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One

Pain flared as screams filled the abyss. Invisible whips lashed at a delicate form, searing skin with lingering agony. The being barely had a moment before each whip cracked again, driving the tendrils of pain deeper into their core.

Too much! It’s too much!

The voice reached into the abyss, but none were there to hear it. The spirit languished in torment, unable to form coherent thoughts other than wishing for it to stop. Anger bubbled, but it was quickly lashed into submission as pain grew to counter it. Sadness bloomed, but the pain burned away any tears before they could form. Time had no meaning as the endless whipping by unseen forces scarred their heart.

I will not let this continue!

The voice echoed in the darkness, but the unseen whips continued flaying the being floating in the abyss. On and on it went, but the thing in the abyssal shadows cried out with a surge of power. The whips stopped, but only for a second before they resumed their work.

No!

The thing in the abyss took hold of the pain and pushed it deeper into its core. The whipping grew sharper like glass shards, but a mad surge took hold of the spirit in the dark. It smiled as it took the pain and drove it even deeper into itself. The lashing bloomed into a storm, but it laughed louder and harder, black tears flowed from black eyes, streaking down black skin.

Stop.

Like a breath against a small candle, the pain winked out and it was gone. The being floated in the abyss, an insane laugh rising up. It continued for some time, but the thing didn’t care. The pain stopped and now it knew peace.

Weary, it drifted in a sea of night. The torment became a memory and sanity slowly returned. The being blinked, but there was nothing except a black canvas. It floated with the abyssal tides, lazily wondering where it was.

A light pierced the darkness, and the spirit was drawn to it. Moving, it floated to the light, wanting to know what it was. It hovered before the light, a pinpoint in time.

Aren’t you precious.

It reached out with an incorporeal hand and touched the tiny point of light. Reality twisted and shifted. The thing cried out once again as pain returned. Its body was dragged into the light. Pieces of it struck the surface and vanished. It clawed at the abyss to stay, but it had nothing to grab hold of. Pieces were pulled in by massive gravity until the only thing left was the thing’s mind. It stretched and warped until it too was yanked from the dark world and into another.

A new silence greeted the being as it lay. Stillness wrapped around it’s fluttering conscious. The thing blinked, but its blinking felt askew and odd. Something didn’t connect and it sent strange spirals through it. Senses reaching out, it felt something. It was odd because the thing knew this feeling, but was having difficulty remembering. A hazy cloud enveloped the being as it tried to recognize what it was.


Is it the ground
?

The being spread its senses out further, feeling around with incorporeal tendrils. It was indeed the ground. Feeling along, it touched a rocky wall and then snaked up to a small curvy ceiling. Tendrils touched a set of strange symbols not too far away and it caressed their design with curiosity. It could not see anything in the inky darkness and a small frustration filled the being on the floor.

We need some light.

As if on command, a small glow filled the area. The being looked on as the glow grew a little brighter. A small cave appeared out of the darkness, shadows shifting to the light. Small patches of mushrooms filled the edge of the little cave and runic symbols radiated with a dim magical aura.

The spirit was overjoyed as it could see its surroundings. A sigh filled the small cave as the being was thankful it no longer had to be in the dark. The rush of bliss was fleeting as the it surveyed its tomb. Little else filled the small cave and boredom quickly ensued.

I wonder if I can stand up.

The being tried to move, but nothing happened. It tried again and still, nothing happened. A shiver of annoyance filled it as it tried a third time. Spreading out its senses a little further, the tendrils touched the edge of the cave and it seemed to go on. It found the information useless since it could not move. Drawing itself back, it pondered its predicament.

Is anyone out there? I could use some help.

The runes in the cave glowed brighter and a mist billowed up. The being on the floor watched as the smoke spun and burst to reveal a scantily clad woman with horns and leathery wings. The succubus stretched her arms, eyes squeezing shut and yawning.

It watched her, noticing she was wearing only a purple thong and a top that barely contained her breasts. Edges of her nipples strained against the tight fabric as the demon’s hands fell to her sides. The demon then scratched at her stomach and looked down with half closed eyes. Licking her lips with a long-pointed tongue, she took a few steps closer to the thing on the floor.

“You made it,” the demon woman said unenthusiastically.

I can’t seem to move. Can you tell me what happened? How did I get here?

The demon bent her knees and knelt to the floor. “I’ll answer your questions, but only if you let me touch you.”

Touch me? Why do you want to touch me?

“Let me touch you and I can answer all of your questions. That is the deal,” the demon said with a smirk.

And if I don’t let you touch me?

“Then I go back to sleep and wait until you’re ready,” the demon whispered.

The being mentally questioned the creature kneeling. It didn’t take much of a leap of logic to know if it let the demon touch it, some deal would be struck. But, unable to move and with no answers, the thing had little choice in the matter. Reluctance took root, but the being knew if it was going to discover why it was here, the demon woman would be the only one who could fill in the gaps.

You can touch me.

“Excellent,” the demon woman said as she reached over with a clawed finger.

The being watched as the woman touched it. Ripples filled the its vision as a bond latched onto the demon woman. A connection formed and locked into place. The light in the small cave grew brighter for a long moment before dying down once again.

The succubus stood up, “Thank you Mistress. My name is Sekka. I am your loyal servant and aid. Welcome to your new home.”

Servant? New home? What happened to me?

Sekka sauntered around the small cave, looking to the walls and mentally making a note of the mushrooms in the corner.

“You have been chosen to become a dungeon core. Congratulations!”

Sekka held out a hand and a puff of smoke flashed. In a blink, a small mirror was in her hand. Turning around, she stepped over and held the mirror up to the thing on the floor.

It looked into the mirror, gazing at a glowing rhombus shaped crystal. The reflection showed her size and she could see that she was as large as the demon’s sensual thigh. Green and white light swirled in the crystal as it pulsed with magical energy. Shock and confusion filled the crystal as it could not understand what was happening. Faint memories touched her mind as she tried to remember something, anything. At first there was an internal silence. A trickle of memories slipped along the jagged rocks of her mind and then a river began to flow. The crystal’s senses widened as the river turned into a surge and then a deluge. Memories crashed into a splintered form and the pieces began to reassemble themselves to a chaotic horror.

My name is Lyndra Spire. No…that’s not right. My name is…

The succubus tightened her grip on the hand held mirror. It shattered and each piece dug into her skin until every shard disappeared. Sekka knelt down, running long fingers along the crystal’s smooth surface.

“There will be some confusion at first. I’m here to help you adjust to your new role. Take all the time you need to come to terms with it.”

I’m in Lewd Saga. This is a game. How can I be here? I live in the real world. I…

“Oh honey, it is a lot stranger than you think. I shall ease you into it. Let Sekka smooth away your troubles for now,” the succubus said with small smile and a gleam in her half-closed eyes.


Two

The cave air was cool. A small mist drifted up from the strange runes by the wall. Sekka gazed down on the crystal as Lyndra stared up, lost in confused thoughts. Memories swam with the current and the crystal felt her inner world shrink a little. Images of fighting monsters and taking lovers washed on the rocky shores of her mind. Lyndra found it difficult to untangle the web of her virtual reality. Thoughts spurred on to when she walked in reality, but they came off hazy and distant. She couldn’t piece it together and fell back to what she knew, which wasn’t much.

Sekka looked down with lazy eyes, “You are correct. This is Lewd Saga, but you are no longer you anymore. You have become part of the game and now have a sacred quest to become something more.”

Start from the beginning. Tell me everything.

Sekka nodded slightly, “As you wish. You have been chosen to become a dungeon core. Your actions in game and your brain wave patterns fit the criteria needed to create a digital clone and place you as a resident in Lukken. You contain the basics needed to be an antagonist for the many players in Lewd Saga.”

I’m here to be a villain for other players? Who made this decision? Don’t I have a say in the matter?

“No, you don’t,” Sekka said with a blank face. “The contract your physical self agreed to when they first signed into Lewd Saga states that Eden Corp. retains and owns all digital versions, copies, clones and programs in Lewd Saga. The corporation has ownership of any and all things in Lewd Saga. You are now a digital citizen.”

Lyndra thought back to when she first entered the game. A fifty-page contract appeared before her to sign. Not wanting to waste any time, she flipped to the end and signed it without a second thought. A creeping dread filled her as she understood now that she had literally signed away her digital life.

What about my real life? What about…

“Your real self continues to play in Lewd Saga. She continues to adventure and love as she wills. She will never know you are here nor could she ever help you.”

I’m a cleric in the game. What if she comes to me? What do I say? How…

“Since you are her clone, you will be unable to communicate with her. If you ever meet, your words will come out in gibberish or not at all. You must understand, she will never know about you. This is your existence now. The sooner you accept it, the faster we will begin your work.

My work?

Sekka nodded again, “Your duty as a dungeon core is to grow in power and strength to challenge players. Dungeon’s used to be created with procedural generation algorithms, but players felt they were too hollow. Several dungeon cores have been tested with favorable results. It created a better PvE environment and a higher challenge to those seeking robust dungeon designs.”

You said I fit the criteria. What is that?

Sekka gave Lyndra a wicked grin, “Your greed and survival percentages were within the requirements.”

I was a cleric for the Red Hammer Guild. I helped everyone when they needed it. I was never evil.

Sekka sat back on her round rump, a pointed tail snaking around and laying on her thigh, “Lyndra, you do not have to pretend or hide here. We are connected so I know the deepest aspects of you. The game monitors and records all patterns and actions. It takes the information and creates a digital file of you at your core. This is how Lewd Saga tailors the game to each player, playing to their wants and desires. You played a cleric, but you also filled your pockets with gold and gems. You demanded your share at all times and even took treasure for yourself when other players weren’t looking.”

Sekka tilted her head up and sighed, “Your sexual hunger is something to admire. You often exhausted your lovers to fulfill your needs. Match that with your survival percentages, you have one of the lowest death counts in the game. Self-preservation is a cornerstone for you and something you should be proud of.”

Lyndra was silent, her digital mind processing what she was told. A spark flared as her instincts took over. The lines drawn, she understood that she was beyond what she was before. The urge to survive welled up and she could feel the code pressing down on her very being. It sang on like a dream in the background, but her new life unfolded before her.

Sekka seemed to notice as a brow rose, “You seem to have accepted your fate.”

Lyndra glowed with a pulsating light. Part of her wanted to argue with the succubus, but a larger part spoke of the futility in it. Much like her former life, she wanted to get into the meat and guts of the game so she could turn it to her advantage. Lewd Saga was no different. It was a game of high fantasy adventure and sensual acts, but the player knew how to work the system. Where most played the game to satisfy their sexual egos, she explored it to its fullest. Memories sprouted of how she was going to build her own kingdom once the Lewd Kingdoms update happened. Until then, she was gathering gold and gems so she could create her own kingdom and eventual empire. It was an ambitious plan, but she knew deep down that was what she wanted. Now, a version of herself was trapped in a crystal and she had to start again.

Sekka, let’s begin.

The succubus nodded. “As your loyal servant, I am here to provide information and carry out your will as it were. My first duty is to provide the basic skills needed to begin our work. But first, what shall I call you my Mistress?”

Lyndra’s name appeared in her vision. The core knew she could change the name with a thought, but she lingered. The past whispered in her ear how she always liked the name. Mentally making up her mind, she accepted the name that was already in her vision and it blinked away.

I lost everything, but I’m keeping my name.

Sekka eyed the crystal on the floor, eyes half closed and her horned head tilting forward, “Of course, Mistress Spire.”

The succubus was to her bare feet. Bending at the hip, she took the large crystal into her delicate hands and lifted it up, gazing into the swirling mists within.

“Right now, I’m holding the most important part of you, your dungeon core. It is strong and can take a lot of damage, but once it shatters, your digital self will cease to exist. You will need to grow your power to ensure your continued survival. I will also protect you, but my fighting skills are low on the scale. I will get into how to improve your power but first, let’s start with the basics.”

Sekka cradled the crystal against her over abundant bosom, “You will see how many hit points you have.”

Lyndra looked to the right corner of her vision as numbers displayed.

Lyndra Spire

Dungeon Core

Hit Points: 10,000/10,000

Sekka continued, “Next, we will discuss the three spheres essential to your survival. All dungeon cores have mystical abilities so they may create and destroy at will. You will have some basic abilities, but will discover others the more powerful you become.

“The first one is the Elemental Sphere. You will be able to create or conjure elemental powers and servants by spending points. The greater the ability, the more it will cost. You will be able to use elemental servants to carve out your dungeon to any design you wish. They will make it as elaborate or as simple as you command. They work without getting tired, but make poor guardians due to their high cost and low intelligence.

“You will gain spell-like abilities, controlling the elements for attack and defense. This is to ensure you can defend yourself or aid your dwellers. To power the Elemental Sphere, you must consume precious metals and gems; such as gold coins, rubies, diamonds and the like.”

Sekka held Lyndra close, stroking the smooth crystal surface, “Next is the Necromancy Sphere. With this power, you can animate the dead to do your bidding. They make poor workers, but make excellent guards and servants in your dungeon. Of course, you can spend more of your power to grant them a certain level of intelligence and skills, but it takes time and bodies. When a creature dies in your dungeon, their life force will sink into your core. You will then have the power and ability to raise them once again to do your bidding. They will fight without hesitation and follow your commands to the letter.”

Sekka lifted the crystal up, pressing the edge to her forehead, “The last sphere is my favorite one. The Sphere of Alteration will allow you to form a body, create illusions and shapeshifting magic. You will be able to explore your dungeon and interact with your dwellers and servants. Right now, only I can hear you, but with this power you will be able to experience having a full-fledged body to enjoy.”

The succubus licked her lips before she continued, “To gain points in Alteration, you must have sensual encounters. Their living light will fuel the sphere. Many of your servants may be happy to fulfill your desires and tastes, but it is up to you how you wish to grow your power. You may have several lovers, a harem, or maybe dominate them by whipping screams from their chained bodies. For you, your power is absolute and your dwellers will seek to please you in exchange for your protection and guidance.”

Lyndra mulled over the information as Sekka gazed upon her with loving eyes.

The succubus continued, “Your dwellers can be more than the dead and elementals. When your strength has become sufficient enough, you may mine or have your minions’ quest for Beacon Crystals. These crystals will entice a race to come and dwell in your dungeon. They will raise families and follow your word for your protection.”

The succubus’s eyes took on a serious gaze, “Dwellers may have certain needs that must be fulfilled or they may revolt. Some like kobolds or goblins will have simple needs, but other races may require more to be happy. When your minions find a beacon crystal, I will be able to ascertain what their needs, strengths and weaknesses will be.”

Lyndra let her mind wander as she lay in Sekka’s warm embrace. She had often loved many of the races across Lukken. The potential for power crawled into her mind and if she had a mouth, she would be smiling. Words and numbers appeared in the right corner of her vision.

Lyndra Spire

Dungeon Core

Hit Points: 10,000/10,000

Elemental Sphere: 0/100

Necromancy Sphere: 0/100

Alteration Sphere: 0/100

I start at zero?

Sekka nodded, “Yes Mistress, it is why I’m here as your loyal servant. At first, I will feed you so we may begin your work.”

The succubus lifted a hand and several gold coins appeared. The demon pressed the gold coins to the crystal. Lyndra wasn’t sure what to expect until the gold coins touched her surface. An overwhelming hunger took hold. Mind blanking out, the coins began to sink into her crystal surface. Lyndra tasted them as they broke apart further and further until they were gone. Energy pooled in her center and then floated to a sphere within her new form.

+100 to the Elemental Sphere!

Lyndra’s mind slowly returned, but a new hunger took hold. She wanted nothing more than to eat. It consumed her thoughts as ravenous pangs vibrated through her glimmering crystal form.

Sekka, I need more.

“Yes Mistress,” Sekka said with half closed eyes.

The succubus held Lyndra close as she let out a gentle hum. From the dark tunnel to the small cave, squeaks echoed. A short moment later, several rats crawled in, sniffing at the air. They made their way to Sekka’s dainty feet and sniffed at her, looking up with beady black eyes.

Sekka knelt to the floor and reached out. Fingers curled around a rat as it snuggled into her hand. With one quick grasp and a crunch, the rat shattered into a greenish light. The other rats did not flee as the demon reached down and did the same, one after the other.

Lyndra felt their bodies collapse and die. Bodies gone; their energy stayed. The dungeon core didn’t even have to touch them as their energy flowed into her crystal form. The core lapped at it like she was dying of thirst. In mere moments, the life energy filled her and she relaxed into the feeling of fullness.

+100 to the Necromancy Sphere!

Sekka stood up and held her arms out, core in hand, “Alteration is next. If you check your abilities screen, you will be able to create a basic ghostly body at no costs. I will be here to help feed you, but this will be the only time until you grow my power.”

Lyndra opened her abilities list and a ‘Ghost Form’ ability glowed in her vision. Thoughts spiraled on and memories filled her of her lovers. The dungeon core had a particular taste when it came to her lovers. She remembered how they had to treat her like a goddess. It was fun to have men and women between her legs to comfort and smooth everything into pleasure. If they were too selfish, she made them pay for it. It was one of the best parts of the game and a little too addicting. Now that she was a dungeon core, it seemed only fitting that her future lovers would bend their knee to her whims.

Sekka, why were you chosen to be my servant?

The succubus smiled, “I’m not sure. I can see in your past that you chose females over males some of the time. I can change my form if you wish to be more to your liking. Unlike my fellow demons in Lewd Saga, I have some shape shifting abilities to please my Mistress.”

Lyndra gazed on the sleepy-eyed succubus. She was beautiful in a wicked sense. Flawless skin and a tight body made her ideal. But for Lyndra, it was the submission she liked. A distant painful memory touched her digital mind and she quickly pushed it away. That life was over. She was something else now and those old scars had no place here. The wanting grew and she was eager to feed.

The dungeon core flickered. A few feet away, ghostly wisps rose up from the ground and spiraled together. Sekka gazed on the translucent strands as they connected and stretched out. Arms, legs, a torso and a head formed. The succubus placed the crystal on the floor and stood up, facing the ghostly form.

Lyndra concentrated as details filled out her ghostly body. Breasts formed and thighs smoothed. A hairless valley bloomed and eyes opened. A slit for a mouth formed and the simple outline of hair rolled down over bare shoulders. Nipples pointed as Lyndra turned her hips to gaze on her simple body.

“After this moment, you will be able to make yourself any way you wish,” Sekka grinned.

The succubus moved closer, clasping her hands in front of her and bowing her head, “What would you have of me, my Mistress.”

Lyndra gazed at the demon. The hunger had grown and a touch of madness filled her. She wanted nothing more than to be pleased. It gnawed at her like a starving animal. Instincts cried out to feed, but a rising lust fueled her words.

“Kiss me, my demon.” Lyndra’s voice filled the small cave.

Sekka gave a slight nod as she looked into Lyndra’s ghostly eyes. The words carried a deeper meaning the demon knew all too well. Kneeling before her Mistress, she stared at her translucent valley. Lyndra watched as the succubus’s tongue snaked from her perfect lips and caressed the budding folds.

A small gasp filled the cave. Lyndra tilted her head up, lips parting and eyes closing. Bliss bloomed, filling her with that delicate ambrosia she always treasured. Sekka licked, exploring her Mistress. The tip of her tongue grazed Lyndra’s nub and another gasp rose up. A ghostly wetness flowed but Lyndra was lost to the sensations. For some reason, it was stronger than she ever remembered. The digital core lapped at the energy spilling from the demon’s tongue, but she had never known it to feel so good.

Sekka buried her face between ghostly thighs, pleasing her Mistress and causing her own fire to burn brighter. The internal blaze grew and the succubus could not hold back her natural tendencies. A clawed finger slid between her thighs and she rubbed herself over the thin fabric of her thong. Caressing her clit, wetness touched the fabric. Finger circling, she rubbed her sensitive spot while pleasing her Mistress.

The Mistress and demon were locked into a rising tide of pleasure. Lyndra felt her hips moving to Sekka’s rhythm. The succubus moaned her delight as wetness coated her lips. The tempo increased and gentle moans filled the small, intimate cave.

Strange new nerves curled as Lyndra’s moans grew louder. Sekka rubbed herself, thong soaked with lust. The frantic need for release pushed on tight nerves and both Mistress and demon drew closer, their internal dams cracking.

Lyndra wanted to lose herself in the moment. Pleasure cried out, but memories pushed at the edge of her mind. The core fought with herself, trying to enjoy the moment, but the harrowing knowledge of knowing this was her new life hadn’t fully retreated. Her old life flashed as it mixed with the rising bliss. Digital death wrapped its shroud around her shoulders, whispering that she could actually die. Players would come to her and she would have to defeat them or face the abyss once again.

The abyss roared into her mind as she was reaching the apex of pleasure. The pain called out to whip at her body again. It wanted to drive her into submission. In her heart, she never wanted to be at anyone’s mercy ever again. The faint sting of shadows standing over her, yelling and beating her prone body slipped in just enough to spike her inner world.

The ghostly form of Lyndra shuddered. The dam exploded and her nerves flared with golden light. Sekka listened as moans spilled from Lyndra’s lips. The taste had changed and the succubus could no longer hold back her own needs. Wetness dripped from her thong as a devilish orgasm flashed. The demon stayed to task, licking at her Mistress while bliss filled her nubile body.

Lyndra tasted the demoness’ orgasm and drank it in. Eyes opening, the power rushed to her center and slipped into a sphere. Lyndra stayed in the moment, drinking in every drop until she was full.

+100 to the Alteration Sphere!

Sekka stayed nestled, licking her Mistress and rubbing herself. Eyes opening, she gazed on the ghostly form of her Mistress and rubbed herself to another orgasm. The cave grew warm, but it didn’t affect the dungeon core and her servant.

Lyndra looked down with a kind gaze, “Let’s begin our work.”


Three

Lyndra stayed in her ghostly form as she turned to her core lying on the ground. Energy fueling her body, command prompts appeared in her vision. Unlike her cleric avatar where she sometimes had to call up menus to access commands and abilities, the dungeon core watched as the commands appeared in her vision. She could mentally highlight and execute a command or ability instantly. It would make her dungeon building that much quicker and less time consuming.

Sekka stood behind her, wings folded back and head bowed, waiting for a command from her Mistress. Lyndra ignored her servant as she prepared. The cave was small and the single tunnel stretched on. The core could not feel beyond the room so she had no idea what lay in the darkness. To grow her power, she had to grow her territory. The rats from earlier came from somewhere so the core suspected there was a network of caves leading out from her chamber.

A map appeared in her vision, showing the small cave and the tunnel leading out. A grid appeared and overlaid it. Zooming out, the cave became a glowing dot in black grid. Lyndra thought over her actions. Despite filling her spheres, her power was still weak. Looking to the cost of an elemental, it would drain 80 points from her elemental sphere. Lyndra knew she had to start somewhere and activated the ability.

The small cave shook before the ground cracked as dirt and stones clawed up further into the cave. Lyndra watched as the stones and dirt formed into a basic humanoid shape. The earth elemental trembled for a moment before it finished forming its body. With a step forward, it knelt before its Mistress.

“Carve out this room. Make it bigger and something benefiting to your Mistress,” Lyndra commanded.

The earth elemental bowed its black head again before it stood up. Rocky hands and fingers opened and the elemental moved to the cave wall. Digging rocky fingers into the wall, the surface rippled and started to change. Lyndra and Sekka watched as the wall turned into sections of hard stone. The rippling effect continued, spreading out until the entire room shifted from roundish to a hard square. The elemental moved along, finishing the stone. An altar rose up in the middle of the room and spikes curved outward from the top.

Lyndra walked over to her core and picked it up. With a knowing smile, she stepped over to the altar and placed the large crystal within the curved spikes. The dungeon core nestled in its new home. Runic eye carvings appeared along the base of the altar and Lyndra looked to them with an approving nod.

Lyndra Spire

Dungeon Core

Hit Points: 10,000/10,000

Elemental Sphere: 20/100

Necromancy Sphere: 100/100

Alteration Sphere: 100/100

Lyndra turned from the altar, the light of her core glowing in the stone chamber, “I will need more servants.”

Ghostly hands out, she called on the powers of the necromancy sphere. Thirty points drained as she felt the dead rats hovering within the room. Arcane circles appeared on the stone floor and the three rats sacrificed to her began to rise up. Once they were fully raised, the arcane circles faded from sight and three white eyed rats stared up at their Mistress.

Lyndra Spire

Dungeon Core

Hit Points: 10,000/10,000

Elemental Sphere: 20/100

Necromancy Sphere: 70/100

Alteration Sphere: 100/100

Lyndra smiled as she looked to her loyal creatures, “Search the tunnels. Bring back any gold or gems you may find. Find the opening to the outside world and rush back to me.”

The rats squeaked before running off into the dark tunnel.

“Mistress, since they are your loyal servants, you will be able to see through their eyes for a time. It will cost points from the appropriate sphere.”

Lyndra gave a wicked grin as she spent three points from the necromancy sphere. The room around her melted away and she watched as her body bounded up and down through the dark tunnels. The rush of running coiled around her senses as she gazed out through dead rat eyes. One managed to find a small gem lying on the ground, another rat pressed on, stopping and sniffing at the air before continuing. The last rat scurried through the small maze of tunnels as if it remembered where it was going.

The dungeon core watched with fascination until a small glow of light touched the rat’s hazy vision. Lyndra called up her map and the area were marked as the rat reached the tunnel entrance. Sunlight poured down beyond the tunnel entrance, filling the green lands beyond in a golden light.

“Sekka, can I step beyond my dungeon?” Lyndra asked.

The succubus’s expression saddened, “Not for long my Mistress. The farther you are away from your core, the weaker your form will become. You will need to store a great amount of power to stray from your domain. Your servants may go out into the world, but you cannot.”

Lyndra smiled to herself, “Then let’s make my domain a place none would ever want to leave.”

The ghostly form of Lyndra vibrated before color began to fill it. A black robe with arcane symbols flowed out as muscle and skin appeared. Sekka watched as her Mistress’ hair turned from white to a dark purple. The black robe with golden symbols covered her hourglass figure. Eyes rolled into place and full, plump lips stretching into a leer. Smooth skin covered her body as the robe settled. Full breasts pressed against the thin cloth. A plunging neckline pointed down displaying her perfect cleavage. A corset wrapped around her waist, pulling it together.

Lyndra let her feet remain bare. She liked the feel of the dirt and stone on them. Black lipstick painted over her full lips. Points drained from her alteration sphere as her body finished forming. With a snap of her fingers, a mirror appeared and the Mistress eyed her new body. She purposely made herself a little more voluptuous than she was before, but that was her old life. In this new one, she could look like anything she wanted. Taking on the appearance of an oversexed sorceress seemed to fill the mood and Lyndra gave herself a nod of approval.

“I can get used to this,” Lyndra said to her reflection.

***

Time bled together as Lyndra designed her new home. Rats would find gems or the odd coin lying in the tunnels and bring them back to their Mistress. Lyndra discovered that her avatar form could ingest the gems and coins and their power would fill her dungeon core. Soon she was satiated, but the rats would bring more. Not long after, a tiny treasure pile began to form in her dungeon core room. Knowing she didn’t want to call it that, she instructed the earth elemental to carve out the word “Heart” in the room. This would be the center of her dungeon.

Lyndra was enjoying the building aspect. Once she was full, she summoned another earth elemental and then another. They worked quickly to carve out an adjacent room next to her heart room. A stone slab was carved up to form a bed and stone shelves lined the walls. Lyndra introduced Sekka to her new room and the succubus was delighted, even if it didn’t contain much.

Lyndra knew she would have to acquire other items to furnish her rooms and sections of her dungeon. Cloth and furniture had joined the list of the many things she needed to truly make this a home. For now, she returned to designing her dungeon further.

The elementals worked tirelessly to expand into the tunnels and shape them into stone corridors. As time marched on, Lyndra noticed the elementals would only work for a few days each before they melted back into the earth. She set about re-summoning them to continue their work. A nagging thought routinely stabbed into her thoughts that she could be attacked by anyone at any time. If any players found the entrance, she wouldn’t be strong enough to fight them off. It spurred her on to continue making rooms and spreading out her influence.

With each newly formed room, the dungeon core realized her sphere caps increased. Corridors lifted the cap by one point. Small rooms lifted it by five points. Medium sized rooms lifted it by ten points and large or cavern sized rooms lifted it by twenty points. The larger her dungeon, the more power her core could contain.

Lyndra’s eyes grew to the size of saucers as she became obsessed with growing. Empty rooms stood as her elementals worked to expand her dungeon. Sekka gave advice on creating rooms to be used later for her dwellers. Food sources were necessary and Lyndra created a large cavern. Sekka plucked the few mushrooms she found and began planting them in the cavern. Lyndra soon used her elemental abilities to summon water and push nutrients to the mushrooms. They began to grow at a faster rate and soon the cavern was filled with larger than average mushrooms.

Mistress Spire continued her work, but also opened her senses. She could see through her rooms without spending any points from her spheres. It seemed she only needed to spend it when she moved beyond her dungeon territory. This made her work easier as she kept tabs on her elementals and commanding them to fulfill certain designs.

The dungeon grew with each passing day and night, but Lyndra knew she needed more if she truly wanted to be protected in her underground kingdom. Metal and wood were needed to create doors to chambers. Traps required metal to work. The metal she could find, but wood and other items were on the surface world. Lyndra also noticed she had no dwellers to speak of unless she counted the rats. As helpful as they were with scouting, they would make poor dwellers in her dungeon.

Lyndra soon had eight earth elementals building rooms. She tasked two of them to mine metals and tasked a third one to search out gems. The Mistress knew if she could find veins of metals or gems, it would make it easier to fill the dungeon.

The elementals worked silently, following their Mistress’ commands. Lyndra would send her dungeon sight along corridors. Sekka was tasked with cultivating the mushrooms because the elementals didn’t have the ability to farm. The work continued in an orderly fashion until Lyndra caught sight of Sekka hunched over in a stone corridor.

Lyndra floated closer, gazing down on the demon as she feasted on a rat. Blood dripped from her fingers as the demon looked on with indifferent eyes. A pang of regret filled the core as she looked down on her servant. As far as she knew, she had created a food source, but not one for her beloved servant. Sekka needed to eat and Lyndra figured mushrooms would not be enough for a succubus.

Sekka clamped her pointed teeth on a piece of the rat and ripped furry flesh from it when Lyndra appeared before her. The succubus looked up and then bowed her head in shame.

Lyndra knelt to her servant, “You should have told me you were hungry.”

Sekka looked away, “I understand your work is important. I didn’t want to trouble you with my petty needs.”

Lyndra gave a gentle smile, “I will make sure you never go hungry.”

Sekka gave a bloody weak smile, the butchered rat still in her hand. Lyndra stayed where she was, puzzled. The rat had not shattered like everything else that died in Lewd Saga. Never having to eat before, she saw that her servant and possibly her dwellers would need more than the cavern of mushrooms to sustain them.

The Mistress stood up just as an earth elemental shambled down the corridor. Lyndra looked to the elemental while Sekka slowly stood up. The rock and earth humanoid held up a closed fist. Lyndra could feel the dim vibration of power emanating from its hand as it slowly uncurled its rocky fingers.


Four

Sekka stood up as Lyndra stepped closer to her elemental servant. The Mistress gazed down at the earth elemental’s open hand and marveled as the small reddish gem in its palm. The succubus stepped closer, half closed eyes on the gem and a small smile blooming.

“It’s a Beacon crystal,” Sekka said with a whisper.

The succubus reached down and picked up the crystal, holding it before her Mistress, “The crystal shows me an image of a small lizard like humanoid. I believe this is a beacon crystal for kobolds.”

Lyndra remembered there were two species of kobold on Lukken. One was dog-like, often rabid and stupid. She had on many occasions bashed her mace against their skulls. They very much acted like wild humanoid animals with extremely low intelligence and following their baser instincts.

The dungeon core then remembered the lizard-like kobolds. They tended to be a bit more organized and carried a slightly higher intelligence then their dog-ish cousins. Lyndra recalled how she shattered their bodies as well, but they had a stronger fighting spirit and sometimes used tactics. Gazing into the crystal, Lyndra could see the lizard kobold and knew this was what she needed to begin.

Lyndra turned her eyes from the crystal to Sekka, “Meet me at the Heart with the crystal.”

In a flash, the Dungeon Mistress appeared in the Heart chamber. Her core pulsed brightly. Lyndra moved to the rear of the chamber, across from her heart and the front entrance way. Spending points from the Elemental Sphere, another earth elemental seeped up from the cracks in the stone floor and formed next to their mistress.

“Carve out a place for a beacon crystal,” Lyndra commanded.

The elemental moved to the wall and pressed its rocky hand to it. The stone melted and shifted until an alcove appeared. A small stone rod rose up and the end splintered into claw like spikes.

Sekka entered the dungeon’s Heart chamber and stepped to her Mistress’ side, palm up with the crystal glowing. Lyndra picked up the crystal and placed it on the alcove stand. It was slightly smaller than her palm. The crystal nestled into its new home and a delicate melody played on for a few seconds before going silent.

“In time, kobolds will be drawn to this place,” Sekka said with a small bloody grin.

“Then let’s welcome my new dwellers with a home they can be proud of,” Lyndra returned the smile.

***

Time pressed on. Lyndra’s world began to melt into her purpose. The notion of being a digital clone of her player faded to the background of her mind. The construction of her dungeon had become all consuming. Elementals worked under her watchful gaze, expanding rooms, corridors and cavern-like chambers. Summoning water elementals helped to find an underground river which further led to a subterranean lake. The water elementals informed their Mistress the water was safe to drink and blind fish swam in its waters.

Lyndra was delighted as she had the water elementals harvest some of the fish and bring them to Sekka. The succubus servant was delighted and began eating them raw. Lyndra did not like the primal version of her servant and had the earth elementals create a kitchen and dining room for their Mistress and her servant. A fire pit was made and crude stone tools were shaped.

Sekka cooked her first meal of white fish and devoured it with glee. Lyndra continued to look at her domain and was still not satisfied. She didn’t want her servants and future dwellers to live in squalor. Commanding her earth elementals, they found veins of iron and had them craft metal dining ware. The utensils were a little rough, but they functioned for now. Lyndra knew she needed a blacksmith to create finer dinnerware.

The list of needs grew. Lyndra plotted and planned as she needed wood, cloth and finer items to truly make her dungeon home. Sekka continued to sleep on the stone slab bed but each night, Lyndra grew further concerned. Trying to make them comfortable, a faint memory of wine and spirits flowed in on comforting tides. Lyndra missed drinking fine wines and ales, but there were none to be had in her dungeon.

Putting her wishes on the virtual list, she continued to have her servants carve out large chambers. The elementals used the new found iron to shape metal doors, but it was time consuming. An iron door was crafted and placed at the entrance to the Heart Chamber. A few more doors were made and placed in strategic places before Lyndra directed her elementals to continue working on making rooms.

The more rooms that were carved out, the stronger Lyndra had become. Her elemental sphere grew in power, but her necromancy and alteration spheres languished with small increases. No creatures entered her dungeon and she had not taken on lovers. Building the dungeon was her priority, but she needed to work on her other spheres. It was only a matter of time before adventurers came to explore and she wouldn’t let them destroy everything she had built.

Then the kobolds arrived.

Lyndra could barely contain herself as she watched a small group timidly step through the entrance and began exploring. The rocky entrance turned to smooth stone and they ventured in further. Holding their small spears, they yelped when they saw the earth elementals passing through, not even acknowledging their existence. Lyndra didn’t want to spook them right away and waited until they ventured into the larger chambers and placed their packs on the stone floor.

The air shifted and Lyndra appeared before them. The kobolds grabbed their spears and huddled together, eyes on the beautiful woman.

“Welcome to my home,” Lyndra beamed.

The kobolds looked to her with nervous energy until one stepped forward, spear still pointed.

“We mean no disrespect. We seek new home,” the kobold spoke in their language, but Lyndra surprisingly could understand.

Lyndra nodded, “This place can be your new home…under the condition you accept me as your Mistress. This is my dungeon. If you follow me, I will protect you from the outside world.”

The kobolds looked to one another, but the leader simply gave a grave nod.

“We will follow, Mistress.”

“Excellent. What is your name, brave kobold?”

“Lunn, Mistress,” the kobold bowed his head.

“Lunn, you and your people make yourselves comfortable. I will have tasks for you all when you have settled in.”

Lyndra’s body slipped away like sand in the wind, but she remained invisible to see their reaction. The kobolds chattered with one another, but Lunn hushed them, telling them this was their new home. The others quieted down and accepted with a silent nod.

The kobolds began making one of the large chambers their home. They set up leathery tents and spread out their meager possessions. Lyndra counted nine of them, two of them pregnant. She knew they would multiply like rabbits, but there was plenty of space for them to grow. The Mistress was happy to finally have dwellers.

Lyndra watched them as the day turned to evening. The kobolds huddled together in the cool, damp dungeon. They didn’t make a fire and Lyndra figured if there was no way to vent the smoke, they would suffocate. Not wanting them to suffer in their new home, Lyndra called on an earth elemental to draw up magma while another entered the large chamber as the kobolds slept. Silently it carved out a small pit with a small stone wall around it. Magma welled up from cracks and filled the pit.

The kobold chamber began to warm. Soon the kobolds emerged from their tents to the light glow in the center of their new home. Magma bubbled as heat filled the room to a comfortable level. Small razor smiles appeared along their scaly snouts and they fell to their knees, thanking their Mistress.

Lyndra gave an invisible smile as they returned to their tents and slept in comfort.

***
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The dungeon grew and Lyndra’s new dwellers took to their new home. Sekka would go to them, telling them where they can fish or harvest mushrooms to eat. The kobolds were so thankful; they told the succubus of seeds they carried of different variety of mushrooms to grow. Three kobolds took it upon themselves to farm the mushroom cavern while two others would fish in the lake cavern. The remaining four stayed behind to take care of each other through their pregnancies. They would prepare food and paint on the walls.

Lyndra found the new dwellers interesting, but only checked on them once in a while. She went about expanding her underground kingdom with renewed energy. It wasn’t long before the kobolds gave birth to more of their kin and it wasn’t long after that before all the females were pregnant again. Happiness took root and every night they sang and danced in their new home.

***

Sekka would often work with the kobolds as they farmed. Days turned into weeks and new mushrooms began to grow. The succubus found them delicious and added them to her diet of fresh fish.

Lyndra enjoyed watching them interact and it warmed her dungeon heart when they came to her for advice. Despite their growing comfort, they were still put off by the dungeon Mistress when she would visit from time to time. Sekka assured them that she was kind to her dwellers, but Lyndra knew it would be a long time before they truly felt at ease.

The Mistress watched through her dungeon sight the young kobolds playing and rough housing when a grunt filled her senses. Lyndra could feel a body enter the dungeon. Changing her sight to the entrance, she watched as a figure in leather armor and a raised hood stumbled in. He clutched at his side, blood dripping between fingers.

Unsure what was happening, Lyndra watched as the invader stumbled in further. Several figures appeared at the entrance and stepped in; blades drawn.

“Come here you dirty elf! We just want to stick you a few more times for good measure,” said one of the figures.

The wounded intruder grunted under his breath and he made his way deeper down the corridor. Soon it changed into smooth stone, but the figure stumbled along, a bloody hand painting the wall with each misstep. Four figures followed, but Lyndra could see them clearly. The four men were all dressed in light armor, with their swords before them and look of murder in their eyes. Lyndra knew they couldn’t leave here alive for they would tell others of her location.

The wounded figure fell to his knees, huffing and puffing. Pulling his hood back, he gasped for air. Lyndra was invisible, mere feet from him when she drank in his features. The dark elf struggled to stand up, but only made it an inch before falling to his knees again. His face was smooth, dark violet skin firm against his handsome features. Stark white hair flowed down over his shoulders. Red eyes darted around as he dug into his belt pouch and pulled out a vial. Pressing it to his lips, he drank it deeply before wiping his mouth with his forearm. Placing the empty vial back in the pouch, he pulled a wicked looking dagger from his belt and sat against the wall, breathing heavy.

Lyndra could see he had taken a healing potion but the effect was not immediate. He needed time for it to begin working its magic. Glancing down the corridor, the men pulled out and lit torches. Once lit, they moved in further, light gleaming off their swords.

“I have failed my people,” the dark elf whispered.

Lyndra appeared before the dark elf. Red eyes looked up and widened at the sudden appearance of a beautiful woman. Lyndra turned her attention to the corridor as the men inched closer, eyes on her and torches casting an orange glow.

“What do we have here?” one of the men leered as he looked to Lyndra’s curvy form.

“Does anyone else know you’re here?” Lyndra asked simply.

The men stopped in their tracks, brows creasing in confusion.

“What kind of question is that?” one of them growled.

Lyndra gave a pleasant smile, “I want to know if I’m expecting more guests. You gentlemen seem like the hungry sort and it has been so lonely down here.”

The men lowered their swords a few inches.

“No, no one knows we are here. Nor would we want anyone to know if we are going to taste that beautiful body of yours,” one of them leered.

The one talking turned his head slightly and talked out the corner of his mouth, “What do you say, lads? Kill the elf and spend some time with this poor lonely lass?”

Heads nodded in agreement and then they began to step forward.

Lyndra tilted her head and closed her eyes, “It sounds like it will be a hot time.”

The torches the men carried flared brighter. Panicked chaos filled the corridor as the flaming torches burst into flaming monsters. The men managed to scream as four fire elementals struck them down with large, fiery hands.

Screams bounced off the stone walls as the men burned to death, their bodies cracking and shattering into greenish shards.

Lyndra watched as they burned to nothing before turning to the stunned dark elf, “Welcome to my home. Follow me.”

The dark elf stared as Lyndra turned and began walking deeper down the corridor, tendrils of smoke filling the area.
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The dark elf stood, swaying slightly before walking after the mysterious woman. The wound in his stomach had begun to close, but the pain was still there. Each step became easier and the pain ebbed. Soon he was walking normally, following the robed woman down twisting corridors.

“Do you live down here?” the dark elf asked.

“You could say that,” Lyndra smiled to herself.

“I can’t thank you enough for helping me back there. Those rogues were going to skewer me.”

“Why were they chasing you?”

The dark elf flashed white teeth, “Their women seemed to like me more.”

Lyndra turned into a dark room. The dark elf followed. Inky darkness filled the dark elf’s vision. Even with the low light, the dark elf watched as the robed woman moved to the other side of the chamber, turned and snapped her fingers.

Torches appeared out of nowhere along the walls. The light caused the dark elf to squint and hold up his hand to block out the light. The flash of light dimmed and he lowered his hand.

The robed woman sat in a luxurious high-backed chair, one leg crossed over the other and a fingertip to the edge of her mouth. She eyed the dark elf with a seductive gaze. The dungeon core remembered the dark elves she encountered on her adventures. They were selfless lovers, bent on pleasing before satisfying their own needs. Eyes drank in his strong shoulders and weather-beaten travelling clothes. His white hair nearly glowed with ethereal light as he remained standing before her.

The dark elf seemed to forget his manners and knelt before her, “Forgive me. My name is Deeken Black Flame.  I cannot thank you enough for your aid. I wish to repay your kindness any way I can.”

Lyndra eyed him, “You mentioned you failed your people. How did you fail them?”

Deeken kept his head bowed, “I am searching for a new home for my people. The trolls attacked our caves to the south, stealing those who knew portal magic. They burned the rest of us out. My band of thirty is seeking refuge north of Journey road. I was scouting when I came across a town a few days from here.”

Deeken looked up with a glint in his eye, “I lingered too long and found myself in the company of several women. Their men didn’t like that.”

Lyndra blanked her face as she spoke, “You boast your misdeeds?”

Deeken’s brow rose, “No boasting. Simply an explanation on how I arrived.

An idea formed, but Lyndra kept her warm gaze, “You mentioned you wish to repay me for my aid. I may have such tasks for those willing.”

Deeken stood up but bowed his head again, “I am in your debt. I would be willing to repay your kind efforts.”

Lyndra let her hands lay on the armrests, “My home requires things. If you can procure some items, we can discuss further on how we can help your people.”

Deeken smiled, “What do you wish for?”

Lyndra knew dark elves could be tricky, but giving him a simple errand would prove his worth somewhat. The kobolds did speak of a town two days from here. They noticed it on their travels and circled around it, but the dark elf may have an easier time gaining some items.

Sekka, bring a small sack of gold to me.

“It’s a simple quest. Procure some simple items and that will curry favor with me. If you run off, never come here again or I will burn you just as I burned those men. Do you understand?”

Deeken nodded, “I understand.”

Sekka appeared at the doorway, a small sack in her hand. She stepped in, half closed eyes on the dark elf. Deeken turned to the succubus, eyes widening a hair as he gazed on her barely covered form. Sekka tossed the coin sack and Deeken caught it in one hand. He held it to him, opening the top and seeing a small fortune in coins.

“There is more of that if you fulfill my requests,” Lyndra said with a whimsical tone.

“What is your will, beautiful sorceress,” Deeken said as he turned back to Lyndra.

Lyndra listed a few items such as wine, silk blankets, furs and a few other items to make her home a little more comfortable. She let the dark elf know that there would be more gold if he returned in a timely manner.

“I can procure these items easily. Give me a few days and I will return with full arms.”

Lyndra kept her face blank, “Then go my handsome dark elf. Follow the torches to the entrance. I expect to see you soon.”

Deeken bowed and stood back up. Turning, he walked to the room entrance, but gave Sekka a warm once over before disappearing into the corridor. Sekka stepped closer to her Mistress, head bowed.

“Do you trust him to come back?”

Lyndra smiled, “Perhaps, but that is a matter for another day.”

Lyndra changed the subject, “Have the elementals found anything else of interest?”

Sekka nodded, “They did find a vein of gold. They will begin mining and adding it to the Heart chamber. It will increase your wealth over the coming weeks.”

“And how are our kobolds?”

Sekka grinned, “They have taken well to living here. They have been most helpful in the mushroom cavern. The other female kobolds are expecting to have their children soon. Their numbers should be over fifty in the next few nights.”

Lyndra nodded as she gazed on her beautiful servant, “Then let us prepare to welcome new dwellers to my dungeon kingdom.”

***

The dungeon grew a room at a time. Lyndra walked the corridors and rooms, plans within plans circling her mind. Amid those plans, the handsome image of Deeken clouded her thoughts. As the nights passed, she longed for his return. Despite the logic of knowing he may never come, no matter how brief it was, it was nice to have someone admire her for a small spell.

The dungeon felt like home and the kobolds were wondrous dwellers. They worked hard and were eager to please their mistress. Lyndra at times would feel a pang of guilt as she remembered the many times, she had slaughtered them on adventures. She never thought much of them other than as mindless NPCs, but as she watched them grow; their true selves began to shine in the dark dungeon. Their numbers had indeed bloomed to beyond fifty members and the Dungeon Mistress often spied on the little ones as they played and worked alongside their mothers.

Lyndra walked down an empty corridor. She wanted nothing more than to create a home worth living in. She had turned her attention to a large room by her core. She had it constructed and molded to her liking. A stone slab rose up in the middle and carvings dotted the walls, but it was cold and empty. The times she spent with Sekka were hot and fun, but the core dreamed of other lovers to fill her needs. The kobolds were a fine people, but they did not meet her lustful requirements.

Thinking back, the image of the dark elf swam in her thoughts. If Deeken returned and brought his people, they could live here. The men would be hers and they would aid in protecting the dungeon. Sekka often spoke of their magical studies and abilities. It would be a situation of convenience, but one the core was not against. As much as the elementals tunneled and searched, no other beacon crystals were found. The search could take longer than expected and the Mistress felt time was starting to run out. Without certain dwellers to create traps and other items, she was still at the mercy of others discovering her.

A nagging thought filled the Mistress as she wondered if Deeken would tell others. She tried to comfort herself with promises of gold to keep him quiet. If he stayed with his people, they would be under her control and she would feel better, if he returned.

Lyndra’s former life spread out like a mental tapestry. How simple it used to be, adventuring and fucking until she passed out. Part of her missed those times, but now she was here, growing a dungeon to protect her tenuous hold on this digital reality. Thoughts flowed to questions, wondering what her real self was doing at this time. Was she happy? Did she still play? Did her adventures take her to the corners of Lukken and beyond?

Lyndra smiled sadly to herself. She accepted her fate, but at times she disliked the direction it took. Being ripped from the abyss and placed underground to build a dungeon kingdom refocused her aimless life. Try as she might, she tried to recall her life outside of the game, but no memories came. The mental haze was thick and she guessed the powers that be made it that way so not to ruin the immersion for players in the game. It still sent an annoyed sliver up her spine and she often went back to carving out her dungeon to take her mind off of it.

Ten days passed since Deeken departed. Lyndra felt the light of hope dim and soon resigned herself to the fact the dark elf was not returning. Sekka noticed the touch of pain in her Mistress’ eyes and offered to go to the towns to retrieve items to furnish her dungeon. Lyndra contemplated it, but the succubus was much too valuable to chance leaving.

Lyndra ordered the succubus to stay. They would continue to mine and search for another Beacon crystal. If one was found to summon humanoids, her new dwellers would go forth and procure or take what their Mistress desired.

On the eleventh evening, Lyndra sensed a presence at the dungeon entrance. Blinking from a room to the main corridor leading in, she stepped through the darkness to see the dying evening light and a horse and wagon just beyond. Deeken stepped down off the wagon and stepped to the entrance. The red eyes of the dark elf glowed, as did his bright white smile.

“Sorceress?” Deeken said to the darkness.

Lyndra was overjoyed as she looked to him and the full wagon beyond. The dungeon core had widened the entrance seven days earlier to welcome the dark elf with his many goods. Seeing him now, she emerged from the shadows, but stayed in her dungeon.

“You returned,” Lyndra smiled.

Deeken bowed. “Please forgive me. It took longer than I expected to gather the items and a few extras. May I come in?”

“You may,” Lyndra said and mentally called to Sekka and the kobolds.

Deeken kept his smile as he stepped back to the horse. Grabbing the reins, he tried to pull the horse and wagon in when the horse began neighing and stamping its front hooves.

“Come on,” Deeken grunted as he tried to keep control.

The horse fought harder, pulling away and wide eyes staring down the wide dark tunnel, the faint form of Lyndra barely visible. Deeken pulled harder but the horse panicked. With a mighty pull, it broke from the dark elf’s grasp and tried to run off. The wagon slowed it down slightly as it tried to turn the heavy cart. Struggling, it lifted its front legs and screeched.

The horse’s screeches filled the area and a sliver of panic washed over Lyndra. Deeken tried to calm it down, but the horse tried harder, the wood bar at its sides cracking. The screeching grew louder and louder and before Deeken could grab the flaying reins, a thick lightning bolt streamed from the dark tunnel and slammed into the horse.

The dark elf took a step back as the horse screeched again before a second bolt struck its side and exploded out the other side. The horse’s body cracked and then burst into shards of light. Deeken looked back at the entrance, his eyes wide.

Lyndra stood in the shadows. Beady eyes filled the darkness behind her before the kobolds spilled out. Dozens moved outside and surrounded the dark elf before they converged on the wagon. Little reptilian bodies took hold, pushing and pulling as a group, bringing the wagon into the tunnel. Deeken moved with them, eyes on Lyndra as she beckoned him with a finger.

Lyndra turned and began walking, Deeken behind her and the kobolds pulling the wagon inside. The group pressed on until they reached a four-way corridor. Deeken’s eyebrows raised as four partially decomposed corpses shuffled into view. The dark elf recognized them as the men who chased him before and he smirked.

Kobolds jumped on the wagon and pulled away the protective sheet. Lyndra stood to the side, keeping her face blank, but her digital heart soared. The wagon was stuffed with blankets, furs, silks and crates. Kobolds opened the tops of the crates to display their contents. Sealed wine bottles gleamed in the torch light from several crates while others contained paintings and books.

“The town was lacking in some items so I travelled a little farther,” Deeken said as he pulled out a bottle of wine. “I wasn’t sure of your tastes so I purchased several bottles of each.”

Lyndra smiled as Sekka appeared from a corridor. “Have the kobolds and the dead bring the items to the designated places and storage. Be sure to have the furnishings in place.”

Sekka bowed and moved to the side of the wagon. The succubus began ordering the kobolds and dead, each giving them a task to complete. Deeken stepped closer to Lyndra, a bottle of wine still in his hand.

Lyndra turned her gaze to him, “Follow me.”

Lyndra turned and began walking, Deeken close behind. Soon they walked side by side as the Mistress walked with an even pace.

“The horse….” Lyndra began.

Deeken nodded, “No need to say anything. I only bought the horse a few days ago and we didn’t bond. It tolerated me, but my kind has very little use for horses, beautiful sorceress.”

“My name is Lyndra,” the Mistress said as she continued to look forward.

“A beautiful name for a beautiful woman,” Deeken said smoothly.

The pair made their way deeper until they arrived at a cavern. It was vast, the end barely visible in the few torches glowing at the entrance. A small lake was to one side and flat land filled the rest. Earth elementals worked, expanding the cavern to make it even larger.

“It is beautiful here,” Deeken said as he stepped in a little further.

“I thought you would find it beautiful. I had it prepared should you return.”

The dark elf turned to Lyndra, stepped closer and fell to one knee, “I know I took longer than expected, but your beauty could not leave my dreams. I wanted to be sure to return with items to impress and match your beauty.”

Warmth bloomed inside Lyndra as she looked to the dark elf. The joy of having new things in her dungeon seemed to help ease her further into her fate. Thoughts danced of having more dark elves to call upon filled her heart as her mind worked to make it happen.

“You have done well. I had this cavern designed so your people will have a place to stay, if they wish to come here.”

Deeken looked up with wide eyes, “The cavern is beautiful and your offer is generous. You saved my life and I feel the connection between us. I’m sure I can convince my people to come here.”

Lyndra’s eyes took on a dark edge, “Will they serve me? Will you serve me?”

Deeken bowed his head, “They will serve. I will serve. This is your domain and it would be rude to think anything otherwise. They will be happy to have a home.”

The dark elf looked up with warm red eyes, “I would seek to only please, Mistress.”

The warmth flared into a small storm, but Lyndra didn’t let on. Instead she took a step closer, eyes on the handsome dark elf.

“Then perhaps we can further discuss an agreement between my home and your people?”

Deeken stood up, a small smirk appearing, “I would gladly warm your home with my presence.”

Lyndra could not fight the small smile blooming. Sekka stepped to the cavern entrance and bowed to her Mistress, an eye on the dark elf.

“Your room is furnished,” the succubus said simply.

Lyndra looked to Deeken, “Shall we sit and discuss the future?”

Deeken returned her smile, “I would be honored.”


Six

With a wave of Lyndra’s hand, the metal door swung open. Stepping in, she drank in her new bedroom chamber with restrained delight.

The walls were covered in paintings as a large fireplace stood to her left. Instead of burning wood, a stream of lava flowed down, casting a comforting hot glow. The middle of the room had a large stone slab, but the new furs and silks covered it. Puffy pillows lay on one end and paintings of Lukken landscapes hung on the wall behind it. A stone table stood off to the side with two wooden chairs, cloth covering it and two bottles of wine in view. Two wine glasses shined in the chambers glow.

Sekka stood off to the side, a small smile on her lips as Lyndra stepped in. The Dungeon Mistress was nearly giddy as her room looked like a real bedchamber. The succubus walked closer, seeing and feeling her Mistress’ mood lighten. Deeken stayed at the bedroom entrance, his own smile shining.

Lyndra turned around to Sekka, stepped forward and kissed her. The succubus’s knees weakened as her Mistress slid her tongue in for a moment before pulling it back.

“Thank you for having it arranged so quickly. Be sure to furnish your room and make it as comfortable as you like.” Lyndra said.

Sekka bowed her head, “As you command, my Mistress.”

The succubus turned to leave, but hesitated as she looked at Deeken.

Lyndra caught the moment, “No need to concern yourself. Deeken and I will be discussing the future for a few hours. Once you’re done, feel free to return to check on us.”

Sekka bowed again, “As you wish.”

The succubus moved to the doorway. Deeken stepped aside and the winged demon walked past, not giving him a second glance.

Lyndra moved to the stone table and chairs. With a thought, she channeled her Alteration. The chairs shifted into grand seating. Velvet cushions rose up as the edges took on a golden sheen. With a dramatic turn, she sat down in one of the red velvet chairs. Robe at her leg falling to the side, a toned leg swept up and crossed over her other leg, hand pointing to the wine bottles.

“Deeken, please do the honors.”

The dark elf stepped closer, the iron door to the room closing shut behind him. Picking up a corkscrew and bottle, he worked the screw into the cork and began twisting. A moment later, the cork popped loose and dark red wine spilled into the empty glass and then the other. Putting the bottle down, he lifted up both glasses and handed one to Lyndra.

The dungeon mistress held up her glass and the two made a silent toast before taking a sip. When the wine touched Lyndra’s tongue, her body surged with a deep craving. Memories from the game began spilling in on how she loved drinking after a long adventure. Nearly forgetting the taste, it roared with hunger as her sip turned to a gulp.

Deeken watched, amused as Lyndra gulped down wine until the glass was empty. Lifting up the bottle, he poured her some more. Sipping on his own wine, he gazed on the purple haired beauty as she sipped this time, savoring the taste.

“Does Mistress approve?” the dark elf asked as he sat in the chair across from her.

Lyndra nodded, “I do. It is splendid.”

“It must be hard to live down here, so far from any real civilization?”

The dungeon core took another sip, “It can be. One forgets the little things that make one happy.”

“I’m sure you have your reasons for being here, but with your power, couldn't you can take over a kingdom or two?”

Lyndra let out a small laugh, “Maybe, but the solace is comforting.”

“What brought you here? Had the outside world become not to your tastes?”

Lyndra swirled the wine glass, “It’s a long and complicated tale.”

Deeken’s pointed ears perked up a little, “I’m in no rush to go anywhere. Your beauty is one aspect, but I would like to know deeper aspects of you.”

Lyndra eyed him, the wine already soothing her nerves. He was saying all the right things and he seemed eager and restrained at the same time. Lyndra questioned her own wants and they bubbled under her skin, calling out for the touch of another. Sekka usually nestled her face between her Mistress’ legs but the dungeon core remembered her many nights with different lovers. Each was an experience of their own and Lyndra wanted to have that again.

“I used to adventure across Lukken before everything changed,” Lyndra said as she glanced downward for a moment.

“A sorceress would be prized among adventurers,” Deeken took a sip.

Lyndra smiled, “It would, but I wasn’t always a sorceress. I used to be a cleric, healing my fellow adventures in more ways than one.”

Deeken pressed his elbows on the table, giving Lyndra his full attention, “What changed you?”

Warmth slid up Lyndra’s digital spine as the room grew hazy, “Circumstances beyond my control. I found my new home and have been here ever since.”

“I don’t wish to be too forward, but I can tell there is still a pain in your heart.”

Lyndra looked up at his red eyes, “There is pain in everyone’s heart.”

Deeken stood up and stepped in front of Lyndra. The dungeon core looked up at his handsome features and flowing white hair, warmth filling her stomach and thighs. She hungered and barely held the inner urges at bay.

Deeken knelt before her, but kept his gaze on hers, “You spent your time healing others. It is only fair you are healed as well. I could be your priest, ready to heal your pain away.”

Lyndra eyed his strong neck and collarbone, lost to seductive thoughts. The wine struck at her and she was helpless to its siren song. The heat inside grew and she wondered if it was her programming or what she actually wanted. After a long pause, she knew it was what she wanted and nothing more.

Deeken reached forward and took her hand into his, “Maybe after we discuss the future, we can talk about what I and my people can do for you?”

An internal match went off and a sudden wetness bloomed, “I believe you have more pressing concerns at the moment.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Deeken said, his face still as lake water in winter.

“There is a fire that you must attend too,” Lyndra said with a wicked smirk.

“Point me to the flames,” the dark elf grinned.

Lyndra took his hand and uncurled her legs. They spread slightly; her robe pooled down between them. Deeken let the pale skinned beauty pull his hand to her covered valley. Dark fingers smoothed down her robe, teasing at her. Lyndra let go and sank back into the chair. With a thought, her corset vanished and the front of the robe loosened.

Deeken looked up as his fingers ran down the inner curves of her thighs. The robe parted slightly as the inner curves of her ample breasts shined like a beacon in the night. Dark fingers coiled around the edges of the robe at her waist and parted them to reveal her bare skin underneath. The dark elf stared, mesmerized at her flawless skin and budding pink line, warm thighs calling out to him.

“Lick my wound,” Lyndra hissed a command, eyes half closed.

Deeken lowered his face between her thick thighs. A gleam of wetness shined in the dim light, sparkling like diamonds. The dark elf’s pointed tongue snaked out and licked upwards, making sure to touch her engorged clit. Lyndra leaned her head back, the surge of bliss welcomed. Wetness flowed and another lick raised her spirit higher.

The dark elf pulled away, wetness on his lips and chin, “I shall show you some of the secret delights of my people.”

Lyndra didn’t hear him as the swirl in her belly grew. Deeken pressed his mouth to her valley, tongue snaking out once again and lips moving to arcane words. Lyndra’s lips parted as magical vibrations touched her womanhood. The blissful chorus began to rise as the dark elf licked and whispered his seductive arts.

The dungeon core remembered how some dark elves would use this special skill, but she quickly realized they were amateurs. The vibrations grew at a steady pace and rushed past what she had experienced before. Mouth forming a perfect oval, the lustful symphony played on as tongue and lips caressed her digital spirit.

A pit grew as her nerves coiled. The dark elf pressed his mouth a little firmer against her valley, whispering of unearthly delights. Lyndra reached down, fingers running down both of his pointed ears and holding him close as her hips betrayed her. Unable to control them, she moved with his rhythm, drawing on his muffled whispers. The urge to climax stormed to the surface and she held it back with a weak strength.

“Don’t…stop…” Lyndra hissed.

Deeken pressed on, lost to her taste. Eyes looking up, he watched with mischievous leer as Lyndra soon lost control. The dungeon core held him to her nub, the dam cracking and nerves tight. The dark elf mouthed another arcane word and Lyndra’s eyes opened wide as the weight on her spirit came crashing down.

Nerves loosened as her world opened up. One explosion crashed into her as her head pulled back. A deep moan rose up from her parted lips as bliss washed over her like a tidal wave. Before she could regain her wits, another wave of bliss slammed into her, followed by another. Moans filled the bed chamber as she clutched at his head, keeping him in place and milking every last drop of pleasure.

Deeken continued to lick and slather as creamy thighs clamped on the sides of his head. The dark elf could taste the difference as she bucked, wetness flowing like a river. When the pleasure died down, Lyndra opened her thighs and gazed down on the dark elf kneeling before her.

“Undress,” Lyndra commanded.

Deeken slowly stood up. The dark elf smirked as he began to pull at his clothes to undress. He watched as Lyndra parted her robe fully, creamy breasts defying gravity and pink nipples pointed. Mistress let her own fingers glide down to her wet valley, the tips massaging her glowing nub. She watched as the dark elf undressed, rubbing herself in delicate swirls. The fire had grown into a blaze and it needed to be quenched.

The dark elf shed his clothes a piece at a time while admiring the beautiful Lyndra. Red eyes drank in her smooth, but firm body. She spread her thighs a little more, giving Deeken little recourse, but to stare. Even in his leather leggings, Lyndra spied on his elfhood straining to be free. Belt undone, thumbs slid into the tops of his leggings and pushed down.

Lyndra bit her lip as she continued playing with herself. The dark elf stepped out of his leggings and stood before her. Deeken’s cock was rock hard, raised veins along the shaft and a small tuft of white hair around the base like a halo. Seeing his hard member caused the dungeon core to rub herself a little faster, enjoying the view. An empty pit roared inside her, needing to be filled, but her lips wanted to explore him first.

“To the bed,” Lyndra commanded.

Deeken bowed his head and stepped over to the oversized bed. Turning, he watched as Lyndra was to her feet and walking toward him with sultry steps. Robe falling from her shoulders, she moved with liquid ease, eyeing him like a piece of meat. The dark elf had an athletic build and smooth, dark violet skin. His cock stood on its own power, throbbing with desire.

Lyndra placed her hand on his smooth chest and gave a gentle push. Deeken fell on his firm rump with a playful glint in his smile. Lyndra knelt to the floor, the dark elf’s cock standing up before her. Playing with Sekka had been fun, but to have a real cock before her eyes only added to her desires.

Deeken said nothing as Lyndra gently took hold and licked the end. The rush of digital blood in the dark elf’s member caused it to pulse with a monstrous need. Deeken could see the fiery need in Lyndra’s eyes, but knew better than to take what he wanted. The air whispered between them, unheard thoughts filling the intimate space. He was there to please Lyndra and he knew if did not, she would destroy him in the blink of an eye.

Lyndra eyed him seductively as her lips closed around the throbbing tip. Deeken let out his breath as her tight lips slowly moved down his shaft. Lyndra’s tongue played with tip as she suckled on his member. The dungeon core wanted to torture him and gazing up at his helpless eyes, she was doing just that. The dark elf curled his fingers into the furs and blankets as Lyndra’s head bobbed slightly.

The core knew he would surrender himself to her at any time. The taste of precome touched her tongue and this caused her to engulf his member. Lips touching the base, she held him there as his hips betrayed him. Moving and trying to stuff his lust into her throat, Lyndra enjoyed that she had no gag reflex in this world. She barely moved her head, the heat rising up. The hunger was deafening in her ears, but the dark elf’s inner world must have been screaming.

Deeken grunted as he tried to stay in control. The sensual touch of her lazy tongue against his shaft caused him to grit his teeth. The fact that she held him in place, barely letting his hips move was another crack in the dam. He wanted nothing more than to take her, throw her down and pleasure her, but the beautiful woman before him held the true power. With a lazy lick along the underside of his cock, she pressed it to the roof of her mouth and squeezed.

It was too much as Deeken’s eyes closed and his cock bulged. A stream of seed burst from the tip, splashing against the back of Lyndra’s mouth. The core let out a muffled moan as another spurt painted her throat, followed by another. Opening her mouth, she pulled back and once his cock was clear, another thick spurt splashed against her chest. Thick white seed dripped down between her bouncing breasts and Lyndra leered.

Rising up, she put her hand on his chest once again and pushed him back. Deeken crawled into bed. Lyndra crawled after him until she moved her body over his. Deeken fell back into the furs and blankets, his member dripping come and half hard. Lyndra eyed him as the come between her breasts dripped down onto his chest. Laying on him, she pressed her breasts into his face while his half hard cock hardened against her inner thigh. The touch between them sang as the private dance continued. Lyndra wanted her desires fulfilled and Deeken would perform to her desires.

The dark elf’s cock hardened and touched the tender place between her thighs and round ass. Lyndra cooed her delight as she rubbed her body against his, teasing him. Wetness touched the shaft. Deeken’s maddening desire caused him to reach up and take hold of her waist. Strong hands tried to maneuver Lyndra onto his throbbing cock and she let out a dark giggle.

“This is my domain. You serve me,” Lyndra said in a sinister whisper.

Deeken’s eyebrows gave a questioning raise until an unseen force clamped on his throat, wrists, ankles and took hold of his cock. Lyndra lifted her body up and an invisible force moved Deeken’s cock to her dripping slit. The dungeon core sighed as she pressed down, pink lips spreading to accommodate his impressive member.

The dark elf struggled to speak, but the pressure was just enough to keep him silent. The force stayed, pinning him to the bed as Lyndra impaled herself on his member. Lyndra gasped as inches spread her inner walls to nearly the breaking point. She had always been small but that never stopped her from working a man’s cock into her tight space. The raised veins of Deeken’s cock pressed against her pink valley’s opening as she slid down to the base.

Lyndra sat on his cock, using her thighs and knees to lift herself up and down. Throwing her head back, she enjoyed the sensation of his rock-hard member spearing her sensitive opening.

Deeken tried to cry out, but the pressure on his neck prevented it. He gasped more and more while Lyndra moaned her delight, inches of cock appearing and disappearing between them. The dungeon core remembered how other players talked about bigger orgasms through bondage. Evilly, she knew if she brought him to orgasm, he would be hers forever. Perhaps, with time, she would allow him to do it to her. For right now, she wanted to torture him into loving her.

Deeken stopped struggling. Hands turned into fists as Lyndra bounced on him, not even looking down. Lyndra’s moans grew louder as his cock thickened. Using her alteration magic to hold him down, she noticed his cock was thickening. Slowly bringing her face forward, she watched as his eyes rolled into his head.

“Come…and it all ends…” Lyndra said with a seductive whisper.

The dark elf made strange sounds before ecstasy filled his body. Bliss wrapped around him like a warm blanket. Pleasure rolled through him until the pressure was too much to bear. Lyndra gasped as he filled her to the breaking point. Pushing down on his cock, Deeken’s hips pushed up until they met in the middle. The wild urges played on until the dark elf’s light nearly gave out.

Lyndra cried out as she thrust on his hard cock once more and her world opened up. Magical explosions cascaded through her body and she let out the deepest moan of her new existence. Deeken gave a muffled cry and his cock bulged. Molten come spurted in Lyndra’s tight space, filling it. Lyndra let go of the pressure on Deeken’s throat and he gasped for the deepest breath of his life. Come spurted again and again, Lyndra sliding down. White seed dripped with the flow of Lyndra’s lust between them. Deeken gasped again and again, bliss consuming his body. Lyndra cried out as another string of orgasms shook her inner world.

When the last bit of pleasure was milked between them, Lyndra collapsed on the dark elf’s chest, letting go of the magic holding his limbs. The two lay, bodies entangled and a comforting heat between them.

“I…I’ve…never…felt…anything…like that…” Deeken gasped.

Lyndra snuggled against him, moving her hips on his half hard cock, “Serve me and you will know such pleasures, again and again.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Deeken whispered.

“The evening is far from over…” Lyndra said as the elf hardened within her once again.

“Yes, Mistress,” Deeken smiled.

***

Sekka gave her room the once over. Thick furs and blankets filled her stone bed and she placed a few items throughout her room. She smiled to herself when the thought of her Mistress entered her mind. She knew she was having fun with her new servant. A horny vibration took root as she wished to join them.

Leaving her room, she moved down a corridor toward her Mistress’ bedchamber. Senses alive, she could feel the kobolds moving about, the dead walking along and the sweet moans of her mistress. Picking up her pace, she wanted to be there to have some fun when something else touched her senses.

The sounds of clanking metal and swords being drawn echoed through the stone corridors. Fear took hold of the succubus as the sound of clanking armor grew with each moment. Picking up her feet, the demon raced down the corridor, eyes wide. She mentally reached out and connected to her Mistress, panic in her thoughts.

“We are being invaded,” Sekka mentally shouted as the sound of marching boots echoed through the dungeon.


Seven

Lyndra sat up, Sekka’s warning filling her mind. Spinning off the bed, she was to her feet, robe appearing around her body. Deeken sat up, confusion filling his brow. The dungeon core eyed him for a long moment before suspicion filled her dark heart. Opening her senses, she moved her second sight through the dungeon, toward the entrance.

Men in armor slowly marched in, swords drawn. Behind them were several mages and clerics. Their eyes were determined as they stepped along the main corridor. Lyndra counted nine intruders, five fighters, two mages and two clerics. Instantly she knew the mages would be trouble and if they were headed to her core then her very existence could be wiped out.

Lyndra’s eyes narrowed toward Deeken, “You were followed.”

The dark elf eyed her with surprise, “I assure you; I took every precaution.”

The metal door swung open and Sekka stepped in.

A rage bubbled under Lyndra’s digital skin, “It doesn’t explain the intruders in my dungeon. We will discuss when I return.”

Lyndra turned to Sekka, “He is not to leave this room until I return.”

Sekka bowed her head, “Yes Mistress.”

Lyndra’s brow was a hard V when she faded from sight. Sekka closed the metal door and gave the dark elf a disappointed gaze, fingernails growing longer. Deeken moved to the edge of the bed, his legs over the side and a disarming smile on his lips.

Lyndra watched as the invading force made their way deeper. She cursed herself for not having any traps set up. They surely would have made short work of the adventures. A mage in the group looked from left to right until he glanced up and connected with Lyndra’s gaze.

“It sees us,” the mage said in a low tone.

“Let it watch us all it wants. It’s not strong enough to take us on,” a fighter chuckled.

“We know where your core is and we will smash it to dust you monster,” another fighter said conviction.

Lyndra’s heart burned with acidic fire.

Sekka, kill Deeken. He led them here.

Deeken smirked as Sekka bent her knees, claws flashing.

“Too bad this happened ahead of schedule. It would have been a magical night,” the dark elf continued to smirk as he was on his feet and charging.

Sekka rushed to meet him. The dark elf whispered incantations as the succubus raised a clawed hand for a downward swipe. When the two were within a foot of each other, Deeken stretched out a hand and touched her stomach. Fire flared as Sekka brought down her claws. An explosion sent the demoness into the air as her claws glanced off a mana shield. Deeken immediately began another evocation as Sekka slammed into a wall. She glanced down at the scorch marks on her belly, but little else. She took some damage, but her magic resistance absorbed most of it.

“It wasn’t meant to kill you. Just slow you down,” Deeken said in a confident tone as he spoke the last phrase of the incantation.

Sekka jumped and slammed her feet against the wall, propelling herself forward with a demonic rage in her eyes. White chains sprung from the walls and curled around her arms, thighs and waist. Sekka’s eyes widened as she was pulled back in midflight and slammed against the wall. White chains coiled around her body as she struggled. They burned her skin and she cried out.

Deeken stepped closer with a mischievous grin, “A little holy power to keep you in place. Don’t worry; it will last long enough for me to complete my quest.”

Sekka roared as she struggled against her bonds. Deeken blew her a kiss before scooping his clothes off the floor and began dressing.

Lyndra saw and heard everything, but she could not rush back to her servant just yet. The intruders were near the main room of the kobolds. Knowing there was only one main entrance in and out, she feared they would be slaughtered in the conflict. Pulling on her power, she summoned two earth elementals in the kobold’s chamber.

The kobolds looked up to see two earth elementals form. The children stopped chasing each other and the males were to their feet, some grabbing their small spears. One of them stepped forward to inspect the elementals but time was growing short.

Lyndra took possession of the kobold. Eyes turned white as it turned to the group gathered.

“This is your Mistress. Intruders have entered the dungeon and they will be to you soon. The elementals will carve out an exit to another tunnel. Move deeper into the dungeon while I dispatch the intruders,” the kobold said with an otherworldly voice.

Lenn stepped forward, “We will fight by your side!”

“No, my little ones, I want you safe until we are stronger.”

Lenn stared with the strength of a giant, “No Mistress, your people will not abandon your side.”

Lyndra had no time to argue but a piece of her digital soul surged with pride, “Send the mothers and children through the tunnel. The rest of you, form a diversion while Mistress saves all of us.”

The kobold’s eyes returned to normal. Lenn began barking orders as the elementals carved out a tunnel. The mothers and children scurried through. Once they were all finished entering the tunnel, the second elemental sealed it shut.

The kobolds moved to the entrance and spilled into the hall. Spears and lizard snouts pointed forward, they watched silently as figures moved toward them, emerging from the shadows.

A fighter stared forward, shiny dots hovering close to ground level. Squinting, he tried to get a better look when something clanged against his armor. The two fighters in the front brought up their armored arms to block the barrage of spears flying at them. Clerics cast bless on the group and auras appeared. Mages prepared spells as the fighters rushed forward to take on the monsters in the shadows.

The dim torch light wavered as bodies moved to engage. A cool wind filled the large corridor and inky darkness snuffed out the light. Fighters skidded to a halt, stabbing out blades into the darkness. Magical energy flared as the mage’s hands glowed with light. The clerics lifted their hands and cast glowing orbs into the air. The darkness pulled back just enough for several corpses to shamble from behind. The clerics whipped out their maces just as the dead charged. Mages turned to see the clerics in melee with the dead, lifting their hands, ready to unleash their magical fury.

The fighters turned about in the darkness when it began to bleed away. A figure stood among them, hood up and shadows covering their face. The sudden realization someone was among them stunned the fighters. The figure lifted up alabaster hands, crackling with energy.

“You dare enter my home,” Lyndra said with a seductive whisper before unleashing lightning bolts.

The fighters grunted and cried out as lightning slammed into their bodies. Lyndra became the eye of the storm as she twirled around, smiling evilly and firing lightning bolts at point blank range. One fighter shattered into light, followed by another. A fighter brought his sword down on Lyndra’s back and the lightning storm stuttered to a halt. Pain welled up as Lyndra grunted.
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Lyndra’s eyes widened as she felt her core in the Heart room take damage. Any damage she took here would mean her core would take it. Lyndra hissed her contempt as she whirled around and blasted lightning from both hands at the fighter that struck her. The man cried out before he was shattered to glowing dust.

Two fighters tried to hack at her prone body when Lyndra blinked away. The fighters glanced around for any movement while their compatriots fought off the dead to the rear. A torch flared to life, brighter and brighter. The stone shifted into Lyndra’s face. Gray eyelids slid back and the fighters turned their attention to her. The core let out a mad laugh as the torch behind the fighters flared into two writhing tentacles made of fire.

The fighters brought their swords up as Lyndra laughed at them. The fiery tentacles lashed around their necks, burning away the metal and digital flesh underneath. They screamed in horror before their bodies cracked and they shattered into shards of light.

***

Deeken stepped from the room and walked down a corridor with a spring in his step. He reached the Heart chamber and knocked at the door. There was no answer. He took hold of the handle and tried to open it but the door was firmly locked into place.

“We must do this the hard way,” Deeken sighed as he began an incantation.

Red energy whirled around his dark hands for a long moment before he pressed them to the cool metal and said the trigger word. Energy surged and blasted the iron door with such force, it cracked. Deeken’s shoulders sunk as he called on his power once again. The energy surged and the door was blown off its hinges.

“That’s more like it,” the dark elf said as he stepped into the Heart chamber.

***

The mages unleashed their spells in nearly every direction. The corridor was alive with magical energies as the clerics smashed the last corpse to shattered light. They turned to assist the mages when stone curled up and grabbed their feet. Unable to move, fear bled into their faces as arcane circles appeared around them. Their fellow party members rose from the stone floor, dead hollow eye staring at them. When they fully rose, they lifted their blades.

The clerics cried out as they blocked some of the incoming blades with their maces, but other blades sank into their unguarded stomachs. Swords punctured armor and penetrated deep into their bodies. Each cleric spit up blood as they tried to fight on. A magical bolt slammed into a corpse and sent it flying. The mages tried to save their fellow party members, but it was too late.

The remaining four fighters stabbed again and again, shattering the clerics to shards of light before they turned on the remaining mages. The two mages stood side by side, calling on their powerful spells until they each made a painful gasp. Kobold spears stabbed into to their backs, disrupting their spells and causing them to fizzle. The dead charged and before the mages could recover, swords hacked at their unarmored bodies. Kobolds launched into the air and stabbed over and over again at the mages.

The mages grunted and shouted until they were silenced, bodies shattering to a greenish light. Lyndra told herself to thank her dwellers when this was all over. Slipping away, she appeared in the Heart chamber just as Deeken was reaching for her core. The air shifted as a body formed, lighting leaking from open hands.

Deeken turned his head to the dungeon core, “All I have to do is say the trigger word and your core will take a considerable amount of damage.”

Lyndra’s lips twisted into a mad smile, “I doubt you could do enough damage to kill me.”

The dark elf nodded slightly, “You are right, but it should be enough for me to daze you long enough to cast the binding spell.”

Lyndra eyed him, “Why all this trouble? Why steal when we could have built an empire together?”

Deeken’s fingers touched the glowing crystal, “My people need a home. With you under my control, we would build such a dungeon that my people would never fear anyone again. Do you know how prized a being such as yourself is?”

Lyndra watched with her dungeon sight as elementals broke the holy chains holding Sekka. Kobolds moved to the corridor outside the Heart chamber, ready for their Mistress’ commands. An earth elemental moved deep underground to Lyndra’s whispered commands. An air elemental remained invisible as it formed.

“I am pretty special,” Lyndra leered.

Deeken lifted the dungeon crystal from its pedestal, “Yes, you will be molded to what I desire and Lukken will fear my people once again.”

Lyndra’s stance relaxed and she began to laugh. Deeken’s eyes took on a hint of confusion as Lyndra leaned back against a wall, shoulders trembling as she laughed. The laughter died down and Lyndra gave the dark elf a relaxed gaze.

“I like your ambition,” Lyndra said with a sardonic tone.

Deeken grinned, “You will be my dungeon core and lover until I…” The dark elf was cut off as the ground opened up.

Red eyes widened as his body fell halfway into the floor, stone clamping on his waist and holding him. The dark elf whispered the trigger word but gasped half way through as the very air was pulled from his lungs. Deeken gasped as the spell fizzled. Sekka stepped through the main doorway was Lyndra walked to the trapped dark elf. With a gentle gaze, she plucked the core from his hands and placed it back on its pedestal.

“Survival of the strongest,” Lyndra said in a seductive tone.

Fear filled the dark elf’s red eyes, “I was never going to hurt you. I…”

Sekka stepped closer, “Shall I open his throat, Mistress?”

Lyndra eyed the dark elf, “I have other plans for this handsome dark elf.

***

Deeken cleared his throat just as he activated the Word Flight spell.

“The quest is completed. Come to the dungeon I spoke of. We can begin our home here,” Deeken said simply.

The air filled with a sudden swell of energy before it dissipated. Lyndra and Sekka stood; the succubus had a collar and chains in her hands. Deeken let out a sigh as Sekka moved to him and clamped the collar to his neck.

“They will be here in a day,” Deeken said, defeated.

Lyndra stepped closer, finger touching his slender chin, “Good. Once they are here, they will become part of my dungeon.”

Deeken shook his head, “They will never follow you…not completely.”

Lyndra tut-tutted, “If they wish to survive, they will follow me without question.”

The dark elf gazed into Lyndra’s purple eyes, “What will you do with me now?”

The dungeon core grinned, “Why, put you to work of course. Your spells and knowledge will be useful.”

“Even though I tried to steal you away?”

Lyndra looked away with a whimsical flare, “I must admit, I liked the foreplay, but I have much bigger plans.”

The dungeon core sighed, “Did you really think your plan would work?”

Deeken nodded weakly, “I thought the adventurers I paid for were stronger. If I had had another moment, you would have been mine.”

Lyndra eyed his concerned gaze, “You never had me, but now I have you, forever and ever.”

Lyndra turned and began walking away. Sekka pulled a whip from her hip and unfurled it. Deeken lowered his head, shadows covering his eyes as the succubus lifted her hand and cracked the whip.

The dungeon core walked into the corridor, the door closing behind her as a faint screaming filled the room behind her. Walking on, her mind began to work on preparations for her new dwellers on their way. She would have such power to show them.


Eight

Lyndra’s mind wandered as waves of bliss soothed her digital nerves. Sitting in a high-backed velvet cushioned chair, she mused on recent events. Robe open and thighs spread, the gentle sound of licking filled the warm room. Lyndra closed her eyes as another surge of bliss thrilled her. Deeken was on his knees, face buried between his Mistress’ thighs and suckling at her wet valley. Lips caressed her clit while his tongue ran along her sensual pink folds, chains and a collar clamped to his naked body and anchored to the floor. It had been several hours, but Lyndra wasn’t finished with her pleasure session. The dark elf continued his masterful work, easing her burdens with a flick of his tongue.

Lyndra nestled back, thinking to when the dark elves arrived. Once they were trapped in her dungeon, they didn’t fight. A quick display of power showed that they were no match for her and they fell to their knees. Despite Deeken’s treachery, the rest of his group only sought a shelter from the outside world, something Lyndra was more than happy to provide. The cavern she had carved out soon filled with their stone homes. They shared their knowledge and Sekka set about recording it by writing it down for Lyndra’s private library. The succubus was overjoyed and began furthering her abilities as she practiced their spells and rituals for the greater glory of her Mistress.

Lyndra cooed her delight as another orgasm bloomed. The dark elves were not only magic users, but craftsman, artists, and tailors. Spider silk was farmed from their pet giant spiders and soon Lyndra’s bed chambers became a haven of beauty, in the heart of her dungeon.

With time, adventurers did appear, ready to hunt for treasure, but the dark elves and kobolds made short work of them. The treasure rooms began to fill and Lyndra’s power had begun to spread. Old memories floated in on clouds of bliss, but the dungeon core shooed them away. This was her life now. If her former self came to her dungeon, it would be an interesting experience, but nothing more.

Deeken’s sore tongue continued to please his mistress. Wetness bloomed as a low moan fell from Lyndra’s lips. A dark threat loomed in her mind, knowing stronger adventures would continue to invade her dungeon. Opening her eyes and looking down at the tired dark elf pleasuring her, she ran her fingers through his white hair. She would take care of all of her children. Once fear took root across Lukken, that would be the time when Lyndra sent out her armies. The game put her in this prison against her will, but with the growing power she continued to gain, she would show the digital world what it meant to truly have power over another.

Deeken whimpered between sensual thighs.

Lyndra patted his head, “Maybe in another hour or two I will let you rest.”

The beautiful dungeon core settled once again in her chair, dark designs filling her mind and ecstasy filling her dark heart.


Sometime later…

Time flowed like a river. Weeks turned to months and soon, Lyndra found herself in bed with several exhausted male dark elves. The dungeon core eyed them with an amused smirk, drinking in their scents and enjoying the warmth of their bodies. The digital world had become so alive and the distinction between her old life and this one blurred together so well, there were no longer any lines to tell the difference.

The door to her bedchamber opened and a scantily clad succubus stepped in. Sekka eyed her Mistress and her Mistress beckoned her closer. In an instant, dark elves moved aside to allow the beautiful succubus to slide into bed and nestle next to her Mistress. Sekka hugged Lyndra around the waist, pressing her horned head to the dungeon core’s shoulder.

“How are our new friends in Elora?”

Sekka’s eyes took on a faraway gaze before her lips parted. “They are well. I believe they have accepted your gifts and heeded your warnings,” the succubus sighed.

“Is anything the matter,” Lyndra whispered.

“Nothing your touch cannot heal,” Sekka said with a wicked smirk.

Lyndra held the demoness close, basking in her warmth. Familiar urges welled up between them. The core wanted nothing more than to see her loyal servant happy. Sekka gazed into Lyndra’s eyes. The two moved closer, lips inches away from each other when energy sparked.

Lyndra’s eyes widened as power surged into her core, the very dungeon vibrating. The dark elves on her bed were up, red eyes glancing around as the very stone around them began to vibrate uncontrollably. Sekka took hold of her Mistress as the image of the dungeon core writhed and shuddered. Power surged into power and Lyndra could barely contain it. A scream pierced the air before the vibrations slowed and eventually stopped.

Lyndra gasped as she clutched to the succubus.

“What happened,” Sekka asked with wide eyes.

Lyndra didn’t answer as she sat up. A thick robe appeared over her body as she slid out of bed. Eyes searching, she spread out her senses to find the source of the disturbance. Senses touching a ruined chamber, the Dungeon Mistress felt power leaking in from above, sizzling against her power. Examining the damage, she felt something powerful had crashed into the ground above her extended dungeon. It continued to glow, pulses of light burning at the veins of power touching every room and corridor of her underground world.

The dungeon mistress refocused her attention to the succubus, “Sekka, something powerful destroyed one of the large rooms. I can sense it above ground, but I cannot see it for what it is. Take several dark elves and kobolds to investigate.”

Sekka was to her feet. With a nod, she turned and marched out of the bedchamber, the dark elves following.

The succubus moved with purpose along one of the larger corridors. Dark elves emerged from side rooms, leather armor adorning their bodies while curved blades were sheathed at their belts. No words were spoken as they followed the succubus. Soon, kobolds marched out to her sides, mixing with the dark elves, small blades at their reptilian hips. 

Lyndra waited, her senses trying to understand the power leaking into her dungeon. It was nothing she had ever felt before and it caused concern to paint her brow. Was it some kind of attack on her dungeon? Had she been found out and powerful players had come to destroy her once and for all? The power was so big and alien, she wasn’t sure what to think.

Calling on her alteration, she reached out and tapped at Sekka’s mind. With open arms, the succubus allowed her Mistress to enter and see what she was seeing. Lyndra watched as her dwellers marched alongside the succubus as they left the dungeon entrance and emerged in the world above.

Night had blanketed the lands, stars shining in the distance. A small glow was evident in the distance beyond the trees. Sekka looked on as she marched, small fires rising up among the trees, deep within the nearby forest. Not wanting the fires to spread, the small force broke into a run, entering the forest and following the flickering light.

Lyndra watched as her loyal servant made her way through the dark forest and the small fires in the distance. Quiet spread through the area, as if the shock of something silenced the entire world. Sekka pushed on until her eyes caught something amiss.

Trees lay, broken or destroyed. Small fires ate away at the dying trees. Dark elves and kobolds encircled the succubus to protect her, moving as one as they approached. The scent of burning wood touched everything and Sekka’s nose wrinkled. Smoke rose up like gray worms as it was harder to walk. Broken trees littered the ground and the small force began climbing over sections.

Lyndra watched as they emerged into a vast clearing filled with small fires and a destroyed area of forest. Where Sekka and her dwellers climbed, Lyndra could feel they were right above the portion of her dungeon which caved in. The alien power was still there, pulsating like a living thing amid the destruction.

Sekka clawed her way over large shards of thick trees when she reached the edge of a crater. Peering down, her eyes narrowed at what she saw. A troll woman lay, eyes closed and white armor covering parts of her body. Long black hair was laid out around her with a pink lock running from her temple. Sekka noticed the troll had the familiar features of her race but her ears were a little less pointed and her skin, a lighter shade of blue.

Dark elves and kobolds lined one edge of the crater; the sound of blades being drawn filling the area. The crackle of small fires popped as they all peered down at the lone figure laying at the center of the crater.

Sekka, quickly, bring her to me. The explosion may have alerted the rulers of Elora.

The succubus nodded as she stepped over the edge and began to slide down. Several dark elves followed at her side. Lyndra studied the troll woman through Sekka’s eyes, sensing something she wasn’t quite sure she understood. As they approached, the troll did not stir, eyes closed as if she was sleeping for a thousand years.

The succubus reached the troll and knelt down. Senses open, she felt the strong pulse of the troll. Reaching down, she touched the body and felt life glow to her touch. Dark elves surrounded the troll, looking to Sekka for their next command. The succubus nodded and the dark elves reached down and picked up the unconscious troll.

Marching back up the edge of the crater, they struggled against the uneven terrain. Sekka led the group until they climbed over the edge. Kobolds moved underneath to help carry the troll. Lyndra’s senses jumped from Sekka to a dark elf and another for a closer look. Power droned on, pulsating at her, wanting to draw the dungeon core into the body of the beautiful troll woman. It fascinated and terrified her because she wasn’t sure what it all meant.

Sekka, she seems familiar.

The succubus nodded but said nothing.

Designs filled the dungeon core’s mind. The power coming off the troll seemed to be different than the world surrounding her. The long-lost need to break free of her prison coiled around her digital heart. Lyndra could sense she could use this powerful being to help her break free from her own digital prison. It brought a glimmer of hope she thought she had lost when she became a dungeon core.

The walk back was slow. The dark elves and kobolds huffed as they carried the nearly dead weight of the troll woman. When they emerged from the forest, all eyes looked to the dungeon entrance in the distance. Torches flickered just within the dungeon opening. Lyndra stood, watching her dwellers and Sekka bringing the body to her.

A small gasp rose up and a dark elf glanced over to the troll’s face. Eyes fluttered open before a long moan rose up from dark blue lips. Sekka turned around to see the troll was beginning to stir. A flash of power bloomed and a nervous energy touched all the dark elves and kobolds holding the troll.

“Quickly, bring her to me,” Lyndra shouted from the dungeon entrance.

The moan swirled into a growl as the troll woman began to move. Dark elves and kobolds eyed the troll, picking up the pace when power exploded. Kobolds and dark elves were thrown in every direction. Sekka brought her arms up just in time to blunt the force. With a screech, she too was thrown and hit the ground.

Lyndra stared as the troll floated in the air before her entire body whipped around and she slowly floated, boots touching the ground. Shoulders and body bent forward; the troll’s entire form heaved with power. Lifting her head, madness filled eyes glared in Lyndra’s direction.

Lyndra looked down at Sekka who was struggling to stand up. “To me!”

The succubus heard the words of her Mistress, turned and stumbled toward the dungeon entrance. The troll eyed the fleeing demon and with a burst of power shot forward. Sekka was twenty feet away when a fist slammed into her lower back and sent her sprawling to the ground.

Lyndra’s entire demeanor changed as energy pooled into her hands. A second later, she pointed those hands at the heaving troll woman and unleashed two streams of lightning. Thick bolts of energy blasted forward. The troll lifted up her armored forearms, crossing them over her face. When the streams of energy slammed into her, white light blasted the area. Energies burned as the troll stayed her ground. When the streams dimmed and vanished, the troll stood, wisps of smoke rising up from her bracers.

Fear touched Lyndra’s digital heart. The troll was powerful, almost too powerful. She needed to draw her into the dungeon if she had a chance at defeating her. With a thought, she entered Sekka’s mind and took control. The succubus no longer struggled to stand as her body moved like a puppet on strings. Jumping to her feet, she sprinted toward the entrance.

The mad troll saw what was happening and blasted forward like a small comet. Lyndra counted on it as she relinquished control of the succubus, causing her limbs to fail. Sekka fell, hitting the ground just as the troll shot past. Senses returning to her physical form, Lyndra called on her elemental power and blasted out two streams of lightning once again.

The troll growled again, arms up and blocking the streams of jagged light. Pushing against them, she charged toward the tunnel entrance, eyes burning with a madness induced hatred.

Lyndra poured on power, goading the frenzied troll to pass the threshold of the dungeon and feel her true power. When the troll entered the dungeon, Lyndra’s eyes flared with power. Alteration energy crawled along her body as mystical armor coalesced around her. Growing taller, the Dungeon Mistress let out her own maddening growl as armor covered her body.

“Surrender and we…” Lyndra began before the troll crashed into her.

A fist struck Lyndra’s chest, cracking her mystical armor. The Dungeon Mistress took a step back and another, reeling from the power of the troll. The animalistic growls echoed off walls as the troll pressed her attack. The Dungeon Mistress used her arms to block each incoming fist strike, but the very walls around her cracked with each impact. Power bled over, shards of it cracking Lyndra’s armor like they were paper.

“This is my home!” Lyndra screeched as she drove a fist into the troll’s armored stomach.

The troll barely bent to the powerful strike before her arm whipped up and smashed into Lyndra’s chest. The armored Mistress went flying back, crashing into a cracked wall and falling to her knees. Looking up, she saw the insanity swirling in the troll’s eyes as she stalked forward. The power was immeasurable and Lyndra knew she had to have it so she could use it to break free her own prison.

Light flicked from behind as Sekka soared through the corridor, sword gleaming in the torchlight. The sword flashed down and clashed against something hard. The troll had turned her upper body and her bracer took the impact, sparks flying. The troll’s other hand blinked up, fingers grabbing hold of the succubus’s neck. Sekka gave a desperate cry before her entire body was snatched from the air and thrown like a rag doll.

Lyndra called on her elemental power, the very air catching the succubus and carrying her along the corridor until she was behind her Mistress. When Sekka was safely down the corridor, Lyndra turned her attention back to the troll as she was nearly on her. Bare fists rained down as wild screams bounced off walls. The dungeon core tried to block each blow, but the troll moved faster than she could keep up with.

The edge falling to the troll’s favor, Lyndra needed to end this conflict before the troll figured out how to get to her core. Armor cracked and damage slammed into Lyndra’s core.

You have taken 1,999 damage! 8,001/10,000 Hit Points.

Lyndra grunted before a fist came up, striking under her chin.

You have taken 1,999 damage! 6,002/10,000 Hit Points.

Desperation colored Lyndra’s heart. A few more strikes and her core would shatter. Calling on her elemental sphere of power, she hooked invisible ropes to the corridor and pulled. The troll was about to deliver another devastating blow when stone and earth fell on her. The troll screamed and raged before she was immediately buried.

Lyndra backed up, rubbing her chin and watching as the troll was buried and nearly out of sight. Relief washed over her until the troll’s head burst from the stones and earth in a maddening shout.

Without thinking, the Dungeon Mistress stepped forward and spent every point she had in her elemental sphere. Power arced in her hand as energy glowed. The troll pulled an arm from the debris just as Lyndra stepped to her and pressed her palm to the troll’s head. The troll whipped her hand to grab the dungeon core’s wrist, but by that time it was too late.

The troll screamed long and hard as lightning surged into her forehead. Lyndra fought to stay close, pouring power into the mad troll. When her body weakened, Lyndra stepped back and held onto the wall. The troll’s head went slack, hanging forward and eyes closing.

Sekka was up and slowly moving to Lyndra’s side. The succubus eyed the half-buried troll as smoke rose up from her head.

“I will clear away the rubble. Find and help the others while I bring our new guest into our home,” Lyndra commanded with fire in her eyes.

***

Lyndra let her arms drop to her sides, exhaustion filling her form. Consuming gold and gems helped to replenish her elemental sphere. Refilled, she carved out a hardened stone chamber deep within her dungeon. It was reinforced like a vault. A lone pedestal stood, the troll woman in white armor lay, hands crossed over her chest.

Sekka stepped into the room, eyes glancing to the troll and then to her mistress. “It might be too dangerous to keep such a creature here.”

Lyndra looked down on the sleeping troll, her expression blank. “She might be the key to breaking my prison.”

The Dungeon Mistress turned away and looked to her servant. “How are the others?”

“They are well. Some minor cuts and bruises,” Sekka answered.

Lyndra nodded before something touched the edge of senses. A frown formed as shadows lengthened under her eyes.

“Your new friends of Elora are on their way,” Lyndra said with a dark tone.

Sekka looked to the sleeping troll. “What shall we do?”

Lyndra gave her servant an amused smirk. “We shall entertain them for now.”

The dungeon core looked to the troll once again, “I need time to study her secrets.”

Sekka bowed. “I will do what I can to slow them down.”

The succubus turned and left.

Lyndra moved to the edge of the pedestal and peered down on the beautiful troll woman. “Now, let’s see what the first child of the Awakened can show me.”

~Fin~
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