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One

Smoke curled as jovial conversations floated on warm air. The Tavern Inn was filled with bodies, laughter, and excited chuckles caressing drunken senses. Pipes glowed and frothy mugs were raised. The very air carried a cool electricity, blending together into a homey soup from which the crowd drank with distilled pleasure.

Outside, lightning cracked the darkness as torrents of rain fell from the nighttime sky. The storm appeared suddenly and sent the townsfolk and visitors fleeing for refuge. On the heavens raged, trying to drown the world while many huddled in warm homes and taverns, enjoying a nice smoke and partaking in spirits. Despite the thick rains and deep thunder, it would not dampen the excitement of the evening. If truth be told, it enhanced it, adding a wrinkle to a hearty mood. The vibrant sun would return in the morning. For now, adventurers, visitors, and travelers would enjoy a simple evening in and have a warm bed for the night.

Lightning cracked again. The door to the tavern swung open, eyes and heads turning for just a moment. A dark figure stood at the entrance, thunder rumbling in the vast distance.

Patrons eyed the robed man as he stood in the doorway. Another flash of lightning lit up the black sky, reflected off billions of raindrops before the sky went dark again and the storm thundered with unfeeling enchantment.

The figure stepped in, the door closing shut behind him and blocking out the raging storm. Water dripped off his matted robe. The hood hung heavy, shadows covering most of his face, except for his mouth and chin. Puddles trailed behind him as he walked through the center of the tavern. Eyes turned away and the murmur of conversations once again returned. Patrons ignored the man in the dark, red robe as he moved to an empty stool by the bar.

Hands reached up and pulled back the sopping wet hood. A sliver of relief touched Lucian’s eyes as he sat down at the somewhat crowded bar. The thick robe clung to his body, a chill seeping into his bones, but the roaring hearth was already beginning to warm his tired muscles. Warmth licked at his wet face and he drank it in. Hands moved to the leather satchel hanging at his side and strap across his chest. Adjusting it, it fell into the comfortable part of his shoulder before he began to relax.

Lightning flashed from beyond a window. Lucian glanced over before turning his attention back to the bar. Sitting on a tall stool, a small exhale floated out as he waited patiently for his body to warm up.

“What can I get you,” the bartender asked as he approached.

“Whiskey, neat.” Lucian said plainly, not bothering to look at the man.

The bartender nodded before he stepped away.

Lucian continued to look down at the bar but his senses were alive. Words, chuckles and the sounds of guzzling liquids stormed his senses. Wrangling the onslaught, they became orderly, listening to what he wanted to listen to and ignoring things that wasted his precious thoughts. A singular thought pushed at his soul and he entertained it, coloring his inner world with hope.

An elderly man sitting on a stool next to Lucian looked over and smiled. “Welcome to Twin Points,” the man said with a jagged smile, missing several teeth.

Lucian continued to look down, but a small polite smile bloomed. The bartender stepped to Lucian and put down a glass of whiskey. Hand diving into his satchel, Lucian pulled out twenty gold coins and placed them in a small pile on the bar.

The bartender’s eyes widened a hair before they turned into a scowl. Turning around, he snatched a full bottle of whiskey off the shelf and placed it next to Lucian’s glass.

“This should help. I’ll also get you some food when you’re ready,” the bartender said as he scooped up the coins and placed them in a deep apron pocket.

Lucian looked up as the bartender stepped away, attending to other patrons.

The old man to Lucian’s right nodded, “That was a lot of gold to flash around like that.”

“If you want service, you have to pay for it,” Lucian said with a tired edge, like he had been saying that exact line his entire life.

The old man nodded again, “Too true. My name’s Burk.”

Burk held out his hand. Lucian looked down at the extended hand, reached out and clasped the old man’s forearm while he gripped his.

“Lucian Malyx.”

The two men shook before they let go. Burk picked up his mug of mead and took a deep drink, a thin river of the drink running down from the edge of his mouth. When he was done, he placed the mug back on the bar and wiped his mouth with his sleeve.

“Passing through or staying for the main attraction?”

Lucian picked up his glass, took a deep sip and placed the glass down on the bar. “Staying for the main attraction. A few towns away, I heard about Twin Points and knew I had to see it for myself.”

Burk nodded, “This town wouldn’t exist if it weren’t for those demons. Growing up, I was always warned to stay away until I was ready. I don’t mean to scare you off, but you’re never ready when you visit the dungeon.”

Lucian poured more whisky into his glass as he nodded. “I heard the rumors several towns over. There is even talk about this place in the Middle Kingdoms. Your town has been making a name for itself.”

Lucian gestured the bottle of whiskey to Burk and the man shook his head with a polite smile.

“No, thank you. Whiskey turns me into a mad man. Good old mead is perfect for me.”

“Did you find your fortune?” Lucian asked, moving the conversation along.

Burk’s smile faded a touch. “It’s less about finding your fortune and more about finding your true self. I made a modest living visiting the dungeon, but there is always a price to pay.”

Burk shook his head, “I’m sure you don’t want to hear me rattle on.”

Lucian turned in his seat and faced the older man with a kind smile. “No, please do. Part of travelling is hearing stories. I have never been this close to the Kunarr lands and would like to know more, if you will indulge me?”

Burk’s haphazard smile returned. Taking another deep sip from his drink, he placed the mug down on the bar and turned his body to Lucian.

“I tend to visit this tavern a lot and have no problems imparting wisdom and advice when it comes to the dungeon. I think most adventurers never truly understand what it means to explore this one. Their egos and greed always get the better of them, but they keep coming, every one of them thinking they can conquer it. I hope, for your sake, you’re not one of them.”

Lucian kept his smile. “I’m a careful man in search of knowledge, nothing more.”

Burk nodded. “Good to hear. If you’re just wanting the experience, stay to the upper levels of the dungeon. Plenty of places to find gold because the succubi like to entice explorers. Our town’s economy wouldn’t exist if they didn’t tempt us with jewels and coin.”

Burk adjusted himself on his stool, making himself comfortable before he continued, “The succubi are a bit feral on the upper levels, but if you follow the rules and don’t try to hurt them, they will have their fun and move on. Bring plenty of water, you’ll need it. Never go anywhere in the dungeon alone. Lone explorers have been known to go missing if they don’t at least have another with them. I can’t get into the gory bits because those who have gone off along never return. When you reach the dungeon entrance, be sure to listen to every word Rika says. It will save your life and hopefully make yourself a little richer in the process.”

“Rika?”

Burk nodded. “She’s your hostess when your reach the entrance. She tells you the rules before sending you on your way. She’s like them, but don’t for one moment think she’s nice. She is only a mouthpiece for her dark masters. Twin Points and the dungeon are partners and each side would like to keep it that way so both sides can prosper, if you get my meaning.”

“I do. Thank you,” Lucian said and took a sip of his drink.

Burk’s eyes looked away for barely a moment. When he turned his gaze back to the robed man, a serious edge curved into his demeanor.

“I…made it to the lower levels once. I had been coming to the dungeon for years and, I don’t know, something pushed me to explore it a little deeper. The succubi are smarter, more devious the deeper you go. I was strong and skilled. I bested some and ran from others. I had made it beyond what was recommended. I glimpsed the throne room, her throne room, and almost made it in.”

Burk’s head lowered an inch, “Stay away from the lower dungeon. They steal who you are. You don’t know where your greed ends and their lust begins. They feed on you, again and again, and when you think it’s over, they feed some more. Enjoy your time in the dungeon, gather gold and indulge in your needs, but I must warn you to stay away from the lower levels.

“I can’t enter the dungeon again because it will kill me,” Burk said with a deadly serious tone.

Lucian gave Burk his full attention, eyeing the older, gray haired man with curious eyes.

A wicked smirk appeared as Burk stared with half-closed eyes. “If you need an example on what the dungeon does to you, know this, I’m twenty-eight years old.”

Lucian stared with unblinking eyes. Despite the room around them, the air between them was eerily silent. A moment later, Burk cackled like a mad man. The laughter grew and soon, Lucian’s mouth curved into a smile and he chuckled with the old man.

After a long moment, the laughter and chuckles died down. Burk wiped tears from the corners of his eyes while Lucian signaled to the bartender. Pointing to a spot on the bar before Burk, Lucian instructed the bartender to supply drinks to the older looking man for the rest of the night and placed another twenty gold coins on the counter.

“Thank you, kind stranger,” Burk wheezed before drinking from his mug once again.

“Thank you for the story,” Lucian smiled.

Burk stood up, mug in hand and looked to the bartender. “Arlington, have my food and drinks sent to my room. I think I just want to drink to the sounds of rain.”

Burk turned his attention to Lucian, “I wish you the best on your adventure. May Drogoss bring you power and luck.”

Lucian bowed his head. Burk bowed his before turning and weaving through the crowd to the stairs against one wall.

Lucian kept his amused smile as food was placed before him. Steam rose up from cooked pork, beef and vegetables slathered in oils and herbs. Picking up a knife and fork, he began eating like a hungry wolf. He wasn’t sure how hungry he was until the food was before him and soon found he could not stop himself. Chunks of meat tore away like butter, Lucian enjoying every bite.

It didn’t take long for the satisfied feeling to envelope his soul. Slowing down, he mentally called up his stat screen.

Lucian Malyx

Mage

Hit Points: 240/240

Mana: 520/520

Armor: 5

Strength: 17 (+1)

Intelligence: 62 (+15)

Wisdom: 45 (+10)

Dexterity: 22 (+5)

Stamina: 71 (+18)

Charisma: 82 (+21)

Equipment

Spell Books (2)

Tome of Regret

Robe (Armor 5)

Satchel

Leather Boots

Bedroll

Mana Potions (10) + 50 Mana

Healing Potions (10) +50 HP

The stats appeared in his gaze, but no one else around him could see it. It was natural, like flexing a muscle, Lucian knowing everyone had their own. Gazing over the stats, he felt confident he was ready for the mysterious dungeon. With Burk’s words touching Lucian’s mind, he looked to his two spell books.

Lucian reached down to his satchel. Opening it, he fished out a spell book and placed it on the counter, next to his food. Eyes moved from left to right as he looked over his spells. The Spell Book of Hindrance carried all his non-lethal spells. He specifically created this book just for such occasions where a gentle approach was needed. Thoughts touched on his Spell Book of Malefic Intent for circumstances where aggression and destruction were needed when negotiations failed. A small part of him hoped he wouldn’t have to use it on this adventure.

Reading the arcane words, the mage wasn’t too concerned about anyone reading over his shoulder. It was written for only those who followed the academic teachings of the mage schools. It ensured such powerful magics could not be accidently used by those without a firm understanding of the arcane arts.

A shadow touched the open book and Lucian turned his head sideways. Over his shoulder, a man in black stood, hood over his head, but his bright blue eyes shone like two radiant pools. It contrasted against his dark skin and black leather clothes, giving him a slightly unnerving appearance.

Lucian turned his body sideways and looked to the man standing by him.

“What ya reading,” the man asked with a deep voice.

“Spells and incantations,” Lucian said without concern.

The man in black nodded. “I had you figured for a mage.”

Lucian gave a sardonic smile. “What gave it away? The robe? Thick book? Or maybe because I don’t have a sword or dagger at my belt?”

Lucian glanced down to the man’s short sword and dagger pommels showing at the edges of his cloak around his waist.

The man’s smile appeared, white teeth glowing against his dark skin and features, “It was the robe. Mind if I sit next to you?”

Lucian smiled and nodded. The man in black sat down and motioned to the bartender for a drink.

“I saw you talking to Old Burk and felt I had to bring some damage control. He likes to scare visitors with his stories. But looking at you, you were never afraid, were you.”

“The dungeon here in Twin Points has a reputation of lust and gold, nothing more.”

The man nodded as his drink was served. “That it is. My name is Rayce Smyth, Shadowmancer from Moon Haven. Is lust and gold what you seek?”

Lucian kept his expression cool as he spoke, “Lucian Malyx. It seems everyone here is very friendly, asking personal questions.”

Rayce grinned. “It breaks the ice.”

Lucian turned his attention back to his spell book. “What brings you from the shadows of the corner table to break the ice?”

Rayce’s grin grew broader. “You noticed me, didn’t you? You mages are a tricky sort, I’ll give you that.”

The Shadowmancer took another swig from his drink and gave a gruff chuckle. “The dungeon calls to many and it tickled my curiosity.”

Lucian didn’t look up.

Rayce then let out a hearty chuckle. “You don’t play games, do you? Alright, that was a lie. I’m looking to explore the Succubus Dungeon and I need a party to join. Most adventurers don’t like shadowmancers because they think we all fuck corpses. It’s simply not true, at least with me. And if you hear anything otherwise, I was young.”

Lucian fought the urge to smile. Instead, he lifted his head and turned to the Shadowmancer. “Burk informed me that going alone wasn’t a good idea. I may be looking for others to join me.”

Rayce kept his grin, “It seems we can work together for our mutual benefit, if you’re interested?”

“I am, if you tell me the truth on why you’re here,” Lucian said with amused eyes.

Rayce nodded. “Alright, I’m looking for love and demons are hot. They are more inclined to like my kind of love. I hear you can sometimes take one home, if they’re willing. I won’t know until I test the theory.”

“You think you’ll find love in a dungeon inhabited with succubi?”

Rayce parted his lips when a voice cut through their conversation.

“Rayce, still begging to join a party,” a tall female troll said as she sauntered closer.

Lucian and Rayce turned their heads to the newcomer. The troll stood at about six-foot-five. Black hair was pulled back into a ponytail but she had two locks of deep blue hair, each running along from her temples like horns painted on her head. She wore white leather with armor plates on her shoulders, forearms, knees and shins. Her supple, blue thighs were bare. The white leather of her top barely contained her firm breasts and inviting cleavage. A mace hung from her belt as she gave the two men a pleasant smile.

Rayce’s grin turned into a sad frown. “Lota, can’t you see I’m conducting business?”

The beautiful troll nodded, “If you keep coming off desperate, it’s only a matter of time before they kick you out of town. I doubt this handsome mage wants to waste his precious time with a sad shadowmancer like yourself.”

Lucian eyed the crescent moon symbol etched into the troll’s leather top. It was small, one could miss it just under her shoulder armor but Lucian noticed it immediately. “What’s a Paladin of Vala doing in a town like this?”

The troll turned her attention to the mage, “Keeping the peace and helping those too drained by the demons in the dungeon. There are a dozen of us, helping to maintain the balance. If the succubi decided to descend on the town, we are the first line defense against their appetites.”

“She likes to remind everyone why she’s here. It gets annoying,” Rayce said, coughing and looking away.

Lota shot him an annoyed glance before turning her attention back to Lucian. “Many visitors tend to overestimate their abilities and skills when entering the dungeon. We are there to pick up the pieces.”

“Have you been to the dungeon?” Lucian asked.

Rayce barked out a laugh. “She mopes around town giving lectures, but doesn’t step foot in the dungeon. I asked her to join me and she patted my head.”

The troll ignored him, “I personally have not stepped into the dungeon.”

Lucian smirked. “Would you like to join us?”

Rayce shook his head. “You’re wasting your time, mate. She’ll talk to you about Vala’s ways and the healing power of love, but she doesn’t join anyone for the dungeon. You have a better chance of finding a goblin not interested in sex than this troll right here.”

Lota’s black eyes drank in Lucian’s features before dark blue lips parted. “I would love to join your expedition. I’m sure Vala’s healing light will be needed to guide you back from the lurid darkness of the dungeon.”

Rayce’s jaw dropped.

“Since you two seem to know each other and I do need a party to enter the dungeon, we can leave at first light, if there are no objections?”

“I look forward to it,” Lota said with a disarming smile.

Rayce’s shoulders deflated, “She’s going to talk our ears off about Vala.”

“I’ll keep my lectures to a minimum,” Lota said before lifting a hand and patting the shadowmancer on the head.

Rayce seethed with amused contempt.

“Let’s have some drinks, my treat,” Lucian smiled as he motioned over the bartender with a wave of his hand.

***

Lucian climbed the set of stairs, Lota close behind. The mage didn’t look back as he made his way to the top and walked down the long hallway. The troll stayed behind him, following his steps. The pair had left Rayce passed out on a table. The bartender said he would get him to his room.

Lucian reached his door and stopped, making no motion to open it. Lota stepped closer, her body barely an inch away from his.

“I think we should save our energy for the dungeon,” the mage said in a low tone.

The troll ran the back of her fingers against his cheek, “Vala’s way is more powerful than the calling of demons. Let me show you?”

Lucian reached up and grabbed her wrist. Even with the simple act of pulling her hand away, he could tell she was very strong. Lota relented and Lucian let go. The troll let her arm drop to her side but gave the mage a sultry gaze.

“Goodnight, Lucian,” the troll said with a small bow.

“Goodnight, Lota,” Lucian returned her bow.

The troll paladin turned and walked off, hips swaying with each step. Lucian eyed her until she stepped into her room and disappeared from sight.

The mage opened the door and stepped into his room. Closing it behind him, he took off his satchel and tossed it on the bed. Senses dulled by the drinks, he mentally pushed away the cobwebs. Stepping over to the bed, he sat down on the edge. The warmth of downstairs had dried his once soaked robe.

A simple lantern glowed from a metal hook, shadows dancing along the walls. Rain pelted the lone window, lightning lighting up the sky.

Lucian stared off, dark thoughts invading his mind. A swirl touched his heart and he clenched his jaw. Reaching over to his satchel, he opened the flap and pulled out a book. It wasn’t like his spell books. It was small and weathered, but Lucian’s eyes widened with an excited edge. The title “Tome of Regret” shone with muted gold letters. Swirls ran along the borders of the dark blue book.

“Almost,” Lucian said as he opened the book.

Brownish pages turned to Lucian’s fingers, eyes drinking in every written word, knowing the book like an old friend. Lightning flashed and thunder rumbled as the mage continued to read, the very heavens outside wailing against his lone window.


Two

Sunlight bathed the lands as the last drops of rainfall fell from emerald green leaves. Animals emerged from their dens, sniffing at the fresh air. Birds took to the sky, their songs cascading across the clear, sunny day.

Lucian walked, hood over his head and eyes staring straight ahead. With a blank gaze, he watched the small crowd of adventurers nearly a hundred feet ahead of him and his party. Men and women jostled each other, laughing and talking. Lucian summarized they were mostly fighters, looking forward to sex, gold, and maybe some mild violence. Their egos spoke volumes, bodies relaxed as they made their way up the wide, beaten path. Past them, two rounded mountains stood, their shadows cast off to the side as the sun slowly rose to early morning.

“Since this dungeon is so popular, they could have at least created a road, maybe some rest stops,” Rayce grumbled.

“Would you like a bench so everyone can observe your weakness,” Lota quipped, the paladin troll walking easily along the uneven terrain.

Rayce turned his hooded head to the paladin in white, “You seem strong. Cradle me in your arms and carry me the rest of the way.”

“Maybe I can offer my breast for you to suckle on,” the troll smirked.

“Now, that would be a feast,” Rayce grinned from the darkness of his hood.

Lucian ignored them, drinking in the path, the surrounding patches of woods and the serene air. Lifting his gaze, he stared at the shadows along the pair of mountains, trying to penetrate them for glimpses of monsters or demons watching their approach.

“I cannot believe you both left me on the table! I remember Arlington carrying me before I woke up in my bed. He could have done many things to me and I couldn’t have said no,” Rayce complained.

“You should have protected my purity,” Rayce said as he stabbed a finger towards the troll.

“You are anything but pure,” Lota said smugly.

The Shadowmancer shook his head, “Lucian, do you see how she talks about me? How can we be a party if she treats me like this? Maybe she should go back and we do this adventure just the two of us?”

Lucian continued to walk, eyes continuing to scan the mountains as they made their way up, “Three is better than two. I don’t trust the dungeon to be as innocent as many make it out to be.”

“What are you expecting? Succubi like to feed and play with their food. They rarely kill except to defend themselves. Many adventurers have returned to tell their tales of lust and gold.”

“Not all,” Lucian said simply.

Rayce gave the mage a shrewd look. “You want to go deep. Deeper than many others. Those who survive encounters on the lower levels say they barely made it out with their skins.”

“The greater the risk, the greater the reward,” Lucian stated.

“What reward do you seek,” Lota asked.

“Knowledge,” the mage said.

“Sounds dangerous,” Rayce grinned. “Knowledge is like a flame; it will burn you if you get too close.”

“You both are free to return back to town,” Lucian said without a hint of emotion.

Rayce tut-tutted, “No, no, it’s dangerous to go alone. The demons could swallow you whole, even a mage of your power.”

“I came to help and protect in the name of Vala. I’m not going back,” Lota said with conviction.

“We carry on,” Lucian said as he led the party of three.

“Are you used to travelling and adventuring on your own?” the Shadowmancer asked with a curious edge.

Lucian smiled, but didn’t let it show to his companions. “I do not often travel alone. I seem to be cursed with attracting odd and strange adventurers, who spend a lot of time complaining and generally acting foolish. Do not take what I say to heart. I think the gods and goddesses influence my surroundings, luck driving those kinds of companions to my side. I used to be very angry about it until I simply accepted it.”

Rayce nodded, turned his head and grinned at the troll in white, “He accepts us. It’s a good sign.”

Lota rolled her eyes as she followed.

Lucian’s smile faded as he pressed on. He wished what he said was simply in fun, but every word spoken was true. He couldn’t quite understand why weirdos and fools were drawn to him and after many years, he truly accepted it as a quirk he could not deny. Years of serious magical studies to hone his craft was his main focus, but no matter how hard he tried to surround himself with like-minded individuals, the odd ones broke through. Worst yet, the odd ones liked him and he couldn’t understand why? He was rude and verbally tore them to shreds, but they kept coming back, treating him like everything he said was made in jest. It was something he couldn’t understand and the only thing he ever gave up trying to make sense of. His gravity brought them out of the mist and he put up with it, for better or for worse.

Picturing the shadowmancer and troll behind him, they were exactly the kinds of people to seek him out. A sigh fell from Lucian’s lips, wishing for once, he could find the tribe he deserved and not the one that followed.

“I see the entrance!” Rayce said with glee.

Lucian woke from his thoughts, his gaze taking in the base where the two mountains met. Earth and stone touched between the twin mountains. Shafts of sunlight touched metal carvings along a large entrance. A small structure stood to the side of the entrance and the group that was ahead of them was already there. They stood, all facing the same direction, heads nodding every few moments.

“Rika must be talking to them,” the Shadowmancer smiled, an extra bounce in his step.

“You really are excited,” Lota said with a wry smirk.

“Why shouldn’t I be? A dungeon where death is rare, and gold and lust are plentiful. I’d much rather be here than in some crypt. Even you can let your hair down and enjoy the fruit freely given.”

Lucian stopped in his tracks, Rayce and Lota also stopping behind him. The mage turned around to face his party members with a serious look in his eyes.

“This adventure is not for simply sating our desires and needs. I have on good authority there is hidden knowledge on the lower levels, knowledge I wish to understand. We are not to be slowed down by feral succubi, wanting nothing more than to drink our souls. We will keep to task, making our way as deep as we can and only then, do you partake in anything you desire. Do we understand each other?”

Rayce raised an eyebrow while Lota crossed her arms.

“Is this what this is about? You are searching and we are along so you have a chance to return,” the paladin said plainly.

Rayce remained silent.

Lucian nodded with grim shadows under his eyes. “It is. Temptation can ruin what I seek. I won’t deny either of you any pleasures you may desire, but we wait till the lower levels. Do we understand each other?”

Lota studied the mage for a long moment before nodding in agreement. Rayce gave a heavy sigh before he too nodded in agreement.

“Good,” Lucian said before turning and marching up the sloping incline.

“At least the smarter demons are more fun…from what I’ve heard,” Rayce grinned and continued his march.

Lota walked, black gaze lingering on the robed mage for a long moment.

The trio reached the dungeon entrance, the large metal door open and the party of fighters before them stepping into the foreboding darkness, two at a time. The entrance itself held demonic faces with seductive gazes and licking lips, frozen in metal along the edges. Naked, horned bodies filled in the rest around the faces, backs arched and thighs spread. Lucian noted the intricate detail, seeing that the entrance, for all intent and purposes, was to signal to all newcomers that demonic lust waited beyond the thick metal doors.

To the right, a small wooden building stood. The door was open and before the trio could take one step toward it, a scantily clad succubus sauntered out. The party watched as she gave them a wicked smile, her hips moving with caged power. The sheer robe hid little, her pale skin glowing beneath the fabric, her dark nipples hard and a dark triangle between her legs. Breasts bobbed as a tail snaked behind her. The demoness stepped down the three stairs and walked barefoot along the dirt road, her fanged smile growing wider as she looked to the two men and troll standing before her.

“Welcome to the Twin Points Dungeon! My name is Rika and I will be your information guide for what to expect and the rules of the dungeon. My first question to everyone here, do any of you have any heart issues?”

Lucian, Rayce, and Lota shook their heads.

“Excellent! We wouldn’t want any issues to slow down your enjoyment,” the succubus winked before stepping over, her back to the dungeon entrance.

“A brief history of the dungeon before we go over the rules. The Twin Points Dungeon was created when a portal opened, stranding a number of succubi deep within her depths. They carved out the ten-level labyrinth over several years. It was a difficult time, but they managed it before a growing madness took hold. Food scarce, they grew ravenous, abducting lone travelers and keeping them as pets to feed off of until the poor souls perished with smiles on their faces.

“About ten years ago, a large party from town made their way up here to destroy the dungeon entrance. Many succubi came out to defend their home. When both sides met, they began to talk, each side coming to an agreement that no one should die and they could help each other. The succubi needed to feed and many of the townsfolk didn’t mind sharing their bodies for some gold and needed release. After years of mining, my people had amassed a great fortune of gold, silver, and gems.

“It was then that an accord was struck. People were allowed to visit and gain some wealth while my people could feed without threat of violence. The accord strengthened over time to this day, where adventurers and succubi could live in harmony.

“Are there any questions?”

Lucian and Lota were silent. Rayce gave a sheepish shrug.

Rika continued, “There are rules for any who enter the dungeon. Violence is discouraged, but not banned. We understand some like to play rough as do some of my people.”

The succubus stopped talking when a cart was wheeled out from the entrance. Lucian, Rayce, and Lota turned to see a large cart being pushed by two skeletons. Three men and a woman lay in a heap, half clothed and eyes fluttering. Small moans rose up as they barely moved, the rest of their clothes haphazardly all over them and sacks of gold along their sides. The skeletons pushed without looking around, keeping the cart stable as they began their slow descent down the mountain path.

The trio turned back to Rika, concern in their gazes.

Rika let out a giggle and then a laugh. “As you can see, exhaustion does happen. Those four were part of an earlier expedition. The undead that inhabit the dungeon help with moving those who cannot stand on their own power. They also maintain, clean and even provide directions if the need arises.”

Rika’s eyes took on a dark edge, “Killing is forbidden in the dungeon. Any who break this rule will suffer a harsh death from the undead or succubi. Many other creatures live here and will aid the dungeon citizens should any attempt to kill be made. Do not be a fool and you will come back to the surface on your own feet or in a cart.”

The dark edge turned like a switch, her demeanor growing bright once again. “Any coins and gems you find or acquire are yours to keep. Do not steal or hurt others exploring or distracted by seductive embraces.”

Rika looked to Rayce, “Do not attempt to influence the undead here.”

The shadowmancer nodded rather quickly.

The succubus turned her gaze to Lota, “Do not use holy powers or blessings on the dungeon’s citizens.”

Lota gave a stiff nod, arms crossed.

Rika turned her attention to Lucian, “Do not use spells that will injure or kill.”

Lucian bowed with a smile.

The succubus eyed him for a moment before licking her lips. “I hope you enjoy your time here in Twin Points Dungeon. May you find everything you’re looking for and more.”

Rika bowed before turning and walking back to the small structure. The succubus’s hips swayed with each step, while Rayce, who was caught in a hypnotic trance, stared, his head nodding to each step. When Rika stepped in and was gone from sight, Lota tapped Rayce’s shoulder.

“Let me dream a little,” the Shadowmancer said with a faraway voice.

Lota clamped a hand on his shoulder and turned him around, the shadowmancer sighing.

“I’m sure you will find what you’re looking for,” Lota smiled.

Rayce lifted his hooded head to looked to the taller troll. “I hope you find what you’re looking for, too.”

Lota’s brow wrinkled. “What makes you think I’m look…” the paladin was cut off by Lucian’s voice.

“Let’s get started,” the mage said as he stood by the open entrance, staring into the waiting darkness.

Lota and Rayce made their way closer, watching as the mage stepped in without giving them a second glance.


Three

Their eyes adjusted to the dark gloom as torchlight glowed. Lucian led the way, his heart beating a little faster with each step further into the dungeon. Rayce was silent, old instincts causing his hand to lay on the pommel of his blade. When he looked down to see what he was doing, he smiled and removed his hand, letting it fall to his side. Lota on the other hand walked with an alert edge. The troll’s eyes darted to dark shadows as a tension ran up her neck.

Rayce turned his gaze to the paladin, a smirk forming. “You’re not having fun.”

“Shut up,” Lota growled.

Lucian rolled his eyes before turning his head and talking over his shoulder, “Let’s stay to task.”

Rayce threw his cloak over his shoulder and danced as he walked, “Look at me! I’m a holy paladin of Vala and I’m afraid of demons!”

Lota’s eyes narrowed, “Rika said we couldn’t harm the dungeon’s citizens. She didn’t say anything about hurting each other.”

Rayce’s dance slowed. When he saw the look of deadly intent in the troll’s eyes, he stopped all together and simply strolled.

“Rayce, scout up ahead,” Lucian ordered, not wanting to keep the pair of them together longer than he had to.

The Shadowmancer nodded, quickening his step. Cloak falling down over him, he seemed to melt into the shadows ahead of their small party and vanish from sight. The eerie silence pressed down on their eardrums as Lucian and Lota walked.

The long dungeon corridor stretched out into the dark distance. Walls, floors, and ceiling were blocks of stone, perfectly cut and fitting together like a jigsaw puzzle. Lucian eyed the walls and floors, noticing the lack of dust, dirt, or debris. He had been in crypts and dungeons before, but never had he seen such a well-manicured dungeon in his life.  It seemed the dungeon was well kept for visitors like a dark hotel.

“How do they keep it so clean?” Lota said, echoing Lucian’s thoughts.

The mage continued to walk, spotting a small, square hole at the base of the right wall. As they approached, something made a sound and a breath later, emerged. The Mage and Paladin stopped in their tracks as a cube-like slime slithered out. It moved easily, sliding along the stone floor.

“There’s your answer. They have slimes cleaning the surfaces,” Lucian said in a low tone.

“If more dungeons took care of themselves like this one, there would be an increase in raids.”

Lucian absently nodded his head.

Lota eyed the mage before speaking again, “Since we are alone, what is truly down here for you? Saying its knowledge is merely a deflection. Such a high concept doesn’t truly satisfy your needs or wants.”

“Is that why you came along, to show me Vala’s way?”

Lota walked slightly behind the mage, dark eyes looking to the side. “Vala’s way have satisfied many, but you didn’t answer the question.”

Lucian’s shoulders sank down an inch, “I wasn’t lying about why I’m here. Knowledge is what I seek. It moves me to action. It moves me with desire.”

The mage stood up straighter as he walked, “I have seen many trolls following Vala’s ways when they didn’t before. Is there something you’re trying to accomplish, a wrong you’re trying to right?”

Lota turned her gaze to the back of Lucian’s red hood, a sad fire blooming along her heart. “I carry no shame about why I joined the Order. Before the Great Migration, my people tried to take over all of Lukken. Their jealousy of the dragons filled them with madness. They made deals and pacts with the Dread Lords and during the final throes of the war, many were turned into undead foot soldiers for the Mad Emperor. We lost many of our once great people and nearly lost all of our culture with it.”

The troll’s head tilted forward, shadows covering her eyes. “I feel a debt must be paid, healing the fractured lines between my people and the rest of Lukken. My body and my faith can ease the once great pain all races endured.”

Lucian turned his head, giving Lota an understanding nod. “The war was over 900 years ago. I think the world has moved on. Emperor and Empress Reed built the new empire and Lukken has never known such a long peace. You don’t need to carry the sins of your people. Be free in mind, body, and spirit.”

Lota’s eyes took on a shine before her brow hardened a sliver. “I don’t think you understand. It is a curse that haunts many Kunarr, myself included. I will know when I have done enough and release myself of this burden I choose to bear.”

Lucian nodded. “We all have our demons we must overcome. I applaud your convictions and respect them.”

Lota gave the mage a small smile, but he had already turned his head forward, missing the moment.

Lucian walked on until a shadow emerged and Rayce stepped into view. The mage and paladin stopped, eyeing the cloaked shadowmancer as he approached.

“You both are like a drum circle! I can hear every word,” Rayce grinned.

“Anything ahead?” Lucian asked.

Rayce nodded. “Yea, a big chamber with many tunnels leading in different directions from it. It would also seem, the group before us has run into a little trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?” Lota asked.

“You’ll have to see it for yourself. Stay low and be quiet,” Rayce ordered, turned and led the way.

Lucian and Lota followed the shadowmancer’s directions. Staying in the shadows of the corridor, they moved as one. Lucian opened his satchel and rested his hand on his spellbook. Magic used to be simply memorized and used, but times have changed from the great days of yore. Spells and incantations held greater power if a mage held his spellbook. It greatly enhanced their power and aided them if another mage used any befuddlement spells. It was a loophole many mages used to their own advantage in battles. If their mind was affected, they couldn’t remember which spells to use in combat and it often led to quick deaths. By having a spellbook in your hands, the magical protections it carried cut through any mind-altering spells. In essence, reading the spells dispelled the mental fog, allowing a trained mage to quickly use any spell at their disposal.

Flickering light appeared at the end of the long tunnel. Rayce stayed low, his body becoming one with the shadows. Lucian and Lota followed, their forms hunched and low. A long minute spun on until the trio reached the edge of chamber entrance. Looking inside, they watched in muted silence.

Moans and gasps filled the large chamber. Clothes, armor and weapons littered the stone floor, naked bodies pressed against walls or lying on floor. Men and women grunted and gasped as demonic women smothered them. Hard members filled mouths and the spaces between thighs. Hips and heads moved to a sensual rhythm. The low sounds of slurping and suckling filled the room like a quiet symphony. Women cried out, holding onto succubi heads as the demons slathered at wet lines. Men grunted, white seed spurting on naked demon flesh.

A man cried out, his soul spent. A succubus crawled over and bit his thigh. A demoness lay on the floor, rubbing the man’s spent seed all over her breasts and stomach. The man shook his head in defiance, but his manhood said otherwise. It remained hard as diamonds and was quickly devoured by the succubus who just bit him. She moaned her pleasure, not looking up as the man grunted in pain and lust.

The moans carried on, echoing off the walls. Beyond the orgy, six open doorways stood, darkness filling them.

“I count twenty, ten adventurers and ten succubi,” Rayce whispered.

“We simply have to cross the room to one of the corridors,” Lucian said as he studied the feral succubi at work.

“Which corridor? We have no idea where they lead and any one of them can have more succubi lying in wait,” Rayce scowled, resisting the urge to join the party.

Lucian pulled out his spellbook and flipped through a few pages. When he reached the spell he wanted, he mumbled the incantation, his words lost to the sounds of moans. When he finished, he closed the book and slid it back into his satchel.

You have used Scry. Mana: 510/520

Lucian looked into the chamber again, faint glows touching the top of each corridor leading away from the chamber. The glow danced before symbols and faces carved above each entrance. After a moment, the magical energy faded away, leaving Lucian to study each symbol and face.

“What did you do?” Rayce asked.

“A simple but effective spell to help me understand. The symbols and faces above each corridor are different for each one. I believe they are meant as signposts for the dungeon’s denizens. The spell won’t tell me which one we need to take, but my extensive knowledge can help decipher it.”

“Sounds like your showing off,” Rayce grinned.

“It’s only showing off if your impressed,” Lucian said as he studied each entrance.

“Sounds like you’re being know-it-all,” Rayce said, his grin growing wider.

“Focus,” Lota scowled.

Lucian eyed each symbol in turn until his gaze settled on the one in the middle of the room. A porcelain smooth face with horns and a single tear running down her cheek caught the mage’s attention.

“We must go down the center corridor on the other side of the chamber,” Lucian declared with a whisper.

“What about the feral succubi” Lota said, hand resting on the pommel of her mace.

“They seem to be busy. We could just try walking through to the other side,” Rayce said as he eyed the writhing bodies.

“That is actually a sound idea,” Lucian nodded.

“And if they try to stop us?” Lota asked as she watched the room.

“We simply don’t allow it,” Lucian said as he stood to his full height. “The two of you take lead. I’ll follow to ensure I can subdue any succubi who try to slow us down.”

“Do you think you can handle that many demons at once?” Lota asked as she stood at the ready.

“We are about to find out,” the mage smiled.

Lota shook her head before stepping in front of Rayce. The shadowmancer watched as the paladin entered the chamber and soon followed. Lucian was last, spellbook back in his hand and his senses alive.

The trio entered the chamber and stepped along, bodies writhing to either side of them. A woman whimpered as she tried to crawl away, a succubus holding her in place with a long, pointed tongue deep within her valley. Men groaned as demons on their knees suckled thick inches. The amorous sighs and torturous grunts filled the air and the smell of sex of overpowering.

Lota looked to the right and left, watching the demons as they played with their food, hand firmly on the pommel of her mace.

Rayce watched with wide, piercing eyes, taking in each hip movement and bouncing breasts. Blood rushed to his member and he mentally cursed himself. A succubus seemed to notice as she pulled a cock from her mouth and eyed the shadowmancer.

“Join us,” the succubus said simply as she twisted her own, hard nipple.

“I want to,” Rayce sighed in a low tone.

The succubus watched him, stroking the man’s member in her hand and giving the tip a lick. After Rayce moved more than ten feet away, she shrugged and engulfed the hard member between a pair of luscious lips.

Lucian watched like a hawk. The succubi were many different colors, ranging from pitch black to pale reds, pinks, and blues. One was nearly white as a ghost, begging for the man she was pleasing to turn her over and invade her bottom. A moment ticked by and he did just that, turning her onto her belly and driving his cock into her puckered ass. The succubus let out a loving shudder, raising her ass and pushing it against the invading veiny member.

A clawed hand reached out for Lucian’s robe and he deftly moved just out of reach. The succubus gave him wanting eyes as the naked man punished her from behind. The sights and sounds of the hungry demons stirred Lucian’s soul. Despite his directive before they arrived, even he had a difficult time fighting temptation. They were only on the first level and the calling of release clawed at him.

The trio managed to make it across the chamber. The adventurers caught in the seductive embrace of the succubi seemed to barely notice them as they focused on the pleasures of the flesh.

“Almost there,” Lota said over her shoulder.

“Yea, I wish I was almost there,” Rayce muttered under his breath.

Lucian kept his focus as they crossed the chamber and reached the corridor on the other side. Standing at the entrance, a sliver of relief touched the mage when he turned his head, several succubi stepping out of another corridor.

Breaths froze as the demon women turned their attention to the two men and the troll. Knees bent as claws flashed. Horns shined in the torchlight as five naked succubi caught the sight and smells of fresh meat. Tails shuddered and a wanting snarl filled the air.

“Run,” Lucian commanded.

“We can…” Lota began before she was cut off.

“RUN!” Lucian shouted and opened his spellbook.

The trio broke into a run as the five succubi screeched and charged. Bodies moved with liquid grace as they gave chase. Lucian’s legs pumped as he ran. Lota and Rayce were before him, slowly gaining distance. The mage was healthy, but could clearly see his party members were faster than him. Clutching his spellbook, he mentally prepared spells he wanted to use. When they were halfway down the corridor, Lucian spun on his heels and faced the incoming succubi with an open spellbook in hand.

Rayce moved like the wind, but Lota turned back to see Lucian standing in the corridor, his back to them. The troll skidded to a halt, turned and ran back. Rayce kept running without looking back.

Lucian stared down the incoming demon women. They indeed had a feral look in their eyes as they charged toward him with hungry intent. Calming his mind, the pages to his spell book turned on their own, falling open to a spell.

“I’m coming,” Lota yelled as she drew her mace and readied for battle.

Lucian ignored her, arcane words spilling from his lips as he remained focused.

You cast Unseen Force! Mana: 485/520

The lead succubus hissed as soon as she was within twenty feet of the mage. Leaping into the air, her eyes went wide as something took hold of her and threw her in the opposite direction. Body and limbs flailing, she could not control herself as she hurtled back and slammed into two other succubi. Bodies hit the floor and bounced while the last two succubi leapt over their fallen sisters and pressed their charge.

Lota was nearly to Lucian’s side as she heard the mage mumble incantations.

You cast Black Tentacles! Mana: 435/520

Black tentacles appeared from the stone floor in the blink of an eye. The succubi on the ground struggled to stand up when tentacles wrapped around limbs and pulled them down. The remaining two succubi leapt into the air, only for tentacles to grab them by their ankles and stop their momentum. Bodies fell like rocks, hitting the stone floor before being pulled back to the group.

Lota stared in astonishment as all five succubi were being held in place, their snarls filling the corridor.

Lucian turned and began walking, “No sense on leaving them hungry.”

Lota watched as the ends of tentacles slithered along nubile bodies, the tips caressing between legs or along hard nipples. The snarls turned to loving gasps as the succubi enjoyed the sudden attention.

Lota walked backwards, watching the demons writhe, their eyes rolling into their heads.

“It won’t last long since they are feeding. The mana I used to create the spell will have a shortened duration from feeding their desires, so we still have to hurry,” Lucian instructed.

Lota turned and stayed at Lucian’s side. The pair made it to the end of the corridor, Rayce standing by a stone staircase.

“What took so long?” the shadowmancer smiled.

“Needed to slow down the locals,” Lucian smirked before looking to the dark stairway leading down.

“We really going to avoid as many as we can?” Rayce asked with a hint of defeat.

Lucian clamped a hand on the shadowmancer’s shoulder, “I promise, we will all get what we desire.”

The mage moved to the stairs and began his descent. Rayce looked down the corridor to the writhing succubi in tentacles, sighed and followed. Lota was last, eyeing the demons for a long moment before turning and following her companions down, the heated gasps of demons echoing off the stone walls.


Four

Lucian breathed like a bull after a lengthy charge. Turning a corner, he nearly crashed into the opposite wall. With his hand out, he pushed off the wall and ran, soreness creeping into his limbs. Eyes darted around, searching for any sign of Rayce while behind him, Lota was physically throwing a succubus into a wall.

They had been sneaking, running, and even hiding for the last four levels. Rayce would scout ahead, Lucian followed and Lota covered the rear. Squads of horny monsters often appeared from rooms, dark corridors, and twice from secret passages. The succubi were relentless, chasing them down until they were subdued or the party managed to escape.

The few times they managed to simply explore, they snuck by rooms filled with a single man or woman and several succubi draining them of their energy and their sexual energy. Lucian felt nothing for them, knowing they would be carted back to the surface. He was more concerned with some of the demons breaking off and chasing them down.

Lota’s grunts echoed off the walls as she rounded the corner and followed Lucian. Two succubi appeared behind her, calling out with sweet words, but their true wants glowed in their wide eyes.

Lucian slowed to a halt and called up his stat screen.

Lucian Malyx

Mage

Hit Points: 240/240

Mana: 120/520

Armor: 5

Strength: 17 (+1)

Intelligence: 62 (+15)

Wisdom: 45 (+10)

Dexterity: 22 (+5)

Stamina: 71 (+18)

Charisma: 82 (+21)

Equipment

Spell Books (2)

Tome of Regret

Robe (Armor 5)

Satchel

Leather Boots

Bedroll

Mana Potions (10) + 50 Mana

Healing Potions (10) +50 HP

He was essentially fine except for his mana and exhaustion. He had been using every non-lethal spell in his arsenal, slowing or stopping the mad demons, but they continued to hunt. Lota used her considerable strength to knock or throw the small succubi away, but it only seemed to entice them more. They laughed as they hit walls, bounced back onto their clawed feet and ran at them again. Lucian simply needed a breath and he could regain his composure.

Lota rushed toward the mage, dark eyes wide as several succubi turned the corner, chasing after her.

“Lucian!” the troll paladin called out.

“We want to love you!” a succubus cried out, licking her lips when she finished.

Lucian held out a hand and began an incantation. Running low on mana, a flashy spell came to mind and hoped it was enough to deter their pursuit.

You have cast Fireball! Mana: 95/520

A ball of fire appeared in the mage’s hand, flames rippling outwards.

“You can’t!” Lota shouted.

“Get behind me!” Lucian commanded.

The troll paladin raced past the mage, turned and pulled her mace from her belt. Lucian eyed the approaching succubi, calculations running along his thoughts. When the three demons were within range, Lucian pulled back his arm and hurtled the ball of flames.

The fireball streaked down the corridor at an angle. When it struck a wall, an explosion filled the corridor, followed by smoke. The demons were thrown from the force, hitting a wall and sliding down onto their rumps. Dazed and confused, they struggled to get back to their feet.

Lucian and Lota were already running away.

“That…was…dangerous,” Lota huffed.

“Calculated…risk. I’m running…out of mana. The fire…and smoke will slow them down,” Lucian huffed, his lungs burning.

The corridor seemed to go on forever until a shadow leapt at them. Lota raised her mace as Lucian prepared a spell when familiar hands grabbed them by their collars and pulled. Rayce kicked out his leg against a wall, the edge pushing in to reveal a secret chamber.

No words were spoken as the three stumbled into a secret chamber. Rayce let go of his companions and rammed his shoulder into the wall, pushing it back into place. When it sealed shut, he let out a silent exhale as he fell to his knees and listened.

Lucian and Lota huffed with heavy breath, but remained quiet. Senses dialed to eleven, they all waited. The barest whisper of running feet touched their ears. The trio held their breath as the foot claws scraped against stone, continuing their run past them. When the sounds of succubi feet faded away, all three companions let out all the air in their lungs and sank down to the floor.

Rayce turned and pressed his back to the secret entrance wall, “I wondered why they seemed to appear out of nowhere part of the time. As I scouted ahead, I chanced on this secret chamber. The dungeon must be littered with them to surprise anyone who walks by.”

Lota nodded while Lucian turned his head and took in their surroundings. The room was medium sized, several chairs stood around an oak table. A lone lantern illuminated the room and a tall cabinet stood by a wall. It was a simple place, but just comfortable enough to let dungeon denizens wait in moderate comfort.

Gaze drifting to a dark corner, Lucian’s hands went up and an incantation on his lips. In the corner, two skeletons stood. Bones white like the driven snow, their skulls turned slightly toward the room’s new occupants.

Rayce leapt to his feet, hands out. He darted over until he stood before Lucian and the skeletons. “They won’t hurt us!”

Lucian eyed the shadowmancer before letting his hands drop to his sides. Lota was to her feet, eyeing the undead as they began to move from their places along the wall. The two skeletons didn’t have any weapons. Instead, a waterskin hung from a shoulder of each skeleton. Boney hands grasped the waterskins and pulled them free, holding them out to the paladin and mage.

Rayce took a step back with a knowing grin. “I had a quick chat with them when I saw them. They are here to help clean and supply water to any who are thirsty. They are just two of an army of undead that help keep the peace, share supplies, and giving directions.”

Lucian took hold of the waterskin presented to him, pulled off the cork and began to gulp down water. Lota waved away the skeleton’s offering, picking up her own waterskin from her pack and drinking deep. Rayce made his way closer and took the waterskin and began to drink. The skeletons waited patiently as they the adventurers drank down water. When they were finished, they wiped their mouths. Lucian and Rayce handed the skins back while Lota put hers away.

Rayce bowed to the skeletons, “Thank you for the water.”

The skeletons nodded, turned and stepped back to their places. When their spines touched the wall, they became still as statues.

Lucian made his way to a chair and sat down. “We should rest here for a few hours before we continue. I’m low on mana and to tell you the truth, we all deserve a rest.”

Lota and Rayce nodded. The troll moved to another empty seat while Rayce stepped to the tall cabinet. Hands took hold of the knobs and pulled the doors open. Looking over the contents, the shadowmancer nodded in approval.

“The cabinet is filled with water, wine, and glasses. We should partake to ease our spirits,” the shadowmancer smiled.

Lucian shook his head, “Water yes, but not the wine. We have no idea if its tainted to dull our senses.”

“I can cleanse it, if that’s what your worried about,” Lota shot the mage a playful smirk.

Lucian eyed her, “It’s not just that. We have to be ready for anything.”

Rayce turned around, annoyance filling his brow. “This is the worst dungeon raid I’ve been on. We are running from demons who want nothing more than to drain some energy from us. They don’t even want to kill us!”

Lucian gave the shadowmancer a hard stare before he spoke, “You agreed to my terms.”

Rayce shook his head. “I agreed to follow you and get to the lower levels, but we are already on level five. It’s only going to get more difficult from here and I haven’t had a chance to see if any of those beautiful succubi want to be my wife!”

Lota raised an eyebrow, “Wife? You’re looking for a demon bride?”

Rayce nodded with stern eyes. “Yes, I am. I’m not as handsome as our mage friend here and my tastes tend to repulse any who show a glimmer of interest. You won’t even sleep with me and you’re a fucking paladin of Vala. It’s your duty to ease suffering.”

The room took on a serious edge as Rayce glared at his party members.

Lucian leaned forward in his seat, his expression serious. “I promise, you will have your chance when we are on the lower floors. I know it’s frustrating, but we are halfway there. There are plenty of demons to see if they wish to be with you, but for now, we stay to the plan.”

“So, I have to wait,” Rayce growled.

Lota was to her feet. The troll crossed the small distance and stood before the smaller man with concern in her eyes.

“I can sense it now, you are suffering,” the paladin’s eyes taking on a sadness.

Rayce bowed his head. “I need a partner to match my hunger. I became a shadowmancer because the dead love us, but even we cannot stay too long with one for they will drain our life completely. Had I known I would be shunned by most others, I may have reconsidered, but this is the bed I lay in now.”

“You seek a bride to match your soul,” Lota said in a low tone.

“I seek a partner…a real partner who will accept me for who and what I am. Isn’t that what we are all looking for? I don’t want to just share my body, I want to share my mind and experiences with them.”

“Your eagerness is vast. You wear it like a cloak and others see it too, that is why they run. If you…” Lota was cut off.

“Don’t. Don’t tell me I have to change for others. Your words are easy with your beauty. I don’t have such an advantage or gift. Many on Lukken are beautiful, but there are also many of us who are not. Succubi do not see the surface like we do. They see souls, the brighter, the better.”

Rayce turned away, the shadows of his hood covering his face. “I know I have a bright soul. The right demon just needs a taste and she will never leave my side.”

Lota lifted a hand to touch the shadowmancer’s shoulder when she stopped inches away. Lucian watched with intense eyes as Lota’s fingers curled back and her hand dropped to her side.

“You both should rest and get some sleep. I’ll take first watch. I can’t sleep anyway,” Rayce said in a soft tone.

Lota stepped back, no words rising to her lips. Lucian tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes. The mood turned gloomy. Rayce stepped to the edge of the hidden entrance, pressed his back to the wall and slid down until he was sitting.

Lucian looked to the thin rug covering most of the floor. Standing up, he looked around to see where he could make himself a little more comfortable. Rayce’s words hung in the mage’s mind. The smaller shadowmancer came off desperate and eager which gave weight as to why no one would take him in their party. He was capable and so far, had proved to be an asset, but his desires stormed on like a hurricane. He couldn’t see beyond the here and now and it rattled his spirit, never understanding why no one saw him for who he was.

The mage turned his attention to Lota as she pulled a thin bedroll from her back and spread it out. The troll was a paladin of Vala. From experience, Lucian knew paladins and clerics to be free with their bodies, happy to bring Vala’s joy to another soul. Their arts often healed, mending broken hearts or quelling a shattered mind. The mage knew the paladin could heal Rayce’s pain, even if for just a night, but she hesitated.

Lota finished laying down her roll and sat on it, her gaze darting to the mage before looking away.

It was a moment in time, Lucian seeing it for what it was. Followers of Vala often had a difficult time hiding their true affections. Their souls and hearts were one and often knew instantly if they were compatible with another. Lucian guessed Lota didn’t want to chance healing others until she knew for sure. The only way she could be sure is if they shared their bodies. Last night at the tavern, she tried to tempt him and he rebuffed her advances. It didn’t stop the flame burning bright with desire.

Lucian reached into his satchel and pulled out a bedroll. It was much too big to fit in a normal satchel but the mage had it enchanted to hold more than it appeared to hold. The roll cleared the opening and unfurled. The mage laid it down before lying on top of it. Lota looked to the mage once again, but Lucian ignored her, turning on his side and showing his back to her. Reaching into his satchel again, he pulled out a small book and began to read in the dim lantern light.

Rayce sat, stark blue eyes watching as Lota pined for the handsome mage and Lucian giving her his back. It stung, for the troll simply laid down, facing away from Lucian and Rayce before settling in her bedroll.

The air grew still as Rayce calmed his mind and heart. Mental curses cut through the attempt, berating himself for losing control like that. Spending weeks in town, trying to find a party to join had exhausted him. Now, he was part of a small one and yet, he took no pleasure in it, having to wait because their leader wants to see the bottom, probably for some reward he will never understand, nor keep.

Time ticked on. Rayce watched like an ever-watchful sentry as his companions slowly drifted off to sleep. Lota was first, her tense body easing down and her breathing carrying a gentle rhythm. Lucian was next, closing his book, sliding it into his nearby satchel and his body becoming very still. Rayce pondered on the book the mage was reading. It was smaller, unlike the spellbook he noticed at the tavern. Speculation turned into annoyance, seeing that their defacto leader seemed to be harboring secrets of his own.

Long moments stretched on and when the shadowmancer felt they had been asleep long enough, he rose up like one of the undead. Silent as a wraith, Rayce opened the secret door, slipped out and closed the door behind him.

Cool air flowed along the dark corridor. Lantern light flicked, but the shadows seemed to grow thicker, threatening to snuff out the precious light. Rayce slinked along, hidden in the shadows. A little exploration would be helpful. Scouting out the area may provide important details they could use later. Rayce mentally told himself these lies but, in his heart, he hunted. Gold and lust swirled in the back of his mind as he followed his own agenda, knowing he had a few hours to spare.

Whispers touched his mind as he moved from shadow to shadow, the gentle caress of ghosts trying to speak to him. Dungeons often had many spirits, those who died long ago unable to rest or move on. To many, it would be disconcerting, but to Rayce, it was comforting. Much like memories of his family, the soothing whispers brought a sense of peace to his battered soul. The notion of family consumed him at times and he hated and loved it at times. It was a contradiction he could not understand, but he knew he had to live.

Hunched over and moving with skill and grace, the shadowmancer came across several doors along a small corridor. A small smirk forming, he moved to each one, checking to see if they were locked. The doors opened easily, but two of the rooms were empty. Stepping to another door, he opened it and peered in. This room had something in the corner and a glint of metal shone in the dim lantern light spilling in from the hallway. Rayce slipped in and closed the door behind him.

There was no light in the room, but Rayce’s special ability to see in the dark glowed along his eyes. Shadowmancers were able to use thief and necromancer abilities together. They could never specialize in either, but the combination was too powerful to ignore. Ghostly lines appeared along corners, giving the room dimension and shape. At the back wall, a chest stood.

Rayce rubbed his hands as he stepped closer. Eyes grew wider as he saw he may make some gold after all. When he stood before it, he eyed the lock. That was when an eyebrow rose up. There was no lock on the front between the lid and trunk. Looking it over, he spotted two locks, one on each side of the chest. The oddness baffled him as he could not understand why there were two and they were on the sides of the lid. Taking out his lock picking tools, he shrugged and prepared to go to work. It didn’t matter, he knew he could get in and take whatever treasures lay within. Moving to the side, he knelt down to a knee and inserted two thin rods. After a moment of feeling around, he heard a familiar click.

Smiling, the shadowmancer stood up and moved to the other side. Kneeling down, he worked on the other lock. A click filled the chamber. Rayce reached for the lid to open it up when another click from the other side snapped back into place. Hand on the lid, it did not open.

Rayce stood before the chest, brow wrinkling in thought. It appeared the chest was not a simple one to open. There must be something valuable inside if it had a trick lock such as this. Rayce pulled out two more rods, a pair in each hand. He was thankful he was ambidextrous. The chest puzzle would not stop him from the prizes within.

Standing before the chest, he spread out his arms and put each hand with lock picking rods between fingers to each side. Rods slid in and he fiddled with them, his body bent and chest just above the lid. When both locks clicked, the lid popped open slightly.

Something strong grabbed the front of Rayce and held him in place. Eyes wide, the shadowmancer dropped his tools and reached for a dagger when tentacles wrapped around his wrists and pulled. Panic swelled as the shadowmancer struggled. Legs pushed, but the thing held him in place. Tentacles lashed out from within the chest, grabbing his leather leggings and pulling them down.

“No!” Rayce began when a warm sensation cascaded over his exposed member.

Looking down, a long tongue caressed him his limp cock, breathing new life into it. Panic fell away and warmth touched him, goading his member to react. The shadowmancer watched in fascination as the long tongue curled around his now hard member and giving it gentle strokes.

“You’re…a mimic,” Rayce hissed as pleasure ran along his manhood.

The tentacles slacked as the chest pulled the shadowmancer closer. The edge of the lid and the trunk of the chest shapeshifted into plump lips. Pink touched the front as it closed its mouth over Rayce’s rock hard cock. The chest moved, sucking back and forth, inches appearing and disappearing.

A stupid smile grew from ear to ear before lust washed over the shadowmancer. Each stroke and sensation sent shivers up and down his spine. Remembering every blowjob he ever had, they simply didn’t compare to what was happening now. The gentle rhythm pulsed and frustration pushed at his full loins. Sucking in breaths, Rayce found his hands on the sides and pushing his hips in, helping the strange creature along. The moment took full hold of his senses, thrusting while the creature gently pressed its tongue under the shaft, coaxing for release.

“Fuck,” Rayce grunted as his cock thickened.

The mimic increased the tempo, trying to suck Rayce’s soul through his engorged member. The shadowmancer bent his head back and let out a hiss of ecstasy. Spurts of seed splashed within the mimic’s mouth, followed by a few more. The chest made a small moan as it quickly swallowed white seed and continued to suck, pulling out every last drop.

Tentacles released and Rayce pulled back, stumbling over his leggings around his ankles and landing on his ass. Breathing heavy, he stared at the strange creature as lines of pink ran along just under the lid.

“I want more,” the chest said with a hungry edge.

“I’ll need a moment,” the shadowmancer grinned and made no attempt to pull up his leggings. “I didn’t know your kind…worked with the succubi.”

The lid moved up and down as it talked, “Here we do. My kind can feed on almost anything. We have been here so long, we have learned to feed on adventurers, much like our succubus mistresses.”

“Sounds, fun,” Rayce smiled. “What’s your name?”

The pink lines along the chest grew brighter. “No one bothers to ask for our names.”

“Well, I’m asking. I have to say, that was amazing.”

“Roxxy,” the chest said, its front turning hot pink.

“Hi Roxxy. I’m Rayce,” the shadowmancer said as he kicked off his leggings and pulled off his cloak.

Roxxy said nothing, watching the dark-skinned man removing his clothes and his manhood hardening once again.

“It’s been a long journey and you have an amazing mouth,” the shadowmancer said with eager intent.

The chest was silent for a long moment before it began to shift and change. Rayce watched as the chest took on a humanoid form. Long limbs stretched out as breasts formed. A head appeared, taking shape. Thick, cable-like hair sprouted and fell to the sides while the face took on almost skeletal features, wood colored skin covering it. The rest of the body finished changing, Rayce noticing the wood pattern along her skin.

Roxxy bowed her head and looked away. “I don’t often change into my true form. Many adventurers like me in my chest form, taking turns when they feed me.”

Rayce stepped closer and lifted a hand. When he touched her hip, he expected it to be rough like it appeared, wood-like and hard. Instead, the mimic’s skin was soft to the touch and the wood-like skin was more like a design than actual wood. Hand sliding upwards, he cupped her full breast and it was soft to his touch. Black nipples hardened and pink touched Roxxy’s black cheeks.

“You didn’t seem shy before,” Rayce said as he ran a thumb over her hard nipple.

“I was hungry. We don’t get many people down here. Sometimes I’m moved to the upper floors but we are on a rotating schedule. I have been down here a while.”

Rayce lifted his other hand, both of them running along Roxxy’s sensual curves. One dropped to between her legs, fingers exploring her slit. Wetness greeted the shadowmancer as he touched her. Roxxy let out a small gasp, but did nothing to stop him.

“Sometimes we are put in the orgy rooms to help the succubi,” the mimic whispered.

“Do you like it here?” Rayce said and he pulled her closer, his cock throbbing against her thigh.

Roxxy looked down before her black hands touched the throbbing member and began to stroke.

“I sometimes dream of the outside world. It’s so strange, you talking to me. Many are happy to dump their seed in my mouth.”

“Is that the only way you like to feed?” Rayce said as the heat of the moment began to take hold.

Roxxy gave a shy smile. “I’m a shapeshifter. I can feed any way I want.”

“Roxxy, you are beautiful and I have a lot of love to give. Mind if we test what you’re saying?”

The mimic watched the maddening hunger in Rayce’s eyes. The moment she nodded and smiled, Rayce gently pushed her to a wall and turned her around. Looking down, he saw her plump ass and grabbed it, spreading her cheeks and seeing she indeed had an asshole. Taking hold of his member, he pressed the head of his cock to her tight hole.

“You don’t have to be gentle,” Roxxy whispered.

Rayce ran a hand along her skin until he touched her firm breast. His hips moving, the end of his cock penetrating her tight hole, inches forcing her to open to him. A small gasp fell from the mimic’s lips as Rayce slowly invaded her. Leaning back, she let him run his hands along her body while his manhood reached the hilt and pulsed.

“You feel so nice,” Roxxy said.

“So, do you,” Rayce said with a small smile before his hips began to move.

The pair enjoyed the interplay between them, bodies moving to a primal rhythm. Rayce couldn’t deny the scents and touch of the mimic. Her soft body against his hard member and chest sent spirals of bliss. Hand letting go of her breast and trailing down her smooth stomach, he reached the apex of her womanhood and felt her clit. With gentle swirls, he played with her, listening for gasps to know he was helping her to feel good. It didn’t take long before she moaned her pleasure, hips moving to his touch and his hard cock buried deep within.

“You are full of surprises,” Roxxy gasped, pleasure riding every nerve.

“I never thought your kind could be this beautiful,” Rayce managed before his hips increased the tempo.

Roxxy shuddered with each thrust, fingers dancing along her clit and wetness streaking down her inner thighs. Rayce pressed his face to her neck, snuggling to her as his granite hard member pushed to the hilt. When he kissed her neck, a shrill cry rang out.

Roxxy’s mouth and eyes widened to perfect ovals before she shuddered and trembled. Grabbing Rayce’s wrist, she held him in place as his fingers played her like a violin. Ass pushing against his thick spear, she squeezed and pulled back, trying to draw his seed out with a long stroke.

The shadowmancer couldn’t believe the need to shoot his load. His cock expanding, Roxxy let out a long moan, orgasms blasting her nerves like magical fireworks. After the third long stroke, Rayce let out a soul crushing grunt as come burst from the tip. Roxxy moved, milking Rayce’s member, spurts painting her insides.

For a breath, the outside world didn’t exist. Roxxy turned her head, an eye looking to Rayce as he stared at her, driving his cock to the hilt and staying there.

“Do you have to stay here?”

Roxxy moved her hips slowly, “I’m not a prisoner. I just need a reason.”

Rayce nodded, pushing the last drop of come into her. “Come with me,” he said simply.

Roxxy said nothing.

“Come with me and we can explore the world,” Rayce said, a loving grin forming.

“Okay,” the mimic smiled before her body shifted and she suddenly faced him.

Rayce looked down, her breasts pressed against him and his cock deep within her valley. Hands moved to grab at her soft hills and he ground his hardening cock between parted thighs. Roxxy lifted up her legs and coiled them around his waist like a spider. Rayce couldn’t help himself, driving himself deep before burying his face at her neck and giving it a long lick.

The shadowmancer and mimic continued their embrace, Roxxy pressed against the stone wall while Rayce pushed with years of frustration. He couldn’t deny the allure she carried, a shy weird creature. It was instant, like two stars caught in each other’s gravity, swirling through the cosmos.      

The door to the chamber opened a sliver, Lucian eyeing the shadowmancer and creature he was engaged with. Soft whispers of love and lust carried on the air as wet sounds echoed off the walls. The mage watched for a long moment before closing the door, whimpers and cries the last thing he heard before walking back.


Five

Lucian rubbed at a temple, weariness touching his spirit. They had stayed in the secret chamber for several hours, but the mage didn’t get any real rest. The lack of any daylight only compounded the issue, not knowing how long they had been down here. Checking his stat screen, he looked over the numbers and focused on his Mana.

Mana: 170/250

What little rest he managed only regenerated fifty points of mana. At this pace, he wouldn’t be able to cast many more spells the further they explored. Thinking to the mana potions in his satchel, they were reserved for truly desperate moments. If he started drinking them now, he may not have enough for when he reached the end of his quest. Concern clawed at him as he didn’t feel ready to explore the lower levels.

The trio walked along a barely lit corridor. Lucian noted they had reached the 6th
 level. Surprisingly, they hadn’t come across any demons or creatures. Glancing back, he saw Rayce strolling along. The shadowmancer looked like he was ready to whistle a tune, but instead, walked with a smile. Behind him, Lota marched, dark shadows under her eyes, betraying that she hadn’t rested either.

Images painted Lucian’s mind as he turned his attention forward. Seeing Rayce and the Mimic together played on. The mage wondered where the mimic was and deduced it had shrunk itself down and was hidden on the shadowmancer’s person. It was the only explanation that seemed to fit, unless the creature was following them. Lucian dismissed the idea on account Lota would have noticed it.

The river of thoughts shifted to the troll with blue streaks along her black hair. She had become very quiet since the hidden chamber. Rayce didn’t engage with her, happy in his cloud of bliss, but the troll didn’t seem to want to interact with anyone. She marched like a dutiful soldier in Vala’s army, but the undercurrent of something deeper lashed at her spirit. She occasionally made faces, unaware of Lucian’s quick glances. It was clear she was unhappy, but the mage reaffirmed in his mind that this wasn’t about her happiness.

The Tome of Regret glowed in Lucian’s mind and his heart quickened again. In a few levels, he would find his prize and the world would be right again. Despite pulling the book out for his companions to see, he could not stop the addiction of words he had read hundreds of times. Clues and deep knowledge were hidden among the texts and he poured over them with relish. The long quest was coming to an end and rewards waited.

“Should we rest again?” Lucian asked when he spotted something along the corridor.

The sudden stop caused his companions to freeze in their tracks, eyes wide and senses alert.

Lucian stared ahead, gaze penetrating the shadows along the wall to see a woman slumped against it. Her legs were out, but the dim shine of horns informed him of her race. The woman didn’t move, head lolled forward and tail limp.

“I see her,” Lota said as she moved to one side of Lucian.

“Should we continue,” Rayce asked as he stood on the other side of the mage.

Lucian eyed the unmoving succubus, “I’m not sure. We have to continue because we would only be going back up to the previous floor. I’m just not sure if this is a trap or something else.”

“What makes you think that?” Lota asked while staring at the demon.

A page from the Tome of Regret appeared in Lucian’s mind. “Succubi are prone to infighting just like any group. Sometimes they shun one of their own and force them to starve. They become even worse than feral ones. If they go a long time, they become shells of what they once were.”

Lucian pointed at the slouched demon, “If she is shunned, she may be dying and dangerous.”

“How do we know for sure without killing her or her trying to kill us?” Lota asked.

“I’ll investigate and you two back me up,” Rayce said as he immediately stepped forward.

Lucian and Lota watched as the shadowmancer prowled low, boots moving just below the edges of his cloak. Lucian prepared an Unseen Force spell while Lota pulled her mace from her belt. The pair watched with unblinking eyes as the shadowmancer reached the succubus and knelt down.

Holding their breaths, they watched every moment. Rayce let his hand hover before the demon’s face and gave it a little wave. The succubus didn’t move at all. Standing up, the shadowmancer silently stepped back to his companions.

“She’s not responsive, staring at nothing. I think it may be safe.”

“Do we take the chance?” Lota asked Lucian.

“We don’t have much of a choice,” the mage said and began walking.

The trio walked in single file, Lucian first, Rayce next and Lota taking up the rear. As they drew closer, all eyes were on the succubus. Details began to emerge as she sat like a broken doll. Naked, she didn’t move as their shadows touched her. Lucian eyed her, taking note of the white foam leaking from the sides of her mouth and dripping on her bare thighs. Eyes were open but appeared hollow as she stared at nothing. The tail didn’t move but her chest did, a faint breathing causing it to barely expand and retract.

Nerves crawled with fear for at any moment she could spring up and attack them. Lucian pictured it, the mad succubus trying to kill or rape them without any thoughts of its own. A savage creature bent on fulfilling its needs.

When the three stepped past her and she remained still as a statue, they picked up the pace and moved on. Relief fell from lips as they could breathe again. Lucian pondered that a fight would drain more mana and he needed every drop before reaching the end of his quest.

The corridor branched and the party picked one and moved on. Soon they were deeper into the level, making their way and searching for the stairs down. The lack of succubi set everyone on edge, waiting for a sudden attack. They could defend themselves, but it would be a hard-pressed fight if they could not inflict real damage.

The echoes of boots caused the trio to throw their backs to a wall. Heads turned, they looked down the corridor to see two succubi walking in boots and little else. Leather straps led from their hands and soon three naked men with blindfolds were being pulled along like whipped dogs. They whimpered and moved on all fours as the succubi took them down another corridor and disappeared from view.

“We have to be extra careful. The smarter ones are well fed, but like to play longer games with their food,” Lucian instructed.

Rayce and Lota nodded.

Lucian began walking, his companions following close behind. Hours slipped by before they found the descending stairwell. Making their way down, they reached the 7th
 floor and continued on their journey.

The maze-like level twisted and turned as the three probed deeper.

Lota glanced around, confusion taking root. “We could be lost down here for days.”

Rayce smiled, “Let’s take the first left and then a right.”

The troll looked to the shadowmancer, “What makes you so sure that is the right way to go?”

“I have my sources,” Rayce said with a wicked smirk.

Lucian couldn’t hold back his own smirk, knowing full well the mimic was guiding them along. The mage didn’t feel a need to expose the secret, taking advantage of the information windfall. If the mimic wanted to help, who was he to say no.

Rayce grinned as they walked, spotting the stairwell at the end of a long corridor. Lucian and Lota were next, relief filling them as they could now proceed to the 8th
 floor. As they approached, a side door opened and a decayed corpse lumbered out. The trio froze as the dead thing looked to them with two groaning people, one over each wide shoulder.

The zombie made a small groan before turning and walking away, the people over its shoulders barely moving. Lucian was first to move, stepping over to the open doorway and peering inside.

Leather furniture lay about the medium sized room. Two skeletons and another zombie moved about, putting things like chains, whips, and cuffs back into cabinets along the walls. Three cube slimes moved along the floor, their bodies absorbing anything organic as they made their way around the room.

“There must have been some fun in here,” Rayce said as he peered inside.

“We should rest and eat,” Lota said before her stomach made a gurgling sound.

Lucian remembered that they hadn’t eaten anything in a long time.

“I’m okay with a rest stop. I’m starving,” the shadowmancer said as he stepped inside.

Lucian followed, noticing his own hunger. At first, he expected the room to be a completely disgusting but was amazed at how clean it had become. The cubes did their jobs while the undead continued to put items away.

“Is it okay if we eat here?” Rayce asked one of the undead.

The skeleton nodded as it put a whip on a hook.

“Thank you,” the shadowmancer smiled before plopping onto a leather sofa.

Lucian sat in a chair across from the sofa. Opening his satchel, he dug around until he grabbed a wrapped ration and pulled it out. Opening it, salted meat lay within with some bread. Hunger pangs caused his mouth to water. The mage began picking off pieces and eating them.

Lota moved over to the leather sofa Rayce was on and sat next to him. The troll gave the shadowmancer a pleasant smile as she placed her small pack beside her. Rayce eyed the paladin as he pulled out his own ration and opened it. Sealed in leaves, he unwrapped them to reveal vegetables, eggs, and bread.

Lota made no move to her pack. Instead she continued to smile at the shadowmancer as he bit off a piece of carrot.

“I wanted to apologize, about before,” the troll said peacefully.

Rayce relaxed as he shoved the remaining piece of carrot in his mouth, talking and chewing, “It’s fine. I had a weak moment and let it get the best of me. I know you meant well even if it didn’t come out right.”

Lucian watched with a small smile.

Lota nodded. “Followers of Vala often help many, but we don’t help all. Lukken has been peaceful for so long, true evil has never had a chance to emerge. What you are going through and the path you follow, should not be strikes against you. I may not approve of your class choice, but you have a good spirit.”

Rayce’s smile grew wider, “Thank you, Lota. It means a lot to me.”

The paladin nodded. “Please, forgive me.”

Lucian and Rayce heard the words, but it didn’t register in the moment. Time slowed to a crawl as Lota’s hand flashed forward. One grabbed Rayce’s cloak and pulled it away to reveal the shadowmancer underneath. Another hand grabbed a small chest clipped to Rayce’s belt and pulled hard.

Lucian was to his feet as Rayce shouted. The shadowmancer reached for the small chest but Lota let go of his cloak and pressed her hand against his chest. With troll strength, she shoved the smaller man over the sofa, his legs flipping in the air and crashing down onto the floor.

Lucian took a step forward when the paladin was to her feet and throwing the small chest. The miniature chest spiraled through the air and slammed against the opposite wall. It cracked and began shifting instantly. Lucian rushed Lota, a spell on his lips when the paladin grabbed him and hoisted him up. The mage’s eyes were the size of saucers as he tried to grab at her.

Lota spun the mage around and held him to her, making sure he saw what was happening by the wall. The zombie and skeletons didn’t move as they stopped what they were doing. Hollow eyes took it in as the mimic morphed and changed to her humanoid form. Black hand up, the strange creature rubbed the side of its head as it looked up at the mage and paladin.

Rayce was to his feet, short sword in one hand and dagger in the other. “Lota!”

“Everyone, relax,” Lota said with a cool edge and let go of Lucian.

Rayce didn’t listen as he placed a boot on the sofa and launched himself at the paladin. Lota’s body moved in a blur catching the shadowmancer and throwing him. Rayce crashed into a wall by the door and slid down, the wind knocked from his sails.

Lota drew her mace as the mimic struggled to stand up. “Foul creature, tempting my friend.”

Roxxy shook her head, dark eyes turning to Rayce as he struggled to get to his feet.

Lota tapped at one of her pointed ears, “Did you not think I couldn’t hear you, planning your escape with my foolish friend?”

“Lota,” Rayce said as he slowly stood up, blades in hands, “She’s not like the rest of her kind! She just wants to see the world!”

The troll eyed the mimic as she stood, fear in her black eyes. “You don’t understand, these creatures are by definition, manipulators. They lure you in a sense of safety before they devour you. How long before she attacked you, us, when we least expect it?”

“Lota, this dungeon doesn’t allow killing. The mimic works for them. You’re taking this like a normal raid,” Lucian said calmly.

“Her name is Roxxy!” Rayce shouted.

The mimic stepped back, pressing her back to the wall, a growing fear in her eyes. The skeletons and zombies began to move toward the paladin.

“I won’t kill her,” Lota said with a hard edge, “but I will teach her lesson.”

The skeletons and zombie stopped their advance.

“Lota, stop this,” Lucian said, a spell on his lips.

“Either she leaves or I beat her down enough that she doesn’t follow,” the paladin said with conviction in her tone.

“Over my dead…” Rayce’s eyes widened and looked down.

A sickening horror filled the chamber as Rayce saw the tips of claws sticking out of his shoulder. Wetness bloomed and dark crimson spurted along the tips. Trying to move, he couldn’t.

Lota and Lucian watched as a succubus stood behind him, white foam spilling from her mouth and evil intent etched in her brow, eyes and sinister smile.

“Fuck…” Rayce whispered before he was lifted up and thrown.

The mad succubus let out shrill cry before launching forward, blood covering one hand and part of her forearm. Rayce crashed into a wall and slid down, a trail of blood streaking across the stonework.

Lota readied for the incoming demoness when Lucian shouted a word of power.

You cast Unseen Force! Mana: 145/250

The succubus’s body turned sideways and changed direction in midair. The demon’s face crashed into a cabinet, splintering wood and shattering it. Falling to her feet, she turned around with cuts across her face before launching again.

Lota stepped into the advancing demoness, mace swinging. The end struck her stomach, bending her in half before Lota pulled it back and brought it down on the back of her head. A loud crunch filled the space, but the succubus turned her body, side stepped and slashed across with foot long claws. Lota parried and maneuvered to get another strike in. The skeletons and zombies attacked, not the paladin, but the mad succubus.

The starving creature screeched as she swiped her claws at a skeleton’s head and shattered it. The other zombie and skeleton grabbed the flailing succubus for a breath before both were knocked back.

Lucian saw the undead trying to stop the insane succubus and knew this was not part of the game. Lota stepped in, mace swinging. The succubus dodged each strike in frenetic blurs. Lota growled as she pushed her attack, missing with each swing.

You cast Lightning Bolt! Mana: 115/250

Lightning sparked and curled along Lucian’s hand before he pointed it. Lota leaned into her attacks until a clawed foot shot up, striking her chin. The paladin stumbled back and lightning filled the room.

Lucian aimed and released the magical energy. A bolt of lightning streaked across the small space. The succubus screamed before her voice went silent. Flesh smoked as part of her throat was blasted away. Head flopping to the side, the pathetic demon made a strange gurgling noise as it tried to walk. Balance gone, it spun and crashed on the leather couch. Blood spurted and ran down the black leather. The succubus shuddered before she became still. Eyes turned glassy and exhaled her last breath.

Lota rubbed her jaw, gaze on the dead succubus. Lucian turned his attention to Rayce. The shadowmancer was sitting up against the wall, the mimic at his side and pressing on his wound. Blood soaked into his clothes and his eyes blinked slowly.

“Rayce!” Lota said as she turned her attention to the fallen shadowmancer.

Rushing to him, the paladin stopped short as Rayce lifted his sword and aimed at her chest.

“Stay away…from us,” Rayce coughed.

Roxxy was close, black fingers trying to stop the flow of blood. Lota stared in disbelief, the shadowmancer giving her a grim, serious stare.

Lucian opened his satchel and pulled out two healing potions. Stepping to Rayce, the shadowmancer let his sword arm drop, a small clatter filling the room. Lucian pulled the corks and put one to Rayce’s lips. Rayce drank deeply until the potion bottle was empty. Another was pressed to his lips and he drank.

The wound along his shoulder glowed before it pressed together and began to heal. Lucian watched, knowing the potions would stop the bleeding and knit back bone and muscle, but it was not instantaneous. A wound of that kind could take hours to a day before he was at fighting strength again.

“How do you feel,” Lucian asked.

Rayce coughed up blood and licked it from his lower lip. “Claws went through me. I’ve never been wounded like that before.”

The shadowmancer grunted in pain. “Do you have another one?”

Lucian nodded. Stepping back to his satchel, he pulled out two more. Walking back, Lota looked to them with immense sadness. The mage opened a potion and put it to Rayce’s lips. When the shadowmancer finished drinking, Lucian placed the remaining potion on Rayce’s lap.

Lota stepped closer, “I can heal you.”

Rayce let out a mad chuckle before his eyes hardened. “Don’t get near me. You said you were my friend, but couldn’t stand the thought that I had found love so quickly. If you heard us, you heard our plans. Your righteous love of Vala should have been happy for us!”

“This place…reeks of evil,” Lota said with wet eyes. “I have always been sure it was a den of darkness, meant to…” the troll trailed off.

“I don’t…give a shit,” Rayce coughed. “I want my happiness.”

The shadowmancer turned his gaze to Roxxy’s black eyes. “I want to explore the world…with you.”

Roxxy took Rayce’s bloody hand into hers. “You gave me hope when there was none before.”

Lucian eyed the wound as the flow of blood stopped. “Love cannot be put in a box and defined. It is a force just like all forces.”

“Yes, it is, Master Mage,” Rayce smiled with bloody teeth.

Lucian nodded. “I believe our quest together has come to an end. I think new adventures await you and your friend,” Lucian smiled at Roxxy.

The mimic gave a shy smile.

“It appears so,” Rayce said softly.

“I know hidden passageways where the undead take people back to the surface. I can take you and we can leave this place,” Roxxy whispered.

Rayce nodded. “I think I’ve had my fill of lust and adventure. I just wish there was a little extra gold.”

Roxxy smiled before holding out a black hand. Gold pieces emerged from her skin until it was nearly overflowing.

“I have much more in hidden places along the way,” the mimic grinned.

“I truly have found who I was looking for,” Rayce grinned and grunted.

Roxxy helped the shadowmancer get to his feet. The pair stood close, Roxxy holding up Rayce and his arm over her shoulder. A skeleton and zombie moved closer and Rayce nodded.

“They told me that the succubus committed a crime and paid for it with her life. It will not be held against us when they are questioned on what happened,” Rayce said out loud.

Lucian nodded.

Rayce held out his hand. “It was a pleasure, our short time together. I hope you find what you’re looking for at the bottom.”

The mage clasped Rayce’s forearm. “I hope I am as lucky in love as you are.”

The two men let go.

“I hope we meet again,” Rayce coughed.

“May fate make it so,” Lucian said with a kind smile.

Roxxy tugged on the shadowmancer. Both turned and made for the door, Rayce shooting Lota a glare before they exited the room. Lucian turned to the troll as she watched Rayce and Roxxy enter the corridor and stepped out of sight.

“I meant well. I wanted to protect him,” Lota said in a small voice.

“He found what he was looking for. We should respect his decisions, even if we don’t agree with them.”

Lota looked up to Lucian’s gaze, “Is the quest over?”

The mage shook his head, “No. We must carry on.”

The troll nodded before tilting her head forward, shadows covering her eyes. “I wish to make amends for my foolish actions. I will continue with the quest, at your side.”

Lucian eyed the beautiful troll and gave a grim nod. Without another word, the pair gathered their personal items and left the room. A skeleton and zombie picked up the dead succubus body while slime cubes crawled up the leather sofa, drinking in streaks of crimson blood.


Six

Warm air drifted along the corridor, two figures walking side by side. Lucian and Lota were silent as graves, senses alive. Torches and lanterns glowed, but little else moved. No rats skittered or bugs flew. Lucian could almost feel a dark energy curl along his nerves, pushing away innocent life.

Lota let out a small sigh. “Whatever is the source of this dungeon’s power, it’s beginning to make me sick,” Lota whispered.

The pair dodged succubi patrols by the edge of their teeth, but only barely. The 8th
 level was a confusing maze and Lucian blamed luck for finding the stairs down. Now on the 9th
 level, empty corridors and tunnels stretched on, but nothing appeared, not even succubi patrols.

“Will it affect your ability to fight?”

Lota shook her head. “Not enough to stop me.”

Lucian nodded. “We have one more level and then we can allow ourselves to rest.”

The paladin nodded.

Walking on, they turned corners and made their way deeper along the dungeon floor. Lucian tried to make sense of the dungeon’s design, but it was a patchwork of different designs. Some corridors held intricate carvings, while others were plain gray walls. Some rooms they passed held bodies in the throes of passion on the previous floor, but on this one, it was silent as a tomb. Several rooms they passed were devoid of furniture. The mage pondered if this level was meant to be barren to discourage anyone from reaching the last level. A void to send adventurers back to the upper floors for warmth and sex.

Lota’s thighs trembled and she slowed, hand pressing against a wall.

Lucian stopped and looked to the troll, a sliver of concern in his eyes.

“I don’t know if it’s the dungeon or exhaustion,” the troll said with a defeated edge.

“We can take it slower if it will help?”

Lota shook her head. “We should turn back, but I know that is not an option for you.”

Lucian said nothing, his gaze on the troll.

“I know because of my previous actions, you’re concerned about what I may think or do, but I have to ask, what’s down here? What are you searching for?”

Lucian was silent, grim shadows covering his face before he stepped closer to the troll, torch light revealing kind eyes.

“It’s about finding a dream,” Lucian said as he took a seat on the stone floor, leaning against the wall.

Lota copied him, pressing her back to the wall and sliding down until the pair were sitting side by side.

“In the Mage Academy, the one tenant above all is to find and understand knowledge. It is a cornerstone on studying the mystical arts so it can best be utilized in any situation, but it goes beyond that. Sometimes it becomes more. Mages often specialize in specific spheres of magical arts because they become obsessed. It is an affliction that is encouraged and desired.”

“Is this place part of your obsession?” Lota asked with neutral eyes.

“Not the dungeon itself. You must have some understanding of what I mean? You have chosen to join Vala’s crusade to bring lust and love to the people so they may balance out their lives. You told me that you wanted to right great wrongs of your people’s past. We are very much the same except we are going about it in different ways, different paths.”

“I still don’t understand what is here that will satisfy your hunger for knowledge. The only things that dwell here are from the abyss. Your words tell me you wish to explore the deeper mysteries of that plane of existence.”

Lucian gave the paladin a gentle smile. “And if I am, will you stop me?”

Lota eyed the mage for a long moment before she looked down. “No. It is not Vala’s way to stop those from exploring their light and dark sides. We fight to end pain and suffering. You haven’t done anything to warrant punishment. I cannot hand out judgement on curiosity.”

The troll lifted her gaze, staring into Lucian’s soul. “I can sense a pain, from within you. Vala’s gifts allow us to see the rifts in a person’s spirit, but it doesn’t tell me what it is, only that it is there. Your rift is powerful and I would be lying if I didn’t want to heal it.”

Lucian looked down as the troll placed her hand over his. “Do you think being intimate will heal me of my obsessions?”

Lota smiled. “I believe exploring the light and the dark will help anyone to find their balance. Besides, it would take more than one time.”

The mage gave a slight chuckle. “Maybe when this is over, we will both understand what is meant to be.”

Lota’s eyes shined. “Lucian, if you stray too far into the darkness, I promise to be one of many beacons to help you find your way back to the light.”

“Thank you, Lota, Paladin of Vala. I will be sure to look for you if ever a time like that darkens my soul,” Lucian pulled his hand away and stood up.

Holding his hand out, Lota looked to it before putting her hand in his. With a gentle pull, the troll was to her feet. Mage and paladin began walking down the empty corridor, the troll glancing to Lucian, heart fluttering.

The pair travelled on, passing empty rooms and walking down lonely corridors. Concern wrinkled Lucian’s brow as he slowly felt they were lost. Finding their way back would take twice as long. Pulling his spellbook, he turned to a page and began an incantation as he walked.

You cast Scry. Mana: 105/250

Mind opening, images floated along of a long room with many succubi. Beyond them, a grand room opened up with hundreds of demons. In the back, a golden throne stood, a black heart beating on it and blood running down along the entire throne in thin rivers. Before he could see beyond, the image faded away and his mind closed.

“What did you see?”

Lucian closed the book and put it away. “Horrors the deeper we go.”

“We can turn back,” the paladin said, but already knew the answer.

Lucian didn’t say anything, noting his remaining mana. The pair continued down a plain tunnel until a light appeared at the end. With every step, it grew brighter and brighter. Soft violin and harps drifted along the corridor. The murmur of conversation tickled their ears.

Lota’s hand fell to her mace, but it was Lucian who placed his hand over hers and shook his head.

“The demons on this level should be well fed and in their right minds. We should try reason before violence.”

“They will simply seduce us until we are drained. They will cart us to the surface and your quest will come to an end without the answers you seek.”

Lucian took a confident step forward, “Let’s be clever and see if that happens.”

The pair made their way along, stepping closer to the light. When they reached the entrance, senses were nearly dazzled as they stepped inside.

A long, wide room stood, filled with chandeliers, opulent furniture, tables with food and drink and many nearly naked bodies. Men and women were on their knees or serving with trays of food or wine. Succubi in garments that barely covered their bodies laughed and talked like it was an elegant affair.

Lucian and Lota stepped in, other details emerging. Some of the succubi were engaged in lewd acts, whips rising and falling with a crack and moans blending with the music. Men licked toes of some demons while others cried out, horned heads bobbing on members. Thighs were spread as succubi laughed and moaned, licking wet slits. Lucian noted that the room was a mixture of polite conversation and lewd depravity.

A succubus turned from a conversation and a fanged smile widened at the sight of Lucian and Lota. Turning, she stepped to the newcomers, wine glass in hand and eyes filled with glowing blue energy.

Lucian smiled as he studied the approaching succubus. Nearly her entire body was shades of blue. Her horns were a dark blue while her skin color was similar to Lota’s sapphire blue. The glowing blue eyes crackled with power as she approached. She wore a sheer, see-through robe, her pink nipples contrasted against her skin.

“Welcome! You both have been the talk of the party! My name is Nadia and we are so happy you could make it.”

“Greetings Nadia. I had no idea we were being watched so closely,” Lucian said with polite edge.

The succubus gave a small nod and took a sip of her red wine. “Oh yes. Everyone is impressed with how you handled Della. She had grown obstinate with her duties. It is a shame she met her end, but it was all for the best. Please, have some wine, take off your clothes and relax. You’ve earned it.”

Lucian bowed his head, “Thank you, but we are simply passing through.”

Nadia tut-tutted. “This will not do. You earned high praise and should be rewarded. Gold will be freely given after we sample your delicious bodies.”

Lota’s fingers flexed as she took in the room. The paladin counted about forty demons. If it came down to it, she was ready to use her paladin abilities to help even the odds.

Lucian on the other hand, took Nadia’s hands into hers. Leaning forward, he kissed the backs of her hands in turn and held them as he addressed her.

“Nadia, you seem lovely and your party looks delightful, but my companion and I wish to reach the last level. I see at the other end of your room, there is a stairwell leading down. If we can pass through, we can come back on the way back.”

A dozen succubi turned and moved toward Lucian and Lota. Wicked grins and devilish eyes drank in the couple. Tongues licked lips and tails moved from side to side. Some were naked while others barely wore clothes. The heat in the room turned up as a semi-circle of succubi stood before Lucian, Lota, and Nadia, barring passage.

“I’m afraid our queen will not be taking visitors, even ones as fun as you both. We commend you on sneaking past our patrols, but your rewards are here and now. We promise to be gentle, but we require your attention on our bodies.”

“Lucian, say the word and we will get through,” Lota said sternly.

Demons turned their attention to the tall troll, heat in their eyes.

Lucian let go of Nadia’s hands and stood straight up, chest out and eyes filled with confidence. “You will let us pass so I may speak with your queen.”

Nadia stepped closer, her pointed tongue snaking out and licking the tip of Lucian’s nose. “And why would we allow that?”

“William Fyre,” Lucian stated with knowing eyes.

The mood shifted like the wind. Smiles vanished and many pairs of eyes turned in their direction. The music stopped and moans were silenced. Lota looked to Lucian with confusion, but the mage stood, shoulders relaxed.

Nadia downed her drink and threw it at a nearby wall. The shattering glass brought the entire room’s attention to the mage and paladin.

“Allow the mage and paladin to pass,” Nadia said with a hint of anger and wonder.

The occupants of the room parted, some pulling men and women on leashes to the sides with them. The music didn’t return and all attention was on the man and woman in the middle.

Nadia’s eyes hardened as she spoke, “The moment she thinks you’re wasting her time, we will descend upon you like locusts, ripping your bodies to pieces and devouring each bloody chunk.”

“Noted, but it won’t come to that,” Lucian said and he began walking down the middle of the room, not giving Nadia a second glance.

Lota followed; eyes wide as many of the succubi glared at them with evil intent. The dark mood blanketed the room, curling along their senses, but Lucian kept his confident smile. Lota spun around, making sure they didn’t sneak up and attack once they were halfway across the chamber, but no one moved, only their gaze following them.

When they reached the other side, the crowd had swelled, coming back together and barring any chance of escape. Lota looked back with concern, but Lucian marched on. They reached the stairwell and began their descent.

“Who is William Fyre and why did his name seem to shake them to their core,” Lota asked as she followed the mage.

“Knowledge is the only key to unlock the universe,” Lucian smiled as they made their way down.

The pair made their way down, reaching the 10th
 floor. Lota sheepishly followed the mage as he stepped into a large corridor. Lucian drank it in, seeing detailed carvings, tapestries along walls and a warmth that would melt any cold heart. A lightness touched his heart as he began walking.

Lota took several steps before her mind began to spin. Dark energies tugged at her spirit and she found it difficult to walk. Lucian stopped walking, turned to the confused troll.

“It’s…too much,” the paladin whispered as she tried to focus.

Lucian stepped to the troll, reached out and took her hand into his. Lota looked up in confusion as he gently pulled her along.

“We made it,” Lucian said with warmth.

Lota simply nodded, dark energies pulling at her once again. She resisted activating her holy aura, taking in Lucian’s touch. It burned, chasing away some of the darkness.

The corridor seemed to swim, bend and contort before a door opened. Lucian pulled Lota into a small, furnished room. Wits slowly returned as she noticed the wide bed and two lanterns glowing on the wall above it. The enclosed space quieted her mind as Lucian pulled her to the bed and helped her sit down.

“It was the first door I noticed. I thought maybe a rest would help,” Lucian said with a kind smile.

Lota looked up, the chaos of her thoughts settling down. “If we go any further, they will kill us.”

Lucian shook his head, “No, they won’t.”

The mage looked down on the troll’s dark eyes, his expression filled with knowing. “Lota, the first night we met, you wanted to show me Vala’s love.”

“I did…I still do,” the troll said in a low tone.

“What you began, insulted me. What I see is a woman who wishes to give freely of herself without a deity allowing it. You want to heal the world, but I want you to be free.”

Lota stared up at Lucian. “No…I…” she trailed off.

“The conflict is your own soul and mind at war. What would you be without Vala’s guiding light?”

The troll bowed her head, shadows covering her eyes. “I don’t know what I would be.”

“Take away deities, honor and duty, strip them down to nothing. What would be left?”

Lota sighed. “I would be nothing.”

Lucian reached over, cupped her chin and lifted her gaze to meet his. “You would be everything. You would be your true self, confident, powerful and loving. My quest is to find true love. Your quest is the same, but on a different path.”

Lucian’s eyes narrowed as he stared at the wide-eyed troll. “Without excuses or lies, what do you want?”

Lota’s eyes sparkled as she looked up into Lucian’s handsome features. The pain and confusion fell away like dying leaves in autumn. Heat billowed, fanning a flame. It grew brighter and brighter as purpose and desire spiraled together. Hearts spoke and when the flames reached their zenith, Lota let out a wet moan.

Blue hands rose up, taking hold of Lucian’s robe. The mage did not fight, allowing her to undo the middle. Frustration bled into her movements before she grunted and ripped the robe open down the middle. A strong naked body glowed in the dim light. Dark eyes drank in his growing manhood, veins throbbing along the shaft. The heat in the room tripled as Lota’s body slid off the bed and she fell to her knees. Mouth open, she let her tongue slide out, licking the tip. A hand curled around the base of his manhood, lips kissing the end and licking along the ridge of his purple head.

“You are free,” Lucian smiled when soft lips wrapped around the head of his cock.

Moans bloomed as Lota savored his taste. Needs pushed at her soul, slowly sucking inches, one at a time. Dizziness assaulted her senses, but did not slow her deep needs. A void opened along her soul and she desperately needed it filled. Wet sounds rose up like a chorus, no sense of shame or embarrassment, thick inches filling her mouth and the tip touching the back of her throat. Sliding back and forth, she looked up for approval and Lucian ran his fingers through her hair and let out a warm groan.

The deep suckling spiraled on. Wetness touched Lota’s small clothes, but she could not deny it any longer. A muffled cry ran along the shaft of Lucian’s cock before she pulled away, saliva trailing from his cock to her mouth.

On her knees, Lota began unbuckling pieces of her armor and throwing it aside. The need to undress and suck on the mage’s staff was overpowering. A shoulder plate hit the floor before she took his rock-hard member in her mouth for a few strokes of her lips before pulling away and taking off another piece.

Lucian pulled off his satchel and tossed it to the floor. Shoulders shrugged his robe off and it fell behind him. Naked, he waited patiently as Lota kicked off boots. Thumbs curled into her small clothes and pulled them down, wetness covering most of them. Hands then moved to her top, pulling it away. Breasts were free, dark blue nipples pointing, needing to be touched and caressed.

For a small moment, the two stood facing each other. Lucian admired the paladin’s strong curves. Looking down, a small patch of hair covered her womanhood, but a wet drop slid down her inner thigh.

“Get in bed,” Lucian commanded.

Lota did as she was commanded. Crawling into bed, she turned her gaze over her shoulder to see Lucian crawling in after her. Strong hands grabbed her and shoved her down onto her side. The mage was next to her, settling down. A hand stabbed between her thighs and turned, forcing them to open. Lota’s breathing quickened as fingers glided up her inviting thighs and ending their journey at her blooming womanhood. Wetness greeted fingers as they moved along pink folds. Chest heaving, the troll let out a strangled moan as her body betrayed her, hips moving to his touch.

“You must be silent or they may hear us,” Lucian said with a wicked smirk.

Lota barely nodded, her world hot, wet and spinning. A shudder ran along her body as the mage touched her just the right way. Another moan escaped her lips, resisting the urge to pin down the mage and force herself on him. While he played with her, she reached over the short distance and stroked his member. It throbbed to her touch and she gently slid her hand over the tender, sensitive flesh.

Lucian’s fingers invaded her tight space, wetness coating them. Pulling away, he slathered the troll’s wetness over her hand and along his shaft. Lota understood and helped, pressing her fingers to herself, coating them and slathering along the mage’s cock. Taking hold again, she stroked and it made the motion intimate enough for Lucian to give a warm exhale.

The pair teased each other; Lota lost to Lucian’s handsome features. When he licked her hard nipple, she shuddered again, nerves tightening to the breaking point.

“Lucian…don’t deny me anymore,” Lota hissed with fevered wanting.

“I need more…” Lucian said darkly.

“Anything…anything,” the troll gasped as Lucian’s fingers traced along her engorged clit.

The mage grabbed the troll and turned her onto her stomach. Climbing over her, his cock throbbed between her plump bottom. Lota lifted her head, eyes wide when the tip of his member touched her quivering womanhood. Thighs and knees propping up, she breathed quickly until something thick and hard pushed at her slit. A hand grabbed at her hair, fingers bunching it up and holding her in place. Inner wet walls parted to the slow invasion.

“Lucian…” Lota breathed as her eyes rolled into her head.

The mage said nothing, holding her by her hair as his cock pushed, making her open her soul. Veins throbbed along the shaft before they sank into her tender place. The void Lota felt before was slowly being filled and she moaned her approval.

“You want to serve,” Lucian said with a dark edge.

“Yes,” Lota said, white touching the edges of her gaze.

When Lucian reached the hilt, he stayed there, enjoying her wet warmth. Lota let out a cry, her hips moving. Lucian’s grip on her head tightened and he forced her face into a pillow. Hips thrust, back and forth as muffled cries filled the room. Lucian continued, driving his staff deep. Wetness seeped out with each stroke as Lota clutched at the blankets, fingers bunching up fabric. Arching her back, she gave herself to him as he punished her from behind. His hips slammed into her ass, the light blue skin turning a warm pink.

Darkness, lust, and the sounds of their union sent the troll spiraling. She cried out with muffled screams as Lucian had his way with her. Mentally, she begged for more and more, needing every inch of his thick staff to fill her. Lucian did just that, abusing her and tanning her ass to his repeated thrusts. When the union was reaching its crescendo, Lota let out a long-muffled scream, her body shuddering beyond her control.

Nerves exploded into magical fireworks. The dam cracked before it exploded outward, ecstasy and bliss raining down. Lota moaned, lost to the current as she floated away. Bliss curled toes and she whimpered to his repeated thrusts. Losing control, she bucked only for the mage to keep her in place as his cock spread her inner walls to the breaking point.

“I need more,” Lucian growled.

Hands took hold of the troll and turned her around. Their connection never broke as she bent her leg back, swung it around and slammed it on the bed. Between thick thighs, Lucian continued to thrust, wet inches appearing and disappearing within the melting troll.

“Don’t stop…” Lota breathed; her thighs opened wide.

Lucian was over her, his hips slamming between Lota’s thighs, her body quivering with each thrust. The mage studied her, moving with strength and confidence as she surrendered to his invasion. The connection blazed bright, his cock thickening, but the mage did not come.

“Give me what I want,” Lucian growled like a beast.

“I surrender…everything…to you,” Lota said as her eyes rolled back.

Lucian slowed, just enough for the paladin to feel his steel hard cock. When he drew back and pushed in with a steady power, Lota could not hold back any longer as her body shuddered violently.

Orgasm after orgasm assaulted already fried senses. Her back arching, her breasts rose and Lucian clamped his mouth on a nipple and licked it, sending another barrage of orgasms. The string of distilled bliss crashed into Lota’s soul and she could not fight its power. She moaned and whimpered, her body glowing like a divine beacon. Lucian’s cock thickened, spreading her inner walls as his thrusts had become her religion. When the tempo reached its zenith, molten white seed burst forth.

Lota arched her back and neck, heat and bliss filling her tight space as orgasms surged and fired along her entire body. The void was filled with peace and love as she panted, her mind and body melting to Lucian’s strength.

The mage whispered strange words as he pumped another spurt of come, followed by another. Lota couldn’t understand what was happening, her body writhing in the throes of passion. The words slowly cut through the haze as a burst of wetness squirted, drenching their joined bodies.

Lucian clamped hands to either side of her head and spoke a word of power. Lota tried to regain her wits when energy blazed between them. A sucking power pulled at her spirit and she fought. It was not enough to stop the magical energies sinking into her points along her body and draining her life.

The mage watched with hard eyes as mana was drawn from Lota, flowing up his arms and into his chest. Life glowed like a fire and he drank it up like water. Orgasms pulsed as Lota could not regain her mind. Energy pulled from her body and limbs as wetness with streaks of milky seed spilled from their union. On and on it flowed until Lota felt her living fire waver, ready to be extinguished.

Lucian let out a low moan, letting go of the troll’s head and pulling back. Sliding his member from her, he stood on his knees. Lota lay, eyes barely open as she fought to stay conscious. Body limp, she simply breathed, unable to even turn her head to face him.

Lucian slipped out of bed and moved to his belongings on the floor. Slowly gathering them up, he placed them at the foot of the bed before calling up his stat sheet.
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Lucian looked to see that his mana was back to full strength. The spell Mana Drain, faded to the background of his mind and he began to get dressed.

Lota lay, small sounds rising up past parted lips, but no words formed.

Lucian nodded as he slipped his robe on. “You will be too weak to move for a few hours. I’m sorry it came to this, but I need to be at full strength for what’s next. I’m sure the succubi will find you and transport you back to the surface.”

The mage stepped over and sat on the edge of the bed, looking down at Lota’s vacant gaze. “You’re a beautiful and powerful woman and I hope one day you can forgive me. Mana increases during sex and I had to be sure you were at your full potential before I drained you. If I told you what I planned, I couldn’t risk you changing your mind.”

Lota’s eyes widened a hair as she struggled to speak.

“I…wouldn’t…have…changed…my…mind,” the sound came out in the barest of whispers.

Lucian watched as Lota’s eyes closed, the last of her strength spent.

“Sleep well and may we meet in another life,” Lucian said as he stood up.

The mage picked up his satchel and pulled it over his head so it could rest at his hip. He stepped toward the door. When he reached it, he glanced back to see Lota sleeping peacefully. Blowing her a kiss, he turned away and took hold of the doorknob.

Stepping into the corridor, he closed the door behind him. Vibrant energy swirled along his body and limbs as he began walking. A new lightness touched his heart as he made his way along. Hand diving into his satchel, he pulled out the Tome of Regret and leafed through the pages, studying his notes one last time.

When he felt he was ready, he put the book back in his satchel and walked on, the final tests just before him and confidence guiding his convictions.


Seven

Several scantily clad succubi stood, boredom clouding their eyes. Yawns filled the corridor and one of them stretched their arms. Light danced as spears and swords leaned against walls. One of them was sitting down, her eyes closing and ready to drift off for a nap when her eyes shot open. The moment rippled among the guards as they turned their serpent eyes down the dimly lit corridor, a robed man appearing.

Taking hold of their weapons and forming a line, they blocked the entrance, bodies at the ready. They stared as the man in the crimson red robe slowly approached, hood over his head and a confident smile on his lips. When he reached them, he stood tall, shadows barely covering his eyes.

“I’ve come to see the Demon Queen, Systra,” Lucian projected.

The succubi didn’t budge.

“No one sees the Queen without an invitation,” a succubus said flatly.

“She will see me,” Lucian said as he looked past them to an immense room beyond, glowing with inviting light.

Eyes narrowed and the same demoness spoke, “No, she will not. Turn back or we will make you go back, one way or another.”

“William Fyre,” Lucian said simply.

Eyes widened across the line of succubi before they turned their gazes to each other. Heads shook as disbelief covered their faces. After a long moment, they stepped aside and stood at attention.

“Thank you,” Lucian said as he walked past them and into the cathedral-like chamber.

The mage took it in, marveling at the splendor of the gigantic chamber. It was in the shape of a medieval church but scaled up beyond what people could have created. Statues lined walls while grand shelves held books, parchments and mystical items. The statues were of demons, men and women in various compromising poses, eyes staring at nothing, but the look of ecstasy forever frozen on their faces.

Tables and comfortable chairs lined the spaces before the massive shelves. Several succubi sat, reading books or parchments before they looked up at the man entering unholy ground.

Down the middle of the vast chamber were beds, couches and various racks, writhing bodies caught in sensual play. Succubi lay, fondled or kissed, caught in a lustful rapture. Chains clinked as demons prayed on each other, legs spread and various sized phallic items pushed and pulled from sensitive areas. The moans nearly drowned out any other noise. No music played unlike in the other room, only the symphony of lust, curled toes, and heaved breasts.

Beyond the orgy taking place, a golden throne stood on a high dais. On it, a tall woman sat, skin white as starlight, eyes black as coal. She rested her head in her hand, staring out with a blank expression like she was carved from stone. Alabaster skin glowed as her garment was nothing more than thin fabric laying over her large breasts, barely covering her pale pink nipples. Shapely hips and crossed legs defined her lower body, sharp talons for toes graced her feet, ready to eviscerate.

The lustful writhing slowed as Lucian took another step in. Horned heads turned to see the man in their midst. Some licked their lips while others frowned. Some moaned while others hissed. Rippling across the chamber, the orgy slowed to a stop and soon the succubi rose up, standing to their full heights.

Lucian watched them, about a hundred filling the chamber, not including the queen. He bowed his head and waited as many demons stalked a little closer. Calling up his stat screen, he gave it the once over as it appeared in his vision.
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“I’ve come for an audience,” Lucian stated.

Giggles and laughs filled the chamber, some of the succubi shaking their horned heads.

“He thinks he can demand,” said one succubus.

“Hubris shall be his end, “said another.

Lucian ignored all of them, his gaze on the queen, “I only wish a moment of your time. After that, you may do as you wish.”

Cackles and laughter rang out. The succubi held onto each other, seeing this simple man making requests from their queen mother. It was unheard of and they laughed louder.

The Queen was unmoved.

Lucian took a step forward and the laughter died and turned to hisses.

“One more step and we will eat every morsel while you scream,” a succubus growled.

Lucian bowed his head again, “I mean no disrespect. I mean the opposite. When I first heard of the beautiful Demon Queen Systra, I had to know more. The writings I could find spoke of her and I will admit, I was enraptured. I searched across Lukken, trying to find anything I could. The obsession had nearly killed me on more than one occasion.”

The mage lifted his head, staring at the demon queen as she remained still as a statue. “Madness consumed me. Not only did I find many writings, I burned them when I was finished.”

Growls filled the air.

Lucian continued, “I knew the world could never understand your terrible beauty and warm heart. I struck out in my private crusade, burning any book that mentioned you except for one.”

Systra sat, but her eyes blinked.

Lucian dug in his satchel and pulled out the Tome of Regret. The mage held it high, for all to see. Gasps filled the chamber, eyes wide and tails low. A shocked murmur ran through every damned soul and some looked to their demon queen.

Lucian smirked. “I thought I was imagining it. I didn’t find this book in some deep tomb or in some forgotten ruin. I found it at the Mage Academy of Valis. It sat in a section, long forgotten. I noticed it, pulled it from the shelf and began to read and when I finished it well into the night, I read it again.”

“You have my attention,” a voice flowed like silk across every mind in the vast chamber.

Lucian took a step back, the demon queen’s voice causing his very soul to shudder from her power. Regaining his wits, he stood firm.

“Much of Lukken doesn’t remember your story. Even now, not many know and the few that did, died by my hand. Sacrifices to your greater glory.

“I won’t stand here and speak of the terrible things that happened to you and your lover. Tragedy will not heal old wounds. I will speak to your love of William Fyre. The book I hold was written by your hand, a journal of your time with the one man who ever loved you for who you truly were…until this day.”

Systra’s head moved slightly. “Those words were written over nine hundred years ago. They no longer matter in this age,” Systra’s voice washed over Lucian and the crowd.

“I, respectfully, disagree. Your words hold a passion and fire that has infected my soul. Your lover is long gone, but your words speak of his legend. He battled for you, protected you and you loved him for it. You awoke in a time where many across Lukken had awakened. He looked past the surface and saw a woman for whom he wanted to lay his life down. He betrayed everything for you.”

Lucian took a step closer and opened the book as the succubi backed off. “Once he was gone, you stepped through the portals during the age of Midnight. You began a new life, but you waited for your William to appear. The last sentence speaks of your long wait, counting the moments until he walked into your arms.”

Lucian closed the book. “He never came back. There has been no word of him as he disappeared into the ether.”

A silence caressed alert senses.

Systra sat up on her throne, hands folded on her lap. “You’ve come to my home to tell me a past I already lived? You seek a torment that will last eons for your insults. My lover is gone and I have accepted it.”

“Your love for him has not died. I know this from your own writings. The book in my hand betrays the lies you speak.”

Claws grew along the succubi as tails quivered in agitated rage.

“Choose your next words carefully for they may be your last,” Systra’s voice flowed without a hint of emotion.

Lucian nodded before staring across the vast distance between him and the demon queen.

“I have seen your soul and I have fallen for you. I wish to court you.  I wish to bring joy to your soul like William had. I wish to be your messenger to Lukken.”

Lucian bent down to one knee. The crowd parted, giving him and queen direct eye contact.

The mage continued, “In over nine hundred years, Lukken has known peace. In nine hundred years, they have misaligned our world. The kingdoms and people have forgotten the light cannot exist without the darkness. They have lost their way.

“You have created a home here, but your subjects entertain the locals and visitors. They debase themselves, fear keeping them from living their full potential. They follow you, but they have grown weak from lack of conflict.”

Lucian stayed on one knee, his voice growing louder, “You hold hope William will return. I am not selfish as to want you for myself. I wish to be a loyal general in your armies, loving you close or from afar. It matters not to me. What matters is you know love once again!”

Lucian’s brow hardened and his eyes narrowed. “The Kunarr failed. The Dread Lords failed. The darkness had failed this world, but we can bring it back. We can restore balance and shape the world where no one will take your love away again.”

Systra leaned forward, hands clasped in front of her mouth, black eyes on the mage. “You speak of dreams and nightmares, nothing more. Many men and women have professed their love for me and died when I had taken everything from them. You bore me. You bore my existence.”

Lucian bowed his head, shadows covering his face, “If I bore you so much, why are to speaking to me?”

The demon queen’s perfect eyebrow rose.

Lucian looked up, a smug smile on his handsome features. “Unlike your previous suitors, I do not fear you. I only wish to love and serve you.”

Systra’s blood colored ruby lips curved into an amused smirk. “You stand on a knife’s edge between life and oblivion.”

“I kneel to a woman who should be loved,” Lucian said and brought his other knee down and bowed completely.

A succubus fanned her neck while another one fought back tears. 

Systra’s wicked smirk turned into a small smile. “You may be useful. Please rise.”

Lucian slowly stood up. A succubus stepped close to the mage and snatched the book from his hand. Turning, she returned to the crowd.

“The book shall be returned to my library. Only the greatest of tomes may fill these shelves and I must thank you for returning one of my lost journals,” Systra said, her words touching minds but her lips never moving.

The demon queen adjusted on her throne before looking down once again.

“Your spirit is inspiring despite your weak and frail body. I doubt you would last long in my embrace, even with your magical knowledge.”

Systra’s eyes narrowed. “Kiss my foot and I will consider your proposal.”

The demon queen sat back, one leg over the other and a clawed foot hanging above the dais edge.

“If that is your will,” Lucian smiled.

The demon queen lowered her chin, dark eyes smoldering. “My daughters on the other hand will be allowed to take you for theirs, if they can best you. Should you be defeated, they will enjoy your meager body and toss what is left into the refuse.”

Lucian moved his gaze from left to right, seeing the growing hunger among the succubi gathered.

“My only caveat, you can beat them, you can harm them, but you cannot end their existence. Should one of my daughters perish, you perish with her,” Systra said across minds while giving an elegant and an amused smile.

Lucian reached into his satchel and pulled out his Spell Book of Hinderance. The crowd of demon women eyed the lone man, some of them bending their knees while others licked their lips. A few pulled daggers. Energy rolled along bodies as fire, ice, and lightning filled hands. The tension began to build as they centered their gazes on the one man in the middle.

“Let the courting, commence,” Systra’s words were like venom covered velvet sinking into Lucian’s mind.

The mage readied himself as the demon women pulsed and writhed around him. Like a pack of wild animals, they growled, sneered and cooed, ready to strike. The air took on a deadly gloom as Lucian knew he could not misstep, not even once.

“Shall we?” Lucian said smugly, showing no fear.

Time slowed down as Lucian opened his spellbook. Succubi grinned evilly before a shout lit the match. Like a spark turning into a roaring fire, the demon women rushed at the lone man, madness and insanity filling their wide eyes.

You cast Unseen Force! Mana: 225/250

The mage manipulated the spells energies as he shouted the word of power. An invisible force struck out in all directions like an explosion. Succubi launched into the air only for their bodies to be blasted backwards and in many directions. Chaos bloomed as bodies from the first wave crashed into their sisters behind them.

Before any of the bodies hit the floor, Lucian bolted forward, another incantation spilling from his lips.

You cast Mana Shield! Mana: 125/250

Pumping a point of mana for a point of protection, the mage spent a hundred points, a shimmering shield glowing around him. Bodies continued to rain down as Lucian charged. Hand diving into his satchel, he grabbed two potions and knocked off each cork in turn with his thumb. Raising both potions to his lips, he ran and drank as the succubi ahead of him prepared to tackle him.

You gained 50 Mana! Mana: 175/250

You gained 50 Mana! Mana: 225/250

Lucian kept his cool as pages flipped along his book on their own and he hurtled the two empty potions away. Arcane words filled the air as he reached a demon woman. Claws flashed but the mage slid under them and spoke a word of power.

You cast Black Tentacles! Mana: 175/250

The alert scrolled past his gaze as black tentacles sprouted on either side of him. Claws reached down to grab at the mage when tentacles wrapped around arms and legs and flung bodies into the air.

Lucian slid to a halt and a lone tentacle lashed across his back and helped him to his feet. The mage continued to run as the tentacles grabbed anything nearby and threw them like rag dolls.

Lightning flashed and struck the mana shield. Lucian stumbled as an alert filled his gaze.

You have taken 58 damage! Mana Shield: 42/100

Gritting his teeth, he pressed on when fire and lightning missed him by inches. Reaching into his satchel, he pulled out a mana potion and drank it.

You gained 50 Mana! Mana: 225/250

The mage mentally kept track, knowing he had seven Mana potions left as he bashed his shoulder into a succubus. The demon’s claws whipped out, slashing against the shimmering barrier before she was knocked off her feet and her back hitting the ground.

You have taken 38 damage! Mana Shield: 4/100

Lucian was about to recast his Mana Shield spell when two swords arced through the air and came down. The mage skidded to a halt as the blades sliced down and missed him by an inch. The metal struck the stone floor as sparks flew, the two demons already drawing back for another strike.

Lucian eyed the succubi, time speeding up as the crowd surged toward him. Pages turning in his spell book, he looked down and whispered the incantation as the swords reached their zenith and slashed down.

You cast Unseen Force! Mana: 200/250

Magical energy rippled and exploded outwards. Demon women were thrown in every direction except for three. Lucian’s eyes narrowed as he charged, seeing the three before him had mana-shields up, energy cascading over invisible barriers. Blades in hands, they charged the incoming mage.

Pages turned as Lucian dodged an incoming sword and twisted away from a dagger. Arcane words filled the air as he kept them just far enough away so as to not be cut. A dagger sliced and cut through the Lucian’s mana shield, shattering it instantly. The mage backpedaled a step before unleashing a word of power.

You cast Earth Weaving! Mana: 190/250

The floor cracked and three stone blocks shot up under each succubus. Eyes widened and they were launched into the air before the stones pulled away, streaked in a half-moon formation and slammed into the sides of horned heads.

Lucian continued running as the three demon women pinwheeled, fell and crashed into tables and furniture. The mage pressed on, not giving the demons a chance to regroup when a dagger spun through the air and stabbed into his back.

You have taken 38 damage! HP: 202/240

Lucian grunted as he reached behind, grabbed the dagger and pulled it out. The metal blade made a clatter as he dropped it and pushed through, his prize still half a chamber away.

Spellbook in his left hand, pages turned once again. The mage glanced to it until he reached the spell he wanted when a succubus launched herself sideways. Arcane words formed until the mage hesitated, the spell fizzling. The succubus soaring past him didn’t attack with a weapon but her eyes glowed with supernatural light. The effect was immediate, the tension easing away and Lucian missing a step. Stumbling, he pondered on why he was fighting so hard. A befuddlement sank into his mind as he tried to think.

The succubus’s feet hit the ground and she slid to a halt, claws at the ready and a wicked smile on her lips. Several more succubi rushed in, closing the small distance with claws, daggers and swords. Lucian slowed, seeing the demon women as his friends. They were smiling and coming not to hurt him, but to hug and hold him.

A page turned and the mage looked down as several succubi were on him. Seeing the magical words, it cut through the mental fog and he whispered the incantation.

You cast Black Tentacles! Mana: 140/250

Lucian stepped forward, calm as a summer pond as black tentacles stabbed upwards and grabbed demons by the waists. Bodies changed directions as they were flung, some smacking into walls and falling to the floor below. Cries of pain and anguish filled the chamber as Lucian walked calmly forward.

Tentacles continued to grab any demon that tried to pass them but Lucian stared at the demon queen on the throne, determination filling his brow.

“I won’t be stopped,” the mage shouted as he walked through the chaos.

Systra said nothing, a bored expression in her eyes and her foot still forward.

The mage whispered another incantation and hissed the word of power.

You cast Mana Shield! 100 points of protection! Mana: 40/250

The moment the shield went up a shadow touched Lucian’s senses and power exploded. A blue-haired succubus flew silently through the air with a spear. The point struck the barrier and shattered it, the point stabbing into the mage’s shoulder.

You have taken 20 damage! HP: 182/240

Lucian grunted again, realizing that the damage would have been more severe if he didn’t bring up the barrier in time. Turning his head, he saw Nadia from the 9th
 floor, grinning at him like a demented blue doll.

“You will be mine!” the succubus giggled.

Lucian spun, the spear ejecting from his back, causing damage and the succubus stepping forward to slash with her claws.

You have taken 12 damage! HP: 170/250

Lucian was silent as a page in his spell book turned and he recited the spell. Mid incantation, Nadia’s claws flashed and sliced at his side.

You have taken 48 damage! HP: 122/250

You cast Sleep! Mana: 25/250

Nadia was smiling until Lucian’s hand clamped on her face. A breath later, the succubus fell to the floor, snores rising up.

Black tentacles continued to hurl demon women from behind but many more circled around to press their attack. Lucian noted the precious moments he had, right hand diving into his satchel and pulling out two mana potions. 

You have gained 50 Mana! 75/520

You have gained 50 Mana! 125/520

Bleeding into his robe, he glanced to his left and right to see waves of succubi coming for him. Pain dulled his senses but his mind was sharp as a blade. He calculated he could utter two spells if he timed it just right. Page turning, it fell on a spell and he began the incantation, one step at a time.

You cast Black Tentacles! Mana: 75/520

You cast Black Tentacles! Mana: 25/520

The mage smiled as two patches of black tentacles appeared, one after the other. They each sprouted before each incoming wave of demons, lashing out and coiling. Weapons clattered as they fell. An impish smile appeared on Lucian’s face as he sent a mental command to the magical constructs.

Succubi screeched and hissed before black tentacles caressed tender places between their legs. Hisses turned to moans, lost to the stirring touch of the tentacles sliding against them and soon penetrating unguarded valleys. Moans flowed as many didn’t fight the sudden invasion, drinking in mana like hungry animals.

Systra lifted a perfect eyebrow as Lucian walked like he had all the time in the world. Behind him, demons fought and moaned, the patches of tentacles keeping them occupied and at bay.

“I said I won’t be stopped,” Lucian said with a wicked grin.

The short distance was devoid of demons as the mage approached. Hand diving into his satchel, he pulled out a mana potion and a healing potion, popping corks from the top and drinking them at once.

You drink Healing Potion! You gain 50 HP! HP: 172/250

You drink a Mana Potion! You gain 50 Mana! Mana: 75/520

The mage threw the empty potions to the side. Closing his spellbook, he slid it back into his satchel. The wounds along his side and back closed a little, but not completely. The bleeding stopped, but the tender pain was still there, throbbing like a worm on a hook.

Lucian reached the dais steps and began to climb a step at a time. His gaze never wavered as he stepped up. Information touched his gaze, indicating the spells had begun to wear off. Behind him, bodies fell with lustful moans as the tentacles disappeared.

The remaining succubi charged, but slowed down as they saw the lone man approach their queen mother. Blades pointed down and tails trembled in annoyance. Running had turned to a fast walk as they followed.

Lucian reached the top of dais. Systra was unmoved, still as a marble statue. She was bigger than he could determine before, her height nearly ten feet. A long, outstretched leg stayed folded over the other.

Dark crimson lips parted as the demon queen spoke with them for the first time in ages. “Many men and women thought they could please me. I fear your flame may not be bright enough to quench my thirst.”

Lucian stood before her outstretched clawed foot. “They didn’t read your journal. You never say it outright, but William Fyre knew it as he pleased you. Your words betray you, but I’m not here to control you, not that I could.”

The mage knelt down and cupped her foot in his hand. “I’ve come to pleasure you.”

Systra watched as the mage bent his head down and kissed the top of her foot. Pale skin glowed as she eyed him, his lips lingering along her smooth skin. A breath later, Lucian’s tongue licked at her flesh.

The demon queen took a quick breath, eyes never blinking as the mage ran his tongue along her glowing skin. The moment had seized the small man, kneeling before her and tasting her skin. Energy arced along long dormant nerves as the queen’s heart quickened. Without ceremony, she lifted her leg and placed the heel onto the stone floor.

Lucian’s eyes were closed as he moved in between her long legs, tongue running against the inside of her knee and touching a warming thigh. Slowly, he opened his eyes to see her unguarded valley. It budded, glowing pink as wetness flowed. It called to him and he was caught in its siren song.

“Show me, what you have learned,” Systra’s voice floated like spider silk.

A crowd gathered at the base of the dais, looking up with lustful eyes. The queen sat; her thighs parted as the mage moved closer. The very air was still as no words were spoken.

Lucian pressed his hands on Systra’s creamy white thighs. The scent from the queen’s demonhood was intoxicating. Never had he dreamed of such forbidden fruit. Body acting of its own accord, he buried his face between her thighs, tongue sliding out and tasting her unholy portal.

Senses flared as Lucian became a ravenous beast. Each lick brought him a step closer to nirvana. Lips closed down and sucked as his tongue lashed at her glowing hot clit. Wetness coated his lips and cheeks as he could not break away. Barely breathing, he stayed buried, licking like a cat with a bowl of milk.

Systra stared down at the small man between her legs. The sensations were lovely as she sat, but she had felt them before. Boredom filled her black eyes as the tiny ripples radiated from her sex. Thoughts of picking him up and ripping the man in half colored her thoughts until Lucian shifted. The demon queen’s eyes widened a hair as fingers stabbed into her while he slathered at her clit. A small gasp fell from her lips as his fingers reached within her valley, curved and grazed that special spot.

Large breasts heaving, the queen’s hands fell to the throne’s armrests, fingers curling into the golden metal. Heat ran up her neck as her breath quickened. No man had known to touch her in that way except for her beloved William. His soul was from another universe, but his knowledge showed her things she never felt with ordinary people across Lukken. Inner barriers loosened as her legs spread a little wider.

“No…” Systra hissed. “No…one knew. I didn’t…write it down,” She seethed.

Lucian pulled away, wetness touching his cheeks, mouth and chin as his fingers worked the magic spot. “You weren’t the only one to keep a journal. I found William’s journal during my travels. Once I gleaned what I needed to know, they were burned so no one else would know your secret but me.”

Her hips moved as Systra writhed to his touch. The demon queen took a trembling breath as the mage played her like violin. Fingers worked, rubbing the ridges within and issuing a gasp from the queen when he touched her just right.

Lucian looked up, studying her as the pale skin along her neck glowed pink. She shifted, pressing herself to him and allowing lust to flow. The mage turned his head to her thigh, opened his mouth and bit down. Tender flesh filled his mouth and he bit a little harder. Wetness bloomed, soaking his hand as he continued to touch and rub her inner world.

“Treacherous…mage…” Systra growled, but her hips moved to his touch.

“I live to serve for your greater glory,” Lucian said with a smug smile.

At the bottom of dais, succubi watched as their queen mother moved to a man’s touch. The air took on a heated need as they turned on each other like sharks during a frenzy, but instead of biting and tearing, they licked, fingered, and held each other in needful wanting. Moans rose up, blending with the queen’s short gasps. Bodies fell to the floor in loving embraces, moans growing louder.

The sounds were music to Lucian’s ears as he buried his face between creamy thighs and licked at the queen’s engorged clit.

The symphony carried on, filling the royal chamber in moans and gasps. Time ticked on, but all were lost to the seductive touch of bliss. Soreness touched Lucian’s wounds, but he ignored it, the taste of the demon queen filling him with purpose and demonic ecstasy. The hourglass spilled time until a long hour had passed, the royal chamber caught in seductive gravity.

Systra’s eyes closed and she let out a small moan. Lucian’s face was firmly buried between her thighs when the queen’s hips bucked slightly. Wetness exploded, drenching his face and neck, the rest running down the front of the throne’s seat.

“Mmmmmmmm,” the demon queen cooed before she lifted up a hand and snapped her fingers.

Lucian’s eyes widened as he pulled back his head and hand. Systra stayed where she was, but the throne began to shift and morph. Carrying the queen, the throne changed its shape, spreading out and forming a wide, perfect circle. The mage stepped back as the queen was brought down, part of the shifting patterns turning into soft furs, pillows and blankets. A round bed solidified and Systra lay in the middle, a clawed finger beckoning the mage to her.

Lucian bowed his head before crawling into the bed. He prepared to take his place; face buried between her hot thighs when a shadow touched the edge of the bed. Systra gave a wicked smirk as Lucian turned his attention to the side, Nadia was standing at the edge, her body naked. The blue-skinned succubus eyed the man in the queen’s bed before turning her attention to Systra.

“Mother, may I join you in your feast?” the succubus asked with a timid edge.

Systra smiled. “You may my daughter. Warm him up before he pleases us.”

Lucian smirked as the blue succubus crawled into bed. He knew they were not actually related, researching demons for most of his life. They were merely titles bestowed from demon royalty to their subjects. Knowing that did nothing to stop his growing erection as the blue succubus climbed onto the bed.

The mage stayed on his knees as he opened his robe and shrugged it off. With a flick of his arm, the robe went sailing to the floor. Systra watched, her own pale hand running along her inner thigh. The thin fabric laying on her breasts pulled back and faded from sight, revealing her nude body.

Lucian was mesmerized as he stared at her from between her parted legs. Delicate pink nipples rose up, surrounded by a smooth sea of white flesh. Dark crimson lips parted as fingers touched herself, swirling to the mage’s gaze.

Lucian took a sharp breath as Nadia settled to the side, her back at Systra’s leg and dark blue lips kissing the side of his hardening shaft. Tongue out, she ran it along thickening inches before snaking under it and pulling the tip to her mouth. The mage stayed on his knees as the blue succubus suckled, wet inches appearing and disappearing between azure lips. The succubus touched herself in magical swirls much like the queen, moans vibrating against his cock.

Systra cooed as she played with herself, seeing the passionate torment in Lucian’s eyes. It caused her to increase the tempo, wetness spilling as she rubbed her clit. Breasts heaved again as she took deep breaths. Red veins appeared along her inner thighs as she was reaching her climax.

Lucian stared, wanting to spray his seed all over the queen as a warm mouth suckled on his cock. The gentle pulling and sucking grew until teeth grazed his shaft. The sharp points caused his cock to react, wanting to spurt his seed. A clawed hand rose up and caressed his back wound, opening it and blood trailed down his skin. The sudden pain prevented him from coming and Nadia moaned her approval.

Systra let out an animal growl before her fingers swirled. The growl grew until she moved her hips, red veins glowing and surrounding her demonhood. Her sex glowed until it pulsed with flashing light. A stream of clear liquid squirted, striking Nadia and Lucian’s thighs.

“Defile my daughter with your seed,” Systra commanded as she continued to swirl her glowing clit.

Nadia pulled away from Lucian’s cock, looking up with innocent eyes and licking her lips. The mage took hold of his member and stroked it. The succubus didn’t open her mouth, staring up like a lost soul. The sights and sounds of the demon queen sent the mage over the edge as he couldn’t hold back any longer. With long strokes, white seed burst from his throbbing cock. Nadia let out a squeal, thick globs painting her blue face. She begged with heated whispers for more and Lucian pushed his soul through his member, spraying drops along her face.

Bliss reigned as Lucian’s cock did not wilt. Nadia licked her lips, tasting his seed and her blue eyes glowed with supernatural light.

“To me, my daughter,” Systra commanded with a whisper.

Nadia obeyed, crawling over the queen and settling at her side. The queen held her close, faces inches apart when Systra began licking Lucian’s thick seed off of Nadia’s face. Lucian was stunned, his cock diamond hard as he watched. The queen was slow and deliberate, licking off the thick come and painting her lips with it. Nadia stayed there, loving her queen’s touch as blue colored hands grabbed at a large breast and squeezed.

The mage looked down to the queen’s dripping valley. It called to him and would not deny it. Moving in, he crawled onto the queen, his head by her large breasts and his cock touching her wet valley. For a moment, he thought with her size, he wouldn’t be able to satisfy her, but as his hips moved, pushing the head of his cock to her opening, his fears were wasted. The queen’s womanhood was tight, the mage’s cock pushing at it. A growl filled his throat as his hips moved, almost violently to gain purchase. When he pushed with all his might, she spread her opening and inner walls, hands on her hips to help him along.

The queen gasped as thick inches forced her open. A single leg curled around Lucian as Nadia clamped her mouth on one of the queen’s pale pink nipples. The succubus suckled while the queen sighed her pleasure. Lucian powered his hips until he was buried to the hilt. Body betraying him, he could not stop the primal movement as he thrust and pulled back with pure bliss.

Nadia suckled as the queen’s arm held her close. Moans rose up as Lucian thrust with slow power. Systra squeezed him every time he pulled away which caused the mage to suck in a breath and drive back his blood sword into her snug opening.

Systra writhed as she was taken by her succubus and mage. Once dead nerves fired to life as heat washed over her body. Something glowed along her heart and she let out a long moan, feeling it deep within her very being.

Lucian could not be a man any longer, the bestial side of his soul roaring to the surface. Thrusting his hips, he stabbed his cock deep into her tight world. Jaw hanging open, he grunted before clamping his mouth on Systra’s other breast. He squeezed with a hand while his teeth bit and tongue lovingly slathered against her demonic nipple. The ebb and flow between the three bodies fell into natural patterns and rhythms as the queen’s moans filled the chamber.

“Yes…yes…Feed on me my children,” Systra moaned.

Lucian thrust as Nadia lifted her head. The succubus’s teeth sharpened and bit down on her Systra’s creamy breast. Blood burst around her mouth before the succubus tore away a chunk of flesh. The mage watched as she chewed like a feral animal, eating bloody flesh and her eyes rolling into her head.

The mage looked down at Systra’s bloody tit, the wound closing up instantly but blood painting her white breast. The queen looked to the mage with half closed eyes, a sinister gloom filling Lucian’s soul.

“Feed,” the queen commanded.

Lucian curled his upper body as his hips thrust with power. He could not deny the symphony any longer as he opened his mouth and slammed his face into the upper part of her white stomach. Teeth clamped down on flesh and he pulled. Hips worked, thrusting his cock to the hilt, again and again. He was no longer in control as skin broke and blood filled his mouth. With a pull of his head, he tore away a chunk of her flesh and chewed.

Dark power blasted his senses. It spiraled along his soul before infecting it like a scorpion stinging a kind hand. It burned as his cock thickened, spreading the queen’s inner world to accommodate him. Like a beast that had tasted flesh for the first time, Lucian’s head whipped forward, biting and pulling flesh, once, twice, three times. Streaks of blood painted Systra as she moaned her delight. Nadia bit at a nipple, blood flowing and she hungrily suckled.

Darkness warped Lucian’s mind. The queen laughed and moaned, orgasm after orgasm causing her body to tremble. He looked down as her stomach glowed from their union, but the bloody slits from his bites didn’t close up. It had become a mad painting of blood, lust, and divine beauty.

“Know your place, my lover,” Systra said with a wicked smile.

The mage pulled his throbbing cock from the demon’s tight world. Shadows and darkness laughed. Nadia mewled as she suckled blood from the queen’s nipple. The chamber spun as Lucian abandoned his former life for his new role.

The man climbed a little farther onto the demon queen and drove his cock into one of the wounds he created. Wet heat surrounded him as he stabbed like a living blade into her flesh. Systra’s eyes widened, blackness turning into purple swirls. Hips thrust deep, forcing the bloody wound to take every inch he could give. With a final stab, the queen cooed.

Come spurted into the bloody wound, mixing his seed with her demon blood. Systra let out a long, horrifying moan as Lucian could not contain himself. He smiled as he thrust, pushing every drop into the wound.

Air flowed over the man as he lost all sense of who he was for a moment. The air was sweet and welcoming as thick tendrils of heat caressed his body. Looking down, he pulled his bloody cock from her wound. White seed and blood swirled as the wound closed.

“There is no disgust in your eyes,” the queen said in a soft whisper.

“No, there is not,” Lucian said as he felt like his true self.

The mage stayed on his knees, looking to Nadia as she suckled and Queen Systra stared into his soul. Blood dripped off his cock and the mage grinned.

“Lukken is home to the powerful and the light. I cannot stay on my knees while kingdoms rule, unchallenged. It has weakened their true nature. The Kunarr were right. The dragons had coddled the people across the world for too long. They sought to bring balance.”

Lucian’s mind lamented on his academy schooling, how the powerful mages laughed at any challenges of restoring balance to the world. They had become lazy and corrupt, content to live in small mysteries rather than exploring the limits of the cosmos. He challenged them, but they mocked him. Fellow students mocked him. No matter how powerful he had become, they thought he was a pathetic boy in a man’s body.

It clawed at him like a razor against sensitive flesh. Lovers entertained him, but they could never understand his view of balance. The light had become a dying sickness and the darkness needed to return, so every being would know their place in the cosmos.

“We will restore balance to Lukken. I will serve you, love you and bring the darkness back so all will know their place, my Queen.”   

Systra smiled evilly as she beckoned with a clawed finger. “Nestle to my bosom so we may speak and love one another. I have such plans for you.”

Lucian did as he was told, moving over her body and nestling against her. The sound of slurping blood filled the air as Nadia did not slow down her consumption. Lucian reached over, his hand touching the queen’s quivering demonhood, caressing her clit in loving circles.

“Such plans…” Systra said with a breathy whisper, her body drinking in pain and lust.                  


Eight

Time lost all meaning among the pile of bodies. Lucian’s eyes slowly opened, blinking a few times as heat glowed around his spent body. Turning his head, she saw many succubi lying in bed with him, some sleeping and others kissing. The occasional body writhed as some of the demon women brought a few of their sisters to a warm climax. The gasps and breathing were all around the mage as he lay, drinking it all in.

The heat was suffocating as the mage struggled to breath among the bodies. Turning his head, Systra was on her side, snuggled against him, black eyes open. Lucian gave her a small smile as she stared at him. Normally, Lucian would have thought it unnerving, but after the time he spent with her and her demon children, the weird and bizarre had become his new normal.

Unable to control himself, he reached between her thighs and caressed her demonhood. Manhood hardening, he was lost to her toxic beauty. Soreness crept into his body, but it could not stop his needs, he was a slave to her divine beauty.

“You have a demon’s heart,” Systra sighed as she parted her thighs to his touch.

Lucian gave her a wicked smirk as he continued to caress her sensitive clit. Wetness flowed onto his fingers, but the demon queen continued to eye him as if deep in thought.

The mage couldn’t think as his body cried out for release. Flashes of memory lit up in his mind of bodies joined and the constant demand of lustful desires. Orgasms filled his short-term memory and any logical thought was sent to the background, lost to the darkness.

“If you had killed the paladin, I would have allowed you between my legs as soon as you arrived,” Systra said with a disappointed tone.

“How will any of them learn if death is the final lesson,” Lucian grinned.

“You showed her mercy. If you both cross paths again, she will seek vengeance,” Systra said as an orgasm bloomed and her thighs trembled for barely a moment.

“Let her try. She couldn’t best me with friendship and using her body. I have a higher calling and that calling is named Systra, Demon Queen.”

“You flatter me,” the demon queen smiled, showing sharp teeth.

“And you have showed me what it means to be alive,” Lucian said in a low tone.

Systra kept her unblinking gaze on the naked mage. Several succubi stirred and Lucian knew the lustful torture would continue on.

“Let us begin,” the demon queen said as she lifted a hand and gave it a slight wave.

Lucian was unsure what was happening until a rolling darkness with purple light appeared around he and Systra. It rose up, blocking out the other bodies around them and came crashing down. The swirling darkness consumed the mage and demon queen and they vanished. The dark cloud drifted away and the succubi woke up, looking around in sleepy confusion.

Lucian’s eyes glanced around and saw nothing but Systra’s pale white body floating before him. He felt weightless and soon grew disoriented until he focused all of his attention on the demon queen hovering in the void. Systra’s expression was a blank mask carved from white stone. Blood red lips were firmly closed as her hands were slightly out to her sides. Black energies arced along her skin as her gaze cut into Lucian’s soul.

“You have inspired me, Mage,” Systra said with a dark voice.

Lucian eyed her, unsure of what to say. The growing energy around her body pulsed in rapid flashes. Claws grew longer from each finger, black lightning arcing along to the tips. Behind the floating queen, purple clouds swirled and the very abyss vibrated with power.

“Here, in the abyss, my power grows stronger, but I am forever anchored to Lukken. To fulfill my role in this world, I must come back to the Lukken Realm, but I grow weaker unless I visit the abyss from time to time. This weakness limits my influence.”

The energy along Systra’s limbs and claws grew to a frenetic pitch. “I have attempted to give influence to my daughters, but they cannot think beyond their healthy appetites at times. You have rekindled my desires with an unholy quest to restore balance to Lukken.

“The world has grown soft and weak since the time of the Sindrell. We can no longer allow this mockery of a world to continue as it is. It must be reshaped into one of balance. The light must know the dark.”

“I live to serve,” Lucian bowed his head as his heart beat rapidly in his chest.

“You will,” Systra licked her crimson lips. “Your heart serves my interests, but your body does not.”

Lucian watched as she flexed her pale white hands with black claws. Sticking out his chest, he showed he was not afraid.

Systra studied him, watching for any hint of fear, regret or cowardice, ready to devour him if he allowed even a glimmer of those traits. When she saw none, power bloomed and she raised clawed hands.

Lucian closed his eyes before the claws came down and pure agony rippled along his soul. Claws flashed in rapid succession, slicing skin, muscles and limbs. The gruesome work continued, the demon queen stripping away the body, a piece of flesh and bone at a time. Lucian screamed, drowning in an ocean of torment. Every cell of his digital body being cut away. Blood spurted and fell into the forever of the abyss, followed by chunks of flesh.

Lucian’s screams turned into gurgling, madness filled laughter. It echoed through the abyss as Systra listened with cool eyes. The demon queen continued her divine design as the mage’s head was cut off from his body.

The mage blinked, seeing and feeling that he was no longer whole but still alive. Systra held his head in one hand while claws dug into what was left of his upper body. Sharp digits curled around his heart and pulled it out. Lucian watched as what was left of his body fell into the abyss and was swallowed up by it.

“You shall be mine, carrying out my will,” Systra commanded with dark power.

Lucian stared as she lifted his heart and mashed it into his mouth. Energy exploded as dark lines connected and formed. The remainder of his skull cracked and fell away like white leaves. The Demon Queen worked, mystical yarn sewing his mind and heart together like a gory construct. It continued until the pain ebbed and the man felt a little more himself and not himself.

“Your previous life is gone. You are now, reborn,” Systra said with a wicked smile.

Lucian tried to speak, but pain strangled his voice. The pain ebbed further, but as he gathered his thoughts to speak, the demon queen waved her hand and a swirling purple portal appeared.

“Follow my will. Bring balance to Lukken. Find my eight elemental daughters and your powers will grow, giving you the right of conquest and corruption. Do this and you may win my heart and a place at my side.”

Lucian listened as his soul floated just beyond. With ethereal eyes, he saw a diamond shaped crystal in Systra’s bloody hands. She smiled, the light of the crystal shining against her features and a madness in her black eyes.

“Go forth and spread my will,” Systra said with a deadly whisper.

Lucian’s soul flashed forward and suddenly, he was looking into Systra’s demonic beauty. The demon queen waved her hand and a small portal appeared. Lucian felt himself float up towards it before it engulfed him.

Energies blazed and swirled as he tumbled. There was no feeling of his limbs as he spun out of control. The mage felt nothing at all as he fell through the vortex. A black hole appeared at the end of the spinning tunnel and when he passed the event horizon, all light disappeared and cool darkness greeted him.

Lucian tried to move, but nothing responded. Light glowed and soon the rough walls of a cave appeared. The young man felt different, like he had his mind and heart, but nothing else. Try as he might, he could not feel anything beyond himself.

The light glowed brighter and in a shadowed recess of the cave, blue legs appeared. Lucian realized he could at least control the brightness of the light. Glowing brighter and brighter, the shimmering light touched a blue-skinned succubus, her sad eyes looking directly at Lucian.

“Mother tasked me to be your…servant,” the succubus said with a gloomy tone.

“What happened,” Lucian asked but his voice came out weird and otherworldly.

Nadia curled her legs under her and crawled on all fours toward Lucian. “She gave you what you wanted, a way to spread her will and influence.”

“What did she do to me?”

Nadia reached out and took hold of the large, rhombus shaped crystal. Lifting it up, she held it to her naked breasts and looked down with blank eyes.

“Mother has made you into a Dungeon Core. You shall grow, gain followers and expand your influence in Queen Systra’s name.”

Before Lucian could respond, letters and numbers scrolled into his vision and took up residence in the corner of his gaze.

Lucian Malyx

Dungeon Core

Hit Points: 10,000/10,000

“Congratulations,” the succubus said with resigned resignation.

Power swelled and crawled along Lucian’s new form. A ghostly grin appeared, knowing he was now beyond the limits of his former body. The cave shimmered with power as Nadia held the dungeon core to her.

“How much do you know about dungeon cores?” Lucian asked with a ghostly voice.

“Everything. Mother implanted the knowledge before she sent me here to serve and protect,” the blue succubus sighed.

“Start from the beginning and leave nothing out. We have a lot of work ahead of us,” Lucian commanded as dark designs filled his mind and dreams of conquest painted his path.

~Fin~


Thank you for reading Succubus Dungeon: A Lewd Saga Adventure. I understand that reading this short tale might bring up some questions on the histories the main characters have spoken to.

To help clear up any confusion, I have included links to the entire Lewd Saga below but to go a step further, I added the first two chapters of Lewd Kingdoms: Fallen Throne for your reading pleasure. The first two chapters speak of Queen Systra and William Fyre and how their love helped shape the ending to Lewd Saga. After the links, please read on. I hope it wets your appetite of discovery if you hadn’t read the Lewd Saga books before now.

Thank you.

Lewd Saga Series


Lewd Knights



Lewd Knight 2.0: Middle Kingdoms



Lewd Paladin: Shadow of Fate



Lewd Necromancer: Raiding Hearts



Lewd Rogue: Golden Desires



Lewd Dragon: Bright Storm



Lewd Knight 3.0: Serpent Horizon



Lewd Paladin: Dread of Night



Lewd Shadowmancer: The Concubine Contract



Lewd Rogue: Master’s Coin



A Dungeon’s Desire


Lewd Kingdoms


Lewd Kingdoms: Shadow’s Edge



Lewd Kingdoms: Fallen Throne



Lewd Kingdoms: Midnight War


Or buy the two 7-book collections


Lewd Saga Omnibus: 7 Book Collection



Lewd Saga Omnibus Volume 2: 7 Book Collection



Lewd Kingdoms: Fallen Throne

Chapters One and Two

One

Edric pulled aside the thick curtain, eyes to the western horizon. The sun sank low as the bright azure sky turned a fiery yellow and orange. The summoner’s eyes fell to the thick city wall and then down to the street where citizens moved about. Glancing back up, he let out a slow exhale through his nose, his mind a storm of protective thoughts.

Edric turned from the window. An opaque curtain snuffed out a feeble ray of sunlight as it fell into place. The low lantern light gave the nearly empty chamber a comforting glow. Rayna stood; her back against the wall. Edric caught himself drinking in her petite form. Tight leather covered her from neck to toe. Only the creamy glow of her cleavage radiated out like a summoning spell for one to drown in. Hair combed forward, it was raven black with streaks of dark and light purple. At the side of her boots and leaning against the wall was her lute.

A haggard lizard woman sat in the only wooden chair in the room. She leaned forward, dark eyes on the summoner and licking the edges of her scaled mouth. The old nalik’s mouth smoothed into a smirk while the scales on her snout remained cracked and weathered. She stared down the length of her short snout at the lord summoner as he turned his body to face her and the bard leaning against the wall.

“We have appointed several locations, such as this one, to act as safe houses,” Edric began. “Rayna and I will be the only ones to know every location for your safety, as well as the safety of your people and the dragon eggs.”

The old nalik nodded, “Thank you Lord Temple and Lady Discord. My people will fill these homes from time to time. You understand that we cannot tell you which house will be occupied and which will not.”

Edric smiled. “Vanya, it’s completely understandable. The less anyone knows about the dragon eggs, the better.”

Rayna closed her eyes as she spoke, “You understand that you cannot move around until after sunset? The trolls are not allowed in the city after dark. Do not talk to anyone, even the guards, if you run into trouble.”

The bard opened her eyes, leaned forward and stood up, hand diving into the open top of her outfit and pulling out a medallion. Rayna took a few steps to the nalik. Vanya lifted a scaled hand and the bard dropped the medallion in her smooth palm. The lizard woman looked down at the small metal pendant, a symbol of a tree with angel wings spreading out from the trunk.

Rayna looked down with purple irises and smirked, “We only had a few of these made. Show them to the Gray Haven Keep guards and they will escort you to either me or Edric.”

Vanya slipped the medallion into her robe, “Thank you, but will Lady Riverwood and Lady Pearl understand what we are doing?”

“Ladies Pearl and Riverwood understand the need for secrecy,” Edric smiled. “The important thing is to make sure any new dragon egg guardians find a safe place before continuing their journey to the hidden nurseries.”

Vanya’s small smile faded as her dark eyes glanced down, “What of the trolls taking residency here in Elora? I have seen them moving about after sunset.”

Edric nodded. “There are only a few troll families living in Elora and they have been allowed to make homes in the Discord district.”

“I have people watching them to ensure they are upstanding citizens,” Rayna added.

The summoner could see the dash of concern in Vanya’s dark eyes. “It’s a necessary action to have them here to further build trust with the trolls and the Middle Kingdoms. By integrating them with the people of Elora, there is less of a chance of any direct conflict.”

Vanya nodded and chuckled softly, “I understand you are playing politics with the Kunarr, a necessary evil in these times of war. I do not hold it against you for we all must try to work within such strange times.”

“The safe houses are scattered in the Temple and Pearl districts. Any of your people may arrive through the northern gate and can exit the eastern gate. The safe houses are warded against scrying and divination magic. Food and water will be provided in each home along with comfortable bedding. Your people will be able to rest well before moving on,” Edric stated.

Vanya slowly stood up, legs a little shaky. Rayna and Edric moved to assist her but she waved them away. Taking a few steps toward the summoner, she lifted a scaled hand and touched his cheek. Edric looked down at the smiling nalik as she regarded him with an almost loving gaze.

“With the dragon kingdoms enslaved, the guardians of the Sindrell young continue to move from secret place to secret place. Your kindness has been whispered to many and I expect a growing number of guardians will arrive before moving on. There are no words for the gratitude we feel from your generosity. One day, I hope we can repay you.”

Edric touched the palm of his hand to Vanya’s hand at his cheek, “We all know how difficult it has been. I was there when Lythor fell. Someone I cared about was taken from me and I promised to fight back against the monsters. I extend my promise to you and all the guardians; Elora is a city for your protection.”

Vanya nodded before her hand slipped from his touch. “When the dragons do return, they will sing songs of your kindness.”

The old nalik looked away, a concern brewing in her dark eyes. Edric was about to ask what was wrong when she turned her small snout to him, eyes filled with burning knowledge.

“Lord Temple and Lady Discord, there is an evil stalking us. Many of my people have spoken of a dread lord hunting us down. He employs the dead and…some twisted monsters to seek us out, slaying the guardians and taking the eggs.”

Shadows grew under Rayna’s eyes, “Maggar Wormwood.”

Edric looked to Rayna with a raised eyebrow.

“You know of him,” Vanya nodded.

“He’s a dread lord who likes to experiment. Some of the recent refugees have spoken of him and some of his twisted creations. I have never seen so many so afraid.”

“His monsters have dogged our every step and plundered hidden sanctuaries. They slay any guardian they can find and take the eggs to their dark master. I fear he may be performing unspeakable acts on the young unborn dragons.”

Vanya looked up to Edric, “We grow desperate as many travel to keep the monsters far behind us but your city may be caught in the crossfire.”

Edric gave the elderly nalik a kind smile, “We know the risks and we stand by our vow to help.”

Rayna looked up, the shadows bleeding away, “If they come, we will show them a concert they will never forget.”

Edric and Vanya both smirked at the bard in black.

“Very good,” Vanya exhaled.

“Let us see you to the street,” Edric said as he pointed an open hand to the doorway.

The three made for the door, Vanya entwining her arm into Edric’s. The summoner let her lean into his arm, happy to help her along. Rayna lifted her lute from the floor and pulled the strap over her head, the instrument lying against her back. A few moments later, they were out on a cobblestone street. The sun had set behind the horizon and a purple sky filled the heavens. Stars twinkled to life and a cool breeze flowed along the stony streets.

Vanya took in her surroundings before turning her attention to Edric, “This is where we part my lord.”

Edric gave a comforting nod, “We can walk you home.”

The nalik pulled her arm away as she shook her head, “No thank you my lord. The evening air will soothe my nerves and I cannot be seen with the lord and ladies of Elora too much or many will talk.”

Vanya turned and faced down the street to the Northern wall. “A gentle walk will do much for my tired bones. If I need you, I will come to you.”

Edric and Rayna bowed.

“Always a pleasure, Vanya,” Edric said softly before standing straight up again.

“As to you both,” Vanya bowed her serpent head.

The summoner and bard watched as the old nalik turned and began walking down one of the side streets. Her pace was steady and a little slow. Edric could not help himself. He wanted to escort her home but her words echoed in his head. Elora had become a new destination for many, NPC’s and players alike. The chances of word getting around grew with each new day. As much as it internally burned to let her go without an escort, he placed his trust in her knowledge and experience to see herself home, unharmed.

Rayna looked up at Edric as he stared at the nalik and gave him an elbow to the ribs. Edric looked down at the smiling bard as he touched his ribs.

“She’ll be fine. The city has never been safer except for the troll families that moved in,” the bard said with a slightly serious tone.

“I have been meaning to ask about that,” Edric rubbed his ribs for a moment before letting his hand drop to his side.

“Trolls trickle in every few days. They are creating a little area in the Discord district to live in peace but that hasn’t stopped some of the locals from getting a little rowdy and rude. The guards have broken up several fights in the last two months.”

Edric’s mind swirled. It had been two months since Caspian and his fellow players tried to destroy Elora’s city core and take the kingdom for themselves. The player felt they were lucky to defend it from the knight and caused all of them to work harder to shore up the city guard and their defenses.

Since the discussion to add a troll beacon crystal to the city core, the citizens of Elora begrudgingly agreed to open the city doors to troll families who wished to relocate to the thriving kingdom. The wine and runic stone trade steadily grew, meaning there was work for many during this questionable time in Lukken’s history. Claudia and Rayna were hesitant to allow troll citizens into the kingdom but surprisingly, Faye was the most vocal against it. Edric still thought about the wood elf as she pushed to not allow them in. The player knew she was very much for the people of Elora and they had spoken of their misgivings for allowing the enemy within the walls. It took Edric a few days to convince her to work toward a brighter future but when it came down to a vote, Claudia and Rayna decided to back the summoner while Faye abstained. Edric’s heart dropped in his chest as the wood elf stood up and left the common room. In the last few months, the two hardly spoke as they carried on ruling side by side.

Rayna watched as the summoner’s eyes took on a faraway gaze, reliving some old memory. “You’re thinking about Faye.”

Edric woke from his daydreaming and looked to the bard. “I’m always thinking about all of us.”

The bard smirked, “That’s sweet, but she’ll come around.”

“It’s been almost two months. I don’t know if our friendship will be the same.”

The bard stepped closer, hand touching the side of Edric’s waist, “And what about the rest of us? You still haven’t taken me up on my training offer and I’m starting to feel neglected.”

Edric lifted a hand and ran the back of his fingers along her pale neck. “Soon, I promise.”

Rayna’s brow formed a hard V. “I don’t normally let anyone string me along, so just know that what we have is something special. Don’t take too long.”

The bard pulled back as Edric eyed her. Rayna turned and began marching toward the keep in the center of the city. Edric soon followed. The player let out a long exhale as city and relationship politics shifted into muddy waters. The summoner’s fellow rulers held a special place in his heart but the ongoing fear of losing the kingdom chased his every thought. His concern was enough to distract him when the bard clearly wanted to spend time with him.

Edric stared at the bard’s lute strapped to her back before picking up the pace and following. When he reached her side, the bard leaned into him, knocking him off balance and causing him to stumble. Rayna laughed as the summoner regained his balance. Reaching out, she took his hand and gave it a squeeze before throwing it away and breaking into a run. Edric smiled as he gave chase, warmth filling his heart. 

***

Vanya walked along, the evening air flowing over weathered scales. Hood down, she looked up into the night sky, renewed purpose filling her ancient heart. The nalik savored the taste as it gave her a small surge of new life. Thoughts mentally organized into planned actions as she readied herself to lead the lost to new homes and safer horizons.

The nalik’s attention snapped back to the digital reality as something thick reached from the nearby alley and took hold of her gray robe. Vanya barely made a sound as a thick blue arm pulled her into the dark alley. Clawed hands rose up as she attempted to defend herself when the hand let go, throwing her back against a wall. The elderly lizard woman huffed as she raised her eyes and snout to two heavily muscled trolls. They glared down at the old nalik with black eyes and brimming cruelty in their body language. Dark blue skin shined in the limited light but the gaze of contempt glowed brighter than any light source.

“It’s past sundown. Shouldn’t you two be in your camp outside the city?” Vanya hissed.

“We lost our way,” one troll said.

“Took a wrong shortcut,” said the other.

“You both seem stupid…..but that’s not how it is…..is it,” Vanya said, her back still to the wall.

One troll nodded as he stood over her, “We can’t help but notice you make the rounds regularly, especially after dark.”

“How would you know that if you’re not allowed in the city after dark,” Vanya spit.

The troll’s mouth twisted into a wide grin. “Don’t be coy. We know your people are carrying and we just want some of that sweet gold reward. Tell us where we can find one or two of your friends and you get to live and so do they.”

“Otherwise, they will not live…and neither will you,” said the other.

Vanya’s eyes turned into two slits. “I have no idea what you two meatheads are talking about.”

The troll standing over Vanya let out an annoyed exhale. “It seems to us that you don’t want to cooperate with our special investigation.”

“It does sound like that,” said the other troll behind him.

“The lord and ladies will not…..” Vanya was cut off.

“The lord and ladies are puppets!” growled the troll. “We know you’re hiding them. We only want to find a few. Tell us where some of your friends are and we won’t break all your limbs. No one is going to miss a few eggs, now will they?”

The old nalik eyed them, anger bubbling up into her voice. “Tell your masters, Vanya Grayscale spits on their entire existence.” 

The troll standing over her let out a sigh as his fingers curled around the pommel of his sheathed sword. “Now you have gone and insulted our masters. Like all transgressions, there is a price to pay.”

The troll drew his sword in one smooth move. The troll behind him smiled evilly before he heard a “twang!” and his eyes went wide. Vanya looked over to the second troll, her eyes widening and a smile forming. The troll reached up, grabbing at the arrow poking out from its throat. The troll struggled to speak as a meaty hand clumsily grabbed at it. A second arrow whistled through the evening air and penetrated the back of the troll’s head, the point bursting through the eye socket. The troll gurgled and tried to cry out as it reached for its companion.

The troll standing over Vanya turned his head, eyes watching in pure horror as his fellow troll lurched toward him, a third arrow point exploding out of his other eye. Cracks made of light crisscrossed the damaged troll before he let out a weak gurgle and exploded into shards of light.

Vanya turned her attention to the remaining troll as he whirled around, sword in hand. Black eyes searched the low rooftops. A shadow fell to the side of the troll like a black raindrop. The troll barely noticed it until he turned just as a blade sliced hard across the brute’s thick neck. Black blood sprayed into Vanya’s leering face as the troll stumbled a step. The cloaked figure sheathed their sword and turned their back to the troll and Vanya. The troll let out a small moan before his head fell off and thudded on the stone alley floor. Its body cracked as it shattered into greenish shards of light.

The cloaked figure darted off as Vanya pushed off the wall, troll blood streaming down her face and snout. The elderly nalik looked down to see the head of the decapitated troll still there, tongue out and eyes rolled into the back of its head. When she looked back up, the figure was gone.

Vanya lifted a clawed hand into the air and took a deep breath.

“Thank you kind stranger,” she screeched in manic glee and then laughed as two crescent moons rose up into the night sky.


Two

Thomas was humming a tune as he shut down his computer and fixed up his desk. The architect’s heart was light and full of energy as he watched the screen turn black. Needing to rush out, he turned his upper body and grabbed his jacket off the back of his chair. Standing up from his cubicle; eyes centered on the elevator doors across the office. Pulse quickening, he knew he simply had to reach the elevator and he was free.

“Tommy!”

Thomas’s good mood soured as his eyes shifted to James crossing the office toward him. A thought crossed his mind that he could still make a run for it but knowing James, he would chase him down or worse, ride the elevator with him and talk endlessly about bullshit.

James stopped by the edge of the cubicle as Thomas put his jacket on, “Glad I caught you. A bunch of us are meeting for drinks and everyone wanted you to join us.”

Thomas gave his best fake smile, “Sorry James, but I have plans this weekend.”

James eyed him with a smirk, “It seems every other week you have plans. Those long weekends must have recharged your batteries because you’ve been a super star the last few months. What gives? Are you moonlighting with another company?”

Thomas kept his face blank as annoyed tension filled his heart. The architect couldn’t stand James’s insinuations. He had a bad habit of assuming the worst in everyone, even if you were doing the right thing. As much as Thomas tried to keep his work and personal life separate, James went out of his way to dig for every bit of information he could on someone. Rumors persisted around the small office that when James took you out for drinks, he was trying to lower a person’s defenses so he could file anything said or done for later. Thomas had deflected James’s pushy behavior with constant plans outside of work but it seemed to make his boss try harder to reel him in.

“I just have a busy life,” Thomas said simply as he looked to the elevators miles away.

James kept his gaze steady, as if trying to read Thomas’s mind. “I don’t get it. We are part of something big, rebuilding the most famous city in the world and you are rushing out the door like none of it matters. We should be celebrating. Our designs are winning almost every bid and you don’t want to enjoy the spoils?”

Thomas repressed the urge to shake his head. James was quick to say it was “our” designs when most of the time it was the team’s designs and to an extent, Thomas’s designs. James enjoyed putting his name on everything without doing much of the work. Thomas’s eyes couldn’t help but drink in James as he stood, leaning on the edge of the cubicle and dressed like some high-powered stock broker in an 80’s movie.

James pulled from the edge of the cubicle and looked Thomas up and down before giving him a sly look. “You have a girl, that’s why your weekends have been so busy, you sly dog.”

Thomas’s expression shifted into surprise just enough for James to smile and nod his head in approval. “Hey man, I’m never one to stand in the way of love. You should bring her around so we can give her a tour of the office sometime. I’ll talk you up so you get extra brownie points with her, if you know what I mean.”

The happy mood turned into a decaying sickness in Thomas’s stomach. How he hated anything James would vomit up and try to pass off as bro talk. Skin crawling, the young man simply nodded, unable to get a single word out for fear he would lose his job.

James stepped back, sly smile still on his lips. “Enjoy your long weekend. I fully expect to hear all the weekend dirt next week. If you change your mind and decide to bring over the new girly, we’re hanging out at Bull Tavern in the East Village.”

With that, James turned and walked back to his office. Thomas let out a long sigh as energy returned to his legs. Eyes laser focused on the elevators, he nearly darted to them, pressing the down button like the office was on fire behind him.

A short elevator ride down and waving goodbye to security at the front desk, the front doors burst open as Thomas stepped out into the evening air. Cold touched his face as he breathed it in. The tension in his shoulders and sourness in his stomach faded away, replaced with a comforting freedom. Turning on his heels, he began walking down the busy street, basking in the bliss of work chains slipping from his body.

The sky darkened and people flooded the streets on a Friday night. Thomas looked up as he walked, marveling at the city he now called home. He wasn’t sure when it happened but New York City seemed to coil around his heart. Where he had felt homesick and lost several months back, now, he felt like he was finally getting the hang of it. The entire city pulsed with excitement and wonder. Looking to the buildings, their history glowed in his mind as street lamps blinked on. Steam rose from sewer grates which only added to the mystery of the city.

Thomas walked along, a gentle bliss caressing his frayed nerves. The last few months had been busy but nothing he felt he couldn’t handle. Work was work but James made the days a little trying. As much as he wanted to tell his boss to go fuck himself, he remained dutiful and silent, waiting for the weekends to come so he could revel in his dreams.

The thought of his boss sent Thomas’s mind sinking into the ether of his memories. James was right about a girl, but in the wrong way. The young man pondered on his life over the last number of months. A girlfriend would have been a big change; instead he had an entire second life in Lewd Saga which was just the tip of how complicated his life had truly become. The demands of a city seemed to grow with the population and now the player was taking nearly every other Monday off so he could spend more time in the game. Ruling over a fantasy city had consumed him but it didn’t break him. It caused his passion to burn brighter as the muses sang on, causing inspiration to flow in the digital and real world.

Thoughts swam on as Thomas recalled his fellow players and friends. Warmth glowed in his chest as the excitement of seeing them spurred him on to pick up the pace. He and his fellow players worked their schedules together so they could be there and ensure their city prospered. It had become a labor of love in many ways. Thomas couldn’t deny how warm his heart felt for his fellow rulers. They had become special in a way he never imagined. Images flowed of a certain ogre and the player smiled to himself. Another image of a blue skinned troll with a pink strip in her hair caused his heart to skip a beat. It had all become so maddening and beautiful at the same time.

The tapestry of images melted and reformed, a tanned wood elf with strawberry blonde hair seeping into his thoughts. A sliver of gloom touched the player as he soon reached his apartment building. Not wanting to spoil his good mood, he gently pushed away the image and slipped into the building lobby.

A short elevator ride and a quick fumbling of keys, the young man stepped into his apartment and closed the door behind him. Stepping in further, Thomas tried to keep the thoughts of work at bay. Despite all the good work and high praise, it was only a matter of time before he moved on. Working with a toxic boss only pushed at him to take his future into his own hands. James spoke of changing the greatest city in the world for the better but Thomas knew his boss didn’t mean it. James was constantly concerned with dollar signs and how many he could get his greedy hands on. Everyone in the office saw it, but it felt like poison in Thomas’s veins. Building Elora in Lewd Saga showed that you can do something magnificent and not be a douche to everyone around you. Thomas promised himself that when the time was right, he would move on in real life to something more meaningful. For now, he would watch over his kingdom and keep to his promises of helping those who could not help themselves.

Pulling out day old take-out from the fridge, Thomas grabbed a fork in the kitchen and scooped noodles into his mouth. The excitement burned as he continued to shove food in before taking the dive back into the game. Tossing the empty carton in the trash, he rushed over to the ladder and began to climb to the upper loft area. Shedding his clothes, he marched over to the Mind’s Eye Gear suit and helmet lying on the bed. In mere moments, he slipped the suit on and put the helmet over his head. Pressing a small button on the side of the helmet, the Lewd Saga console hummed to life on a nearby shelf. Thomas sat on the edge of the bed as the helmet glowed with an edge of red around his eyes. A light glowed red on the console.

Thomas lay back onto the bed. The red light turned green along the helmet and then the console. Thomas smiled as he closed his eyes. Heart thudding in his chest, the darkness shifted into a line of light before it streamed past him. The player felt his mind leave his body as the streaming light parted and flashed across his vision, hurtling his digital self to a realm beyond.

***

Edric opened his eyes as he settled into his virtual body. The familiar bed chamber lay out before him as he smiled to himself. A gasp from behind caused him to turn his head, eyes on a short woman in servant’s clothes, folded sheets in her arms.

“Forgive me my lord, I didn’t see you come in,” the woman bowed.

Edric turned to her, his smile remaining. “It’s okay. I was just stopping by for a moment.”

“Very good my lord. I was merely changing out the linen. Is there anything else I can do for you while I’m here?”

Edric eyed the servant, a thin pink braid hanging from one of her temples. The rest of her hair was black and tied back into a neat bun but the braid stood out against her fair skin. It was enough for the summoner to pause, gaze caught on the hanging braid.

The servant bowed her head, “Forgive me my lord. Is the braid not to your liking?”

Edric woke from his trance, “No, it’s fine. I just didn’t expect it. I assume you’re wearing it because of our guest?”

The servant kept her head bowed as she spoke, “Lady Reed has inspired many with her kindness. She walks the streets, helping and assisting any who need it. Many…of us only wish to follow in her footsteps, my lord.”

“You don’t have to bow,” Edric grinned.

The servant lifted her head up, eyes on her lord.

Edric continued, “She is pretty special, isn’t she?”

The servant nodded. “She inspires us with her strength and her beauty, as do you all.”

The summoner nodded. Ever since Juna made Elora her home, the people had treated her like she belonged. Unlike the trolls camped outside of the city, no one had an ill word to say about the beautiful half-troll. Her light seemed to set everyone at ease and as Edric eyed the servant’s pink braid, it seemed to inspire the populace to follow her strength.

Edric gave the servant a kind gaze, “What’s your name?”

“Andrea, my lord,” the servant said and almost bowed before catching herself.

“Tell me Andrea, what is it about her that inspires you?”

A small shy smile bloomed. “She makes us feel safe as she patrols the streets. She has saved a number of citizens from,” Andrea’s smile faded away, “…the dead.”

A shadow bled down from under Edric’s eyes. At night, the dead have walked the streets. It started out as a skeleton here and there. The guards would quickly dispatch them and report in but soon the frequency began to grow. When a guard was killed, many of the guards refused to patrol the streets at night, fearing they would be next. Even the promise of a higher wage was not enough for them to take up the duty which in turn, left the city fearing the night. It was one of several things Edric was supposed to discuss with his fellow rulers today.

“There hasn’t been any undead sighted in some time and we are all grateful for it,” Andrea finished.

“That is a good thing,” Edric looked up, the shadows under his eyes melting away.

“Indeed, my lord. We pray she can root out this evil once and for all.”

Edric could see the hero worship in Andrea’s eyes. The summoner and his fellow rulers had each taken steps to patrol the city themselves but it was clear, Juna was getting all the glory. Edric didn’t mind for he thought it would help ease her into staying, but it clearly was influencing the entire city. Several paladins and clerics even took the time to aid in handling the recent undead threat but all eyes were on Juna.

“I’m sure we will all do our part to make Elora safe,” Edric smiled.

Andrea nodded. “Will there be anything else my lord?”

The summoner shook his head, “Not right now.”

Andrea bowed slightly at the waist before making her way to the door and stepping out of the bedchamber. Edric looked to the open balcony of his room, a small breeze causing the light curtains to billow. Hand reaching down to his satchel, he opened it and dove in, fingers curling around a stone. Pulling it out, he whispered arcane words. Energy flowed with his breath, snaking down to the floor and an arcane circle glowing to life. A figure rose up, yellow eyes on the summoner.

Edric watched as Leeta rose up from the circle before it faded from sight. The ogre stood nearly seven feet tall, an ivory horn curved up from her forehead. Tanned skin covered her strong but feminine body. A black dress cascaded down her womanly curves from her neck to her ankles. Slits ran along the sides up to her hips and her large breasts strained against the tight black fabric of her top. A diamond opening showed her deep cleavage as bare arms rose up and she charged. The player never had a chance to say anything as the ogre grabbed him and hugged him so tight, all the air was pushed out of his lungs. Face buried in her exposed cleavage, the summoner struggled as he wriggled like a caught fish.

“I missed you!” Leeta squealed.

“Mmmm mmmrph…” Edric tried to speak.

Leeta looked down; eyes wide as she pulled him back from her cleavage and set him down. The summoner fixed his dark green robe while smiling like a fool. Lifting his head up, he gazed on the ogre with loving warmth. Leeta stepped closer, gently hugging him closer and being careful to let him breath.

“I missed you too,” Edric said as he pulled away.

“Will you be staying a while longer?” Leeta asked with hope in her eyes.

Edric nodded, “I sure am. There’s too much to do and you know I can’t stay away for long.”

Leeta clasped her hands before her chin as her eyes and smile widened. “That is good news! Can we celebrate your return with some wine? I will gather some from the cellar. I have been thinking about a Syrah that may fit the occasion and…”

“Leeta, I was gone for two days.”

The ogre let out a small, girlish laugh. “Two days too long. It feels like a lifetime since I’ve seen you and I don’t want to waste a moment.”

The ogre was going in for another hug when Edric lifted his hand. Leeta stopped, looking down at her master with a puzzled gaze.

“I know you’re happy to see me but there are duties I must attend too. We can make some time for us soon but I should be meeting with the ladies of Elora.”

Leeta’s happy gaze shifted as she stood taller. “I understand but promise me you will have a drink with me.”

“I promise,” Edric chuckled lightly.

The beautiful ogre nodded her head, fingers resisting the urge to grab Edric. A knock at the door caused the summoner and ogre to turn their gaze to it.

“Lord Temple,” said a muffled voice from the other side of the door, “a servant just informed me you were here. Lady Pearl and Lady Discord wait for you in the council chamber.”

Edric and Leeta stepped to the door. The summoner opened it to see Thalia reared up from her snake-like lower half, hands clasped before her and eyes drinking in her lord. The lamia’s body was poised but the glow of her eyes showed she was happy to see him.

“Thalia, so good to see you, have they been waiting long?”

The lamia bowed her head, “Only a few minutes but Lady Discord said you should….move your ass.”

“What about Lady Riverwood?”

Thalia’s face blanked as she looked away, “She is still in the Riverwood District. She informed the messenger she would not be attending the meeting and to carry on without her.”

Edric let out a small exhale. Faye had been distant for a while and now she was avoiding meetings. The player knew he had to address this but part of him didn’t know how. The wood elf monk did not like the idea of trolls taking residence in the city but Edric couldn’t believe that was the only reason. She hadn’t talked to him and tried to avoid him at every turn. It was reaching a point where the summoner was beginning to take it personally.

“Please follow me,” Thalia said as she turned and began slithering down the corridor.

Edric and Leeta followed. The summoner’s mind drifted as they turned corners and walked down long corridors. The last few months had kept Edric and his fellow rulers busy but not busy enough to not spend quality time together. It was Faye who distanced herself, spending most her time in her district and very little in Gray Haven Keep. It caused Edric to question if she was going to stay or perhaps move on to other things. The thought of the wood elf leaving caused the player’s heart to squeeze in his chest but he had to remind himself that he was just acting silly. The people adored Faye and he doubted very much she would leave, he hoped.

The trio reached the double doors of the council chambers. Thalia took hold of a handle and pulled it open. Edric stepped through while Leeta took her place by the door and stood guard. Thalia closed the door as Edric stepped into the medium sized stone room. Tapestries covered the walls with the banner of Elora, showing a single blooming tree with angel wings spread out from the trunk. Claudia and Rayna looked up from a round table, with the same design carved in the middle, and smiled. Claudia sat in the chair opposite of Rayna, who was leaning back with her boots up on the oak table.

“Glad you can join us,” Rayna said with a sarcastic edge.

“You weren’t waiting that long,” Edric smiled as he took a seat at the table.

“Long enough to be bored,” the bard said as she held her lute in her lap and began to caress strings into a small tune.

“We are happy to see you,” Claudia smiled.

“I know I haven’t been around for two days. How is everything in Elora?”

Rayna stopped playing, “Where do I even begin?”

“From the top?” Edric grinned.

Rayna gave him a chilly gaze before her eyes turned to the lute in her hands and she strummed a few chords.

“The city has been quiet the last few nights, aside from the troll murders,” Rayna began.

Edric’s grin melted away as the bard continued.

“Four severed heads have been found on the streets, three are from the trolls known to reside in the outside eastern camp and one of them was from Ralis’s personal guard. As far as witnesses, each one found a head after dusk. Word is the trolls were in the city after sundown, unauthorized.”

“The troll citizens in the Discord district have been out at night but the families are all accounted for,” Claudia chimed in.

Rayna looked up and stared at Edric, “I have people watching the troll citizens. They have come out at night and haven’t had any issues. Some citizens barely speak to them. Relations are strained but no one is threatening or harming them in any way. Whoever this killer is, they are only going after certain trolls.”

“Ralis keeps asking when you’re returning. He demands to speak to all of us at once concerning the murders,” Claudia said simply.

“No undead sighted in a while and now trolls are losing their heads. I doubt Ralis is going to back off if we tell him to make sure his people stay off Elora’s streets after sundown,” Edric leaned back in his chair.

“I have increased the guards at night but even with their numbers, the murders happened with no actual witnesses. Whoever it is, they’re a ghost,” Claudia said.

“And Juna,” Edric asked.

Rayna smiled. “Juna has been patrolling the streets on her own but hasn’t found or seen anything. Now, if I was a betting lady, I might say she was committing the murders.”

Edric and Claudia looked to the bard with wide eyes.

Rayna eased back in her chair, eyes sliding down to her lute, “But I’m not taking that bet. Despite her past, she seems like she wants to do the right thing. Besides, she could level the camp if she really wanted to instead of just killing some trolls after dark.”

Edric leaned forward, elbows on the table and fingers to his temples. He just returned and already things were a little strange around Elora. The fog of war clouded most of Lukken. Edric wanted to make their city a safe place but if trolls were killed on city streets, it was only a matter of time before Ralis and the masters would push back.

“How are our defenses?” the summoner inquired.

“The new scorpion crossbows and catapults have been installed on the walls,” Claudia nodded. “And I have about a hundred Lancer recruits. In another week, I should have twice as many.”

“Some of the citizens have taken to it?”

The lancer nodded again. “They have but many more are flocking to Faye’s pagoda. She has been training the populace to fight and they prefer her methods.”

“Elora,” Edric called out.

A glow filled the chamber for a moment before it faded away. Edric turned his gaze to the virtual woman standing in a pristine white robe. Brown hair framed her face while a gentle smile painted her lips. Eyes lingering, a small sliver of pain clawed at the player’s heart. Even after all this time, her image continued to take his breath away and drive the needle in his spirit a little deeper.

“Yes Edric, how may I help you,” the image said in a kind voice.

The summoner pushed away the gloomy vibration as his lips parted, “What is the main status report on the city?”

Elora nodded before 2D screens appeared in front of the three rulers. The players turned their attention to the screens, taking in the information.

Elora

Population: 17,690/30,000

Farms (8): 100% capacity

Runic Stone Mines (5): 100% capacity

Vineyards (8): 100% capacity

Guards: 2,000

Lancers: 100

Conflict Level: 12%

Edric drank it in. The population was large considering most kingdoms in Lukken were only about ten thousand. The major capitals were the only places that could have a population around a million. The time he and his fellow rulers used to create the city and the incoming refugees helped to allow Elora to have a sizable population. The number of guards was low and the amount of Lancers was tiny but it was a start. Edric focused on the conflict level and was pleased to see that it was so low considering there had been troll murders. The lack of any undead recently may have contributed to the sense of peace in the kingdom.

“The population grows daily,” Elora said with a melodic tone, “Once Elora reaches 20,000 citizens, two more farms will be required to ensure there is a surplus of food for everyone.”

“And the vineyards,” Edric asked.

“There is a demand for Elora wine. Traders are flocking to our city to purchase and resell on the open market. Gold income has been on the rise in the last number of weeks,” Elora smiled.

Claudia looked to Edric, “That is why I didn’t purchase any ordinary scorpions for the battlements.”

Rayna looked across the table to the green haired lancer, “You didn’t?”

Claudia nodded, “I did. Only the best defense for our city.” The lancer turned her attention to Edric, “I’ll give you a tour after you talk to Faye.”

Edric raised a single brow, “Talk to Faye?”

Claudia’s face took on a serious mask. “Don’t you think it’s been long enough? We should be ruling the city together but there is something going on between you two. She is even avoiding us and hasn’t been staying in the keep. Every time I visit her, she’s too busy to talk.”

Rayna’s fingers rested on tight strings, “I hate to admit it, but Claudia is right. Faye is pushing us all away and it has to do with you. I think you need to visit her and set everything straight.”

Edric scratched his temple, “How do I do that? Last thing, I think, that bothered her was letting trolls become citizens. Am I supposed to tell them to pack up and leave?”

Claudia’s expression softened, “I don’t think we need to do that. Just talk to her and find out why she’s been so distant.”

“And report back to us,” Rayna said with a wicked grin, “with details.”

Edric sheepishly nodded. Uncomfortable feelings slid over his nerves the more he thought about it. The wood elf was strong, powerful and beautiful. It was no great secret that most of Elora’s citizens looked up to her above himself, Claudia and Rayna. Edric wasn’t jealous but he was concerned that she might not be too happy with all the attention. The people demanded on her time and she gave it to them. Was it simply being too busy or was there something deeper? Edric couldn’t fathom what it was and the longer he thought about it, the more Claudia’s words seemed to ring true. He needed to speak to her and put the silence and distance to an end if they were going to rule together.

“I’ll talk to her after the meeting,” Edric said with a soft exhale.

Claudia and Rayna nodded in agreement.

“But first, what are we going to do about the troll murders and what are we going to say to Ralis about it?”

“He listens to you. I’m sure you’ll think of something,” Rayna grinned.

“We could tell Ralis that the trolls fell down some stairs and accidently decapitated themselves,” Claudia said with a small smile.

The summoner and bard looked to the lancer and burst into laughter. Claudia’s cheeks burned a bright pink as she kept her small smile.

“When did you get a sense of humor,” Rayna asked with half closed eyes and a wide smile.

“From hanging around you,” Claudia winked.

Edric leaned forward, his chuckles fading away as he looked to his attractive co-rulers. “Let’s throw some ideas around before we leave and figure out what our next move is.” 
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