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 Succubus Dungeon 
 
    Divine Overlord 
 
    One 
 
    Light shimmered along the jagged cave walls. A deep darkness filled indents and small holes along the small cave, shifting to the pale glow. The air was still as a woman with horns stayed on her knees, clutching a large rhombus-shaped crystal to her chest. A thick tail with a pointed end moved slightly against the hard ground while glowing blue eyes stared down at the crystal in her arms. It was large, roughly the size of a newborn baby, but it pulsed with dark power. The horned woman caressed the crystal with clawed blue fingers and her tail shuddered. 
 
    Lucian stared up at the beautiful succubus, his mind momentarily lost to inner thoughts. A list of questions appeared in his mind’s eye and it seemed to grow with each tiny passage of time. A pact sealed in blood and sex painted his inner world, and now, here he was, in a new form with his first servant. Excitement grew into pulses, the light from his crystal form glowing brighter with each moment. The succubus looked down with sultry eyes as Lucian’s power vibrated. 
 
    With a thought, the pulses stopped and a single light shined, filling the rocky chamber with a steady glow. 
 
    “Nadia, tell me everything,” Lucian said, but his words came out deep and otherworldly. 
 
    The succubus nodded. Sliding back, she sat with her legs crossed. Placing the large crystal in her lap, she didn’t let go as she ran her fingers along the smooth surface. 
 
    “Queen Systra has made you a dungeon core. She has removed your soul and placed it in this new form. You are now strong enough to carry out her will and purpose,” the succubus said with a warm and sad tone. 
 
    Lucian felt his eyes close, even if he didn’t have a body anymore. Flexing non-existent fingers, the surreal feelings washed over him. To his mind, he existed as himself, but with a different body. He wished it could feel strange or unusual, but instead, it felt natural, like it was meant to be. 
 
    Knowledge poured into his mind from his days at the Mage Academy. Among his many studies, he remembered classes on dungeons and their designs. Most often, they occurred naturally from creatures deep below, but they also studied intelligent dungeon cores. These were often beings who had appeased dark gods or were so vile, they spontaneously became such creatures. A phantom grin formed as Lucian knew he had given who he was to a dark queen and she blessed him with his new form. 
 
    A sudden urge touched Lucian and he allowed it to surface. Words and numbers appeared in his gaze for a long moment before shifting to the corner of his vision. They sat, glowing with ethereal light as he turned his attention to the blue-skinned succubus holding him. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 10,000/10,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 0 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 100/100 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 100/100 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 100/100 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar Form 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyssal Rift 
 
      
 
    “Please, in great detail, explain each aspect,” Lucian commanded the succubus. 
 
    The succubus nodded. “The core is what makes you who you are. It is the dungeon’s heart. You have many hit points so you cannot be destroyed easily, but once you reach zero, you are destroyed permanently. The core of who you are is the most important part of a dungeon and should be guarded against all manner of beasts, heroes, or those that will seek your destruction.” 
 
    Nadia shifted as she sat so she could be comfortable before she continued. “You should see the abyss shards. These spread your power and influence through a dungeon. It used to be that by simply creating rooms, your power would grow. Dungeon Cores have evolved to better control their power.  
 
    “You have the ability to create an Abyssal Rift. Creating one is terribly draining but once one is created, it will stay at the location it was made. For every ten rooms you create in your dungeon, an Abyss Shard will slip from the rift. The shard must be placed in a location to extend your power. Once it is safely placed, your Spheres of Power will increase by ten points. The more shards you have, the greater your power will become.” 
 
    Lucian gave an ethereal nod. “What happens to a shard if it is destroyed?” 
 
    “Your power will diminish by the same amount. It is recommended that you hide each crystal in their locations so they are not easily discovered.” 
 
    The dungeon core made a mental note as Nadia continued. 
 
    “You have three Spheres of Power. These are your main abilities. I will begin with Elemental. With this ability, you can create elementals to do your bidding or use elemental powers. Created elementals are not very smart, but they will follow your every command. They can be used to expand your dungeon and aid in filling it with necessary elements. Earth elementals can carve out the dungeon to your designs while water and fire ones can provide light and water. Air elementals can provide wind from outside sources to ensure the environment is livable by your dwellers. 
 
    “Should you have to defend yourself or those around you, you can call on any elemental ability to use. The more power you use, the stronger the effect. Like everything, it takes practice to truly master your abilities.” 
 
    “Much like my old spell abilities,” Lucian whispered to himself. 
 
    Nadia nodded. “The next sphere is Necromancy. You can animate the dead. They are terrible workers, but make excellent guards. They do not require sleep, food, or rest and can guard your dungeon at all times. The more power you siphon into a corpse, the stronger it will become. When you are strong enough, you will be able to create lichs or undead monstrosities to serve your will.” 
 
    The succubus held up the dungeon core to her gaze, her face a blank mask. “The last sphere, Alteration, grants you the ability of illusions and creating a body for you to inhabit in your dungeon. You have the ability to create a basic, ghostly body at no cost, but the more intricate and powerful forms will require more from your sphere.” 
 
    Nadia’s blue eyes hardened as she stared at the crystal in her hands. “All Sphere abilities come at a cost. They do not regenerate on their own and must be filled to be used again. The Elemental Sphere requires coins and gems. The Necromancy Sphere requires you to slay a living creature to drain their essence and the Alteration Sphere requires an intimate act.” 
 
    The succubus’s eyes softened, “You are the living, breathing heart of this new world.” 
 
    Lucian stared back at the succubus. Nadia seemed enraptured and filled with sorrow at the same time. When he first awoke, she appeared annoyed or distraught, but now, she showed a range of odd emotions, as if she was at war with herself. 
 
    “You wouldn’t have chosen to be here, would you?” 
 
    Nadia’s gaze lowered as a small sigh escaped her dark blue lips. “As your servant, I cannot lie to you. I have spent years asking my queen for a chance to spread her will across Lukken. At every turn, she has denied me. When I wanted you dead, it humored her enough to place me as your loyal servant. I cannot hide what I feel, but I will obey my queen and you.” 
 
    Lucian raised an ethereal eyebrow, “You wanted me dead?” 
 
    Nadia gave a small nod. “I wanted you torn to pieces. Your skills as a mage slowed me down. Winning my Queen’s interest, halted my desires.” 
 
    “What do you want now?” Lucian asked as he knew now, they would be spending a lot of time together. 
 
    The succubus shrugged. “To serve. Your death will mean my death. My queen has commanded me to help grow your power and keep you alive. Should you be destroyed and I return to my queen, she will torture me until my life is extinguished. For better and for worse, we are bound in duty to serve Queen Systra.” 
 
    “It may not be the arrangement you desired, but it will be one with many benefits,” Lucian said with cool edge. “Where our queen has said one thing, I have different intentions to fulfill our desires.” 
 
    Nadia placed the large crystal back in her lap before leaning back on her hands, tail snaking around. “You cannot sway me with pretty words. I know your kind. Filled with confidence until you’re beaten and your true self shows. I may serve you, but I will never love you. My true love has always been for my queen and that is how it will stay.” 
 
    The cave glowed with light, silence filling the gloom for a long moment. Nadia stared down at the dungeon core, her mind and heart firmly made up when a sound began to rise. It was slow, echoing off the jagged walls of the rocky chamber. At first, Nadia didn’t understand the sound until it grew louder. Laughter rang out, filling the chamber and bouncing off walls, raining down against Nadia’s senses. Brow creasing, anger billowed across her spirit as the laughter carried on from the crystal in her lap. 
 
    “Thank you for the honesty,” Lucian chuckled as his laughter died down. “I will be sure to make note of it, but it doesn’t change what I have planned. Serve me well, and your power will grow with mine.” 
 
    Nadia scowled. “You laugh when your new life hangs by a thread. Without me, you will be lost and blind. Don’t tempt me to leave you here and risk returning to Queen Systra!” 
 
    The dungeon core glowed with steady light for a few seconds. Nadia’s scowl turned into a wicked leer as she felt she bested her new master. Ready to say soothing words to ease his bruised ego, her lips parted, but no sound came out. Instead, oval eyes widened as Lucian’s dungeon core began to vibrate with power. Wisps of energy snaked off the crystal and swirled together a few feet away. They merged and shapeshifted until they became a glowing blob. Features began to form as a red robe flowed out. A hood rose up as a face appeared, shadows covering his eyes. 
 
    You have spent 10 points of Alteration! Alteration: 90/100 
 
    Nadia watched with wide eyes as Lucian formed his new body, appearing as he did before the Queen changed him into her servant. 
 
    “It…it takes practice to learn your abilities. No one has learned them this quickly before,” Nadia stuttered. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer, bent down at the waist and took hold of his core from the succubus’s lap. With his other hand, he held it out to the surprised Nadia. 
 
    “I never expected our queen to change me into a dungeon core but that doesn’t mean I’m not a quick learner. I spent many years researching all manner of magic and knowledge. Where the mystical arts may be difficult to grasp for many, it is standard practice for one of my skills. Now, do you wish to stay on your ass or do you want to begin our work?” 
 
    Nadia’s shock and anger bled away as she glanced to the open hand before her. Reaching up, she took hold, her fingers curling around Lucian’s hand. The former mage stood up, pulling the succubus with him to her feet.  
 
    “I know you have much more to teach me, so let’s continue the lessons. Time is not our friend and I would rather be ahead of our enemies before they come knocking at our doors,” Lucian smirked. 
 
    “Yes… Master,” Nadia said as she bowed her head. 
 
    Lucian lifted a hand and cupped her chin, lifting her face so their gazes met.  
 
    “Call me Lucian. You can call me Master when you’re ready,” the Dungeon Core smiled with a wicked edge.               
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Lucian cradled his Dungeon Core crystal in his left arm while he raised his right hand. Dark knowledge swirled along his mind as he mentally searched the depths of his abilities. From his time at the academy, he knew the knowledge was always there, deep down in a person’s soul. They simply had to bring it to the surface so the knowledge could be utilized, taught or passed on. It was a fundamental belief for every mage and one taken seriously. Those who could not find the answers from within were expelled with barely a second thought. 
 
    Nadia stood a few feet away, her back nearly to the rough wall. Blue eyes watched the dungeon core in his male form. She remained quiet, studying Lucian and ready to correct him if he did anything wrong. A simmering anger flowed along her body, annoyed at how he talked to her. Memories rose up like storm clouds, the succubus following her queen and striving to be the best of her brood. She performed her tasks to the letter and the queen rewarded her by letting the succubus consume some of her flesh. It was the highest honor demon royalty would allow, but the Queen’s decision to allow this normal man to be a general in her army whipped at her spirit. She had worked tirelessly for her queen and to be rewarded by serving a lesser being was not only insulting, but embarrassing. 
 
    Lucian searched his new form while his senses detected the seething hatred from Nadia behind him. Being a core had its advantages with heightened senses, but even he knew, he was barely a threat to a rat. It didn’t matter as he continued to cull hidden knowledge. He had the tools and they screamed to be used. 
 
    The core’s eyes took on a gleam as he waved his hand. Focusing on the ground before him, he decided not to waste any more time. 
 
    You have spent 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 50/100 
 
    You have spent 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 0/100 
 
    Weakness lashed at Lucian’s mystical body, the Elemental Sphere draining to zero. The core’s body sagged as two points on the ground began to rise. Earth, rock and stone shifted and formed, rising higher with each moment. When they reached their full height, the two tall lumps shapeshifted and took on a humanoid appearance. They had no faces to speak of, and their bodies were vaguely human, but they appeared strong enough to do his bidding. 
 
    “One of you will shape this room. Make it bigger and turn the rock into polished stone. I want the walls thick and provide an entrance and a side chamber,” Lucian said out loud. 
 
    The core turned his attention to the second earth elemental, “You will search for precious metals and gems. Bring anything you find to this room.” 
 
    The two elementals nodded. One lifted rocky arms and a blink later, stones and earth poured from their hands. Like a hose, the stream of earth struck walls and they began to smooth over. Stone shaped like liquid ice, forming and reforming until smooth bricks fit together like a giant puzzle. The jagged room took shape, shifting from conclave to a squarish design.  
 
    The second elemental walked away until it reached a wall. Without hesitation, it sank into the changing surface and disappeared from view.  
 
    Lucian watched as the elemental continued to work, changing the room’s surface, one part at a time. Nadia stood off to the side, the very room shifting around her. The process continued for a few minutes until the elemental lowered its rocky arms, a fully realized chamber surrounding them. 
 
    Lucian admired the elemental’s work. It was almost like he pictured it, down to the designs along the main and side doorways. Pondering on it, the core figured there was some kind of psychic connection between him and his creations. It was the only explanation on how the elemental was able to create such distinct work. 
 
    Lucian glanced down at his dungeon core and then back to the elemental. “I need something to hold my heart.” 
 
    The elemental didn’t move as the stone floor before Lucian began to rise. It took on a rectangular shape as it reached chest level. Stone fingers rose up from the pedestal and curved inward until they stopped. 
 
    Lucian lifted his core and placed it on the pedestal, standing it straight up in the stone finger’s embrace. “This will do for now.”  
 
    The dungeon core gave a mental command to the elemental to continue building rooms and it obeyed with a rocky nod.  
 
    Nadia stared as the elemental moved to the side entrance. Arms up, earth and rocks flew out, striking the middle of the thin doorway. The elemental advanced as it carved the wall outward and formed a clear area beyond the thin doorway.  
 
    “How deep underground are we?” Lucian asked as he stared at his core. 
 
    Nadia woke from watching the elemental work. “I don’t know. I’m not sure where under Lukken we are, but knowing my queen, she would have placed us somewhere we could be useful.” 
 
    “Interesting. Tell me, what are our directives again so we can be on the same scroll.” 
 
    Nadia’s eyes thinned as her gaze bore holes in Lucian’s back. Crossing her arms, she lifted her chin as she spoke.  
 
    “Queen Systra commands we spread her influence and power,” Nadia said as if she was talking to a child. 
 
    Lucian continued to stare at his core as he spoke, “We both know it is more than that. From my theology studies, demon royalty can ascend to godhood if they have enough followers. No one knows how many that would be since it is different for each higher being.” 
 
    Lucian turned and faced the naked succubus with a kind smile. “Our Queen wants to build her power, but I’m sure that has been hard to do for the last nine hundred years. Since the Great Migration, the people of Lukken have stamped out any hint of evil or corruption. It has created a paradise many live in now.” 
 
    Lucian’s kind smile melted away. “It is why the world is not in balance. It is why only simple evils are allowed to live until they are wiped out. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    Nadia kept her arms crossed as she gave a small nod. 
 
    “But this isn’t just about balance,” Lucian said slyly. “It’s a test. Our Queen wants to see if I would make a successful suitor at her side.” 
 
    Nadia bit her lip and her brow formed a hard V. The dungeon core kept her gaze, drinking Nadia’s annoyed expression like fine wine on a cold night.  
 
    “Who does Queen Systra worship?” Lucian asked simply. 
 
    “Goddess Hexnia,” Nadia nearly growled. 
 
    “Goddess Hexnia,” Lucian repeated. “She is the corrupted version of Vala’s love. She takes things to excess, driving lovers to madness and pain. I’m sure our Queen would like to ascend to her level or beyond.” 
 
    Lucian turned away, the light of his core illuminating his face once again. “Ambition drives demons and many people to act. Our Queen wishes to ascend and rule.” 
 
    Nadia shook her head, “How can you know this?” 
 
    Memories washed on the shores of Lucian’s mind. Images and texts filled his thoughts but he spoke as if he was talking to a child. 
 
    “It doesn’t take a genius to know how demons work. To my added benefit, she wrote about her desires in her journal between lamenting on her lost love and questioning her place on Lukken. Queen Systra’s love life was complicated, but her desire for power is not.” 
 
    “And what are your desires, Lucian?” Nadia asked with a dark edge. 
 
    “To bring balance to Lukken. To rise up and become the suitor Queen Systra wishes to see. To bring purpose back to our world.” 
 
    Lucian turned around with a dark smile. “But you already knew that.” 
 
    Nadia tilted her head forward, shadows covering her eyes. “I see you for who you are, even if our Queen does not. For now, you’re nothing but a tool for her whims and like any tool, you can be replaced.” 
 
    “Much like any servant of mine,” Lucian winked. 
 
    Nadia looked up to Lucian’s gaze and a wicked smile formed. “Do you have demon blood in your veins?” 
 
    Lucian ignored her, turned and stepped towards the new side room. Walking past the threshold, the dungeon core stepped into a mid-sized chamber. The only way in or out was the way he came. The elemental finished shaping a corner before standing still, ready for its next command.  
 
    The dungeon core pondered on his abilities again. Nadia’s words floated along his inner thoughts, telling him that creating an Abyssal Rift would drain him terribly. Caution flooded his mind, but desire pushed him past those doubting thoughts. He couldn’t begin his grand crusade with a whimper. He had to start with a roar. 
 
    Lifting both hands, fingers curled as raw power surged. Lightning arced along his arms as he stood in the middle of the new chamber, purpose and desire becoming laser focused. A mental command hovered over his innate ability to create an Abyssal Rift and when his inner power reached its zenith, he activated the command. 
 
    You have activated your Abyssal Rift ability! 
 
    Nadia sauntered in and watched as black and purple energies swirled along Lucian’s hands. The dungeon core grunted as he was consumed by the raw power. Without thinking, both hands reached out and clawed at the very air. When they grabbed at something and nothing at the same time, Lucian cried out as realities burned at his hands and senses.  
 
    Logic twisted and bent as the former mage, now dungeon core, struggled to tame them. Reality rippled and a tear appeared. Lucian shouted and pulled, forcing the rift to grow wider. Fingers dug in deeper, touching the ice-cold abyss and forcing the tear to open another inch, followed by another. When the tear reached six inches wide and twelve inches tall, a shockwave blasted out. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes rolled into his head as he let go. Body falling, he couldn’t control himself as gravity pulled down. 
 
    You have used 8,999 Hit Points! HP: 1,001/10,000 
 
    Energies spiraled out of control as he slowly began to lose his form. A scenario played out of his body hitting the floor and shattering into thousands of pieces. He would have enough hit points to survive, but how long would it take to recover? He pondered his fate as he fell, before two arms reached out and caught him. 
 
    Lucian turned his head to Nadia as she gently lowered her body with his until they were both on the floor. The succubus cradled him close, her eyes distant, but her heart beating wildly in her chest. For a moment, it was music to Lucian’s ears. Power surges subsiding, he quickly regained his wits, but did not regain his strength. 
 
    Nadia looked down at Lucian with restrained annoyance. “You may know much, but you still don’t know the extent of your power.” 
 
    Lucian barely smiled before turning his attention to the small rift hovering in the air. The black and purple shard pulsed with unnatural power, rippling along the edges like a dark flame. Its very nature caused the air to cool and odd sensations to run along fried nerves. 
 
    The blue succubus held Lucian close as she too looked at the small rift. “Do not try to create another one, even when you are at full strength. Abyssal rifts take a lot of energy and a second one will cost double of what you spent. A third will be triple and so on. If you created another, it would shatter your core. Only a demon of considerable knowledge can wield such power regularly.” 
 
    Lucian stared as he remembered Systra pulling him into the abyss, tearing his body to nothing and placing his soul within the crystal known as his core. It was torturous and beautiful, something he would never forget. The demon queen displayed great power, but Lucian’s own mind worked, knowing he could achieve that level and more. 
 
    “I see the lust for power in your eyes. Maybe our Queen chose well after all?” Nadia said with a wicked grin. 
 
    Lucian tried to move and found his body non-responsive. The rift seemed to disrupt his form and he found it difficult to maintain it, let alone control it. 
 
    The blue succubus turned her head, keeping her small smile. “It seems luck favors you.” 
 
    The second elemental stepped through the doorway and made its way closer. Lucian’s eyes turned to see the rocky earth elemental as it knelt down and opened stony fingers. The dungeon core looked at the meager nuggets of gold in the elemental’s hands. It was not a king’s ransom, but something about the golden metal spoke to him. 
 
    Nadia nodded as she watched Lucian struggle to lift an arm to grasp the nuggets and failed. “Your form will allow you to appear like a normal person. You may eat and drink, but you cannot gain sustenance this way. Allow me to direct the elemental to show you.” 
 
    Lucian gave a small nod as a deep hunger began to bloom. 
 
    Nadia turned her attention to the elemental, “Press the gold to the dungeon core in the other room.” 
 
    The elemental bowed its head before it stood up, turned and walked back into the other chamber.  
 
    Lucian spread out his senses, but they were weak. He connected with the elemental and was able to see through its eyes. 
 
    You have used Sight! You have spent 10 Alteration. Alteration: 80/100 
 
    Lucian watched through the elemental even though it did not have any eyes to speak of. He felt like a passenger while someone else was driving the wagon. He could not control what was happening, he merely had become a witness. 
 
    The elemental moved to the glowing crystal and lifted its open hands up. The gnawing hunger from within Lucian began to grow louder and louder. He had never felt so empty and hungry in his entire life than he did now. It destroyed reason and he became a starving beast, needing anything to quell his hunger.  
 
    Gold nuggets were pressed to the smooth surface of the Dungeon Core. Lucian watched with wide eyes, seeing through the elemental, when his perspective changed. The gold melted against the surface of his core and slipped below instantly. Each nugget merged and vanished from sight while the deep gnawing hunger devoured each golden morsel. 
 
    You have healed 102 HP and gained 10 Elemental points! HP: 1,103/10,000 
 
    You have healed 113 HP and gained 10 Elemental points! HP: 1,216/10,000 
 
    You have healed 97 HP and gained 10 Elemental points! HP: 1,313/10,000 
 
    Gold melted and vanished against the core, while in the other room Lucian savored the taste. The last few gold nuggets were drained into the glowing crystal and Lucian was licking his lips.      
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 1,313/10,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 0 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 30/100 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 100/100 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 80/100 
 
      
 
    Nadia held him close as Lucian was lost to the maddening hunger. “Gold, silver, and gems will be your main food source to heal your hit points and refill your Elemental Sphere. Once you are full, the hunger should subside.” 
 
    Lucian began to move but his eyes remained wide open. “I…need…more,” Lucian whispered. 
 
    Nadia nodded. “And more you shall have.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Lucian walked down the wide corridor; his senses alive with new information. He couldn’t deny its allure as he could feel beyond his form. There was no illumination as he stepped along, but he could see everything as if it was bathed in sunlight.  
 
    Practical solutions filled the corner of his thoughts. They needed torches, lanterns, water sources and a way up to the surface. These were the basics if he was going to grow his dungeon and attract dwellers. Food sources would have to be implemented and rooms would have to be organized. Even as he walked, the sheer weight of what he had to accomplish was getting heavier and heavier. 
 
    Lucian stopped in his tracks and called up his stat screen. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 2,711/10,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 0 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 90/100 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 100/100 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 80/100 
 
      
 
    The Dungeon Core didn’t feel 100 percent, but he couldn’t waste any time. Lucian could feel Nadia by his core, waiting patiently for the elemental to bring more nuggets of gold or silver. It was a slow process, as he had opened the rift just a few hours earlier. Clearly, using elementals was the slowest way possible to amass riches, the Core deciding he needed to speed up the process if he was going to be anywhere near as powerful as he could become. 
 
    Standing in the dark corridor, a warm rush of memories cascaded down his soul. Images played out like a theater production, Lucian and Queen Systra caught in a depraved embrace. The taste of her demonic flesh still tingling his mouth. It was something he had never done before, but now that he had tasted her and he couldn’t deny wanting to do it again. 
 
    Words whispered along his mind, filling him with purpose. Lucian allowed them to sink deeper, Queen Systra ordering him to find her eight elemental daughters to grow his power. He pondered if Nadia knew what he had to do and was simply keeping quiet until he brought it up. She certainly didn’t seem like she wanted to help. Her actions felt compelled, either to please her queen or for her own survival. It didn’t matter in the long run, she served him and for that, he was thankful. 
 
    Thoughts turned to needles as his previous life came into focus. Day dreams of real challenges filling Lukken had deeper roots to his soul. It was one of the main dissatisfactions in his life. Lukken had become a paradise and it offered no real challenges. Reading Systra’s journals, it had become an obsession to return to the old days where a fight meant something. Where gaining knowledge would help overcome the boredom of existence. How many times did he look to the stars, wishing he could be like the star dragons and fly away to explore the universe? It was an impossible question to answer. The state of the world spoke to what it wanted. The people of Lukken didn’t want to return to the great war. They were happy in their small lives and it burned Lucian to his center. 
 
    Histories and legends coursed through his thoughts, telling of troll conquerors and undead dread lords. The stories meant to teach lessons on what not to do, only stoked Lucian’s fire. The light had won and now it outnumbered the dark a thousand-fold. Classmates at the academy talked and discussed the great war, but that was all they did. The professors did the same, talking high and mighty about things they never dared to experience. They had become soft and lazy and Lucian wanted nothing more than to show them the dark edge of their reality. 
 
    A dark thought stabbed at him and a frown formed. The thought hovered, deep in his mind before he mentally pushed it away. Another thought clung on of a paladin troll and the dungeon core growled. He made his decisions, but his new life left little scars no one could see. 
 
    Bringing his mind back to reality, Lucian began walking again. The other elemental was hard at work, creating rooms. Lucian stepped up to an entrance and watched as the elemental was making a large room. So far, the area the dungeon was located in didn’t connect with anything else. No new tunnels were found or caverns. They were completely enclosed, but Lucian wondered for how long? He needed to know where on Lukken they were so he could plan accordingly. Spending his power to create the Abyss Shard was the first step. The next step was to build his dungeon and find the surface.  
 
    Building a dungeon was never a simple task. Lucian recalled the legends of Lyndra Spire, a Dungeon Core who was instrumental to saving the kingdom Elora from the undead armies. She had grown in power, but she partnered with the lord and ladies of the kingdom for their mutual benefit. It was a sound tactic and one Lucian would attempt, if he ever saw the surface world again. 
 
    Looking to his stats in the corner of his gaze, he wondered if he should create another earth elemental to go straight up and see how deep they were. The dungeon core wasn’t sure the elemental could articulate time and distance. Feeling their thoughts, it often seemed like they had crumbs of intelligence. They could follow orders and understand what was said, but they didn’t seem capable of returning it. Perhaps he could use his Sight to see through the elemental’s eyes, but wasn’t sure the range of his power. 
 
    “No time like the present,” Lucian whispered as he lifted a hand and activated his power. 
 
    You have spent 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 40/100 
 
    An earth elemental rose up between the sections of the stone floor. Dirt and pebbles swarmed together until they formed a thin humanoid shape. 
 
    “Find out how deep we are,” Lucian ordered the elemental. 
 
    The rocky creature gave a nod before moving to a wall and melting into it. Lucian activated his ability. 
 
    You have used Sight! You have spent 10 Alteration. Alteration: 70/100 
 
    Touching the elemental’s mind, Lucian watched as dirt shifted before him and little else. His sight allowed him to see, but all he could see was dirt and rocks. Remaining patient, he waited and watched as the elemental moved straight up. Seconds turned into minutes and minutes turned into tens of minutes. Lucian’s shoulders deflated, wondering if they were as deeper than he expected. The dungeon core was about to sit down when the elemental burst from the ground. 
 
    Green grass and dirt fell from the elemental as it broke through the surface and stood in a small clearing. Sunlight sparkled against green leaves while shadows covered thick, strong trees. The sky was a deep blue, not a cloud present. 
 
    Lucian directed the elemental to turn around. It followed his command, turning slowly as Lucian drank it in. The surrounding forest was alive with birdsong and small woodland creatures but there was nothing else to indicate where they were. When the elemental had nearly turned around, a mountain stood in the distance, its peak covered in a light dusting of snow.  
 
    The elemental stopped and Lucian studied it. Despite the landmark, he still didn’t know where he was. Scanning and committing the mountain to memory, he hoped it would help when they finally broke through to the surface. Recalling the elemental, it sank into the ground and began its descent. 
 
    Lucian cut his connection to the elemental and looked around to see the other elemental had finished its work and moved on. 
 
    Time ticked on as Lucian waited. Designs filled his mind once again. Speculation curled along his thoughts, wondering if Systra placed him this deep for their protection or to make it much harder for him. Remembering what he knew about succubi, they did consume food and water. They could live off food or sex, but they needed at least one. Nadia would soon go hungry and may even become feral. He couldn’t risk her becoming animalistic and perhaps taking out her frustration on his core. Time was slipping away and he had much to do. 
 
    An elemental emerged from a nearby wall, ready for its next commands. 
 
    “I want you to search. Create crude corridors until you find caves or tunnels. We can upgrade them later, but for now, I want you to dig out long tunnels and stairs. If you come across a tunnel we haven’t built, report to me immediately.” 
 
    The elemental nodded before turning to the wall and melting into it. 
 
    Lucian left the large room and walked back to the Core chamber. Inside, Nadia hefted up handfuls of gold nuggets and pressed them to the crystal core. Lucian smiled as sustenance filled his core and healing energy repaired the damage he had taken. 
 
    “I sent an elemental up and it reached the surface,” Lucian informed. 
 
    Nadia simply nodded as she reached down to a small pile of gold nuggets and picked them up. 
 
    “It took in the surrounding area. There is a mountain to the northeast and a surrounding forest. We are deep underground and it will take some time to breach the surface.” 
 
    Nadia nodded again and pressed gold to the core. 
 
    You are healed 300 HP and 20 points to Elemental Sphere! HP: 3,011/10,000 
 
    A fire lit in Lucian’s eyes, brow wrinkling in dismay. “Silent treatment?” 
 
    Nadia let the last gold pieces in her hands melt into the core before letting her hands drop to her sides and facing Lucian with a dour expression. Tail hanging low, she looked to Lucian and not to him at the same time. Distance colored her eyes and resignation filled her body language. 
 
    “You’re a mistake. You took advantage of my queen’s history for your own ends. I may be your servant, but I see you for who you are, a selfish man trying to become a god,” Nadia said in a sad tone. 
 
    Lucian kept his hard gaze, “What does that make you, my servant?” 
 
    Sadness blazed into rage, the succubus’s fingers curling into tight fists. The rage blazed brighter, her arms trembling with needs of violence. Her blue tail lifted up and it too trembled. 
 
    Lucian continued, “I have been considerate to your insulting words, but if you don’t wake up to your new reality, death will be your only release.” 
 
    Nadia showed her sharp teeth with a hiss. “You dare threaten me with death!” 
 
    Lucian crossed his arms, “Not by my hands, but by your own.” 
 
    The succubus’s eyes widened a hair as the rage remained. 
 
    Lucian gave her an impish smirk. “Despite the paradise Lukken has become, I have seen fellow students at the academy take their own lives when knowledge had become too much for them. Like a living experiment, I kept notes on those prone to suicide and often put a star by their name when they took their own life. It was educational, seeing the mental breakdowns as they happened.” 
 
    Lucian took a step closer, five feet of distance still between them. “I can see it now, with you. Your hatred for your station is consuming you. Even in the short time we have spent together, you’re mentally rotting, thinking how this could happen to you. You didn’t manage your expectations and now you want nothing more than to leave and take your chances with our queen.” 
 
    “She is MY queen!” Nadia spat. 
 
    “And what will happen when I fulfill the Queen’s will? What happens when I spread her name and elevate her to goddess? What will you do when she lets me partake of her body and you stay here, making sure the dungeon is clean?” Lucian asked with a slow, sarcastic blink. 
 
    “If you weren’t my master,” Nadia growled as her fists shook. 
 
    “My title doesn’t stop you from doing what you want to do,” Lucian laughed. 
 
    Something cracked deep within the succubus. Energy glowed along her arms as she bent her knees. Lucian watched with interest as he knew he had pushed her too far. A new experiment touched his mind and he readied himself for it. 
 
    “I will not be talked to by a mongrel like you!” Nadia screamed and launched at Lucian. 
 
    Claws extended as the blue succubus flew through the air. Murderous rage filled her eyes as she glared holes into her master. Lucian channeled points from his elemental sphere. Time slowed down as Nadia was nearly on him when a stone block dislodged from the wall and flew through the air. The succubus barely looked to the side before throwing her forearm out and smashing the stone to pieces. 
 
    Lucian watched as she lost her balance. Falling to the side, the succubus flailed through the air and barely landed on her clawed feet. Lucian admired her fit and toned body as she was up and turning, clawed hand out. Another block flew from a wall and struck her hip, knocking her off balance and causing her to stumble to the side. 
 
    Energy curled along her arms as her foot slid out and kept her from falling. Arms arcing with energy, she pointed them and thick streams of lightning exploded out. Lucian lifted up his arms and crossed them just as the bolts struck. Power rippled along his body as he was thrown back, striking a wall. 
 
    You have taken 150 damage! HP: 2,861/10,000 
 
    Nadia gave a wicked smile as smoke rose up from Lucian’s arms.  
 
    Lucian noticed that the damage hurt, but not as much as he thought it would. His form remained and he still felt strong. Despite his weakened state, he was still more than a match for the succubus. It was then when he glanced over to his Dungeon Core and felt the new crack form. 
 
    “Damage works through you, no matter what form you take,” Nadia seethed before she charged, hands arcing with energy. 
 
    Lucian spent ten points of his Elemental Sphere. Energy arced in his hand before he aimed. Lightning blasted out, striking Nadia in the chest. The blue succubus didn’t slow down, her smile growing wider and wider. She stepped along, energy blasting against her chest and arcing along her body but no visible damage taken. 
 
    “You’re an elemental succubus,” Lucian said before letting his arm drop to his side and the lightning disappearing. 
 
    “Very astute,” Nadia stepped toward him with claws at the ready. “I’m a sub element of Air. Lightning is my power and you have crossed the line, my Master.” 
 
    Lucian channeled another ten points from the Elemental Sphere as he stayed his ground. “I had a suspicion, but I had to be sure.” 
 
    Nadia launched at Lucian, claws gleaming in the shimmering light of the dungeon core. Lucian kept his cool before giving a mental command. The stone floor shifted and a large hand the size of Nadia burst upwards. The succubus’s eyes widened as the stone hand grabbed her from behind and held her. Lightning arced along her arms when stone slipped along her body and encased her hands in heavy rock. The weight caused her hands to dangle uselessly at her sides as she struggled to break free. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer, gaze remaining cool. “And yet, the earth element grounds you. I’m sure to a normal enemy, you would be quite ferocious, but to anyone with basic understandings of the eight core elements, you’re a mewling kitten.” 
 
    Nadia’s body shook as her face contorted, features becoming more demonic. Power surged as she lifted her encased arms and slammed them against the giant hand holding her. Lucian didn’t move, watching her thrash and bring down her bound arms again and again. Stone cracked and she screeched. With another strike, stone blasted off and one of her arms was free. Fingers curling into a fist, she punched her other encased arm, shattering the stone, covering her arm in dusty debris. 
 
    Lucian maintained his gaze, watching the succubus as she clawed and punch at the stone fingers holding her around her waist. They cracked and shattered, the succubus falling to her hands and feet and looking up with devil eyes. 
 
    Nadia heaved as she slowly stood up. The air crackled with power as she stalked forward. 
 
    “I will be there, laughing when you fail,” Nadia growled as she approached. 
 
    “And I’ll be there to laugh with you,” Lucian grinned. 
 
    Nadia’s eyes hardened to pin points as she lifted a fist and extended her fingers. Lucian didn’t flinch as she brought her hand hard across, slapping him across his cheek. 
 
    You have taken 1 damage! HP: 2,860/10,000 
 
    In a flurry, the succubus reared back and slapped Lucian again and again. Each slap seemed to grow weaker. The Dungeon Core didn’t make any attempt to stop her, letting the succubus slap him repeatedly until her arm shook. The last slap was so weak it didn’t register any damage. Nadia balled her hands into fists and beat at Lucian’s chest until a sad moan fell from her heavy breathing. 
 
    It was then when Lucian took hold of her arms and held them at her sides. 
 
    “How did you win her heart? How did you make her love you?” Nadia sobbed. 
 
    “I’m not her family, you are. She will never know your love because you give it freely. Stop living for her and live for yourself,” Lucian said with a gentle tone. 
 
    The succubus looked into Lucian’s gaze with wide eyes. Lucian could see the door opening in her mind, speaking truths she never wanted to hear. It spiraled as she shook her head, not wanting to know the truth, but it became insidious, sinking into her logic and reason. 
 
    “I know you don’t want to be here, but we need each other to survive. We have an empire to build and it starts with us. I’m willing to start again, as long as you’re willing.” 
 
    Nadia stared, her head shaking slightly from side to side as she tried to comprehend what Lucian was saying. It seemed to go against her very nature, listening to a man, but the words echoed through her demonic spirit. Men and women were food to play with and consume. They were not equals, but it burned at her to see Lucian remain calm and strong. Even with his mystical form, she could see hints of demonic shadow blending with points of bright light. It seduced her body while her mind warred against it. He was truly an enigma and for a brief instant, she felt what her queen felt. 
 
    Nadia pursed her lips as she broke from Lucian’s grip. Turning away, she stormed out of the Core chamber and disappeared into the darkened corridor. 
 
    Lucian watched her go with warm eyes. 
 
    “She’ll come around,” he whispered to himself before turning to his core and setting his designs into motion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    Black and purple ripples floated outward from the rift. Lucian watched with subdued fascination, waiting patiently. Occasionally, his mind wandered. Time was lost deep underground. There was no way to tell when the sun rose and set. The elementals worked tirelessly until the very magic keeping them alive petered out. Lucian would summon new ones to take over, instructing them to follow his designs to the letter. The dungeon began to grow as a single elemental retrieved whatever gold and silver it could find. 
 
    Lucian looked down for a moment. He had healed over time as Nadia and the elementals fed him gold, except for his Alteration Sphere. Remembering Nadia’s words, the only way to refill that particular sphere was to be intimate with another. After what happened between himself and Nadia, she barely spent time in his presence. The succubus would often move away when he was around and wouldn’t speak a word when she was in the same room as him. Deep down, he knew she was working it out, but it still stung a little that she wasn’t talking to him. 
 
    Lucian spent much of his time watching the construction as it happened. The small dungeon had grown past ten rooms and when Lucian felt it, he rushed to the Rift Chamber. There he stood, waiting as the tear in space pulsed with an unnatural light. It would be any time now that an Abyss Crystal would form and he could extend his power. It was yet another step in his growth and he didn’t want to miss it. 
 
    A harmonic ding filled the chamber as the rift pulsed. Lucian returned his attention to the rift and before his eyes, a crystal shard emerged and fell. Lucian reached out and caught it. The moment it touched his hand, power surged and flowed like a river into his mystical form. Eyes rolling into his head, the pulses of power grew like waves crashing down on his soul. When they ebbed and the natural flow of his form quelled, alerts filled his gaze. 
 
    You have gained 10 Hit Points! HP: 10,010/10,010 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 110/110 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 110/110 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 110/110 
 
    Lucian smiled to himself as he held the shard. It wasn’t much of an increase but it was something. Clearly, the bigger the dungeon, the more power he would gain. He was a little disappointed at the HP gain, but starting at ten thousand wasn’t so bad. From his studies, dragons often had tens of thousands of HP while the leviathan Sormir would have up to hundreds of thousands of HP. 
 
    Lucian clutched the crystal close to him, turned and walked out of the rift chamber and into his Dungeon Core room. New alerts appeared in his gaze as he stopped before his glowing core. 
 
    You have learned Pantry Chamber! You may now safely store food and supplies for Dwellers. Cost: 20 Elemental. 
 
    You have learned Bed Chambers! You may now create bedding for dwellers. Cost: 20 Alteration. 
 
    You have learned Midden Chamber! You may now create a place for waste to be disposed of. Cost: 20 Necromancy and 10 Elemental. 
 
    Lucian read the alerts and read them a second time before they faded from his gaze. He was under the impression he would have to design and declare what room would be used for what purpose. He had no idea that as his power grew, chambers to organize his dungeon would be so readily available. From his studies, he remembered how dungeon cores had to design everything down to the smallest detail. It pleased him to know now that wasn’t the case any longer. From what he could ascertain, using his abilities in a designated room would help organize his dungeon. It took micromanaging off his shoulders and Lucian found himself breathing a little easier, not that he needed to breathe. 
 
    With new knowledge, Lucian left the Core chamber and made his way into his small dungeon. The number of rooms had grown to twelve and when they reached twenty, a new Abyss Shard would form. Lucian would be waiting with bated breath, but for now, he had to find a home for his first shard. 
 
    Following a small corridor, he reached a dead end with three chambers. Stepping into the right one, he crossed the room and stood by the back wall. Lifting his hand, he used his elemental power. 
 
    You have used 10 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 100/110 
 
    The stone rippled and moved like a living liquid. It widened and formed a deep hole. Lucian looked over his shoulder to see no one was there, least of all Nadia. Placing the Abyss Shard in the hole, he waved his hand over it. The stone melted back into place, sealing in the shard and becoming hard once again. 
 
    A pulse blasted out, touching only Lucian. He let it ride his nerves until it slipped into his eyes. Suddenly, he was able to see throughout his dungeon. At first, his sight bounced around from room to room. All the rooms he saw were empty until his gaze appeared in a medium sized room, Nadia sleeping on the stone floor.  
 
    Lucian marveled as he didn’t have to spend from his Alteration Sphere. With the shard in place, he could easily see around his dungeon. The mood quickly soured as he watched Nadia sleeping on the hard floor, her body a tight ball on her side. 
 
    The dungeon core in human form exited the room he was in and made his way through his tiny dungeon. Senses were alive as he knew every corridor and room like it was a part of him. When he reached Nadia’s room, he stepped in without making a sound. 
 
    Nadia’s room didn’t have a door or any furniture to speak of. Naked and curled into a ball, she slept soundly. Lucian looked down on her and knew it couldn’t stay like this. Despite working for a demon queen and trying to spread evil, Lucian would not have his people living like barbaric trash. There were standards he would implement and the first one was to take care of his second in command. 
 
    Lucian smirked as he understood Nadia’s place in his future empire. With a thought, he channeled points from his Alteration Sphere.   
 
    You have spent 20 points of Alteration! Alteration Sphere: 50/110 
 
    Nadia’s eyes barely opened as mystical energy touched her sensitive senses. The succubus blinked before her eyes widened to the size of saucers. Energy rippled along the room and before she could get to her feet, a bed emerged under her, lifting the succubus up.  
 
    Lucian watched with a grin as a dresser formed against a wall and a tall mirror appeared by the bed. Sheets, blankets, and furs unfolded out from under the succubus as she looked at what was happening. A lantern appeared and for the first time, light glowed in the pitch darkness.  
 
    Lucian drank it all in as the simple furniture finished forming, becoming as solid as their reality. Despite what he saw on the surface, he stared at ghostly lines, leading from his hidden Abyss Crystal and connecting to everything created in the new bed chamber. It began to make sense the longer he stared. Magical energy could be changed into matter, but it wouldn’t last long. Materials created would degrade rather quickly as they could not hold their forms. Remembering his Academy days, professors often frowned on that kind of magic because it could be misused for personal gain. It would not bode well for common folk if mages created items, gold, or gems just for them to disappear sometime later. Professors often talked that such magics were for other classes and not fit for their high ideals.  
 
    Lucian wanted to laugh as he now saw that the Abyss Shard powered his creations. As long as there was a crystal, it would supply the energy for the item to exist. Lucian considered that if the shard was destroyed, his constructs would disappear, but that would be an experiment for another time. 
 
    “You have your first shard,” Nadia said astonished. 
 
    “Was there any doubt?” Lucian smiled. 
 
    The succubus eyed him and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Lucian lifted up his hands to shoulder height, “Don’t answer that.” 
 
    The blue succubus settled down on her new bed, tail snaking back and forth behind her. Laying on her side, she stretched before grabbing furs and pulling them to her body. It was a moment not lost to Lucian. He watched as she moved like a sultry feline, becoming comfortable, but not covering all of her bare flesh.            
 
    “What else did you learn?” the succubus asked with a warm tone. 
 
    “My power has increased. I can not only create bed chambers, but I can create pantries and middens.” 
 
    Nadia turned onto her stomach, her bare rump plainly visible and her blue tail waving in the air. “The first few shards should impart multiple rooms you can create with each one. After a point, you will know everything you can create and the shards will simply increase your power.” 
 
    “How come you didn’t tell me this would happen?” 
 
    Nadia gave a devilish smirk. “If I told you everything, why would you need me? Plus, you didn’t ask.”    
 
    Lucian nodded. “How’s the bed?” 
 
    The succubus sank down, nuzzling her face in the thick furs. “Comfortable. Thank you.” 
 
    Lucian found his gaze lingering. Nadia writhed slightly on the new bed before lifting her head, a wicked gleam in her eyes. A mood filled the new room and Lucian found it difficult to think straight. Even as a dungeon core, he had the same urges he always had. It wasn’t just a thirst for knowledge, but carnal desire reared its seductive head as well. The succubus was taunting him, but he found himself wondering why he was denying himself. Spending time would feed her and he would regain some of his power to his Alteration Sphere. It seemed like a simple equation but the core found himself hesitating. 
 
    Nadia curved her rump into the air, tail moving back and forth like a mesmerizing cobra. It was enough for Lucian to feel himself getting warmer. His avatar functioned like a real body as it seemed blood was draining from his mind and filling a different part of him. 
 
    Lucian parted his lips, ready to say something clever to the beautiful succubus when something touched the edge of his senses. It was faint, barely a trickle but the air shifted. The musty air moved like a small tide. 
 
    Nadia’s half-closed eyes opened and she leapt onto her feet. Lucian turned to the doorway before an elemental touched his mind. Images appeared, showing a rough, rocky entrance and dark tunnels leading in several directions. 
 
    “What do you see?” Nadia asked. 
 
    “One of my elementals has broken through into a tunnel system. It’s to the north of us, at the edge of my dungeon.” 
 
    Lucian turned his head to Nadia, “It has scouted the tunnels and there is one that leads to the surface.” 
 
    Lucian turned his head and took a step forward, excitement coloring his spirit. Knowing the tunnel that led to the surface would help them immensely to gather dwellers and further find out where they were. Not wanting to waste any more time, he took another step forward when a blue, clawed hand rested on his shoulder. 
 
    “The farther you project yourself from your core, the weaker you will become. I’ll go scout it further and return with everything I have learned.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “I don’t doubt your intentions or your strength, but we don’t know what is lurking beyond my dungeon walls. If you are ambushed by a wild creature or taken by others, I will not be able to follow. We can go together. I can test how far I can go from my core and we can help defend each other should we encounter something dangerous.” 
 
    Nadia was about to protest when Lucian simply stepped out of her room and led the way. The blue succubus sighed before following behind. The pair made their way down a long corridor and turned to another one. When they reached the end, an elemental stood by the rocky break in the wall.  
 
    Information spilled into Lucian’s mind, seeing that the elemental had tunneled upwards to connect his dungeon to the network of tunnels above. Crude stairs were carved into the rock, leading up into darkness.   
 
    Lucian led the way, climbing the stairs one step at a time while Nadia followed close behind. The pair were silent as ghosts as they made the climb upwards. 
 
    Something dragged along Lucian’s form as he made his way upwards. It was sudden and noticeable, the moment he stepped from his dungeon walls. A sliver of weakness crawled under his skin and it set the dungeon core on edge. He didn’t realize that the effect would be so immediate. Concern filled the back of his mind if he would be able to make it to the entrance before he became too weak to maintain his form. 
 
    Remaining silent, Lucian kept his focus. When they reached the top of the stairs, faint memories from the elemental guided each step. The tunnels were made of rough walls but the ground was soft. Lucian wondered if these tunnels were still in use and by whom or what. It tickled his thoughts as he fought to keep his form.  
 
    Walking down a stretch of tunnel, the weakness grew to the point that he missed a step and stumbled forward. Nadia was to his side, blue eyes filled with concern. 
 
    “You can go back with a thought. I can go the rest of the way.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “No. We keep going together.” 
 
    Nadia nodded as she walked side by side with Lucian. The pair reached a sloping section of tunnel and made their way up. Invisible hooks dragged at Lucian as he felt his strength draining away. Senses spreading out, Lucian could feel the dim heat of the above world against the ground. The sun was touching the realm and it touched his rapidly weakening senses. 
 
    The tunnel rumbled. 
 
    Lucian and Nadia stopped in their tracks. Glancing around, Nadia’s claws grew longer while Lucian prepared to use his elemental abilities.  
 
    “When you said the elemental saw a mountain, are you sure it was actually a mountain?” Nadia asked. 
 
    “It’s a mystery we will have to explore. Let’s keep moving,” Lucian said above a whisper. 
 
    The connection between his form and the core grew tenuous and Lucian found it harder and harder to use his legs. Despite the complete darkness of the tunnel, Lucian could see but his vision began to darken and brighten in waves. Struggling, he wasn’t sure how much farther he could go when the tunnel rumbled again. 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s a quake…” Lucian barely finished before a side wall crumbled. 
 
    Nadia pushed Lucian away before stones came crashing down, striking her shoulder and head. The succubus stumbled as dirt and rocks swamped her feet and legs. Something emerged from the collapsed section, round mouth flexing and white jagged teeth gleaming in Lucian’s vision. The body was segmented with tough skin as the worm-like creature darted down to the struggling Nadia. 
 
    Lucian simply reacted. Hands up he spent ten points from his Elemental Sphere to conjure fire. When the effect didn’t happen, he tried again. Weakness pulled at him as he fought to stay focused. 
 
    The worm creature came down on the succubus as she lifted her arm and pointed her hand. Lightning arced along her arm before the mouth of the creature bit down. A crunch echoed off the walls followed by a loud grunt from Nadia. Blood flowed before she unleashed her power. Lightning blasted out of the creature’s back and it bit down harder. Nadia screamed before fire filled the tunnel. 
 
    Fire engulfed Lucian’s hands before torrents of flames blasted out. The twin streams of fire hit the bulk of the creature and it made a painful screech. It let go of Nadia’s arm and tried to retreat into its hole but Lucian advanced, fire pouring from his hands and burning the creature alive. Firelight danced in Lucian’s eyes as he pressed his attack. The worm thrashed against the hole’s walls, causing dirt and debris to fall, smothering out flames. A moment later, the entire hole collapsed and the creature was buried.  
 
    Lucian dropped his arms to his sides, the flames around his hands dying. The worm creature was still moving, digging away. When Lucian dropped to his knees beside Nadia, the creature was gone. 
 
    Nadia grunted as black blood flowed from her arm. Lucian was over her, inspecting the wound. Large holes surrounded her upper arm, letting her demon blood to flow freely. When he looked to the succubus, her eyes were rolling into her head from blood loss.  
 
    “Lucian…” Nadia whispered as she was losing consciousness. 
 
    The dungeon core saw that if he didn’t do something quickly, she was going to bleed out. Glancing to his stats, he had used fifty points of his Elemental Sphere to create fire when normally it was ten. The distance from his core caused the cost of using his abilities to go up. Spending another fifty points, fire once again appeared around hand. 
 
    “Stay awake,” Lucian commanded before pressing his burning hand to the wounds along her arm. 
 
    Nadia screamed as fire cauterized the wound and stopped the blood flow. The succubus thrashed before passing out. 
 
    Lucian’s form began to flicker. Spending so much energy had consumed most of his power. If he didn’t bring Nadia back to the dungeon, the worm or other creatures may take her. 
 
    “I’m bringing you home,” Lucian said as he curled his arms under the succubus and lifted her up. 
 
    Turning around, he began the march back. Magical muscles strained as he carried the succubus. Holding her to his chest, he pressed on. Reaching the crude stairs, he made his way down. His strength slowly returned, but it wasn’t enough. He had strayed too far for too long. Sickness swirled in his form as he fought to bring the succubus back to their dungeon. 
 
    When Lucian reached the entrance to his dungeon, he made it a few steps in before falling to his knees. Laying Nadia onto the stone floor, Lucian’s arms and legs began to shake. The last drop of his strength gone, he fell to the side and faded away.               
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Purple clouds swirled along the abyss. A body floated, basking in the cool darkness. Lucian blinked, enjoying the rest as dark tendrils caressed his body. Memories of floating and being taken apart by a demon queen colored his thoughts. Oddly, he felt at home, his heart yearning for his queen. 
 
    The darkness parted to a pale form. Horns graced her head as alabaster skin glowed with a beckoning light. Systra’s naked form glided close, arms out and taking Lucian into her embrace. Naked bodies touching, Lucian reached up and touched her cheek. 
 
    “You strayed too far,” the demon queen said with small affection.   
 
    “It was necessary,” Lucian said with a soft tone. 
 
    Systra peered down at the man in her arms, a wry smile forming. “You fill my dreams.” 
 
    Lucian looked up as the demon queen held him around his waist, his hand running down her neck. “I wish to dream more, only to feel you again. Your taste haunts my soul.” 
 
    The demon queen kept her small smile before she spoke. “Do not fail me and you may partake of my flesh again. Find my daughters, grow your power and establish my temples.” 
 
    “I will, my Queen,” Lucian said before kissing her divine cleavage. 
 
    Black eyes peered down at the man between her large breasts, tongue lingering against her flesh.  
 
    “Wake,” the queen whispered. 
 
    Lucian’s mind woke with a start. Glancing around, he saw that he was in his core. Piles of gold and a few gems littered the floor around the glowing crystal. Calling up his stats, they appeared in his gaze. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 10,010/10,010 
 
    Abyss Shards: 1 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 110/110 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 110/110 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 110/110 
 
      
 
    The dungeon core scrutinized his stats. He didn’t remember feeding to regenerate his spheres, yet, they were now at full. Had his return to his core filled his spheres while he slept? Lucian wasn’t sure, but it felt like the closest explanation he could muster considering the circumstances. 
 
    A metal door opened to the room, Nadia slipping in and closing it behind her. The blue succubus eyed the dungeon core, her gaze filled with concern. 
 
    Light appeared in a flash and it solidified. Lucian’s robed form slowly appeared from the light before he stood tall, eyes on the blue succubus. 
 
    “You’re awake,” Nadia smiled as she stepped closer.  
 
    Lucian watched as she stood a foot from him and her hand reached out to touch his chest. 
 
    “How long was I out?” 
 
    “A few days, I think. The elementals vanished after a time and I was alone,” Nadia said plainly. 
 
    Lucian spread out his senses to see if what she was saying was true when his mind touched other minds moving around his dungeon. Allowing his sight to move beyond his form, he moved in blinks from one area to the next, seeing scantily clad succubi moving about. Two were in a small room, one of them on their knees while the other held her horn, gasping. A few others inspected rooms while one was standing by the tunnel entrance, a long dagger strapped to her belt. 
 
    Nadia watched as Lucian’s eyes moved back and forth and she smiled. “You feel them now.” 
 
    “I count six of them. How?” Lucian said as he pulled back his sight and focused on Nadia before him. 
 
    The blue succubus put her arms over his shoulders and gave him a wicked smile. “When the elementals vanished and your core was not responsive, I went exploring. I had little to do and I didn’t know how long you would be incapacitated. I stepped beyond the threshold of your dungeon and spent my time looking around.” 
 
    Nadia leaned in closer, her lips inches from Lucian’s lips. “The tunnels beyond held some creatures, but I was careful this time. I avoided them until I reached the surface. It was night time and I explored the upper world to try and gain my bearings. Little did I know that our queen had other plans. 
 
    “The succubi in our dungeon were sent by Queen Systra. She spoke to them, inviting them to a new home and to follow a new master. They are a gift, for you.” 
 
    Lucian glanced to her arm that was wounded before. It had healed completely, not a scar to be seen. 
 
    “They want to meet you, but I knew I had to speak with you first,” Nadia said slyly. 
 
    Lucian was silent, seeing the sultry gaze from the blue succubus growing more intense. 
 
    “Why did you save my life?” Nadia asked with a mixture of curiosity and seductive need. 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow, “Why wouldn’t I?” 
 
    Nadia stayed close, her gaze never wavering. “I need to know.” 
 
    Lucian touched her naked waist with both of his hands. “The rest of the world can burn, but I take care of my own.” 
 
    “Does that make me your property?” Nadia asked before licking the tip of Lucian’s nose. 
 
    “It makes you my partner,” Lucian stated with confidence. 
 
    Nadia’s eyes slowly blinked before she pressed her naked body to his. “I want the girls to meet you, but there was something I have to do first.” 
 
    Lucian didn’t move as blue hands took hold of his robe. Fingers worked the hidden buttons, undoing them one at a time before opening the front of his robe. The robe parted, Lucian’s naked body showing just as it did before he became a dungeon core. Toned muscles pressed outward from smooth skin. Desire spilled down his mystical form, filling his manhood with energy and power. 
 
    Nadia took a step back to admire Lucian, watching him rise to the occasion. “Just like I remembered.” 
 
    Stepping to him, clawed hands ran down the front of his chest, down his stomach and touching his hip. Lucian could not deny the blue succubus’s allure. Her firm breasts defied gravity as her nipples stood at attention. Her smooth skin glowed with supernatural power, like a caged beast wishing to be free. Her tail came around and caressed his leg as Nadia allowed her hand to graze his hardening cock. 
 
    Lucian felt he was at full attention in more ways than one. The air grew warmer, as if Nadia was heating it with her desire. The chamber felt small as all attention fell to the demon taking hold of his member and stroking it slowly. 
 
    “As your partner, I only have to say this once. You may do to me what you wish, when you wish, my master,” Nadia cooed. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Show me how you feel.” 
 
    Nadia gave a playful smile before looking down. Knees bending, she lowered her body. Lucian watched as she looked up, a hand stroking his rock-hard member. Tongue sliding out, she licked at the tip with long, blissful strokes. The pointed tongue slathered along the head and soon to the shaft. It sent tendrils of pleasure rising up Lucian’s form. 
 
    “I hunger,” Nadia whined before closing her lips around his head and slowly sucking. 
 
    Small moans vibrated along Lucian’s diamond hard cock, adding to the bliss of the moment. Suckling sounds joined the moans as she ran her lips along Lucian’s veiny shaft, her tongue sliding along. Teeth grazed the thick shaft and it bounced in her tight mouth. 
 
    Nadia let her other hand drift down to between her thighs. Fingers moved along her wet slit before touching her clit. Rubbing herself, she suckled harder as moans filled the room. Lucian placed a hand on her shoulder, controlling the rhythm with a gentle touch. The two found their places, the demon’s mouth loving the thick cock in her mouth and Lucian enjoying the sweet touch of her lips.  
 
    Head bobbing, Nadia whined her needs. The tempo grew as hunger lashed at her twisted soul. The moment took both of them, needs rising to the top and a drop of come touching her tongue before being swallowed up by her throat. 
 
    “Almost there,” Lucian said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    The comment only emboldened the succubus. Nadia hungrily sucked her master’s cock, lips touching the base and the end deep down her throat. The connection between them blazed bright as Lucian’s own inner beast rattled the cage. He watched her as she whined her needs. Thoughts paraded along his mind of indecent acts and wanting desires. The affection between them grew like a wildfire. Lucian touched the side of her face with caressing fingers. Nadia looked up again with stars in her eyes, wet inches appearing and disappearing between full, dark blue lips. 
 
    Heat burst from Nadia’s body as an orgasm exploded from her own touch. The air took on a scent of distilled lust. A muffled moan filled the chamber as she orgasmed again. Lucian couldn’t hold back the tide of pleasure any longer. Cock thickening, Nadia moaned her needs louder. With one long stroke, she pressed her lips to the base of his cock. A thick spurt of seed struck the back of the succubus’s throat, followed by another. Nadia pulled back, urging another spurt of come to fill her mouth. Swallowing, she was delighted when another spurt splashed against her tongue and painted her throat. 
 
    The heated moment cooled as Nadia slowly suckled on Lucian’s cock. Each stroke pulled more of his magical seed and warmth trailed down her neck and into her stomach. Lucian let out a groan as the last drops of his come were sucked down into her waiting stomach. When his half-hard cock could not produce any more, Nadia pulled away and licked the sensitive tip. 
 
    “Better than I remembered,” the succubus smiled before standing up. 
 
    Pleasure filled Lucian as if he had been holding back years of needs. Between the warm feelings, his thoughts cut through. With a command, the robe closed together on its own and he was dressed. 
 
    Nadia moved to the metal door, placed a hand on the handle and looked back at Lucian. “Let’s meet the others.” 
 
    The succubus pulled the door open and several succubi spilled in. The half-naked women scrambled and whined as they looked up at Lucian with wide eyes. Untangling themselves, they were soon to their bare feet with bowed heads. 
 
    “We heard the moans,” one said. 
 
    “We had to know more,” another said. 
 
    “I could smell you,” a pink haired one grinned. 
 
    Lucian crossed his arms and smiled at the demon women gathered in his core chamber. 
 
    Nadia stood to the side of the new succubi with a stern smile. “They are our first dwellers here. They will serve your every command and whim.” 
 
    The pink haired one raised her head, gaze connecting with Lucian’s eyes. “Queen Systra commanded us to come. We could not deny her call and now that we see you, we know her call was true.” 
 
    “Tell Master Malyx what you told me,” Nadia commanded. 
 
    The pink-haired succubus nodded. “We were living in Eymore, a few days travel from this location. We stayed in the Pleasure District, serving at the brothels when we heard Queen Systra in our dreams.” 
 
    “Eymore? It’s a human city in the northeast of Lukken, a few weeks journey from Talon Guard,” Lucian said, the name jogging his memory. 
 
    The succubus nodded again. “Once we woke, we gathered our meager possessions and left at once. It took several days to find the entrance, but we were greeted by our sister,” the succubus bowed her head to Nadia. 
 
    “Queen Systra said we were to serve a divine purpose,” another succubus nearly shouted with excited energy. 
 
    “And you will, but tell Master Malyx all of it,” Nadia said firmly. 
 
    The pink-haired succubus turned her attention back to Lucian. “We risked our lives, leaving our employer to come here. He is not a kind man and his people will search for us. We were valuable to him.” 
 
    “Don’t turn us away. We wish to serve your divine will,” the excited one barked out. 
 
    Lucian stood with arms crossed as memories flooded his mind. He had spent years travelling along the eastern territories of Lukken. He had visited many cities, but he often found the ones to the northeast the most boring. They had become places where many languished and lived in excess because of the safety and security of the northeast cities and towns provided.  
 
    Remembering the city, he had a rough idea of where he was. Using the mountain, he witnessed as a landmark, his dungeon was between three cities. To the northeast, Eymore was a bustling city filled with many citizens. Its splendor was a notch below Talon Guard and the two cities often had a rivalry. 
 
    To the northwest was the elven city of Thalas. The dark-haired elves enjoyed the company of many visitors and were the most tolerant of others among the many elven races. They had become widespread across Lukken for their easy-going nature. 
 
    To the southwest was the Shadow Swamp, home to a large clan of naliks. Their territory had the bare makings of a city, but seemed more like a large town. The swamps were treacherous, but the one time he had visited them, they were welcoming and were not timid on sharing their bodies and food with newcomers. 
 
    It was in that moment Lucian saw Systra’s design. The demon queen had purposely placed him deep within enemy territory. The northeast of Lukken is where the dragons and the other races prospered. It was the most civilized and protected part of the continent, north and east of the Journey road. Lucian’s dungeon was in the heart of enemy lands and it would truly be a test of his cunning and power. 
 
    Lucian smiled as he turned his attention to the succubi gathered before him. “I’m not turning anyone away. This is your new home.” 
 
    Nadia moved to Lucian’s side with a hard gaze on the succubi. “He is your new master and I will be your mistress.” 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow, but saw what Nadia meant. The six succubi knelt before them, heads bowed. Remembering the amount of research he put in concerning succubi, if left on their own, they go mad with lust and hunger. They needed to be controlled or they would run rampant, seducing anyone they came upon. In that moment, they would become very dangerous. It was often why they gravitated to demon kin and those of other races who were controlling and dominating. 
 
    “We serve,” the succubi said in unison. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to the pink haired one, “What is your name?” 
 
    The succubus looked up, pink curls framing her face as blood red horns graced her forehead. “I never had my own name. I was called Lady Pink by my previous master because visitors loved my pink fruit.” 
 
    Nadia rolled her eyes, but cracked a smirk. 
 
    “Do you want to taste it?” Lady Pink said with a wicked grin and barely innocent eyes. 
 
    Nadia stepped in, “He will taste it when he wants to taste it, not a moment before!” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” Lady Pink said and bowed her head. 
 
    Lucian tried to hide his smile and failed. It was happening again and he had to laugh at himself. No matter where he travelled or who he met, the weird and odd ones were drawn to him. Like a moth to a flame, they simply couldn’t resist and fluttered to him no matter how he came off. Thoughts swirled to a shadowmancer and a paladin troll and he quickly pushed them away. 
 
    Lucian stepped to Lady Pink and held out his hand. The succubi looked up to his hand, smiled and placed her hand in his. The core in human form helped her to her feet and her grin grew wider. 
 
    “May I call you Pink?” Lucian asked kindly. 
 
    “You may call me whoever or whatever you like,” Pink curtsied. 
 
    Lucian nodded before addressing the small group. “This is truly your new home. I promise to protect and shelter you. I only ask for your loyalty. Queen Systra has tasked us to spread her will and power and we will do just that.” 
 
    The scantily clad demons nodded in agreement. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to the pink-haired succubus, “Pink, my first order for you is to watch over the others when Nadia and I are not around. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    Pink nodded. “I can and I will.” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “Next, let’s get everyone settled.” 
 
    The group nodded in unison again. Lucian stepped through the small group of demons and into the corridor. Nadia was quick to shoo the barely clothed demons to follow. The group soon moved as one. Lucian led the way as they made their way around a corner and down a long section, each side filled with rooms. Knowing he only had limited power, the dungeon core decided to house them in one large room, so it was easier to keep them in one place. 
 
    Stepping into one of the larger, empty rooms, Lucian called on power. 
 
    You have used 20 points from your Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 90/110 
 
    The succubi behind Lucian watched with stars in their eyes. Beds appeared and rose up. Chests appeared at the base of each bed while dressers and mirrors shimmered into view. Furs and blankets spread out until all six beds were covered. Lanterns appeared on walls and a gentle glow filled the chamber. 
 
    Once the objects solidified, the six succubi pounced into the room. Lucian and Nadia watched as the demon women claimed beds, laughing and carrying on like wild animals. 
 
    Lucian crossed his arms. “Do they seem… a little young?” 
 
    Nadia nodded. “They are by most people’s standards. They become sophisticated and mature when they push their bodies beyond their limits. It is a test all demons have to endure before they understand.  
 
    “These six are full grown, but their minds remain youthful until they push beyond their boundaries.” 
 
    “You think working in a brothel, they would have achieved it by now,” Lucian said whimsically. 
 
    Nadia smiled. “I don’t think you understand just how depraved they must become to fully mature.” 
 
    Lucian looked over, “That sounds like a challenge.” 
 
    The blue succubus turned her gaze to Lucian and nodded. “It will be.” 
 
    Nadia turned to leave but stopped short. “When you’re ready, I’ll be at your side to help bring them to full maturity.” 
 
    Lucian didn’t turn to Nadia, excitement and a little fear spinning in his stomach. The idea tantalized him, but watching the demons bounce around, kiss and flash him their tits, he wondered if he was in over his head. 
 
    When Pink blew him a kiss before licking her now exposed nipple, the dungeon core knew he was right where he wanted to be. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Time drifted on like a summer breeze. The dungeon grew, one room at a time. Torches and lanterns graced stone walls. Elementals worked endlessly, creating rooms and fashioning iron ore into metal doors. A Midden was created, followed by several storage rooms. With each passing hour, Lucian felt himself getting stronger. 
 
    The dungeon core directed the work among Nadia, elementals, and succubi. It didn’t take long for everyone to start working as one. Nadia, with a few succubi, led small scouting missions into the wild tunnels as they were called. There, all manner of creatures seemed to slink along in the darkness. A pair of iron doors kept the monsters from accidentally stumbling into Lucian’s dungeon, but Nadia kept a pair of guards there at all times, just in case. 
 
    Returning from one of their scouting missions, Nadia, Pink, and the excited succubus Ida brought a pair of slime cubes to Lucian. The core recognized the kind of creature they were and Nadia was quick to point out that they were easily trained if they had a lot of food to eat. Placing them in the Midden, the cube slimes devoured whatever waste they could consume and in a matter of days, they split from two to four. Nadia saw to it they were properly trained to clean the dungeon of grime, grit, and debris.    
 
    Food had become an issue after the first day. The succubi could feed on energy and physical food, but as much as Lucian entertained the option of feeding them himself, he would be spending all of his time doing just that. To his regret, he had to make sure they were safe before he indulged in the seductive perks of running his dungeon.  
 
    Outside of the core dungeon, Lucian still had influence. He directed two elementals to create pits made of stone. If something fell into them, it would have a difficult time trying to get out and nearly impossible for it to burrow its way out. The next day, a worm the size of a horse fell into a pit. Lucian poured flames into the pit until the worm no longer moved. Elementals retrieved the smoking carcass and the succubi went to work cutting it up, storing some meat and eating until their bellies were full. 
 
    Lucian knew this was a temporary solution to a growing problem and one he would have to address sooner rather than later. 
 
    When the dungeon reached over twenty rooms, Lucian quickly entered the Rift Chamber and waited. He didn’t wait long as another Abyss Shard fell from the pulsating rift and into his hands. Energy flared as he drank it in, his power increasing. 
 
     You have gained 10 Hit Points! HP: 10,020/10,020 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 120/120 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 120/120 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 120/120 
 
    Alerts filled his gaze as new chambers unlocked. 
 
    You have learned Garden Chamber! You may now create underground gardens to feed your Dwellers. Cost: 20 Elemental and 20 Alteration. 
 
    You have learned Well! You may now create wells for your dwellers and provide clean water. Cost: 10 Elemental. 
 
    Lucian carefully read the alerts, eager to create the rooms and ease the concern of feeding his dwellers. A new alert touched his eyes and he raised an eyebrow. 
 
    You have unlocked Minor Possession! You may inhabit an animal’s body or the body of a sleeping individual. 
 
    Lucian was intrigued by his new ability. It seemed growing his dungeon not only provided power increases and learning how to make new chambers, but his own abilities grew as well.  
 
    Lucian returned to the halls of his dungeon, choosing a room and placing the abyss shard into a section of wall. Power cementing into place, he felt his influence grow. A need to grow his dungeon slowly began to consume him. 
 
    Moving to a room near where the succubi slept, Lucian channeled his power. Earth rose up between stone blocks along the floor. Soon, the entire floor was covered in soil when a ball of light appeared close to the ceiling. The ball shone with subdued brilliance as Lucian studied the ground. Senses penetrating the new soil, he saw there were already seeds and before his eyes, green buds emerged alongside tiny mushrooms. Humidity spiked and the garden chamber felt like he was on the surface world. At the rate the plants seemed to grow, they would have a small harvest in a few days. 
 
    Lucian continued his work, creating a well room next to the garden chamber. Stones reformed and a pit grew. Mist floated up before the rippling shine of water could be seen just three feet down. 
 
    When Lucian called Nadia and the succubi to the new rooms, they shouted and cheered. Nadia gave an approving nod, but Lucian did enjoy watching the succubi become so excited over such simple things fulfilling their needs. 
 
    Life below fell into a calm routine. Lucian created his own bedroom at Nadia’s urging. Spending a little extra of his power, he made his bed chamber lavish and opulent. Lucian had nearly forgotten how exquisite his tastes were and channeled it into his rather large bed chamber. A large bed took up the center while padded furniture filled many spaces. Mirrors hung on walls and tapestries rolled out, filling the blank spaces between mirrors. Lanterns hung from metal hooks connected to thin pillars. Lucian tested his power, creating and designing to the smallest detail. Shelves stood, but they laid bare, a need for acquired books to fill them. Wine and liquor cabinets also formed, but they were empty. Lucian knew he could only create certain kinds of inanimate objects, but deep down, he knew he had to acquire more before he was truly sated. 
 
    When the master bed chamber was complete, Nadia came to admire it and gave Lucian a seductive lick of her lips. 
 
    Lucian enjoyed the small moments he had with the blue succubus, but he could barely contain his laughter as the rest of the demon women tried everything they could to seduce him. Lucian had walked into his Core Chamber to find Pink licking his crystal. Ida often bumped into him without any clothes, pretending to be sleep walking. A few of the others made out with each other in hopes their master would join them. Lucian was often tempted, but Nadia reined them all in. The blue succubus was often harsh to the demon women, her words cutting deep. The succubi would exaggerate whines and cries before their mistress chased them off. The chaos was amusing and certainly broke up the dim gloom often felt along the corridors.      
 
    Days rolled by as Lucian slowly began to feel the light of day on the lands. It was an odd sensation, the heat touching the ground and tickling the edges of his senses. The outside world called to him like a whisper, but it had become a fantasy compared to the work he needed to accomplish. The few dwellers he had were barely clothed and had old, not well-made weapons. Despite having their natural abilities, Lucian was concerned that if they were attacked by monsters, it would be a hard-pressed battle. 
 
    Another concern was the tunnels beyond the main doors to his dungeon. Monsters of various kinds prowled along in the dark. An image of the mountain came to mind and Lucian quickly remembered that it wasn’t a mountain, but a sleeping volcano known as Red Peak. The tunnels beyond his dungeon were most likely lava tubes made a long time ago. Lucian noted that he had to be careful when expanding his dungeon. Breaching a filled lava tube would be disastrous and he instructed the earth elementals to report to him any spikes in heat. 
 
    One evening, Lucian lay in his bed, Nadia’s body draped over him. The succubus had become demanding and he obliged her desires. He wondered if it was because of how the rest of the succubi lusted after him or if she genuinely had become attracted to him. A final thought that she was hungry and only wanted to feed on him circled his mind from time to time. 
 
    The blue succubus moaned for more as she took hold of his member and began to stroke it. Lucian sighed as this was the sixth time this evening, but he didn’t say no. When it hardened, she slipped over his body, sat up and sank down on his manhood. Gravity taking hold, she cooed her desires as she reached the base. 
 
    “We have to think about a main entrance to the surface,” Lucian said as Nadia moved her hips up and down. 
 
    “It shouldn’t…be too hard,” the blue succubus said with breathy whispers and eyes closed. She acted almost like he wasn’t there. 
 
    Lucian curled his arm behind his head, admiring Nadia’s pale blue breasts bouncing to her movements and her dark blue nipples standing at attention. Her tail ran along his legs as the scent of their union filled the warm space between them. 
 
    “I can have an elemental work their way up from our entrance to the surface, creating leveled landings and make floors,” Lucian pondered out loud. 
 
    Nadia moved like a caged beast, riding his member with heavy breaths. “What’s stopping… you?” 
 
    “The monsters and having easy access to the surface. The maze of tunnels helps keep us safe and the random monsters will discourage others from accidentally finding us. A tunnel leading to the surface is almost an invitation for adventurers.” 
 
    Nadia increased the tempo as her breathing quickened. “I would feel better knowing we had easy access to the surface. The succubi need better weapons and we need supplies we can’t find or create here.” 
 
    The blue succubus moaned as she could feel she was getting close. Lucian continued to think it over as bliss pushed him to orgasm. Nadia rode her master, her body trembling with need. When the match was struck, her eyes widened. Lucian was silent, watching her moan loudly as she shuddered. Senses alive, he could feel the magical fireworks blasting along her nerves as she moved her hips in long strokes. Wetness burst from her demonhood and ran down Lucian’s cock, wetting his hips and thighs. 
 
    Seeing Nadia enjoy herself turned him on. Lucian let out a small grunt and his cock thickened. Thick seed burst from his manhood and blended with the succubus’s dripping lust. When Nadia slowed down, she let herself fall onto Lucian’s chest, but kept his cock firmly in her tight valley. 
 
    “More succubi will seek your dungeon. The six here barely survived making their way down here. We will need more allies,” Nadia breathed, snuggling to her master. 
 
    “It sounds like we don’t have much of a choice,” Lucian said as he mentally directed one of his two elementals to begin work on the main corridor. 
 
    “When it is finished, I can go and gather anything we need,” Nadia said with a breathy whisper. 
 
    “That would be helpful,” Lucian said as a design of a tiered dungeon filled his thoughts. 
 
    Nadia lifted her head and gave Lucian a dreamy gaze. “I know Queen Systra will be proud of your work.” 
 
    “Our work,” Lucian corrected. 
 
    Nadia grinned. “The others are getting restless. They will come for you soon. I will do my best to keep them at bay,” the succubus said before giving her master a squeeze. 
 
    “Our succubi or our enemies?” Lucia asked with a chuckle. 
 
    “Both,” Nadia said and gave a small, girlish giggle. 
 
    It was different to see her so relaxed but he enjoyed it. She had become someone he could rely on and she didn’t seem to harbor any of her previous hate. 
 
    “We will handle both when the time comes,” Lucian winked. 
 
    Nadia nodded before her hips began to move again. “Again,” she demanded. 
 
    Lucian stayed silent, his manhood hardening once again as he planned for the future. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucian eyed the wide corridor, noticing the set of stairs at the end leading up to another level. The elementals worked, changing rock into smooth stone. They had already reached the halfway point and Lucian figured it would take another day or two before reaching the surface. 
 
    Room construction slowed. Two elementals worked on the main corridor while a third hollowed out rooms. The dungeon now had 26 rooms of various sizes. Lucian decided that when they reached fifty rooms, he would have the elementals start working on an upper level. Using his Sight to see where he could, his dungeon would be about six levels until they reached the surface. Once they reached the top, he would redirect construction below the core and perhaps move his Dungeon Core lower for added protection. 
 
    Nadia stepped from the darkness behind him and touched a clawed finger to Lucian’s neck. 
 
    “I can feel your thoughts,” Nadia said with a warm edge. 
 
    “What do they tell you?” 
 
    “They say you’re not sure you want to reach the surface just yet.” 
 
    Lucian gave a small nod. “It’s a gamble. Pink spoke of her previous master trying to find his missing demons. It could be a problem down the road.” 
 
    “Not if I find him and slit his throat,” Nadia smirked. 
 
    “I love when you talk dirty to me,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    “I can travel to Eymore, gather supplies and kill him,” Nadia’s demeanor growing serious. 
 
    “I know you can, but I need you here for now. When the main corridor is complete, we can plan to…” Lucian trailed off. 
 
    Something pressed on Lucian’s thoughts. An image melted into his mind’s eye. A half-finished room stood, one side of finished stonework and the other, a craggy section of rough rock. Amid the rocky wall, a partial statue stood. Its waist was still deep within the wall but the upper body was that of a beautiful woman with horns and a blank expression carved into her face. Lucian connected with the elemental, trying to understand what was happening and instantly felt the elemental’s refusal to continue its work.  
 
    “What is it?” Nadia asked as she looked to Lucian’s searching eyes. 
 
    “The elemental working on expanding the dungeon found something, a horned woman carved of stone.” 
 
    Nadia’s eyes glowed before she looked down. 
 
    “I have to see it. Stay here and monitor the construction,” Lucian ordered before his image vanished. 
 
    Lucian’s mind moved through stone and rock as if it was air. Focused, he travelled at the speed of thought and arrived in the half-finished room. Energy flowed out and he formed a new body, stepping along until he was in the middle of the room. The elemental stood by the entrance, not moving. It faced its body toward the statue, but was still as a frozen pond. 
 
    Lucian turned toward the statue and began walking to it. The dungeon air was still as the statue’s blank eyes stared into Lucian’s soul. When he reached it, the core studied it while energy prickled against his skin. Something familiar tapped at his heart, whispering hidden knowledge, but Lucian ignored it. He couldn’t deny the statue’s allure and he couldn’t understand why. A memory stabbed at him and he lifted a hand. The whispers grew louder and he listened, knowing he was doing the right thing. He didn’t fight the urges as he touched the statue. 
 
    A dark light flashed and a tether latched onto the dungeon core. Lucian felt it connect to his heart, threading into his soul. Heat bloomed and the dungeon core let out a long, hot breath as the connection solidified and faded away. 
 
    The statue shuddered. Cracks formed like demented spiderwebs before they covered the beautiful statue. When each point connected with another, the statue shuddered again and stone fell away.  
 
    Energies flowed as Lucian watched. The woman gasped as the stone skin clattered onto the floor. Body heaving, she gulped air as her hands were now free and resting on the rocky stone covering her from the waist down. Black nails dug into solid rock but instead of cracking it, it shifted and melted away. Thick thighs emerged, followed by the rest of her legs as she stepped from the wall. The stone melted back into place as the woman stumbled forward, lost her footing and fell. 
 
    Lucian reached out, grabbing her and sinking down with her to the floor. The demonic woman looked around with half closed eyes, black horns gleaming in the dim lit. Her naked skin was a dark brown and her body full-figured. Heavy breasts bounced before she settled in Lucian’s arms. 
 
    “You’re an elemental demon,” Lucian said as he held her. 
 
    The woman looked up into his eyes, thick wavy hair framing her face. 
 
    “Queen Systra told me about you,” Lucian said gently. 
 
    “Mother…told you?” the brown demoness whispered. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “She did. She told me to find you and your sisters.” 
 
    The succubus simply stared. 
 
    “My name is Lucian. What’s your name?”  
 
    The dark succubus hesitated, her eyes moving to the side as if to find the right words. A long moment ticked by before she pulled back and sat up on her own. 
 
    “Opal,” the succubus said with a faint smile. 
 
    “Pleased to meet you,” Lucian said kindly. 
 
    “Mother… placed me… here. She told me… you would come. She imprisoned me,” Opal said as it seemed she was slowly regaining her wits. 
 
    A tail swayed as knowledge seemed to pour into her mind. Lucian watched as her eyes moved from side to side, processing what happened and what was happening. The dungeon core remained patient as she seemed to pull herself together, a piece at a time. 
 
    “You are… my stone heart,” Opal said with an innocent whisper. 
 
    Lucian smiled as he lifted a hand. Elemental energy poured forth to the floor. A piece of stone rose up and hovered between Lucian and the dark succubus. Moving his fingers, the floating stone began to change shape. Opal watched in fascination as the floating stone changed shape into a stone heart. 
 
    “And you are my dreams coming true,” Lucian said as the heart floated closer to the succubus. 
 
    Opal lifted a hand, ready to touch the floating heart when her eyes went wide. Lucian’s brow furled in confusion until a pulse of light slammed into him. Power and energy blasted at his and Opal’s senses. The stone heart fell and shattered against the floor as Lucian was hurtled in one direction and Opal in the other. The succubus’s back slammed into a wall, cracking it before she slumped to the ground. 
 
    Lucian’s back struck a wall and he slumped forward. Chaos and lights swirled in his gaze as he tried to regain his wits. Losing part of his control, his mind hopped along his dungeon. Pink clutched at her head before the images changed to two succubi passed out. The image changed again to see Ida sobbing as both hands covered her ears. Slime cubes moved to the protective holes built into the Midden while Nadia was laying on her stomach and moaning.  
 
    The effects were felt everywhere as Lucian struggled to stand up. The only place that seemed unaffected was the Dungeon Core Chamber. No cracks covered the crystal as it sat and shined. Lucian checked himself and saw that he took no damage. Rising to his feet, his legs trembled and he stumbled toward Opal. 
 
    The dark succubus moaned as she tried to lift her horned head. Lucian reached her and was on his knees, taking hold of the succubus and holding her up. A voice touched his mind and he listened. 
 
    “Lucian, are you alright?” Nadia asked as she lifted her head and shaking the confusion away. 
 
    “I think I am. I have one of Queen Systra’s elemental daughters with me, but she’s barely responding.” 
 
    Lucian sat back and held the succubus in his arms. “Do you know what that was?” 
 
    Nadia touched the wall and slowly stood up, “It…it felt like holy energy. I haven’t felt anything of that power… ever. It came from the surface.” 
 
    Lucian activated his Sight. Leaving his body with Opal, his mind transversed through solid ground, empty tunnels and reached the surface. The energies struggled as he was well beyond his dungeon walls. The power grew tenuous but he managed to glimpse a man in white armor standing next to a white horse. The man’s features looked like they were carved from stone with a thick jaw and short, jet black hair. A six-foot tall mace was strapped to his back. It looked much too heavy for anyone to wield, but it didn’t seem to affect the man as he stood like a living statue. 
 
    The man’s bright eyes stared into Lucian’s core before the image collapsed and turned dark. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    Opal’s chest rose and fell with each breath, but otherwise, she didn’t stir. Lucian held the dark-skinned succubus to him, thoughts spinning as the image of the man in white armor burned into his mind. The holy energy was tremendous, knocking out almost everyone in his dungeon. Spreading out his senses once again, the few succubi in his dungeon began to stir and rise to their clawed feet. One, on the other hand, was moving beyond his dungeon walls and racing toward the surface. 
 
    “Nadia,” Lucian said before he mentally reached out to her again. 
 
    The effect had become natural between them as a mental bridge formed. The closeness they shared seemed to grow stronger, creating a connection. The core wanted to explore it further, but this wasn’t the time. An enemy stood at the entrance and Nadia was rushing toward him. 
 
    “Nadia,” Lucian said again as his mind connected to the blue succubus. 
 
    The blue-skinned succubus charged through the main tunnel. She moved like lightning, her legs barely a blur.  
 
    “Come back,” Lucian ordered. 
 
    Nadia raced through the tunnel until she saw a light in the distance.  
 
    “I cannot allow them to enter,” Nadia hissed. 
 
    “He’s powerful and carrying a mace much too large for anyone to wield,” Lucian said. 
 
    Nadia ignored him, pumping her legs. When Lucian tried to tell her to return again, she shut him out of her mind. 
 
    “Damnation,” Lucian growled before channeling some of his Alteration power into his new Minor Possession ability. He hadn’t used the ability yet, but since Nadia was not obeying his commands, he needed to witness what was happening. Spending 50 points of Alteration, power swelled before it stabbed upwards. Mind leaving his avatar, Lucian flowed like water, upwards through the ground until he could find a creature he could possess. The farther his ascent to the surface, the weaker his power had become. Searching for an animal, the connection would not hold if he didn’t find one soon. 
 
    Something touched the edge of Lucian’s mind and he latched on like a leech. Tendrils of power sank into the simple creature. Before it could fight back, the core took over and saw through the creature’s eyes. 
 
    A bird fluttered its wings as it sat on a branch. Tilting its head, it watched as the man in white stood. The large mace strapped to the man’s back gleamed in the sunlight as a white horse stood not too far away. The sounds of morning birds flowed like a chattering symphony but the man and horse did not move.  
 
    The bird turned its attention to the side as a small cave stood. Darkness cloaked the entrance for a long moment before Nadia sauntered out in her naked glory. The succubus eyed the man in white as she stepped about six feet from the entrance, her brow hard and her gaze unwavering. 
 
    The man smiled with perfect teeth before bowing his head slightly. When he lifted his head, his gaze scanned the demon woman from her feet to the tips of her horns. The wind shifted, but the man and demoness stood their ground. 
 
    “Thank you for coming to the surface so quickly. I didn’t wish to enter your realm without showing the proper respect first,” the man said with a strong, deep voice. 
 
    “Is that why you’re here, to invade our realm?” Nadia scowled. 
 
    “I think you misunderstand. These lands have been cleansed of any darkness for a long time. At least, until recently, when I felt the power of your master. But I believe proper introductions are in order. My name is Irvas, First Paladin of Drogoss, Protector of Eymore.” 
 
    Nadia’s scowl turned into a sarcastic smile. “Nadia, Queen of Darkness and Breaker of Paladins.” 
 
    Irvas kept his kind smile. “Amusing.” 
 
    “You let me know of your power and I’m here. State your business,” Nadia said with a harsh tone. 
 
    “I see you are a demon of few words. In its way, I can respect your boldness and desire to cut through the chase. I have come to offer terms for your continued existence.” 
 
    The bird on a nearby branch leaned in a little closer. Lucian could hear and understand everything but a deep concern began to brew. Possessing this small creature didn’t dull the roar of the paladin’s power. It glowed like celestial light even if he couldn’t see it through the bird’s eyes. The paladin could march down into his dungeon and destroy everything without a second thought. 
 
    “Terms? Why would I need terms? I’m a queen and you’re just a paladin,” Nadia said as she stood. 
 
    Irvas nodded. “I must admit, it has been quite some time since I have slain creatures like yourself, but we live in a different age. Hear the terms and you can decide afterwards what you wish to follow and what you choose to ignore.” 
 
    Irvas stood straighter before he continued. “There has been discussions of adventurers and citizens wishing for a taste of the days before the Great Migration. A time where high adventure and treasure brought a sense of purpose and excitement. When your dungeon formed, I sensed it and brought it to the royal family and my order. There was much to be said, but it seemed instead of your annihilation, a compromise could be reached. 
 
    “Drogoss is a God of Light, Strength, Protection, and Kindness. I now offer his kindness. Your dungeon may exist as long as your master and the creatures that dwell below follow a few guidelines. One, you may continue to reside here between kingdoms as long as you keep death to a minimum. It would not do if everyone who visits your dungeon does not return.” 
 
    Irvas’s smile grew a little wider, “Two, no paladin or cleric shall be killed or seduced. Such acts will be a declaration of a deeper evil and the dungeon will be cleansed.” 
 
    The paladin took a few steps closer, bright eyes staring into Nadia’s dark soul. “Three, keep your dungeon small. If I sense it growing beyond a point where I or those I serve become uncomfortable, my order will come to cleanse the lands of your kind. 
 
    “Follow these simple rules and no harm will come to you, your master and those who dwell below. If the rules are disregarded, I shall lead an army of light that will burn away the foul darkness until there is nothing left. Do we have an agreement?” 
 
    Lucian watched as Nadia let out a cackling laugh. 
 
    “You have no right to…” the succubus didn’t finish as a burst of light enveloped her. 
 
    Nadia was thrown back, her body striking the edge of the cave opening, spinning to the side and crashing down on the soft grass. Lucian fluttered in the tiny bird’s body as needles stabbed into his mind before they vanished. The bird settled down, trying to keep its balance on the thin branch. 
 
    Nadia groaned as she tried to sit up, her senses dazzled. Weakness curled along her body and her skin felt like it was on fire. 
 
    Irvas stayed his ground as he looked to the struggling succubus. “Do we have an agreement?” 
 
    Nadia nodded with a downward gaze and heavy breathing. 
 
    Irvas kept his smile as he stepped to his horse. A boot slipping into a stirrup, the paladin mounted his horse and looked back to the struggling succubus. 
 
    “Have a pleasant day,” the paladin said with a slight bow of his head before pulling the reins. 
 
    Nadia watched as the paladin rode away without looking back. Cursing to herself, she crawled into the cave, her wits slowly returning. When the cool darkness touched her bare skin, strength began to return.  
 
    Lucian watched her disappear into the cave before he cut his connection to the bird. Mind falling back to his avatar, he found himself still clutching the succubus in his arms. She was still unconscious so he stayed, his mind reeling from the new information. The paladin was extremely dangerous if he was using only a fraction of his gifts and power. In all of Lucian’s days travelling across Lukken before he became a dungeon core, he had never witnessed such power. It created a new wrinkle in his plans, something he would have to adjust his strategy for, but not something he couldn’t overcome with some time.  
 
    Lucian’s eyes narrowed as he stared at nothing. How often had he spoke with powerful people who thought they could not be defeated, but they all had their weaknesses. Displays of great power intimidated the weak and small minded, but the core knew better. Society was built on rules, but every rule could be exploited. There was no fear in Lucian’s eyes, but a small, healthy respect for the powerful paladin. Despite the sliver of respect, it would not stop his grand quest to bring balance to Lukken. If anything, it was a perfect example on why he was there and emboldened the dungeon core to improve his plans. 
 
    “Nnnngh,” Opal moaned as her eyes fluttered.     
 
    Intricate thoughts fell away as he looked down to the succubus. Opal’s eyes opened before she moved her head and looked up to Lucian. The pair stared, lost in each other’s eyes like reflecting pools of radiance. 
 
    “My stone heart,” the succubus whispered, but made no move to leave his embrace. 
 
    “Are you well?” Lucian asked. 
 
    Opal gave a tiny nod, “I am. Wakened from my dream prison, it’s nice to touch someone again.” 
 
    Lucian simply held the demon woman, her scent and touch like a seductive ghost playing with his senses. Her aroma was intoxicating and even his avatar form could not deny her come hither allure. She did nothing to signal such actions, but it was simply what he could feel. An earthy scent filled his nose, but something else slithered along his mystical heart. A hunger of demonic urges touched the edges of his spirit and he found himself wanting more. 
 
    “Your heart quickens,” Opal said as she snuggled to his chest.  
 
    “It quickens for many reasons,” Lucian tried to play coy, but couldn’t stop the flow of magical blood. 
 
    “Does it quicken for my taste?” Opal smiled as she looked up, a touch of hunger in her eyes. 
 
    Lucian could barely control himself as he looked down. Urges lashed at his mystical body. He wanted nothing more than to kiss her and take what he wanted. It grew like a symphony and he desperately wanted to play the primal songs.  
 
    “You do not have to control yourself around me. I am here to serve my stone heart,” Opal said as she lifted her upper body so they looked to each other, face to face. 
 
    Chatter filled the back of Lucian’s mind. The core ignored it, drinking in Opal’s dark beauty. The succubus tempted him and he found it difficult to say no. Leaning in, Lucian watched as Opal closed her eyes. Their lips met and power flared for a long moment before a trickle of pain cut into Lucian’s chest. 
 
    The dungeon core pulled back before claws raked across his chest a second time. Opal pulled back with a manic grin before she made a fist and rammed it into Lucian’s chest. Power exploded as he was thrown back and slammed into a wall. Sliding down to his feet, he looked down at the thick slashes across his robe and chest. 
 
    You have taken 54 damage! HP: 9,966/10,020  
 
    You have taken 68 damage! HP: 9,898/10,020 
 
    You have taken 47 damage! HP: 9,851/10,020 
 
    Lucian stood his ground as Opal slowly stood to her clawed feet. The dark succubus eyed him as her claws grew longer. The damage he took was small but noticeable. Observing the succubus, he readied himself to use his power. 
 
    “You cannot take what you haven’t won!” Opal hissed before she stalked forward. 
 
    “Opal, is this really you?” Lucian asked as he stood at the ready. 
 
    The succubus laughed. “Did you think I was some poor innocent who needed to be coddled. You’re pathetic! I will ground your core into dust and present it to Queen Systra to show how unworthy you are!” 
 
    Lucian’s eyes narrowed. The chatter rose up, speaking of a test. He mentally cursed himself for not taking it into account. It was a mistake he wouldn’t make again. 
 
    Opal launched at the robed Lucian, claws gleaming in the dim light. The core took a stance before glancing to his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 9,851/10,020 
 
    Abyss Shards: 2 
 
    Rooms: 26 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 120/120 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 120/120 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 70/120 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession  
 
      
 
    Seeing that he had only used some of his Alteration Sphere to witness what happened above ground, he had plenty of power to subdue the crazed demoness. Calling on the very air, he channeled elemental energy. 
 
    You have used 20 points of the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 100/120 
 
    The air spiraled into a wind. Opal crossed the distance in a flash before a bolt of white wind came together and blasted out. Opal’s eyes widened as the air bolt struck her chest in midair, sending her flying back and crashing onto the stone floor. 
 
    Lucian held onto the white bolt as air swirled like storm. Studying Opal, he knew he had to stop her, but he didn’t want to hurt her, too much. Robe ruffling in the windy chamber, the core stood his ground and waited. 
 
    Opal was back to her feet, her features turning truly demonic. With a raised fist, she brought it down hard. Knuckles struck stone and before Lucian could counter attack, his body was lifted up into the air. The sudden surge of power caused him to lose control of his air bolt before Opal charged.  
 
    The wind died as Lucian touched the ground and two clawed hands grabbed him by the robe. With incredible strength, Opal slammed Lucian against the wall. Cracks formed before she slammed him against the wall again and again.  
 
    You have taken 80 damage! HP: 9,771/10,020 
 
    You have taken 90 damage! HP: 9,681/10,020 
 
    You have taken 100 damage! HP: 9,581/10,020 
 
    The ferocious attack stunned the core but only for a moment. Spending another 50 points of his Elemental Sphere, Lucian growled his annoyance. 
 
    Air swirled as Opal lifted him again, ready to slam him into the wall for the fourth time when several air bolts struck her from the sides. One struck her arm, another her hip and a third across her jaw. The sudden attack blasted her off of Lucian, her clawed hands letting go. 
 
    The dungeon core fell back to his feet, but his arms were moving with divine power. Focused anger blazed as he forced the three air bolts to strike the stunned succubus. Opal staggered back as three white bolts crashed into her. The succubus snarled as she slashed hard across, striking one of the bolts and shattering it. The other two flew around, each one blasting forward and each striking an exposed knee. 
 
    Opal cried out as she was forced to her knees. Lucian’s brow hardened as he shaped the two air bolts into chains. Before the succubus could stand, white chains clamped onto each wrist. The other ends lashed to the stone floor and anchored into the rock.  
 
    Opal shrieked like a mad beast, but Lucian kept his cool as he stepped closer. His Elemental Sphere nearly drained, he kept a tight control of the wind chains as he approached. Opal gnashed her teeth as she fought against the elemental chains. The growls and hisses grew louder with Lucian’s every step. When he stood before her, just out of range, his anger soothed. 
 
    “You will never possess me!” Opal screamed. 
 
    “You already belong to me, a gift from Queen Systra,” Lucian said coolly. 
 
    The succubus’s thrashing slowed, but her eyes contained an unbridled fury. 
 
    Lucian continued, “Now, what do I do with such an ungrateful gift? Shall I imprison you back in the rock you came from or do I simply send you away into the wilderness? Our queen may not think highly of you leaving my side.” 
 
    The dark-skinned succubus stopped trashing, the white chains links puddling at her sides as her chest heaved. 
 
    “I could simply slay you,” Lucian smirked. 
 
    Opal’s eyes widened a hair as her lips closed. 
 
    “You’re strong. I’d rather you at my side, but you struck me,” Lucian kept his smirk. 
 
    Opal tilted her head forward, shadows covering her eyes. “I don’t wish any of those outcomes.” 
 
    Lucian saw it as he stood before her. The game was a breaking of wills and he admired Systra’s need to not make it easy for him. Succubi were notorious for manipulating what they wanted, but in a certain fashion, it made them easy to manipulate if you knew how to do it. The shadows over Opal’s eyes didn’t hide the sliver of fear of returning to her stone prison. It was beyond breaking her spirit. The core figured she needed to be tested as well. 
 
    Opal looked up, the rage in her eyes gone and an innocence glowing. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. I don’t know why I attacked you? Please, don’t slay me.” 
 
    Lucian’s smirk melted away. “As you said, I will never possess you.” 
 
    Opal shook her head, her eyes containing degrees of confusion. “I’m sorry. I can be helpful. What will you have me do? I can serve.” 
 
    Lucian stood silently as his mind mulled it over. The dark urges were there under his skin, but his mind worked out the intricacies of Systra’s desires. The demon queen didn’t want this to be easy, but since Opal had awakened, he had not gained any new power. Seeking out the Queen’s elemental daughters meant more than simply finding them. There were tests and tricks he had to accomplish. Much like Nadia’s hatred for being his servant, Systra paired them together. When the pieces began to fit together, Lucian allowed his dark side to surface. 
 
    “Your words mean nothing,” Lucian said darkly. 
 
    Opal’s demeanor changed as she bowed her head in submission. “I can show you, my stone heart.” 
 
    “You cannot call me that. You must earn it back,” Lucian commanded and turned slightly away, but kept her in the corner of his sight. 
 
    Panic touched Opal’s oval eyes before they softened. “I… live to serve.” 
 
    Lucian turned his gaze to the succubus on her knees. “Who do you serve?” 
 
    “I serve you, my master,” Opal said in a small voice. 
 
    Lucian turned and faced his entire body to the succubus. With a thought, the red robe slipped away, fading at the dungeon core’s feet. Opal stared as his strong body was feet away from her. A wanting gaze filled her dark eyes as his naked form was beyond her reach. The claw marks on his chest slowly closed, but for the succubus, it only made him more desirable.  
 
    Claws sank back into fingertips as the succubus sat back on her heels. Thick thighs parted as she watched him with lustful eyes. On her knees, she let out a small moan before a hand moved between her thighs. The air grew warmer and Opal licked her lips as she could not turn away from his magical body. 
 
    Lucian’s gaze never wavered as he watched. Fingers touched a budding pink line. The core’s keen sight noticed the immediate gleam of wetness. The warmth in the chamber grew as Opal massaged herself. With unblinking eyes, her gaze slid over Lucian’s nude body, taking in his slim, tone form. When she lingered on his manhood, she increased her tempo as she watched it getting bigger and thicker. The delicate dance between her legs continued as a drop fell from her demonhood and touched the stone floor. 
 
    “Please… please… let me taste,” Opal whispered. 
 
    “Just a taste?” Lucian said, amused. 
 
    Opal’s fingers rubbed faster against her engorged clit, “I want to drink. Let me drink, Master. Let me drink.” 
 
    Lucian’s eyes half closed, but he didn’t move. He stood, waiting for her to surrender. 
 
    “No… don’t make me beg anymore,” Opal said as her body shuddered. 
 
    The succubus’s fingers danced with intent, rubbing her sensitive spot, drawing out the storm of lust building in her body.  
 
    “I can be loyal. I can be there to suck out your troubles. Please, let me drink your poison.” 
 
    The words were music to Lucian’s ears, but he had to be sure. She was tempting him to come closer, but he knew the games of demons. 
 
    Opal’s eyes took on a faraway gaze as her fingers rubbed her throbbing clit, a deep pit opening from within her body, needing to be filled. 
 
    “I can drink your love…” Opal trailed off before a long moan fell from parted lips. 
 
    Wetness dripped from between her thighs before she gasped and shuddered. Nerves tightened to the breaking point when the image of Lucian caressed her mind, they released with magical explosions.  
 
    The sound of heavy gasps grew louder as the succubus reached the point of no return. Body shuddering, she cried out. Inner explosions cascaded along her womanly form, followed by deep shudders. The sultry storm didn’t stop as another orgasm struck a chord, followed by another. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer, seeing the submissive defeat in Opal’s eyes. She had become a slave to bliss and could not form coherent thoughts. Her body reacted, unable to scheme or take the advantage, she opened her mouth to breath and moaned as Lucian’s hard cock pushed past warm lips. 
 
    Lucian said nothing as lips hungrily moved back and forth while Opal’s tongue slathered against the tip of his cock. Head bobbing, she continued to rub her wet slit while her tight mouth enjoyed every inch. Wet sounds filled the chamber as Opal moaned her approval. Chains rattled as she tried to reach up and grab her master, but they stopped her short. The restricted movement sent pangs of bliss through her body and she shuddered again. 
 
    Lucian placed a hand on her head, fingers sliding into her wavy hair. Opal moaned louder, a taste of pre-come touching her tongue. She looked up, eager to please, but Lucian ignored her with closed eyes. Heat burned as another string of orgasms blasted her frayed nerves. The need for more had become overpowering. She suckled, trying to draw his very soul through his manhood and down her throat. 
 
    “Who do you serve?” Lucian asked in a dark tone. 
 
    Opal reluctantly pulled Lucian’s cock from her mouth. “You, my master,” she cried. 
 
    Shadowy tendrils crawled along Lucian’s body as he could feel Opal’s power surrendering to him. The game between them was nearly over and he could not hold back any longer. Grabbing one of her horns, he held her face inches from his throbbing cock. Opal cried out, wanting him between her lips. She reached up, the chains holding her and stopping her inches from grabbing his cock. 
 
    “A blessing,” Lucian said as darkness covered his face. 
 
    “Bless me, Master,” Opal begged. 
 
    Tongue sliding out, she licked the tip. The last desperate act caused Lucian’s cock to thicken before white seed spurted. Opal cooed as thick jets of come struck her mouth, cheek and chin. Lucian let go of her horn as she closed her mouth over his spurting cock. More seed touched the back of her throat as her lips touched the base of his member. The succubus drank it down before the sounds of chains clinked. 
 
    Not wanting to let go, she suckled on his cock, drinking down his seed. Chains pulled taut and the demon woman was pulled from Lucian’s member. The wide-eyed succubus was pulled onto her back the chains separated. The ones around her waist stayed but new ones clamped onto her ankles and connected to the floor. The white chains pulled again, parting her thick thighs. 
 
    Opal licked come off her lips before Lucian knelt down, his cock hard and threatening like a dagger. He admired her form for a moment before he was on her. Opal let out a welcoming moan as his member touched her dripping valley. With a slow invasion, she moaned louder, thick inches parting her inner world. 
 
    “Yes Master, Yes,” Opal moaned. 
 
    Lucian could feel her power bubbling under her skin, but it did not surrender yet. Hips moving, he stabbed deep and pulled back while he smeared the come already on her face. Opal gasped and licked Lucian’s fingers as he degraded her to his amusement. Thighs quivered as she spread them further so he might penetrate her demonic soul. 
 
    “I promise to serve. I swear it to Queen Systra!” Opal shouted. 
 
    Lucian pumped his hips, driving himself deep as tendrils of bliss caressed him.  
 
    Opal lifted her head, bringing her lips close to his ear. “I swear it to you, Master Lucian. Please, don’t turn me away. I will help bring your enemies to their knees and suck your cock covered in their blood.” 
 
    Lucian’s cock thickened, but he held back his release. As a final test, he let the chain around one of her wrists to shatter. Opal’s hand shot up, touching his cheek as he rammed his divine will to her quivering valley. Lucian thrust while the succubus’s eyes rolled into her head. Two of her fingers slid into his mouth as her hips pushed against his invading cock. 
 
    Madness flooded Lucian’s mind, heart and spirit. Power pulsed as a hunger he knew once before came roaring back to life. Demonic energies clawed, whispering and laughing in his thoughts. A hunger screamed, drowning out all reason. When it reached its climax, Lucian bit down like a hungry wolf, blood spurting and painting his lips. 
 
    Opal shuddered, her eyes rolling back into her head as orgasms flooded her body. She moaned like a beast in heat as Lucian chewed on two of her fingers. He stared with glowing red eyes as he jammed his cock to the hilt. Inner walls spread nearly to the breaking point before come spurted and filled her tight space. 
 
    Demon muscle, bone and sinew broke into smaller pieces as he chewed. Lucian was lost to primal power as his hips thrust again, come leaking out of the shuddering succubus. The darkness seemed to grow when he swallowed her fingers and pulled out. A thick spurt of come shot from his cock and landed on her large breasts. Lucian smeared his seed over her flesh and hard nipples.  
 
    “I…serve,” Opal whispered and dark power flared. 
 
    Lucian stabbed deeply within the demoness as new power crawled along his entire body, flowed along an invisible tether and touched his core on the other side of the dungeon. It flowed like spider silk and when it touched the deepest part, alerts filled his eyes. 
 
    You have gained 1,000 Hit Points! 
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Elemental Sphere! 
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Necromancy Sphere!  
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Alteration Sphere! 
 
    You have gained the ability to create Iron Golem! 
 
    Opal is now your Concubine! 
 
    A wicked leer formed as Lucian’s cock filled Opal’s leaking valley once again. The succubus moaned softly as blood from her hand slowed. New fingers began to grow. She clutched at her master as he took her once again, small streaks of blood painting his back. 
 
    Nadia watched from the corridor, a thrill running along her body as she touched herself silently, lost to primal needs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Lucian stood in the middle of his bedchamber, rubbing his temple. Opal sat on the edge of his bed, lips tight and gaze down. She shifted slightly, but couldn’t bring herself to look up. At the open doorway, the succubi gathered like a mob, all trying to look past Nadia who had her arms out and blocked them from entering. 
 
    “Back off you sluts!” Nadia hissed with a razor edge. 
 
    Pink tried to crane her head but only caught glimpses of the dark-skinned succubus on their master’s bed. The others weren’t much better, jockeying to get a better look at the new succubus in the dungeon. 
 
    “Why is she so special?” Ida whined as she tried to elbow her way past a sister demon. 
 
    “Why can’t we come in and touch her?” Pink hissed. 
 
    Lucian felt an annoyed fire burn deep within, but he quickly extinguished it with a small smile. The trip back to his bed chamber was filled with wide eyes from the few succubi he encountered. News moved like a wildfire through the small dungeon and when he, Nadia, and Opal made it back to the room, the sounds of claws on stone echoed off the walls. They all wanted to see the new succubus and Nadia shoved Lucian and Opal into the room before blocking the entrance with her demonic hard stare. 
 
    The dungeon core wanted to laugh at the absurdity of the situation. Instead, he relaxed the tension in his spirit and looked to Nadia. 
 
    “Let them in if they promise to behave,” Lucian instructed. 
 
    Nadia’s brow was firm as she looked to the wide-eyed demons at the bedroom doorway. “You heard your Master. You can come in if you promise to behave. First one out of line with be tossed headfirst into a wall!” 
 
    “Don’t you mean into the corridor?” Ida said innocently. 
 
    Nadia’s eyes burned bright. “I meant what I said!” 
 
    Ida’s innocent eyes widened before she clutched to Pink. The pink-haired demoness held the thinner succubus, stroking her short hair. 
 
    Nadia’s gaze burned with hellfire before turning to the side and letting her arms drop to her sides. The gaggle of succubi launched into the room, nearly charging toward the bed when they saw Lucian’s blank gaze. Slowing down, they filled the center of the large bedchamber, creating a semi-circle and all eyes on Opal. 
 
    Lucian took a deep breath before he began speaking. “I’ll explain everything I know if you all promise to keep it to our community. No one beyond our dungeon should know what is happening here. If you can promise me, I’ll tell you what it all means.” 
 
    The demon women glanced to each other. 
 
    “Promise him!” Nadia shouted with vile disgust. 
 
    The succubi stood at attention, all eyes front. “We promise!” the demons said it like a funeral dirge. 
 
    Lucian stood before them as all their attention shifted to him. “Everyone, meet Opal. She is an elemental succubus. She is going to be staying with us for a while.” 
 
    Brows rose up and some gave confused expressions.  
 
    Lucian continued, “Queen Systra has commanded me to find her eight elemental daughters. They, just as all of you, are to help make our dungeon strong and powerful. Opal is the first, her power comes from the elemental sphere of earth. Her strength will only add to our divine power and cause.” 
 
    Ida spoke up, “I thought she was just like us? What’s an elemental succubus?” 
 
    Lucian rubbed his jaw as the question swirled along his mind. He took for granted his knowledge of the arcane arts. The succubi clearly had no schooling in such subjects. The way some of them looked at Opal, jealousy was creeping into their collective gazes. 
 
    “I’ll provide a quick lesson, but understand, we are all here to help one another.” 
 
    “And don’t forget, you serve our Master!” Nadia quickly corrected. 
 
    The small group of succubi bowed their heads, but were all ears. 
 
    Lucian continued, “There are eight elements to our world. Each one has its place, but the eight I’m speaking on are the core spheres of magic and mana. There are sub-elements and different schools of magic, but I won’t get into that right now. I just want everyone to understand in basic terms the core elements. 
 
    “The first four, everyone should know. They are Earth, Air, Fire, and Water. These elements make up our world from the ground to the sky and everything in between. These are the principles of basic magic. The other four elements that complete the eight are Life, Decay, Light, and Darkness. They are on the opposite end but compliment the others. Do we understand so far?” 
 
    Several heads nodded. Two succubi didn’t move and Ida shook her head. 
 
    Lucian sighed before he continued. “As I said, our queen has tasked us with finding her daughters. With each elemental succubus, my power will grow and I will be able to provide more for all who dwell in my dungeon.” 
 
    “Why is she in your bed?” Pink asked with a small scowl towards Opal. 
 
    Lucian glanced to the elemental succubus. Opal kept her gaze down. She seemed to be either extremely shy, not wanting to interact with anyone in the room. It was in stark contrast to how she was in the chamber when it was just the two of them. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention back to the group. “She is my first concubine.” 
 
    Scowls rippled along the gathered demon women.  
 
    “I want to be a concubine,” Pink stated. 
 
    “Me too,” said another. 
 
    “Why can’t we all be your concubines?” Ida nearly shouted. 
 
    Nadia shot the demons a deadly glare. “Behave.” 
 
    The group quieted down. 
 
    Lucian addressed the group with a kind smile, “We are all here for the same reasons, mutual protection and serving our queen. I promise to elevate the loyal and weed out the weak.” 
 
    Lucian’s smile faded away as his eyes took on a hint of power. “I will not tolerate infighting. If you cannot or will not accept your role, speak to me or Nadia. If you don’t like what you hear, you can leave my dungeon and never come back.” 
 
    Fear touched the succubi gathered. At once, they all fell to their knees and bowed their heads. 
 
    The Dungeon Core gave a small nod. “Rise and see to your duties.” 
 
    Nadia stepped to the small group as they slowly rose to their feet. With a wave of her hand, the small group exited the bed chamber and into the corridor. Nadia was last to leave, shooting a small wicked smile to Lucian before closing the door behind her. 
 
    Lucian’s shoulders deflated the moment the door closed. He was about to turn around when clawed hands grabbed him from behind, lifted him up and slammed him onto the bed. The move was so quick, he landed on his back and Opal was on him. The succubus tore at his clothes like a manic beast and when the shreds were pulled away, she pressed her body down on her master. 
 
    “I’m so glad they’re gone,” Opal whispered as she rubbed her body against Lucian.  
 
    Pushing her breasts into his face, he could barely get a word in as wetness touched the head of his cock, causing it to harden instantly. Warmth exploded between them as she whined her needs. Lifting up her body slightly, she reached for his hard member and pressed it to her wet valley. Sliding down, she moaned her bliss as she reached the base and stayed there. 
 
    “They want you. They all want you,” Opal seethed before she began to slide her body onto Lucian’s form. 
 
    “What do you want?” Lucian asked between heavy breasts, wondering if Opal indeed had a split personality. 
 
    “I want to be your dirty secret,” Opal whispered. “I don’t like to share and I’m sure you’ll share yourself with others, but when we are alone, I’m your succubus.” 
 
    Lucian didn’t struggle as she rode him. He couldn’t deny her eagerness and found himself rock hard. Opal moaned lightly as her hips moved to caged power. When the door to the bed chamber opened, Opal’s eyes widened and she slid off her master. Grabbing a blanket, she hid underneath and became still, the fur blanket settling down. 
 
    Nadia stepped into see Lucian on his back and Opal under a nearby blanket. The blue succubus gave a wry smile as she made her way over to the side of the large bed and sat down, facing Lucian, but glancing to the blanket mound. 
 
    Lucian propped himself up on his elbows, but made no attempt to hide his erection. “I think she’s shy.” 
 
    Nadia smiled before she took hold of her master’s cock and began to stroke it. “I set the others to their duties, but I thought we should speak about what happened on the surface.” 
 
    The memory came rushing back and Lucian felt a flicker of annoyance. “It was foolish for you to rush to the surface. He could have killed you.” 
 
    Nadia nodded. “I know. I hoped to slow him down if he decided to attack, buy you time to gather your strength.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head, “It wouldn’t have been enough. Irvas has to be the most powerful paladin I have ever known. I hadn’t seen him before, but I know his deeds. The few times there has been small rebellions, he crushed them in minutes. There are rumors he is a dragon masquerading as a holy man, but he has not shown his true form to anyone. We have to take his words very seriously.” 
 
    Nadia continued to stroke her master, “I have taken what he said seriously. It is why I’m here now. What shall we do in the face of such a terrible threat?” 
 
    Lucian gritted is teeth for a moment as the succubus knew how to rub him the right way. “We follow his warning to a degree. Despite his power, it will not stop us from our crusade to bring back balance to Lukken. Tell the others of our plans. Instruct them of how they are to treat any who come to my dungeon. Let the succubi drink from adventurers but just like Systra’s dungeon, have any too weak to return to the surface, brought to the surface and left there. 
 
    “Once this level is finished, I will have construction begin on a level above us so any who explore will be confined to higher levels. I do not want any adventurers on this level.” 
 
    Nadia upped the tempo, stroking with defined skill. “As you will.” 
 
    “Nadia, if you disobey my orders again, you will be replaced as Mistress,” Lucian said darkly. 
 
    Nadia’s blank expression didn’t change. The succubus simply gave a single nod as she stroked her master. When his cock began to thicken, she let go and stood up. 
 
    “I live to serve, my master,” Nadia said with a sweet edge before turning and walking toward the bed chamber door. 
 
    “You can have him, Opal,” the blue succubus said over her shoulder before she opened the door, stepped out and closed it behind her. 
 
    Opal lifted the furs covering her body, took hold of her master’s member and stroked it slowly. 
 
    “Queen Systra spoke to me in my dreams. She wishes to become a goddess, greater than Hexnia and Vala. She wishes to be stronger than Drogoss,” the succubus whispered before licking the tip of Lucian’s throbbing cock. 
 
    “I know and it is our duty to aid in elevating our queen to goddess,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Opal’s eyes focused on the hard cock in her hand. “May I drink?” 
 
    Lucian simply nodded as he laid back down and stared at the ceiling. Opal wrapped her lips around Lucian’s throbbing member and suckled. 
 
    Bliss and designs warred with one another as the dungeon core relaxed. The wet sounds from Opal’s sucking turned into a pleasant song as he thought over his options. Finding and conquering the earth succubus brought a greater level of power, but the core pondered on how he could best utilize that power. For now, he would follow his plans and stay to the shadows. Every powerful person had a weakness. Lucian knew deep down he had to discover Irvas’s weakness before he came for the dungeon core and his beautiful dwellers. 
 
    Opal moaned as she deep throated her master. When her lips touched the base of his member and her tongue slid underneath it, she moaned louder as it thickened and seed spurted into her throat. The succubus drank it down, gently sucking more and more as her hands squeezed Lucian’s bare thighs. 
 
    “Everyone has a weakness,” Lucian whispered to clouds of bliss and Opal gently draining more seed from his loins. 
 
    *** 
 
    Days turned into weeks as Lucian and his dwellers continued their work. The dungeon core directed construction while Nadia commanded the succubi. Elementals worked to expand the dungeon, spreading out deep underground. The main corridor was finished, leading to the surface and making a straight line down into the dungeon’s depths. When the entrance was complete, succubi began appearing every few nights. They made their way down and were quickly escorted to the core level. Their fellow demonic sisters welcomed them with open arms as Lucian expanded bed chambers to accommodate the newcomers. 
 
    Lucian monitored the construction as earth elementals worked. When they completed a set of chambers and corridors, they moved on to other areas. During this time, aside from succubi appearing, no adventurers showed. It had become a relief as Lucian felt they weren’t quite ready to take on those looking to explore the depths of his dungeon.  
 
    Several elementals continued to mine gold and gems. The Core Chamber began to fill up and Lucian had the chamber expanded to accommodate his growing wealth. Keeping the treasure in one room would only invite disaster should the dungeon be invaded, Lucian ordered about ten percent of the gathered gold to be distributed about the dungeon. 
 
    Supplies had become an issue. Against his better judgement, Lucian allowed Nadia to take several succubi to any small, nearby towns to trade gold for supplies. Nadia didn’t have any clothes so her fellow demon sisters supplied what they could. After their first excursion into a small town only a few miles away, they returned nearly at dawn with packs of clothes, food, wines and several books. Lucian hid his excitement from most, but when he brought the books to his bedchamber, Opal watched as he took time to sit back and read. 
 
    Lucian noted Opal’s lack of wanting to leave the bed chamber. The earth succubus was incredibly shy, happy to dwell in his bed and please him whether he wanted it or not. At first, he thought it was fine, but soon come to realize she needed duties just like everyone else. If not, he would be constantly distracted. 
 
    With each completion of ten rooms, the dungeon core’s power grew. New room types filled his gaze as three more Abyss Shards fell from the rift, each in turn. 
 
    You have learned Forge! You may now create a working forge to craft metal weapons and equipment! Cost: 50 Elemental. 
 
    You have learned Cell Room! You may now create a jail cell for your enemies! Cost: 10 Elemental. 
 
    You have learned Craft Chamber! Your dwellers may now create clothes, simple tools and equipment! Cost: 20 Elemental and 20 Alteration. 
 
    You have gained a new ability, Mind Speak! It allows you to communicate with your dwellers anywhere in your dungeon. 
 
     Lucian mulled over his new rooms and ability. The Mind Speak ability was needed as the dungeon grew bigger. He could connect mentally to Nadia but anyone else required him to appear and speak with them. It had become a little annoying when several groups were tending to duties at the same time. Once he had the ability, he used it, often whispering to succubi and smiling when they shuddered in delight to his voice. 
 
    When the power of his new knowledge and abilities bound his core, he looked over his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 11,050/11,050 
 
    Abyss Shards: 5 
 
    Rooms: 50 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 250/250 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 250/250 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 250/250 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
      
 
    Creation Abilities 
 
    Create Iron Golem  
 
      
 
    The dungeon began to take shape as he had more rooms than he knew what to do with. Conjuring rooms into empty spaces, he worked to make the dungeon livable. However, there were other things he felt he needed to improve on, namely his Necromancy Sphere and his ability to create golems.    
 
    The Necromancy Sphere was not a desired power of influence. Lucian lamented his classes of the dead arts. It wasn’t so much that he couldn’t learn it, but more that he didn’t care to. Death was such a final solution and even the undead didn’t change. Ghosts and zombies haunted crypts and dungeons, but they didn’t learn or grow. You couldn’t reason with them and if they managed to fulfill a task that kept them in this world, they moved on shortly after. Having them around would prove essential to the dungeon’s defense but the core found it difficult to indulge in raising an undead army. 
 
    Creating golems was another matter entirely. The short description of the ability indicated he needed iron, lots of iron, to make such a construct. They are loyal and strong, but required Lucian to channel his HP into the iron golem to bring it to life. With the threat of a paladin from the first order of Drogoss, Lucian added it the list of tasks he set for himself and his dwellers. 
 
    With the Core level complete with fifty rooms, Lucian ordered his elementals to begin construction on the next upper level. Earth elementals began carving out rooms and corridors, creating a simple maze from the main ascending corridor. When he finished giving his directives, the core made his way back down to his level to finish filling a few more rooms. 
 
    Lucian waved his hand in one room, channeling his influence. A pit formed before the tips of flames emerged. Anvils and tools took shape and hung on racks. Benches appeared and the temperature in the chamber grew. The first forge was complete and waiting for someone to begin their work. 
 
    Lucian mulled it over, trying to consider who would be best suited for the job. Most of the succubi were crazy, girly, and lustful, but none of them seemed ready or willing for the task. It caused Lucian’s mind to wander, thinking he would have to attract other creatures to his dungeon to fulfill certain roles. He liked that he was close to the Shadow Swamps. The naliks would be useful with some of the duties requiring strength. It was something he would have to discuss with Nadia and perhaps send her as a diplomat to entice others to his home. 
 
    Thinking about the blue succubus sent a tendril of warmth along his senses. Almost as if summoned, the succubus arrived with a bottle of wine in her hand. Lucian turned from the new forge and gazed on Nadia with a warm smile. 
 
    “I thought you could use a break,” the succubus said with a gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “I think I can at the moment.” 
 
    “We can drink in your room? I don’t want to do it out here because we don’t have enough wine for any of the sluts that might show up.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “How do they take to being called sluts?” 
 
    Nadia’s smile broadened. “They are fine with it. They must know their place or they will not respect my title or my orders. Plus, it brings them a sense of comfort.” 
 
    “I will have to take your word for it,” Lucian said as he lifted an open hand to the doorway of the forge. 
 
    Nadia bowed and lead the way, Lucian following. The pair turned down corridors a few times before they reached Lucian’s bed chamber. The core was sure to see Opal lying in bed as they came in for a drink. When the door opened, the chamber was empty. 
 
    Nadia made her way into the bed chamber. Moving to a small wine rack, she pulled out corkscrew and stabbed at the cork from the bottle. Hand twisting, she slowly twisted the cork higher. 
 
    Lucian spread out his senses, searching for Opal. His avatar stayed with Nadia, but his sight caught a glimpse of the succubus. Opal walked silent as a ghost, moving along corridors. She made several turns before stepping into the forge room. Lucian changed his perspective, seeing the earth succubus’s face light up as she neared the forge. Hands out, she ran fingers along the edge of the fire pit and bellow. Her foot stepped on the bellow and pumped it, the flames in the pit growing higher and hotter. With a demure smile, Opal took hold of a thick bucket with several pieces of iron ore inside. Placing it on a metal hook, the bucket firmly in the hearth, she watched with wondrous eyes and waited for the ore to melt. 
 
    Lucian flowed back into his avatar and looked to Nadia. The succubus had the only two wine glasses in the entire dungeon on a small table, filled with dark red wine. 
 
    “I believe we found our blacksmith. Opal is currently in the forge, melting iron.” 
 
    Nadia smiled as she pulled a seat close and sat down. “It doesn’t surprise me. She seems quiet, but she wants a purpose.” 
 
    Lucian stepped to a seat opposite of the blue succubus, his gaze lingering. It was incredibly odd to see her clothed. She wore a tight top and a bikini like bottom. Thigh high leather boots complemented her legs. She was naked for so long, seeing her even in a simple outfit took some getting used to. 
 
    Lucian sat down and took hold of his glass by the stem. Nadia did the same. They clinked glasses and took a deep sip. 
 
    “I can make another supply run tomorrow evening with a few of the others. It will give them something to do to distract them,” Nadia said and licked her lips. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “A distraction might be nice. I can sense them getting restless.” 
 
    Nadia sighed. “They are. They need to eat, but not just food. I can see some of them showing signs of becoming feral. We have a few more nights, but you may have to slake their thirsts until others come visiting the dungeon.” 
 
    “Such is the way,” Lucian smirked and took another sip. 
 
    Nadia held her wine glass, gaze on her master. “I have been meaning to ask, but time never allowed us a chance until tonight, why did you seek out Queen Systra? I know you mentioned a need for balance and falling in love with her through her letters, but seeing you over the last number of weeks, I feel there is more to the story.” 
 
    Lucian sat back, wine glass in hand and a coolness in his eyes. “Is it curiosity or something else?” 
 
    Nadia gave a wicked smile. “You have already won my heart. Curiosity tickles me to know more about my master.” 
 
    Lucian set down his glass. “Shall I start from the beginning?” 
 
    Nadia nodded, putting her glass down, pressing her elbows to the table and resting her chin on her intertwined fingers. 
 
    The core took a breath before he began. “Unlike many from before the Great Migration, I had a stable childhood and loving parents. In a sense, it was very much a dream, something I believe many across Lukken have known and felt. We were not rich or poor, but comfortably in the middle. 
 
    “I always had a desire and skill with the arcane arts. My parents noticed it as I was able to perform simple cantrips with ease. When I was older, they paid to have me attend the Mage Academy in Valis. I thought my life was going to be some amazing experience. I still remember the lightness and infinite possibilities on my first day. For a small time, it was just that.” 
 
    The coolness in Lucian’s eyes grew a shade darker. “It didn’t take long to see life wasn’t the dream I thought it was. The academy brought students from all across Lukken, many competing to be a mage of the highest order. It didn’t take long before I saw the cracks of egos and selfish desire. Many students gleefully stepped on others to advance their own studies. I had walked into organized chaos and tried my best to survive. 
 
    “The professors encouraged the back stabbing, stealing of ideas and obsessions. They boasted how it helped drive the strong minded from the weak. After the first month, many dropped out and returned home. I stayed because I didn’t want to disappoint my parents, but a deeper part truly wanted to know everything about the mystical arts.” 
 
    Nadia sat silently, drinking in every word as Lucian continued. 
 
    “Years into my training, I often stayed to myself. Knowledge filled me and I studied like my life depended on it. Some classes spoke in depth of the times before the Great Migration, stories of the great wars turned into long discussions. I can still remember when I was in Professor Gray’s class and he was talking about the great battles like he lived it. 
 
    “It was at that moment, I felt something was wrong. It took years, but the more knowledge I amassed, the more I saw there was something terribly wrong with our world. We lived in a paradise, but even with little conflict to speak of, some of my fellow students couldn’t bear the history and knowledge they had acquired. I could see it on their faces as it haunted them. For years, there were students who took their own lives but many shrugged it off. Even the professors would comment that they were not strong enough to learn the arcane arts. It was something that happened, but they took no action to stop it. 
 
    “I hadn’t had many friends, focusing all my time studying, but over time I had met a few like me, who questioned what was happening. Talk of the suicides become a common point we could all relate to. Over time, it had become so common place that we began taking notes and soon wagers on who would kill themselves next. We didn’t know why at the time, but we had grown close with our little game. We even called ourselves the Hollow Chasers because we felt those who ended their lives were so hollow, they could no longer go on living.” 
 
    Lucian looked away as he continued, “Our game grew deeper and I started to understand what was happening. It wasn’t just knowledge that was killing some of my fellow students, it was the pointlessness of our existence. They began to understand that nothing would change and it drained the needs of great accomplishments. It gnawed at me to discover such knowledge and I was determined not to be like them. I spent much of my time, trying to understand more when I came across Systra’s journal in the grand library. 
 
    “I knew about our digital world, created long ago. I knew the stories of how new life was created from blank minds by mingling with immortals. I knew all of it, but it didn’t make sense until I read Systra’s journal. I saw her love for an immortal and it consumed me. I fell in love with a woman I had never met and it changed everything. 
 
    “The transformation was subtle at first. I grew more vocal in class, challenging my professors and their ideals. My speaking out made me a target. When the professors began to laugh at me or dismiss me, other students soon joined in. Pranks, rude comments, and exchanges filled my time, but I couldn’t let it go. We lived in a time where we were unfulfilled. Professors soon never called on me to speak and others told me to leave or kill myself.” 
 
    Lucian turned his attention back to Nadia, “Even my fellow Hollow Chasers left my side, not wanting to be associated with me. I was alone, but not completely, Systra’s journal filling my thoughts and heart. Lukken and the outer world turned on Systra and William, but they endured to love for as long as they could. 
 
    “A fire lit my soul and I couldn’t deny what needed to be done. I knew I had surpassed what the academy could teach me. I discovered balance required power and I was ready to fulfill my new role in the world. 
 
    “I spent much of my time seeking out how to balance power. Professor Gray had become my first subject. He was the cruelest of all, treating me like some slime on a forest floor. He encouraged others to teach me through cruelty and power. He was a professor of great fame and skill, but he enjoyed his power over others. It was sickening to watch him lord over many and cast out any who didn’t align with his beliefs. I was mocked at every turn, but I ignored them and took matters into my own hands. 
 
    “Professor Gray enjoyed helping many of the female students with better grades. They simply had to entertain him. He had a particular eye for troll students. I had often seen them leave his office with tears in their eyes, but they somehow managed to pass his classes. I often followed him, studied him. It left a bad taste in my mouth how he relished in his power, but no one did anything to stop him.” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “I discovered on one of his trips to troll neighborhoods in Valis, he liked to spend time at the brothels there. He often brought troll students with him and disappeared into the brothels. After a few times, I followed him into a brothel to see what perversions my professor liked to enjoy. 
 
    “I had learned a long time ago, the Kunarr felt a great sadness for their ancestor’s part in the great war. Many felt like they needed to atone for the massacres their people created. What no one talks about is that many of the other races still enjoyed taking out their hatred on trolls, even if they weren’t there when it happened, it had become ingrained in the culture. 
 
    “Professor Gray would often slip the troll students drinks and potions laced with weakening effects. The trolls would easily become submissive. A secret favorite past time for some was degrading trolls. Professor Gray was a respected mage of the highest order in the academy, but away from college, he indulged in his repugnant behavior. He enjoyed the imbalance of power as he degraded students or trolls at the brothel. Small crowds would gather as he pissed on them before fucking them. He would smear feces along their bodies as the crowd shouted vile things. The troll women would weakly sob, their cheeks covered in wet tears. Professor Gray would use his magic to make them do things beyond their control, dancing like a puppet to his strings. It disgusted me to no end to see such cruelty and the rest of the world turning a blind eye to such depraved acts.” 
 
    Lucian took a sip before placing the glass back on the table. “I knew there had to be balance. If I left it alone, it would continue, unchecked. 
 
    “In my final year of the academy, close to graduation, I had one last talk with Professor Gray. He resisted me, but I asked him what was the point of existing in the light without the dark? I still remember his foul smile as he said ‘The light won so why not enjoy the fruits of our victory for all time.’” 
 
    Shadows lengthened under Lucian’s eyes. Nadia leaned closer, a lustful wickedness in her eyes as she drank in every word. The succubus’s tail trembled in excitement, waiting for what her master would say next. 
 
    “Leading to graduation, I had spoken with many Kunarr in the district. I befriended them easily since I spent my gold on their wares and establishments. Gold was always a motivator to get anything done. When many were comfortable around me, I spoke of the brothels and what they thought about degradation parties they sometimes had. Many didn’t know, the owners of some of brothels spending some gold to keep it quiet. Word travelled quickly the closer to graduation. 
 
    “Out of five hundred students to enroll, a little over a hundred graduated. Many left, others died by their own hand. I almost didn’t graduate if I didn’t spend some gold to ensure my graduation. Professor Gray was not pleased as he placed the medallion over my head and around my neck. I walked down off the stage, knowing my plan was going into effect and I would be gone by the next morning. 
 
    “The various academies and schools often had graduation in the late spring and that would mean nights of parties and drunken revelry. I knew Professor Gray would indulge in his habit. He didn’t know about the many trolls who knew what he liked to practice. I learned owners acquiesced to the demands of many Kunarr and would not stand in the mob’s way.  
 
    “That night, Professor Gray bought time with two troll women. He walked into his favorite brothel, ready to take fairy dust and spend the night performing his favorite past time of vile degradation. The brothel was dark and I sat in a corner to watch the show. 
 
    “A troll mage was waiting, casting a spell and pulling all the air from Professor Gray’s lungs. As he struggled to breath, big trolls emerged from dark corners. When Gray managed to pull in a breath, fists rained down.  
 
    “They beat him bloody as I watched with a drink in my hand. I had put a thought in the troll’s heads during earlier conversations. Killing a high-ranking mage would bring swift justice from the paladins and magistrates, but a drunken brawl wouldn’t cause too much of a stir, especially during the graduation nights. I didn’t want my professor dead. No one learns once they are dead. He needed to be alive to learn his lesson. I discovered his weakness and used it to my advantage, bringing balance where there was clearly an imbalance. It was my first real taste of knowing the light and the dark. 
 
    “I still think about how the troll women laughed and pissed on him as he lay bloody and broken. Male trolls shat on him and I couldn’t look away. When I finished my drink, I hefted my pack and left them to their evening of dark justice.  
 
    “I travelled, exploring Lukken and seeing where destiny took me. I searched for Systra and William’s journals. Despite some harrowing situations, I never felt alive on my quest until I heard about the town of Twin Points and their mysterious dungeon filled with succubi.” 
 
    Lucian leaned back in his chair, taking another sip. “It wasn’t long before one of my fellow classmates from the Hollow Chasers contacted me to tell me about a year after that fateful night, Professor Gray killed himself. With all his talk about enjoying the fruits of victory, he couldn’t live with his own defeat. He learned his lesson and couldn’t live with that knowledge. 
 
    “Nadia, I don’t care what others think. All I care about is growing my power and loving who I wish to love. The world has grown soft and weak. The Kunarr started the great war over their jealousy of losing the love of the dragons. I will start a new war for balance so every soul on Lukken understands what it means to be alive.” 
 
    Nadia stood up and stepped around the table. A fierce fire glowed in her blue eyes as she sank down to her knees before her master and pulled open his robe. Running hands along his bare thighs and touching his hardening cock, she looked up with understanding eyes filled with edges of unbridled lust. 
 
    “I see. I see what our queen sees in you. Your soul mirrors her desires. She spoke of such things to us, but her pain chained her heart. No coaxing could alleviate her sorrow, until you arrived. Demon blood flows in your spirit. I was a fool not to see it before.” 
 
    “No Nadia, you saw it. You didn’t want to accept it,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    The blue succubus lowered her head. “I accept it now,” Nadia whispered before wrapping her lips around her master’s standing member. 
 
    Lucian placed his left hand gently on her bobbing head while drinking wine from the glass in his right hand, bliss and shadowy thoughts painting his mind and heart.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Lucian’s mind moved through the dungeon, invisible to the small number of inhabitants. It glided effortlessly through walls as he took inventory of his dwellers and elementals hard at work. 
 
    The new succubi assimilated well with the first six, bringing the number of demon women up to twenty-two. Nadia kept them in line by being cruel and the focus of their existence. The blue succubus informed Lucian that was the only way to prevent infighting among them and demons listened to strength more than logic or reason. Lucian left her to her work, seeing the demon women hop to their clawed feet when Nadia entered a room.  
 
    The dungeon core was amused when some of the succubi tried to win over Nadia’s affections, only to be shot down, sometimes with a hard smack to the cheek. Pink was the most notorious of all. The pink haired succubus tried everything in her limited arsenal to woo her mistress, but Nadia was not easily swayed. Nadia kept them in line just like a commander and when she left their rooms, they grumbled in dismay, but would not go against her word. 
 
    Moving on, Lucian often checked on Opal. The dark-skinned succubus made her home in the forge. She worked throughout the day and well into the night, hammering on iron and fashioning weapons. Lucian spent a large part of his time watching her, seeing the obsession in her eyes. She was drawn to metal working like a moth to a flame and after a week or two, swords, axes, daggers and hammers lined the racks of her forge walls. When she finished working out her needs, she often snuck into Lucian’s room and waited for him before pouncing with eager intent. The succubus was hungry most of the time and needed her master like a whining pet. 
 
    When Lucian managed to break away from Opal’s demanding needs, he spied on the new Craft Room on his level. Ida had taken to it, working just as hard as Opal, creating clothes and small tools. Every item was tight and fitting as many of the succubi now had real clothes instead of rags. Some protested wearing anything, but Nadia shut them down, informing them of the seductive need to unveil themselves before their meals. It heightened the moment and made the meals a little more appealing. 
 
    Lucian rose up to the second floor. Nine rooms were constructed as the elementals worked. The work had slowed as Lucian and Nadia commanded the elementals to create a hidden passageway to the Core Level. When it was complete, only the dwellers would know how to reach the Core level and slow down any explorers looking to reach the bottom of the dungeon. Lucian calculated he could create five more levels before reaching the surface and informed everyone that was how big the dungeon would be for now. 
 
    When the ninth room was complete, Lucian sensed the first adventurers begin to arrive. Several timid men had appeared at the entrance, weapons and torches in hand. They made their way deeper, following the main corridor. With only nine rooms, it wasn’t much to explore. Very little treasure was placed, but the succubi had grown restless. They wanted to feed on their meals of choice. As the men made their way deeper, Nadia rallied the dwellers. Their Mistress was quick to command them not to kill anyone, some taking it in dismay. When the men reached the first of rooms, they were overwhelmed. 
 
    Lucian watched in amusement as weapons clattered to the floor as succubi emerged from the dark shadows and pounced on the adventurers. Cries of surprise turned to moans as armor and clothes were ripped off and tossed aside. The moaning hunger from Lucian’s succubi turned into a seething chorus as they forced themselves on men looking for adventure. There was no fighting as the men seemed to surrender instantly. Nadia stayed close, making sure her demons didn’t over eat. When hours slipped away, the groans winked out as each man fell into unconsciousness, Nadia and a few earth elementals carried the men back to the surface and dumped them at the entrance. The succubi who fed lay about like fat lizards until Nadia came back and gave them hell. 
 
    When the tenth room was finished, Lucian flowed back to his avatar form and walked to the Rift Chamber. The small rift pulsed as it hovered in the air. Lucian waited and just as before, a shard emerged and fell into his waiting hand. Power surged as he felt himself grow stronger. 
 
    You have gained 10 Hit Points! HP: 11,060/11,060 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 260/260 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 260/260 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 260/260 
 
    An alert filled his gaze as a new chamber unlocked. 
 
    You have learned Armory! You may now create a chamber with racks and closets for armors and weapons for your Dwellers. Cost: 50 Elemental. 
 
     Lucian finished reading his upgrades while holding the shard in his hands. He turned to find a place to store it when something touched his senses. It was faint, but it lingered, high above him at the entrance to the dungeon. Activating his sight ability, he flowed upwards until he was in the main corridor, ten feet from the entrance.  
 
    Night air flowed as dim moonlight illuminated the foreboding entrance. A shadow peaked in with glowing, dull green eyes. It stared as Lucian watched. The shadow’s eyes seemed to see directly in Lucian’s direction. The silence grew deafening, but Lucian stayed where he was. 
 
    The shadow with green eyes blinked and pulled back, disappearing at the edge of the main entrance. Lucian willed his Avatar to appear at the entrance. Power surged slightly as he glanced down to the abyss shard still in his hand. Looking back up, he walked to the entrance to see if he could get another glimpse of the mysterious shadow. When he reached the threshold, the abyss shard fell through his hand and clattered to the floor. Lucian took a few more steps beyond the entrance and turned his gaze to the shard pulsating with abyssal power. 
 
    Realization washed over the dungeon core as he looked to the shard on the ground. There was no weakness like before. The moment he stepped from his dungeon, he grew incredibly weak, but it didn’t happen this time. He moved about like he was still deep within his dungeon and the core made note of the new experience. Shifting his gaze, he looked to the surrounding dark forest. The green-eyed shadow was long gone and only the soft rustle of leaves to the night breeze surrounded him. 
 
    Lucian remained quiet, studying the forest and inky darkness. When nothing else stirred, he stepped back to the entrance and picked up the abyssal shard. With a thought, he appeared on the Core Level, his gaze on the shard in his hand. 
 
    *** 
 
    Days and nights flowed like a running stream. Every few nights, hapless adventures showed up, Lucian guessed because the first four went back to Eymore and spoke of their experiences. Men and women braved the long entrance to the small dungeon at the bottom and were quickly set upon by demon women. Lucian watched sometimes, but was quickly bored due to the simple desire and excitement the adventurers wanted. The dungeon core pondered on making traps or inviting other kinds of monsters to help spice it up. His succubi were forbidden to kill, but any monsters would have free reign. Lucian wondered how he could do it when he slipped back to his avatar and went searching for Nadia. 
 
    The blue succubus happened to be organizing weapons in the new Armory. Lucian stepped in and looked around to weapons placed in sections depending on their type. Swords with swords, daggers with daggers. The racks ran down the middle, creating two columns. Nadia turned from placing a sword on the rack and a small smile formed. 
 
    “Nadia, how do we attract monsters to my dungeon?” Lucian asked simply. 
 
    The blue succubus stepped closer to her master, eyes filled with knowledge, “It takes a Beacon Crystal to attract certain kinds of monsters. You need an Enchantment Chamber with a skilled Enchanter to fashion such a crystal. Once a crystal is created, it will float around your core, using its energy to call that specific monster to your dungeon. 
 
    “There are other ways since we don’t have such a chamber yet. Making deals for shelter and food often work as well. Some monsters would happily live here if their bellies are full.” 
 
    Lucian nodded, knowing he still had a lot of work ahead of him. He turned slightly away, ready to leave the succubus to her work when Nadia lifted a hand to stop him. Fingers curled back as she let her hand drop to her side. Lucian halted his exit and turned back to the succubus.  
 
    Nadia stood, head bowed and gaze looking off to the side. It was the first time Lucian had ever seen such an expression on her face. He could swear her cheeks were turning a thin pink. Expanding his senses, he could feel her elevated heart rate. 
 
    “Master…” Nadia began but didn’t finished. 
 
    “Is there something you need to ask or say?” 
 
    Nadia bit her lip before lifting her gaze to meet Lucian’s eyes. “I… wanted to talk about a certain… affliction… demons can sometimes have.” 
 
    Lucian nodded and faced the succubus, giving Nadia his full attention. 
 
    Nadia shifted on her feet slightly before she continued. “I’ve seen it before and it can make things difficult, but I thought we should discuss it. Opal has taken much of your bed and time. I don’t have an issue with her or anyone being with you, but lust can sometimes become something more.” 
 
    Nadia stood straighter, eyes glowing a pale blue. “Demons know what love is. We are not immune to it. It can… overwhelm our kind. Opal shows some of the signs and… I thought I should warn you about the possibilities.” 
 
    Lucian kept his expression blank. Opal had shown affection, but he didn’t feel love pouring from the succubus. She liked being private and begged to be treated like a toy, but there were no signs of a deep love. Lucian had seen the signs before and felt them deeply in Systra’s presence, but beyond that, he didn’t feel Opal was giving off the same kind of desire. 
 
    Lucian tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes as he saw Nadia’s uncomfortable gaze. It wasn’t a leap to see she was not talking about Opal at all. 
 
    The silence was deafening and Nadia continued, “If she says she loves you, what would you say?” 
 
    The moment drifted on for a long moment before Lucian parted his lips. “I wouldn’t give an answer. Love can be a distraction and it would slow down what we are trying to do here. If she loves me, she can keep it to herself. It’s not conditional and doesn’t need to be validated to be real. I would accept it, but I could not say it, for it would complicate matters.” 
 
    Nadia’s gaze lowered. “You love our queen.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “I do, but I believe our queen also knows love can be a distraction, that is why she is not here. We need to work toward her ascension and if any of us fall into love’s gravity, it will undermine everything we are trying to do. For now, love has no place here.” 
 
    Nadia’s gaze remained pointed to the floor for a few seconds before she lifted her head. The uncomfortable shifting stopped and she stood at attention. 
 
    Lucian gave her a small smile, “I’m sure Opal would understand.” 
 
    Nadia nodded firmly. “I’m sure she would understand as well.” 
 
    Lucian turned away and spoke as he walked to the doorway, “You have been doing so much. Let’s go back to my bedchamber and relax a little. We can try that new wine you brought back from the last supply run?” 
 
    “I would like that,” Nadia said as she began to follow. 
 
    Lucian kept it light as he stepped into the corridor. He didn’t want to complicate matters, but it wasn’t a surprise the succubus was falling for him. He had seen it before, those attracted to power, and demons were no different. He couldn’t deny the affection between them, but the core knew better than to play into such a small game. Professing one’s love created a connection that Lucian didn’t have time for at the moment. Building his dungeon consumed him for many reasons, but to allow such a love to blossom into something more would be a mistake and a weakness to their undoing. 
 
    The pair walked on, down a secluded corridor when Lucian stopped in his tracks. Nadia looked to her master as he stared off. Thin tendrils touched Lucian’s mind and he instantly used his sight. 
 
    A shadow moved along the walls of the main corridor from the surface. It was quick, darting along and never staying in one place too long. Shadows obstructed Lucian’s view and he could not get a focused glimpse of the newcomer. Death energy was left in the shadow’s wake as it moved along. Lucian wondered if it was the same shadow from several nights before? 
 
    “Something has entered the dungeon, but it’s different. It’s not like the adventurers that have come before,” Lucian said as he stared. 
 
    “Several of our succubi are on the upper floor, waiting for any adventurers to arrive. I’ll gather the others and move to the higher floor,” Nadia insisted. 
 
     “No. Gather those you trust in a fight and wait at the secret entrance. I’ll go and investigate our mysterious newcomer. Be ready to attack when I tell you. The shadow could simply be exploring and I’d rather observe before we make any rash decisions.” 
 
    Nadia nodded as Lucian’s body faded from sight. 
 
    *** 
 
    The inky shadow moved along the corridor until it reached a set of doorways. It slinked down, hidden eyes searching and senses dialed to eleven. When nothing moved, the shadow slipped by. It peeked into a room and when it saw that it was empty, it moved on to the next one. 
 
    The dim sound of voices touched the shadow’s ears and it moved on, slipping from dark doorway to dark doorway. The dungeon seemed mostly empty until the shadow reached a chamber father down the corridor. It moved to the edge of a doorway and listened. 
 
    “I’m soooo hungry,” a feminine voice whispered. 
 
    “Shut up! If any come, we have to surprise them,” another voice said in a harsh whisper. 
 
    “Why? We want what they have and they want what we have. It was much easier in a brothel!” 
 
    “Master and Mistress won’t like it if we don’t follow their commands.” 
 
    “I want to go hunting. You stay here and hide. I need meat in my mouth or between my legs.” 
 
    A succubus emerged from the room, eyes searching the dim darkness when a shadow moved. The demon woman took a step back in surprise before the shadow was on her. A dagger flashed and cold metal touched the succubus’s neck. A small shriek filled the dark corridor as another succubus emerged. She watched as a cloaked man held her sister with a dagger to her throat. 
 
    “Now now, let’s not become violent. I’m looking for one of your kind. If you can call her to me, I’ll be sure no one is harmed,” the shadow said in a calm tone. 
 
    A red-haired succubus hissed while the one with black hair remained still with the dagger at her neck. 
 
    “We can defend ourselves!” the one with black hair shouted. 
 
    “Defend against what exactly? I’ve made a request and we are negotiating. No one has been harmed. Do as I ask and we all walk away free,” the shadow chuckled. 
 
    “We will never give up one of our sisters!” the red-haired one spat, claws extending. 
 
    The shadow sighed. “You will for the greater good. Call out to her and I’ll take care of the rest. She will never have to know you betrayed her. I’ll take her away and you can continue to be free demons. We all win.” 
 
    “Never!” the dark-haired one growled. 
 
    Shadows melted away and a man in a dark cloak grinned with a white smile. “Either we work this out or I kill you both and any others who stand in my way. Call to your sister named Lady Pink. Call to her or I’ll spill the blood of every succubus until I find her.” 
 
    Light bloomed in the corridor. The cloaked man turned his attention to a torch against the wall that wasn’t previously there. Turning his head again, he scanned the area until his gaze spotted a man in a red robe standing in the middle of the corridor, blocking his exit. 
 
    The cloaked man threw his back to the wall, taking the succubus in his arms with him. The dagger pressed deep against her pale skin and she seethed as a drop of blood streaked down neck. 
 
    “Release my dweller and you can return to the surface, unharmed,” Lucian said in dark tone. 
 
    “I’m not leaving without my bounty,” the cloaked man hissed. 
 
    “You forfeit your life if you don’t comply,” Lucian said as he studied the man in the shadowy hood. 
 
    “Ha! Eat shit, Mage!” the man said as his cloak billowed.  
 
    Long, thin arms stretched out from the confines of the cloak, wrapping around the succubus. The man slid against the wall toward Lucian as a strange, dark creature seemed to emerge from the cloak and hold onto the succubus. The man bent his legs and launched at Lucian, a dagger in one hand and another hand drawing a short sword. The movement was so quick, blades flashed. 
 
    Lucian stepped back, the tips of the blades missing his chest by an inch. Hands went up and flames burst from his palms. The cloaked man moved in a blur, blades flashing. Lucian backed up, his avatar dodging the incoming blades. Something touched the dungeon core’s senses and he hesitated to press his attack. The flames in his hands cast waving shadows and the man tried to land a blow. 
 
    “You’re quick for a mage!” the man shouted before leaping up and tossing his dagger. 
 
    The dagger spun and Lucian stood his ground. The blade stabbed into his chest where his heart should be, sinking down halfway.  
 
    You have taken 32 damage! HP: 11,028/11,060 
 
    Lucian wanted to chuckle at the tiny amount of damage. Reaching up with a flaming hand, he grabbed the pommel of the dagger and slowly pulled it out. The cloaked man was on him, driving his palm into the dagger and keeping it within the robed man. Short sword up, he aimed the tip at Lucian’s face.  
 
    The two stared for a second before the air shifted and an air bolt struck the man in the side of his head. 
 
    Lucian watched as the cloaked man went crashing down, his sword and dagger clattering against the floor. The man’s hood fell back and Lucian’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Rayce,” Lucian said in profound astonishment. 
 
    The bald, dark skinned man lifted his upper body and stared at the robed man above him. Blue eyes squinted and then flashed wide as a large grin formed.  
 
    “Lucian?” Rayce grinned. 
 
    The shadow creature holding the succubus turned her head and gasped. Black arms let go and the dark-haired succubus darted to her fellow sister’s side. 
 
    Lucian held out his hand to Rayce, a small smile forming. “Well, this is awkward,” the dungeon core said in mild amusement. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Lucian connected his mind to Nadia as the group around him stood in confused caution. 
 
    “The shadow has been stopped. Please send the succubi with you to their duties and come to me with a bottle of wine and some cups,” the dungeon core instructed. 
 
    Lucian felt the annoyed confusion in the blue succubus, but she didn’t say anything to it. The tension left her body and she turned to her fellow succubi, dismissing them to their tasks. Lucian redirected his focus to the group gathered before him, his hand still out. 
 
    Rayce reached up with a gloved hand and took hold of Lucian’s hand. With a small heave, the cloaked man was to his feet. The shorter man eyed Lucian before spreading out his arms and hugging him. 
 
    “It’s been such a long time! I had wondered what happened to you,” Rayce said as he let go and stepped back with bright eyes. 
 
    “We talk about you all the time,” the dark woman with small dreadlocks said with a razor smile. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to the mimic he remembered, “Roxxy, so good to see you again. It’s good to see you both. How about we move into this room here so we can talk a little more.” 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy nodded while the two succubi looked to their master with a concerned gaze. 
 
    “They are friends,” Lucian said to the two succubi. 
 
    The two demon women didn’t seem relieved, one of them rubbing their neck where Rayce’s dagger nicked her throat. 
 
    “Go to the lower level and rest. It’s been an exciting evening. I will make sure you’re both fed and rewarded,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    The two demon women smiled with wide eyes before walking away, gentle glances back to their master before they disappeared down a dark corridor. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Rayce and Roxxy, pointing an open hand to a deserted room. “Please, let’s get a little more comfortable.” 
 
    Lucian moved through an open doorway and into a plain, empty room. Calling on his Alteration Sphere, lanterns appeared along the walls while comfortable chairs rose up from the floor. A small coffee table emerged in the middle.  
 
    Rayce and Roxxy stepped into the room. When they were inside, a door shimmered into the doorway behind them and it gently closed shut. Lucian moved to the biggest chair with a wide, high back and sat down. Rayce and Roxy moved to the other two chairs and sat down. 
 
    “You seem to be doing well for yourself,” Rayce grinned as he sat comfortably. 
 
    Roxxy sat on the edge of her chair. Her expression was pleasant, but Lucian noted her caution. The mimic glanced to Rayce a few times, but after a few seconds, she seemed to relax as the shadowmancer seemed completely at ease. 
 
    “It’s not much, but it’s home,” Lucian smiled. “If you don’t mind, I have a few questions.” 
 
    Rayce nodded. “As do we. It is truly strange to see you after all this time. We thought you were swallowed whole by the dungeon.” 
 
    Lucian felt the disconnect. Something was different and he couldn’t place his finger on it. The oddness seemed to grow the more he looked at the shadowmancer and mimic.  
 
    “Twin Points is hundreds of miles away, how did you get here so quickly?” Lucian asked. 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy glanced to each other, smiles fading a little before they both turned their attention to Lucian. 
 
    “We last saw you two years ago,” Rayce said simply. 
 
    Lucian didn’t let his expression betray the flicker of shock.  
 
    Rayce continued, “We obviously made it out of the Twin Points dungeon. We stayed in town for a little while, Roxxy and I getting to know each other and waiting to see if you and Lota made it out. We wanted to thank you again for helping us. After a week and no sign of you or Lota, we thought you found the knowledge you were looking for or had become a slave to the succubi.” 
 
    Rayce shifted a little in his seat as his gaze lowered. “We thought about going in to find you, but I couldn’t risk the succubi of the dungeon taking Roxxy back.” 
 
    “It hurt to leave,” the mimic said with a sad tone. 
 
    Lucian smirked. “I understand and there is no ill will. I did indeed find what I was looking for and it has granted me the power I was searching for.” 
 
    “If you don’t mind me asking, what power was that?” 
 
    Lucian gave the shadowmancer a measured look before a small smile appeared. “Knowledge and a few more abilities to my arsenal.” 
 
    Rayce nodded and winked. “Still mysterious after all this time. I knew there was a reason why I liked you.” 
 
    “What happened after you left,” Lucian moving the conversation along. 
 
    Rayce ran his fingers over his smooth head. “We travelled. Made our way to the coast and travelled north. When we reached Valis, we thought to take a ship to the Turtle Islands but…” the shadowmancer trailed off. 
 
    “The excitement was a little too much and we spent the gold we had,” Roxxy said. 
 
    Rayce grinned. “Lived a little too richly with fine food and accommodations. I only wanted the best for my shapeshifting queen.” 
 
    The shadowmancer turned his gaze to the mimic, “Those were some magical months.” 
 
    Pink touched the mimic’s black cheeks. 
 
    Rayce winked at her and turned his attention back to Lucian. “Gold short, we travelled north of Journey Road and I took on odd bounties. We moved from city to town to city and eventually arrived in Eymore.” 
 
    “I managed to hear you were looking to find a bounty,” Lucian said with an even tone. 
 
    Rayce nodded. “The pleasure district in the city is in a quiet uproar. Some of the owners to many establishments are losing their succubi. They have placed bounties to find them, but one was higher than all the rest. A small fortune to find a succubus by the name of Lady Pink.” 
 
    The shadows along Lucian’s face darkened. “I know the succubus you seek. She is one of mine now and cannot go back.” 
 
    Rayce nodded and kept a cheerful grin. “Yes, I see. That is why I will no longer take the bounty. How could I take from a friend?” 
 
    The shadows parted and Lucian smiled.  
 
    The door to the room opened and Nadia stepped in with a wine bottle in one hand and wooden cups in the other. The blue succubus eyed the man and mimic as they sat before turning her gaze to Lucian with a questioning raised brow. 
 
    “Nadia, this is Rayce and Roxxy. They are friends.” 
 
    The succubus looked to Rayce again and her eyes narrowed. “I remember you. You stole one of our mimics.” 
 
    “To be honest, she left of her own free will,” Rayce smiled. 
 
    Roxxy lowered her gaze and didn't say anything. 
 
    “It is all in the past. Sit and have a drink as we all talk,” Lucian said and waved his hand. 
 
    Another chair rose up from the floor. Nadia sat down next to Lucian and placed the bottle and cups on the table. Lucian picked up the wine bottle and began to pour into each of the cups. Hands reached out, took hold and lifted them up in a small toast before everyone took a sip. 
 
    The mood seemed to ease after the first sip, a comforting glow filling the small chamber. 
 
    Rayce looked around for a moment, wine cup in hand. “So, do you live here in this dungeon?” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “It is my new home. I can practice my arts in relative peace.” 
 
    Rayce looked to Nadia, “And the succubi are your servants?” 
 
    Nadia’s eyes lit up in anger. 
 
    “It is… a community,” Lucian said diplomatically. 
 
    “The owners in Eymore think otherwise,” Rayce said and took a long sip. 
 
    “Tell me more about this bounty,” Lucian said as he laced his fingers in front of him. 
 
    “Plenty of bounty scrolls nailed to poles and boards. For the last few months, the demons have been deserting their places of work. I managed to be inspecting one when I was approached by a stranger. 
 
    “We sat and talked for a while. He wanted to make sure I was interested and paid half up front. He was very clear I bring back the bounty alive. I couldn’t tell you any more than that. He had gold and seemed eager to conduct business.  
 
    “I don’t know what is happening in this region, but it seems your arrival and the missing succubi are connected,” Rayce grinned. 
 
    Lucian kept his gaze on the shadowmancer but said nothing. 
 
    Rayce shrugged. “It doesn’t matter and it’s none of my business. I’ll go back and return the gold. I’ll tell them I couldn’t find her.” 
 
    The dungeon core studied the shadowmancer with shrewd logic. Rayce seemed a little more mature since they last left off. Experience colored his eyes and his words came off calculating. Lucian had made it a point to study people to understand their motivations and gain insight on their character. Rayce was looking for love in a dungeon designed for lust. Looking over to Roxxy, he saw that the shadowmancer did find love and it seemed to bring his life into focus. Lucian assumed with his love life in order, the pair strived to improve their status, gold becoming the new motivator. 
 
    Faint whispers touched Lucian’s mind. Remembering his Necromancy Sphere and not dwelling too much on the dead, he felt he needed a much better understanding about the dead arts. Time at the academy showed him the basics, but actually working with necromancy was a different matter entirely. The faint whispers grew louder as he saw an opportunity. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention back to Rayce and gave him a kind smile. “I may have an opportunity here if you’re interested?”  
 
    Rayce took a long sip, holding up a finger until the cup was drained. With a sucking of his teeth, he placed the cup down, leaned back in his chair and mirrored Lucian, lacing his fingers.  
 
    “I thought you’d never ask,” Rayce grinned. 
 
    Lucian couldn’t stop his chuckle. With a gruff clearing of his throat, he composed himself and eyed the shadowmancer. 
 
    “I need an advisor on the necromantic arts.” 
 
    Nadia spoke up, “I don’t agree with this. You barely know him.” 
 
    Rayce feigned being stabbed, a hand covering the spot of his chest over his heart. 
 
    Lucian looked to the blue succubus and smiled. “His character speaks everything I need to know.” 
 
    Rayce lifted an eyebrow. “I’m not sure that is a compliment.” 
 
    Lucian had to fight back the laughter in his throat. “It’s a compliment.” 
 
    Nadia fumed as Lucian and Rayce continued. 
 
    “Tell me more,” Rayce grinned. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Gold, lodgings here in the dungeon, and advising me on matters of the dead. Everything we do here must remain secret. I can’t allow you and Roxxy to return to Eymore for some time, for everyone’s protection.” 
 
    Rayce nodded. “You had me at gold. As for returning to Eymore, it wasn’t in the cards unless I acquired the bounty. Roxxy and I had already spent the gold on a lavish room and food for the last few nights.” 
 
    For the first time in a long time, Lucian found it more and more difficult to hold back his laughter from the absurd nature of the shadowmancer. Rayce was a liar, cheat, and self-serving rogue, but under all of that, the Core could still see he was one of a strange kind of honor. He danced on the line of right and wrong, weaving back and forth between them, but Lucian knew if the shadowmancer pledged his loyalty, he would cling on to help and line his pockets as well. 
 
    Fighting back a smile, Lucian turned his attention to Roxxy who was sitting silently. “From what I know of mimics, you can self-replicate?” 
 
    The mimic nodded. “When we choose to, we can bear children. The process consumes much of our strength, but they grow quickly once they divide from us.” 
 
    Rayce looked over, “We can have kids! You didn’t tell me that!” 
 
    Roxxy gave the shadowmancer a demure smile. “It doesn’t require us to be together. I can replicate whenever I wish.” 
 
    Rayce’s eyes dazzled. “It doesn’t matter, they would be our kids.” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “It’s your choice, but I have room in my dungeon for more of your kind.” 
 
    “We can start a family,” Rayce grinned and reached over to take her hand into his. 
 
    Roxxy looked down at the shadowmancer’s hand. “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    Lucian nodded.        
 
    Nadia watched everything in disbelief. 
 
    “Do we have an accord?” Lucian asked as he held out his hand to Rayce and Roxxy. 
 
    Rayce let go of the mimic’s hand and grasped Lucian’s forearm. They both shook before Rayce let go and Roxxy clasped Lucian’s forearm. After a small shake, Lucian sat back with a warm smile. 
 
    “There is a level below this one with a welcoming design. You both should be comfortable,” Lucian said as he pictured a large chamber and activated his ability. 
 
    A level below, the chamber sprouted a bed and furniture. Lanterns appeared and glowed with warm light. Lucian finished with some minor adjustments to ensure they would enjoy their new home. 
 
    “We have to address the bounty hunters that will come looking for the runaways,” Nadia said with a cold edge. 
 
    “In due time. Let’s welcome our new guests,” Lucian said as he rose to his feet. 
 
    The rest of their group rose up and proceeded to the door. The lanterns and lights melted away to darkness as they exited the room. Walking down a few twisting corridors, they arrived at a non-descript corner to the level. With a wave of Lucian’s hand, a secret door opened. 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy smiled as Lucian led the way, Nadia bringing up the rear. They proceeded down the stairs until they reached the Core level. After a few minutes of walking, Lucian showed them their new bed chamber. 
 
    “Feel free to explore, but do not enter any place with an iron door. Nadia will inform the rest of the succubi here of your station and presence,” Lucian explained. 
 
    Rayce darted across the room and leapt into the air. Turning, he landed on the bed, arms behind his head and a stupid grin on his face. 
 
    “I think we’ll like it here.” 
 
    Roxxy sauntered in and crawled into bed next to the shadowmancer. 
 
    “We’ll leave you to get comfortable,” Lucian smiled.  
 
    Turning, the Core left the room with Nadia, closing the door behind him. When they were well away from the bedchamber, Nadia growled her annoyance. 
 
    “He could have wanted access down here just to steal Pink from us,” the succubus said through gritted teeth. 
 
    Lucian shook his head as they walked, “Rayce is cunning to a degree, but gold and keeping Roxxy safe is his priority. I understood the shadowmancer from the moment I met him. He was so starved for love, when he found Roxxy, his world changed. Knowing that a few years had passed, their love has entwined. He will do anything to keep her safe and she clearly loves and adores him. It will only be a matter of time before she feels she must contribute and she will spawn more of her kind. Once they are here, Rayce will have no choice but to remain loyal, for all their sakes.” 
 
    Nadia’s anger cooled as she looked to her master. “You planted the seeds for their loyalty?” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “In a manner of speaking, yes. Building a foundation for an empire is key. Our allies must be useful if we are going to build a world for our queen.” 
 
    Lucian’s demeanor shifted as they walked, “Tell me, Nadia, how extensive is your knowledge of the necromantic arts? You told me that our queen implanted all the knowledge we would need to build a powerful dungeon, but I’m curious about your experience.” 
 
    Nadia looked down as she spoke, “I know what you can do, but I have had no experience with actually wielding magic from the elemental spheres. Succubi know some illusion and charm magic, but not much beyond that.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “It’s important I know this about you and why I made the decision to allow Rayce and Roxxy to remain here. My knowledge about the necromantic arts are basic at best. Despite having the power to create undead, I have had little taste for such arts and knowledge.  
 
    “Rayce is a shadowmancer, part rogue and part necromancer. The dead love and admire them. He will have some skill and knowledge about them and it makes him valuable to us. Should the time come, together we can build an unholy army that doesn’t require food and rest. In those times, we will need generals we can trust.” 
 
    A gleam filled Nadia’s eyes as she looked to her master, “I… misjudged your intentions, but what if they decide to steal Pink from us?” 
 
    Lucian stopped in his tracks. Nadia stopped as well and turned to her master. 
 
    “I’ll find out right now,” Lucian smiled as his mind left his avatar. 
 
    Tendrils of power laced stone and the very air of the dungeon as Lucian moved through with no resistance. The dungeon had become an extension of him and he easily moved about to spy on any who dwelled within. When he reached Rayce and Roxxy’s room, he hovered unseen and watched as they talked quietly in each other’s arms. 
 
    “Will he truly protect us?” Roxxy asked with a whisper. 
 
    “I believe he will. Besides, down here might be the place to remain unseen until the lords forget what we did,” Rayce smiled. 
 
    “They may not find us, but other bounty hunters will come for the pink-haired succubus. If they see us…” Roxxy trailed off. 
 
    “They won’t. We have seen Lucian’s honor before. I’ll admit, he is different now and not ready to tell us everything, but he may with time. We will have to prove ourselves and stay in his good graces,” Rayce reassured. 
 
    Roxxy sighed. “Can we raise a family here?” 
 
    Rayce smiled, showing white teeth. “I think we can. I wish you had told me sooner that you can have children.” 
 
    The mimic looked down between them as they lay on the bed. “I’m sorry. I wanted to wait for the right time. We have been running for so long, I wasn’t sure when I could tell you. I’m… not sure you would like knowing they would not have anything from you.” 
 
    Rayce kissed Roxxy’s black lips before pulling back and smiling. “If we raised them together, they would be ours. You don’t have to keep so many secrets. I’m not leaving you.” 
 
    Roxxy smiled with jagged teeth before a sliver of concern touched her brow, “I… know. Just, a dungeon with succubi. They will want you. They will want us.” 
 
    “I’m not against opening our bed to others as long as we are together every time,” Rayce winked. 
 
    The mimic touched Rayce’s chest with long, spindly black fingers. “Okay, but we have to be together every time. Pinky promise.” 
 
    Roxxy lifted her hand and raised a single, thin pinky finger. Rayce curled his pinky around hers and they both pulled each other together in a long kiss. When they parted, the chamber seemed to get warmer. 
 
    “I don’t know about you, but I believe we should enjoy this comfy bed and make it our own. It was so hot when you held that succubus.” 
 
    Roxxy smiled, “It was so hot when you took on Lucian before we knew it was him.” 
 
    “Tell me how hot it was while we fuck,” Rayce said and began pulling off his cloak and clothes. 
 
    “I’m wet just thinking about it,” Roxxy hissed as she spread her legs and fingers touched herself. 
 
    Lucian gave an incorporeal grin before he flashed back to his avatar. Nadia waited patiently until the light returned to her master’s eyes. 
 
    “We have their loyalty for now,” Lucian said with a knowing grin. 
 
    The pair moved on, walking along the corridors until they reached Lucian’s bed chamber. The door opened on its own and as Lucian and Nadia stepped in, two bodies stirred among the furs on Lucian’s bed. 
 
    A dark-haired succubus and a red haired one looked to their master and mistress with warm eyes, bodies naked. 
 
    “You promised you’d feed us,” the red-haired one said. 
 
    “We thought we would wait here,” the dark-haired one smiled. 
 
    Lucian turned his gaze to Nadia, “Care to stay and help me take care of our demons?” 
 
    “It would be my pleasure,” Nadia bowed with a wicked smile. 
 
    Lucian approached the bed, his clothes melting away and revealing his body. 
 
    “Now, where to start first,” he said as he eyed the naked succubi in his bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    A pink-haired succubus yawned as she sat in a chamber with two others. The three lounged for the last few hours. The cool darkness of the dungeon soothed hungry nerves as the three hoped there would be a meal to feast on for the night. 
 
    Pink sat, back against a stone wall and mind wandering. The succubus let dreams and fantasies play out, Master Lucian coming to her and forcing his needs onto her willing body. The fantasy consumed her as she was soon smiling and licking her plump lips. 
 
    Another succubus shook her head, “She’s thinking of master again.” 
 
    The two succubi chuckled as Pink woke from her dreamy fantasy. “What are you two sluts going on about?” 
 
    The pair of succubi looked to the pink-haired demoness with wide smiles.  
 
    “You want Master so bad, I can smell your lust from here,” one demoness said. 
 
    “Mistress won’t let him touch us unless it’s for special occasions,” the other one sighed. 
 
    “We have to be loyal and he will reward us,” Pink said with a sad sigh. 
 
    “It was easier back in the brothel,” a succubus said while closing her eyes. “They came to us regularly and we didn’t have to wait in the dark. I wish Master would place some more furniture so we can at least wait in comfort.” 
 
    “Careful with your words. Mistress may punish us if we don’t always worship Master,” the second succubus whispered. 
 
    Lucian’s sight floated into the room, watching the three demon women as they sat on the second level. Watching his dwellers had become his main past time as he set elementals to task. Nadia was on a supply run with a few of her fellow sisters while Rayce and Roxxy wandered the dungeon, getting to know it better. 
 
    Pink rested her head against the wall. “I do miss the brothel. I had so many virile customers, I was getting fat on their energy.” 
 
    “Do you miss them?” a succubus said with a sly grin. 
 
    Pink gave a small nod. “I do.” 
 
    “We should sneak out and see if we can entice them to come here. I’m sure Master can use slaves.” 
 
    Pink shook her head with her eyes closed. “Master doesn’t want slaves. Don’t you listen to him when he talks? We can stay or we can leave. A slave master would never give us the choice. I, for one, am happy not to be in the brothel any more. Our owner was a cruel man and not in a sexy way. Don’t you remember the box?” 
 
    Both succubi looked down. Pink opened her eyes, but the memories were still there. The demon women were allowed to fornicate with customers and feed as much as they wanted except for killing them. It would have been a perfect arrangement except he allowed for paladins and clerics to burn them for fun. Those of the holy orders enjoyed punishing evil. They paid well to not sleep with the demon women, but burn them until they cried. If any spoke out, they were punished by being put in metal coffins in the basement.  
 
    Pink’s brow wrinkled as she remembered how the paladins said they were trying to keep their evil sides in check but the look of relish in their eyes as they burned the demon women was there. Without great evils to fight, they took their frustrations out on those who couldn’t fight back. Pink sucked in a hard breath, remembering how they whispered prayers as fingers traced holy symbols on their bare flesh.  
 
    “The only time I will go back is to cut my name into our previous owner until he weeps. Then, I will slit his throat as I fuck him,” Pink giggled. 
 
    The two other demon women smiled when all three noses wrinkled. Pink sat up, taking in the faint scent of a man. The three succubi were to their feet as Lucian watched them. A second later, they rushed out of the chamber and into the main corridor. Lucian felt it, a man walking down the main corridor, but there was something different about him than the other adventurers.  
 
    Pink raced ahead, not out of hunger but recognizing a familiar scent. The other two succubi were close behind her. Torchlight glowed up ahead and before its illumination touched the scantily clad bodies, a voice called out. 
 
    “Pink? Lady Pink? Are you here?” 
 
    An older man walked slowly, torch in hand and a small pack over his shoulder. A short sword was at his belt. The man coughed and wheezed, but continued his slow walk in the main dungeon corridor. 
 
    Three bodies melted into view, shadows falling away. Pink’s gaze found the man and concern touched her brow. The man noticed the pink hair, pale skin, and small black horns, a wide smile forming. 
 
    “Pink!” the man wheezed as he quickened his step. 
 
    Lucian watched with interest. 
 
    “Jon? Why… why did you come here?” Pink asked with an astonished tone. 
 
    The man took a shaky step forward and fell. Pink reached out to grab him and hold the elderly man steady. Touching him, she could feel his bones rather than muscle. He was frail and barely stood under his own power, but his spirit blazed in his eyes as he stared at Pink. 
 
    “I… had to… see you again,” the man huffed. “I heard… about this place. I thought… you might be here. I’m happy… I was right.” 
 
    The man coughed before he crumpled to the ground. Pink fell to her knees next to the old man while her two sisters stood over them, eyes filled with concern. 
 
    The pink-haired succubus held him, pressing the side of his face to her bosom. “Jon, you shouldn’t have come.” 
 
    “I had too. I wasn’t sure… when I would see you again. My life is… draining away. My hit points are counting down. I’m… not long for this world,” Jon wheezed. 
 
    “Jon,” Pink said sadly. 
 
    Jon looked to her with bright eyes. “I missed you. You gave me… a life when I didn’t have one. I… enjoyed our talks. I treasured our time. With… my family gone… you had become my family.” 
 
    “If we hurry, we can get him back to Eymore to one of the healers,” a succubus said with urgency. 
 
    Jon lifted and hand and waved the thought away. “It’s… much too late… for that.” 
 
    Hand dropping to his lap, he gave a weak kiss to Pink’s breast before looking into her eyes once again. 
 
    “This was worth it. I don’t know… why you left… but I’m happy… I could see you one more… time.” 
 
    A tear streaked down Pink’s cheek. “Jon, you were my favorite. I loved your stories about your adventures and your family.” 
 
    Lucian watched, seeing the life energy drain from the older man in Pink’s arms. An opportunity formed and he used his Mind Speak ability, connecting with Rayce. 
 
    The shadowmancer was walking along a corridor when a voice entered his head. 
 
    “Meet me in the main corridor, now,” Lucian’s voice came out otherworldly. 
 
    Rayce smiled and nodded as he turned and made his way back the way he came. 
 
    Lucian continued to watch, seeing Pink filled with sorrow as the man was dying in her arms.  
 
    “I… wish I was younger. I would have stayed… by your side in all… of your adventures,” Jon said and coughed. 
 
    “Sleep, my warrior. I’ll stay with you till the end, but your memory will always be with me,” Pink said with dark sadness. 
 
    “So… beautiful,” Jon whispered before the light faded from his eyes. 
 
    The two succubi held each other in sorrow, staring down as another tear flowed down Pink’s cheek. Jon’s body relaxed and the spark was gone. 
 
    Lucian appeared next to them, stepping closer with kind eyes. All three bowed their heads to their Master as he approached. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Master,” Pink sobbed.  
 
    “Don’t be,” Lucian said as he knelt down beside them. “Did you care for him?” 
 
    Pink nodded.  
 
    The sound of running footsteps approached from the dark corridor. Rayce emerged from the torchlight, huffing and puffing. Hand out, he leaned on a wall, gathering his breath. 
 
    “This… is a long corridor,” the shadowmancer huffed. 
 
    Lucian kept his attention on Pink, “He doesn’t have to be gone.” 
 
    The pink-haired succubus looked up with wide eyes.  
 
    Lucian stared at the succubus while talking to Rayce, “What will happen to his memories if I resurrect him?” 
 
    Rayce nodded as his breathing normalized. “The closer to a creature’s actual death, the more memories they will have. They will be loyal, but have a greater chance to be themselves.” 
 
    The shadowmancer looked to the dead man in Pink’s arms. “But the more energy you inject into the body, the stronger they will become. Any who follow the element of decay knows death is just a transition. If your power is anything like those who study necromancy, death will be an inconvenience, one you can stave off for as long as you wish.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Pink, may I bring him back to you? May I allow him to reside here and help protect you and your sisters?” 
 
    The succubus clutched the dead man to her. “Please Master, bring him back.” 
 
    Lucian eyed them as his mind worked. It was a perfect opportunity to test some of the limits to his power. He hadn’t used his Necromancy Sphere, but with Rayce here, his knowledge would certainly help with his experiments. 
 
    The dungeon core lifted a hand. Black and purple energy blazed forth as he tapped into his Necromancer Sphere. 
 
    You have used 100 points from your Necromancy Sphere. Necromancy Sphere: 160/260 
 
    Swirling energy flashed before it struck forth like a venomous snake. Pink held Jon to her as the energy split in three, each point stabbing into his eyes and mouth. The cadaver shook violently. Pink let go and the corpse floundered like a fish on the floor. Energy continued to pour from Lucian’s hand as he watched. A thin connection formed and the core knew he had power over the dead thing. 
 
    The energy faded from sight. Jon’s eyelids opened and purple energy glowed. His thin body seemed to get meatier, filling deflated muscles with power. Before Lucian’s eyes, the frail man had regained the form of his youth, but he still appeared like a deceased corpse with sunken eyes and cheeks. 
 
    Jon slowly sat up. A moment later, he stood up to his feet. Turning his attention to Pink still on her knees, a thin smile formed. 
 
    The pink-haired succubus was to her feet, hugging the dead man around the waist. Arms rose up and he hugged her back. Tears streaked down the faces of the two succubi who watched. Rayce gave a nod. 
 
    Lucian let his senses touch the undead man. Jon was not like the normal undead he had encountered on his adventures. The energy he fused to the corpse may have been a tad too much, but it was a worthy experiment. Clearly, the dead didn’t require that much energy to be animated. Lucian figured he could have used a quarter of the power used and he would have had a favorable result.  
 
    Lucian watched as Pink sobbed in joy. The two had a connection and he was happy to keep it between them. He wasn’t alive, but life and death didn’t deter what the heart wants. Hearing the previous conversation, Jon didn’t have any family to speak of anymore so there was little chance any would come looking for him. With time, Lucian noted to himself he would need more corpses if he was going to continue with his experiments. 
 
    “Jon,” Lucian said. 
 
    The corpse let go of Pink and turned to the avatar. 
 
    “Welcome to the family,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Jon bent down to one knee and bowed his head, Pink crying tears of joy behind him. 
 
    *** 
 
    Time ebbed on the shores of Lucian’s spirit. Days turned into weeks and the dungeon core enjoyed his growing power. The influx of succubi and adventurers seemed to grow, as if drawn to his power. The number of demon women had reached over sixty while the number of adventures doubled. Every evening, newcomers and regulars arrived for seductive debauchery. 
 
    Lucian listened to his dwellers, making the second floor larger and filling the rooms with furniture from beds to couches. Ida worked in the Crafts Chamber with a few other succubi, creating whips, toys, and masks. Opal worked in the Forge, creating thin chains and cuffs for others to use with seductive flair. Nadia kept the peace, spending much of her time on the second floor and ensuring no one stepped out of line. 
 
    The daily and nightly rhythms continued. Pink was all smiles, taking a large room for her own and the undead Jon being her personal guardian. She entertained many regulars as Jon watched with a pleasant smile on his decaying lips. 
 
    On the surface world, Lucian took minor possession of small animals and surveyed the area. He noted and drew maps as small birds fluttered about. A thin path began to form from the number of adventurers arriving. They mostly came from Eymore to the north east, but a few dark-haired elves came from Thalas. The excitement was building as he expanded his dungeon and many enjoyed feeding the demons within, with their bodies. 
 
    At times, Lucian retired not to his bedchamber but to his core. With his mind out of the crystal, he could function for a long time, but sleeping within his core rejuvenated him far better than lying in bed. When he dreamed, Systra would come to him. She wouldn’t speak, but tease him with licks and touches. When the needs grew beyond his control, the demon queen would vanish and he would wake. Nadia often slept in his bed and enjoyed waking to her master needing a release or five. 
 
    One evening, Lucian walked along his dungeon and called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 11,070/11,070 
 
    Abyss Shards: 7 
 
    Rooms: 74 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 270/270 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 270/270 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 270/270 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
      
 
    Creation Abilities 
 
    Create Iron Golem  
 
      
 
    The second level had twenty-seven chambers and it grew slowly. When he reached seventy rooms, a new chamber appeared, allowing him to create a Shrine. It cost fifty points from his Elemental and Alteration Spheres but he was happy he could now make the chamber so easily.  
 
    The dungeon core held off on creating shrine chambers for the simple question of who would be the dedicated goddess. Lucian’s mind immediately pictured Queen Systra but with the number of bodies entering his dungeon, he didn’t want to risk the knowledge brought back to Eymore. If the paladins were keeping an eye on his dungeon, a shrine was a sure way to receive their wrath. Sex and lust were fine, but dedicating a shrine to any dark god or goddess would bring swift retribution. The core knew when he was strong enough, he would place them throughout his dungeon, but he would stay his hand until the time was right. 
 
    Walking along a corridor on the second level, Lucian listened to the moans and cries of ecstasy. For now, all was at peace. The succubi were well fed and word travelled fast about the dungeon filled with demon women. Men and women would arrive, some without any weapons to taste what the dungeon had to offer. Lucian wondered if his dungeon was even close to rivaling his Queen’s dungeon. 
 
    Lucian continued his slow pace when something touched his mind. Mentally taking hold, he followed the small tether until he reached an earth elemental. It stood in an unfinished corridor, not moving and staring into the six-foot hole. A blast of heat poured from the jagged hole while a faint light glowed. 
 
    Lucian blinked his avatar to the entrance and stood by the elemental. He mentally gave it a command to continue working but it refused to obey. It was then when he realized another elemental succubus must be nearby. Lucian silently stepped through the jagged hole and entered a large cavern. 
 
    Light glowed in the distance like pools of radiance. The cavern was smooth except for a few stalagmites and stalactites. The heat was tremendous with each step he took. Lucian quickly discovered if he was still human, his body wouldn’t have been able to stand such suffocating heat.  
 
    Approaching a glowing pond, Lucian saw that it wasn’t glowing water, but fiery magma, bubbling and churning. Glancing around, he saw a dozen lava ponds and one that seemed to stretch on to the size of a lake. The cavern was vast, several parts stretching on into darkness. 
 
    Lucian smiled as he figured this cavern might be near the volcano Red Peak. He wasn’t sure he would continue to build closer to this cavern in case the lakes of lava began to flood.  
 
    The core drank it all in until his hand began to shake. Looking down, Lucian saw that he couldn’t control the slight tremble and a sliver of weakness touched his mystical heart. 
 
    “I’m just far enough from my dungeon,” Lucian whispered to no one, knowing if he strayed any farther, he would weaken with every step. 
 
    Taking a step back, he planned to come back and search with Nadia when something bubbled loudly. Lucian turned his attention to a small lava pond nearby. Nothing stirred except for an occasional bubble. He stared for a long moment, but when he turned to leave, a flurry of bubbles burst. 
 
    Lucian froze, staring at the lava pond. A wry smile formed and he crossed his arms. 
 
    “I suppose I should just leave and seal this place up,” Lucian said loudly. 
 
    Bubbles popped before something rose, just breaking the surface. Flames writhed first before a horned forehead and eyes appeared. The eyes blinked slowly, watching the robed man in the dim light. 
 
    “Hello,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    The creature stared before a glowing, feminine hand rose up and gave a small wave. 
 
    “My name is Lucian,” the core said with a small wave back. 
 
    The hand sank down but the eyes remained. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I disturbed you. I’ll be on my way,” Lucian said as he turned slightly. 
 
    “No, don’t go,” a voice floated up. 
 
    Lucian watched as the fiery woman emerged from the lava. Her body glowed molten hot as thick drops of lava fell from her limbs. Her form was slender with small breasts and thin waist. Her hair was living fire as it moved upwards from her head as small horns graced her forehead. The heat grew as she stood up and stepped onto firm ground, leaving a trail of molten drops. 
 
    “Do you have a name?” Lucian asked with a kind smile. 
 
    “Hestia,” the demon woman said as her glowing tail snaked behind her. 
 
    Lucian was cautious, but didn’t let it show. Remembering what happened with Opal, he wondered if the same could be said for this succubus.  
 
    “Pleased to meet you,” Lucian bowed. 
 
    “I woke to Queen Systra’s whispers,” Hestia said faintly. 
 
    “She wanted me to find you,” Lucian said as he stood straight. 
 
    “Did you want to find me?” the succubus stared with almond shaped eyes. 
 
    “I do,” Lucian said simply. 
 
    Glowing eyes blinked before her gaze thinned. The fire on her head wavered violently before her arms spread out. Lava behind her bubbled before streams slowly rose up into the air. The temperature doubled as a manic grin began to form along Hestia’s lips. 
 
    Lucian gave the fiery succubus a tired expression. “We don’t have to do this.” 
 
    “But we do!” Hestia screeched before streams of lava snaked over her and blasted forward. 
 
    Lucian quickly dodged to the side as bolts of lava flashed past. Moving, he backed up as the fiery succubus laughed maniacally louder and louder. Lava sprayed like crossbow bolts, striking rock and sizzling.  
 
    Lucian called on his elemental sphere. Water appeared, shifting into a point before it frosted into ice. Lucian acted quickly, seeing that the ice spike was already melting. With a thought, it flashed forward. 
 
    Hestia laughed as bolts of lava blasted out. Her voice echoed through the cavern until the ice spike flashed forward and stabbed into her chest.  
 
    “No!” Lucian shouted as he saw Hestia look down at the ice spike impaled in her chest. 
 
    “Why?” the fiery succubus said before she stumbled back and fell into the lava pool. 
 
    Lucian simply reacted, darting forward. He watched as she clutched at the ice spike in her chest and her body sank below the surface. The spike melted to vapor before she was gone. Lucian leapt into the air and dived into the lava pool. 
 
    Heat and damage blasted his senses, blinding him. 
 
    You have taken 100 damage! HP: 10,970/11,070 
 
    Lucian reached out, his body burning as he swam down further. 
 
    You have taken 120 damage! HP: 10,850/11,070 
 
    The core couldn’t see anything but white-hot heat. Lava burned every inch of his avatar form, but he persisted. Sinking lower, he blindly moved his hand in front of him to grab at the succubus. 
 
    You have taken 257 damage! HP: 10,593/11,070 
 
    The damage was getting worse and the longer he was in the lava pool, the greater it would become. Swimming down further, he frantically reached out for her, hope dwindling away. 
 
    Fingers grazed something hard and Lucian took hold. 
 
    You have taken 560 damage! HP: 10,033/11,070 
 
    Lucian righted himself and swam upwards, limbs moving through molten molasses. The thing in his hand moved with him as he fought to reach the surface. For a long moment, he wasn’t sure he was even swimming in the right direction when his other hand touched air. 
 
    You have taken 1,333 damage! HP: 8,700/11,070 
 
    Lucian burst to the surface, his hand clamping onto the edge of the pool. With a pull, he dragged himself and the arm he was holding onto the hot ground. A groan escaped his lips as he pulled the succubus from the pool and laid her next to him. 
 
    Lucian quickly took inventory of himself, seeing that smoke rose up from his body and clothes, but nothing was burned. The damage was to him and not his mystical form. Seeing that he was still whole, he touched his hand to the fire demon’s cheek. 
 
    “Hestia,” he said to her blank expression. 
 
    Gaze darting to the side, he looked for a hole where the ice spike impaled the demon. When he didn’t see a wound, he raised an eyebrow. A giggling laugh began to rise and Lucian looked over to Hestia’s smiling wide grin. 
 
    “You should see the look on your face!” the demon woman cackled. 
 
    Lucian’s brow formed a sharp V. Hestia continued to laugh, her arms clutching at her stomach as she rolled from side to side.  
 
    “Oh no! I killed her!” the succubus giggled as if imitating what Lucian would say. 
 
    The core’s hand formed a fist before he slowly stood up. Hestia on the other hand, laughed and laughed. Tears of flame fell from the sides of her eyes as she pretended to stab herself with an imaginary spike and making choking sounds. 
 
    “Your face,” she repeated as she tried to get a hold of herself. 
 
    Lucian lifted his chin, turned and began to walk away. 
 
    Hestia turned onto her stomach, kicking her feet behind her. “Don’t be mad! I was just having some fun.” 
 
    “Yes, it was very funny,” Lucian said without looking back or slowing his step. 
 
    The fire succubus scrambled to her feet and ran after him.  
 
    “Don’t turn your back on me!” Hestia shouted. 
 
    Lucian let a small smirk appear, but didn’t show it to the succubus. 
Instead, his smirk melted away and he turned to the demoness. Hestia slowed and stood about four feet from him. 
 
    “I thought Queen Systra would have chosen a better vessel for an element. Clearly, she made a mistake.” 
 
    Hestia’s brow furled as flames grew around her. “How dare you!” 
 
    Lucian studied her with a bored gaze. He had seen the type before. Hestia appeared to be a little immature and clearly liked attention. She wouldn’t have gone through so much trouble just to make him a butt of her jokes. He didn’t know how long she was down here but clearly, she wanted to fuck with anyone she came across. 
 
    “I dare. I search for the Queen’s elemental daughters and instead, I found a child playing childish games.” 
 
    Hestia laughed. “You don’t know anything! The Queen whispered her desires about you, but I don’t see it! You’re just a man without any real power. The Queen made you and you belong to us. You belong to me!” 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow and let out his own little chuckle. Hestia’s eyes narrowed as she gritted her teeth in annoyance. 
 
    “You’re right, in some aspects. But I don’t wish to play any games. I’ll seal up the cavern and come back some other time. Maybe in a hundred years you might mature into a demon I want to associate with.” 
 
    “You need me!” Hestia hissed. 
 
    “I only need my queen,” Lucian said with a slight chuckle, turned and began walking. 
 
    Hestia’s fiery hair burned brighter as her arms were straight at her sides and fists trembling. “I will tell Mother about this insult!” 
 
    “No, I will tell her to pick another demon to be a fire elemental,” Lucian said whimsically. 
 
    Eyes widened as the fire succubus’s rage slipped into fear. Legs bent as she pounced. Lucian walked, feeling the heat, but didn’t turn around. Light glowed as she landed behind him, reached out and touched his shoulder. 
 
    “Please…don’t,” the succubus said in a small voice. 
 
    Lucian stopped and stood, his back to the flaming succubus. 
 
    Hestia bowed her head, “There must be something I can do to change your mind.” 
 
    “No, there isn’t,” Lucian smiled but didn’t turn around. 
 
    Hestia looked away, “I said those things in jest. I didn’t mean them.” 
 
    There it was, Lucian thought as he smiled. The succubus liked attention. It was a familiar trait he had seen before. The moment you take away the attention, those who crave it feel the loss. It spirals out of control and those who lose it want it back at any cost. 
 
    Lucian turned his head slightly, his smile gone. “I have many things I must attend to. Think about what you have done and maybe I will return.” 
 
    Lucian took one step forward when the succubus cried out. 
 
    “I’m really sorry! Don’t go! I only woke a little while ago and it’s all muddy. I…I thought you might have a sense of humor.” 
 
    “Only those who love me get to see my sense of humor,” Lucian said, his expression a stony mask. 
 
    Hestia bowed her head, but looked up with curious eyes. “I’m sure many love you and your dark power.” 
 
    Lucian turned to face the flaming succubus. Hestia let a small smile slip as the flames around her died down. Glowing skin cooled into a pale white. Flaming hair fell down around her, framing her face in orange and red curls. Details covered her body as her glowing horns cooled and hardened. The hair covering her sex was a bright orange like the hair on her head as a pointed tail moved between her legs. Long limbed and naked, she made no attempt to hide herself. 
 
    The core eyed her for a long moment before turning away and walking toward the jagged opening to his dungeon. Hestia’s smile disappeared and she followed in earnest. Trailing behind him, her gaze darted to the floor and to Lucian’s back. 
 
    The air cooled as Lucian stepped into the corridor, past the elemental. Power flowed into his limbs, head, and heart as he was safely back in his dungeon. Hestia followed, taking in the corridor and hugging her waist, a sudden chill sinking into her humanoid body. 
 
    “It’s cold,” she whined. 
 
    Lucian continued to walk, making his way to the first room to his right. Stepping in, he waved his hand and furniture began to appear. The illusion magic unfurled as a bed, couches and lanterns appeared. Thick blankets covered the lavish bed. 
 
    Hestia stepped in and she drank in the comforting warmth filling the room. Walking further in, she glanced to Lucian as he turned to her with a small smile on his lips. 
 
    “I thought I would create a place where we can talk,” Lucian smirked. 
 
    “I thought you created this place to fuck me,” Hestia said with a wicked grin. 
 
    “Is that what you want?” Lucian asked, his smile disappearing. 
 
    “Does it matter what I want?” Hestia chuckled. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “It does. It always matters what you want.” 
 
    Hestia’s eyes half closed as she sauntered closer. When she was a foot away from Lucian, she eyed him up and down before licking her lips. 
 
    “You’re a man and only have selfish desires. I can moan and cry and beg you to fuck me but you only want your satisfaction.” 
 
    “Opal said similar things,” Lucian said in a confident tone. 
 
    Hestia’s eyes widened a hair. “Opal? She’s here?” 
 
    Lucian noted her surprise and the fact that she knew the other elemental demon. 
 
    “She’s shy, but she’s strong. How did you tame her? How did you make her beg?” Hestia inquired. 
 
    “We are not talking about Opal. We are talking about you.” 
 
    The red-headed succubus paced back and forth before Lucian like a tiger ready to devour him. 
 
    “You survived the lava. You must be powerful. You managed to trick me with words. You must be clever. You seduced Opal, you must be well hung,” Hestia grinned. 
 
    “I serve Queen Systra. Who do you serve?” 
 
    Hestia blinked, but kept her wicked grin. “I serve my queen and mother. There is no one else.” 
 
    Lucian cracked a small smile before he sat on the couch. Hestia watched him and slowed her pacing. 
 
    The core patted the seat next to him. 
 
    Hestia looked to the empty seat and giggled. She sauntered over, hips moving from side to side, turned around and planted her bottom on the couch. Before she could get a word out, Lucian’s fingers touched her bare skin and moved with warm curiosity. 
 
    The touch was enough for the succubus to take in a deep breath, but her eyes were points of burning light. 
 
    “Is this where you take me until I give you my power?” Hestia giggled. 
 
    Lucian was quiet, his fingers running along her smooth, pale skin. He didn’t touch her breasts or between her thighs. Instead, he ran fingertips down her arm, touching her side and trailing down to her hip. The touch flowed as he ran tips over the top of her thighs and back again to her side. He leaned in, taking in her scent of burnt cinnamon and heated, earthy aromas. 
 
    Hestia’s mouth hung open as her body betrayed her. She watched him with half-closed eyes as his fingers touched her everywhere but her most sensitive places. The man’s breath was on her neck as he caused her heart to race and she found her hips moving slightly as she sat. 
 
    “What…what are you doing?” Hestia said in a low whisper, her temperature rising. 
 
    “Admiring you,” Lucian stated simply. 
 
    The moment the words left his mouth, Hestia let out a long gasp. The succubus shifted again in her seat as Lucian ran his fingers along her bare flesh. Thoughts swirled with desire as he saw she liked the attention. It was her drug of choice and he played to it, for both of them. He couldn’t deny her allure as she melted to his touch. She made no move to touch him, basking in his attention like a fine wine. The heated gasps grew as nails and fingertips ran along her small feminine curves. 
 
    “You… can’t do this,” Hestia sighed as her body relaxed. 
 
    “Queen Systra has decreed you belong to me,” Lucian said as his fingers ran down her inner thigh. 
 
    “I… only belong… to the queen,” Hestia moaned. 
 
    “Hestia, I have no desire to own anyone. Despite what was decreed, you may stay in my dungeon of your own free will. Until you tell me to stop, I will admire your mind and body for as long as I can.” 
 
    The succubus’s hips moved as her thighs parted. Eyes closed as she let Lucian touch her like a violin. 
 
    “My mind?” Hestia said with a confused whisper. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Yes. I want to know more and only our time together will reveal our histories, desires, and humor,” the core smiled. 
 
    The fire succubus sucked in a long breath as her thighs parted a little more and fingers touched her wet womanhood. Hips moved with cage power, swirling with the man’s touch as fingers dug into her seat. 
 
    “You like what I have to say?” Lucian whispered in her ear. 
 
    “I like what you have to say,” Hestia moaned as his fingers grazed her clit. 
 
    Wetness bloomed, touching Lucian’s fingers and spilling along her inner thighs. The heat in the room grew with each passing moment as the core played with her lust like a trained musician. Pink nipples hardened as the demoness couldn’t control herself, rubbing against his touch with primal needs. 
 
    Lucian leaned in closer, pressing his lips to Hestia’s neck as wet sounds rose up from his touch. 
 
    “Please… fuck me,” Hestia sighed as her inner world deepened with needs. 
 
    “No. You come first and then we see what happens next,” Lucian said with firm confidence. 
 
    A loud moan escaped Hestia’s lips as her hips moved faster. The very couch began to vibrate as she bit her lip. A hand grabbed Lucian’s wrist, keeping his fingers right where they needed to be. The moans grew as Lucian kissed her neck before licking at her burning hot skin. The demon’s inner world dripped with desire as she could barely contain herself. Nerves tightened to nearly the breaking point as she moaned louder, her tone growing desperate. 
 
    “Surrender,” Lucian whispered and kissed her neck once again. 
 
    Hestia’s eyes rolled into her head before a soul crushing moan filled the room. Wetness flashed as the inner dam cracked and exploded. Nerves tightened and erupted in magical fireworks. Hestia clamped her mouth shut, eyes rolled back and only showing the white. Body trembling, the succubus opened her mouth to a perfect oval as she shuddered uncontrollably. 
 
    Lucian watched with amused eyes. The succubus spoke in deep moans as wetness coated her inner thighs. Fingers drenched in lust, he continued to rub her sensitive clit, causing her to fall into a string of orgasms. Bliss chased away the darkness of her soul and she sang to any who would listen with long, wonderous moans. 
 
    The shuddering slowed. The trembling eased. Eyes rolled back into place, but a hunger glowed like a feral beast. Hestia knocked Lucian’s arm away before she was on him. Clawed hands ripped at his robes before they melted away before her eyes. She looked down to his firm, toned body and seeing his manhood standing erect under its own power. 
 
    “You… fucking monster,” Hestia said to Lucian’s cock, ignoring the rest of him. 
 
    The dungeon core smiled as she pushed him back and took hold of his member. The succubus was on him, pressing the head of his throbbing member to her dripping valley. She forced her way down, the emptiness within slowly being filled. 
 
    “Fucking hurt me!” the succubus seethed as inches spread her tight space. 
 
    Letting go of his cock, she smeared her wetness across Lucian’s face and mouth as her hips moved, forcing her inner world to accommodate his thick member. Lucian licked his lips, watching as Hestia wanted to satisfy her needs and become the main attraction. The lust in the air was potent as her hips worked up and down, impaling herself on the Lucian. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” the succubus screamed as Lucian put an arm behind his head. 
 
    Hestia stared like a hungry beast as her hips thrust down with power. Romance was gone as pure need reigned over her body. Small breasts bounced as she rapidly lost control of herself, squeezing with the power of a vice. 
 
    “Stay with me and many will give you the attention you so desire,” Lucian said with warm confidence. 
 
    Hestia moaned like a dagger stabbed at heart. Eyes widened as another orgasm crashed into her, followed by another. She screamed her needs as she forced her body down to the hilt. 
 
    “You… fucking… man!” Hestia spit on his chest but didn’t slow down. 
 
    Lucian reached up and grabbed the succubus by the back of the neck. He forced her head down until she was inches from his chest were a large drop of saliva slowly streaked downwards. Hestia humped Lucian’s rock-hard cock as her tongue snaked out and licked up the spit. She grinned as he stared at her with a hard brow. Lucian let go and Hestia sat up, her body bobbing down on the core’s magical member. 
 
    “Fuck you… Master,” Hestia said before poking her tongue against her inner cheek. 
 
    Lucian stared as the succubus bit down on her tongue with an audible “Crunch!” Lips parting, Hestia grinned as blood flowed from her mouth, spilling down her neck and between her breasts. She continued to ride Lucian as she reached up and pulled a chunk of flesh that was the tip of her pointed tongue. Bloody teeth shined in the low light as she took her other hand and grabbed Lucian’s neck. She squeezed but it was Lucian who allowed his lips to part, mouth opening. 
 
    Hestia made strange gurgling sounds as she used her thighs to rise and fall on the thick member between them. The succubus rammed the end of the severed tongue into Lucian’s mouth and closed his mouth. Lucian chewed for a moment, power running along his body like an electric current. Blood washed over his senses as Hestia giggled with more blood spilling out. The core savored her taste before he gulped down the half-chewed chunk of tongue. 
 
    Power flared as bliss cascaded along Lucian. Tethers formed and flowed, extra power snaking down to his crystal core. It surged with power as everything cemented into place, hearts and minds part of the magical web of the dungeon.  
 
    You have gained 1,000 Hit Points! 
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Elemental Sphere! 
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Necromancy Sphere!  
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Alteration Sphere! 
 
    You have gained the ability Mirror Image! 
 
    Hestia is now your Concubine! 
 
    Power filled and regenerated Lucian’s spheres as the succubus continued to ride him. Hestia stuck out the stub of her tongue, flesh and muscle regenerating. Lucian could barely see through the surge of power as her tongue had become whole again right before his eyes.  
 
    Blood covered their bodies as Lucian let out a loud grunt and his cock thickened. Hestia cried out in glee as her inner world was spread nearly to the breaking point before magical come spurted into her tight space. She moaned and giggled like a mental patient, feeling the core’s power paint her inner world in bliss. Energy filled her and she moaned her approval. 
 
    When the bliss and power died a little between them, Lucian sighed as Hestia didn’t stop riding his still hard member. 
 
    “What do we do now?” the succubus said with a wicked leer. 
 
    “We make sure your healed mouth is up to a new task,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    “Yes, Master,” Hestia said before she licked her lips. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun slowly set on another day. The last rays blinked out as stars began to emerge from the slowly darkening sky. The sound of hooves crashed along the forest floor as men and women in white armor pushed their steeds to the limit. Gazes cut through the forest as the last ray of sunlight disappeared behind the horizon, night casting her blanket across the lands once again. 
 
    In the distance, a dungeon entrance stood as night cloaked the world. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
    Ida smiled as she pushed the thin needle through the fabric. Roxxy stood with her arms out, patiently letting the succubus work on a new outfit. The warm air of the crafts chamber flowed as the thin, small succubus continued her work. 
 
    Rayce poked his head through the open door and saw the mimic and succubus. With a wide grin, he stepped in and grabbed a chair. Sliding it to him, he sat down across from the pair and admired the dress hanging on Roxxy’s form. 
 
    “You look good in a dress,” Rayce smiled. 
 
    Roxxy’s face remained a blank mask. “Should I cook and clean for you as well?” 
 
    Rayce sucked in some air and let out a pleasing hum. “That would be wonderful, but I’ve tasted your cooking before.” 
 
    Roxxy’s black brow hardened but a smirk appeared. “Sorry.” 
 
    Rayce bowed his head. “I’ll cook, clean, and find us gold. You wear pretty dresses and snuggle with me.” 
 
    “I can live with that arrangement,” Roxxy blew him a kiss. 
 
    Ida looked up with a happy grin. “You both are so cute! I just want to fuck you both.” 
 
    Rayce raised an eyebrow and looked to Roxxy.  
 
    The mimic smiled, “We can talk about it later.” 
 
    Rayce turned his gaze to Ida, “She didn’t say no.” 
 
    Ida nodded and went back to sewing. “Thank you Roxxy for helping me. My sisters never stay still long enough and I’ve stabbed them a few times.” 
 
    “I’m happy to help. It has been a little boring the last few days and I needed to get out of the bedchamber. Rayce can’t keep his hands off of me.” 
 
    Rayce pretended the words cut at his heart. “You initiated every time.” 
 
    “You could have said no,” Roxxy sighed. 
 
    “Why would I say no? Why would anyone say no? You confuse me!” 
 
    “You turn me on when your confused,” Roxxy smiled. 
 
    “You must be turned on all the time,” Rayce said and his smile faded as he realized he just insulted himself. 
 
    Ida tried to hold back the laughter as she worked. The succubus put the needle through the cloth again as she regained her composure. 
 
    “My previous masters never let me do this kind of work. They wanted me to simply serve the guests. It’s satisfying knowing I can be more than just my body, not that I don’t like it.” 
 
    Roxxy looked down to the succubus. “Is Lucian a good master?” 
 
    Ida looked up with bright eyes, “He’s the best! He didn’t say anything when I moved into this room. He thanks and compliments me every time he sees me, for the outfits. I can’t remember when I last felt this good. It’s almost as good as being in an orgy.” 
 
    “Is it getting hot in here,” Rayce said and pulled at his collar. 
 
    Roxxy kept her gaze on the succubus, “Do you see yourself staying here?” 
 
    Ida nodded as she went back to work. “I’ll follow Master anywhere. He wants to do great things like bring balance back to Lukken. He’s such a dreamer, but a hot powerful one.” 
 
    Rayce eyed the pair before noticing the inquisitive look in Roxxy’s eyes. Hearing what she was asking spoke volumes as he saw she was trying to make up her mind about remaining in the dungeon. 
 
    “If you wanted to leave, could you?” Roxxy’s words came out measured. 
 
    Ida stabbed the needle through the cloth again, “We are not prisoners or slaves. I’m sure if we wanted to, we could.” 
 
    The mimic nodded before turning her attention to the shadowmancer sitting before her. They spoke without speaking, their minds bridging to the same idea.  
 
    Rayce felt it deep within, the mimic concerned about having children in such a place. They had talked about it, knowing they wouldn’t have to raise them since mimics are on their own the moment they are spawned. It was the concern of their lives in a place they could be hunted or killed. Rayce liked the idea of having children and insisted they could still raise them. Despite the paradise Lukken had become, some racial divides were too deep. Mimics were distrusted by most of the races for their shapeshifting abilities. Even after nearly a thousand years of peace, they were still scorned from most civilized cities and towns. 
 
    “We can be there for them,” Rayce said in a soft voice. 
 
    Roxxy gave a small, shy nod. 
 
    “I’m almost done. Then, we can talk about having an orgy,” Ida said plainly as she continued to work. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nadia walked along a corridor on the 2nd level as moans and gasps floated with the dungeon air. The blue succubus peeked into rooms, adventures and succubi caught in carnal acts. It had been continuous over the day, people arriving with smiles before they encountered succubi and quickly surrendered. The scent of sex filled the air as demons and people could not stop themselves or their desires. 
 
    The blue succubus stepped along, making sure nothing grew out of hand. Hand grazing her whip on one hip, she used her other hand to touch the short sword at her other hip. She didn’t require such weapons, but Lucian thought she should at least appear like she was ready to enforce his will if called upon. 
 
    Thinking of her master, her eyes softened as she missed him. Faint tendrils caressed her spirit as she felt him find and seduce another elemental concubine. His orgasms touched her alert senses, their bond growing stronger with each night. A faint dream of waiting for him and punishing him for not including her caused a small smirk to form. 
 
    A sigh fell from her blue lips before she strolled on. A doorway stood open further down the corridor as an undead man stood by it. Jon turned his glowing eyes to the approaching succubus and gave a weak smile. Nadia approached, nodding to him and looking into the room. 
 
    Pink gave muffled moans as several men took her at once. The succubus’s eyes rolled into her head on the wide bed as men panted and groaned, their members deep within every orifice. Nadia could see the demon woman was well fed as some adventures asked for her by name. 
 
    Nadia turned her attention back to Jon, “You like watching over her?” 
 
    Jon gave a nod, his smile remaining. 
 
    “I wish death didn’t come for you. I’m sure many of us would have rewarded you for your protection,” Nadia said with a small smile. 
 
    Jon stood at attention, decaying hand on his sword. 
 
    Nadia touched his cheek before she moved on. She had counted roughly twenty-seven adventurers. With the arrival of night, the number could easily double. Seeing and hearing the many bodies caught in a primal embrace, stoked Nadia’s own fire. Thoughts flowed to Lucian again, firmly needing her master. She planned his seduction and warmth touched her. 
 
    The succubus turned a corner when she stopped in her tracks. Points of light glowed against the edges of her senses and her heart began to beat a little faster. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucian lay, Hestia snuggled close. The core looked to her, holding the succubus in his arms. The calmness of their breathing flowed to a natural rhythm. Hestia had wanted more, but quickly passed out. Lucian figured her awakening and the back and forth between them tired out the demoness. 
 
    “More,” Hestia whispered, but kept her eyes closed. 
 
    Lucian smiled as he held her. He thought to himself that he could go a few more times, but his new power tickled the back of his mind. Calling up his stats, he eyed them as Hestia sighed and wrapped her leg around his waist. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 12,070/12,070 
 
    Abyss Shards: 7 
 
    Rooms: 74 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 370/370 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 370/370 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 370/370 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
      
 
    Creation Abilities 
 
    Create Iron Golem  
 
      
 
    The power was there, writhing under his mystical form and along his core. Finding two elemental succubi had increased his power faster than simply building rooms and pulling abyssal shards from the rift. Gathering the other six concubines would dramatically increase his power and he could begin his design for balance across Lukken. 
 
    The designs were there of conquest, elevating Systra to goddess and bringing a darkness back to Lukken. He dreamed of showing the world what it meant to truly live. The immortals were gone, unable or unwilling to restore the need of conflict. The people, content to live in a world without a challenge. They learned nothing from the legends of the dragons and the Sormir. Even the dragons that survived to this day since the war and the Great Migration, seemed content to let Lukken continue to be a paradise. The very thought burned at Lucian as he knew it only hindered their potential. 
 
    What if you became a god? 
 
    Lucian’s brow wrinkled, unsure if it was his own thought or coming from a dark influence. The tether was there, between him and Queen Systra, but she had become quiet every time she visited his dreams. If she was elevated to goddess, would she take him with her? Would she keep him as a loyal general in her armies or would she make him her consort? Godhood had been a thought many times in his life, but now it felt real, no matter how small the chance. Making Systra a goddess would give him the knowledge and tools to achieve it on his own. Was this what Systra wanted or what he wanted? 
 
    Inner thoughts stormed on before Lucian quieted his mind. Building an empire would take a long time and all of his energy. He would ask himself the question again at a later date. For now, he held Hestia close, wanting to wake her for another taste of bliss. 
 
    Light touched his spirit and the dungeon core shivered. Hestia’s eyes flashed open and she pushed herself up to sitting position. Lucian sat up, senses dialed to eleven and feeling every whisper and body in his dungeon. 
 
    Five bright points of light entered the main entrance on the surface. 
 
    Lucian said nothing as his mind left his avatar and appeared in the main corridor. Five people in white armor stepped in, hands on hammers and maces hanging from their belts. Four of them wore helmets, covering their heads and faces but the leader walked with his face and hair in plain view. A square jaw, bright eyes and perfect hair graced his looks. The man in white armor looked from side to side before his gaze turned upwards and stared directly into Lucian’s incorporeal mind. 
 
    “It senses us,” the man grinned. 
 
    The group halted and the man addressed the air above him. 
 
    “Show yourself or we will slay every vile creature in this place until we reach you,” the man said with deadly confidence. 
 
    Lucian pulled away and sank down into his avatar as Hestia blinked at him. 
 
    “Get to the lower level and stay there. Make sure no one leaves the lower level,” Lucian ordered and slipped off the bed. 
 
    Magical robes appeared and settled on Lucian’s body as he stood to his full height. 
 
    “I can fight!” Hestia shouted as she jumped off the bed, her skin glowing and her hair turning to flames. 
 
    “I know you can, but I need you and Opal to defend the lower level. We have enemies at the gate and I need both of you to protect our dwellers and my core should we need it.” 
 
    Hestia growled his annoyance, but before she could get a word in, Lucian blinked away. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nadia was rushing back down the corridor when Lucian appeared before her. The succubus skidded to a halt, eyes on her master. 
 
    “Five paladins have entered the dungeon. They have demanded I come see them. I will inform our dwellers to stay away from the main corridor and protect our other guests. I need you to lead them as I speak with the paladins,” Lucian instructed. 
 
    “The adventurers here could be in on it. It could be an invasion,” Nadia said, hand on her short sword. 
 
    “I don’t believe so. The way they came off felt like they are on their own. In either case, our guests need to be watched for everyone’s protection. Guard them and make sure no harm comes to them unless they make the first strike. We will not be goaded into bloodshed until we have more information.” 
 
    Lucian placed a hand on Nadia’s shoulder, “We are in a delicate time. Our crusade cannot end before it started. Follow my commands and be ready to fight.” 
 
    Nadia’s lip wrinkled in dismay, but she nodded in agreement. 
 
    Lucian used his Mind Speak ability, touching all of his dwellers and speaking to them at once. 
 
    “Everyone, guide our guests to the farthest parts of the dungeon’s 2nd level for their protection. We have guests I must speak to. Stay away from the main entrance corridor until further notice,” Lucian’s words flowed like silk over the dungeon’s denizens. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Nadia once again, “I instructed Hestia and Opal to guard the Core level. Stay on this level and keep everyone in line.” 
 
    “Her name is Hestia,” Nadia said with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    Lucian gave the blue succubus a small smile. “Yes. She is a fire elemental demon and I think you’ll like her. Follow my commands and we can discuss later.” 
 
    Nadia gave a strong nod. 
 
    Lucian blinked away just as bodies spilled into corridors, succubi guiding naked people away and deeper into the dungeon. 
 
    At the entrance, the five paladins began marching again. The leader walked ahead, eyes and nerves alert and hand resting on a hammer hanging from his belt. Cool air flowed from the entrance but the hot blood of excitement surged from the five holy warriors as they advanced deeper down the wide, main corridor.  
 
    The paladins barely made it in a hundred feet when a figure in a red robe emerged from the darkness, shadows covering most of his face in the flickering torchlight. 
 
    “It finally graces us with its presence,” the handsome leader said with a dubious smirk. 
 
    “You have my attention at the moment. What brings fine paladins like yourselves to my home?” Lucian said plainly. 
 
    The group of paladins slowed, hands hovering close to their weapons. The leader kept his intense gaze as he took a few more steps, standing before Lucian. 
 
    “I’m Boro Shepard, Battle Priest of Drogoss,” Boro said with an amused smirk. 
 
    Lucian bowed his head slightly, but never took his eyes off the paladin. “Lucian Malyx. If we are going by titles, you can address me as Divine Overlord Malyx.” 
 
    Boro shook his head, “An evil being with a sense of humor. How droll.” 
 
    Lucian smirked as he tapped his power. 
 
    You have used 50 points of the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 320/370 
 
    “I don’t believe we will be doing that,” Boro said with a sarcastic edge.  
 
    Lucian’s expression didn’t change. “Since this is a less than cordial visit, how can I help you, Boro Shepard?” 
 
    “We’ve come for a particular visitor to your dungeon. Hand him over and we will be on our way. Perhaps, we can let this whole encounter go if you cooperate with us.” 
 
    Lucian’s smirk faded away as he raised an eyebrow. His first thought was Jon who had stumbled to his dungeon to die in Pink’s arms, but as he observed the paladins before him and the look of high justice in their eyes, they were after someone else. 
 
    “We have a lot of visitors, especially lately. Are you sure they haven’t left already?” 
 
    Boro’s gaze took on a shrewd look. “Don’t be a fool. You’re allowed to reside here deep in the woods, but you were instructed to cooperate with us. You have a criminal in your midst and he is to be arrested and judged for his crimes. If you do not hand him over, we will be forced to dismantle your dungeon until we find him.” 
 
    The paladin took another step closer, chest out and eyes hard. “If you resist or play any games, an army of light will make your dungeon a smoking crater.” 
 
    Lucian didn’t budge as he looked the paladin straight in the eyes. Senses expanding, he sized up Boro and his fellow paladins. They all wore the familiar white armor of their order. Helmets covered the four behind him but even through the eye slits, he could see an eagerness. One of the paladin’s in the back was the only one with wide eyes. 
 
    “Does this visitor have a name?” Lucian asked as he plotted out his moves and counter moves. 
 
    Boro gave a small nod. “Rayce Smyth, Shadowmancer and thief. He has burgled many wealthy residents below and above Journey Road. His crimes have not gone unnoticed and he was last seen in a nearby town.” 
 
    The paladin’s gaze narrowed. “Evil has been stamped out for a long time. To have a creature like yourself who worships the abyss and being a new resident, this would be the most ideal place to hide.” 
 
    “So much effort for a thief? He must be dangerous, more so than you’re letting on. Tell me Boro, if he is such a wanted man, why wasn’t he caught already?” 
 
    Boro clenched his jaw. “Irvas told us to keep an eye on you and your demons, but personally, I don’t care for Lord and Lady Ashbridge’s decrees. They may have instructed Irvas and the church to stay their hands but we serve a higher power. Hand over the criminal. If you utter another word to the contrary or continue to play the fool, we will be forced to judge by divine right and lay waste to this pit of evil.” 
 
    Lucian stood his ground as two figures emerged from the dark corridor behind him. The core smirked as he felt Nadia’s electrical energy coiling along her arms while Rayce drew his short sword.  
 
    The paladins behind Boro drew their hammers and maces, taking battle stances. Boro looked over Lucian’s shoulder and licked his lips in anticipation. 
 
    “Your unholy residency has come to an end,” the paladin stated with a confident hiss. 
 
    “Blinded by the light,” Lucian said with dark contempt. 
 
    Boro took hold of his hammer, unslung it from his belt and held it at the ready. “Hand him over.”   
 
    “Master?” Nadia asked as energy curled along her arms. 
 
    Rayce took a stance with sharp eyes and a loose wrist, short sword gleaming in the torch light. 
 
    Lucian mentally braced himself, wondering how much damage could five paladins do. 
 
    “Subdue, but do not kill,” Lucian commanded. 
 
    Boro grinned as he lifted his hammer in a flash and brought it down. The hammer glowed just as a white aura appeared around the paladin’s body. Lucian stayed his ground as the hammer came down and connected with his head. 
 
    Energies sparked and surged as Lucian barely moved from the blow. 
 
    You have taken 172 damage! HP: 11,898/12,070 
 
    “Not enough,” Lucian whispered in his mind before bedlam erupted. 
 
    Nadia screeched as she lifted her arms. Rayce charged, body low and short sword out. The four paladins behind Boro charged, two moving to Boro’s sides while the other two darted toward the incoming shadowmancer. 
 
    Lucian gave Boro a hard gaze as the shocked paladin drew back his hammer for another strike. Hand up, Lucian charged it with energy from his Necromancy Sphere. The move was quick and powerful as black energy pooled along his palm and aimed at the paladin’s chest. 
 
    You have spent 100 points of the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 270/370 
 
    Black lightning blasted forward, striking Boro’s aura. The paladin lost his balance as he stumbled back, his aura taking the brunt of the damage. When he regained his footing, the other two paladins raised maces and brought them down on each of Lucian’s shoulders. 
 
    You have taken 101 damage! HP: 11,797/12,070 
 
    You have taken 111 damage! HP: 11,686/12,070 
 
    Holy energy crashed into Lucian’s avatar disrupting his form for a split second. The experiment to see what holy damage would do was enlightening and a little painful. Maces pulled back as Boro charged. Lucian made mental notes as he diverted Necromancy energy into each of his hands. The paladins were confident, but lacked true experience against great evils. Lucian on the other hand was ready to give them lessons. 
 
    You have spent 200 points of the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 70/370 
 
    Hands out, black lightning surged and blasted forward. Each bolt slammed into the two paladins before him, cracking their auras and sending them hurtling into the walls. Backs crashed into stone as they slid down to trembling armored legs, each one looking to the other one with a sliver of fear.  
 
    Nadia unleashed lightning at the two paladins charging her and Rayce. One ducked to the side and brought up their mace. Rayce was on them, short sword slicing down and parried by the warrior in white armor. The other one tried dodging to the side, but lightning crashed into their aura, cracking it and snaking in. The paladin cried out as a small electrical bolt slammed into their shoulder and spun them around. Nadia reared back her arms and shouted as she focused both bolts on the one paladin she had injured. The paladin lifted up a hand and hammer before both bolts struck home. The white aura cracked and shattered. The paladin prayed for more power when another bolt struck them in the midsection. 
 
    The paladin’s eyes widened behind the visor before they clutched at their scorched armor over their stomach and crumpled to the stone floor. Moans rose up as healing light glowed from under the downed paladin. 
 
    Rayce laughed, kicking out his boot and slicing with his short sword. The paladin moved with liquid grace, despite the armor, swinging their mace and missing by inches. Rayce bent his knees and flipped up, the heel of his boot missing the paladin’s helmet. The shadowmancer landed on his feet while his free hand drew a dagger and flicked his wrist. The dagger spun as the paladin advanced, stabbing between two armored plates and hearing a grunt. Rayce smiled as he advanced, sword swinging, but the paladin didn’t slow down, mace parrying each incoming slice and keeping a healthy distance. 
 
    “Foul beast!” Boro shouted as he brought his glowing hammer down, striking Lucian’s shoulder. 
 
    You have taken 210 damage! HP: 11,476/12,070 
 
    Lucian summarized the damage he took was doubled holy damage. Staying his ground, his shoulder barely moved. Boro’s confidence slipped as he saw Lucian’s blank gaze and power glowing along his hands. The other two paladins cautiously advanced again, moving to each side of Boro. 
 
    “You should have brought more men,” Lucian said nonchalantly as he channeled energy from his Elemental Sphere. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 220/370 
 
    “Drogoss’s power will smite you back to the abyss whence you came!” Boro shouted as divine energy surged into his hammer. 
 
    “Not tonight,” the dungeon core flicked his hand like shooing away a fly. 
 
    Stone bricks shifted and pulled from the walls. Each one held a point of power and a hundred floated like a parted swarm. The paladins to either side of Boro glanced around in horror as they were surrounded. Boro ignored the swarm, bringing his hammer down with a defiant shout. 
 
    The hammer struck Lucian’s face and power exploded. 
 
    You have taken 400 holy damage! HP: 11,076/12,070 
 
    Lucian’s inner self smiled as he channeled a few points from his Alteration Sphere. 
 
    Boro’s arm shook as he slowly pulled it away. Wide eyes stared, wishing to see how much damage he had caused. Instead, a demonic face stared back with horns and glowing eyes. Lucian’s features took on a traditional devilish appearance as a pointed tongue licked dark red lips. 
 
    “You insult and attack me in my own home? Your flesh will feed the insects in my dungeon for a long time before I reanimate you to my will!” Lucian growled before flicking his hand again. 
 
    Boro took a step back, horror and shock painting his handsome features. Floating stones swirled into a whirlwind. Nadia stood over the paladin she had taken down, watching as they weakly tried to heal themselves. Rayce continued his attacks, keeping the other paladin at bay. 
 
    Boro and the two paladins at his sides backed up before the swarm of stones halted and launched like cannon fire. Lucian watched with his demonic expression as stone bricks slammed into the three paladins before him in rapid fire. A paladin cried out as he was struck down, his aura shattering and stone denting his armor. The other one dropped his mace as many stones crashed into him, knocking him around like a drunkard stumbling from a tavern. The assault spun on, stones crashing into the three with unbridled power. Boro cried out as a stone struck his unarmored head. A spurt of blood shot into the air as the same blood-stained stone came around and crashed into his armored stomach. The maelstrom was relentless as the three paladins tried to retreat. 
 
    Boro tried to shout orders, but never got a word out edgewise as stone bricks crashed into his armored body. A paladin to his right fell and soon, the one to his left crashed into a wall, slid down and fell face first. Retreating, Boro crossed his arms, pushing through the stone storm and looking for the exit. 
 
    Lucian watched with interested eyes as Boro pushed on, his body taking damage, but not giving up. The paladin fell to all fours and forced himself back to his feet as stones rained down. His armor was dented all over his body from the strikes but he pushed on. Eyes searched for the exit. He knew he wasn’t that far in. Why did it seem like there was no exit in sight? 
 
    The darkness parted and a lone earth elemental finished sealing the entrance. Boro cursed before a stone hit him in the back of his head and sent him crashing to the floor, barely breathing. 
 
    Nadia turned her attention to the paladin fighting with Rayce. Lifting her hand, energy curled before it shot out. Rayce kept up his attacks, the paladin fully engaged with him when a thick lightning bolt struck their side. The paladin cried out and Rayce spun around, slamming his heel sideways against the paladin’s helmet and sending it flying. The shadowmancer finished his spin, short sword up and ready to demand the paladin’s surrender when he sucked in a breath in confused astonishment. 
 
    Lucian let the power go, the stones hovering in the air before they crashed down to the floor. 
 
    “Nadia, Rayce, let this be an example of what we are trying to do here. These paladins haven’t dealt with power like ours in a long time. They have grown soft and full of false bravery. Take these paladins to the cells and…” the core was cut off. 
 
    “Lucian,” Rayce said with a soft tone. 
 
    Lucian turned to see what was troubling the shadowmancer when his demonic eyes widened in disbelief. 
 
    A troll woman was on her hands and knees, looking up at Lucian with sad eyes. Her hair was jet black and tied back, two streaks of blue running from her temples. She didn’t make a sound as her gaze connected to Lucians’. Time stood still as Lucian turned his entire body to the troll, his face turning back to normal. 
 
    “Lota,” the dungeon core whispered in the flickering torchlight. 
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    A paladin grunted as they tried to get back up, wounds mostly healed. Nadia eyed the paladin until they nearly stood up under their own power, when she raised her sword and slammed the flat side across their helmet. The paladin stumbled before the blue succubus raised a hand and blasted out a stream of lightning. The paladin didn’t have a chance to recover, their body slamming into a wall and falling to the floor once again. 
 
    Lucian and Rayce did nothing as they stared down at the blue-skinned troll. Lota stayed on all fours, lips closed and eyes shimmering pools of sorrow.  
 
    “Master?” Nadia said. 
 
    Lucian didn’t respond, Nadia’s voice like a whisper in the distance. 
 
    “Lucian!” the succubus said firmly. 
 
    Lucian woke from the moment and turned his head slightly to Nadia. “Gather some of the succubi. Strip the paladins of their weapons and armor and place them in a cell.” 
 
    “We should kill them,” Nadia said with a harsh tone. 
 
    Lucian looked to Lota once again, “If we kill them, how will they learn?” 
 
    Nadia raised an eyebrow before furling her brow. “What about her?” 
 
    “Rayce, help me escort this troll paladin to another location. I have questions,” Lucian said in an even tone. 
 
    The shadowmancer nodded as he approached, short sword pointed at Lota. The troll made it to her feet, but her shoulders were deflated and head bowed. She was silent as a grave as Rayce gestured with his sword.  
 
    Lucian called on his Elemental Sphere. 
 
    You have spent 100 points of your Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 120/370 
 
    Two earth elementals rose up from the stone floor and formed humanoid bodies. 
 
    “Repair the corridor,” Lucian said to the elementals before he sent a mental command to the elemental at the entrance to unseal it. 
 
    Succubi emerged from the darkness, moving to Nadia’s side. Nadia pointed to the fallen paladins and instructed them to bring them to the cells on the 2nd level. The demon women did as they were told, taking hold of arms, lifting the paladins and dragging them across the floor. 
 
    Boro moaned and his eyes fluttered as he was dragged away. Several succubi glanced to their master and the paladin troll before they moved into the writhing darkness of the main corridor. 
 
    Lucian began walking behind Rayce and Lota, his mind making a mental image and connecting his Mind Speak ability to a dark-skinned succubus. 
 
    “Opal, I will have a guest on the Core level. Please bring chains and cuffs to the chamber I’m picturing. Anchor them to the center of the floor,” Lucian whispered in her mind. 
 
    The dungeon core felt her nod. 
 
    Nadia watched her master, Rayce and the paladin move further down the main corridor and soon they were gone. 
 
    Lucian walked, thoughts shifting away from Lota. He would speak with her when she was safely bound. For now, he thought about the fight with the paladins and the implications of their arrival. Calling up his stats, he looked them over as he walked. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 11,076/12,070 
 
    Abyss Shards: 7 
 
    Rooms: 74 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 120/370 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 70/370 
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    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
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    Mulling over his power, he had spent far too much from his spheres. If the fight was a prolonged one, he eventually would have been at a disadvantage. He had enough hit points to last, but his offensive power is not where he was comfortable. Thinking it over, it made sense for a dungeon core to have a lot of stamina, but the true power was in their minions. If he sent his succubi into battle, they would have swarmed the paladins, but some of their lives may have been lost.  
 
    Descending a set of stairs, he contemplated his role. Entering a battle was a minor mistake, but the knowledge he gained from the experiment helped establish new strategies. Testing himself against holy power showed it didn’t have the advantage over him he thought it may. True, if they had more paladins, it would have been a tougher battle, but Lucian was confident they still would have overcome the odds. 
 
    Lucian looked to Lota as she descended the stairs before him. Something was amiss and he had to get to the bottom of it. With five paladins missing, it won’t be long before others come searching for them. The clock had started and if they didn’t prepare for a fight, Lucian’s crusade to restore balance to the Lukken will be stopped before it truly started. 
 
    “Nadia, make sure none of our visitors see the paladins before they are put in their cells. Release the visitors if they wish to go, once the entrance is reopened.” Lucian whispered in Nadia’s mind. 
 
    “I still think we should slay them and dispose of their bodies in the wild tunnels,” Nadia whispered back. 
 
    “Their deaths will not allow us to bargain when others come looking for them. Keep them alive. We will discuss strategies when I’m finished,” Lucian whispered back. 
 
    There was a moment of silence before Nadia spoke again. 
 
    “She was with you in the Twin Points dungeon. I remember her and how you left her when you no longer needed her. Why is she getting special treatment? She should be locked up with the rest.” 
 
    “We will discuss it later, when I have answers,” Lucian said with an ethereal firmness in his voice. 
 
    Nadia sensed it and cut off contact. 
 
    Corridors twisted and turned before Lucian took point and led Rayce and Lota to a medium sized room. Opal was there with a tool belt and a small mound of chains on the floor. The dark-skinned succubus bowed her head as she backed off. 
 
    “Put her in chains,” Lucian ordered. 
 
    Rayce took hold of the paladin’s arm and brought her to the center of the room. Opal approached and the pair picked up cuffs connected to chains. Lota didn’t resist, holding out her arms. Cuffs clamped onto wrists and Opal secured them shut with a small swing of her hammer on the pins. Rayce took hold of the straps to Lota’s armor, removing pieces as the troll stood, head bowed. When the chains were firmly in place and Lota’s armor was removed, Opal moved to the doorway. 
 
    “Lucian… I,” Rayce began as he held Lota’ armor in his arms. 
 
    “Leave me with her. She will not be harmed,” Lucian said plainly. 
 
    Rayce nodded before he hurried out of the chamber, Opal close behind and closing the metal door. 
 
    The air grew still as Lucian looked to Lota and her gaze on the floor. The clothes she wore barely covered her tall body, lantern light touching her blue skin. She made no move to cover up, standing with her head bowed. 
 
    “First Rayce finds his way here and then you appear with a group of paladins. It cannot be a coincidence,” Lucian words echoed through the chamber. 
 
    Lota looked away but remained silent. 
 
    “Speak to me. Tell me your thoughts, not as an adversary, but as two people who once knew each other,” Lucian said softly. 
 
    “You said I was free,” Lota stated simply. 
 
    Lucian listened as the troll continued. 
 
    “Those words haunted me when I woke in a wagon, carted from the dungeon where you stole some of my essence and left me. The words and meaning never truly faded from my heart.” 
 
    Lota raised her gaze, connecting with Lucian’s eyes. “Boro came here because I was feeding him information. You have maybe a few days before more from the Order will come searching for them.” 
 
    “Them?” Lucian said as he saw she didn’t include herself in the equation. 
 
    Lota nodded. “Boro is a valued paladin and he will be missed, even if this adventure was a secret one.” 
 
    “You knew I was here?” 
 
    Lota blinked slowly before parting her dark lips, “I had a suspicion when Irvas spoke with Lord and Lady Ashbridge in the main council chamber. I was there, listening as the paladin explained what he felt, a pit of darkness growing at the edge of his senses. He had received visions of succubi and a heart of darkness. I immediately thought of you.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head slightly, “Rayce informed me two years had passed since we last saw each other. I find it hard to believe you stumbled on my resurrection by pure chance.” 
 
    Lota continued as if she didn’t hear him, “Irvas was going to investigate the darkness and wipe it out when he found it. The Lord and Lady commanded him not to after I spoke to them in private. They had learned about the Twin Points dungeon to the south of Journey road and they were interested if another had appeared close to their kingdom.” 
 
    “How did they learn of Twin Points?” 
 
    Lota smiled. “I told them. As a paladin of Vala, they invited me into their bedroom to help heal their marriage. I could not say no, joining them in Vala’s healing arts. I have been in Eymore for months, bringing happiness where they thought it was forever lost. They had become so happy; I was made a royal priestess and advisor to the kingdom of Eymore.” 
 
    Lucian’s eyes narrowed as he saw the sliver of shadow in Lota’s eyes. It pulsed like a living thing, tendrils of abyssal energy melding with the light. 
 
    “A succubus dungeon would be very entertaining to the local kingdoms. I talked of the prosperity of Twin Points and they were eager to entertain their people. A place where adventurers could explore and spend their sexual energy would be a boon to locals, giving them some purpose and excitement.” 
 
    The troll shrugged before she continued, “Or course, I didn’t care for any of it. Lord and Lady Ashbridge are so consumed by their rekindled bliss, it was easy to curb the decrees of eliminating evil from Lukken.” 
 
    Lucian eyed the troll paladin, “Lota, what happened to you?” 
 
    The troll gave a simple smile. “You did. You opened my eyes to things I never saw before. I wandered after leaving Twin Points, my heart and my faith in shreds. I began seeing what you saw, the constant light and the meager darkness. It burned at me how right you were, how I live my life to heal a pain that was no longer there. There is no great evil or balance, just the light. 
 
    “When we met in the tavern on that dark and rainy night, you never asked me why I approached you and Rayce. I could see the look of determination in your eyes and a hunger that lit my soul, but you never knew the true reason.” 
 
    Lota sank down to her knees, chains coiling around her as if all her energy left at once. She stared at the floor, lost in a memory before she looked up with innocent eyes. 
 
    “Vala spoke to me in a dream. She told me to stay away from you. The goddess tempted me to leave the night before, but when she showed me a glimpse of your dark future, I thought I could change it. I thought my purpose was to bring you back to the light.” 
 
    Lota let out a small laugh, “I thought I could heal my darkness if I healed yours first. Then, your words cut through me, showing me, I could be free of the pain I carried. I was such a fool to dwell with chains of my own making around my neck. I wasn’t there during the great war. My people paid for their actions long ago. Lukken had become paradise, but since I was young, I wondered for how long?” 
 
    The troll’s smile died, “When Rayce and Roxxy arrived in Eymore, I saw my chance. I used some innocent guards to act as normal citizens to talk to them, offer a handsome reward if they brought back a succubus. Many complained of the succubi leaving the towns and city in the middle of the night. It was brought to the Lord and Lady’s attention and I knew I could bring us all together.” 
 
    Lucian remained silent as the troll grinned. 
 
    “My faith in Vala hangs by a thread, but a new faith has been born. Hexnia has spoken to me in my dreams. She whispers of balance, the same thing Vala showed me to avoid.” 
 
    Lucian sighed before he knelt down to the floor. The avatar looked into Lota’s dark eyes and saw the woman he knew before, was a shattered mirror of herself. 
 
    “I said those things so you could be free. I want everyone to live their life to the fullest, but they must know the light and the dark. My path will end in death or rebirth but you can move on. You can find your balance,” Lucian said before he reached out and pressed his hand over hers. 
 
    Lota looked down for a long moment before looking back to Lucian, “I worshipped Vala to heal the guilt of my people. You showed me the guilt was not of my people, but my own. I believe in your vision.” 
 
    “You do not want to follow me. My path is of darkness and pain, lust and seduction. Go back to the southern kingdoms. Be with your people. Help them, grow old and be happy. The lesson I imparted to you was to bring your life into focus, not abandon it for my dark crusade.” 
 
    Lota let out a long exhale, “I thought you might say as much so, I created a situation where you have to take me on as a loyal servant. I want to learn and I want you to teach me.” 
 
    Lucian’s gaze grew sharp as the troll’s demeanor changed, becoming sterner. 
 
    “In five days, if I do not return, a guard loyal to me will bring a letter to Irvas. It will detail what has happened, Boro and I taking several paladins to investigate the succubus dungeon for an escaped criminal. Knowing the paladin, he will bring it to Lord and Lady Ashbridge. Their love and affection for me will demand that Irvas take as many paladins as he needs and storm the dungeon for my safe return. There will be no mercy, Irvas making it clear if one paladin is killed or seduced, he will destroy every cursed stone in this place.” 
 
    Lucian pulled away his hand. “No paladin has been killed or seduced.” 
 
    A small smirk stabbed into Lota’s blue cheek. “No paladin has been killed but one has been seduced. Their hatred for the abyss will blind them to what has already happened, my fall to your power.” 
 
    A wave of shock flowed through Lucian’s core, but he didn’t let his expression show it. Shadows lengthened under his eyes before he slowly stood up and took several steps back. 
 
    Lota leaned forward, on all fours and looking up to Lucian with knowing eyes. “My last thread to Vala will be severed when I truly taste of the abyss. Do what you will, I won’t stop you. From our last intimate moment, I know I will like it. You have the power to make me yours, a student to your lessons of balance. I am free of all influence but yours, don’t throw it away.” 
 
    “Lota, you are not yourself,” Lucian said as he took another step back. 
 
    “My mind has never been so clear. You have five days to decide or every creature and friend here will be burned to ash by holy light. Rayce and Roxxy will be judged and your core will be destroyed. Your crusade will end before it has even truly begun. Don’t make me beg, but I will if you wish it.” 
 
    Lucian moved to the entrance, the metal door opening on its own. The core stared at the beautiful troll on her hands and knees and his mystical heart beat to an unfamiliar pulse. Was it regret? 
 
    Lota stopped moving forward when the chains clinked tight. “Hexnia smiles on us.” 
 
    Lucian closed the door with a wave of his hand. When the simple lock clicked into place, he walked down the corridor, making his way to his bedchamber. Spreading his senses, he felt Lota sit back down, staring off into nothingness. Images jumbled as he watched the paladins moan in their cells, succubi guarding them with hard eyes. Rayce had rushed to Roxxy, wrapping his arms around her in a tight embrace and telling her everything he witnessed. The mimic held him, whispering it was a mistake to come here. 
 
    Lucian’s mystical heart felt heavy in his chest. Their entire existence teetered on the edge of a precipice with Lota engineering an outcome he wasn’t ready for. If news of his dungeon didn’t reach her, the core would have had more time to build his armies and solidify his power. Now, it is all threatened because Lota wanted to become his student and restoring balance back to Lukken. If he was still his former self, he would have been outraged, but something deep within tickled him, impressed by the troll’s ingenuity and tenacity. She had time to come to her conclusions and a dedication he thought was no longer possible for anyone else but him. 
 
    The avatar walked to his bedroom door. With a thought, it opened and warm light greeted him as well as several bodies. Stepping in, he saw Nadia leaning against a small pillar, arms crossed and with a dour expression. On the large bed, Opal and Hestia sat, side by side. 
 
    “We have been waiting and talking. I told them what happened in the main corridor,” Nadia stated simply.  
 
    Lucian nodded and began speaking, telling the three succubi what he learned from Lota. Opal and Hestia listened intently. Nadia kept her bed bowed, shadows covering her features. The mood grew sharp as Lucian spoke every detail, seeing the three demon women had become his private council. When he was finished, the dungeon core stepped over to a chair and sat down, elbows on the armrests and a single finger touching the edge of his jaw. A sudden weariness pulled at him, concern breathing down his neck like a dragon ready to rend his flesh. 
 
    “We can seal the main corridor. It will take a very long time for any invaders to reach us,” Nadia said without looking up. 
 
    “And without adventurers coming here, all of your sisters will turn feral over time. We cannot imprison ourselves and hope they go away,” Lucian said with a tired edge. 
 
    “If we defend ourselves, many will be lost and we may still lose,” Nadia lifted her head, torchlight touching her features. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to the two elemental succubi on his bed. Opal’s head tilted forward, sadness coloring her mood. Hestia sat with a furled brow and fire in her eyes. One looked like she wanted to crawl away and hide while the other appeared ready to launch into battle. 
 
    “We can’t let them do it again!” Hestia nearly shouted. 
 
    Lucian maintained his gaze on the fiery succubus while Opal and Nadia turned their attention to her. Hestia’s fists vibrated as locks of red hair turned to flame and back again. She appeared to be losing bits of control but her determination glowed like a bonfire. 
 
    “Again?” Lucian asked in a calm tone. 
 
    Hestia nodded and looked to Opal. The dark succubus eyed her fellow sister who gave a small nod and looked down. Lucian caught the exchange, remembering that Hestia had mentioned she knew Opal. It began to make sense there was a connection, a shared experience between them. 
 
    Hestia could barely contain herself before she parted her lips to speak. “We were there when the light burned away the darkness. Nadia told us what the year was and we knew it had been much too long. We were there, almost fifty years after the Great Migration. Paradise was built on the blood of demons and we can never forgive them!” 
 
    Lucian remained calm, watching pain and fury storm in the fire succubus’s eyes. 
 
    Hestia continued, “For years, Lukken was truly a paradise. All the races worked together to make sure everyone had a home, food and protection. Opal and I, young women born long after the Great Migration. We didn’t know it at the time, but paradise was slowly turning into a nightmare.” 
 
    Hestia’s fury burned lower, her eyes giving off a dim, sad light. “We lived in a town called New Horn. It was built nearby and many demon-kin lived there. We had grown up there all our lives, never seeing what was happening beyond our little home. Everyone helped each other, fed each other and loved each other in peace.  
 
    “The kingdoms and large towns followed the laws of Emperor and Empress Reed, making sure everyone was fed and sheltered. Our town was small, but we were happy. We didn’t know that there were many people in many places who began to become suspicious of some of the races. The trolls tried to rebuild, but their actions in the great war never truly went away. It took years, but those suspicions bled over to the other races like ogres, goblins, orcs, and demons. We knew peace, but after fifty years, many questioned if it could stay that way.” 
 
    Hestia’s fists trembled on top of her thighs. “They came into our town in the middle of the day. The mob was greeted with open arms. They cut down our elder the moment he finished welcoming them. After that, they attacked, slaughtering anyone they saw. They shouted, saying we were still corrupt and would turn on their well-earned peace. We just wanted to live.” 
 
    A tear rolled down Hestia’s cheek and evaporated into a wisp of steam. 
 
    Opal looked down, tears forming. “I ran when my mother was cut down at the door. We were blacksmiths, my father showing me how to work the forge. When he came out of the shop and saw his wife, my mother falling without her head, he went into a rage. He screamed for me to run while he attacked the men and women barging into our home.” 
 
    Opal looked up, tears streaming down her cheeks. “I ran into the forge. I wanted to run out and into the forest but I stayed. I couldn’t leave my father behind. I knew I couldn’t fight, so, I buried myself in a pile of coal. I thought I could wait and when my father came back, we could run together.” 
 
    Hestia reached over and held Opal’s hand in hers. The two succubi squeezed their hands as the fire succubus continued. 
 
    “I was lying in a field, enjoying the night air when I heard the screams. I ran to Opal’s home. I watched as Opal’s father raged and cut down men and elves. He was badly wounded, but he saw me and yelled for me to look after Opal…before he was cut down. 
 
    “I ran into the forge. I knew that was Opal’s safe place. I was ready to grab her and run but the moment I entered the forge, men and women burst in.” 
 
    Hestia let out a small, light giggle, “I thought I could fight. I thought I could take them on. I was wrong. They grabbed me, forced me down.” 
 
    “I lifted up my head, coal stones falling away as I peeked through to see Hestia captured,” Opal said in a small voice. 
 
    Hestia’s expression twisted into rage. “They taunted and laughed at me as I struggled. They lifted me up and dragged me to the metal forge, saying all demons should burn. They opened the metal door and despite my screams, shoved me inside.” 
 
    Hestia’s rage and shaking died as she looked away. “I don’t remember the pain. All I remember was cursing at them as I burned. I screamed until there wasn’t enough of me left to get a breath.” 
 
    Opal wiped away a tear, “I sobbed as I heard her burn. One of the men looked to my hiding spot and drove his sword into it. I remember the blade, cold metal barely touching my heart. My life bled into the coal as I cried.” 
 
    Hestia sighed. “I remember my last thought was praying to Hexnia. Instead of a goddess, Queen Systra grabbed me and pulled me into the abyss. She held my soul in her hands.” 
 
    Opal wiped away another tear. “I prayed to Hexnia and I too was pulled into the abyss by Queen Systra.” 
 
    Hestia and Opal looked to each other, the pair speaking in unison, “We floated in the abyss, Queen Systra making us new bodies. She placed us back on Lukken but we were locked away, ready to rise when the time was right. We were able to dream together, staying close, playing and waiting to return.” 
 
    Opal looked down as Hestia turned her attention to Lucian. 
 
    “Queen Systra told us what happened. She told us in our dreams of the horrors happening across Lukken. The dark races were being slaughtered, making sure our numbers were small and manageable. They didn’t want the darkness to come back so they killed as many as they could and subjugated the rest.” 
 
    Lucian’s eyes took on a kind edge as he spoke, “There is no record of it. The Emperor and Empresses wouldn’t have allowed such acts. Their very words were recorded for prosperity. The laws were written to prevent such acts.” 
 
    Hestia’s lip wrinkled in dismay, “It happened after the Emperor and Empress were sealed away in their magical tombs. Their daughter, Juna Reed refused to rule, striking out on her own. There was a period of two years where the next line of succession was discussed between many kingdoms. The dragons wanted no part in it, fearing they would repeat their previous mistakes. The trolls had no say because of their past actions. It was left to the humans and elves. They took the mantle, agreeing to new lines of succession. During this time, without strong leadership, fear turned into action as many races were hunted and killed in secret. 
 
    “By the time Emperor William Roderick took the throne, the damage was done. Speaking out meant death by mob, as our queen told us.” 
 
    Nadia’s brow held a tension as she spoke, “Queen Systra told us all what had happened, writing it down and ensuring every one of her subjects read it. Her library is extensive with tales of horror and history, making sure we knew what truly happened. We played the part, simple demons with lustful needs, but we knew such a dark time could happen again, so our people kept quiet for nearly nine hundred years.” 
 
    Hestia let go of Opal’s hand and stood up with burning eyes. “We can’t let them do it again! We can’t let them wipe us out over fear! I’m ready to fight any paladin or hero that enters our home!” 
 
    Lucian sat, drinking it all in, but saying nothing. Hestia fought back tears as Opal looked away. Nadia stayed leaning on the thin pillar, a hardness in her demeanor and spirit. The tales cut deep, Lucian always feelings things weren’t right, but he had no proof. He spent years studying, thinking and pondering about the past, seeing the errors of simply following the light. It warped their world and he knew it could not be sustained. Someone must take on the mantle to bring balance and Lucian saw what Queen Systra had planned. 
 
    The demon queen has had a lot of time to digest the events of the past. Lucian could almost peer into her mind, despite the vast distance between them, seeing what she wanted to do and why. It burned in his mind, the horrors the beautiful demons had endured. They were damaged and slightly mad, but their convictions were pure. They wanted nothing more than to change the world to a place all can live in the light or the dark.      
 
    Lucian leaned forward, elbows on knees and a sinister intelligence in his gaze. The three succubi looked to their master as he gathered the words in his mind. 
 
    “I will not allow our enemies to crush our crusade. We have five days to decide on a plan. The paladins will come and we must show them we are not cowering to their light,” Lucian said with conviction. 
 
    Hestia and Opal looked to Lucian and nodded with their own conviction. 
 
    “What about Lota?” Nadia asked with dark eyes. 
 
    “We will use the captured paladins against their own people,” Lucian said before looking hard into Nadia’s eyes, “They are to remain alive and untouched until this crisis is over.” 
 
    Nadia’s demeanor didn’t change as she bowed her head to Lucian. 
 
    “Now, let’s discuss how we are going to crush our enemies,” Lucian said with power in his eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    The night marched on as Lucian and the three succubi sat and discussed over wine. Words flowed as plans were talked about, some simple and some complex. Lucian tried to cut through the sometimes muddled conversation. Traps were discussed, but Nadia was quick to inform that they didn’t have a Trap Master, one who designs such devices for the dungeon. It didn’t stop Hestia from bringing up traps every other minute and then adding that she would be there every time to see the light dying in the enemy’s eyes. Lucian could see the rage as it bubbled under the fire demon’s pale skin. She held onto that fury like a living torch in her chest, keeping her warm.  
 
    Opal contributed little, content to sit and listen. When the discussion turned to weapons, she spoke up a little more, ready and willing to work night and day to provide enough weapons for every succubi in the dungeon. Nadia praised her craftsmanship and the dark-skinned succubus’s cheeks turned pink from the compliments. 
 
    Nadia stayed as neutral as possible, bringing logic to the conversation. Hestia was a firebrand with her emotions while Opal was quiet for the most part. Nadia tried to keep the balance, speaking on their numbers and their limited capabilities. Despite being the voice of reason, she often concluded they simply needed more soldiers. 
 
    Lucian listened and often tried to steer the conversation back to what needed to be done, but frustration began to sink into him. Hestia and Opal were not tacticians in war. Nadia had some experience, but it was limited. Lucian had his extensive knowledge, but that didn’t equate to a solid battle plan. Going most of his life alone, he could feel the edge of panic as he wasn’t sure they had enough experience and power to stave off any attack for long. The conversation turned circular as ideas had become limited and Lucian began feeling like they were drowning in doubt. 
 
    “We need more soldiers,” Nadia said once again as Hestia tried to convince her to find a trap master. 
 
    “If we leave and search the nearby towns, we can find a trap master,” Hestia said as if not hearing the blue succubus. 
 
    Nadia closed her eyes and rubbed her temples while gritting her teeth. “You can’t just hire a trap master. You need to know them and trust them. If they are working for you, they work for life. If we go around trying to hire someone, word will further get out about our situation!” 
 
    Hestia crossed her arms over her breasts, “Traps are the only way to keep us safe and kill everyone who enters the dungeon. They won’t come back if they know this place is a death trap!” 
 
    “What about the adventurers who come and our sisters who need to be fed? No one will come if the dungeon is filled with traps, you fool!” 
 
    Hestia rolled her eyes, “That’s why we turn the traps off after the attack, duh!” 
 
    Nadia’s eyes narrowed, “Do you even know how traps work?” 
 
    “Of course not, that’s why we hire a Trap Master!” Hestia growled. 
 
    Lucian watched with tired eyes as the two succubi began arguing, their words turning into a stream of unintelligible babble. He wanted to laugh at the absurdity of the moment, but found himself remaining quiet. Even if he put a weapon in every succubus’s hand, they would still be outmatched by Irvas’s power. If he brings a large enough force of paladins with him, they would not survive the battle. The more he internally crunched the numbers, the more he saw heavy losses on his side. 
 
    “What about the dead?” Lucian said as inspiration struck him. 
 
    Nadia and Hestia turned their attention to their master. Opal sat up straighter on the bed. 
 
    Lucian continued, “I know I haven’t been one for using my powers to animate the dead. It has held me back for my distaste of beings that will never grow or learn. The added concern of having a lot of undead here might bring more attention to us, but it seems we may not have a choice.” 
 
    Nadia nodded. “The dead would easily swell our ranks. We could kill adventurers over the next five days, adding them to your army?” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “No. We do that and no one will come to our dungeon. We have to play this a little smarter. The only thing keeping us from war is our numbers and strength. We need another source to animate the dead.” 
 
    Hestia and Opal gave each other a look. 
 
    “Out with it!” Nadia shouted to the two elemental demons. 
 
    The two demons lowered their heads as Hestia spoke. 
 
    “Since we are located by Red Peak, our old town was just a few miles from here. It is most likely long gone but the graveyard should still be there… and any mass graves left after what happened to us,” Hestia said in a small voice. 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow.  
 
    Nadia’s rough demeanor softened as she spoke to Hestia directly, “Are we really thinking this? Reanimating your dead relatives and town to serve in our master’s army?” 
 
    Opal remained silent on the bed. Hestia shifted on her feet before giving a small nod. 
 
    “If they had another chance, I’m sure they would fight. If they didn’t fight for Lucian, they would fight for us.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “It doesn’t work like that. If I raise them with my power, they will serve me no matter the case. They wouldn’t have a choice. They would be a slave to my will.” 
 
    Hestia looked away for a brief instant before turning her gaze back to Lucian. “We need a bigger army and they will serve, I’m sure they will.” 
 
    Lucian watched as Hestia tried to put on a brave front but the small lip quiver gave away her concern.  
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Opal. “How do you feel about this? How do you feel seeing demons you once knew, fighting in my armies?” 
 
    Opal shifted on the bed slightly before bowing her head. “It doesn’t matter what I think. We live to serve you.” 
 
    The dungeon core could see she didn’t want any part of the decision. She was gently handing it off to avoid her own guilt or pent up sorrow.  
 
    Nadia crossed her arms and closed her eyes, “It doesn’t matter anyway. Master cannot leave the dungeon to animate the dead. It would take us longer than five days to unearth the graves and bring the remains here so he can reanimate them.” 
 
    A faint memory came roaring back into Lucian’s mind, remembering bringing the abyss shard with him and he being able to move beyond the dungeon’s confines for a small distance. 
 
    “That might not be quite the case,” Lucian started before explaining what he experienced with the abyss shard. 
 
    “I believe I can move beyond the dungeon if someone carries an abyss shard with them. I was unable to pick it up, but if someone accompanies me, I will be able to travel,” Lucian finished. 
 
    All three succubi stared at Lucian for a long moment before sinister smiles began to appear. 
 
    “Be that as it may, if there are any objections, we will need to find another way to stop our enemies,” Lucian quickly added. 
 
    “No objections here,” Nadia said simply. 
 
    “They will want to fight,” Hestia said bravely. 
 
    Lucian looked to Opal who sat with her hands on her lap. Nadia and Hestia turned to the succubus. 
 
    “My father and mother would want to protect all of us,” Opal said with a small smile.  
 
    All heads nodded in agreement before Nadia began directing orders. 
 
    “I will go with Master to the New Horn graveyard. Opal, you will stay and continue to make weapons. Hestia, you stay and assist her.” 
 
    Hestia shook her head, “You don’t know the way. I have to come with you.” 
 
    Nadia was about to object when Lucian waved his hand. 
 
    “She can come. We can’t waste any valuable time. We will leave early tomorrow,” Lucian ordered. 
 
    The three demon women bowed their heads as Lucian stayed in his seat. 
 
    Nadia stretched her arms. “I’m tired and hungry,” the blue succubus yawned. 
 
    Lucian smirked as the blue succubus sauntered over and knelt before him. She was blunt as a club, but he couldn’t deny his own needs. He was tired as well, mentally weary and a diversion was much needed to break the tension. 
 
    Robe melting away, Lucian stayed sitting as his member grew. Nadia licked her lips before hungrily taking the end and suckling. The slight head bob and seeing Lucian enjoying the blue demon’s mouth was enough to suck all the air out of the bedchamber. Hestia and Opal looked to them, a hunger growing with each gentle suck. Hestia’s fingers curled and flexed, wanting to join while Opal looked away, her dark cheeks turning a light shade of pink. 
 
    Hestia looked over to the shy succubus. Sitting down next to her, she slipped a hand around Opal’s thin waist and held her to her. Opal continued to look away when Hestia whispered to her. 
 
    “It’s okay, I’m here. Remember when I used to hold your hand?” Hestia’s voice flowing like silk. 
 
    Opal nodded. Lucian watched as bliss flowed up his entire body. Nadia suckled, her tempo increasing as lips ran down her master’s throbbing shaft. Hestia was close to Opal, the hand around her waist falling away and Opal taking her hand into hers. The red-headed succubus used her other hand, gliding along Opal’s dark skin and supple thighs. Fingers slid between Opal’s thighs and the dark-skinned demoness parted them. Hands entwined, the two sat as Hestia lovingly moved her fingers along Opal’s inner thigh and touching her demonic slit. A moment later, a wet playfulness took hold and Opal sighed in relief. 
 
    Lucian enjoyed what he was seeing as Hestia whispered comforting words to Opal, her hand playing with her demon sister. The lifelong friends leaned into one another, enjoying the moment. Opal’s shyness seemed to lessen as Hestia touched her just the right way. Hips moved slightly as she moved to Hestia’s rhythm. 
 
    “Opal, you have nothing to fear here,” Lucian said with a reassuring tone. 
 
    Opal slightly nodded her head as her breath came out with a sultry sigh. Hestia smiled, touching and rubbing Opal’s clit in pleasant circles. Hands letting go, Hestia pushed Opal onto her back. Legs spread, the dark-skinned succubus closed her eyes as Hestia glided her body along Opal’s, sank down to her knees at the edge of the bed, leaned in and kissed Opal’s wet valley. Tongue flicking out, Opal opened her eyes wide as Hestia nestled between plump thighs. 
 
    Nadia mentally smiled to herself as Lucian’s cock had become hard as a thick diamond. She moaned her approval instead, sucking like a thirsty creature at the side of a river. 
 
    Lucian couldn’t organize his thoughts as pleasure and bliss played out before him and within. They had a plan, but there were still many variables he had to consider. Trying to think of them, they faded to the moaning in the background. In the morning, he, Nadia, and Hestia would set off, but for now, they all needed a release.   
 
    The tension grew with each gentle gasp. Opal let a small moan slip as she closed her eyes. The shyness rooted deeper, but she couldn’t resist her own hungry needs. Hestia whispered comforting words, fingers sliding along Opal’s wet valley and engorged clit.  
 
    Lucian wanted to join them, comforting the shy succubus, but Nadia held her master in place, her mouth refusing to let go. Needs pushed at the fiber of his being, but he wanted more. Desire caused his mind to work until he remembered his Mirror Image ability. He had not used it so he didn’t know what it was capable of. A wicked smile forming, he decided to test it among his lovers. 
 
    You have spent 10 Alteration from the Alteration sphere! Alteration Sphere: 360/370 
 
    Lucian leaned back as Nadia continued her masterful work. The air rippled and in a blink of an eye, another Lucian stood naked in the middle of the room. The dungeon core felt the split, his perception divided among his two forms. For a moment, it was a little confusing, but after each passing second, he grew accustomed to it. The oddness fell to the background as he was now in two forms instead of one. The mirror image felt much weaker than his main form, Lucian considering the more he used from his Alteration Sphere, the stronger the image would become. It had proved to be an interesting experiment, but lustful needs returned. 
 
    Splitting himself, Lucian moved to Hestia and Opal as they writhed in desire while Lucian was also enjoying Nadia’s loving kiss. She moaned with mouthful of hard manhood while Hestia looked up to the naked Lucian and Opal opening her eyes. No words were needed as Lucian crawled onto the bed and over Opal. Hestia pulled her wet fingers away, gently licking each digit while Lucian bent his head down and kissed Opal’s wet valley.  
 
    The dark-skinned succubus let out a loud moan, her shyness dying right in that moment. Hands clamped to her master’s head, keeping him in place as his tongue licked and explored her depths. Hestia smiled evilly, running her hands along Lucian and Opal. 
 
    “I… can’t… stop it,” Opal seethed as her inner world was reaching the breaking point. 
 
    Lucian stayed where he was, taking in her scent and taste. It was enough to harden his manhood as he licked her into submission. Opal let out a shrill cry and her body trembled, hands like a vice on her master’s head. Inner explosions rippled along her form, her breathing quickening as bliss cascaded from within. 
 
    Lucian sat in the chair, watching, feeling and tasting Opal as Nadia pleasured him. The taste changed as his other form licked at the deluge of bliss from between the succubus’s thick thighs. It was magical and ecstasy filled the room. 
 
    Opal let out another long moan before weakness stabbed into muscles. Letting go of her master’s head, she collapsed on her back, breathing heavy. Hestia reached over and took Opal’s hand while she pleasured herself with the other. The fire succubus watched with warm eyes as Lucian crawled up, his cock hard like a throbbing weapon. Opal huffed on her back, eyes closed and enjoying the sweet sensation of release when something hard pressed at her opening and pushed in. 
 
    The invasion was slow, Opal not resisting. Lucian pushed his will and lust against her sex, inches parting walls to accommodate him. Hestia squeezed her friend’s hand, watching as Lucian reached the hilt and moved with primal desire.  
 
    The three on the bed moaned their delight as Lucian watched from the chair. Every sensation touched his core and he swam in warm waters. The power and lust in the room was overwhelming. When Nadia gave a muffled moan, the dam cracked and Lucian lost control. 
 
    Seed spurted, splashing against the back of Nadia’s mouth. The blue succubus suckled and swallowed, her lips running down her master’s member to the hilt and feeling the throb of his cock. Energy flowed and it spilled into her stomach, feeding her like nothing else could. 
 
    On the bed, Lucian drove his hips hard to Opal’s low moans. When he reached the hilt, his cock expanded, causing Opal’s eyes to widen. Arching her back and pushing up her chest, she let out a seductive moan as energy and seed spurted into her tight space. The succubus writhed like a cat, Lucian driving his needs to the hilt, each time a spurt of come filling her space.  
 
    Confusion filled the dungeon core as he pulled his cock from Opal and Nadia pulled her head away from his cock. The split images heaved before Hestia closed her lips around Lucian’s wet, half hard cock.  
 
    Nadia stood up, admiring her master as he sat and turning to see what was happening behind her. The other Lucian was on his knees, Hestia licking and suckling, restoring life to his member. 
 
    The confusion parted and Lucian smiled. The Mirror Image ability would be helpful in more ways than one. He knew there would be further experiments, but for now, he was happy they were all happy. 
 
    Nadia turned and sat down on Lucian’s lap, his half-hard member between her legs. Leaning back, her back rested on her master’s chest as they both watched the other Lucian enjoy Hestia’s mouth. Opal writhed as if she was waking from a dream. She touched and licked Hestia’s hip as the mood grew warmer still. 
 
    “Let’s enjoy the show before we join in,” Nadia smiled while moving her ass and thighs on Lucian. 
 
    The dungeon core simply nodded as moans filled the room like a seductive symphony. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucian picked up a small chest and placed it on his bed. Opening the lid, dark purple light glowed, painting his face in eerie shadows. With an open hand, he reached into the chest and pulled out an Abyss Shard. It hummed and pulsed against his avatar form, filling him with power. 
 
    The dungeon core stared at the shard. Instead of placing it within the walls of his dungeon, he kept the last shard in a small chest under his bed. Spreading out his senses, the new day had just begun, but he didn’t feel any sunlight on the ground above him. The shard in his hand would give him enough power to walk on the surface so they could travel to the graveyard. 
 
    The night was filled with passion as Lucian and his mirror image pleasured and was pleasured by Nadia and his two concubines. Hestia could barely contain herself while Opal seemed to be less shy as the hours rolled by. Nadia had taken charge a few times, directing everyone to please each other at her command. It made the night interesting to say the least. When they all collapsed from exhaustion, Lucian’s mirror image faded away and Lucian was in the middle of the bed with three demons all over him. 
 
    When all four awoke, Nadia and Hestia left with Opal. They would choose some weapons to carry before putting on travelling clothes and informing some of the dungeon’s dwellers of their departure. It was strictly a secretive quest and Nadia wanted to be sure everyone had their duties in place. Hestia had said the ruins and graveyard would be about six hours away on foot. Not having steeds of any kind, Lucian, Nadia, and Hestia would have to make it a quick hike through the forests. 
 
    The dark light of the shard pulsed as if it felt Lucian’s concerns. He wasn’t sure how far he could travel, even with the shard. If the shard was destroyed, would he snap back to his core, weak and unable to reform for a few days? Was this journey more dangerous than he had previously thought? Could he be putting everyone in peril by leaving their home? 
 
    A threat loomed in his mind as Lucian pictured Irvas approaching with an army of paladins. The mere thought was enough to cement what needed to be done. Growing his power was his priority and if he needed to travel to a graveyard to raise any army of the dead then he must make it so, for all their sakes. 
 
    Lucian spread out his senses again. With a thought, he commanded the earth elementals to work harder, building rooms. When he finished, he felt Nadia giving orders as Hestia picked up a sword from a rack and swung it around before Opal. The other succubi roamed the dungeon, tending to tasks while some entertained some adventurers who arrived during the night. Cube slimes moved about, cleaning and eating anything edible and staying out of sight. Two figures walked along the corridor toward the dungeon core’s bed chamber and Lucian smiled. 
 
    Lucian placed the shard in an inside pocket of his red robe. Turning, he left his bed chamber and closed the door behind him. He could simply blink to another location, but the two figures walking toward him moved with fearful purpose. Lucian had made it about fifty feet from his bedchamber when Rayce and Roxxy emerged from the shadows. 
 
    Lucian kept his demeanor neutral as they approached. Rayce’s expression was one of guilty pain while Roxxy’s was filled with sorrow. When the three met, Lucian bowed first. The couple bowed next but an uncomfortable silence filled the corridor. 
 
    Lucian broke the silence first. “I see concerns in your eyes,” the core said with a friendly edge. 
 
    Roxxy lowered her head but Rayce looked to the core’s face. 
 
    “We spent the whole night talking it over. We cannot stay here,” Rayce said in a defeated tone. 
 
    Lucian kept his expression neutral. He knew this was coming from Roxxy’s whispers last night. Despite knowing their intentions, he still had uses for the pair. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me about the bounties on your heads and being hunted,” Lucian said with a warm smile. 
 
    Roxxy looked down. 
 
    Rayce gave a wide grin and a small nod. “We didn’t think it mattered. We thought no one would really come here and we didn’t want to burden you with such trivial things.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “I can understand to a degree. But you were hunted and brought paladins to my home.” 
 
    “For that we apologize,” Rayce said in a small voice. 
 
    “We thought we could raise a family here, but we were wrong,” Roxxy said as she lifted her head. 
 
    Rayce nodded. “We knew you were doing great things here and we thought we could be part of it, but yesterday proved it is too dangerous. We feel awful for leaving, but we can’t stay. We hope you understand?” 
 
    Lucian’s gaze slid from the shadowmancer to the mimic and back to the shadowmancer. They were valuable to his growing power. Despite a sliver of friendship, Lucian didn’t allow it to cloud his judgement. Rayce had a lot of experience and knowledge when it came to the dead and Roxxy was a mimic he could use to create more mimics. Letting them go would be a mistake, no matter what fears they possessed. 
 
    “It would be dangerous to leave now,” Lucian said in a comforting tone. “If you are being hunted by paladins and magistrates, my dungeon would be the safest place in all of Lukken.” 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy glanced to each other before looking to Lucian. 
 
    “We know, but it would be better for all if we took our chances on the surface. Our leaving could pull the paladins from searching here,” Rayce said diplomatically. 
 
    Lucian nodded, their words not swaying him. “I have one last task that needs to be attended to. If you agree to help me, I’ll let you leave with as much gold as you can carry so you can build your new lives.” 
 
    The couple glanced to each other again, concern filling their eyes. 
 
    “What kind of task?” Rayce asked. 
 
    “It’s not a difficult task, but I need you to agree before I give the details. I wouldn’t want word to get out if you decline.” 
 
    “I would never tell…” Rayce began and was cut off. 
 
    “Agree or leave,” Lucian spoke with confident power. 
 
    Rayce looked to Roxxy and the mimic gave a slight nod. 
 
    “We agree,” Rayce said in a low tone. 
 
    Lucian smiled. “I’m travelling to a ruin about six hours away. I will be conducting experiments on the dead and I could use your knowledge and experience in the matter. It is a secretive quest so I only need a shadowmancer right now.  
 
    “Roxxy, you can stay here and prepare your belongings. When we return, you both can gather gold and leave first thing tomorrow.” 
 
    “It is a generous offer,” Roxxy said with a slight bow. 
 
    Lucian continued, “Rayce, gather your gear and weapons and meet me in the main corridor to the dungeon. Nadia and Hestia will be waiting. Once I arrive, we will set off.” 
 
    The core looked to Roxxy and smiled. “I will be sure to bring him back in one piece.” 
 
    “Please do. He is the light of my life,” the mimic smiled with jagged teeth. 
 
    “When this is all over, you can leave knowing you always have a home here,” Lucian said cutting the tension. 
 
    “Thank you,” Rayce said simply. 
 
    “Meet me in the main corridor. I’ll see you shortly,” Lucian said and blinked away. 
 
    The dungeon core appeared in another section of the core level. The area was deserted as he stepped along. Lucian didn’t feel anything for Rayce and Roxxy other than a need to use them. They did bring enemies to his dungeon, even if they were duped by Lota. Letting them leave during this difficult time would not bode well and Lucian would simply not allow it. 
 
    Lucian stepped along the corridor until he reached a metal door. A hand reached out to the lock when he stopped short. Fingers curled back as he used his Sight, peering into the room just on the other side of the door. 
 
    Lota was on her knees, staring at nothing. Chains pooled around her as she barely blinked. A single torch fluttered to small breezes and shadows danced around her.  
 
    Lucian spied on the beautiful troll. Her desire to become his student clawed at his mind, begging to be let in. He did think this was a ruse, to throw off his guard and create a weakness so the paladins could exploit it. Mind hovering in the cell chamber, he watched and contemplated what her actual goals were. 
 
    Lota turned her head slightly and looked up at nothing. “I can sense you. I know you’re watching me.” 
 
    Lucian said nothing. 
 
    “Everything I told you is true. My story will not change because I feel it in my heart. You spoke the truth and I wish to learn,” Lota whispered. 
 
    Lucian expanded his senses, feeling her steady heartbeat. Her spirit was serene as a frozen lake. Could she be speaking the truth? 
 
    “Hexnia whispers to me. She wants me to cut the last tether to Vala, but I deny her. I will only truly bend to the demon goddess after you accept me as your student.” 
 
    Lota’s eyes grew heavy, “Lucian, I give myself freely to you. Baptize me in your seed so I may learn and teach your balance to the world. Lukken has known peace for too long and I wish to light its soul on fire once again.” 
 
    The troll’s hands moved to her simple small clothes. Fingers pulled away fabric from between her legs. Digits touched her budding womanhood, caressing folds and sliding along a blooming wetness. Breath heavy, she took long, slow breaths as fingers slid along her clit. A drop fell from between her legs, landing on the hard stone and Lucian could taste her. 
 
    “Bless me and I can manipulate Lord and Lady Ashbridge to your will. It will give us time to grow your power,” Lota seethed with growing bliss. 
 
    “And what of Irvas and many other powerful creatures of light? They number many and we number few. Your promises cannot stop their power,” Lucian’s voice filled the chamber in an other-worldly tone. 
 
    Lota didn’t slow down as she pleasured herself. “I cannot promise to stop all of our enemies, but I can promise to fight by your side against them. We can make the world as you want it to be. I only ask to serve and learn.” 
 
    Lucian watched as she increased the tempo. Lota’s eyes fluttered as her rubbing reached a fevered pitch. Eyes rolling into her head, her entire body shuddered as an orgasm surged. Wetness dripped to the stone floor and Lucian found himself wanting. 
 
    Lota’s body sagged, chains clinking together as a fog enveloped her mind. 
 
    “Balance is the only way to heal broken souls,” the troll said in a faraway voice. 
 
    The words curled along Lucian’s mind. Lota thought she could change him for her benefit and now she wishes to change herself for him. It tantalized the dungeon core as he saw a faint glimmer of truth to her words. From what he knew of clerics and paladins, leaving a deity for another was the ultimate betrayal. If she left Vala’s light, she could never return. The gods and goddesses were powerful, but jealousy was not above them. They wanted their followers and intervened to keep them to their faiths. If Lota left Vala, she would be lost and quickly swallowed up by Hexnia’s desires. With so few worshipping the dark gods and goddesses, Lucian felt they would take on new acolytes to fill their ranks like a wolf to a fresh kill. 
 
    The Dungeon Core sighed as he blinked away, Lota on remaining on her knees and staring off to nothing. 
 
    Lucian appeared at the entrance to a small cell block. Opening the door, he stepped inside to a small corridor with about six succubus guards. The demon women turned to Lucian and bowed their heads as he walked through. Reaching another door, he opened it and stepped inside. 
 
    The cell room had metal bars built into the ceiling and the floor. Two succubi stood watch, swords at their hips. Inside the cell, Boro and several paladins stopped their small conversation and turned to the man in the red robe approaching them. 
 
    “It seems our host has finally decided to see us,” Boro chuckled. 
 
    “I hope the accommodations are to your liking?” Lucian smirked. 
 
    Boro shook his head. “They are lacking. I wish to speak to the keeper about upgrading them,” the paladin said sarcastically. 
 
    “I’ll have my people take your complaints in a few days,” Lucian said with a tired smile. 
 
    Boro eyed Lucian for a long moment. “Return Lota and free us. I will be sure to talk to my superiors about your kindness. It may sway in your favor if this was simply a misunderstanding.” 
 
    “For a follower of the light, you are a terrible liar,” Lucian said sharply before turning back and looking to the door. 
 
    “Then why are you here? We came for a pair of criminals you are harboring. We gave you every opportunity to hand them over and you denied us. Now, you have taken a decorated paladin from us for your nefarious designs. The court of light will not look kindly on you when they pass judgement.” 
 
    “I’m above such things,” Lucian said without turning his head. 
 
    “All evil feels that way until they are hung from tree branches or their heads are cut from their bodies. The Kunarr learned their lesson. The Dread Lords are long gone. Evil has been cut out of Lukken. You’re just a stain that needs to be wiped away,” Boro taunted. 
 
    Lucian smiled. “You asked why I came to see you. It was simple. I needed to see if your faith and light were truly as powerful as you boast. I had the troll paladin chained to a table as some of my demons cut at her skin while others defiled her. Her screams were so sweet, echoing off the walls while I watched.” 
 
    Boro’s sarcastic expression turned into vile hatred. He and the other paladins stood up and stepped to the bars. Hands curled around cold iron as they glared at Lucian’s back. 
 
    “Sadly, she didn’t last long. Her faith and light quickly fell to dark desires before she bled out on the table. She barely lasted an hour.  
 
    “When the time is right, I’ll be coming for another one of you so I can test your light. Enjoy these moments before your screaming for more.” 
 
    “You foul creature! We will wipe out your darkness! You hear me! WE WILL WIPE OUT YOUR DARKNESS!” Boro screamed. 
 
    “Keep them fed and comfortable,” Lucian directed the two demon guards. 
 
    Lucian left the cell room as Boro and the others pulled on solid bars in frustration. The core smiled as he exited the cell block. He knew they needed to be knocked off balance or they would have time to plot a proper escape. Lucian’s words would push them to do something stupid or give away information. Lota was safe in her chamber but they didn’t need to know that. Nothing would change their minds. They had already condemned Lucian to judgement, why not have some fun with them. 
 
    Lucian blinked away and appeared in the Main Corridor. Nadia and Hestia turned their attention to their master as Rayce leaned against a wall. The two succubi were dressed in normal travelling clothes which took Lucian a moment to get used to since they often wore very little. Nadia had a backpack and Hestia had a sword at her hip. Rayce was dressed for travel, cloak hanging behind him. 
 
    “Must Rayce join us?” Nadia asked as if the shadowmancer wasn’t even there. 
 
    Rayce shook his head. 
 
    “I need his expertise with the dead,” Lucian stated simply. 
 
    The Dungeon Core reached into his robe and pulled out an Abyss Shard. Holding it out to Nadia, the blue succubus picked it up and unslung her pack. Placing the shard in the backpack, she re-slung her pack over her shoulders. 
 
    “Let’s begin this quest,” Lucian said before he took the lead. 
 
    The other three followed as Lucian led the way. Long minutes ticked by before they reached the entrance. Gray light spilled in as dark clouds covered the sky.  
 
    Lucian stopped walking when he reached the edge of his dungeon. With a nod of his head, Nadia stepped beyond the threshold and onto the worn-down grass. 
 
    It was the moment of truth. If one of his minions had an Abyss Shard, he could move freely on the surface. His dungeon would not be a prison, but a kingdom he could come and go from. 
 
    Lucian stepped beyond the threshold and walked on the grass. For a brief moment, he felt normal, fine even. When he took a few more steps, power drained. Hestia and Rayce moved to his side, but he quickly lifted a hand to keep them back. Nadia watched with intense eyes as Lucian struggled to stand. 
 
    Energies blurred and writhed, but soon they began to normalize. An alert filled his eyes as she slowly stood to his full height. 
 
    You have stepped beyond your dungeon with an Abyssal Shard. Your Hit Points have diminished to 1,000. To regain your power, you must enter your dungeon. 
 
    Lucian took inventory of himself. His spheres were full, but he only had a thousand Hit Points. An invisible tether connected to the shard as another tether lengthened deep into his dungeon. Other than that, there didn’t seem to be any other ill effects. 
 
    “Can you travel?” Hestia asked with a concerned gaze. 
 
    Lucian nodded and gave his followers a simple smile. “I can. Let’s begin our quest. We have an army of the dead to raise.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fifteen 
 
     The gray clouds covered the sky like a quilt on a pane of glass. The air took on a pressure, a preamble to an approaching storm. Electricity touched his senses as Lucian breathed in deep.  
 
    The threat of a storm breathed new life into the dungeon core as he walked. Nadia and Hestia took lead, walking side by side. Lucian felt Rayce behind him, about forty feet away. Even on the surface, Lucian’s senses took in every light breeze and gentle wave of emerald green leaves on ancient trees. Memories whispered of his long walks in forests, breathing in the calm peacefulness of nature. If he wasn’t so ambitious, he may have become a druid, tending to nature and all her glory. It was a dream that floated away as his heart pulsed with determined power. 
 
    Hours had slipped by and the small group had remained mostly silent. Nadia and Hestia remained vigilant while Rayce strolled indifferently. Despite the paradise Lukken had become, there were still monsters in the wilds. The notion wasn’t lost on anyone in the group, save Rayce. Lucian often caught the light hum of some tune from the shadowmancer.  
 
    “We should be there soon,” Hestia said as she looked over her shoulder to her master. 
 
    Lucian nodded. The walk through the thick forest was refreshing but ultimately a distraction. Trying to center himself, he dwelled on the necromantic arts in hopes he had enough power to raise a few hundred undead. Hestia had informed him of the town’s population when she was last there before being burned and saved by Queen Systra. They had numbered a few hundred, but Lucian wondered if it was smaller. Many could have escaped during the confusion and chaos. If there were at least a hundred skeletons left, it would still be invaluable to their defense. He didn’t want to send his succubi into battle, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t. They were his dwellers, minions to a greater cause. Sacrifices would be made, but the dungeon core must survive or he would lose his chance at greater power, and the demon queen he loved. 
 
    Queen Systra dominated his dreams like a seductive kiss in the middle of the night. She would visit, but said little to nothing. Dark eyes would judge while her razor smile spoke of lurid seduction. She was no fool, watching him to ensure he carried out her will. Power among demons and servants were not negative aspects, but one that was encouraged. It ensured the powerful ruled and the weak followed. It was a basic tenant to the creatures of darkness, but Lucian could see the balance was needed. Too much light and you have a world were little changed and ultimately would fall under its own weight. Too much darkness and you have a world of suffering, a snake eating its own tail until it is consumed. Lucian pondered if there were others out there who shared his views of balance? It was a question he would explore as he grew his power. 
 
    A shadow touched the edge of Lucian’s gaze, waking him from his daydreaming. Rayce walked at the core’s side, hood back and dark, bald head shining in the light. 
 
    “Why do you need to keep Roxxy and I prisoner?” the shadowmancer asked like it was simple, polite conversation. 
 
     Lucian remained silent. 
 
    “When I first met you in the tavern, I saw a mage with ambition, power and style. Everything I wanted to be. I knew you had plans within plans and I’ll admit, I was intrigued. 
 
    “You were a mind of reason when Lota wanted to punish Roxxy for existing. That made you a friend in my eyes.” 
 
    Rayce tilted his head forward and the edges of his mouth frowning for a moment. “You seemed like a stand-up mate before, but now, you’re different. You found what you were looking for in the succubus dungeon. It wasn’t enough since you created your own dungeon. You chained Lota and put her in her own chamber. You took the paladins that attacked you as prisoners and now, Roxxy and I are your prisoners as well. What are you playing at that requires us to stay at your side?” 
 
    Lucian continued to look ahead as he spoke, “If I kill the paladins, more will come to destroy my dungeon and kill every dweller there. Lota engineered your arrival to give an excuse to come to me. As for why you’re under my protection, I have needs from both of you for different reasons.” 
 
    Rayce’s expression didn’t change. Lucian guessed it was because the shadowmancer may have known all along. 
 
    “It’s not just my knowledge of the dead you need. You want Roxxy to make more of her kind for your dungeon,” Rayce stated. 
 
    Lucian was silent. 
 
    “Mate, why didn’t you just tell us what you wanted,” Rayce’s frown turned into a small smile. 
 
    Lucian looked over to the shorter man, raising an eyebrow.  
 
    Rayce let out a small chuckle. “You have been gone a while. When we met, I was a bundle of nerves looking for love. Since I found Roxxy, I have known a deeper love than I could ever imagine. It relaxed and calmed my spirit, allowing me to think clearly for the first time in my entire life.” 
 
    Rayce lifted his arms and spun around as he walked, “Lukken is paradise! A place where you don’t have to work too hard for anything. I love stealing and talking to the dead, but even those things didn’t feed what I always wanted, to feel again.” 
 
    The shadowmancer stopped spinning and walked at Lucian’s side again. “I feel more alive now, just like when I met Roxxy. Sure, she is a little timid, but you don’t know how dark she can be. We’ve toyed with ideas of what we wanted. Stealing and running brought focus, but we knew it wouldn’t last forever. Someday, the good people of Lukken would come looking for us and we wouldn’t escape.” 
 
    Rayce gave Lucian a toothy grin, “We wanted to shake up the establishment. We wanted to bring a sense of danger and excitement not felt in hundreds of years. From what I see, you’re just the man to do that.” 
 
    A familiar weirdness pulsed under Lucian’s magical skin. It was the same oddness he felt when strange people were drawn to him like a moth to a flame. It had bothered him most of his life, but now, for the first time, it began to make sense. Others could feel his desires and were drawn to it. It went beyond words or body language. It was something they never truly felt before and wanted to explore what it meant, following Lucian like students to a teacher. Lota, felt the same thing. It was why she allowed herself to be captured so she could learn. A life of light and goodness was not her true calling. It wasn’t Rayce’s true calling either. It was something inherent, like an itch deep within the mind that simply could not be scratched. They needed the darkness to balance out a life of light. They wanted to be whole again. 
 
    Rayce looked to the surrounding forests with knowing eyes. “Give me some time. I’m sure I can convince Roxxy to stay. She can give you the mimics you want.” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    Rayce grinned. “I’ll stay if we are no longer prisoners and you make me a General in your armies. Plus, gold and jewels. Lots of gold and jewels. And we want a bigger bedchamber. Oh, and make a swimming chamber! The first time Roxxy swam in lakes and the ocean, she fell in love with it.” 
 
    Lucian found himself smiling before he forced his expression back to neutral. “I reward loyalty, intelligence, and strength. Prove yourself to my liking and you get all you desire.” 
 
    “I can live with those terms. We have an accord,” Rayce bowed slightly. 
 
    Lucian gave a tiny nod before a voice called back to him and the shadowmancer. 
 
    “We are here,” Hestia said with an angry edge. 
 
    Nadia and Hestia slowed down as Lucian and Rayce approached. Soon, all four walked side by side as the trees parted and weathered stone appeared from the background. Ancient stones stood, what was left of ancient homes. Tall grass covered the ground while shadows from tall trees blended together to form a foreboding picture. The breeze picked up, causing grass and shadows to sway to dark ghosts and green patches. 
 
    Hestia stared at the small ruins, anger painting her eyes. Lucian could feel her heartbeat as it quickened. 
 
    “The graveyard is just past the town,” Hestia said firmly and began walking again. 
 
    Lucian, Nadia, and Rayce followed the red-headed succubus as she led the way. Walking among the ruins, tendrils of dark energy rose up to touch Lucian’s ankles as he stepped. The dungeon core looked down, senses picking up ancient energy, but it was weak, barely a whisper to the roar of nature around them. A drop of water fell from the sky and splashed on Lucian’s cheek. He didn’t look up, feeling the dark energy in the ground like a song he didn’t know the lyrics to. 
 
    “I sense death, but no bodies,” Rayce said, hand on the pommel of his short sword. 
 
    “A mass death poisons the ground for a long time. I can sense the tragedy of this place,” Nadia said in a low tone, eyes alert. 
 
    “If this place was closer to another town or kingdom, paladins and clerics would have cleansed the land,” Rayce added as he walked. 
 
    “Cleanse a place from the damage people caused? And they call us fucking monsters,” Hestia growled. 
 
    “Hestia, you don’t have to continue,” Lucian whispered in her mind. 
 
    The succubus shook her head. “I stay by your side, always,” Hestia said out loud. 
 
    The group continued, walking through the moss-covered ruins. When they reached the other side, something darted among the rocks and stones. All heads turned in the same direction when the thing dart past another set of stones. Hestia drew her sword while energy glowed in Nadia’s hands. Rayce maneuvered his back to Lucian and faced outward, sword in hand. 
 
    Lucian simply watched, feeling a small ball of darkness move from place to place. The power licked at his soul and he smiled in amusement. 
 
    “Put down your weapons,” Lucian said with a gentle command. 
 
    Nadia, Hestia, and Rayce glanced to their leader with concerned eyes. A second later, they lowered their weapons.  
 
    The thing darted behind a rock and stayed there. Lucian stepped forward and knelt down to one knee, hand out. Something white lifted its head and stared at the dungeon core with empty eye sockets. Lucian stayed where he was, hand steady. The thing stepped out from behind the large stone and walked over on all fours. 
 
    Nadia and Hestia smiled as Rayce grinned. A small animal skeleton stepped forward. Its skull bobbed a little as if it was sniffing at the air which Lucian found amusing since it didn’t have a nose. It pawed its way over until it reached Lucian’s outstretched hand. It sniffed once more before it pushed its skull against his hand. 
 
    Rayce sheathed his sword. “It seems long dead cats like you.” 
 
    Hestia stepped closer and knelt down as the cat skeleton rubbed its bones against Lucian’s hand. The red-head was smiling ear to ear, placing her hand on the creature’s spine and giving it a small rub. 
 
    The cat skeleton seemed to like the attention as it sat down and enjoyed Lucian and Hestia’s pets.  
 
    “She says she’s been waiting for you,” Rayce smiled. 
 
    “Waiting?” Lucian questions but didn’t stop petting the skeleton cat. 
 
    “How come we can’t hear what she’s saying?” Hestia asked. 
 
    Rayce nodded. “Shadowmancers are different than normal necromancers. Those who wield power from the necromancy sphere of magic only want control over the dead. Shadowmancers can hear the thoughts and pieces of their former lives. It makes us attractive because they love to talk to the living.” 
 
    Rayce knelt down, looking to the skeleton cat. “As for waiting, she says there is one nearby who has been waiting for your arrival for some time.” 
 
    Lucian smiled at the undead cat, “Can you lead us to them?” 
 
    The cat didn’t move, enjoying the pets for a long moment before she turned and trotted away. Lucian and the others stood up and followed the undead feline. The group emerged from the forest covered ruins and into a large, open field. Stones lay scattered about in the tall grass, cracked and decayed. Gnarled trees surrounded the clearing, their black limbs stretching out like spindly fingers trying to reach for the sky. 
 
    The undead cat leaped onto a tall stone and sat down, watching as the others approached. Lucian eyed the little skeleton before dark power washed over him. It spoke of rot, decay, pain, and violence. Lucian’s gaze fell to the tall stone, seeing weathered words along the cracked surface. It was a tombstone, covered in patches of moss. Another drop fell from the sky and landed on the stone. 
 
    “I can hear whispers and I can feel the graves,” Rayce said with sorrow in his tone. “I can’t feel the dead in the graves.” 
 
    The shadowmancer stood straighter and looked around. “They are already surrounding us.” 
 
    The edge of clearing writhed as the small group stood back to back. They looked in all directions as skeletal figures emerged from the edges, a few at first, but soon dozens and dozens. The area was quickly swamped along the edges as skeletons surrounded the clearing, hollow eyes staring at them. 
 
    Lucian quickly noticed the horns first before he saw thin, skeletal tails. Nadia and Hestia were on edge, but didn’t draw any weapons. Rayce looked to the army of undead around them, but said nothing, sadness painting his eyes. Faint whispers touched their minds but it was Rayce mumbling words of hope. 
 
    “She couldn’t let them sleep with so much pain. She brought them back,” Rayce whispered. 
 
    Lucian expanded his senses, feeling the rising dark energy. Something touched his mind and he turned his attention to a dark patch among the dead, standing trees and grass. Something stared with glowing green eyes. The oval shapes blinked, but the thing didn’t take a step in the light. 
 
    Lucian stared, seeing the eyes and darkness once before. It peered into the entrance of his dungeon before slinking away.  
 
    The cat hopped down from the stone and leapt up onto Lucian’s shoulder. There it sat, a skeleton of its former self, but very much acting like a living feline. 
 
    The glowing green eyes hovered in the patch of darkness, silent as the surrounding graves. 
 
    “No need to be shy. Come out so we can see you,” Lucian said softly. 
 
    The green eyes blinked before they began to move. Horned skeletons moved aside as a woman stepped from the patch of shadows. Black horns gleamed in the light as pale green skin glowed. Rags barely covered her body as she stepped out into the clearing. Bright green eyes stared at Lucian while her near naked body seemed unfazed by the cool air. Her expression was drowning in weary sorrow.  
 
    Lucian noted she was as thin as Hestia, but shorter. Short straight hair fell to either side of her face, framing it. Her skin was smooth and her figure held small curves as she stopped about thirty feet away from the group.  
 
    “I saw you at my dungeon,” Lucian said with a kind smile. 
 
    “I felt you in my dreams. I had to see you, despite what our queen wished,” the succubus whispered. 
 
    A tear rolled down Hestia’s pale cheek. “Kora,” she said. 
 
    The green succubus nodded and gave Hestia a weak smile. “It has been a long time.” 
 
    “Who is she?” Nadia asked. 
 
    “The grave digger’s daughter,” Hestia said. 
 
    Lucian slowly stepped to the green succubus, his gaze never breaking her gaze, “We’ve come to find you and the dead that reside here. I have a home for all of you.” 
 
    Whispers filled the area as the undead stared with vacant eyes. 
 
    Rayce fell to one knee, head bowed. “The pain they feel, it’s too much.” 
 
    Kora looked away, “This is home, ghosts destined to forever walk these lands.” 
 
    Lucian stood before Kora, reached out and took her hand into his. “It doesn’t have to be.” 
 
    The succubus looked up with bright eyes and a sad expression. “We know nothing but pain. You offer us nothing more.” 
 
    Rayce looked up with agony in his eyes, “Lucian, they rose from their graves because of her. She is their tether. They only follow her commands. If you want them to follow yours, you have to infect them with your power.” 
 
    Angry whispers filled the clearing as undead demons clinked claws with an agitated shuffle of boney feet. 
 
    Lucian considered his options while never taking his eyes off of Kora. The undead numbered in the hundreds. If he used a point from his Necromancy Sphere to each of the dead, he might be able to turn them to his will. The only question was, was a point of his power enough for each one? Feeling the death energy pressing down on his senses, he wasn’t sure it would be enough. 
 
    Kora was clearly the elemental succubus of decay. Her power over the dead helped them to rise up and stay at her side. Lucian summarized if he won her to his cause, they would follow. 
 
    “Queen Systra spoke of you to me many times. She tasked me to serve you, but I only serve my sorrow,” Kora said as she turned away and walked back to the edge of the clearing. 
 
    Lucian and the others watched as she moved to the base of a large tree. Bending down, she picked up a thick rope with a noose at the end. The succubus moved to demonic skeletons and pressed the rolled thick rope to their hands before putting the noose around her neck. 
 
    “I am to forever live my death until the end of time,” Kora said sadly as the skeletons threw the length of rope over a thick branch. 
 
    “What happened to you? Did they do this to you?” Hestia asked with tears in her eyes. 
 
    Kora bowed her head as the rope was being pulled behind her. “I chose my death so they could not have the satisfaction. Just as my parents drank poison so they could die in each other’s arms.” 
 
    The rope grew taut, but the undead didn’t pull any further. 
 
    “I was in my secret place, dreaming of other worlds. I heard the cries and screams. I left, seeing the smoke above the trees. I ran home, finding mother and father in bed, their bodies cold to my touch. They were so cold.” 
 
    The noose tightened around Kora’s neck. “There is no warmth left. We are but dead things to the universe.” 
 
    Lucian made no move as the rope tightened around Kora’s neck. Skeletons pulled on the rope, hoisting her a foot off the ground. The succubus’s eyes bulged as she fought for air. Hands stayed to her sides, fingers curling and uncurling, but the demoness refused to grab at her noose. 
 
    Hestia took a step forward, drawing her sword and with tears in her eyes. Nadia clamped a hand on Hestia’s shoulder. The red-head turned to see Nadia shaking her head. 
 
    “This is their test,” the blue succubus said in a low voice. 
 
    Lucian watched as Kora’s body was hoisted up by her neck. She struggled, but didn’t stop her ascent. When she was ten feet off the ground, she shuddered as her eyes slowly rolled into her head. Rain began to fall and Lucian pulled back his hood to reveal his face and head. 
 
    “We… are… nothing,” Kora gagged, her words barely getting out as her movements grew weak. 
 
    Lucian stared at her as her life seemed on the verge of winking out again when he lifted a hand and pulled energy from his elemental sphere. The skeletal cat hopped down and padded a short distance away. 
 
    You have spent 10 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 350/370 
 
    The very air swirled into a small, white blade. It spun through the air, slicing at the thick rope with ease. Rope severed, Kora fell like a stone, landing on her back, coughing and gagging. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer, his gaze hard on the gagging demoness. The white air blade disappeared, but the very air pulled at her noose, loosening it around her neck. Kora took a long gasp of air before she lunged to her clawed feet, madness in her eyes. The green succubus charged as Lucian walked. Raising a clawed hand, ready to swipe at his exposed neck when an air bolt slammed into her chest and sent her flying down onto her back. 
 
    Kora coughed as she raised her head to Lucian. The core stood at her feet, over her and a stern look in his eyes. 
 
    “How many times have you hung yourself? How many times?” Lucian shouted with annoyed anger. 
 
    Kora’s eyes widened as she looked up to him, his confidence and power glowing along her senses. “Every day for months.” 
 
    “Queen Systra woke you so you could kill yourself? You waste your time and mine!” 
 
    “You have never felt the cold,” Kora said with a slight sneer. 
 
    “I don’t need to,” Lucian glared. “Life is meant for living. You’ve learned nothing from your self-hanging, doomed to repeat a wasted life. Are you even alive anymore?” 
 
    Kora pressed her hands into the dirt, lifting her upper body in the rain. “I live, but death mocks me.” 
 
    “You live and waste away in decay and sorrow when you should be bathing in warm darkness.” 
 
    “How dare you. You do not understand death,” Kora growled. 
 
    “I understand that you have another chance. Queen Systra saved you for a reason and that reason is here, now. Do you want to spend it dying every night or do you want to feel warm again?” 
 
    Lucian held out a hand to the succubus. Kora looked to the hand, and then back to the man’s eyes. A dash of color touched her cheeks before she reached up and took hold. Lucian pulled her to her feet, a warm smile shining in the thick rain. 
 
    Nadia and Hestia stared, water turning to vapor when it touched Hestia’s skin. Rayce stirred from the gloom of sorrow, lightness touching his spirit as he slowly stood, the darkness parting. The heavens opened further, thick sheets of rain coming down. 
 
    In the storm, Lucian helped Kora up, but continued to hold her hand when she stood under her own power. The succubus stared with wide eyes, feeling warmth touching her cold heart. 
 
    “I offer all the warmth you desire. You don’t have to do this anymore. You and all the dead here can have a home. You can break the cycle, learn from it and move on, shaping destiny to your will.” 
 
    Kora’s spirit seemed to shrink into herself. “You… don’t understand what you’re asking. I am… unnatural.” 
 
    “I see a beautiful succubus who can learn from her past instead of dwelling in it,” Lucian said warmly. 
 
    “You lie,” Kora said with a hard brow. 
 
    Lucian leaned his head back and laughed into the rain. Kora watched him in bewilderment as Lucian laughed long and hard. When his laughter calmed down, he looked to the shorter succubus with an amused smile. 
 
    “Deception is a trick most demons know. If you truly believed I was lying, why are you still holding my hand?” 
 
    Kora looked down, her fingers firmly holding onto Lucian’s hand. 
 
    “My name is Lucian and I believe you can become more than this,” Lucian said while running his thumb along the back of her hand. “Come home with us and we can dream of worlds together.” 
 
    Kora’s entire body shuddered as she stared at Lucian. The succubus blinked as a veil was pulled from her mind and heart. Standing in the rain, her breath came out warm for the first time in nearly a thousand years. 
 
    Lucian stared, seeing the warm confusion take root. He cut through the darkness and madness to expose her and could see the fear bleeding away as new warmth pressed against her spirit. The dungeon core remembered his time at the academy, seeing the weak students commit suicide. They had become cold, indifferent to the universe. It was something they all shared when they gave up on life. It amused and burned at Lucian, knowing they wasted their chances to change the world. They threw away their potential and Kora suffered from the same thoughts. The core knew she needed an example on why to live and Lucian showed it to her with open arms. 
 
    Kora leaned in, her demonic side screaming from deep within. Her eyes glowed green as she pressed dark green lips to Lucian’s mouth. The moment they touched, heat spiraled between them before tongues slid between parted lips, licking at the heat connecting them. 
 
    Urgency and desperation rippled through bodies. Rain fell from the heavens, soaking into clothes and streaming down visible bare skin. The embrace held as Lucian enjoyed Kora’s taste. Death energy began to glow against the dungeon core’s mind. Around them, demon skeletons watched with hollow eyes. The skeleton cat watched from a distance, sitting and tail swaying from side to side. 
 
    Nadia smirked as Hestia stared. The entire area rippled with power as Kora’s kisses grew heated. Lucian opened his eyes a sliver, seeing the tethers of death energy emerging like a web from the succubus of decay. They were reanimated because of her and he needed her and the surrounding undead army. 
 
    Kora pulled her lips away before clawed hands grabbed at Lucian’s robes. Extended nails slashed at the mystical fabric, but it was Lucian who mentally let them fall away. The green succubus made harsh gasps as the red robe fell away in tatters, Lucian standing naked in the rain. Gaze falling down, Kora let out a heated gasp as the core’s manhood was rising under its own power. 
 
    The green succubus ripped at what little rags she wore. The pieces were flung onto the wet grass around them and in a blink, she was naked. Lucian admired her, seeing her fit body. Breasts were handfuls with pointed dark green nipples. Skin was smooth as Kora took a step closer, hands touching Lucian like he was a statue she must inspect. 
 
    “I… never laid with anyone,” the succubus said in a small voice, almost lost to the sound of the rain. 
 
    “I can be gentle,” Lucian said as gazed down on her. 
 
    Kora shook her head before looking up with wide eyes. “I don’t want you to be. Quicken my heart. Warm my body. Be the beast I dream of every night.” 
 
    Lucian nodded, an inner darkness clawing to the surface. The demonic energies were always there, taunting him as he kept his composure. They howled with need and he would let them off their leash in small moments, but never for an extended length of time. The urges had become worse since he was transformed into a dungeon core. Deep down, he knew he had to control them most of the time or he would become a monster. The dwellers of his dungeon wouldn’t mind, but the world would fear him. When a balance was achieved, maybe he could indulge for longer periods. Instead, he would allow his inner darkness out at Kora’s request. 
 
    “Lucian, do not be afrai…” Kora managed to say before Lucian’s hand shot out and clamped on her neck. 
 
    The green succubus let out a strangled cry as he held her throat in a vice-like grip. Eyes turned hard as she struggled, mouth gaping for air. Lucian studied her, watching her fight to break free. She grabbed at his arm and pulled, but didn’t use her claws. Lucian gave her a wicked smirk as she tried to break free. The moment her effort weakened, he pulled her close and shoved the succubus hard. 
 
    Kora landed on her ass, gasping and one hand clutching at her neck. Ecstasy colored her eyes as she looked up. Lucian stepped closer, his member hard as diamond and his brow showing his intent. There was no seduction in the rain and Kora gasped. With her free hand, it slid between her parted thighs, rubbing her valley in uncontrolled lust. Rain washed over her, but a new wetness bloomed from within. 
 
    Hestia let out a shrill gasp of her own. “I want to be part of it,” she said in a whisper. 
 
    Nadia patted the fire succubus’s shoulder. “Let them have their fun. Stay with me.” 
 
    Rayce watched, but whispers tickled his inner thoughts. He could feel the demon skeletons admire Lucian’s strength, speaking and approving of his actions. Some lamented, wishing to be part of it as well. The shadowmancer gave a perverted voyeur smile as Kora could not help herself on the ground. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” Kora moaned before Lucian knelt down and was on her. 
 
    The succubus let go of her neck and stopped touching her clit, clutching at Lucian as he forced her down onto her back with his body. Nails sank into his mystical flesh and she let out a nearly frightened scream as Lucian’s cock touched her opening like a dagger to a neck. She shuddered as his hips moved, pressing his throbbing head to her for a moment. Pressing her face into his neck, she held onto him until his hips moved with purpose, pushing at her tight opening and showing no sign of retreat. 
 
    Her eyes widened as she clutched him, Lucian’s member forcing her inner world to open to his advance. Thick inches spread tight walls to nearly their breaking point. Fanged teeth bit into Lucian’s shoulder, but he didn’t wince. It had become part of their song, hungers and needs taking control. 
 
    Lucian growled his needs, pushing his thick spear. The succubus cried out as rain covered the pair. Cries turned to long moans as Lucian drove his manhood to the hilt and stayed there. Kora writhed; her body pinned to the wet ground. Bliss curled her toes before Lucian began moving with power, pulling back and driving himself deep. The primal act caused them both to grunt like beasts. Kora’s eyes rolled slightly into her head before Lucian’s hand grabbed at her throat again. The squeeze of powerful fingers caused the demon woman to moan from deep within her spirit before her windpipe closed shut.  
 
    Kora gasped and fought, but Lucian ignored her attempts. Senses dialed to eleven, he felt every drop of rain on their bodies and saw the flame of her life flicker and blaze. He thrust to the hilt, making every inch fill her emptiness and she gave a muffled moan. His fingers tightened and Kora’s body began to weaken. Lucian watched the flame as it grew dimmer and dimmer. The inner beasts delighted in her weakness, but he saw her strength as well. She welcomed his acts like a willing student. Lucian felt the succubus move her hips, pushing against his every thrust until they met in the middle. It was intimate, beautiful, and monstrous. 
 
    “Pp… l.. ease,” Kora managed with a dying breath. 
 
    Lucian squeezed harder and thrust to the hilt. Kora’s eyes rolled into her head, turning completely white. The succubus’s body shuddered violently, a magical explosion blasting nearly dead nerves. It spiraled into such a force, she shuddered again, her hips thrusting up from the ground, squeezing and trying to keep Lucian within her. The dungeon core felt it, pure bliss filling every cell of her body with divine power. The succubus was lost to the planes of paradise, her empty heart filling and spilling over like a dented bucket. 
 
    Lucian let go of her neck. Kora fell back onto the muddy grass, gasping with closed eyes as an orgasm thundered through her trembling body, followed by another.  
 
    Lucian gave the succubus a hungry smile as he thrust into her. Kora trembled, lost to far off worlds as the core thrust to the hilt, stabbing her with his own needs. Cock thickening, he roared his lust, driving himself deep and unleashing his power. Seed spurted and Kora moaned loudly. Lucian thrust again and she squeezed him, milking his cock. The moment drifted as rain ran down their bodies. 
 
    “I’m warm,” Kora whispered, eyes firmly rolled into her head. 
 
    Lucian growled again, clearly not finished. The inner beasts hounded him and he let them take control. Pulling his cock free, he grabbed the succubus and turned her onto her stomach. The side of Kora’s face splashed into the mud before his hands grabbed her hips and lifted them up. On her knees, she moaned in a mesmerized state before a dripping cock pressed to her asshole and pushed. She moaned louder as the thick head pushed past the tight resistance. Sinking deeper, she pressed her face to the mud and grass as Lucian used her like a rutting animal. 
 
    The dungeon core enjoyed her tightness as he thrust slowly, enjoying every squeeze. After a few moments, Kora seemed to return, the succubus pushing against his every thrust until they fell into rhythm. Urges flayed Lucian’s spirit, knowing he had to conquer her before she would accept him. The succubus wanted him to do as he wished and he followed the laws of lust and madness.  
 
    “I surrender,” Kora moaned as her body moved to Lucian’s power. 
 
    The dungeon core growled as his hips slapped the demon woman’s wet ass. When they once again reached their zenith, Lucian lifted his head and growled a shout as his cock thickened. Spurts of warmth splashed deep within the succubus and Kora smiled for the first time in a long time. Her smile stayed as Lucian slammed his hips against her in the rain, his cock buried and come spurting deep into her ass. Pleasure roared before Lucian looked down with demonic eyes, caressing her green skin along her back as he slowed his movements, but didn’t stop. 
 
    Alerts filled his gaze as energies lashed together into a tangled design of loyalty and power. 
 
    You have gained 1,000 Hit Points! 
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Elemental Sphere! 
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Necromancy Sphere!  
 
    You have gained 100 points to the Alteration Sphere! 
 
    You have gained the ability Conversion! 
 
    Kora is now your Concubine! 
 
    “Lucian! If you want the dead to follow you, now is your chance! Infect them with your power!” Rayce shouted. 
 
    Lucian looked up, the howling inner beasts growing silent to his focus. Spreading out his power, he felt every skeleton in the area. Magical instincts sharpened as he felt 237 undead skeletons surrounding them. It was a small army, but needed for what may come.  
 
    Lucian closed his eyes, but in his mind, he could see and feel the tethers. Kora had surrendered to him, but the undead were tied to her. Lucian required the undead to serve him and only him as their master. He could not and would not share the power. If he was going to command the many, they all must belong to him. 
 
    Lucian called on the power from his Necromancy Sphere. Dark energies arced along his senses, ready for his command. Lucian opened his eyes as they became black as pitch. With a haunting groan, he let the dark energy spiral around his body before he gave the magical command. 
 
    You have spent 237 points from your Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 233/470 
 
    Clouds of dark energy billowed into a swirling stream. Thin black shards appeared along the length of the streaming energy and in a blink, they shot out like tiny arrows. In a rapid circular motion, thin black shards crossed the small distance. Demonic skeletons stood unmoving until a shard stabbed at the point of their skulls, right above hollowed out eyes. Purple and black energy flared, the shards melting and slithering in the points like hungry worms. 
 
    Kora moaned as Lucian pulled his member from her ass. The succubus fell on her stomach, huffing for breath as Lucian stood to his full height. Black energy filled Lucian’s gaze as he mentally took hold of the tethers. By willpower alone, he pulled with the might of a mystical titan.  
 
    Skulls turned their attention to him, purple light glowing in their sockets. Lucian grinned as their power now intermingled with his own. When the last skeleton was slaved to his will, power flashed and faded. 
 
    Rayce pulled up his hood to shield him from the rain, his white smile beaming. 
 
    “They now belong to you,” the shadowmancer hissed. 
 
    Nadia and Hestia each knelt down and bowed their heads. Rayce nodded before kneeling to one knee and doing the same.  
 
    Lucian heaved with new power as the rain fell, trying to drown out the world.   
 
    Kora slowly sat up, moving her mud-covered legs under her and lifted her body up on her knees before Lucian. With hungry desire, she took his half hard member into her mouth, gently suckling with closed eyes and low moans. 
 
    “Systra, my love, I now have an army,” Lucian whispered in the rain as lightning cracked the sky. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Sixteen 
 
       Gray skies grew darker as the sun began its slow descent. An army of skeletons marched through the thick forest, a small band of figures leading the way. The rain slowed and soon stopped, water dripping from leaves and branches. A calm flowed like a gentle fog as Nadia, Hestia, and Kora walked side by side. Rayce walked behind them with several demonic skeletons at his sides. He spoke to the dead and sometimes he chuckled. 
 
    Lucian led his group and the small army. A skeletal cat sat on his shoulder, maintaining balance as he walked with distant eyes. Power ebbed at his spirit as he felt stronger. With Kora’s surrender, he had regenerated all of his spheres. The core was anxious to return back to his dungeon, but his thoughts dwelled on his new power and strategies to protect his dwellers from a dangerous fight. 
 
    The dungeon core called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 1,000/13,070 
 
    Abyss Shards: 7 
 
    Rooms: 74 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 470/470 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 470/470 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 470/470 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
      
 
    Creation Abilities 
 
    Create Iron Golem  
 
      
 
    The ability of Conversion seemed to be self-explanatory, but when he tried to use it, nothing happened. Thinking it over, he wondered if the power was meant to redistribute his points from the spheres to each other, allowing for a better use of his power. Regenerated to full only meant he couldn’t use the power until a sphere had been depleted. Either way, this new ability would be a great boon to his powers and may give him a needed edge if any fight was to come. It would have to be tested and the core was ready to see how far he could take it. 
 
    The bright threat slid into his thoughts. Irvas was sure to come and rescue his fellow paladins. Lota had manipulated the situation to her advantage, but her demands were seemingly to his benefit. Had his words really changed her view? Was she telling the truth, wishing to become a student or apprentice? The core could not say. In their interactions, she seemed genuine. If she surrendered to him, Vala would desert her and she would not be able to return to her ways. Was this what Lucian wanted? 
 
    The cat on his shoulder licked at a boney paw like it was still living. Lucian turned his head to the undead cat that seemed to have adopted him, but his senses spread out, listening to Rayce. The shadowmancer was enjoying his time with the dead demons. They made no reactions, but how could they since they lacked flesh and muscles. Instead, the conversation seemed to carry on, Rayce chuckling to what Lucian assumed was old stories from when they were alive. 
 
    Senses taking in information, Lucian listened as the three succubi walked and talked. Hestia did most of the talking about how she woke and met Lucian. Kora listened while Nadia filled in some of the blanks. They got along well enough and Lucian was pleased. Their numbers and power were growing, but they still stood on the cliff’s edge. A thought touched his mind and a dash of regret swirled in his mystical heart. 
 
    Lucian faced forward, a small sadness flowing down over his entire being. The conversation he had with Rayce spoke volumes to his loyalty. The way Nadia and Hestia treated his seduction of Kora was just another day in their world. The succubi who dwelled in his dungeon loved and respected him, following his commands to the letter. It was a jumble of horrors, sex, and dare he say, friendship? 
 
    Lucian’s brow softened at the thought. Friendship never lasted in his life. Being the odd person, speaking of truths no one wanted to hear, left him on his own with little to no one he could trust or confide in. Now, he walked with an army to his back, several demons and a shadowmancer who for all intents and purposes, wanted to be with him and help him succeed. The feeling grew stranger as it felt like it was bordering real friendships where they didn’t judge each other and instead, enjoyed each other’s company and ambitious ideals of conquest. Was this what he really wanted? Was this what he craved when so many treated him like a freak? Time spent in the Mage Academy meant knowledge was the greatest power one could have, but it was all a lie. The professors and students just wanted others to follow them and worship them in a time where there was no war. Lucian didn’t care for it and was ousted and treated like a mongrel animal just because he questioned the world.  
 
    Faint images caressed his thoughts of being home on rainy days, writing in his books. How his parents came to him with food and asked questions on what he was writing. The core smiled as he treasured those memories as they sat patiently and listened to his wild dreams and stories. It was in those times he knew happiness even for a little while. 
 
    Lucian’s demeanor turned gloomy. Despite living in paradise, he wasn’t happy, not truly. Thinking to his dungeon, he felt at home. Thinking of Systra, he felt love. Knowing he was not only gaining followers, but friends, sent a warm burst from his heart. Happiness danced at the edge of his being and the reality of changing the world fueled his resolve.  
 
    Rayce approached and walked at Lucian’s side. The dungeon core’s face shifted to neutral as the skeleton cat licked its other boney paw without a physical tongue. 
 
    “Some of the dead told me the cat’s name. Her name is Abigail, but they often call her Abby. She seems to have taken a liking to you,” Rayce smiled. 
 
    Lucian lifted a hand and scratched her boney jaw. Abby seemed to enjoy it, leaning into his scratches.  
 
    “They also tell me she often forgets she’s dead. She still catches mice and tries to eat them.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “As long as she is happy, I’m okay with that.” 
 
    Rayce nodded and quickly changed the subject. “I meant what I said about talking to Roxxy.” 
 
    Lucian was silent for a long moment before he looked to the shadowmancer. “Rayce, things will get harder before they get any better. I may… have been a little too rash in making you stay here with me. You and Roxxy don’t have to stay.” 
 
    Rayce smiled wide and shook his head. “I don’t think you understand how friendship works. I know you have a great destiny to fulfill and I want to help.” 
 
    Lucian stared for a moment. “We’re friends?” 
 
    Rayce nodded. “There were three moments I know of that showed we are friends. You accepted my company to explore the Twin Points dungeon. You urged Roxxy and I to leave together when I was hurt and finally, you took us in when no one in their right mind would. You don’t have to share everything in your life to tell me we are friends. I know we are and as a friend, I want to help fulfill your dreams as you have helped fulfill mine. I wouldn’t have ever met Roxxy any other way and destiny brought us together.” 
 
    The word friendship cut and warmed Lucian at the same time. It was an alien and comforting concept that until now, Lucian never truly enjoyed. 
 
    Rayce glanced over his shoulder to the three succubi walking ten feet behind them. “They are truly in love with you, especially Nadia.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. 
 
    “When she speaks your name, she has to steal a glance at you. I have spent a lot of time watching people and know true love when I see it. She wants all of you, the good and the bad.” 
 
    Lucian said nothing as they walked. 
 
    Rayce looked forward, “They all love you. A love like that can conquer worlds.” 
 
    Lucian felt a sliver of discomfort and remained silent. 
 
    “If you want me to keep blowing wind up your ass like that, increase my gold and I’ll do it all the time,” Rayce grinned. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes widened before laughter filled the area. The dungeon core laughed hard, Abby barely staying on his shoulder. Nadia, Hestia, and Kora looked to their master and smiled as he calmed down, his laughter turning to chuckles. 
 
    “Yes, we can discuss later if you and Roxxy stay,” Lucian said as he tried to regain his composure. 
 
    Rayce rubbed his hands together, “Oh, I love a challenge. Consider it done!” 
 
    Lucian nodded with a smile before the forest parted and a small clearing appeared before them. The core turned his attention as he spotted the entrance to his dungeon. Feelings of home washed over him as he led the way, his companions and army following.  
 
    Invisible energy snaked out and latched onto him. The moment he stepped beyond the entrance threshold; power surged to fill the void. Hit points returned to full instantly and Lucian flexed his fingers in delight. The long trek to and fro from the ruins had drained him mentally, but now he felt refreshed.  
 
    The web of his dungeon connected and he felt every dweller and to some degree, they felt him. Walking along, Lucian led his companions and undead army deeper down the main corridor. Thoughts shifted to his paladin prisoners and he mentally touched on the guard’s minds. 
 
    “How are our guests?” Lucian whispered in their minds. 
 
    “They have been quiet since you left, praying silently on their knees. They haven’t eaten any food we have provided,” a succubus guard whispered back. 
 
    “Continue to watch them and alert me of any changes,” Lucian said before shifting his senses. 
 
    Opal, Pink, Roxxy, and Ida were moving through the core level of the dungeon and toward the stairs. They had sensed his return and moved quickly, up the stairs and towards the main corridor. 
 
    Lucian smiled and an alert filled his gaze. 
 
    You have constructed 80 rooms! 
 
    The dungeon core noted the alert, signaling an abyss shard had already fallen from the rift and was waiting for his touch. The earth elementals worked through the day, building rooms on the 2nd level. With the small increase of power, a new room or rooms might unlock and help in their defense should they need it. 
 
    The army marched with precision from behind, halting when Lucian stopped. From the shadows of the main corridor, three succubi and a mimic emerged. Roxxy’s eyes widened as she rushed to Rayce. The shadowmancer held out his arms and embraced her with a smile as she held him close. 
 
    Opal smiled warmly, but Pink and Ida rushed Lucian. The core’s eyes widened as the two demon women hugged him, sliding their hands over his robe and stealing touches.  
 
    “Your army is sooo big,” Pink laughed. 
 
    “We should celebrate with an orgy!” Ida said excitedly. 
 
    Lucian couldn’t fight back his smile. They were gone for about fourteen hours, but the way the Pink and Ida acted, it was like he was gone for fourteen years. 
 
    Nadia stepped closer with a commanding presence. “Back off sluts! Our master has a lot to do.” 
 
    Pink and Ida reluctantly pulled away with small giggles. From the darkness of the corridor, Jon stepped into view and gave Lucian a quick head nod. The core nodded back as Pink moved to the undead man. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Nadia, “Distribute most of the skeletons to this level and check on our succubi. I can feel there are some adventurers here, but I don’t want them to see the bulk of our forces so make sure they remained entertained.” 
 
    Nadia nodded, turned and stepped to the skeleton army. Lucian mentally commanded his army to listen to Nadia’s commands before turning his attention to Hestia and Kora. 
 
    “Hestia, please find Kora a room. When you have one picked out, I’ll furnish it.” 
 
    The redhead nodded as Pink and Ida stepped closer to the green-skinned succubus.  
 
    “We can help! There are some empty rooms not far from Master’s bed chamber,” Ida grinned. 
 
    Kora gave a small smile as Ida grabbed Kora’s hand and pulled. Pink grinned and followed. Jon turned and lumbered behind them. Hestia gave Lucian a small smile before following them down the corridor and disappearing from sight. 
 
    Opal stepped to Lucian, her head bowed, but her gaze remained on her master. “I have a few of my sisters helping with creating weapons. Our armory is nearly full. We may need another one soon.” 
 
    Lucian nodded when he noticed the succubus bite her lip. “Is everything okay?” 
 
    Opal nodded. “I’m… happy your back.” 
 
    “I’m happy to be back,” Lucian said with warm affection. 
 
    Opal was frozen for a moment before she sucked in a breath, stepped forward and hugged Lucian around the waist. The core looked down with curious eyes, seeing the open display of affection. Hugging her back, warmth bloomed for a long moment before she pulled away. The succubus bowed, turned and walked back the way she came. 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy stepped to Lucian’s side with smiles. 
 
    “The love in this place makes it feel like home,” Rayce grinned. 
 
    “It does,” Roxxy smiled. 
 
    The shadowmancer turned to the mimic, “Let’s go to our room. I missed you.” 
 
    Roxxy nodded and the pair made their way down the corridor. 
 
    Lucian stood, feeling what Rayce was saying. Night had blanketed the surface world, but down in the dungeon, it was warm with affection. An image of a chained troll touched his mind and the core sighed to himself. Abby leapt down and sauntered off to explore her new home. 
 
    Lucian blinked away and appeared in the Rift Chamber. A pillow was on the floor below the rift and on it, a dark shard lay with unnatural power.  
 
    Lucian knelt down and took hold, lifting it up to his eyes. Power surged and he smiled as alerts filled his gaze. 
 
    You have gained 10 Hit Points! HP: 13,080 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 480 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 480 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 480 
 
    Alerts filled his gaze as a new chamber unlocked. 
 
    You have learned Alchemy Chamber! You may now create a chamber to brew potions and remedies. Cost: 50 Elemental and 100 Alteration. 
 
    Lucian drank in the information as power ran along his nerves. The increase, plus having three of the eight elemental demons caused him to enjoy his power. It was a step in the right direction. Having a few days to plot out a true defense with his new army was the next step. 
 
    Lucian was about to ask Nadia, Opal, Hestia, and Kora to join him for a drink when another thought crept into his mind. The core’s brow furled as he wasn’t sure they could survive an all-out attack on his dungeon. Shrewd thoughts circled like wolves and he growled his dismay. 
 
    Lucian left the rift chamber and moved to his bedchamber. Once inside, he pulled the small chest from under his bed and placed it on his bed. Lifting the lid, he pulled the shard from his robe and placed it within the chest. He would have to retrieve the other shard from Nadia when he saw her again, but for now, two shards would reside under his bed until he was ready to place them in hidden spots along his dungeon.  
 
    Chest closed and placed under his bed, the core blinked away and appeared in Lota’s chamber. 
 
    The beautiful troll was still on her knees, slightly slumped forward with chains around her legs. Her dark eyes barely looked up as Lucian stared down with an unfeeling gaze. 
 
    “Come to watch this time?” Lota said with a small, wicked smile. 
 
    Lucian’s expression did not change. “We still have four days before your letter alerts Eymore. More than enough time to build a defense against any army that may invade us.” 
 
    Lota let out a long sigh before lifting her head and giving Lucian a tired look. “You didn’t appear just to tell me that.” 
 
    “No, I didn’t. Rayce and Roxxy are staying. They believe in what I’m trying to do here.” 
 
    Lota was silent. 
 
    Lucian knelt down, but kept about three feet of distance between them. The core stared into Lota’s dark eyes as she looked to him. 
 
    “I’m not ready for war, not yet. Any attack on my dungeon will slow down what little progress we’ve made.” 
 
    Lota closed her eyes and smiled. “You want to make a deal.” 
 
    “I want allegiance,” Lucian growled. 
 
    Lota opened her eyes and tilted her head to the side. “As I have said, with your dark blessing, I will become your student, your apprentice.” 
 
    Lucian’s mouth twisted into a sardonic smirk. “Not just you. Having the Lord and Lady of Eymore under my influence will help our cause greatly. A first step to controlling the northeast lands of Lukken.” 
 
    “Our cause?” Lota said with a seductive hiss. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “I have thought over what you have offered and I’m interested. The only thing that I require are assurances. You speak of becoming my student, but there is nothing to stop you from running the moment you have the chance. You speak of Vala’s tenuous connection to you, but she hasn’t given up, not completely. I cannot put my faith and trust in someone who has little to lose. You may have engineered our meeting, but that speaks nothing to your intentions.” 
 
    The troll looked down as torchlight and shadows swayed along her blue skin. 
 
    “Vala does not wish to give up. She speaks to me in my dreams, trying to influence me away from your dark light, but she is not the only one vying for my faith. Hexnia has also come, whispering in my ear and across my mind.” 
 
    Lota sat down, her body hunched forward and eyes staring at nothing. “I saw what happened to you.” 
 
    Lucian kept his gaze blank as the troll looked away, memories and dreams filling her mind. 
 
    Lota looked up with fierce and sad power. “The goddess of lust and madness showed me such dark things. It played out in my dreams, you loving and fucking Queen Systra. She showed me how you ate at her flesh and swallowed. I saw you fuck her wounds, the look of true darkness in your eyes. I wish I could say I was revolted. I wish I could say I was disgusted.” 
 
    The troll looked away. “Those images haunted me. I don’t know if Hexnia was trying to drive me insane or bring me closer to her. Either way, watching you love the demon queen only ignited a dark fire in me. It made me hunger for something I knew was always there. 
 
    “The moment we spent together… was magical. When you stole a piece of me to fuel your magic… I fell in love.” 
 
    Lucian’s blank gaze softened. “Lota, there is no going back. Lukken requires balance and I will be leading dark armies to restore what has been lost. If you join my dark crusade, not even death will release you from our cause.” 
 
    Lota looked to Lucian and a small aura of light appeared around her body. The light grew brighter. Steam rose up from Lucian’s hand and he backed up, the holy light burning him. Lucian rose up to his feet. Stepping back a few feet, he watched as the golden aura surrounded the troll paladin, her eyes filled with sorrow. 
 
    “Vala is trying to protect me,” Lota whispered. 
 
    Lucian raised a hand to block out the light, “This is your choice, but I promise, if you serve me, you will have a family, you will be loved and you will have purpose!” 
 
    A tear slipped down Lota’s blue cheek. “Lucian…” the troll whispered. 
 
    The dungeon core stood, an open hand blocking the growing light. Lucian looked through parted fingers, seeing the immense sorrow on the troll’s expression. Lota stared at nothing, her future hanging in the balance. If she stayed to Vala’s faith, he would have to kill her. If she betrayed her goddess, she would become his for all time. 
 
    Lota took a deep breath, tilted her head up and stared beyond the stone ceiling to the universe beyond. 
 
    Lucian’s entire form rippled as a presence entered his dungeon. It moved with liquid grace and power, stepping through walls like they were nothing. Lucian trembled at the power as Lota sat, the golden aura around her body flickering. Mind working, he tried to come up with a way to defend himself against such power, but it overwhelmed his senses and stabbed at his mind. 
 
    A seething horror crawled in from the walls, invisible to all but Lucian’s senses. Trying to comprehend it, the darkness began to take shape. Lucian took a step back as another tear streaked down Lota’s cheek. Madness and desire blended together and a form took shape. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes were the size of saucers as a woman with red skin sauntered in. Her body moved with smooth curves, but they didn’t hide her power. Black, leathery wings unfolded from her back while large, curved horns graced her forehead. They were so long and covered, the tips pointed to the back of her head while jet black hair flowed down past her shoulders. A tail swayed with a triangular tip as hips and sensual thighs moved. 
 
    “Hexnia,” Lota whispered. 
 
    Lucian knew of the gods, had seen their miracles and witnessed their power through their worshippers, but he had never seen one with his own eyes. Queen Systra was the most powerful demonic force he had seen or touched, but this was on a completely different level. A goddess walked through his dungeon and into his chamber. Madness ebbed at him and he was rooted to the spot. 
 
    Hexnia stepped behind Lota and looked down. Black eyes stared at Lucian while her perfect mouth curved into a diabolical smile. Lucian’s knees grew weak. He wanted to fall to knees and bow before her, begging for her touch, but he resisted. It burned at his soul, but he stood and the demon goddess raised a perfectly thin eyebrow. Clawed hands moved across her own skin, cupping her breasts and letting her forked tongue to hang out. With a squeeze of her crimson breasts, she sighed and Lucian fell to one knee, exhaustion and madness eating his mind. 
 
    Lota stared at Lucian as he was down on one knee. Golden light flicked around her body. The troll paladin could feel the darkness at her back, but the look in Lucian’s eyes showed he could see the goddess tempting her. 
 
    “Lucian…” Lota whispered again and brought her left hand close to her chin. 
 
    The dungeon core fought the madness, slowly rising back up on his own power. The goddess was powerful, but he knew if he stayed on his knee, he would fall in love and fall deep into insanity. Standing up, he seethed with his own power, standing up to her madness and lust. 
 
    “Lucian, you wish for assurances. I will give them to you,” Lota said with a strong tone before sticking her left pinky and ring finger in her mouth. 
 
    Lucian watched as the troll made direct eye contact before showing her teeth and biting down. There was an audible “Crunch” before blood spurted. The core was transfixed as she ripped her two fingers away, left hand pulling away and blood pulsing out. Blood quickly ran down her arm and into her lap. 
 
    Right hand up, Lota spit out her two fingers and held them up to Lucian with her head bowed. 
 
    “One for the Goddess Hexnia and the other for you,” the beautiful troll said as blood dripped from her mouth. 
 
    Lucian stared, unable to move. 
 
    Blessherblessherblessherblessherblessherblessherblessherblessher! 
 
    The words jumbled together in his mind, but he could still make them out. Hexnia’s mouth moved, but the whispers were all around him. The room began to spin as Lucian fought for control. 
 
    “Take them,” Lota whispered as blood from the two stubs on her left hand gushed. The crimson life soaked into her small clothes, but she remained sitting, her head bowed and right hand up with the bloody digits. 
 
    Lucian broke the trance and stepped closer. The golden aura dimmed and the moment he touched the two fingers in her open hand, the aura shattered. Demonic laughter rang out as Lucian lifted the two severed fingers and placed both of them in his mouth. Blood, delicate muscle, and bone filled his senses and with a long swallow, the two fingers entered him and were consumed by his power. 
 
    Delirium spiraled as Lucian fought for control. The intoxicating power caused him to grin like a mad man. Logic cut through the madness as he moved to a torch on the wall and pulled it from its holder. Time blinked and he was standing before Lota. Reaching down, he grabbed her bloody hand and pressed the flame to her stubs. The troll winced and cried out as the wounds were cauterized. Tears flowed as her hand fell to her lap, the burned stumps still smoking.  
 
    Lucian threw the torch away, it striking a wall and bursting into nothing. The lights dimmed as his robe melted away. Lota sobbed until she saw Lucian before her, naked and his member hardening. The core looked down, his features sharpening as he gave a jagged smile. 
 
    “A blessing for those who love,” Lucian’s voice came out other-worldly. 
 
    Lota shifted her legs and was on her knees. The pain left her eyes as she looked to Lucian with affection. Behind her, Hexnia licked her lips with her long tongue, watching like a lizard growing fat on a feast. 
 
    The troll leaned forward, her damaged hand caressing Lucian’s member before she pressed her face to the side of the throbbing shaft. She adored him by licking and gently sliding her cheek to his manhood. Tongue snaking out, she took him into her wanting mouth and closed her lips. 
 
    Lucian pressed his hand to the top of her head as foul bliss sank into both their souls. Lota suckled like an animal, hungrily moving back and forth on thick inches. Lucian groaned his approval as she took every inch until her lips touched the base of his cock. The connection between them surged, but lust and madness consumed them both. The outside world ceased to exist and their bliss was all that mattered. 
 
    Power and needs pushed at the fabric of Lucian’s soul. Hexnia whispered forbidden desires in his ear while her lips never moved. Moans sang to a primal symphony and Lucian felt his control slipping. 
 
    “Lota…” Lucian managed before his cock thickened. 
 
    The troll looked up with intense eyes, never blinking as come spurted and splashed against the back of her throat. Lota sucked it down before more painted her soul, blocking out the light. 
 
    Energy flared as Hexnia laughed. Black nails grew from red fingers. The goddess peered down on the troll and drove claws into Lota’s head and into her back. Lucian watched as he continued to push every drop of come into Lota’s full mouth. The black claws stabbed into the troll, but she didn’t cry out. Instead, her eyes rolled into her head and moaned louder. 
 
    I welcome… a daughter. 
 
    Hexnia’s words vibrated along Lucian as he fought to stay standing. 
 
    Lota gagged on Lucian’s member for a long moment before pulling away, come dripping from the edge of her mouth. 
 
    “Goddess Hexnia, I am yours,” Lota said with eyes rolling into her head and she collapsed. 
 
    Lucian was quick, diving down and taking hold of her before she hit the floor. With a thought, the chains around her wrists and ankles burst open. The core lifted up the troll in his arms. 
 
    Hexnia laughed before giving Lucian a wink. The light was gone and only a worm-like darkness remained. The image of the goddess faded away, Hexnia blowing Lucian a kiss. 
 
    Lucian looked down at Lota in his arms. She moaned, but her expression was peaceful. The core turned and walked toward the door. The door opened on its own and Lucian stepped into the corridor. Walking through the dungeon, he made his way to his bedchamber and stepped in. 
 
    Moving to his bed, he gently lay the unconscious troll down. Lota’s clothes were soaked in her own blood. With nimble fingers, he pulled them off and tossed them aside. When she was fully nude, he picked up a fur blanket and laid it over her. The troll turned on her side and curled into a ball. 
 
    Lucian took several steps back and fell into a chair. Naked, he stared at the lump on his bed. The core noticed the tether between them and he studied it. It was thin but it was noticeable. Unlike his tethers to others, Lota seemed to have a little more freedom than his other dwellers. Lucian wasn’t completely sure how it all worked, but his mind reeled from the act replaying in his memory. Lota had given up on Vala’s faith and embraced Hexnia’s ways. She could never return to Vala’s teachings, forever an outcast. Others who followed Vala may cast their own judgment on the beautiful troll, but Lucian was satisfied. She gave up her world for his, ready to become his student as he restored balance to the world. 
 
    The door to the bed chamber opened, Nadia stepping in. The blue succubus looked to the bed, seeing a glimpse of Lota’s face and hair. Nadia frowned and turned her attention to Lucian. 
 
    The dungeon core in his avatar form sat, naked and his member hard and standing under its own power. Nadia stepped over and let her travelling leggings fall. She stepped out of them, gaze on her master’s cock, but her words directed at him. 
 
    “She… has renounced her faith of Vala,” the blue succubus said in a low tone as she lifted a leg and straddled Lucian’s lap. 
 
    The core did nothing as she sank down, taking hold of his member and impaling herself on him. Slowly sliding down, she moaned until she reached the hilt. Leaning back, she pressed her back to Lucian’s chest. Hips moved slowly and after a long moment, Lucian reached up and pulled open her top. Hands gently squeezed firm breasts before fingers swirled around her pointed nipples.  
 
    “She belongs to us?” Nadia whispered as she moved her hips. 
 
    “She belongs to me,” Lucian corrected. 
 
    Nadia hissed before licking her lips, increasing the tempo. 
 
    “She is a dark paladin now, serving my will. She is my student and I am her master,” Lucian said darkly as Nadia fucked him but his gaze was on the sleeping Lota. 
 
    “I want to learn,” Nadia said with an envious edge. 
 
    Lucian’s gaze slid to Nadia as she tried to please him. “Don’t become jealous. All will be taught many lessons.” 
 
    Nadia closed her eyes, but let her hips move with hypnotic power. “Yes, Master,” she whispered. 
 
    Lucian enjoyed Nadia’s attempts to influence him, but he knew the succubus had a difficult time trying to understand balance. She was ready to kill and slaughter and would have done so if Lucian didn’t stay her hand. She knew the arts of seduction and power, but balancing them were still a challenge. It would take longer to help deconstruct her core beliefs until they were rebuilt to his liking. 
 
    Lota on the other hand was new to the darkness. She was eager, willing and able to learn, taking his small lessons as gospel. Now a dark paladin, she would have Hexnia’s influence to aid in their crusade. Lota would become a true student to what he wanted to bring to Lukken. It licked at his mind the possibilities and he grew harder at the thought. 
 
    Nadia cooed as she increased the tempo. The wet sounds of their union played on as Lucian returned his gaze to Lota on the bed. The troll and the succubus filled the dungeon core with purpose as Hexnia smiled on him with sharp teeth. Lucian pondered that Hexnia may be vying for his attention to draw away influence from Queen Systra. The gods and goddesses were the jealous sort at times, but Lucian knew he could use that for his own ends. He loved Queen Systra, but he loved power, sex, and knowledge as well. The world of Lukken was ready for a change and Lucian felt the black flame in his heart grow bigger with each passing thought. 
 
    Nadia cried out as her body shuddered. The orgasms exploded as she couldn’t stop her hips from moving.  
 
    Lucian closed his eyes as his cock thickened and come spurted into the succubus’s tight inner world. 
 
    “Don’t stop. I have more to give,” Lucian whispered his command. 
 
    Nadia nodded as she remained, moving on his rigid member, trying to coax out more of his love. 
 
    *** 
 
    A storm of hooves crashed along the muddy grass. A stream of horses galloped through the dark, a guiding light glowing, parting the primeval forest. The moon slowly rose as the strong steeds with armored riders thundered through the woods. 
 
    A figure led the steady stream, eyes narrow slits and light bathing his white armor. Shadows parted as he pushed on, a ball of holy light above him. Divine power arced along his armored shoulders as he clenched his jaw. 
 
    Irvas stared ahead as he felt a follower of Vala turn to the darkness. Gritting his teeth, he pushed his steed harder, power filling his heart with divine justice.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seventeen 
 
    Lucian drifted as Nadia rode him. The blue succubus licked her lips with her eyes closed, body moving and enjoying the blissful sensations. The dungeon core watched with an amused smile, seeing her gorge on his energy. It had been several hours since she came in and wanted to feed and please him at the same time. 
 
    Lucian’s head turned and he looked to Lota. The troll’s chest lifted and fell with her breathing. Eyes closed and they didn’t move under her eyelids. Lucian guessed she was beyond exhausted. The process of turning from Vala to Hexnia drained her spirit. He hoped she would wake soon, so they could talk. A dark paladin in his dungeon could bring a new wrinkle of power to his designs and the core was eager to explore it. The faint thought of her affections to him were not unwelcomed, but it was something they would have to talk about with their new relationship. She wished to be his student and he wanted to teach her, but deep down, he had to organize his philosophy in a way she and many others would understand. It was easy to say he wanted to bring balance, but saying and doing are two different matters entirely. It required set goals and steps to achieve those goals. If they were too lofty, many would lose interest, but if they were attainable, many more would flock to his banners.  
 
    Thoughts whirled to the other races, disenfranchised because of their racial histories. Goblins, ogres, kobolds, and lizard folk were among them, Lucian thought, cast out of creating full-fledged kingdoms. Dragons, humans, elves, and even orcs had kept their power after the Great Migration. Trolls were kept a step lower than the ruling races for what their ancestors did. It created an uneven mess for close to a thousand years and Lucian was finished with it. He would teach Lota and many others, using the old ways of the light and dark to forge a new Lukken.  
 
    Nadia shuddered and moaned. Lucian looked up to her as she weaved from left to right before collapsing on his chest. The succubus breathed heavy, but didn’t break the connection between them. It was enough for Lucian to hold her to him, wondering if their relationship would grow more complicated as well. The blue succubus for the most part, liked keeping him to her, but now that there was a dark paladin to share, she might be a little more devious with her affections. 
 
    The air was warm as Lucian smiled to himself and slowly drifted off. Images of succubi patrolling the dungeon slowly flashed across his mind and senses. Adventures begged for more as demon women made them come until it hurt. Moans and gasps floated like warm music. Opal and Hestia sat in Opal’s bed chamber, talking to Kora and catching up. The three were all smiles, talking about their lives before the night of tears.  
 
    Images blended together and reformed. Rayce and Roxxy moaned as Ida kissed the shadowmancer’s back. Rayce pushed his hips between Roxxy’s black thighs and the mimic cried out for more. Ida’s hands caressed their joined bodies as she kissed them, waiting her turn. The scent of sex touched Lucian’s incorporeal senses and he smiled before moving on. 
 
    The dream-like state was a mixture of reality and his mind. Lucian could not fathom how it could be, seeing a city grow above his dungeon. Many races came together to celebrate their ruler, the dungeon core sitting on a throne. Looking over, he saw Systra sitting beside him with a warm smile of blood red lips. Hexnia touched them both with crimson clawed hands and all was right in the dream world. 
 
    Nadia floated down and landed on his lap. The succubus giggled before snuggling his neck in the dream. Lucian enjoyed it until she pulled back and Lota stared at him. The change was off-putting, but welcomed as she ran his hands over her body while the queen watched with approval. It had all become a dance and Lucian drowned in bliss. 
 
    Streaks of lights touched the dreamscape. The core continued to run his hands along Lota’s body when the lights grew brighter and brighter. Queen Systra and Lota melted into the light and soon were gone. Lucian tried to close his eyes to stop the light, but it burned at his entire being. Points of light grew until it felt like the sun was bearing down on his very body. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes shot open as he gasped. The points of light were still there, touching his mind and approaching his dungeon entrance. 
 
    Nadia lifted her head, sleepy concern in her eyes until she saw the shock filling Lucian’s expression. 
 
    “We have intruders approaching the dungeon,” Lucian stated as he shifted. 
 
    Nadia woke up and quickly slid off her master. The two were soon standing as Lucian’s eyes darted back and forth in his head. 
 
    “It’s Irvas. I can feel his power,” Lucian said as he brought up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 13,080/13,080 
 
    Abyss Shards: 8 
 
    Rooms: 80 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 480/480 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 480/480 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 480/480 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
      
 
    “What’s the last count on our forces?” Lucian asked the succubus. 
 
    “We have 72 succubi and 237 skeletons. Most of the skeletons were unarmed. The Armory doesn’t have enough weapons to arm everyone, but they can fight. Most of the succubi aren’t armed either, some only carrying daggers, aside from the guards. Last I checked, we have enough swords and daggers to arm half our forces.” 
 
     Lucian rubbed his chin as a red robe appeared over his naked body. “I thought we would have a few days to prepare, but it seems fate has other plans.” 
 
    An image flashed in Lucian’s mind of the paladins praying. The core mentally shook off the image as time was rapidly running out. 
 
    “Gather our forces and arm them. Have Opal stay down here to defend my core while Hestia and Kora help arm our people. I’ll direct the succubi engaged with adventurers to pull back to the outlying chambers on the second level. I don’t want a bloodbath or word of this coming out. Afterwards we can decide how we will proceed.” 
 
    Nadia’s brow hardened, “What about the prisoners? If they escape, they will add to the enemy forces.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “We can use them for a bargaining chip. Irvas will be here shortly and we need every moment to prepare our defense. Keep the prisoners alive until I say otherwise.” 
 
    “Master, this is a mistake. Irvas will liberate them and kill everyone in your dungeon. We should capitalize on it, taunting the enemy with severed paladin heads!” 
 
    Lucian looked to Nadia’s determined expression and his own brow softened. She was ready to fight and spill blood, but Lucian knew in a head on fight, they would lose against a powerful holy force. Lucian needed every option available if they were all going to survive this. 
 
    Lucian put his hands on the succubus’s shoulders and looked deeply into her blue eyes. “Nadia, our priority is to protect our people. We must use our cunning and strength to defend against whatever force is approaching. I need you to follow my commands to the letter. Can you do that?” 
 
    Emotion drained from the succubus as she gave a firm nod. “What will you do?” 
 
    Lucian’s gaze remained, confident power rising. “I’ll direct some of our forces while providing a distraction. I need time to see what we’re dealing with and plan accordingly. The one thing I do know, Irvas and others must not get through the main corridor. Once they splinter into the second level, their power will decimate our forces. We must hold the main corridor at all costs to keep them contained.” 
 
    The dungeon core lightly squeezed Nadia’s shoulders, “We have to survive this or everything we hoped for will be gone by morning. I need you to arm and rally our people.” 
 
    “The enemy won’t survive the night,” Nadia said with a wicked smirk. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Go. I’ll warn everyone and see if we can avoid a fight.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Rayce arched up, driving his hips deep. Roxxy moaned before it was drowned out by Rayce’s groans. Orgasms bloomed like flowers as the shadowmancer fell on the mimic, her arms and legs curling around him and hugging him close. 
 
    “My turn,” Ida said with warm eyes. 
 
    “I need a minute,” Rayce huffed. 
 
    Roxxy drank in the shadowmancer’s musk, holding him tight. “We can stay,” the mimic whispered. 
 
    Rayce gave a weak nod, his heart glowing. “I think it will be best for us,” he heaved. 
 
    “We still need to plan our orgy,” Ida said as she ran her hands over their sweaty bodies. 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy both nodded. 
 
    The shadowmancer was about to lift himself up for the next round when a voice penetrated his mind. 
 
    “Rayce, we may be under attack soon. I need you to help lead the skeleton army,” Lucian’s words flowed across the shadowmancer’s mind. 
 
    Rayce lifted himself up and nearly jumped from the bed. Roxxy rose up as Ida looked to the shadowmancer in concern. 
 
    “What’s happening?” Rayce asked out loud. 
 
    “We may be under attack very soon. Help lead the undead army, but do no attack until I give the command,” Lucian said with a mental whisper. 
 
    Rayce nodded before turning to Roxxy and Ida. “We will have to put this on hold for now. The dungeon may be invaded.” 
 
    Roxxy slipped off the bed, her black body changing, forming hard patches like armor along her limbs, chest and legs. Fingers grew longer and sharpened at the ends. Black eyes took a defiant gleam as the mimic prepared for a fight. 
 
    Ida on the other hand, stayed on the bed, fear filling her face. The succubus clutched the blanket to her chest, a tremble in her hands. 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy stepped closer, small warm smiles showing.  
 
    “Don’t worry. We will do everything to stop the invaders,” Rayce assured her. 
 
    “They won’t get down here,” Roxxy smiled. 
 
    “But who will protect both of you?” Ida blinked. 
 
    Rayce and Roxxy looked at each other with knowing smiles.  
 
    “We have survived this long with barely a scratch. Let’s make sure we protect our home and those we love,” Rayce grinned and gave the succubus a wink. 
 
    *** 
 
    The galloping of hooves slowed. Irvas stared with determination carved into his features. The paladin in white, eyed the dungeon entrance about a hundred feet away. Shadows writhed from the stony entrance. The night air was cool, steam blasting from the horse's nostrils. Irvas kept his gaze for a moment longer before he dismounted. 
 
    Behind the man in white armor, horses slowed to a stop. Men and women also covered in white armor dismounted. The moment their boots hit the soft ground, they drew maces and hammers. Golden auras glowed around their bodies and a few halos appeared above armored heads.  
 
    Irvas stepped away from his steed, light flowing along his body like sunlight on a warm day. Tendrils of darkness touched his senses as he turned his head to the surrounding trees. Something was watching him, calculating his strength and numbers. 
 
    The First Paladin of Drogoss took another step closer, an impossibly large mace strapped to his back. Paladins formed up behind them, silent and awaiting orders. The dark forest grew quiet as the breeze died. Animals emerged from dens to see and feel the healing light in the air. 
 
    Irvas stood like an imposing statue before stepping toward the entrance with subdued power. The paladins behind him marched, following their commander, weapons at the ready. 
 
    Cold air flowed from the dungeon entrance. Irvas’s glowing aura caused the shadows to shrink back. Stepping beyond the threshold, the paladin marched in while the many paladins behind him formed lines five across. 
 
    The darkness pulled back with every step of the small holy army until torch light glowed. Irvas kept his pace steady, but not rushed. Light touched the walls and it gave up small secrets. A battle took place here, but little blood was spilt. Irvas mentally collected evidence until a shadow writhed to life and dark power dripped from the walls. 
 
    The First Paladin stopped, as did his holy soldiers behind them. A shadow slinked along until it stood in the middle of the corridor, just beyond torchlight. It flowed and formed into a man wearing a red robe. Irvas stared as the man stepped into the torchlight with hands within robe sleeves before him and a welcoming smile on his lips. 
 
    “Irvas, First Paladin of Drogoss, welcome to my home. What brings you by?” Lucian said graciously. 
 
    “You have broken the accord, seduced a paladin and taken others prisoner. I have no choice but to liberate your prisoners and destroy this place,” Irvas said with calm confidence. 
 
    “May I defend myself or am I wasting my breath?” Lucian said with a small smile. 
 
    “There is no defense you could provide that will sway judgement. Return my paladins and I will be quick with your destruction.” 
 
    Lucian kept his smile as she shook his head. “Your paladins invaded my home and we defended ourselves. Surely, self-defense is a just cause?” 
 
    Irvas’s eyes narrowed. “Evil never defends, it only attacks. This place survived for much longer than I expected but now, it will know true justice.” 
 
    Lucian stayed his ground, torchlight painting the side of his face. “You brought about fifty paladins with you. I expected more if this was divine judgement. Something tells me the Lord and Lady of Eymore don’t know about this little excursion, do they?” 
 
    Irvas gave Lucian a shrewd stare. “I answer to the gods of light first.” 
 
    “But you work with the royalty of the land,” Lucian’s smile turned into a wicked smirk. 
 
    The paladin’s face didn’t change. “I don’t hide behind lies and neither should you. It will be in your favor to speak the truth so we both know where the other stands. I sensed you in the forest, watching me and my chosen few. I can sense my brothers and sisters in faith being held further down this dismal corridor. Your forces are surprisingly many, but they are not as strong as the fifty holy warriors at my back. Each one was chosen for their skills, power, and experience, volunteering to wipe out this pit of darkness.” 
 
    Irvas’s eyes narrowed slightly. “I also sense you are stalling while your demonic army prepares to attack. My light touches all in this dungeon. I can even feel your heart deep below. It will take me one swing and this place will crumble and be forgotten.” 
 
    Lucian’s gaze took on tired edges. “Since your mind's made up and there is no way I can convince you, may I have some last words before you cast judgement?” 
 
    Irvas nodded.  
 
    Lucian took a deep breath before he settled his gaze on Irvas and the paladins behind him. 
 
    “The light cannot exist without the dark. Know this, the moment you advance, I will do everything in my power to defend my people and our home. You walk blindly through the light, but tonight, you will know what it means to fuck with the darkness. The lucky ones will die first. The others will be taught the dark ways either by choice or by my design. Either way, everyone who survives will belong to me.” 
 
    Irvas chuckled. “Words I would expect from a devilish creature like yourself.” 
 
    “Irvas, First Paladin of Drogoss, you will kneel and understand,” Lucian smiled before spending points of his power. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 380/480 
 
    Elemental energy sank into a hundred stones along the corridor. Paladin’s looked sideways as small blocks of stones trembled along the walls and ceiling. Irvas kept his hard gaze, not moving a hair as the stones pulled from their places and hovered. The eerie sight of the suspended stone blocks stayed, but no holy warrior moved to defend themselves. 
 
    “Now, LEAVE MY HOME!” Lucian shouted as he directed the stones into a storm. 
 
    The hovering stones darted toward the white armored force. Irvas simply blinked and golden power surged. Lucian’s eyes widened before light exploded. 
 
    Explosions and debris blasted into a gray gloom as Lucian’s avatar was hurled back. The ceiling cracked and exploded upwards while every stone under Lucian’s control was shattered to dust. The side walls cracked before holy energy slammed at them, expanding the corridor. Dust and debris shot into the air before it rained down, pelting grass and earth. 
 
    Lucian crashed against the stone floor, rolled and slid to a stop, senses ringing. 
 
    You have taken 689 damage! HP: 12,391/13,080 
 
    The dungeon core sat up in the billowing dust and quickly rose to his feet. The ringing was still there and he shook his head, trying to knock away the mental cobwebs. The holy energy hurt like needles of light along his body. Spreading out his senses once again, he saw glowing auras in the middle of the floating dust. The ceiling was a jagged opening, the night sky peering down with indifferent stars. 
 
    Irvas stepped through the falling dust, his small army of paladins following. 
 
    “Not bad,” Lucian said as he spent fifty points from his elemental sphere. 
 
    A row of broken floor stones filled with power before they burst upwards. The first line of paladins looked down in shock as they were lifted up. Armored bodies tried to leap away until Lucian flicked his wrist. Power swelled as the first five paladins were launched above ground. 
 
    Angel wings appeared along several paladins from the force and they launched into the air. Arms out, they grabbed their fellow holy warriors and glided down. 
 
    “This is going to be harder than I thought,” Lucian whispered with a manic edge. 
 
    The dungeon core was right in his assessment as he spied on the holy warriors approaching the dungeon. They had some experience and a whole lot of power. Launching some paladins away was a test, but it proved they had many abilities to fight what he threw at them.  
 
    “Your power will never match the light,” Irvas said through the thick, smoky gloom. 
 
    It wasn’t about power, but buying time, Lucian thought. Senses touching every part of the dungeon, most of his succubi and skeletons were poised on the second level. Nadia, Hestia, and Kora waited as did Rayce, Roxxy, Pink, and her undead bodyguard Jon. Lucian knew with their numbers, they may have a chance, but it was Irvas who tipped the balance. He was powerful, but hiding his true nature and abilities. With him leading, the whole dungeon would be wiped out. Lucian knew, if they had a chance, he had to bring Irvas down a few pegs. 
 
    Lucian stumbled back, retreating as holy light cut through the smoky debris. Irvas marched with a steady pace, angelic paladins landing and releasing their fellow warriors to retake their places in the formation. The small army of light walked with glowing auras and weapons in hand. 
 
    “Everyone has a weakness,” Lucian smiled evilly before blinking away. 
 
    The paladins in the back felt a dark presence. Turning around, they lifted their maces and hesitated as a little girl looked up with innocent eyes.   
 
    “I was captured,” the little girl cried as she spent a hundred points from the elemental sphere. 
 
    The five paladins narrowed their eyes, seeing the darkness around the little girl before she lifted two small hands and streams of molten fire blasted out. The little girl grinned as flames poured forth, striking golden auras. Maces came down and slammed into the cracked stone floor as flames blinded them. The little girl stepped back, but didn’t slow down her attack. Aura’s flickered, but the paladins formed a solid line, their faith keeping their auras up. 
 
    Other paladins turned to see the small girl spitting flames from her hands when the entire corridor shook. Fire cascaded over auras as the rear lines were engulfed in flames. The fire obscured line of sight, but closing their ranks increased the power of their auras. 
 
    “That’s it… I have to separate all of you,” the little girl laughed as she spent more power. 
 
    You have spent 200 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 30/480 
 
    Paladins huddled together like armored beetles washed in flames when one looked up with wide eyes. The stones that were blasted up onto the surface now rained down from the night sky. The paladin shouted just as stone spikes stabbed upwards from the floor. 
 
    Lucian watched through little girl's eyes as auras shattered. Stones of all sizes crashed down as flames blasted them. Spikes stabbed upwards cracking auras and impaling legs and arms. Shouts and screams filled the back of the small army. One spike stabbed upwards striking under a chin and pointing out of the top of head, covered in red. Another stabbed through a neck and yet another stone spike penetrated a groin, followed by a maddening scream. 
 
    Paladins turned and began healing the others hurt in the attack while flames extinguished several badly hurt warriors.  
 
    Lucian counted three dead before blinking away to the core level. Hand pressing to the side of a wall, he felt his Elemental Sphere was nearly empty. 
 
    “Opal, keep feeding me gold while I heal. The fight is just beginning,” Lucian said with a mental command. 
 
    Opal lifted up large sacks of gold and pressed them to the glowing core. The sack and gold within melted into the dungeon core, feeding and healing all at once. 
 
    *** 
 
    Irvas turned his head to see paladins healing the injured back to full health. The loss of three was a small matter, he could resurrect them when the battles were over. Turning back to the long corridor, he started to march again. 
 
    Holy warriors followed, staying in formation. The air smelled of burnt flesh, blended with floating dust from the explosions before. Few torches remained lit, their light touching golden auras as the force made their way deeper. 
 
    Irvas expanded his senses and wrinkled his nose. The dungeon dripped of darkness and evil. It was hard to pinpoint where every enemy was because of the foul ethereal stench. Shifting his senses and his mind, the paladin noticed it was much easier to detect the captured paladins. They were deeper in the dungeon and to the right. Their inner light glowed like lanterns in a thick fog. The dungeon core may have the advantage of knowing its home, but Irvas’s holy light would destroy all creatures that dwell here. 
 
    The First Paladin smiled slightly to himself as he led the march. He couldn’t remember when he last encountered such evil. It wouldn’t be too much of a challenge to dispel this evil that had taken root, but in the back of his mind, he knew he had to be careful. The denizens of the dark were known for vile cunning and this dungeon core was no different. The time they spent talking was enough for the dungeon’s forces to group and ready themselves for battle. Irvas would have dispatched him immediately, but if most of the dungeon’s populace appeared in the same place for battle, it would make judgement far easier. 
 
    The paladin led the way, his light burning away shadows with every step. The corridor began to widen a little with each step. Irvas glanced over his shoulder to his larger than life mace. He wouldn’t need to use it just yet. 
 
    Irvas and the paladins stepped into a large chamber. Torches lit the way as five metal doors stood. Three were directly in front and one on each side of the paladins as they began to enter. The doors were sealed shut but Irvas sensed the writhing darkness just beyond. 
 
    “Stay back as I investigate,” the First Paladin commanded. 
 
    The paladins stayed at the mouth of the large room as Irvas walked to the middle of the chamber.  
 
    “Tell me Irvas, what kind of creature are you? You carry yourself like time has no meaning. What lurks under that human looking skin?” Lucian’s voice filled the chamber. 
 
    Irvas looked around, silent as a tomb. 
 
    “Angel, dragon, or maybe one of the fabled Sormir?” Lucian chuckled, his voice echoing off the walls. 
 
    Irvas continued to scan the doors, his senses penetrating metal and stone, death on the other side of each one. 
 
    “I would say you’re an elf, but your ears are much too mundane,” Lucian chuckled again. 
 
    “What sad life brought you to this point where you mutilated your body to become a thing in the dark? There are many roads to a fulfilled life and you threw away your chance to live in a dungeon, surrounded by demons. I fear there will be no kindness when you stand before the gods,” Irvas said simply. 
 
    “Which gods? Yours or mine?” Lucian laughed. 
 
    Irvas glanced to the two doors to his right and a smirk appeared. “The true gods of light will judge you. As for the dark gods, their power is weakened in this realm. They lost and scurry like rats in the dark. Their followers have been caught and judged for close to a thousand years. They must be desperate if they gave you power.” 
 
    Lucian watched from the core level, his gaze scrutinizing everything he could see. The gold had healed him, bringing his stats and Elemental Sphere back to full. Now, he had to probe for a weakness. The paladin has been careful not to give too much away. Not drawing his weapon indicated he was holding back.  
 
    Lucian focused, turning the encounter into a chess game. It was Irvas’s turn and the dungeon core readied his counter moves. He continued to watch for any sign of weakness, but the paladins glowed with holy might. 
 
    “Your order has contributed to the imbalance of Lukken. I wonder how far back do your holy crimes go?”  
 
    Irvas’s face remained stoic. “The light has always defended the weak and faithful. It has been the way since the Great Migration. You waste your time trying to find a weakness.” 
 
    Lucian split his vision, seeing Nadia and the others behind doors with weapons in hand. Demonic skeletons crowded the hallways and corridors, weapons and claws at the ready. Hestia gave a manic grin as small flames danced in her hands. Kora was to the back of a crowd of skeletons, her expression filled with sorrow. Rayce and Roxxy kissed each other before preparing for what was to come. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to the 2nd level branch chamber. A memory touched his mind and the core’s eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Tell me, First Paladin, were you here when towns and villages of demons, goblins, and ogres were struck down for simply existing? Where was the holy light to defend them when many others feared and killed them and their families? Where was the divine justice to stop the horrific mutilations, hangings and burnings? Or did you just sit it out and let your gods sort it out?” Lucian’s voice drifted on the small breeze through the tunnels. 
 
    Nadia pressed her ear to the door to listen. Hestia’s manic smile turned into a frown and a tear slipped down Kora’s cheek. 
 
    Irvas looked up, brow wrinkling in dismay for barely an instant before it smoothed out. 
 
    “I remember those times, eight hundred and fifty years ago. The world was still getting its bearings, the populaces trying to find their place in paradise. It was a time of true rebirth and some paid the price.” 
 
    Irvas looked to the walls and ceiling of the large chamber, eyes bright. “The world needed to be sure it was on the right path to paradise… but if I had my way, I would have slaughtered every demon, goblin, kobold, and ogre to ensure Lukken was forever free of such vile, mongrel creatures. 
 
    “By divine right, the lesser and greater evil creatures would have burned to cinders and it would have been a good day.” 
 
     Lucian’s mystical heart pumped faster as anger and rage touched his senses. Irvas looked up with impudence, but behind metal doors, the succubi and undead seethed with untold rage. Whispers touched Lucian’s mind as hurt and uncontrollable hatred rose up like a hurricane.  
 
    Hestia’s arms shook as her body turned to flames. Darkness poured from Kora’s eyes. Lightning arced along Nadia’s arms as she waited for Lucian’s command. 
 
    Lucian took a breath before connecting his mind to every dweller in his dungeon. “Class begins now. Teach them what it means to fuck with us!” 
 
    Hestia growled her approval. Nadia grinned. Opal looked up with hope as the light of Lucian’s core bathed her dark skin. Kora stood with her arms straight down, rot forming on her skin.  
 
    Irvas turned his head slightly and pointing his hand to the right of him. “I want two groups of ten to enter those two doors. The rest of you form up with me and we will defend this location. Free our brothers and sisters before we raze this vile pit…” the paladin managed to command before all five doors burst open. 
 
    Inhuman screeches filled the chamber as demon women and undead flooded the chamber. Light touched their faces as they charged, burns appearing along succubi skin and smoke rising from demonic skeletons. The light wasn’t enough as the dark army surged like a tidal wave. 
 
    Irvas and the paladins darted into formation, their numbers lop-sided to one side when the unholy horde rushed at them with power. The light glowed brighter for a moment before bodies crashed into a tsunami of blades, hammers, claws, and horns.  
 
    Chaos bloomed as succubi launched onto the paladins, teeth and claws bared. Armored holy knights formed up and barely held the wave. Hammers and maces swung, striking faces and caving them in. Skeletons rushed into the light, slashing and hacking before bones were shattered to dust. Auras took the brunt of the damage as the paladins held their own, swinging and defending with calm discipline. The wild horde clashed, screams and weapons sending shivers down some of the holy enemy. 
 
    Lightning surged and blasted forward above the demonic ranks. Irvas crossed his arms as lightning struck his aura and flashed bright. Nadia poured on the power as Hestia moved to her side and unleashed a torrent of flames. The stream of fire arced overhead and came down, striking Irvas’s aura and causing it to bend to their attack. 
 
    Paladins pushed at the horde; each strike true. Succubi were knocked away, but two more took their place. Demons pulled away their own as skeletons pressed on with no fear of death. The holy light burned at their bodies, but they did not slow, pushing and hacking with undead rage. 
 
    Irvas looked past the flames and lightning before his aura glowed brighter. Stamping his boot down, a shockwave exploded, hurtling every attacking creature to the floor. Much of the undead in the room shattered instantly. Succubi clutched at their heads, divine power ringing in their ears. 
 
    “Fuck them up!” Rayce shouted as he and his skeletal forces surged into the chamber. 
 
    The shadowmancer grinned with short sword in hand, leading the charge. Paladins formed up, ready to bash back the attack when several black tentacles wrapped around unguarded legs. Armored heads looked down as the tentacles tightened and pulled. Six paladins were floored. Other paladins reached down to grab their fallen comrades when a sword stab hit an aura and cracked it. With power, the shadowmancer pushed with his shoulder, the aura cracking further and he drove the blade deep. 
 
    Rayce kept his evil grin, pulling his blade out and blood spurting as the light died in the paladin’s eyes. Flipping away, paladins tried to bash him before a deluge of skeletons crashed into them. Roxxy pulled paladins into the dark fray as demonic skeletons hacked at auras until they shattered. An instant later, blades sank into weak points, blood leaking from wounded bodies. 
 
    Lucian watched from his location, wanting to join the melee and assist but he stayed his hand. Combat ensued, Hestia and Nadia back in the fight. Succubi moved to their aid as skeletons charged into the chamber. The melee was devastating, but Lucian could see his side was taking heavy losses. Despite their rage and numbers, the paladins were still holding their own. Several more perished from Roxxy’s attack, holding them down while the skeletons finished them off, but at this rate, the enemy would lose only half their force. 
 
    Irvas punched skeletons to dust before grabbing a succubi by the throat. The demon woman screamed before her eyes bulged and her head popped off her neck. The body went limp as Irvas tossed it aside. Swords slashed down on his aura and he shrugged them off before punching demons and undead to shattered body parts.  
 
    To Irvas’s right, two groups of ten paladins rushed for doors. They bashed their way through, killing succubi with ease before making their way into the corridors. Lucian knew that it was only a matter of time before they would locate the prisoners, but that was a lesser objective he had to let go. Irvas was the real threat and the dungeon core had to stop him at all costs. 
 
    Hestia roared, her flames growing brighter. Lifting her hands up, streams of fire shot up and came down in a firestorm. The succubus laughed with manic glee as she tried to burn the enemy. Paladins stayed close, auras shielding them from the unholy flames as they continued to fight in the crowded chamber. 
 
    Nadia looked off to the side, seeing Rayce duck and weave as paladins tried to land a blow. Behind him at one of the entrances, skeletons marched in to their deaths. Hestia laughed as she poured on the flames. Roxxy’s body was low as her limbs were splintered into tentacles, lashing and pulling a paladin at a time into the melee to be hacked to pieces. 
 
    The blue succubus eyed the chaos, but couldn’t plan an attack. The enemy was too well defended as her sisters continued to die at the enemy’s hands. Lucian appeared at her side and the succubus eyed him with concern. 
 
    “I’ll bring the rain,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Nadia immediately understood the meaning. “I’ll bring the lightning.” 
 
    Lucian spent 20 points from his Elemental Sphere. Hands weaving, water emerged from between stones underfoot. The fighting took everyone’s attention until a paladin looked down at the inch-deep water. 
 
    Nadia let out a roar as energy arced along her arms. When the water spread out just enough to touch every paladin, the succubus unleashed two torrents of lightning. Energy struck the water and blasted up. Paladin auras blazed bright before shattering. Fire came down, burning them as their bodies trembled from the thousands of volts running through their bodies.  
 
    Rayce and Roxxy backed up, as did many succubi and skeletons. The paladins began falling two at a time to the attack. Hestia laughed long and hard, pouring on more flames. The only one who seemed unfazed by it was Irvas. 
 
    The paladin stood his ground, fire and lighting circling his aura. The paladins behind him fell to their knees, smoke rising up from their armored bodies. The enemy was nearly defeated until the First Paladin lifted his foot and stomped down. A holy explosion rippled through the chamber once again. Nadia threw herself over Lucian as he and his forces were floored once again. 
 
    The dungeon core tried to shake off the sound of hornets in his mind. Nadia struggled to get back up. Hestia’s flames wavered as she stood up on shaky legs. Rayce and Roxxy helped each other up as Irvas stood with his arms crossed. 
 
    Lucian could barely believe what he was seeing. Irvas’s aura glowed brighter. The paladins behind him on the wet floor began to rise. Those who didn’t wear helmets were standing again, the light from Irvas healing their wounds. 
 
    “Nice attempt, but there is no amount of darkness that can stop our divine power,” Irvas smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Why can’t we get dressed,” a man stood with his arms crossed. 
 
    Pink shook her head while Jon stood at her side, undead hand on the pommel of his sword. 
 
    “It’s for everyone’s safety,” Pink said with a smile. 
 
    Several men shook their heads as one looked past the pink-haired succubus and her undead companion to the pile of clothes, leather armor and swords in a pile. Lanterns glowed in the room with finely crafted furniture. Warmth soaked into naked bodies but the men began to get restless. 
 
    Pink continued to smile, but behind the mask of calm, her heart fluttered. Master told her and the others to keep adventurers safe as they prepared for battle, but the succubus wondered, aside from Jon, who would keep her safe. Five naked men stood, but their eyes wandered to their clothes and weapons. Pink could sense the restlessness grow with each passing moment and it was only a matter of time before they revolted and tried to escape. 
 
    “Are we prisoners?” another naked man asked. 
 
    Pink shook her head and thought of a lie. “There is a monster rampaging at the entrance. It’s better we stay here so my sisters can drive it away.” 
 
    “If you let us put on our clothes and weapons, we can help,” another man said. 
 
    “As I said…” Pink was interrupted as the very room shook. 
 
    “It must be a fucking big monster,” the first man said and started walking toward Pink. 
 
    Jon drew his sword as his glowing eyes focused on the approaching man. 
 
    The man put up his hands, “I just want my gear. We can help. This is your home being attacked.” 
 
    The other men nodded in agreement. 
 
    “I… I’m supposed to protect you,” Pink said as she was rapidly losing her confidence. 
 
    The men saw it, their confidence growing. Jon held his sword, tip pointed down as his glowing eyes never blinked. 
 
    The tension spiked as Pink felt she was rapidly losing control. The other men took a step forward when the door to the chamber shuddered violently. Jon stepped between Pink and door as the men looked at each other. The door shuddered again before it slammed open, bits of the metal lock falling away. 
 
    A paladin in white armor stepped in with mace in hand. “I’ve come to rescue you!” the paladin shouted to the five men. 
 
    Everyone was stunned at the sudden entrance. 
 
    The paladin turned his gaze to the undead man with a sword and the pink-haired succubus.  
 
    “Die foul creatures!” the paladin shouted and attacked. 
 
    Jon leaned into the paladin’s attack, lifting his sword and parrying the incoming mace. The room shifted into chaos as Pink stepped back, fear coloring her eyes. The men ran past her, grabbing their equipment in a rush. 
 
    Pink pressed her back to the wall as Jon traded blows with the white paladin. The undead man pressed his attack, surprisingly agile against the paladin’s strong blows. Sword and mace clashed in rapid succession, again and again. Sparks flew as Jon threw his undead strength into each blow. The paladin took a step back before changing his attack mid-swing and bringing it down on an undead knee. Jon’s body twisted, unable to stand and falling to the ground. 
 
    “May the gods have mercy on your undead soul,” the paladin hissed before raising his mace and bringing it down on Jon’s head. 
 
    The skull cracked and Jon was flopped onto the stone floor, unmoving.  
 
    The paladin lifted his gaze and centered it on the pink-haired succubus. “I shall return you to the abyss where you belong,” the paladin shouted and charged. 
 
    Pink turned her head as she breathed quickly. Fear stunned her as she had nowhere else to go. Eyes closing, she didn’t want to see the end. 
 
    “No!” came a shout. 
 
    Pink’s eyes flashed open as the five men in the room pounced on the paladin. The holy warrior looked to them in bewilderment as swords came down on his aura. The men were crazed, striking down with heavy force until the aura cracked and shattered. The paladin tried to fend off the blows, but sword strikes cut at weak points in his armor. Blood flowed onto white armor as the men continued their rabid attack. 
 
    Pink watched as Jon rose up. The undead bodyguard turned with his cracked skull, rage in his glowing eyes. The men shouted and hacked as the paladin fell to one knee. Jon reached over and clamped gray hands on the paladin’s head. The men stopped their attacks and stepped back. 
 
    Jon looked to Pink for a moment. The succubus gave him a small nod and a sweet smile. 
 
    Jon nodded back as the paladin screamed. Fingers stabbed into hair, flesh, and bone. With a powerful CRUNCH, the paladin’s skull caved in on itself. The paladin’s body jerked before it fell to the floor, blood and gore spilling out on the fine rug. 
 
    “Nobody hurts Lady Pink!” one of the men heaved. 
 
    The pink-haired succubus began to sob and fell to her knees. Jon and the men moved to her side, eyes filled with understanding kindness and protective nature.  
 
    *** 
 
    The cell chamber shuddered. Boro and his fellow prisoners looked up as the two succubi guarding them looked at each other in concern. Dust fell from cracks overhead and in the faint distance, the sounds of fighting echoed. 
 
    “Drogoss has heard our prayers,” Boro said snidely. 
 
    “Shut up,” one of the succubi growled. 
 
    Boro stood up and moved to the cell door, eyes on the two demon women. “It seems our time here is drawing to a close. I wish I could say it was fun.” 
 
    The two succubi drew their swords. 
 
    “Say another word and we will run all of you through,” a succubus guard hissed. 
 
    Boro nodded as light filled his fist. Closing his eyes, he focused his faith and power. The demon guards took a step forward to stop him when the paladin reared back his glowing fist and slammed it into the lock. The lock bent in as inside parts shattered. The cell door swung out. 
 
    The succubi charged. The paladins rushed them, auras glowing and hands catching wrists. The light burned the demon women as the paladins rammed shoulders into them. Bodies crashed into walls. Swords were pulled from their hands and raised. The succubi looked up and raised arms as the swords came down. 
 
    Demon blood splattered against the floor as limbs were severed first. The swords came down again, stabbing again and again until the succubi no longer moved. 
 
    Boro stared down with divine rage as blood splattered his clothes, bloody sword in hand. 
 
    “Let’s join our brothers and sisters before wiping away this pit of darkness,” Boro said with a mad gleam in his eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eighteen  
 
    Lucian helped Nadia to her feet. Hestia moved to their side, flames in her hands. The succubi and undead, those who survived, stood up. Rayce and Roxxy stood side by side. The chamber reeked of burnt flesh as the paladins behind Irvas stood up, their bodies healed. Light glowed from auras as the undead stayed just beyond their light. 
 
    Lucian stared at the First Paladin with a mixture of contempt and awe. No matter what they threw at him, he defended and healed from every attack. The losses on Lucian’s side were many while the paladins had few. The other paladins moved through his dungeon, slaying any succubi they come across and, in their minds, saving what adventurers came here of their free will. Lucian could see the writing on the walls. If they continued as they were, the battle would be lost. 
 
    Lucian looked to Nadia as she stared at Irvas, fury painting her expression. She would never give up and the core admired her for her bravery and power. In the end, it would not be enough. Their combined power wasn’t enough to stop them at this point. A game of cunning needed to be played. 
 
    The dungeon core took a step closer to Irvas, head bowed, but gaze on the paladin. “You have proven your strength, but we will not yield.” 
 
    Irvas kept his blank gaze on the robed man, “It matters not. This place and all who dwell here shall be cleansed.” 
 
    “By you or by your underlings?” Lucian smirked. 
 
    Irvas’s brow wrinkled slightly, “By us.” 
 
    Lucian lifted his head, expression shifting to mild amusement. “History repeats itself. You sat back while people went about killing anyone they thought was evil. I wish I could have had it that good, leaning back and watching the slaughter. It must have been grand.” 
 
    Irvas raised an eyebrow, but kept his stoic stance. “There is no pleasure in rooting out evil.” 
 
    Lucian shrugged. “Even though, it must be nice. Lukken has become paradise. It must be hard to root out evil when it barely survives. I’m willing to wager you have spent more time praying and laying about than actually what you were meant to do. I mean, once my dungeon is destroyed and my people wiped out, the boredom will sink in very fast.” 
 
    “Your mockery means nothing. The light is all.” 
 
    “Does it though?” Lucian said with impish flair. “I mean, how heroic it must be to let almost everyone else do the work while you stand there and take all the credit. It may not happen now, but your fellow paladins here will wonder if they were truly serving the light or just serving you.” 
 
    “Your words will not sway our faith,” Irvas said with a hint of anger. 
 
    Lucian capitalized on it, “You’ve been around a long time, elf. I can see why working to destroy evil would be a lesser creature’s job. You elves have always had it easy.” 
 
    Irvas said nothing, but his eyes stared daggers into Lucian. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Nadia whispered in Lucian’s mind. 
 
    Lucian gave her a glance and a smirk before turning his attention back to Irvas. “I’ve dealt with elves before. Their hubris knows no limits. It puts a dragon’s pride to shame.” 
 
    “I am not an elf,” Irvas said in a low, menacing tone. 
 
    “That’s exactly what an elf trying to hide would say,” Lucian chuckled. 
 
    The heat in Irvas’s gaze could melt stone. “Are you finished? You have said your last words and now we will finish our work.” 
 
     “Divine work to destroy something you despise? What happened to honor? What happened to proving your faith?” 
 
    Irvas’s anger melted away and the paladin gave a small smile. “You wish to bait me into one on one combat? How traditional. Do you truly believe you have enough power to stop me?” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “Wouldn’t it make a grand story? One of the greatest evils to arrive in nearly a thousand years and you slew it with your mace and your wits. The paladins who follow you would sing your praises for another thousand years, but if you let them mop up, who will sing about First Paladin Irvas of Drogoss, who stood and watched as the great evil was burned to ash? No one I would think.” 
 
    “I can sense your power and it’s dwarfed by my own,” Irvas said with a mocking smirk. 
 
    “Then it shouldn’t trouble you at all,” Lucian said simply. 
 
    Lucian eyed the paladin as he mulled it over. Experience colored the dungeon core’s thoughts as he remembered how many great warriors have actually had little to prove in a world where evil barely existed. Ego had become all encompassing, easier to say than to prove. Irvas has had it very easy for a long time and much like Lucian’s professors who picked on him for having a thought in his head, Irvas was no different. They thrived on things that weren’t questioned or had to be proved. Their hubris knew no limits and now, the First Paladin was taking the bait. 
 
    “When I give the command, everyone attack Irvas,” Lucian said, using his Mind Speak ability on every dweller in his dungeon. 
 
    Hestia grinned. Nadia looked to Lucian before looking back to Irvas. Rayce and Roxxy smiled evilly. The undead and succubi waited, weapons at the ready. 
 
    Irvas gave a small nod. “It has been a long time since anyone has sung tales of great battles. I accept your challenge. We shall duel to see what is meant to be, the light or the dark. I do this not for myself, but for all of Lukken.” 
 
    Lucian licked his lips. “I agree.” 
 
    Irvas reached over his shoulder and pulled his giant mace free. The weapon was held sideways but the paladin moved like it weighed nothing. 
 
    Lucian called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 13,080/13,080 
 
    Abyss Shards: 8 
 
    Rooms: 80 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 460/480 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 480/480 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 480/480 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
      
 
    He was nearly full but taking on a powerful paladin was going to tax his powers greatly. The dungeon core placed his own faith on his dwellers and his stamina to stay standing.  
 
    “To show I’m an honorable warrior of light, you may make the first move. Know this beforehand, there will be no mercy,” Irvas smiled, his aura growing brighter. 
 
    “Mercy is only given by the conquerors,” Lucian smiled as he channeled his power. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 360/480 
 
     Irvas stayed his ground when stone liquefied around his feet. The paladin sank down about six inches before the stone solidified, trapping him.  
 
    Lucian called on his power, dark energy balling in his hands. 
 
    You have spent 480 points from the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 0/480 
 
    Irvas made no attempt to free himself as black energy pooled in Lucian’s hands. The dungeon core aimed his hands, eyes focused on Irvas’s chest plate. 
 
    “Come on then,” the paladin said simply. 
 
    Both sides watched as Lucian stretched his arms out. 
 
    “We must discover the right element,” Lucian’s words drifted along his dweller’s minds. 
 
    Black energy curled and blasted out. Irvas stayed his ground as the thick stream of black lightning rushed ahead and slammed into the golden aura. No one blinked as dark energy burned at the light. Irvas’s eyes widened a hair when his golden aura cracked. It continued to crack as Lucian poured every bit of his power into the black lightning. Cracks continued to form until the stream of black lightning thinned and finally drained away. 
 
    “A good attempt, but your power never measured up to my o…” Irvas stopped as Lucian vanished. 
 
    The dungeon core appeared behind the large man, fire blooming in his hand. 
 
    You have spent 20 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 340/480 
 
    Flames blasted at the cracked aura, leaking in and flashing against Irvas’s armor. The fire did nothing as Irvas pulled a boot from the stone around it, shattering the stone instantly. Torso turning, he swung his giant mace like a club. Lucian attempted to blink away but as his body started to vanish, the mace struck him dead on. Lucian’s avatar went flying through the air and slamming against a stone wall. 
 
    You have taken 999 damage! HP: 12,081/13,080 
 
    Lucian blinked away from the wall before his feet touched the floor. Irvas swung his mace around in wide arcs, his cracked aura beginning to mend. After a swing, Lucian appeared, power pooling into his hand. 
 
    You have spent 20 points from your Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 320/480 
 
    Air shifted into his hands and formed a white dagger. The core aimed for a crack in the aura, driving the air dagger in. The tip penetrated but did not touch the paladin as he changed his swing to bring it hard across. Lucian spent another twenty points, the dagger lengthening and the tip stabbing at the armor. Lucian wanted to blink away, but he had to see, he had to see if it had any effect. The tip of his air dagger shattered against the armor as the mace came back and struck his shoulder. 
 
    Nadia cried out as Lucian was bashed away, his body slamming into the ground and rolling to a stop. 
 
    You have taken 999 damage! HP: 11,082/13,080 
 
    Lucian gathered his wits as he slowly stood up. The strike hurt, holy energy dazzling his senses, but he shook it off. One more attack and he would have his answer. 
 
    “Testing my defenses?” Irvas smirked as he pulled his other foot free, pieces of stone scattering along the floor. 
 
    “I have to learn before I teach,” Lucian said before he blinked away. 
 
    Irvas waited and the moment Lucian appeared, light glowed and exploded outwards.  
 
    Lucian barely had a chance to think before his body was launched backwards and landing on his back. 
 
    You have taken 499 damage! HP: 10,583/13,080 
 
    “Hestia, keep the paladins busy when I give the command,” Lucian said using his Mind Speak. 
 
    Paladins watched and cheered Irvas on. The succubi looked to their master as he struggled to his feet once again. 
 
    Lucian shook his head, feigning he was hurt and weakened. Lifting his hands, he channeled power into his hand. 
 
    Irvas’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t fool me, monster.” 
 
    “Little gets past many elves,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    “I am not an elf,” Irvas growled as Lucian blinked away. 
 
    The dungeon core stayed incorporeal as he called on the Elemental Sphere. 
 
    You have spent 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 270/480 
 
    “You run when I have nearly won?” Irvas boomed. 
 
    Lucian appeared over the paladin and fell. The core watched as Irvas’s aura was nearly healed, one last crack left. Landing on him, holy light burned at him as he jammed an ice shard through the crack. 
 
    You have taken 99 damage! HP: 10,484/13,080 
 
     Irvas whirled around as Lucian drove the ice shard through the crack and spent another 20 points. The ice shard lengthened and the tip stabbed into Irvas’s neck. Power exploded as Irvas screamed. Lucian laughed as he was hurled from the paladin and vanished from sight. 
 
    You have taken 499 damage! HP: 9,985/13,080 
 
    “ATTACK!” Lucian shouted across the minds of his dwellers. 
 
    “Fuck yea!” Hestia boomed as she let loose torrents of flames.  
 
    Nadia and the small armies of succubi and undead charged. Paladins shouted as they charged back into the fray. The light and dark moved like opposing tidal waves when Lucian appeared behind Irvas.  
 
    The paladin readied for another aura blast as Nadia, the demons, and the undead rushed toward him when he felt Lucian’s presence behind him. Turning his head, he eyed the smiling dungeon core as he raised up both hands, frost covering them. 
 
    “All elements have their weakness,” Lucian grinned before channeling 250 points from his Elemental Sphere into torrents of ice shards. 
 
    The blast rained against his aura, cracks forming. Stunned, Irvas regained his wits to use his Aura blast when decay touched his heart. Kora pressed her decayed hands to the aura, her eyes black. The succubus pushed harder, the aura collapsing.  
 
    “The light cannot stop death,” the green succubus whispered as her hands touched the paladin. 
 
    Irvas grunted as decaying power seeped into his body, his healing abilities working against it. Life and decay fought to a standstill until ice slammed into the paladin’s back. Lucian and Kora pressed their attack driving everything they had into the paladin as he lifted his mace and swung it around, hard. 
 
    Irvas’s mace connected with Kora, sending her flying into the air. The succubus flailed as her head struck a wall and her neck bent at an odd angle. Body falling, Hestia screamed, her red and orange flames turning white. Lucian’s power drained away and when he saw Hestia’s rage burning, he blinked away. 
 
    Irvas barely glanced to the incoming white flames before they bathed his body in fire. Hestia screamed with the fury of the underworld as her flames became like a white laser. They struck and flowed over Irvas. Other paladins rushed in when white flames slammed into their auras, shattering them and cooking the men and women in their armor, plates melting.  
 
    It wasn’t enough as the fire succubus charged. Body erupting into flames, she launched onto Irvas’s burning body and punched. Melted metal plates broke off with every punch as Hestia was unchained. The succubus continued her onslaught until a hand shot out from the flames, grabbed her arm and swung her like a rag doll. Hestia cried out as she was thrown, crashing into a wall and falling to the ground, moans rising up. 
 
    The fighting stopped as Irvas emerged from the white flames but he was different. Lucian watched in his incorporeal form, his hunch paying off. The paladin’s body grew larger as muscles and bones shifted. A tail and wings sprouted as red scales burst from skin and flowed down like water. Irvas let out a roar as his neck lengthened and his face took on a serpentine form. Lucian watched the red scales gleaming in the fires as Irvas finished changing into his dragon form.  
 
    Mace still in a clawed hand, the horse sized dragon moved his head from side to side with rage in his slitted eyes. 
 
    “Evil dies tonight!” Irvas screeched before taking in a deep breath. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention, seeing Nadia rushing with succubi at her sides. Alarm cascaded over him as she was rushing to her death. Blinking in front of her, the succubus skidded to a halt as Lucian threw his body over hers, holding her tight. 
 
    Irvas reared back and unleashed a thick torrent of flames. Nadia watched as the flames approached before closing her eyes. Lucian held her close, flames slamming into his back. The heat burned at the succubus as Lucian tried to pull her away while taking damage. 
 
    You have taken 2,002 damage! HP: 7,983/13,080 
 
    “I have you,” Lucian whispered through the roaring flames and Nadia’s screams. 
 
    Rayce watched as the dragon fire engulfed Lucian and Nadia. Hand shaking, he bolted into action. Roxxy cried out to him, her hand missing him as he charged the red dragon.  
 
    The shadowmancer silently moved with the determination of bull. Bending his knees, he leapt into the air, short sword in hand. The dragon poured on the flames before something landed on his back. Jaw clamping shut, the dragon craned its head just as Rayce brought his sword up and stabbed down. The end glanced off thick scales but the shadowmancer pulled back and aimed for the crease between them. Irvas took in a breath when the blade dug between scales, a small burst of blood spurting out. 
 
    “NO ONE FUCKS WITH MY FRIENDS!” Rayce shouted as he brought up his sword and stabbed again. 
 
    Irvas roared before a gout of flame burst forth. 
 
    Lucian fell to the stone floor, gently laying Nadia down. The succubus was badly burned, patches of blue skin black and oozing blood.  
 
    Nadia opened her eyes, her face badly burned. “I love you,” she said in a weak whisper. 
 
    Lucian stared down with wide eyes before they warmed. “I love you,” he whispered back before his world exploded in pain. 
 
    You have taken 99 Holy Damage! HP: 7,884/13,080 
 
    Nadia looked past Lucian’s shoulder to see Boro lifting a newly acquired mace, ready to bring it down again. Lucian tried to shake off the damage, holy power leaking into the back of his head. 
 
    “No,” Nadia hissed as she shoved Lucian aside and launched herself upwards.  
 
    Boro smiled as he was about to bring the mace down when Nadia was on him, sharp teeth biting his ear and ripping it off. The paladin screamed as several other paladins grabbed at Nadia and tried to pull her away. 
 
    Lucian fought off the daze as he looked to Nadia fighting. A scream pulled his attention away to see flames engulfing Rayce. Roxxy was charging toward the dragon, her black form growing bigger. The mimic’s hands shifted into clubs as she raised them and bashed down on the dragon’s head. The flames stopped abruptly and Rayce’s badly burned body slid off and hit the floor, smoke rising up. 
 
    “Master! Fight!” Nadia managed when a former paladin prisoner drove a sword into the succubus’s side. 
 
    Lucian’s dungeon heart cracked. Senses drinking it all in, he watched as Roxxy hammered at the dragon with tears in her eyes. Nadia let out a gasp as the sword nicked her heart. Succubi screaming as paladins bashed them down and stomped on them like rats. Skeletons burning and fighting against golden auras.  
 
    “Kill them all!” Boro shouted as several paladins pulled Nadia away. 
 
    The paladin with the sword in Nadia twisted the blade. The succubus coughed up blood as he was ready to do it again. A chill flowed into the air as several paladins around Nadia turned their attention to a troll with a black aura approaching. In her hand was a mace and, in a blink, she smashed it into an unguarded skull. Blood and bits of brain flew in a sopping mess as Lota charged into the paladins.  
 
    Boro took a step back as the paladins holding Nadia let go to attack the dark paladin. Boro looked down as Nadia gasped for air before raising his mace. 
 
    Lucian raised his hand at the paladin, ready to unleash his elemental power when it glowed empty. It was a second too long as Boro brought his mace down, caving in Nadia’s face with one, deadly blow. 
 
    “No… no…” Lucian whispered. 
 
    Lota used her tall, strong build and leaned into her blows, knocking paladins away like small toys. When she bashed a paladin out of the way, the dark paladin saw the sick look of satisfaction as Boro lifted his mace up to bash Nadia once again. 
 
    Arm swinging, the dark paladin threw her mace. It spun through the air with power. Boro looked up with his mace held high when Lota’s mace slammed into his face. Lucian watched as Boro stumbled back, clutching at his bloody face.  
 
    Lota stepped forward with power as she scooped up her mace. Her left hand clamped on Boro’s shoulder and he screamed. Darkness slithered onto him, corrupting and eating at his holy power. Lota lifted her mace as Boro opened his bloody eyes. He watched as the troll brought her mace down on his head, caving it in and his spirit was blasted to the afterlife. 
 
    Roxxy made inhuman screams as she fought, knocking away Irvas’s head with blunted limbs. The dragon could not regain enough breath to unleash his fire again. Scaled hand clutching his mace, the dragon swung it sideways, connecting with the mimic’s side and bashing her away. Roxxy clutched at her side as she struck a wall and fell to her hands and knees, tears flowing. 
 
    “Burn it all down!” Irvas screeched. 
 
    Lucian stared at Nadia’s unmoving form as Lota let Boro fall. The dark paladin attacked the other paladins, striking them down with unholy fury. 
 
    The dungeon core stood up and turned, seeing Irvas glare down at him from a distance, flames leaking from the sides of his mouth. 
 
    “You! You caused all this suffering!” Irvas seethed before pulling his head back to unleash another torrent of flames. 
 
    “The light blinds, but the darkness comforts,” Lucian said calmly as he tapped his Conversion ability. 
 
    Pain swelled, stabbing at the dungeon core. He took hold of his life, channeling it into his Elemental Sphere. Hit points drained and were shoved into the sphere. He reached the threshold of 480 before blasting past it, driving his life into the sphere. Magic overloaded as his core vibrated deep underground. Cracks formed, covering the entire crystal heart. 
 
    Lucian stared like one of the undead, cold frost bleeding from his hands. 
 
    You have converted 5,000 HP to the Elemental Sphere! HP: 2,884/13,080 
 
    Elemental Sphere is beyond power level! Status effect: Weakness! 
 
    You spent 5,000 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 0/480 
 
    “Know my darkness,” Lucian whispered as an enormous torrent of ice shards blasted from his hands.    
 
    Irvas blasted out a stream of fire. The blast struck the storm of ice shards and was quickly engulfed. Lucian stared with grim determination, the streams of ice shards growing by the second. Irvas’s dragon eyes widened as the ice barrage swallowed his flame breath and struck his dragonhide with the power of a volcanic eruption.  
 
    The dragon swung his mace and tried to blast out fire only to knocked back. Ice shards repeatedly slammed into dragon scales. The attack was mercilessness, scales cracking and blown off by hundreds to thousands to tens of thousands of ice shards. The red dragon moaned as his scales were blown off by the dozens. 
 
    Lucian stepped forward, eyes holding evil menace as power blasted through him like a conduit. There was no thought of his own, only a need to destroy the dragon before him. The very air chilled as the dungeon core unleashed his power to the fullest. 
 
    Irvas whined, blood spilling from his wounds. Ice and cold damaged him, the inner element of his kind burning low from the onslaught. Paladins behind him fell, some of their limbs cracking and shattering. Succubi and undead watched with indifferent eyes as the First Paladin of Drogoss screamed, calling for mercy. 
 
    The storm seemed to last forever when the energy behind it began to dim. The thick streams of ice shards thinned. Lucian pushed himself to the breaking point but he couldn’t continue his attack. The streams of ice died. Lucian’s form shuddered and faded in and out of reality. 
 
    All eyes looked to the dragon on the floor. Blood dripped from wounds as thick ice shards remained impaled in the creature. Armored eyes fluttered and a soft moan filled the chamber. The world seemed to stand still as the bloody and broken dragon made a sad whine before becoming still. 
 
    Lucian’s gaze turned as he faded in and out. He looked to Roxxy as she clutched Rayce’s burnt corpse to her, tears streaming down her black face. The dungeon core’s heart felt heavy even as weakness filled his avatar form.  
 
    Turning his attention, he saw Lota and Hestia over Nadia’s corpse, her beautiful face gone as she lay, unmoving. Pain surged as the dungeon core tried to keep his control for as long as he could. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to the few remaining paladins who survived the attack. They were stunned, never witnessing such an act in all of their lives. They stared at nothing; their defeat fully realized. 
 
    “Kill the remaining paladins. Make them suffer,” Lucian whispered. 
 
    Succubi in the chamber focused their attention on the few remaining paladins. With a screech they charged and pounced on the men and women in battered white armors. The paladins begged for mercy before demon woman descended on them. Claws slashed and blood spurted. Sharp teeth sank into flesh and ripped. Men and women screamed for their lives as the hungry horde ate them, chunks at a time. Blood spilled, mixing with melting ice as the screams echoed around the chamber. 
 
     Lucian smiled as he fell to his knees. He had used too much power and it overwhelmed him. He stared until his form faded away and he was gone. 
 
    Kora sat up, her head and neck correcting itself. Bone crunched as the neck set back into place. Dark eyes rolled into place and the green-skinned succubus watched the carnage as bloody limbs were thrown to waiting clawed hands. 
 
    Lota walked over and sat down beside the succubus of decay. The two women watched as the last scream turned into a gurgling cry. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” Kora sighed. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” Lota smiled.    
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nineteen 
 
    Lucian woke with a start. Floating within his dungeon heart, Lucian sighed in relief. Looking around, he only saw his treasure room, piles of gold and gems all around his glowing crystal. 
 
    The core took inventory of himself. Looking at his stats, he was at full strength again. Remembering what happened when he strayed too far from his dungeon, he awoke at full health, but knew some time had passed. 
 
    With a thought, an avatar form appeared. Lucian quickly left the Core Chamber and stepped out into the corridor. Spreading his senses, he caught glimpses of his dungeon. Succubi entertained adventurers while skeletons patrolled the halls. The numbers were smaller but they were there. Shifting his gaze, he stared at Roxxy in her room. The mimic lay in her bed, black eyes staring at nothing. 
 
    Lucian changed his incorporeal gaze to Kora. The green-skinned succubus was in an empty chamber on this floor, huddled in a corner and staring at nothing. A moment later, she looked up and made eye contact with Lucian. The demon woman smiled. 
 
    “Welcome back,” she whispered. 
 
    Lucian found himself smiling before shifting his vision to the Forge. Opal worked, hammering at metal as Hestia poured flames on it. Their activity stopped as they looked up and smiled. 
 
    Lucian changed his perspective to his bedchamber, Lota lying in bed. The troll opened her eyes and looked up with deep serenity. 
 
    The core stepped down the corridor to his bedchamber. The door opened and he walked in to Lota already on her feet and bowing to him. 
 
    “You were asleep for three days. I hope you don’t mind but I took over clean up and directing everyone’s duties.” 
 
    Lucian gave the dark paladin a weak smile. “It’s not like I had much of a choice, but thank you. 
 
    The sound of running footsteps approached the bed chamber door before Hestia, Opal, and Kora stepped in. The three succubi were all smiles, rushing Lucian and hugging him tight. The dungeon core didn’t fight it, enjoying their touch as his heart ached. When the moment cooled, the three parted and stepped back with sorrow in their eyes. 
 
    “We have some things to show you,” Lota said and began walking. 
 
    The small group followed the tall troll. Lota turned down corridors and passed many rooms before they stopped in front of a chamber with a closed metal door. Lota opened it and stepped inside. Lucian and the others followed. Once they were inside, Lucian’s mystical heart beat with divine sadness. 
 
    Two tables stood in the middle. A body lay on each one, wrapped in cloth. 
 
    “We cleaned them as best as we could but we wanted to know what needed to be done,” Lota said in a low voice. 
 
    Opal sniffled, tears running down her dark cheeks. Hestia curled her arm around her friend’s neck and held her close. Kora bowed her head. 
 
    “Roxxy?” Lucian asked. 
 
    “She hasn’t left her room since we prepared the bodies,” Lota said. 
 
    Lucian nodded and lifted a hand. Channeling his power, stone crawled up the wooden table legs. The group watched as stone moved like mud, slithering up and forming together. After a few long moments, the stone hardened and smoothed out. Two stone sarcophaguses stood, side by side. Letters formed along the surface, one spelling out “Rayce Smyth” and the other spelling “Nadia”. 
 
    “They will stay here, close to us,” Lucian’s voice cracking a little. 
 
    All heads nodded in agreement. 
 
    “There is something else you should see,” Lota said. 
 
    The group moved as one. They traversed the dungeon level to the outskirts. When they turned a corner, five succubi stood at attention. A thick metal door stood behind them at the end of the corridor. The guards parted, keeping their heads bowed. 
 
    Lucian walked down the corridor, past the guards. There was a presence beyond the metal door. A presence the dungeon core could not deny. Hand up, the door opened on its own.  
 
    Lucian stepped into the chamber, his eyes narrowing. A red dragon was on the stone floor, dozens and dozens of thick chains clamped on limbs and around his neck. Patches of missing scales showed raw wounds. A wing was bent at an odd angle and the snout huffed out two small jets of steam. Eyes opened but the creature lay still on its belly, looking up as Lucian approached. 
 
    “We didn’t feel right casting judgement so we chained him here for you,” Lota said before stepping back and closing the door shut. 
 
    Lucian stood over Irvas with contempt painting his brow and eyes. 
 
    “Well played, vile monster,” Irvas said weakly. “I have read many legends and they all end the same. This is where you kill me to satisfy your need for revenge.” 
 
    Lucian was silent as a cemetery, staring with unblinking eyes. 
 
    Irvas lifted his head slightly, snout about eight feet from Lucian. “I will regenerate, even from such grievous wounds. These chains will not hold me. Kill me and be done with it.” 
 
    A small wicked smile formed before lips parted, “If I kill you, how will you learn?” 
 
    Irvas blinked and cocked his head to the side. “Your dark magic has bested me. End my life so I may return to the light, a true warrior of faith.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “No, I will not. You will stay here and understand what I’m trying to accomplish. You will learn and I will be your teacher and master.” 
 
    The dragon’s eyes widened. “You… cannot be serious? The faith will send armies to rescue me. No dragon will allow one of our kind to be a prisoner. It is not the natural order of things. Slay me. End my time here so I may be reborn.” 
 
    Shadows lengthened under Lucian’s eyes as he stepped closer, “No, you belong to me now. You were bested because of your hubris. You don’t understand balance. No one understands in this world except for the chosen few. I have taken on the task of teaching all of Lukken what it means to live with the light… and the dark.” 
 
    Lucian knelt down a foot away from Irvas, lifted a hand and cupped the dragon’s jaw. The dungeon core and dragon stared into each other’s eyes, one in disbelief and the other one with dark faith. 
 
    “Your faith killed many of my dwellers. Your rage killed my friend. Your belief murdered my love. You are indebted to me now, fulfilling my will until I release you from such debt, if that day ever comes. You will abandon your gods and follow who I tell you to follow.” 
 
    “I will do no such thing. I can outlast anything you do to me,” Irvas sneered. 
 
    Lucian’s wicked smile returned. “Your kind are strong, but my will is stronger. You will break, with time.” 
 
    Lucian let go, stood up and turned his back to Irvas. 
 
    “I will regenerate. I will break these bonds and lay waste to you and your dungeon!” the dragon growled. 
 
    Lucian stepped to the door, but didn’t open it. Instead, he turned his head slightly, his gaze watching the wounded dragon. 
 
    “Red Sindrell don’t like the cold, do they?” Lucian said in a menacing tone as he lifted his hand. 
 
    Irvas watched as the man snapped his fingers. Power filled the room for a moment before ice formed at the corners. The dragon lifted himself up on trembling limbs, neck craning around to see frost forming and covering the walls. It crept along as a chill filled the air. When every stone was covered in frost, ice shards lengthened a few inches. 
 
    “Lucian… don’t… do… this,” the dragon shivered, arms clutching at himself. 
 
    “It is done,” the dungeon core said as the door opened. 
 
    Irvas trembled to the cold as the metal door closed, the lock clicking into place and echoing through the chamber and the dragon’s very soul. 
 
    *** 
 
    The dungeon entrance stood, the light of the day filling the trees and grass with splendor. Darkness writhed as the daylight could not penetrate the shadows within. Birds chirped their songs while small animals moved about, searching for food or basking in the warm light. 
 
    From within the dark entrance, bodies emerged. They moved to the edge but did not step out into the light. Animals lifted their heads, looking to the foreboding entrance before bounding off. Birds silence their songs as they looked down with curious eyes. 
 
    Lucian stood, staring out onto the surface world and taking a deep breath. Lota was at his side, a pack over her shoulder and mace hanging from her hip. Hestia, Opal, and Kora were behind them, warmth in their eyes. 
 
    Lota stepped out beyond the entrance and turned back to face Lucian, sunlight bathing her body. 
 
    “I will speak with Lord and Lady Ashbridge. I’m sure my return will ease their worry. I can explain Irvas’s unauthorized actions and see if we can come to a mutual understanding between Eymore and your lovely succubus dungeon.” 
 
    “The faith will not let his disappearance fall to the wayside,” Lucian cautioned. 
 
    Lota nodded. “They won’t, but royal relations still dictate the faith’s actions on their lands. They will need to convince the lord and lady for approval. It will be hard to obtain since they are both deeply in love with their high priestess.” 
 
    “And what of those of Vala’s faith? They will know something is amiss.” 
 
    “I’m sure I can keep them at bay long enough until your influence in Eymore is established. After that, we can decide who you want allowed in the kingdom.” 
 
    Lucian nodded as his hand reached into his robe. Fingers grasped at something sharp. The dungeon core pulled out an abyss shard and held it out, just within the dungeon entrance.  
 
    Lota stepped closer, reaching out and taking the shard into her hand. The dark paladin marveled at the shard as it gleamed in the sunlight. 
 
    “Place this within the castle, close to the royal quarters. It will allow me to use my abilities and even appear if needed. Hide it someplace no one would guess. If you run into difficulty, summon me and I can appear.” 
 
    Lota smiled as she unslung her pack and placed the shard within. Pack over her shoulder, she gave Lucian a long, loving look before she stared up into the blue and sunny sky. 
 
    “It feels wonderful,” the troll smiled. 
 
    Lucian stepped beyond the entrance, the power of the shard allowing him to move freely. He moved to Lota’s side and looked up, sun bathing his form. 
 
    “It does feel wonderful,” the dungeon core grinned but only for a moment. 
 
    Lota and Lucian turned to each other, embraced and parted. The troll turned and began walking, her hand waving goodbye. Lucian gave a small wave before he stepped back into the gloomy darkness of his dungeon. Senses alive, he enjoyed the sensations of light and heat on his mystical skin as three succubi stepped closer. 
 
    Lucian woke from the moment and smiled to the demonic women. “Lota will be gone for a fortnight. That does not mean we wait. I have many plans and everyone will have to do their part.” 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” Hestia asked with a wicked smirk. 
 
    Lucian began walking, the three succubi walking with him. “We must gather the faithful for our dark queen. Shrines will be built and her gospel will be written down for others to read and know.  
 
    “The dungeon will require expanding, but I’m not satisfied with simply being underground. There is plenty of land to exploit. I have drawn up some plans for the surface above the dungeon.” 
 
    “Plans? Like building a town?” Opal asked. 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “A town is too small. We need to build a city of such splendor and decadence, many will flock to us to taste our forbidden fruits, living a new life without fear of persecution.” 
 
    The dungeon core stared ahead, lost to his designs. “A place where evil can live and our ways can be taught. We shall build armies, spread our influence and bring balance back to Lukken. It will take some time, but with Eymore under our influence, we should be well on our way to building something grand.” 
 
    Kora bowed her head, a smile blooming. Hestia cackled. Opal looked to Lucian with stars in her eyes. 
 
    Lucian was ready to change the world when the sound of footsteps and heavy breathing echoed along the main corridor. The group of four stopped as Ida appeared from the darkness, running to them and nearly sliding to a halt. The succubus was breathing heavy while trying to talk. She couldn’t get the words out as she tried to regain her breath. 
 
    “Take your time,” Lucian smiled warmly. 
 
    Ida’s breathing returned to normal after a few seconds. Bowing her head, she lifted a hand with a small leather bracelet in her palm. 
 
    “I couldn’t wait,” the thin succubus huffed slightly. “It’s a gift for you. I made it from a piece of one of Nadia’s outfits. When I was making her clothes, she talked about you with such fondness, I thought a bracelet would honor her memory.” 
 
    Lucian stared at the leather bracelet. Hand rising up, fingers uncurled before he took hold of the bracelet. Kora stepped closer, helping her master tie it to his wrist. Once tied, Lucian admired the simple strap that held a measure of the loving bliss of a woman he truly loved. 
 
    “Ida, thank you for such a wonderful gift. I will treasure it,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    The thin succubus nodded before rushing at him and hugging him around the waist. “We all love you, Master! We believe in you!” 
 
    Lucian placed his hands on her slender shoulders, “I love and believe in all of you. Let’s get below and prepare for the future.” 
 
    Ida broke free with a wide smile. Lucian began walking, Hestia, Opal, and Kora at his sides while Ida skipped ahead, her tail swinging back and forth in demonic joy. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
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