs. Weird scaled dog-like beasts growling at unseen enemies.
Four levels.
Three above me. My mind felt like it was everywhere at once. I could see it like a map as if I were a god inside. I could feel what I could do instinctively. I could enter the twisting pathways, traveling like a ghost. Yet some parts of the upper levels were covered in blackness, beyond my reach and awareness. Darkness consumed large sections of the top level but progressively receded on the levels below.
I descended to the fourth level where I saw myself touching the crystal the robed skeleton and the floating skull hovering behind me. Then I flew through the tunnels, past a metal door and suddenly I was surrounded by massive bookshelves, each over a dozen feet high.
Spiral staircases wound their way up to higher levels, where even more shelves stood packed with ancient books and scrolls, their leather-bound spines covered in dust.
In the middle of all of this was a table filled with papers where a lone figure sat, its skeletal body was covered by robes more ornate than the one that I met previously.
Skeletons moved like automatons around it with brooms, mindlessly cleaning the library.
As I hovered in this disembodied state, the robed skeleton at the table suddenly froze. Its head turned ever so slowly until its empty eye sockets were locked directly on me—on my presence, despite my lack of a physical body.
“So this was the librarian?” I thought to myself.
I wondered if I could talk in some way. I felt like it should be possible, I tried to speak but nothing happened.
“The core is weak." The skeletal figure rasped.
Then my vision began to blur, pulling me away from the eerie library and its guardian, but even as I retreated, the skeleton's gaze stayed fixed on me. Its eyeless sockets followed me as I flew back, back through the tunnels, past the metal door, and finally—
I was back at the crystal. My fingers still pressed against its smooth surface, the red glow pulsing with greater intensity. I gasped, my breath ragged as the vision faded.
“You could control the core!”, the floating skull screamed, its voice filled with excitement.
“Alas, a new master!  The Dungeon has a Lord yet again!” The robed skeleton yelled, almost jumping.
It felt…good. Great even. I had never felt so…powerful before.
“We are here to serve the master, from now on your wish is our command” The two proclaimed in unison.
I turned towards the two,
“What are your names?’
“I go by the name of Morty, I probably had some other name when I was alive but this is what my master called me” The floating skull replied
“I was once called Sir Bein, although the title bears no significance anymore since my necromantic activities were discovered. However, the former lord of the Dungeon insisted on it, thus it became my name” the robed skeleton explained.
Even as a certain uncertainty gnawed at the edge of my mind, I could barely contain the excitement inside. I finally had power.
“So what now?” I asked.
“We must begin recruiting menial labor.” Sir Bein replied, “With you as our Dungeon Lord, we can restore this place to its former glory! Monsters, traps, secret passageways—the works!
The floating skull, Morty, hovered near my shoulder, his eyes glowing with enthusiasm. “But first things first,” he said, his voice brimming with excitement. “We need to find your magical aptitude. Every Dungeon Lord worth their bones can wield some form of magic!”
I raised an eyebrow. “Magic?” The idea sparked something in me. Despite the overwhelming absurdity of my situation, the thought of using magic was too exciting to resist. “Okay, let's start with that. What do I have to do?”




Chapter 3

Inside the library was a small door, that led to a rather large room, slightly larger than the bedroom I awoke in. But it was mostly empty; candles illuminated the room and on the floor was a circle written with weird runes. 
Sir Bein, Morty, and the Librarian gathered around me as I stood in the middle of the magic circle.
The librarian took a step forward, standing in front of the other, and raised his arms. Then suddenly the runes on the ground began to glow in a faint ethereal blue light, growing brighter and brighter. I could feel the energy around me grow until I was enveloped in it.
“Hm…vast mana reserves. Unsurprising for a Dungeon lord”, The Librarian muttered.
Anxiety gnawed at me as the energy grew but then suddenly it disappeared, the glow dying out.
“So?” I asked.
“Demonology” The Librarian rasped.
Morty floated closer, his excitement clear in his voice. "Oh, this is big! Demonology! It's a form of conjuration, but much more... specialized."
“What does that mean?” I asked for clarification,
Sir Reginald Bein stepped forward, his bony hands clasped in front of him as he began to explain. "Conjuration is the act of summoning entities from other realms—creatures, objects, forces of nature. Demonology is the art of calling forth creatures of the underworld, demons bound by arcane contracts."
I could summon...demons? I took a deep breath to compose myself; it was like I was in a video game. The excitement made me shiver but at the same time, dealing with demons felt wrong and dangerous.
Demons?" I repeated, my voice tinged with disbelief. "Like actual, hellish demons?"
"Yes!" Morty chirped, clearly thrilled. "You can summon them, control them, and bind them to your will! Our previous Dungeon Lord had an affinity more towards elemental evocation but even he summoned powerful demons. For you, it would be a breeze!"
I stared at the now dimmed runes on the floor. Summoning demons? This was way beyond anything I could have imagined. "And what if I screw it up?" I asked, half-joking, half-worried.
The Librarian's bony fingers tapped together in contemplation. "Failure often results in unfortunate consequences," he admitted, his voice flat and emotionless. "But with the right precautions... survivable."
"Survivable?" I gulped.
Morty bobbed in front of me, his glowing eyes flickering mischievously. "Well, you know... getting your soul sucked out or just incinerated by hellfire. But it's nothing that can’t be controlled. When they are bound to you, they cannot disobey your commands. "
Despite the overwhelming excitement, I had a bad feeling about this…
◆◆◆
 
“A little flame is of no use." Librarian rasped, “Concentrate the power, chant the words”
"Focus the power—chant the words."
I clenched my jaw, following his instructions. The flame in my palm flared, growing hotter; its heat was licking at my skin like a warning.
"Concentrate. Crush it," he urged.
I continued the incantation, my voice steady despite the rising pressure. The flames twisted and shrank into a tight, pulsing ball, glowing brighter, hotter—its weight palpable in my hand.
"Now... release."
At his command, I thrust my hand forward, aiming at the broken skeletons scattered across the room. The fireball shot from my fingers with a shriek, tearing through the air. The instant it struck the target, a deafening explosion shook the walls. Heat washed over me in waves, the force nearly knocking me off balance. The skeletons, caught in the blaze, crumbled to ash as the inferno raged, lighting the room with a hellish glow.
Yet, with every spell I cast, I could feel my energy draining—like the slow leak of a punctured vessel. Mana, they called it. And once spent, it took time to replenish.
But apparently, my mana reserves ran deep and each spell was no more than a ripple on its surface—a mere drop in the bucket.
And the more I learn and train, the more my mana reserve grows.
And the undead took advantage of that to give me as little rest as possible. The past few days had been relentless, with hours of study and practice, but each success brought me closer to mastering the magic coursing through me. The first few days were endless lectures and copious amounts of magical theory. From the transfiguration of mana to magic and then to the theory of the soul was overwhelming but it was way more intriguing than the classical management theory or resource-based theory I had to study in my previous life.
There was something exhilarating about wielding this kind of power, even if it was draining.
"It's time for your necromancy lessons!" Morty announced, bursting through the door with a sudden gust of cold air.
Then I was taken to another chamber, one that resembled an abandoned morgue. The air was thick with the scent of dust and stale death. Rows of stone slabs gleamed under flickering torchlight, but they were bare, save for a few skeletal remains.
"My apologies," Sir Bein’s posh accent sliced through the silence like a knife, echoing unnervingly in the empty chamber. His tone was tinged with the faintest hint of disappointment, though his skeletal face betrayed no emotion. Hollow eye sockets stared at me from his grinning skull, devoid of life yet strangely animated by an unseen force. "We haven’t collected any fresh corpses in quite some time, so these preserved skeletons will have to suffice."
"Now," Sir Bein continued, stepping gracefully toward one of the slabs with a sweep of his tattered cloak. "Let’s start with the basics of necromancy."
His bony fingers tapped on the ribcage of the skeleton, which ratted harmlessly.
"Necromancy," he said, his voice low and resonant, "is the art of bending death to your will. It's more than just death magic; it bends the very concept of death in unnatural ways."
Sir Bein’s skeletal hand hovered over the remains, and with a flick of his wrist, the bones trembled. A faint pale green light began to pulse within the hollow chest cavity, and the air suddenly felt cold. I watched in silent awe as the energy spread, weaving through the bones like threads of life force, animating the skeleton with an eerie vitality.
"When a soul departs, a body is nothing more than a shell. But the essence, the memory of life, lingers but an echo remains."
The skeleton before us twitched, the bones snapping together as if recalling their former purpose. Slowly, it began to rise, first to its knees, then to its feet, standing upright with a grotesque grace. Its hollow eye sockets stared blankly ahead.
"They are nothing more than automatons, unlike me or Morty or the Librarian. We are liches, our souls bound to our bodies beyond death," Sir Bein explained.
The skeleton stood motionless once more, awaiting its next command.
Sir Bein stepped forward, his skeletal grin widening ever so slightly.
“Now things are much more simple,” he said, pointing at another slap where there was the body of an oversized rat. Its twitching showed it was not dead yet.
“You must attune yourself to the magic of death." He muttered, “Anyone with magic should have that ability.”
I could feel something cold around it.
“Now say these words and repeat the gestures." He began uttering a series of words, his hands moving over the rat’s body.
I followed his words and movements.
“Now repeat, this time let the mana flow.”
And I did just as he instructed and a sudden passed through my body. The rat struggled and screamed. At the same time, the cold air that entered me felt…invigorating.
Soon the rat lost its energy and was reduced to little squeaks as it struggled to hang on to its dear life.
“That is called energy drain,” Lord Bein explained as he brought his skeletal hand towards the rat, reaching out with a single finger as he chanted something. The rat instantly began convulsing before falling dead. A tiny green speck floated out from its body and Bein brought a bottle to which his skeletal fingers directed the speck.
“What is that?” I quizzed, but I had a faint idea already.
“It’s the soul of the creature,” Sir Bein replied nonchalantly. “This is advanced magic, even though it was done to a lowly creature. It's only a matter of time before you gain the ability to steal the souls of your enemies.”
“Now onto forensic necromancy…”
◆◆◆
 
I let out a sigh as I practiced the incantation. It's been weeks and while my magical knowledge and skills had grown, being trapped underground was gnawing at my mental wellbeing.
“Get ready, here comes the Imp,” the Librarian announced right before waving his hand. Burning red runes manifested in the air between us in the shape of a circle through which a little red creature jumped out. It instantly took flight using bat-like wings while grinning maliciously, displaying rows of shark-like teeth.
I instantly began casting the spell, my hand moving to make the gestures. But then the creature threw its hand at me, a ball of fire manifesting in its palm that flew towards me with a whistle.
I managed to dodge just in time; the flaming bolt crashed into the wall behind me with a burst of flame that left a scorch mark. It was weak. But my casting was interrupted. And it was coming again, small balls of flame flying towards me as I jumped sideways.
There was no way to cast the binding spell.
The librarian looked at me intently.
Acting quickly, I began casting another spell just as another flaming projectile flew towards me. Just as it was about to hit me, the fireball hit something unseen, and I heard the sound of the magical barrier cracking like glass. The crackling flames diffused right in front of me, the heat warming my face.
But it gave me the opening.
I gestured towards the Imp as I carried out the incantation as fast as possible. Burning runes manifested around my hand in a circle, and at the same time, ink-like runes appeared on the Imp’s body like moving tattoos that snaked around its body. The imp screeched as it fell to the floor, whimpering like a defeated dog.
"Impressive," the Librarian intoned, his hollow voice echoing through the chamber as his skull turned toward me, the empty eye sockets seeming to study me with an unnerving intensity.
"You’re learning fast—too fast," he noted, his bony fingers scratching thoughtfully at his skeletal chin. "It’s your connection to the Dungeon Core. It’s accelerating your magical development as if the muscle memory of the core itself is being transferred directly into you. Such is the power of a Dungeon Lord."
His skull slowly turned towards me.
“You can bind a demon now; it's time for a proper familiar.”




Chapter 4

“The first step of summoning a demon is to be ready,” the librarian said as he watched me paint the floor with glyphs in red paint that had a smell of iron in it.
It wasn't hard to guess what it was seeing how quickly it dried into a dark brown as I wrote the glyphs to the Librarian’s exact specifications.
“How did you get the... paint?” I quizzed.
“I had to take the risk of sending Sir Bein to the surface. Luckily, a bunch of bandits were nearby. They were perfect… no one would notice their absence.” He replied with an almost mechanical tone.
My morbid curiosity got the better of me as I asked, “What if he couldn't find any bandits?”
“That would make things harder to hide. But that's why we had a captured beast just in case. There are monsters in the wilds in this region, many even breeding on the ruined areas of the first level.”
Wait…what was that thing about the surface?
“Did you say he went to the surface?”
“Yes, we will be leaving soon to find the laborers. With your power enough to summon a familiar, we could be assured of your safety.”
With another stroke of my brush, I drew the last rune, completing the magic circle. All that was left was to activate it.
Then I began chanting the words I had practiced, the words eerily echoing inside the walls of the ritual room as my magic began flowing into the circle. A faint vibration filled the room as the bloody runes flared to life, glowing in a sinister bright red until the entire room was filled with a hellish red glow.
The heat pressed down on me, almost suffocating, as my mind drifted to another place—otherworldly, like the edge of a dream. I could feel it now—something pulling at me, an invisible string tethering me to that strange, distant realm.
And then I tugged back.
In an instant, a blinding light erupted from the center of the glowing magic circle. It crackled and hissed like unholy fire, burning with a fierce brilliance as it twisted into the rough shape of a figure.
My jaw dropped as the flames dispersed, revealing something both human and utterly inhuman. Her body was flawless—an impossibly curved waist leading up to two supple, perfectly round breasts. Her face was round, almost innocent, ethereal in its beauty, but her eyes glowed an ominous red. Long hair, bright red like flames, cascaded down her back like waves, and a few strands fell across her face, which she blew away sensually.
Then, slowly, she grinned—a wicked, knowing smile that sent a shiver down my spine. Behind her, two bat-like wings unfurled with a soft, leathery flap. She didn’t walk; instead, she crawled on all fours toward me, like a feline. Behind her, a long, sleek black tail swayed hypnotically; it ended in a sharp, spade-shaped tip.
I opened my mouth to speak, but the words wouldn’t come. My gaze was locked on her naked form, my mind struggling to process what I was seeing.
“Succubus, too powerful for you,” the librarian hissed from behind me, his voice dripping with alarm. But she didn’t even glance in his direction. Her eyes—those burning red eyes—were fixed solely on me... and I could feel her desire.
I could feel my body burning...turning on. Blood was pumping to my manhood; it was getting harder as I watched her body twist sensually as she crawled towards me, her breasts bouncing like full, juicy fruits and her back arching like a feline, her ass visible like distant mountains with a valley between them.
And as she crawled towards me, I was frozen; there was a tent in my pants.
My body was burning with desire; I wanted her, and my cock wanted to go inside her.
Yet there was something off.
Wait..wait…
She is the demon I summoned. And I have not cast the binding on her.
Then…
At that moment she crawled up on me, her eyes both cute and evil at the same. The duality of the evil inside and the ethereal beauty made me even more turned on for some reason.
In the next instant, she dragged me down with surprising strength, her nails slicing through my clothes like hot blades. The fabric fell away in smoldering shreds, the edges of my garments still burning from the heat of her touch. My skin tingled where her claws had grazed me but didn’t harm my skin the slightest.
Like a feline, her tongue moved up my thighs, licking me sensually. The touch sent shivers across my skin, setting my body on fire. My thoughts were pushed out by an overwhelming surge of desire; the lust was overpowering my mind.
Fuck her
Yes, I wanted to ram my cock inside.
Suck off her tits.
And she was going to give me what I wanted.
My cock was erect like a tower and she was pushing her body over it, placing her hips over it as she smiled wickedly.
“I’ll make you feel good." She muttered seductively in a hauntingly cute voice and I couldn’t resist her offer.
“Yes,” I replied in anticipation just as her hips moved down, enveloping the tip of my cock in a storm of sensations that hit me like a tidal wave.
Her body moved up and down, riding me through a whirlwind of pleasure. Her beautiful face was locked at me with predatory eyes, her tongue licking her lips greedily while her hands massaged her breasts seductively all the while she fucked me ravenously.
I felt powerless in front of the sheer pleasure that was coursing through me, my strength leaving through our connection, through my rod... into her.
There is something wrong...
No…
She was a demon, unbound. My thoughts tried to force their way through the overwhelming desire.
It was not right. I was feeling weaker, as if my vitality was being sucked out of me and flowing into her with each movement of her body.
But my fucking god, it felt so good!
I simply wanted to give in as her moans filled the room like music; the wet, squicky sounds as she impaled herself on my cock were making my body hot as fuck.
But the nagging in my mind didn’t stop; I was getting weaker. I had to do something fast.
In a moment of desperation, my mind reached out to the depths, fighting through the haze of lust, calling on my vast reserves of mana. I could feel her sucking my energy even as the pleasure grew in intensity as her sultry body, too perfect for any human, began riding me even faster. I was ensnared but not entirely enslaved. My thoughts scrambled, searching for the words of binding. Then, with a surge of will, I found them, and my mana erupted into her like a tidal wave.
Her eyes widened, her smile disappearing as her enchantment over me broke. Seizing the moment, I channeled all my remaining energy and threw myself up, reversing our positions. With a grunt, I slammed her down onto the hard floor, pinning her beneath me. She struggled as she began the incantation, but the fucking didn’t stop. My hips began moving, thrusting my manhood into her even as I moaned the words of power.
“This….ahh…!” She moaned, her wings flapping against the ground as her slender arms tried to push me back, to regain control over me. But she failed. I fought through the surge of lust that emanated from her, threatening to drown me.
But my incanting voice rose alongside her moans like a symphony, in sync with the intensity of my thrusting and as it rose to a lewd crescendo runes began to manifest on her skin, like black tattoos; they formed a chain around her neck and limbs while lines of arcane words.
Just as my lips finished the final incantation I erupted inside her, the succubus screamed in desperate pleasure while I released my load. The runes that appeared on her skin flashed in bright blue as if climaxing with us.
Then, as I fell to the floor, my strength gone, the runes disappeared, leaving me with the naked succubus.
“Impressive." The Librarian said as his bony hands clicked against each other in a rather unimpressive attempt at applause.
“You could have saved me,” I replied while trying to catch my breath.
“If you were close to death, I would have intervened. But being pushed to the brink of death and succeeding in binding the demon, your growth has been accelerated. You summoned a familiar that was too powerful for your level, and now look at it.” He pointed at the succubus that was trying to get on her knees.
The cruel smile was no more and instead, there was a confused yet adorable face. My cum was dripping between her legs.
I pushed myself back; my legs wobbled, but I managed to maintain my balance.
A ring of runes flashed on her neck before disappearing.
“She is yours." The librarian proclaimed as I stood before the succubus, who now looked like an innocent girl as she looked at me with puppy eyes.
“Master…” She purred obediently.
“Pleasures of the flesh are of no use to us, but that thing may help take off your boredom,” The Librarian advised.
the
Standing before her, I grabbed and fondled her tits; her skin felt soft like cotton, and the fat blobs jiggled as I played with them.
I felt truly powerful. With a sexy succubus just for my pleasure, the future possibilities for conquests were endless. I wasn’t a failure in this world.
“What’s next?” I asked and the librarian replied, “To find laborers to rebuild the Dungeon, we are going to the surface.”




Chapter 5

I stood before a small chamber that glowed bright blue from the magic circle below it. Before I stood the succubus, she called herself Lilura, but now her appearance was different; her hair had turned black and her wings and tail had disappeared. She was almost indistinguishable from a human. Her lewd body was covered up with a long wizard's robe, which still flowed alluringly over her curves. She had done some modifications herself, most notably tightening it so it stuck to her figure and cutting the neckline to show off her cleavage.
“Master…” She whispered as her hands wrapped around me, “Aren’t you going to use me again.” She teased me.
I didn’t have much time to put her body to use but I was planning on getting to it soon.
My hand snaked around her waist and groped her ass.
“After we finish this mission, I will fuck you hard,” I whispered back and she let out a little excited squeal.
Don’t be too relaxed.
I said to myself, She was still a demon and there was always a hint of cruelty in her.
“The teleportation spell is ready,” the Librarian announced.
“Why don’t we just walk up?” I quizzed, curious of the reason.
“The entrance to this level has been sealed to protect the core from adventurers and if we open it, the core will fully activate”, Librarian explained.
“What do you mean fully activate?” I replied confused about what he said.
“The core’s power is based on geomancy, thus, it must have a direct opening reading to the outside. Minor obstructions like doors are of no consequence, but if we seal it, its power is significantly reduced.”
“Thus we embark on our journey!” Sir Bein proclaimed, covering his skeletal face with a mask before covering the entire skull with a hood. His hands were covered by ornate gauntlets that glowed with magical runes.
“Well then, good luck to our brave adventurers!” Morty yelled out just as the intense blue light of the magic grew to blinding proportions and then it flashed. I felt entirely weightless and everything was pure white but the sensation barely lasted for a second as I was dragged down by the force of gravity. One blink later, a plain stretched before me, leading to a forest.
I turned my head around.
Behind me was a ruin, broken pillars covered with vines and moss. Something like a mausoleum stood out, its massive entrance broken, making it look more like a cave than a building.
“Now where?”
“To the caves in the mountains! To find the cave goblins.” Sir Bein proclaimed loudly
“So do we teleport there?” I asked not seeing any vehicle to travel in.
◆◆◆
 
My legs screamed in protest, muscles burning with every step. I was pushed to the limit, struggling to keep up with Sir Bein, who marched ahead without a hint of fatigue. His skeletal form seemed tireless, his pace steady and unrelenting, as if this grueling journey was nothing more than a casual stroll.
But I wasn’t a lich. My body was at its breaking point.
"Master! Let me fly!" Lilura moaned, her voice heavy with fatigue. Even a demon's stamina had its limits, it seemed.
"If someone spots a succubus, they'll hunt us down," Sir Bein replied without breaking stride. "Our chances of success will be in jeopardy."
His pace didn’t falter for a moment, leaving me and Lilura no choice but to trudge on. The disguised succubus mumbled something with a growl at Sir Bein as she followed his lead.
The only mercy came from the woods slowly thickening around us. Tall trees stretched overhead, their canopy shielding us from the unforgiving sun. The cool breeze whispered through the leaves, offering some relief from the relentless heat and keeping the sweat clinging to my skin in check.
“I think we should rest now,” I wheezed and Sir Bein suddenly came to a halt.
“If your body is fatigued, then we should take a rest; however, our destination is close  by." He explained as his body rotated towards me like a stone statue.
But I couldn't take it anymore and my legs gave up, making me fall face down onto the grass.
“Ahhh….my…body….its wasted…” Lilura moaned as she fell to her knees.
“Well then, we will set up camp,” Sir Bein announced with an indifferent tone.
◆◆◆
 
And so we put up a tent, except Sir Bein, who stood guard—literally. Like a statue. The cloak swayed with each gust of wind but he remained static, perfectly still, with not even a shudder.
It made me wonder what Liches do when they have nothing to do. They are the ultimate workers, with no need to rest. It was a good thing they worked for me.
Knowing we would be safe, I snuck back into the tent where someone was waiting for me, her clothes falling as a wave of flames traveled across her body, burning away her facade. Her hair turned bright red, her demonic wings unfurled as her black tail swayed sensually. A sudden wave crashed against me; her aura was unleashed and it felt hot.
“Master…! I can’t take it anymore!” She squealed, her eyes almost watering. This wasn’t the same sinister look she had when I summoned her. She leaped at me like a leopard, her soft, naked skin rubbing against mine.
My body was instantly lit up, uncontrollable desire burning like an inferno within me. Her seductive voice filled with desire towards me, tickling my ears with desperate cries begging me to fuck her, only made my cock harden.
My hand reached out, fingers curling around her tail that swayed in the air. It was smooth and meaty as I gripped it, gently moving my hand across its length, which made her shudder and purr like a kitten.
“You want me to take you?”
I teased the succubus that was now under my control.
“Yes master…” She purred, her body shivering in waves as my hand caressed her tail.
“You can’t go without sex for a long time, can you?”
“You summoned me; USE ME!!!!” She squealed louder, like an unruly child.
The loud crash of my hand on her ass silenced her for a moment; her face became redder before she squealed again.
“Yes, master!” She squealed with even more excitement.
Oh yeah, I almost forgot... She was a succubus!
My hands gripped her waist, turning her sexy, curvy body around before throwing her to the ground. She fell on all fours with a moan; her meaty tail wagged in excitement as her ass cheeks jiggled.
My body was burning with desire as if I were about to become a lust-crazed beast. Her sensuality combined with the pure lust that emanated from a succubus body was impossible to resist.
My pants were pushed down as I advanced my hips, my rock-hard cock aimed straight at her perfect pussy. The tip pushed into her moist, warm cave, her pussy welcoming me as it tightened around me.
My cock sliding into her sent a wave of intense sensations that sent goosebumps across my body and as my hips began thrusting wave after wave of pure bliss crashed against my mind.
Her moans filled the air, her tail rubbed against my body with increasing vigor as my thrusting picked up.
Her wings gently flapped with each thrust, wet sounds, and the beat of my hips clapping her cheeks grew in volume only to drown under her musical moans which grew louder.
Just maintaining control of my body was a challenge, my thoughts were being pushed away by the almost bestial lust growing inside me. The lust-inducing energy flowed into me, mixing with the carnal sensations as my body connected to hers through my manhood.
My grip on her waist tightened, my mind desperately trying to resist being taken over by lust. Even with the Librarian’s training on strengthening the mind, it was easier said than done… especially while fucking.
Her moans grew louder and louder, just hearing it made me shiver. Everything about her was intoxicating.
Too intoxicating….
But the pleasure had grown to a level I couldn’t hold it back anymore and like a bomb, I exploded with my cock deep inside her.
The pressure was released straight into her and as my body lost its strength, I felt the overwhelming desire that gripped me weaken. The warm aura that surrounded her disappeared.
I fell back, falling on my ass to catch my breath.
Yet the lewd sight in front of me caught my eyes, she stood there still on all fours, her ass wagging merrily even as cum dripped from her pussy. She turned her head back at me with a satisfied smile, her ass shaking to show her stuffed pussy as if to say “Good job!”
But my legs were already burning from walking for miles after miles and the succubus-fucking brought a sudden wave of calm that made it impossible to do anything except lay down and close my eyes.




Chapter 6

The sleep took away some fatigue but my entire body was aching and I was already out of breath.
And worse, we were going uphill now!
Sir Bein didn’t care, as usual, maintaining his stride up the hill while I suffered. Lilura, who was back in her disguise, was panting and moaning along the way but sex had invigorated her enough to keep her moving.
“Hmmm,” Sir Bein made a concerned sound and abruptly stopped.
"Why...did we stop?” I quizzed while trying to catch my breath.
“I sense... death,” he replied, his head scanning the surroundings.
His hand extended, a gauntleted finger extended towards a rocky area. I turned my head and there was something like an opening there—like a cave.
He moved to investigate the opening and I followed him with Lilura watching the back.
“I see,” Sir Bein murmured.
“See what?” I asked as I advanced and suddenly "Oh...” air escaped my mouth as I took the scene before me—little short creatures with grey skin laid on pools of their blood.
One of the creatures had deep slashes running across its chest as if it had been hacked at by a vicious blade. Another had a cracked skull, its head entirely broken like an egg with its contents spilling out. The most horrifying was a third, reduced to little more than a blackened heap of charred flesh, smoke still rising from what was left of its body.
“Cave Goblins. They died recently, hours before. A sword, a mace, and magic.” Sir Bein said, analyzing the sight before us.
"Oooh,” Lilura exclaimed in her cute, high-pitched voice, which felt out of place. She bent down and said,
“This is messy” in an excited voice that reminded me under her disguise she was a demon.
“What happened?” I asked Sir Bein, who lifted a hand and began casting a spell on the body of a goblin.
“I am limited by time and equipment for an extensive necroforensic analysis. However…”
“I see…”
He continued to monologue before stopping.
“Three adventurers have stormed the caves to cull our laborers!” He proclaimed in a loud voice before waving his hand. The corpses suddenly twitched and began to rise as shambling zombies.
“I guess we have to fight now?” I asked, my voice cracking with sudden uncertainty.
The training, the spells, the fireballs—they all felt very different when actual adventurers were involved. Real people. And judging by the state of these corpses, dangerous ones.
“They will be the first to fall before the might of the new Dungeon Lord!” Sir Bein proclaimed his voice filled with pride.
“Finally!” Lilura cackled with excitement, smiling cheerfully at the news.
I let out a concerned sigh before saying,
"Then... let's go inside!”
◆◆◆
 
The deeper we ventured into the dungeon, the darker it became, the air growing thick with humidity. The flicker of flames was our only comfort, small but constant against the encroaching blackness.
I held my hand up, and the crimson flame that danced on my palm cast eerie shadows along the stone walls. Sir Bein’s pale green flame burned next to me, steady and controlled, illuminating his skeletal face with a ghostly glow. Lilura walked on my other side, her pinkish flame flickering softly.
Ahead, the groaning zombies lurched forward, their clumsy movements occasionally causing them to bump into the narrow walls, scraping against stone.
More corpses of cave goblins appeared before us and soon they were added to Sir Bein’s small army, which had now grown to several dozens.
“Cave Goblins, while weaker than their Forest Goblin cousins, are the ideal laborers for the dungeon. Like my serfs when I was still human, they will work underground.” Sir Bein explained, “You can easily separate them from their forest-dwelling cousins who have green skin and are slightly larger.”
“EEEEEEH!”
A shrill scream suddenly echoed through the caves, interrupting Sir Bein’s lecture, and then...
*boom*
An explosion resonated within the caves; a bright flash lit up the caves in front of us for an instant.
“It appears the enemy is in the battle ahead of us." Sir Bein noted and Lilura almost leaped, yelling.
“Let’s go!”
“We can’t rush,” I replied, stopping the excited succubus.
She let out a disappointed “Oh” as Sir Bein nodded his head as he claimed
“I shall send the zombies ahead, using magic to observe the enemy through their eyes.”
“Do it,” I ordered.
◆◆◆
 
A goblin charged, thrusting its spear at the human, who deftly dodged the attack, his long, curved sword slashing the creature's neck in a flash before going on to do the same to other goblins behind it.
The man was barely armored, unlike his comrade, who charged at the mass of goblins that were pelting arrows at them. The goblin archers tried to turn around and run only to have their skulls crushed by the armoured knight’s massive mace.
The display of the overwhelming difference in skill made the mob of Goblins that were preparing to charge freeze only for chanting to rise from the old man who stood behind the two fighters.
A second later, a ball of flame flew at the mob with a loud whistle, engulfing several in an inferno that made the survivors flee in fear.
“How deep does this cave go?” the swordsman asked the wizard.
“We will just have to keep clearing and see,” the wizard shrugged.
*Ggrrhg*
A sudden wet groan echoed inside the now empty cavern, followed by more groans like a chorus of creatures choking on their spit. Little footsteps, ragged and disordered, began thumping on the ground and soon a mob of goblins appeared from the cave they came from.
“Zombies!”
The swordsman yelled out,
“How did they appear here?” The Wizard mumbled before he began chanting, aiming his arms at the zombies, who suddenly began spreading out across the cavern, surrounding the adventurers.
A ball of fire flew from the wizard’s hand and engulfed several goblins in an expanding explosion of flame. But with over a dozen zombies surrounding them, it was not enough.
A zombie goblin lunged at the spellcaster but was kicked away by the armored knight before pummeling its head with his mace, sending the corpse back to rest.
“This is weird...someone is directly controlling the movement of each of the zombies!” The Wizard yelled out as he released smaller bolts of energy at the zombies, feeling some while others were only staggered or lost a limb or two before advancing again.
But they weren’t a challenge.
Slashed, slammed, or blown apart, the mob was quickly wiped out.
But they had served their purpose.
◆◆◆
 
“Hmmmm….” Sir Bein muttered before proclaiming, “Three mediocre adventurers. They pose no challenge to us.”
“Let's finish them!” Lilura squealed with devilish excitement.
“Let's go, then,” I ordered, and soon we were walking towards the opening that led to the cavern. Shadows flickered as yellow light streamed through the cave entrance, and as we moved inside, it suddenly opened up into a large cavern made as a large hall of sorts. Crude lanterns burned on the walls, illuminating the floor, which was strewn with goblin bodies.
“Who are-” The Knight in armor raised his mace towards us but the wizard interrupted him with a loud warning.
“Stop right there!” He yelled out, pointing his finger at us suspiciously.
But Sir Bein didn’t listen or care to reply and instead simply waved his hand and a sudden chill passed through the cavern that made the wizard scream.
“Necromancer!”
His companions quickly took up their arms and began to charge against us.
The remaining fresh bodies in the cavern rose, growling and groaning, some still bleeding out.
“Rejoice to be the first to fall at the hands of the new Dungen Lord!” Sir Bein proclaimed before turning his head towards me.
“True combat is where skills are honed. Take the initiative!”
He advised and I followed, walking up to his side and began casting the few spells I knew at the swordsman who was now dashing towards us, his eyes specifically targeting me.
My heart thundered in my chest, each beat echoing louder as adrenaline surged through my veins. Everything else faded, narrowing into a tunnel of focus fixed solely on my opponent. My arm extended, fingers trembling slightly as I gathered the energy, feeling its heat pulse and swell within my palm. The chant slipped from my lips like a mantra, low and steady, each word adding fuel to the rising inferno.
A blinding sphere of crimson flame crackled to life at my fingertips, its edges flickering with dark, ominous embers. With a fierce determination, I thrust my hand forward, unleashing the spell. The fireball tore through the air, leaving a trail of smoldering red light, but the swordsman moved with impossible speed. His body twisted to the side, the flames grazing harmlessly past him, illuminating his sharp, predatory gaze for an instant.
Before I could react, he sprang forward in a blur, his movements smooth and deadly. In a heartbeat, he closed the distance, his blade already slicing through the air toward me. The sharp whistle of steel reached my ears an instant before his strike, and I felt the cold edge of fear sear through me. My mind raced, scrambling for a counterattack as his sword arced toward me with lethal precision.
But then, just as the blade came close to my neck, it simply fell. The sword fell to the ground with a clang. His eyes went wide, pupils dilating as his jaw slackened. He stood frozen, the killing intent in his gaze disappearing as it went past me.
A gust of wind flew behind me and the sound of wings flapping revealed who was responsible.
But there was no time to bother about anything else and in an instant a magic bolt was released from my fingers, crashing into the swordsman’s skull, sending him flying back and falling to the ground, his body twitching as he took his final breaths.
Across the battlefield, the armored warrior froze, his heavy gauntlet clenched tight around his weapon, and even the enemy wizard seemed stunned, his chant fading mid-sentence.
Then, a soft, sultry laugh broke the silence. “You’re welcome, by the way,” Lilura purred, her voice a dark melody that carried through the tension-filled air. "I think a reward is due after this, don’t you?" She strolled forward, her every movement a calculated allure, her human disguise melting away to reveal her true form, her smooth and flawless wings unfolding elegantly from her back and a tail swaying seductively.
The adventurers could only stare, their eyes clouded with awe, their wills bending to the spell of her presence.
It gave the reanimated Goblin corpses just enough time to surround them. When mobs of zombies grabbed onto them, their enhancement broke but it was too late.
The wizard was the first to fall. Hands clamped onto his robes, dragging him down to the ground, his staff clattering uselessly beside him. The goblins swarmed, their mouths open in gaping snarls as they descended. I couldn’t help but wince as wet, tearing sounds filled the air, the goblins’ teeth sinking into his flesh. His screams tore through the room, sharp and agonized, but they soon faded into a sickening silence.
The armored warrior, however, fought back with brute force. Despite the goblins clawing and grappling, he swung his mace wildly, the heavy metal crushing skulls and sending bodies tumbling. He tore through them, a whirlwind of desperation, bellowing as he elbowed and kicked his way free.
“Master, let me finish him!” Lilura squealed, her eyes flashing with exhilaration. I met her gaze, nodding with a smirk, granting her the freedom she craved.
With a gleeful giggle, she stretched both arms out toward the struggling warrior. Dark energy crackled at her fingertips, coalescing into a swirling orb of purplish flames. She thrust her hands forward, and the infernal fire shot out, a comet of twisted, violet flame hurtling toward him.
The fireball struck the warrior dead-on, exploding into a blinding, chaotic blaze. His anguished screams cut through the air as the fire consumed him, his form flickering within the seething flames, surrounded by goblins still clawing at him, their bodies igniting in the blast. The room filled with the acrid stench of burning flesh and scorched metal as the purplish inferno crackled, casting dancing shadows against the walls.
As the flames began to die down, nothing but charred remains and embers remained where the armored warrior and the goblins had stood. Lilura turned back to me, a satisfied smile curling her lips.
“Now, back to our quest to tame the Goblins!” Sir Bein bellowed loudly.




Chapter 7

The cavern had several caves connected to it but Sir Bein pointed his hand at one of the caves and we traveled through it, no questions asked.
There were no corpses littering this tunnel but there were no goblins either.
Suddenly Sir Bein stopped,
“Hmmm,” he muttered before prodding the ground in front. Suddenly, it sank into a pit of sharp sticks and stones.
“Trap!” I exclaimed in panic, my feet taking a few steps back.
I quickly scanned the pit as my heart began pounding again, the rest after the fight was over. While less than a foot deep, there was no way I could be walking back if I fell.
“Crude, typical for cave goblins. I predict our laborers are awaiting us at the end of this path.”
And just as he said, the moment we walked out of the tunnel into another cavern, a spear flew past us and a mob of goblins came charging at us, all at once.
Sir Bein simply waved his hand and glowing viridescent chains appeared from the ground. The spectral chains were almost transparent and glowed with a chilling light as they wrapped around the limbs of goblins but didn’t stop them in the slightest, as if they were nothing more than air.
But a second later, the entire mob began falling to their knees.
Their crude stone weapons fell to the ground before everyone fell face down, their mouths drooling.
“Are they dead?” I asked concerned about killing off our future workers.
“The chains simply leach off their life energy; enough remains for them to recover.”
Then a loud, high-pitched “Hiya!” echoed throughout the cavern before a rock came flying at it like a bullet.
However, with a flick of his wrist, Sir Bein conjured a pale green barrier, like a glass shield that blocked the projectile.
The figure that screamed appeared from a corner, a short figure with dark greyish skin carrying a large staff. There were even fewer clothes on that goblin than the rest and it had a massive pair of tits on its small frame that made me gulp.
"Humie, go back...or die!” She yelled out in her high-pitched voice as she aimed at the staff.
Rocks began to float before suddenly shooting towards us, only to shatter against Sir Bein’s magical barrier.
“She could speak. We shall seize her without harm. We would need a translator." Sir Bein instructed
“You can’t speak Goblinish?” I quizzed Sir Bein in surprise. Did we walk all this way without having someone that could communicate with them?
“It was never necessary; orders were given to interpreters handling the laborers," Sir Bein replied.
I sighed as I turned towards the goblin, who was still casting spells, sending waves of earth projectiles at us.
“Well then…” I said as I reached out my magic, quickly casting the spell until a magic circle appeared in the air, glowing and rotating until an Imp flew out of it. The circle disappeared as I bound the lesser demon to me.
A temporary binding unlike that of Lilura, which kept her as my familiar permanently.
“Push her to the ground,” I ordered the Imp, which flew above the barrier. The goblin mage looked above with a “huh?” before the imp came crashing into them with a loud cackling laugh.
The goblin screamed as she was pushed to the ground, her staff flying away as the Imp sat over her, giggling manically.
The three of us walked towards her. She was struggling but the giggling Imp kept pushing her down, its bat-like wings flapping as she tried to push it away. Her ass cheeks, which popped out from the sides of her loincloth, jiggled as she struggled.
Her curvy body wriggling on the ground felt...almost alluring. The Imp pushed her down at my command. I had power over her and that feeling was exhilarating. Her compact body was like it had been handcrafted by God. With her at my mercy, the urge to just take her and fuck her brains out was overwhelming.
“Master is thinking... something.” Lilura leaned towards me with a cute smile yet her eyes had sinister intent behind them. It was as if noticing my lustful thoughts.
Of course, she could. She was a succubus!
“Well then, let's get the labor thing done with!” I exclaimed at Sir Bein, waving away Lilura.
“Yes. Hear me, Goblin.” Sir Bein leaned towards the goblins, his gauntleted hand removing the mask.
“Hiiieeeee!” The goblin screamed in panic when she saw his skeletal face but the imp pushed her down again, not letting her flee.
“You now serve the new Dungeon Lord.” Sir Bein muttered to the shivering goblin.
“Well now,” I said, reaching out to pat her head. It was like a good cop, bad cop routine but it was better to gain the loyalty and respect rather than make them fear me.
“You will speak for me; get your people to build my dungeon and you will not be harmed and instead will be compensated,” I explained.
“Do you understand?” Sir Bein pushed her and she began vigorously nodding.
“Yeees! Mastah! Serve!”
◆◆◆
 
The captured goblin walked through ranks of goblins who stood in line apprehensively.
“Mimi, speak... for Dun-jeon mastah!”
Our new translator, Mimi, as she calls herself, said before turning towards the goblins. Several goblins wearing ornate jewelry made from animal teeth and shiny stones stood in front.
“Dun-jeon mastah?” The Goblin leaders muttered before speaking with each other in Goblinish.
It was getting annoying.
“You know what to do," I whispered to Sir Bein.
“The Dungeon Lord is losing his patience!” He proclaimed loudly.
“Kneel before him." A sudden green-hued flame appeared on his hand, which grew larger and more violent, making the goblins walk back in fear.
“We start work tomorrow; pack your things and move to the dungeon,” I said, pushing my voice into a more authoritative tone.
I had the power here and using it felt so good. And I need more.




Chapter 8

The goblins marched through the corridors of the Dungeon, carrying tools and weapons as they cleared out room by room. The monsters that had roosted on the top levels were an issue, and many Goblins were dying until the undead advisors decided to clear it out themselves.
Giant spiders that had laid eggs in webs the size of houses, worms the size of buses that burrowed through its walls, destroying entire sections of the dungeon and human-sized bats that gulped down poor goblins that walked into the wrong area were just some of the monsters that had settled here.
Some were tamed beasts used by the old Dungeon lord but since then had reverted to their bestial nature. But when the Dungeon’s entrance was unsealed, the hordes of monsters fled. Sir Bein and Morty led the goblins, clearing out every room while goblins carried away eggs and cocoons to tame the next generations of monsters.
And as the dungeon opened, the core began to pulse with energy—the power that flowed into my body. I could feel the goblins working in the dungeon and projecting through the dungeon was easier and clearer. Areas that were once covered in a dark fog and inaccessible to my mind were opening up.
“We must be ready,” Sir Bein said as she walked behind me.
“Them pesky adventurers are going to come!” Morty said, cackling as he floated around me.
Three skeletons marched in unison behind us; one wore a tattered robe and carried a wooden staff, while the other beside it carried a long, curved sword. The final one lumbered behind, its heavy armor clanking as its large mace scratched the floor as he walked.
“How are the guests performing?” I asked Sir Bein.
Sir Bein turned to me, his skeletal jaw forming a ghostly grin as his eye sockets sparked with an unholy light. “The skeletal mage and warriors, though not exceptional, are a marked improvement to my retinue. It’s been... too long since I’ve had forces worthy of my command.”
Just as he spoke, Lilura’s voice echoed down the corridor, sweet and sharp. “Master!” She flitted toward me with a delighted squeal, her wings creating a light breeze as she landed beside me. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around my own, pulling me close enough that her warm, soft tits pressed against me, making my arm sink between them. As she looked up, her eyes were gleaming with mischievous intent.
Her mere presence was an aphrodisiac. It was turning me on; a naked girl throwing herself at you would give you a boner but she was different; it was irresistible, like a force that needs to be fought against even when she isn’t intentionally using her powers.
This cannot continue like this.
She is bound to me but it was not enough. I need to make her desperate even when fucking.
“Mastah!”
The loud, nasally voice cut through the corridor, making Lilura’s smile falter as she let out an annoyed “Hmph!” Her eyes narrowed, shooting a glare toward the source of the interruption.
Mimi, the goblin translator, came barreling down the hall, her small form nearly toppling forward as she ran. She clutched a worn chalkboard close to her chest, its surface covered in strange, hurried symbols scribbled in white chalk. Her oversized, eager eyes gleamed as she skidded to a halt before me, breathless but beaming, clearly excited to deliver whatever message she’d brought.
“Two floors clear! Sleepy-rooms finished…”
Mimi presented her progress report on the dungeon reconstruction, her chalkboard clutched in her small hands as she spoke with focused excitement. Yet my gaze fell on her curves. Her tits were full and rounded, exaggeratedly large against her petite frame. Beneath that, her thicc thighs and curvy hips gave her an hourglass shape, all packed into her miniature, goblin form.
An idea popped up in my mind. I was already burning with lust from Lilura rubbing her soft, naked body against me and the Goblin gave exactly what I was hoping for...
◆◆◆
 
“Mastahhh!” Mimi squealed, pushing against the soft mattress as my hands squished her breasts. Her skin felt smooth, more rubbery than a human and despite how large it looked on her petite body, my fingers managed to envelop all of those sacks of fat.
“Master!” Lilura moaned in a lustful yet desperate voice.
I ignored her and instead pinched Mimi’s nipples, which had hardened while I played with her tits. Squishing them like little plums made her wail lewdly, just to scream louder when my fingers penetrated her tight pussy.
And with my hand still drilling her, I turned in the direction of the increasingly desperate moans.
There she was, suspended from the ceiling, the succubus bound in chains that clinked softly as she struggled. Her wrists and ankles were shackled to thick iron links, holding her in place with her legs spread wide. Her dark wings beat weakly while she whimpered. Her tail flicked and curled restlessly.
“Master! Free meeeeee!” She squealed again but I ignored her, letting her watch but not join the fun.
Instead, I began moving my hand even faster. The dual attack on her nipples and pussy drove her to shudder and moan even louder, drowning out the pleas of the horny succubus.
“Ah! Ah! Mastah!!!” She screamed as she shuddered and a sudden blast of her pussy juices soaked the sheets.
She took a deep breath but I wasn’t done yet.
“Mimi worked hard, so I am going to give you many rewards,” I said as my hands pushed apart her thighs. I could smell her carnal fragrances, like a ripe fruit that was overflowing with nectar.
Then I began the feast, sucking on her overflowing pussy, sucking in her salty yet slightly fruity nectar before launching an offensive with my tongue.
“Reward…too much!” She moaned again, her voice rising as I went to work, watching for each shudder to map her most sensitive spots and then hitting them harder, which sent tremors across her body.
She struggled to catch her breath, each exhale coming out in soft, uneven gasps as she tried to steady herself. The sheets beneath her were soaked, absorbing every drop of the sweet, overflowing nectar.
The sudden end to her moans meant Lilura’s desperate yearnings became audible again.
“Master! I..need it..” She begged but I ignored her again and instead whipped out my cock.
Mimi, who was still catching her breath, suddenly saw my rock-hard manhood and her eyes went wide.
“Ma-ma-mastah….” She mumbled before muttering "big” as she gulped.
My arms pushed her thighs wide as my tip was aimed at her pussy. Then, in one swift thrust, my hips moved, thrusting my cock like a spear straight toward her goblin cave.
And it pushed hard; the sheer tightness as her walls enveloped my rod sent a wave of pure pleasure that washed away all thought. Mim’s moans filled my ears even as my mind drowned in pleasure.
"It should be inside me!” came from behind before that voice was drowned out by Mimi’s desperate moaning.
“Big! ...inside!” Mimi screamed as my hips moved; each thrust brought an explosion of sensations that only grew as the tempo of the fucking increased.
It was tight as hell but it was wet enough to keep my cock sliding into her again and again, pushing into her depths with a storm of pleasure that drove me to the brink of rapture, and from her lust-crazed screaming, Mimi was going there as well.
Everything was a haze; the only thing that mattered was to fuck harder and harder. It was coming.
“Matsah!! Mimi explode!!” She screamed as she began shuddering. I couldn’t take it anymore; the overwhelming force was about to break free.
Then my vision flashed white; the pressure built up within me suddenly flooded out through my cock. When the storm of sensations ended, I was left panting, sweaty, and tired.
Mimi, on the other hand, had entirely drowned in the lust to the point her mind was gone, her eyes half open, her mouth drooling while cum flowed out of her pussy. But someone else was also groaning softly so I turned around.
Lilura was still hanging from the chains but looked far less lively. She was drooling while carnal juices dripped between her legs, creating a small puddle on the floor. Her wings now flapped weakly and her tail hung limply behind her, twitching only faintly. Her breath came in shallow, uneven gasps, her body swaying slightly in the chains as if held up solely by their unyielding grip. She looked utterly spent, her once fiery demeanor extinguished, replaced with a submissive vulnerability.
I pushed myself off the bed and walked towards her.
“Master…” She moaned expectantly but I turned away again, walking towards the wall, towards the place the chains were anchored to. With a snap, I unlocked it, and the chains suddenly began sliding. A second later, Lilura fell to the floor with a loud “Eyaah!” ending in a thud.
“Next time I fuck you when I want,” I announced to the succubus that was wriggling on the floor.
"Understand?” I asked, to which she feebly replied, "Yes, master...”




Epilogue

The crystal pulsed, bathing the room in its crimson glow as I sat on my throne. I explored the situation in the dungeon. A group of goblins were chopping meat and dumping it into massive cauldrons in the new kitchen, while the large hall next to it had been cleaned into a mess hall of sorts where goblins were gathering and awaiting their meal.
It was like my own underground kingdom.
Yet the dungeon felt empty; even with all these goblins, it was barely enough to fill them and the goblins, while adept at living and working in the dark caves, were only good for the most basic things.
“We need to find specialists; the alchemical laboratories, workshops, and armories remain empty"," the librarian said, and I turned my attention away from observing the dungeon to the gathered council of Indeed advisors.
“Indeed, and the cave goblins are poor fighters... in the case of an attack we don’t have an army.” Sir Bein commented
“We need muscle!” Morty exclaimed, the skull floating around the rest.
Before I could voice a single question, a sudden, resonating buzz emanated from the dungeon core that cut through the air, making me pause mid-thought. It was as if it were a warning about something and it called out my mind, demanding my attention.
“Intruders!” Sir Bein snapped.
I could feel several figures enter the dungeon.
“Finally, after ages! visitors!” Morty was excited but the librarian was ever logical as he muttered, “This should allow us to analyze the vulnerabilities of the dungeon.”
Taking a deep breath I announced,
“Then be it, send a message across the dungeon to prepare for battle!”
A smile slowly crept on my face. My dungeon will soon rise and I will finally have the power I always wanted.
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