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    Succubus Dungeon 
 
    Shadow Alliance 
 
    One 
 
    A small breeze flowed into a large chamber as light spilled in through the main entrance. Beyond the opening, a blue sky glowed with patches of white puffy clouds. The faint symphony of birdsong played on as a man in a red robe stood among pillars, his thoughts drifting. 
 
    Lucian stared at the entrance, his mind a small ship floating on the vast ocean of inner dreams and nightmares. Faces rose up under the water’s surface, mouthing pain and sorrow as Lucian tried to ignore them and look to the distant horizon. He often found himself glancing down, seeing the mental ghosts of those he knew, wanting to break the surface and crawl onto him, moaning their pain. It clawed at his wellbeing, not that they were dead and gone, but that they were the first in this unholy crusade to perish in his name. 
 
    Lucian closed his eyes and shook his head, trying to push away the dreadful images and feelings from his mind and heart. Turning his back to the entrance, he watched as his earth elementals continued to work on the massive entrance chamber. The rocky humanoids followed his commands, dirt and stone blasting from their rudimentary hands and forming polished walls and large pillars. A skeletal cat prowled around the finished pillars, body and tail low. 
 
    The dark thoughts drained away as Lucian admired the elementals work. The massive chamber had taken longer than expected but the dungeon core was pleased that it was almost finished. Remembering the large group of paladins invading his home, the dungeon needed a chamber to help separate invaders as they made their way in. Thick pillars filled the chamber from floor to ceiling. Lucian figured a plain room would allow the enemy easy access, but a large chamber with pillars would divide them as they entered, making it easier to pick them off. The Entrance Chamber would be a first line of defense, breaking any enemy invaders into smaller, less defended targets. 
 
    Bones clicked as Abby pounced onto a dark spot behind a pillar. 
 
    Lucian watched, seeing the undead cat claw and wrestle with a rather large rat. Squeaks and squeals whispered before the rat became silent. The dungeon core watched as Abby ripped out a piece of the rat’s throat and swallowed, the hunk of meat falling down and hitting the floor with a wet “Sop.” 
 
    Abby lifted her head with the dead rat and trotted out from behind the pillar. Lucian smiled as the undead cat stepped to him and dropped the carcass at his feet, her skeletal tail swishing back and forth and skull held high. 
 
    Lucian knelt down and ran his hand over Abby’s smooth head. “Thank you for the present, but you don’t have to keep giving me dead rats.” 
 
    Abby rubbed her head into the core’s hand for a moment longer before turning and sauntering away like she didn’t hear him. Lucian looked down at the dead rat, keeping his smile. He sighed in relief that she had at least stopped leaving them on his pillow. It didn’t add to the mood at times, but the succubi in his dungeon didn’t seem to mind at all. 
 
    Lucian lifted a hand over the deceased rat and channeled a little of his power into it. Dark purple energy glowed before it snaked down into the furry carcass. After a long moment, the energy faded and Lucian stood up. 
 
    The dead rat twitched and twitched again. Its eyes rolled back into place and it rolled its body onto its pink feet. The rat looked up, but didn’t sniff at the air, those senses dead or still dying. 
 
    “Run off to the others and scout for anything unusual from the wild tunnels,” Lucian commanded. 
 
    The rat simply turned and ran off, disappearing down the main corridor.  
 
    The earth elementals slowed their progress, grabbing Lucian’s attention. When he looked to see why, he gave a small nod to himself. The chamber was just about complete, the elementals adding the final touches to the corners. Lucian spread his senses, feeling every wall and pillar. The chamber was strong with thick walls. It would take siege weapons to break through such a tough barrier. The added protection of the surface would make another invasion extremely difficult. 
 
    Thoughts swirled to a memory of paladins marching in, ready to destroy his budding dungeon. The battle caused many losses on both sides. It was a growing problem in Lucian’s mind. Killing paladins in self-defense would not bode well with any kingdom or religious order across Lukken. It was only a matter of time before powerful beings and armies would march to destroy his home. 
 
    Lucian lamented silently to himself, thinking of Lota. The dark paladin troll had left nearly twelve days ago to Eymore. She had gained influence with the royalty of the kingdom, having them in her back pocket. She left with one of his abyss shards and even now, Lucian could feel the thin tether. It snaked off in the direction of the kingdom, but there was no word or feeling from the dark paladin. The shard had stopped moving and Lucian was tempted to appear in Eymore to understand what was happening, but with so many deaths in a short amount of time, showing up unannounced would only fuel his growing problems. 
 
    “No need to poke the bear,” the core whispered to himself. 
 
    Time was running out and Lucian tried to focus on survival strategies. It wouldn’t be long before others would come to investigate his dungeon. The battle with the paladins diminished his succubi and undead to less than half of their previous numbers. Every night, one or two demon women would arrive, ready to serve, but it would take a long time to build an army strong enough to defend the dungeon again or march for conquest. Cunning was called for and Lucian knew he needed to spread Queen Systra and Hexnia’s influence to gain followers and unholy soldiers. 
 
    The image of his pale queen caused his mystical heart to beat a little faster. The demon queen would occasionally visit his dreams, but she had been silent since the fateful night Nadia was slain. The memory stabbed at his dark soul as fingers curled into tight fists. The blue succubus was his guide, given to him by his queen. Her mind was implanted with knowledge of living dungeons. Her death slowed his progress for a few days, trying to keep his wits strong as he focused on his work. It didn’t stop the occasional dream where Nadia lay with him, snuggled close and in his arms. 
 
    Lucian growled to himself before he tried to clear his head. Pulling up his stats, he looked them over while dark nagging thoughts clawed at the edge of his mind. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 14,000/14,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 10 
 
    Rooms: 104 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 500/500 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 500/500 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 500/500 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
      
 
    Creation Abilities 
 
    Create Iron Golem 
 
    Create Crystal Bats  
 
      
 
    Chambers 
 
    Pantry (Cost: 20 Elemental) 
 
    Bed Chamber (Cost: 20 Alteration) 
 
    Midden (Cost: 20 Necromancy, 10 Elemental) 
 
    Garden Chamber (Cost: 20 Elemental, 20 Alteration) 
 
    Well (Cost: 10 Elemental) 
 
    Forge (Cost: 50 Elemental) 
 
    Cell Room (Cost: 10 Elemental) 
 
    Craft Chamber (Cost: 20 Elemental, 20 Alteration) 
 
    Armory (Cost: 50 Elemental)  
 
    Shrine (Cost: 50 Elemental, 50 Alteration) 
 
    Alchemy Chamber (Cost: 50 Elemental, 100 Alteration) 
 
    Scry Chamber (Cost: 250 Elemental, 250 Alteration) 
 
      
 
    Lucian’s gaze fell on his new abilities, Create Crystal Bats and Scry Chamber. The core found it interesting that he could create such creatures. Four of them hung in the main corridor, wings folded over their bodies. The ability was the first part. When he reached a hundred rooms, he gained the ability to create a Scry Chamber. It created a room with a crystal ball on a half pillar. The bats worked with the crystal ball and Lucian’s own senses, but he could switch between both. The first time he looked through the eyes of all four bats, a headache grew like a storm. Splitting his attention between them for long periods often hurt, but with the Scry Chamber, it was much easier to watch and direct his construct minions. 
 
     The crystal bats were often used to scout the surface world during night time. Lucian often watched with keen interest until he discovered that he could recall the images the bats witnessed. The images would only last a few nights, which meant the dungeon core needed to place an observer in the chamber to write down what was being seen.  
 
    Lucian lifted a hand and rubbed a temple. The duties of his dungeon were coming faster than he could populate. With Nadia gone, the succubi had become a little unruly without their mistress. Hestia was given command to keep the demon women in line, but she was a little too eager to hand out punishment and lacked Nadia’s dark finesse. Many of the succubi would come to Lucian, pleading and crying that the fire succubus was a little too harsh. Lucian listened, but didn’t change anything, knowing succubi can be a little manipulative and dramatic. Instead, he watched Hestia as she cracked the whip and plotted how best to talk to her about it when they had a proper moment. 
 
    The dungeon core wondered when they would all have a proper moment? His thoughts floated onto Opal and Kora. The earth succubus was often in his bed, demanding his attention. Kora on the other hand, spent much of her time wandering the corridors and empty chambers. The decay succubus spoke little and was rarely seen, but Lucian kept tabs on her, invisible and watching her from a distance. She sometimes looked in his direction and smiled, but that was all. With all the work Lucian had on his plate, he would make quick visits to see if she was okay and return to his duties. 
 
    The dungeon was over a hundred rooms, fifty rooms on the core level and fifty on the 2nd floor. The core level held many empty chambers, but the 2nd floor contained lavish chambers for adventurers and succubi to partake of each other’s bodies and desires. A few new succubi would appear every night, but many more adventurers arrived to surrender to the demon women. Word and rumor were spreading, men and women arriving and wanting to sleep with the hungry demons. The succubi were nearly fat with power, drinking in life essence until many adventurers passed out from exhaustion. In the throes of passion, adventurers would not be themselves, spilling their thoughts with reckless abandonment. It amused Lucian to hear such high praise about his dungeon and how the experience was addicting. The core took it in simple stride, but deep down he knew, the more they became dependent on his succubi, the stronger their desire to protect what made them happy would become. 
 
    Lucian woke from his inner thoughts as the elementals finished with the entrance chamber. The elementals sank into walls and floor, moving through the earth like water to resume expanding the dungeon and preparing to add a 3rd level. 
 
    Entrance Chamber finished, Lucian blinked and his form appeared on the Core level. Standing in a corridor, he spread out his senses, feeling many succubi sleeping in their beds. They were content, their lustful thirst slacked and slumbering soundly. 
 
    Lucian began walking until a door opened and Hestia stepped out. The red-headed demon gave her master a wicked smile as she approached. 
 
    “I’ll have the sluts woken and ready for the evening soon,” Hestia said before she yawned and stretched her arms. 
 
    Lucian nodded. 
 
    Hestia eyed him up and down as her arms dropped to her sides. “I could go for a snack,” she grinned evilly. 
 
    Lucian smirked. “Maybe later. I have some rounds to make first. The Entrance Chamber is finished and we will have to gather the succubi in the Auditorium before sun down to discuss what is expected.” 
 
    Hestia’s expression turned serious. “I’ll wake and gather them.” 
 
    “Please do,” Lucian began before hesitating. “Can we be a little gentler this time, the whip is leaving marks.” 
 
    Hestia’s eyes narrowed. “Did one of them say something to you?” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “I see all, so they don’t have to say anything. Just keep them in line and keep them beautiful for our visitors.” 
 
    The fire succubus’s expression softened before she nodded. “I will,” she said before marching off to the bed chamber wing. 
 
    Lucian found himself letting out a slow exhale before he blinked away. 
 
    The dungeon core appeared before a frost covered iron door. With a wave of his hand, the door opened and he stepped inside. Cold air blasted out until the door sealed shut behind him. The core’s gaze lingered on the red dragon curled into a ball. A broken wing twisted at an odd angle and the frost was barely kept away, a ring of dryness around the creature the size of a large horse. 
 
    A serpent eye opened and a small growl filled the chamber. “Come to taunt me again?” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “Talking is not the same as taunting. I see your wing is taking a long time to heal.” 
 
    The eye closed, but Irvas continued to speak, “The heat of my body barely keeps the cold away. My wing will not heal properly if you continue to torture me with this blasted frost. The chains are enough to keep me your prisoner.” 
 
    Lucian looked down at the thick chains. Opal had spent days forging giant thick chains. When she was finished, they were clamped to the red dragon’s neck, wrists and ankles. With the added frost in the chamber, it was enough to keep the paladin a weakened prisoner. 
 
    “You know those chains will go away if you come around to my philosophy,” Lucian said with a gentle, dark edge. 
 
    “Then I better make myself comfortable until I am rescued,” Irvas chuckled. 
 
    “It’s been twelve days so far and no rescue attempts. Maybe you have been forgotten,” Lucian smirked. 
 
    Irvas opened his eyes again, but this time he lifted his serpentine head to glare at the dungeon core in man form. “Your foul power will not hide my whereabouts for long. I pray to Drogoss and it is only a matter of time before the order comes to free me.  
 
    “You are on borrowed time, foul creature.” 
 
    Lucian gave a small nod. “Maybe, but if a dragon and fifty paladins could not defeat my dungeon, your order may take a measured approach. No one wants a slaughter.” 
 
    “I want a slaughter. I want your demons bashed to paste and your core dragged across the ground in the light of day until it cracks to dust!” Irvas growled with contempt. 
 
    “You have such a way with words,” Lucian said, amused. 
 
    “It is the truth. The light will burn away your darkness before it can gain a foothold. Lukken will not slide back into darkness and war. There are far more kingdoms and lovers of light to allow this farce to continue. You are already defeated; you just don’t know it yet.” 
 
    Lucian waved his hand, a simple chair appearing behind him. Sitting down, he looked to the dragon with intense eyes before they softened as he leaned back in the chair. 
 
    “War and darkness are just what Lukken needs. Your light blinds you and your secret desires. You spoke on how you enjoyed smiting evil creatures nearly a thousand years ago. Why not act on those impulses, but in a different way? With evil nearly wiped out, balance must be restored. I could use a powerful creature like yourself on my side.” 
 
    Irvas’s slitted eyes narrowed. “You speak lies and temptations. I will not entertain such things. The light is all. I will not be an agent to the death of Lukken!” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “I don’t want Lukken’s death. How many times must I say this? I, and many others, want balance. The thrill of living is gone. The elements of our world are lopsided. You are part of the problem, but we can fix it, mend the world so it’s a better place.” 
 
    “Pain, torment, and suffering? These are the things you wish to bring back? Your madness is apparent and it sickens me,” Irvas growled. 
 
    “And your blindness sickens me,” Lucian said with a tired edge. “I saw how you attacked my dwellers. I saw the hate in your eyes. It isn’t simply about good and evil; you like to hurt others and feel superior. It’s in your nature.” 
 
    Irvas chuckled. “You claim to know me just on some of my actions, pathetic. If you knew anything about me, you would know I will not be a slave to anyone, ever.” 
 
    Lucian kept his gaze neutral, “Who said anything about being a slave? I want partners and allies. You’re powerful and I admire your convictions. I just want you to see it from another side. 
 
    “The world needs conflict for it to survive. The people seek it out and I want to be the one who helps them find it, a taste of the dark and chaos. After all your years of enforcing the light, I don’t expect you to simply change because I’m asking. I expect a dragon like yourself to open your mind to a broken world.” 
 
    “Your expectations make me laugh,” Irvas chuckled again. “I wait patiently until the light turns your home into a smoking ruin.” 
 
    Lucian smiled as he stood up. The chair underneath him vanished. The core turned and began walking to the door. When he reached it, he thought to turn around and give the dragon one last thing to think on. Instead, he felt he had said enough. The dragon paladin had a weakness and Lucian had to discover it. For now, the core would increase the frost in the room so the paladin would not be so comfortable. 
 
    The door opened on its own and Lucian stepped out. When the door closed, the core channeled some of his elemental power before blinking away. 
 
    Lucian appeared on another section of the Core level. Glancing around, he saw the corridor was empty. Walking slowly, he spread out his senses again, touching on a nearby mind. Sorrow curled along his senses as the core reached a door and gave it a small knock. 
 
    “Come in,” a distant voice called out. 
 
    The door opened and Lucian stepped inside. Roxxy lay in her bed, unmoving and staring at nothing. The mimic was clothed, lying on her side. Thick cables of black hair lay nested against her head as her pitch-black body was still as a statue. Black eyes stared like crystal orbs and a triangular hole for a nose took in gentle breaths. 
 
    Lucian approached with kind sadness in his gaze. The mimic hadn’t left her room since the night of the great battle and Rayce’s death. The succubi brought her food and water, but she didn’t eat or drink. The dungeon core had visited once a day, every day since that fateful night. They shared the same sorrow, but where it paralyzed Roxxy, it pushed Lucian to work harder. 
 
    “Can I bring you anything?” Lucian asked the same question every time he visited her. 
 
    “No,” Roxxy replied with the same answer. 
 
    Lucian nodded and vanished from the room. The mimic’s grief had consumed her and Lucian knew she would either wake up from the gloomy cloud or she would take her own life. The core appeared by his bedroom, a small glimmer of hope soothing his heart that Roxxy would return from her darkness as long as he visited her, showing she was not alone. 
 
    The dungeon core stepped into his bedroom and let out a tired sigh. Images of Nadia haunted him and he fought through the pain. He wanted to visit the crypt on this very floor, to see her and Rayce’s tomb. The thought of it made his mystical heart wince as he knew he couldn’t go through with it or he too would fall into grief’s spiral.  
 
    “Time heals,” Lucian whispered to himself. 
 
    Gathering his inner strength, he mentally prepared what he was going to say to his dwellers in the Auditorium when something touched his mind. It was the barest of whispers, but it was there, pleading and calling like a distant melody.  
 
    Lucian concentrated, channeling his power and amplifying the voice in the vast distance. 
 
    “Lucian…help…me,” the voice seethed with tired weakness. 
 
    The dungeon core’s eyes widened. “Lota,” Lucian whispered, feeling the dark paladin’s words as they faded to the background of his magical mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two    
 
    The air shifted and flowed, causing torchlight to waver and bend. Lucian led the charge, walking along the main corridor to the surface, several succubi in tow. Hestia and Opal trailed their master as five succubi followed them. The mood was stark, Lucian telling Hestia to cancel the gathering and having Opal meet them. The two elemental succubi did as they were told, but their eyes were wide, curious about what was happening. 
 
    Lucian moved with determination, one of his hands in a large robe pocket and touching an Abyss Shard. The core mentally went over his plans again and again. Lota was captured or hurt, calling out to him for help. He was not going to let what happened to Nadia and Rayce happen again. 
 
    The group entered the Pillar Chamber. The light from the entrance had dimmed, the gentle slide into evening commencing. Beyond the framed entrance, the sound of swaying trees droned on as the air cooled for night’s embrace.     
 
     “Master?” Opal asked with a shy edge. 
 
    Lucian stopped and the rest of the group halted. The core turned and faced them, conviction in his gaze. 
 
    “Lota is in trouble and I have to go to her,” Lucian stated. “Hestia, I want you to safeguard the dungeon and make sure everyone is following their duties.” 
 
    Hestia’s brow hardened and gave a stern nod. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Opal’s wide eyes. The earth succubus was silent as Lucian pulled an abyss shard from his robe and held it in his hands. Shadows covered the core’s eyes as he stared down at the shard for a long moment. When he lifted his gaze to meet Opal’s gaze, warmth touched the edge of his voice. 
 
    “Opal, I need you to do something for me. It may be difficult, but I cannot count on anyone else right now.” 
 
    “What will you have me do?” Opal asked with a timid edge. 
 
    Lucian gave a small nod. “Lota took an abyss shard with her to Eymore. I can still feel it and it will allow me to transport myself instantly to where it is. Despite that, I don’t know what will be waiting for me when I arrive. I cannot carry a shard beyond my dungeon, but you can.  
 
    “I need you to travel to Eymore with this shard. If I am captured or cannot escape, this shard will make my influence stronger when you reach the kingdom. If there is no danger, I can transport to you and have you turn back. Can you do this for me?” 
 
    Opal looked down and bit her lip. Lucian could see the doubt playing out across her spirit. The earth succubus had made it clear she simply wanted to dwell in the dungeon and be his blacksmith. The thought of leaving her new home filled her gaze with dread. 
 
    “Can Kora go?” Opal said in a small voice. 
 
    “Kora must stay to help guide and command the dead here, should the dungeon be attacked. Roxxy hasn’t left her room and I don’t see her doing it in the near future.  
 
    “I know this is difficult…” Lucian began before he was cut off. 
 
    “I’m not a fighter,” Opal said with a sad hiss. 
 
    Lucian gave her a warm smile as he stepped closer. “I know, that is why these five succubi will accompany and protect you. I wouldn’t ask you to do something you’re uncomfortable with unless it was important. Lota is in danger and I have to go to her.” 
 
    Opal turned her gaze to the demon women on either side of her. They wore simple leather armor and swords sheathed to the side of their hips. Horns gleamed in the torchlight as the women nodded in solidarity. 
 
    “It’s about six days to Eymore on foot. I must know if I can count on you,” Lucian said as he held out the shard to her. 
 
    Opal looked down at the pulsating dark crystal. Biting her lip, her hand reached up and hesitated. Brow forming a sharp V, the earth succubus took hold of the crystal shard and held it to her chest.  
 
    A succubus stepped closer with an open travelling satchel. Opal placed the crystal shard within before taking the satchel and slinging it over her shoulder, her chin held high, but her eyes containing slivers of fear. 
 
    “Thank you,” Lucian smiled. “Much like the shard Lota has, this shard contains a piece of my power so if you run into any trouble you cannot handle, summon me and I will come.” 
 
    Lucian touched Opal’s shoulder and gave it a small squeeze. “I know you can do this. I believe in you.” 
 
    The earth succubus nodded again before she appeared uncomfortable and hugged her own waist. 
 
    Lucian let go and looked to all of them. “I want you all to know, I will never abandon those who follow our cause. Lota needs our help and we will give it.”  
 
    Lucian turned his gaze to Hestia, “Guard the dungeon, watch the visitors and wait for our return.” 
 
    “I will, Master,” the fire succubus said with a wicked leer and a small bow. 
 
    Lucian nodded before he spread his senses once again. Amid the web of power and influence, he latched onto a thin string of energy snaking away from his dungeon. At the other end he felt Lota’s presence, but she was silent and unmoving. The subdued energies unnerved him, but the dark paladin troll was alive. 
 
    “We will return,” Lucian said and his form blinked away. 
 
    Opal took a step forward, her gaze on the entrance and the dark night beyond.  
 
    “I... won’t fail you,” Opal whispered with conviction and dread. 
 
    *** 
 
    Energy swirled into a dark tunnel, Lucian hurtling through it at the speed of thought. Mentally he prepared to use his powers to attack anyone waiting for him, grab Lota and fight their way out. The ability to move between the abyssal shards was his power, but it wouldn’t allow Lota to travel back with him. They were going to have to battle their way to freedom and hike back to the dungeon. 
 
    Dark energy flashed and Lucian appeared in an unfamiliar corridor with a thick, oak door. The core turned to the door, ready to enter when weakness struck him like a hammer. Power and energy drained as Lucian fell to one knee and gritted his teeth.  
 
    An alert filled his gaze. 
 
    You have stepped beyond your dungeon to an Abyssal Shard. Your Hit Points have diminished to 1,000. To regain your power, you must enter your dungeon. 
 
    Lucian fought the momentary weakness and stood under his own power. He quickly called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 1,000/14,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 10 
 
    Rooms: 104 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 500/500 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 500/500 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 500/500 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
      
 
    Lucian thankfully saw that his spheres were still full and ready to be used. If there was an enemy nearby that could deal enough damage, he would be sent back to his core to recuperate for three days. The timespan would be much too long if Lota was in danger. The core readied himself to play it smart and powerful. 
 
    The dungeon core channeled ten points of alteration. Senses took hold of a small mouse in the room beyond the closed door and Lucian’s mind possessed it. Perception shifted and the core could see and feel through the tiny creature’s body. 
 
    The mouse moved under a thick dresser, its nose twitching in the air. A large canopy bed took up part of the room. Windows were closed with wood and iron hinges. Lanterns glowed, giving the chamber a subdued glow.  
 
    The mouse moved closer to the edge under the dresser. Seeing past the bed, a troll sat in a chair, bound and gagged. Nude, her head hung forward, eyes closed and black hair with two blue streaks partially obscuring her face.  
 
    Lucian felt bodies moving in the corridor where his mystical body stood and in the nearby rooms of the chamber Lota was. Not wanting to give away the element of surprise, Lucian left the mouse’s body and his own mystical body blinked inside the bed chamber.  
 
    Lota stirred, but didn’t lift her head. Lucian stepped to her, senses alert. The troll didn’t have a mark on her, but the way her heart beat in her chest, she was exhausted to the point of unconsciousness. Leather straps tied her to the sturdy chair while a gag filled her mouth. 
 
    Lucian moved closer, hands out and ready to undo the gag when a wall slid open. The core turned to it, energy channeling to his hands and ready to blast them to dust when giggles and chuckles filled the room. 
 
    A man and woman stepped from behind the secret wall with pleasant smiles on their lips. Their eyes held a wicked gleam as they approached and stopped about five feet away from Lucian and the bound troll. They both wore regal purple robes, barely tied around their waists. The man held a youth to his appearance with foppish blonde hair, but bits of gray colored the scruff along his chin and cheeks. The woman was beautiful with slender features and high cheekbones. The top of her robe barely contained her breasts, a single nipple peeking out amid creamy, smooth skin. 
 
    Lucian was about to make demands when the two began clapping. 
 
    “Welcome! Welcome! We were hoping you would arrive soon!” the man said with youthful vigor. 
 
    The woman stopped clapping and curled her arm around the man’s arm, leaning into his shoulder. “She never said how handsome you are. Lota has such exquisite tastes.” 
 
    “Well, she loves us. She must have grand tastes!” the man laughed. 
 
    Lucian’s body relaxed as he gave the man and woman a pleasant smile. “You both must be Lord and Lady Ashbridge. My name is Lucian. Pleased to meet you,” Lucian said with a small bow. 
 
    The lord and lady smiled and bowed their heads slightly. 
 
    “It is a pleasure to finally meet you,” Lord Ashbridge grinned. “But please, when not in the presence of others, my name is Balthazar.” 
 
    “Diana,” Lady Ashbridge held out her hand. 
 
    Lucian closed the small distance, took Diana’s hand into his and gave it a gentle kiss. “It’s a pleasure.” 
 
    Pink touched Diana’s cheeks and light touched her bright blue eyes.  
 
    Lucian let go and glanced at Lota in the chair. 
 
    “No need to worry about our dear priestess, she is simply exhausted. Our sessions can last for days and we missed her terribly,” Balthazar said with a comforting tone. 
 
    “We begged her to summon you, but she refused. We all knew it was part of the game so we played with her until she couldn’t resist our request. She is strong, one of the many things we admire about her,” Diana mirrored her husband’s smile. 
 
    “We do apologize for the manipulation, but we were running short on time and we knew Lota would not make it back to your dungeon with the invite in time,” Balthazar grinned. 
 
    Lucian eyed the royal pair, questions filling his mind, but he remained silent.  
 
    Balthazar and Diana glanced at each other before looking to the quiet man before them. 
 
    Lord Ashbridge began, “You don’t have to concern yourself. The invite is for a splendid occasion. Lota told us about your dungeon and what had happened with the rogue paladins. I assure you it will not happen again. Your dungeon is now considered part of Eymore territory.” 
 
    Diana continued, “We directed the Bishops of Drogoss not to take such unlawful action on our lands without our approval. They might have deemed you a threat, but Lota enlightened us on your purpose. We know of the succubus dungeon south of the Journey Road and we are delighted another dungeon such as yours has appeared within our lands.” 
 
    “Truly,” Balthazar beamed. “The entire kingdom is abuzz and speaks of their lustful adventures in your dungeon. Our only regret is your dungeon is not closer or even under our city. Many have spoken of the journey and the rewards. The routes leading to your dungeon have brought commerce and visitors from many parts to towns along the way. It’s like an infusion of raw power across the lands.” 
 
    Lucian smiled and bowed his head. “Thank you for the kind words. I am humbled and honored that my simple dungeon has brought pleasure and excitement to your lands.” 
 
    Balthazar nodded. “Nonsense, you’re our honored guest.” 
 
    Diana flashed perfect teeth, “What my husband and lover has failed to do is officially invite you to the Lunar Ball.” 
 
    Lucian found the moment humorous, but raised his hands to chest level and bowed his head. “I thank you for such an honor, but I have too many duties to…” Lucian was cut off. 
 
    “The invite is not a request,” Balthazar grinned. “Lota was able to fend us off for a time, but we have been dying to meet you since her return. She spoke of your harrowing encounters and loss of life. We would be remiss in our duties if we didn’t speak on such matters and reparations.” 
 
    Balthazar’s eyes narrowed slightly, “An alliance would be in all of our self-interests.” 
 
    Lucian found himself momentarily speechless, but kept his expression blank. The royal couple seemed happy and a tad odd. The core wanted to laugh at himself, wondering if this was Lota’s doing or Lucian’s own strange luck of oddballs being attracted to him. Whatever it was, it seemed to play into the dungeon core’s designs. An alliance with a kingdom would aid his growing power and add certain protections. 
 
    “It would be rude of me to not accept such an invite,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    The lord and lady clutched their hands together and made a strange, happy sound. Lucian could sense heat crawling up Diana’s neck while Balthazar’s body grew hotter. When the happy squeals died down, the lord and lady collected themselves before turning to Lucian with regal flair. 
 
    “We are pleased,” Balthazar said with an air of sophistication. 
 
    Diana hugged her husband’s arm, “My dear, we should leave Lucian and Lota to themselves so they may rest for tomorrow’s festivities.” 
 
    “Quite right,” Lord Ashbridge beamed. “We will leave the way we came. The castle is filled with secret tunnels. I’ll have my steward check on you in a while to make sure these accommodations are worthy. If not, he will move you to a chamber more to your liking.”  
 
    Diana chimed in, “And do not fret for Lota. The royal priestess never invoked the safe phrase so I’m sure she will wake soon. She never stays like this for long.” 
 
    The royal couple turned, arm in arm. Giggles and chuckles whispered between them as they stepped through the secret wall entrance. The wall slid into place and a small lock fell into place. 
 
    Lucian’s senses could feel their heartbeats as they walked along a hidden tunnel. When they turned a corner, they disappeared behind it. The core let out a relieved sigh before turning his attention to Lota. 
 
    The blue-skinned troll remained still. Lucian moved behind the chair and began unbuckling the restraints. One by one, the leather belts fell away. When the last one was undone, Lota fell forward. In a blink, Lucian held her from falling to the floor. With one hand, he undid the ball gag and pulled it away, tossing it onto the lavish rug. 
 
    Lucian stared at Lota’s peaceful expression. The moment seemed to glide on until the troll let out a small exhale and her eyes fluttered. 
 
    Lota was tall, a foot taller than Lucian, but it didn’t stop him from scooping her into his arms and lifting her up. Cradling the beautiful troll to his chest, he stepped over to the large canopy bed and gently laid her down. Her naked, blue skin was covered in perspiration as Lucian stood over her. Lota’s breathing was calm as her eyes slowly opened. A smile crept into her cheeks before her eyes widened and she sat up. 
 
    “Lucian! I didn’t…” the troll began. 
 
    Lucian waved away her words. “No need to apologize. Lord and Lady Ashbridge were keen on meeting me and apologized for the manipulation.” 
 
    Lota let out a long huff before she fell back onto the bed, making no attempt to cover her body.  
 
    “They hounded me for days and nights, asking for you to visit. I said I would speak to you about it, only after they offered their protections. I asked for it in writing and they complied, but they wouldn’t give it to me until they met you first.” 
 
    Lucian sat down on the edge of the bed. “How did they know you could summon me?” 
 
    Lota turned her gaze to Lucian’s handsome features. “All I said was I could contact you through a special connection you granted me. I’m not sure they knew exactly, but they are not dim-witted. Their games exhausted me and they seem to have taken advantage.” 
 
    The troll placed her hand over Lucian’s hand. “I didn’t want you to meet them like this. I wanted to set things in place before your arrival, but they wanted you to attend their ball.” 
 
    Lucian smirked, “It seems you were doing the right thing for us. For that, I am grateful. I can assume you will be more careful in the future?” 
 
    Lota nodded. “I won’t let them or anyone take advantage of me again.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Now, tell me about these games and the ball?” 
 
    The dark paladin gave a small grin. “I told you before how the lord and lady were not happy for a long time. My time with them reignited their loving flame, but now it has grown into a bonfire. They spend a great deal of time exploring their wild, sexual sides. I thought they only wanted to play lustful games with me, but they have expanded it to small orgies. 
 
    “As for their games with me, they like to pretend I’m their love slave, toying and torturing me with pleasure. They have become quite adept at it, enough so that they exhausted me. Once they have pushed me to my limit, they often make love before me or to me.” 
 
    Lota let go of Lucian’s hand and pushed herself up on her elbows. “They have toyed with the idea of a grand masquerade ball where many of the elite and those of royal blood can partake of food, wine, and each other. Tomorrow is the full moon and they decided to call their first party the Lunar Ball.” 
 
    “It seems your influence with the royalty runs deep,” Lucian smirked. 
 
    “I knew they would never want their rekindled love and desires to go away. They are happy I returned, but greedy to know more about your dungeon.” 
 
    Lucian rubbed his jaw, “They will want to visit at some point. It is something we will have to plan for at another time, but I must ask, do they still believe you are a servant of Vala?” 
 
    Lota gave the core a wicked smirk. “They suspect nothing. I can sense they believe I was in a terrible encounter and your dungeon was part of an unlawful order by rogue paladins. Your power protected me and many others in defense against the paladins. Some of the dungeon’s visitors returned here, speaking to others of how the paladins came and murdered creatures who were there to pleasure them.  
 
    “Word reached Lord and Lady Ashbridge, not only from me, but many loyal to their banners. It was enough for the lord and lady to meet with the bishops of Drogoss and threaten them with exile if such an unlawful action was taken again. Lady Ashbridge has told me in confidence, attendance to the churches of Drogoss is smaller, many disappointed followers of Drogoss would attack Vala’s ways.” 
 
    “They believe we follow Vala’s ways,” Lucian chuckled lightly. 
 
    Lota nodded. “They do, for now. As High Priestess to the royal family and the kingdom, my words are influenced by the divine. I have kept my distance from other acolytes and paladins of Vala and planted the seeds that I will have to leave to serve Vala’s will.” 
 
    Lucian ran his fingers along Lota’s bare, smooth skin. “And what is Vala’s will?” 
 
    Lota kept her gaze as she enjoyed Lucian’s touch. Nipples pointed up from soft breasts and a warm sigh fell from parted lips. 
 
    “Your dungeon is a sign the gods want to better Lukken once again. By divine right, such a place should be protected, nurtured and grown. Lord and Lady Ashbridge have agreed to allow me to be a diplomat between the kingdom and your dungeon. I can split my time between each place to ensure continued prosperity for all.” 
 
    Lucian continued to run his fingers along her body, touching around Lota’s dark blue areola and sliding down the curvature of her firm breast. Goosebumps rose along Lota’s skin as she writhed to his touch. Breath heavy, she gave a sultry sigh. 
 
    “Did I do well?” Lota asked. 
 
    Lucian gave her a nod and a warm smile. “You have done very well.” 
 
    “I only wish to learn and spread your teachings. The Kingdom of Eymore requires balance and it has begun. The bishops would have ignored Lord and Lady Ashbridge if not for me and the people. The power has shifted, their holy grip not as strong as it was before.” 
 
    “And with a strong enough push, they will be chased out of the kingdom,” Lucian said darkly. “The faithful will still need worship and we will give it to them. I’m glad our plan worked, for now. We will still need more to ensure Eymore is under our permanent influence.” 
 
    Lota writhed as Lucian caressed her, his fingers running along her inner thigh. 
 
    “Where is the abyss shard I gave you?” Lucian asked as he played with the troll. 
 
    “My room…hidden away,” Lota tried to speak, but the touch of her master caused her to moan her needs. 
 
    “I see you’re not tired anymore,” the dungeon core whispered. 
 
    Lota shook her head. “Lord and Lady Ashbridge will be under our spells…tomorrow night, but right now…I’ve missed you.” 
 
    Lucian’s clothes faded away as he crawled into bed. Lying next to the seductive troll, he pressed his body to hers, letting his fingers dance along her skin. The simple action caused Lota to whisper and beg for more. The dungeon core didn’t give in, allowing Lota’s needs to reach the breaking point. She had indeed done well, thinking back to their plans and discussions before she returned to the kingdom. Now that the royalty of Eymore was snared, Lucian knew he had to bind their alliance. It would take more than a piece of paper with a declaration of law. The lord and lady would require instruction and direction when the time came. 
 
    Lucian looked down to Lota’s wanting eyes. “We can play for a little while, but we need to save our energy so we can make tomorrow night unforgettable,” the dungeon core said with dark amusement. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    Lucian eyed the open catalog before him. The steward waited patiently as Lota tried on another dress. Afternoon light streamed in through the open window as a warm breeze floated in. The air held a current that could not be denied as hearts beat with excitement to the coming evening. 
 
    Lucian eyed the drawn masks and outfits. The steward detailed that the Lunar Ball was a masquerade soiree and everyone must be dressed for the occasion. The dungeon core couldn’t decide on which one to wear. As the steward explained, the masks must stay on, but the clothes would be optional later into the evening. 
 
    “The pictures won’t change the longer you stare at them,” Lota said as she slipped on a long dress with stripes and frills. 
 
     The steward stood like a kind statue. 
 
    Lucian looked up to him and smiled. “Should I make my own mask?” 
 
    The steward’s eyes took a distant gleam of annoyance. No one would have noticed it, but Lucian could feel it. 
 
    “Lord and Lady Ashbridge directed everyone to wear a mask. They didn’t say anything about bringing your own,” the steward said with a pompous edge. 
 
    Lucian’s smile turned into a smirk. “I will have to say that is a yes to my question.” 
 
    The steward parted his lips to say something when his eyes widened. Hands shook as he took hold of the book, closed it and stepped back, his gaze firm on Lucian. The core’s face melted and shifted into a demonic expression, complete with forked tongue hanging out. 
 
    “How do I look?” the demon grinned, tongue flickering. 
 
    The steward held the closed book to his chest, turned and bolted out of the room. The door slammed shut behind him. 
 
    Lota started laughing. Lucian turned to her with a very wide, sharp grin. 
 
    “Stewards are usually pretty tempered. He must have never seen a demon in his life,” Lucian chuckled before his face returned to normal. 
 
    “The kingdom is full of people that have never seen anything close to evil or different. It is quite boring if you interact with the people enough,” Lota smiled. 
 
    The troll was trying to pull on the thick strings to her corset. Lucian stepped closer, pulled and began tying. 
 
    “When did you get a sense of humor?” Lota asked before she grunted as the straps were pulled tight. 
 
    “It’s always been there, just below the surface. I try not to show it. Others tend to not take you seriously if you laugh at everything.” Lucian said as he tied the back. 
 
    “Letting your hair down, I see,” Lota said as she turned around to show her dress. 
 
    Lucian looked the beautiful troll up and down. The dress hugged her waist and ample breasts, a line of cleavage for all to see. Her blue skin glowed with the deep reds and pattern design. From the waist out, the dress flowered down. White lace peeked out along the hem of the dress and from her wrists. 
 
    “How do I look?” the dark paladin smiled. 
 
    “Breathtaking,” Lucian stated simply. 
 
    Lota nodded her head before looking at Lucian in his arcane red robe. “Is that what you’re wearing?” 
 
    “I don’t wish to stand out too much.” 
 
    Lota crossed her arms and shook her head. “This is an occasion and you should dress for it. What about the mask?” 
 
    Lucian channeled power from his Alteration Sphere, a simple black mask covering around his eyes and across his nose. 
 
    “Hiding in plain sight is true obfuscation,” the core grinned. 
 
    Lota picked up a black mask with gold trim and spiral designs. She placed it over her eyes and looked to Lucian with a warm gaze. 
 
    “What is our plan for this evening? From what I know, the party may last a few days. Balthazar is insistent it should be taken to excess so that it becomes a memorable experience. Diana can barely contain herself.” 
 
    Lucian pondered on it. The party was a distraction. The core wanted to return to his dungeon to oversee its construction and development. Spending several days and nights here would not work with his plans.  
 
    Thoughts flowed to Opal. She was travelling through wild forests to reach here. Despite a lack of evil in the world, there were still dangerous monsters within the forests looking for a meal. The earth succubus and her guards could most likely handle any threat, but she was making her way here as his ace card. An abyss shard was currently here in the main keep and it would allow Lucian to have a foothold here in the kingdom, but if he wanted to leave with Lota, Opal, and the others, he needed the shard Opal was bringing so they could travel back. 
 
    Lucian closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Spreading his senses along the thin tethers, he connected to the shard in Opal’s possession. The succubus marched along with five exhausted succubi behind her. Opal didn’t seem tired as she stepped along. Judging from what Lucian could see, the six of them hadn’t stopped and marched through the night. At the rate they were moving, they could be at Eymore by tomorrow evening. 
 
    Lucian’s mind flowed back into his body and he opened his eyes. “Opal is on her way with an abyss shard. I’d rather not stay here too long, but I will need that shard to travel back with you, Opal, and the others. For now, we will play the game, but we must ensure the Kingdom of Eymore supports and protects us.” 
 
    Lota nodded. “I believe tonight we can acquire a copy of the agreement, the Malyx Dungeon being part of the Eymore territory. I have a feeling Balthazar will present it to you as a gift, but he will test you.” 
 
    “Test me?” Lucian echoed the words. 
 
    “Despite his kind appearance, he is a shrewd lord. Before he rekindled his relationship with his wife, he focused on his work. He will want to ensure you’re a viable investment.” 
 
    Lucian tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes. “He’s not dealing in lands or territory. He’s dealing in pleasure and the dark spark of excitement. They both want the party to go on and we are aiding in it. This can be a fickle bargain if he doesn’t get his way.” 
 
    Lota stepped closer. “Balthazar and Diana’s love are crossing over into Hexnia’s influence. The more time they spend in maddening lust, the closer Hexnia will be. If we tempt them, they can cross over to her, creating focal points to her divine will.” 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow, “I wasn’t aware the gods can do such things? I thought it only affected those of faith like clerics, paladins, or priests?” 
 
    Lota touched the core’s mystical cheek. “So naïve about holy power. Since my defection to Hexnia’s ways, the goddess has whispered secrets to me. She is pleased, but wants more. She has instructed me on a black initiation and blessing. Lord and Lady Ashbridge cannot help themselves. Once we create a certain mood, they will fall into Hexnia’s waiting arms.” 
 
    “A ritual,” Lucian nodded. 
 
    Lota leaned in and pressed her lips to Lucian’s lips. Tongues snaked into mouths and played for a long moment before the dark paladin troll pulled away with a wicked smirk. 
 
    “The gods of light ask for worship while the dark gods tempt others to worship them. We have to bring them to our way of thinking and feeling. Once they accept Hexnia as their goddess, they will love us, unconditionally, a slave to mad bliss.” 
 
    “What are the details of the ritual?” Lucian asked with subdued curiosity. 
 
    “The same as my fall from Vala’s light. It requires sex, blood, meat and bone.” 
 
    Lota lifted her left hand up. Both core and troll looked down at her two missing fingers, a sacrifice to Lucian and the goddess, Hexnia. Thoughts were spoken without words. Lucian could see that one of them required a sacrifice of their body to bring the lord and lady under Hexnia’s influence. Lota would lose more digitals that could not grow back, but Lucian knew his magical body was a construct. It would easily heal back anything that happened to it, much like his elemental succubi when they fell to his will, giving him a piece of their bodies. 
 
    “I must be the one to bring them under Hexnia’s influence,” Lucian stated before he gave Lota an approving smirk. “You have taken to your role very well.” 
 
    Lota bowed her head. “I only want to serve and spread your teachings, Master.” 
 
    Lucian could barely deny the troll’s allure. She had taken to him like a moth to a flame, wanting to learn and using her knowledge to assist their agenda. Intelligence and cunning danced together to make the dark paladin dangerous. Lucian would be lying to himself if he wasn’t turned on by it. 
 
    “If only you weren’t in your dress,” Lucian said slyly. 
 
    Lota kept her wicked smile. “My mouth has no such restrictions.” 
 
    The troll knelt down and took hold of Lucian’s robe. 
 
    “Praise Hexnia,” Lucian whispered. 
 
    *** 
 
    Music glided across the air as bodies in grand dresses, robes, and medieval suits stepped into the Ballroom. The air held an electric excitement as dozens and dozens of people moved into the immense space. Servants stood at tables, serving wine and spirits while others moved about with trays of libations. Chatter blended in with the symphony of music. A large window from floor to ceiling stood, the light of the rising moon glowing with bright lantern light.  
 
    Lucian and Lota stepped in through the main entrance, arm in arm. The pair took in their surroundings as guests in masks mingled. By the time they reached the relative center, the Ballroom was nearly packed with bodies. 
 
    Lucian noted the side doors. There were many of them and he guessed they would be used for private rooms. Beyond the grand window, a balcony overlooked a garden filled with statues.  
 
    “Drinks?” a servant said as they bowed with glasses filled with wine that barely moved. 
 
    Lota took two glasses and handed one to Lucian. The couple made a silent toast before clinking their glasses and taking a deep drink. Eyes behind masks turned sideways, watching and admiring the guests while a playful mood took root. 
 
    “Greetings!” a voice boomed from behind. 
 
    The music stopped and the crowd turned to see an upper landing above the main entrance. Marble stairs on either side rose up to the second landing while Lord and Lady Ashbridge addressed the crowd in regal robes and golden masks. The room grew silent as everyone’s gaze was on the royal couple. 
 
    “Welcome to the first Lunar Ball!” Balthazar shouted with power. 
 
    Guests raised their glasses and shouted back with glee. 
 
    “I will not mince words or take up your time with boring speeches. I will say this, my wife and I are enthralled you have come to our little party! My stewards are placed throughout the gathering with bells. Once they ring the bells in unison, all clothes must be taken off and discarded, except for your masks! They must stay on during the entire affair. Now, enjoy the drink, food and each other!” Balthazar bellowed. 
 
    Another cheer rippled through the room and a moment later, the music began to play again. Lord and Lady Ashbridge turned arm in arm and walked toward the stairs. As they descended, many crowded at the bottom and waited with cheers and smiles. 
 
    Lucian watched, drinking in the spectacle. The guests clamored for a moment of the royal’s time. The mob was deep, Lord and Lady Ashbridge stepping into them like stepping into a warm pond. Within the rest of the ballroom, laughter and drinking continued with renewed fervor. 
 
    “It might be a long night,” Lucian said in a low tone. 
 
    “I don’t know, you seemed invigorated before we came down here,” Lota said slyly and took a sip of her drink. 
 
    “Yes, and I still am, it’s the crowd that has me concerned. With so many watching, it will be difficult to pull the royal couple away. Once the bells ring, we may lose them in a sea of fornication.” 
 
    “The great and powerful Lucian is concerned over the size of the crowd? I thought you would find this child’s play?” Lota cooed. 
 
    Lucian smiled. “I was never invited to many parties.” 
 
    Lota leaned in close with warm eyes, “You were invited to this one. That must say something?” 
 
    Lucian took another sip as he spread out his senses. Static touched his senses, obscuring his reach. It was odd as it tingled against him. Fighting against it, he tried to get hints of the side rooms, but couldn’t penetrate the static fog. The sea of bodies caused even further chaos, so many heartbeats drumming on into a messy discord. 
 
    “There may be some magical protection here. I can’t sense what’s in the side rooms. Plus, the amount of bodies is causing some confusion,” Lucian stated. 
 
    Lota looked into his eyes, “Then focus on me. I’ll be your light in the storm.” 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Lota. The mask couldn’t hide her radiant beauty. Dark blue lips parted as she stared at him like a hungry animal. It was enough for Lucian to focus, reining in his power and mentally going over the plans once again. He wanted nothing more than to pull the lord and lady away, but for the moment, he and Lota had to play their parts and wait for the right opportunity. 
 
    “Greetings,” a voice emerged from the nearby crowd. 
 
    Lucian and Lota turned their heads to a man in a dark purple robe and mask covered in black feathers. His movements were relaxed as he approached, a welcoming smile on his lips. 
 
    “Greetings,” Lucian said simply with a fake smile. 
 
    The man stood before them, eyes almost glowing white behind his mask. “I thought everyone was required to wear masks, but I can see your face.” 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow while Lota’s brow took on a V shape. 
 
    The man held out his hand, “Thomas Gray, pleased to meet you.” 
 
    Lucian looked down at the man’s outstretched hand, rings on each finger, but made no attempt to shake it. The name stung at his mind as he tried to place where he heard it before. 
 
    Thomas kept his hand out and smile on his face, “We don’t have to be rude here. It’s a party and we are all friends.” 
 
    “We aren’t looking for new friends,” Lota said darkly. 
 
    Thomas let his hand fall to his side. “In a party such as this, everyone is looking for friends. The old texts talk of grand celebrations of naked bodies. It’s true, they have somewhat fallen out of favor some time ago, but lord and lady Ashbridge seem eager to bring it back. The kingdom cannot stop talking about it. It’s almost like the gods are trying to influence us again.” 
 
    Lucian said nothing as the buzzing in his mind continued to grow. The name was familiar, but with the magical discord around him, it distracted his thoughts. Mentally diving deeper, he tried to fish the information from a hiding place, but it continued to elude him. 
 
    Thomas lifted his drink in his other hand, took a sip and licked his lips. “You’re Lucian Malyx. You went to Valliser Mage Academy some years ago, if I am correct?” 
 
    Lucian’s eyes narrowed behind his mask, but remained silent. 
 
    Thomas took another sip and nodded. “I can see through simple alteration magic. If you meant to truly hide your face, a simple real mask would have offered more protection.” 
 
    “You have my attention,” Lucian said darkly. 
 
    Thomas didn’t move as he stared. “I can see you trying to remember. Have no shame that you cannot recall me since we barely met a long time ago. I was a first year at the time while you were close to graduation. You had gained some infamy among the students so it was hard to forget you.” 
 
    Shock blasted through Lucian’s mind as he kept his expression blank. The flood of memories crashed into him as he suddenly remembered where he knew the name from. Images of Professor Gray flashed before him and cycled through the events of the professor insulting him. Another deluge of memories washed on the shores of Lucian’s mind, starting with Professor Gray laughing at Lucian’s comments on balance to when the trolls beat him to a pulp in the brothel that night of his graduation, Lucian sitting in a dark corner and watching with wicked relish. 
 
    “You remember,” Thomas said simply. 
 
    “Considering the timeline, you must be Professor Gray’s son. He mentioned your attendance at the academy,” Lucian said while inner demons licked their lips. 
 
    “Very astute. I am no longer a student, but now the Dean High Mage of the academy. It’s my first year and it has been an incredible experience,” Thomas smiled. “I was invited to this special party by Balthazar. His family has always been a major supporter of the academy so it would have been rude if I refused.” 
 
    Thomas took a step closer and Lota moved to intercept, held back barely by Lucian’s touch. 
 
    “I mean no harm,” Thomas said as he looked to Lota before turning his gaze back to Lucian. “I only wish to have a better look at the man who killed my father.” 
 
    “Leave or there will be blood on the floor,” Lota growled. 
 
    Lucian smiled as he kept Thomas’s gaze. “There is nothing to worry about. This is a party and I doubt Dean Gray will want to start any trouble on such an occasion. I’m grateful he approached us so we can clear the air of some misinformation.” 
 
    Lota stepped aside while Lucian stood eye to eye with Thomas. 
 
    “It was regrettable to hear of Professor Gray’s passing. We may have not gotten along, but I respected his knowledge and his power. But I must clear up what you might be thinking. I was off travelling across Lukken when news of your father taking his own life reached me. I don’t believe there was any evidence of murder as you so imply.” 
 
    Thomas kept his gaze as he spoke, “No, not murder per se. He did indeed take his own life, by his own hand. The circumstances that led up to it are another matter entirely. He spoke of his weaknesses for a long time since the night he was beaten and humiliated. Your name came up many times, my father’s paranoia taking root. 
 
    “Many students adored him, but there was one who tested his patience time and time again. I spoke to many after his death and yet your name continued to come up. I worked myself to not only graduate, but lead the academy. In my personal time, I researched and investigated my father’s death. It took some gold and magical persuasion, but I managed to get many of the answers I needed.” 
 
    “Using magic for personal gain is against academy ethics,” Lucian said with impish flair. 
 
    “So is manipulating others for personal gain or vendettas,” Thomas finished. 
 
    “I do hope you run the academy like a tight ship. When I attended, suicides were the norm. Your father’s suicide is a great example for many of the faculty to take notice and help those with the burden of knowledge,” Lucian quipped. 
 
    Thomas’s eyes were thin slits, his gaze trying to burn Lucian’s spirit before they relaxed and he took a sip. 
 
    “Lucian, I don’t know what you have done to become the creature before me and frankly, I don’t care. What matters the most is justice for a crime,” Thomas turned his attention to Lota, but continued to speak to Lucian, “It would be a shame if those close to you are judged for your crimes.” 
 
    Lota’s fist tightened at her side while Lucian kept his cool gaze on the Dean. 
 
    “May you find peace with your father’s death,” Lucian said simply. 
 
    Thomas’s lips parted, ready to say something when Balthazar nearly crashed into Lucian, throwing his arm around the dungeon core’s neck and a happy smile on his lips. 
 
    “I see too much talking over here!” Balthazar shouted. 
 
    Diana emerged from the crowd, standing next to her husband’s side. Lota turned her head to see what was happening. Lucian gave an amused smile until something touched his arm. A sharp pain entered his form and it was gone. Reaching for his arm, he touched it and looked away from Balthazar. 
 
    Thomas was gone, swallowed up by the crowd.        
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow for a moment when Balthazar held on tighter. 
 
    “The party is just beginning, but my wife and I have a favor to ask when the bells ring.” 
 
    Balthazar turned Lucian and pointed a finger to one of the side rooms, “You see that room, go to it when the bells ring. My wife and I have a surprise for you and Lota. Do not get swept up in the crowd, you will have plenty of time later to partake. Just go to the room.” 
 
    Lucian could smell the copious amount of wine on Balthazar’s breath. Giving a quick nod, the core turned his attention to Lota who was smiling at Diana. The lady held the troll’s hands and spoke in whispers. 
 
    “Have many more drinks! It won’t be long,” Balthazar said before letting go of Lucian and grabbing his royal wife by her ass. 
 
    Diana giggled as her husband pawed at her. Not long into the groping, they moved into the crowd. 
 
    Lucian looked down at his hand, not seeing a mark. Lota moved in closer, gaze looking down at his arm and then back to Lucian’s masked face. 
 
    “Did something happen?” the troll asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure, but if experience has taught me anything, Thomas Gray placed some kind of spell on me.” 
 
    “Should we be concerned?”  
 
    “To some degree, yes. There is nothing we can do now, but I will have to dwell on this another time.” 
 
    “What was he talking about when it came to his father?” 
 
    “It’s a story from my past. We can talk about it on the way back to the dungeon. For now, I believe we have our in when it comes to the lord and lady.” 
 
    Lota stepped in close, hand on Lucian’s chest, “They want a private party. When they are in the throes of passion and lust, they are very agreeable. It’s how I became high priestess here in Eymore.” 
 
    Lucian rubbed his jaw, “Tell me about their tastes?” 
 
    Lota licked her lips before she spoke, “Balthazar enjoys watching his wife play with others. He often climaxes to the lady and I in the act. They have invited others to join in or watch. When Diana is exhausted, he then takes her. She enjoys his bullish needs and it has brought them closer. 
 
    “Diana likes to be used like some common scullery maid. The high ideas of royalty leave much to be desired. She wants to be a wild animal, fornicating with anyone or anything that will have her.” 
 
    “Who often has control during their trysts?” 
 
    Lota nodded. “They switch, but Diana follows her husband.” 
 
    “We must initiate him and the lady will follow.” 
 
    “I know how he likes it. It should be easy if there are no objections,” Lota said with a sultry tone. 
 
    Lucian smiled. “You are my student, not my property. Aid in bringing him to his knees. The goal is their loyalty.” 
 
    “As you command, Master,” Lota said before licking Lucian’s ear. 
 
    Lucian couldn’t hide his arousal. Lota continued to worship his commands and power. The unholy darkness of her class seemed to drink deeper from her soul. She was truly of Hexnia’s faith and seemed to enjoy her new freedom. 
 
    The pair watched, side by side, arm in arm as the crowd laughed, giggled, and drank. Many kissed or fondled each other, but clothes stayed on per the lord’s demand. All guests seemed to find partners or many partners, touching over clothes and small nibbles on necks. It didn’t matter the sex of each guest, just the primal needs to join in lustful embraces. Some pulled out fairy dust and sprinkled over faces. The gentle inhale caused them to writhe with heated desire, barely controlling themselves. 
 
    Lucian liked what he saw. Sex was always a part of Lukken’s people. It was a subtle power where one could shift ideals with a seductive kiss or become addicted to another’s touch. Should the lord and lady become addicted to his power, they would prove to be a powerful ally. 
 
    His thoughts swirled as Lucian pictured Thomas again. The Dean of the Academy was a dangerous new wrinkle in his plans. Having so much arcane knowledge at his fingertips and a position of power no one would argue with, he could bend events to the light’s favor. The list of enemies began to grow and so did Lucian’s need to right their improper balance. 
 
    Lota touched Lucian’s cheek, “Don’t think about the mage. Think about me and what we’re going to do. This may be our only chance. If they have any doubt it could slow what we want.” 
 
    Lucian cupped her chin and looked to her eyes beyond the mask, “I will bring them such an exciting darkness, they will never want to leave our side.” 
 
    Lota blinked slowly, desire creeping into her eyes. Lucian had noticed that particular look and he enjoyed it. The mood in the ballroom was a deep, seductive fog. Lucian ran his fingers down the side of Lota’s neck, enjoying her rapid heartbeat. It was a song he could not deny and it caused magical blood to pool in his member. 
 
    The music softened as men and women in gray robes entered the ballroom. Lucian looked over to one steward as they approached them, bell in hand. Arms rose up across the room, bells in the air. Eyes and heads turned to the bells, a collective gasp filling the ballroom. The moon’s light filtered in, blending with lantern light. 
 
    The bells rang in unison, filling the ballroom with their chime. The music remained low as the vibrations touched every ear and body. Like a match going off, clothes fell away like dying leaves in autumn. Masks stayed on, but bodies nearly crashed into each other, a mixture of moans and giggling gasps. Hands clawed at clothes, nearly ripping them off. Servants stepped away as the main floor became an orgy of lust, naked bodies taking each other in an animalistic frenzy. 
 
    The steward next to Lucian and Lota dropped their bell to their side and beckoned with a finger. The pair followed the steward as most people were no longer standing, but on the floor. Needs drove into sensitive wet places while tongues licked at holes. Moans, cries, and whispers floated up like a storm as hips moved and bodies undulated. Quivering shouts fired off before mouths were stuffed with tongues or cocks.  
 
    Lucian and Lota watched as they made their way through the fornication. When they reached a door, the steward opened it and bowed. The pair made their way into the dark room before the doors shut behind them and locked into place. 
 
    The room was pitch black, but Lucian could see in the dark. The large room was empty save for a large, round bed in the middle and a high-backed chair off to the side. A cold fireplace took up a wall while heavy curtains covered large windows. A small table stood by the fireplace. One body waited on the bed while another stood by it. 
 
    A word was whispered and the fireplace roared to life. 
 
    Lucian and Lota blinked as a hazy light filled the chamber. Balthazar stood by the bed while Diana sat on it, legs hanging over the side and her small robe barely concealing her smooth womanhood. Balthazar wore a flimsy robe, the front untied and open, his member dangling down, half hard. Neither one wore their masks. 
 
    “Welcome to our private meeting. Is there anything I can have the servants bring? My steward is outside, guarding the door so we will not be disturbed.” Balthazar grinned. 
 
    Lucian and Lota stepped further in, gaze on the royal couple. The mood was warm and Lucian felt relaxed, but his mind was sharp as a razor. The lord used magic to light the fireplace and Lucian made note of it. 
 
    “Please, be comfortable and remove those ridiculous masks,” Balthazar smiled. 
 
    Lota took off her mask while Lucian’s mask faded away. The pair reached the side of the bed, looking to their hosts. 
 
    Diana slipped off the bed and moved to Lota. “I know these dresses are hard to remove,” the lady said, as she took hold of the straps in the back and began to untie them. 
 
    Balthazar stood before Lucian, a dark joy in his expression. “Lota has told us so much about you, but you continue to feel like a stranger. I’m sure we can remedy that tonight.” 
 
    “Shall we discuss the future now, or after?” Lucian said with a calm edge. 
 
    “We can discuss anytime you wish. I only want our alliance to be built on a solid foundation. Lota has opened our eyes to many things and your dungeon may be just what our kingdom needs.” 
 
    “What does your kingdom need?” Lucian asked. 
 
    Balthazar gave the core a wry smirk before turning his attention to Diana and Lota. The lady helped open Lota’s dress. The troll began to slip her shoulders out of the top and Diana’s lips touched Lota’s blue skin. Nibbles and licks followed as the dress fell to the floor. Diana could not keep her hands off of Lota, fondling the now naked troll with desire.  
 
    Lota’s expression was stern, taking hold of Diana’s arm and pulling her to the bed. The troll placed her hands on Diana and pushed her onto the bed. The lady gasped as she was on her back. Lota moved closer, reaching for the robe and forcing it open. Diana smiled as she made clumsy attempts to cover herself before her hands were knocked away. 
 
    “Balthazar,” Diana gasped like she was in danger before Lota touched the lady’s wet womanhood and began to caress it. 
 
    “I have no power to stop her. She listens only to Lucian,” Balthazar winked. 
 
    Lota lay next to the lady, fingers massaging Diana until heated gasps fell from parted lips. Pressing her body to Diana’s, the troll gave Lucian a wicked smirk before turning her attention to the naked lady against her. Heaving breasts rose and fell with the tide of pleasure. Diana’s thighs parted as she lay, helpless to the troll’s touch. 
 
    “They are beautiful,” Balthazar smiled. 
 
    “Truly,” Lucian said as he watched. 
 
    “To your question of what the kingdom needs, isn’t it obvious? We need to bring back the old ways.” 
 
    Lucian glanced at Balthazar and noticed the lord’s member rising to the occasion. Looking back up, Balthazar continued to talk while he watched the women enjoy each other. 
 
    “Studying history, life before the Great Migration was one of turmoil, sex, and power. The Kunarr and Dread Lords nearly took control of Lukken before they were stopped in the final hour. I would be lying if the last nine hundred years has left the world wanting.” 
 
    Diana tried to push away Lota’s advances and the dark paladin knocked her hands away. A single finger danced along the lady’s clit and she let out loud moans. 
 
    Balthazar continued, “The holy orders are not pleased with your presence, but fuck what they want. We see the bigger picture. The gods of light dictate how we are to live and I am sick of it. The thrill of politics and war is long gone, most falling to peaceful resolutions. Even those who travel to the west often find monsters, but how satisfying is it when you slay mindless creatures? I’ll tell you; it brings no purpose.” 
 
    The lord gave a small, wicked grin. “I wish you could have been there when they came to me, asking for permission to destroy you. It was the finest wine I ever tasted when I told them no.” 
 
    “Other kingdoms may rise up against you, against us,” Lucian said. 
 
    Balthazar nodded. “Let them. They haven’t had a real fight in hundreds of years. They are much too craven now to upset what is in place. They will be patient and hope it will work out. But, people like us already know what must be done. 
 
    “Your dungeon is a catalyst for something deep and primal. A return to the old ways. I knew it when I heard of the succubus dungeon to the south and I know it now with yours.” 
 
    Balthazar sighed as he began to stroke himself. “Lota did things to us that we never dreamed of before. She opened our eyes and we wanted more. Your demons and followers love you enough to abandon Eymore and the surrounding towns, flocking to your dungeon. Even now, I can sense your dark heart in your chest.” 
 
    “You studied at the academy,” Lucian stated. 
 
    “Indeed, I have. My thirst for knowledge consumed me, but ultimately, it’s useless if not applied. It was that lack of application that wilted my desire to live. Lota whispered such dark things that even now, I want to spray my seed on these two beautiful women all night long.” 
 
    “Such an alliance cannot be made with words,” Lucian said casually. 
 
    Balthazar nodded. “It is made with deeds. We offer our protection to your dungeon, officially making it part of Eymore territory. No one would dare attack or destroy your dungeon without our approval.” 
 
    Lucian watched as Diana let out a long moan, her pale features turning pink as she climaxed. She begged Lota to stop, but the troll continued as if she didn’t hear her. 
 
    “If you have no longer any use for us, boredom may set in and you may no longer offer that sacred protection.” 
 
    Balthazar nodded. “True, unless we make a pact neither of us can break. A shadow alliance that we in this room will know and cannot deny. A faith we can agree upon, to aid and protect one another should the light gather their armies.” 
 
    The lord let go of his member and stretched his arms up. “As you know, I have a thirst for knowledge. The old texts in the academy library are a treasure trove of information, even the darker aspects no one reads anymore.” 
 
    With a sigh, Balthazar’s arms fell to his sides. “My wife has been naughty and must be punished. I leave it to you how you treat her. I only wish to watch.” 
 
    Lucian took the advantage, “And if I kill her?” 
 
    Diana let out a long gasp, eyes wide before she shuddered from another orgasm. Lota licked at the lady’s skin as her fingers played Diana's orgasmic symphony. The seductive air warmed as body heat and the fireplace heated cold souls. 
 
    “I cannot stop you,” Balthazar grinned before turning and walking to the high-backed chair. 
 
    Lucian watched as the lord’s robe fell away and he sat down with a throbbing erection. Turning his attention to the bed, he stepped closer, his robe melting away from sight. Diana cried out, hands clawing and bunching up fabric as Lota continued her masterful work. 
 
    Lucian eyed the beautiful lady. He had no intention of killing anyone here, but the words played to the couple’s need for danger and lustful excitement. They wanted to be part of something secretive and special and Lucian fully planned on giving them what they wanted. 
 
    The dungeon core looked to Balthazar as he stood at the edge of the bed, “What happens here will bind us together. Do as I command and you both will know bliss like only the select few have known over the ages.” 
 
    Balthazar nodded as he stroked his member. Diana was breathing heavily as she stared at Lucian’s throbbing member. 
 
    Lucian crawled onto the bed on all fours before he was next to Diana and Lota. The troll watched him with loving eyes before biting her lip. Diana licked her lips, but stayed where she was as Lota continued to play with her. 
 
    “Lota, wake the beast,” the core smiled evilly. 
 
    “Yes, my dark lord,” the troll whispered before stopping what she was doing and moving onto her knees.  
 
    Lota fell forward onto her hands, her body over Diana. Mouth open, she gave Lucian’s stiffening cock an open mouth kiss before she gently sucked on it. Breasts swayed over the lady and she reached up to squeeze them while her eyes locked on Lota’s lips around the head of Lucian’s cock. The gentle suckling grew deeper as Lota moaned her wants. 
 
    “No, don’t do this to me,” Diana whined, one of her hands snaking down between wet thighs and caressing herself.  
 
    Lucian looked down as Lota took inches into her tight mouth. The movement sent tendrils of bliss along his member, but he didn’t let it show. The core wanted to maintain dominance as Lota pressed her tongue under his shaft, making her mouth tighter. 
 
    “That’s it,” Balthazar whispered as he stroked himself. 
 
    Lota’s eyed closed as she worshipped her master, lips pressing to the base of his cock and making long strokes. Energy grew between them as Lucian planned, bliss touching his body.  
 
    Lota’s moans changed, tongue lashing at Lucian’s cock and vibrations ebbing and flowing. The moans took on a pattern and Lucian could tell Lota was praying. Nerves tingled across their bodies as darkness filled the room. Giggling whispers touched all and Lucian remembered this feeling from before. The goddess Hexnia was approaching, following Lota’s prayers.  
 
    The black darkness was held at bay by the fireplace light, but it writhed along the edges. The heat magnified as Lota prayed, her mouth filled with her master’s cock. Lucian didn’t expect the dark goddess to notice so soon. Desperation for the dark acts called her much sooner than those of the light.  
 
    “Please…please,” Diana begged, watching the intimate act so close.  
 
    Hips writhed as the lady couldn’t help herself. Pink nipples stood on their own, heat pouring off her body. She whispered her pleas, unable to stop her own deep caresses. 
 
    Lucian turned his stern gaze to the lady on her back. Taking a fistful of Lota’s hair, he pulled back. Lota let out a wanting gasp, not wanting to break the connection. Lucian let go and slapped his cock against Diana’s cheek. The lady let out a wet sigh before the throbbing cock was stuffed into her mouth. 
 
    Diana’s eyes rolled into her head as she struggled to breathe. Her fingers danced as wetness spilled from her royal womanhood. She could barely contain herself, shuddering and sucking like her life depended on it. Inches appeared and disappeared between tight lips, her tongue licking along the bottom of his shaft to coax out Lucian’s seed. 
 
    Lota growled her needs before moving between Diana’s parted thighs. Pulling the lady’s hand away, she buried her mouth between pale thighs, licking and lapping at Diana’s pink slit. The troll’s tongue probed deep before pulling back and suckling on the lady’s clit. Moans and muffled cries rose up as the lady could not defend herself against the dark things in her bed. 
 
    “Fight them before we travel down this dark path,” Balthazar whispered, but his words were lost to the erotic embrace. 
 
    Shadows moved closer, caressing the act. Balthazar’s cock grew thicker as his wife was taken by the two devils. Stroking faster, he could barely keep his needs at bay as Diana cried with thick inches in her mouth. When firelight touched tears leaking from her closed eyes, the lord lost all control. Seed spurted up and fell back down on his thighs and cock in hand. Another spurt shot up and fell before more pumped from his furious strokes. 
 
    Lucian looked over as weakness touched Balthazar as he slumped slightly in his chair. Taking hold of Diana’s hair, Lucian pulled roughly as she slid to the edge of the bed. The lady cried out, but barely fought as she moved to the edge. Lota’s tongue pulled back, wetness touching her mouth, cheeks, and chin. 
 
    Lucian channeled some of his Alteration, playing the part they so wanted to see. Eyes turned serpent like, pupils becoming slits. Small horns rose up from his forehead as he manhandled the lady. Diana cried out, but her eyes were firmly rolled into her head, her hips moving to their own accord. Lucian’s body grew slightly bigger, muscles bulging. He was able to change his appearance to anything he wanted, but the evening called upon demons and sardonic lust. 
 
    Lucian sat on the edge of the bed, facing Balthazar. Taking hold of Diana, he held her to him, his cock rising between her parted legs. Diana moaned as strong hands grabbed at her body, cupping and squeezing her breasts. Black claws ran down her alabaster skin. Fingers pinched her nipples and she shuddered as she was firmly in Lucian’s power. 
 
    Lota slipped off the bed and walked with sultry need across the small distance to Balthazar. The lord watched as Lucian played with his wife like a doll. The shadows seemed to grow longer and a presence entered the room. 
 
    Lucian continued as dim light raced along the floor. Looking down, he didn’t stop as an arcane circle appeared around the bed before triangular points stabbed out. The light was a purplish glow, fading to black and purple in a pulsating pattern. It was then when Lucian knew what was happening. He and Lota had planned to seduce the royal couple into an unholy pact, but it seemed Balthazar and Diana had beaten them to it. 
 
    Lota looked down as the arcane circle stretched out, ensuring the lord and the dark paladin were well within its confines. The troll turned and lowered down to her knees next to the high-backed chair. 
 
    “My lord, may I please you?” Lota grinned evilly. 
 
    “No,” Balthazar said as he never took his eyes off of Diana and Lucian. 
 
    Lota ignored him, licking his spent seed off his thigh. Balthazar made no attempt to stop her as her tongue licked up his white seed and swallowed. Kisses along his flesh followed until she reached his hardening member. It nearly vibrated with need before her lips closed around the tip and sucked his royal seed down her throat. 
 
    “You planned this,” Lucian said with a guttural growl, his features turning demonic. 
 
    Balthazar nodded before he groaned. “Hexnia whispered to us and we listened. The ritual will bind us together. Death is the only release and we are prepared to follow Hexnia’s ways.” 
 
    Diana’s eyes rolled back into place, snuggling her back and head to Lucian’s chest and neck. “The light burns us with boredom. We want to live again.” 
 
    Lucian grabbed Diana by her small waist, lifted her up and slowly impaled her on his cock. The lady let out a soul draining moan as Lucian let gravity take hold. Sliding down, thick inches spread her inner world to the breaking point. Hips moved and thighs parted wider to accommodate Lucian. The act brought her down to his base and he held her there, not letting her move. 
 
    “The terms” Lucian demanded, his skin now coal black and eyes glowing red. 
 
     “Any betrayal from the four of us will bring madness to the betrayer. It is a primal bond, one overseen by the god or goddess of our choice. We choose Hexnia,” Balthazar nearly pleaded as Lota sucked on his rock-hard member. 
 
    Lucian let an evil smirk slip. The lord and lady’s quest for seductive excitement pushed them to the boundaries of who they wanted to be. It was as plain as day that they searched for the darkness, had created the binding ritual and lured them in here to perform it.  
 
    Lucian’s demonic leer grew wider as Diana moved against his grip, unable to control herself. The lady was no longer herself, but a creature of pure needs. Her ass moved against him while she squeezed his throbbing member inside her. It was beyond her world and she took to it like a rutting animal. 
 
      “Bless us…and we will fight the light together,” Diana whispered as she impaled herself again and again on Lucian’s cock. 
 
    Lucian held her to him while she mewled and moaned, lost in a sea of dark bliss. The shadows lengthened in the room, Hexnia’s whispers goading them on. Lota’s head bobbed, licking and sucking Balthazar into submission. The lustful mood grew to a fevered pitch as Lucian could barely hold back his own needs. 
 
    “Partake of me and we are bound by contract,” Lucian’s voice came out deep and dark. 
 
    “Yes,” Balthazar cried out, his cock thickening. 
 
    “Yes,” Diana hissed as her inner world exploded in magical fireworks. 
 
    Lucian growled as he slipped his pinky finger into Diana’s open mouth. “Bite and eat and you will be blessed.” 
 
    Diana’s eyes fluttered, lost to inner explosions of ecstasy when she bit down like an animal. Lucian felt no pain as his finger was ripped off, magical blood spurting from the wound. Hexnia’s dark power grew, filling Lucian with purpose. 
 
    Diana chewed and munched on flesh, bone, and muscle. Her body bounced on Lucian’s cock as she couldn’t help herself. A surge of wetness covered Lucian’s black cock as it dripped to the floor and the edge of the bed. Maddening eyes stared as she chewed like a mongrel animal before she swallowed. When the pieces entered her stomach, the lady let out a soulful moan and giggled with the edges of insanity. 
 
    Lucian pulled the lady off his cock and placed her on her knees before him. She looked up, blood covering her neck, breasts and stomach. Needs caused her to automatically clamp her mouth on the demonic cock and suck. Lucian stared down, his form like an ancient demon before his cock thickened. 
 
    Diana’s eyes widened as thick spurts of come quickly filled her mouth. She tried to drink it down, but it was too much. Pulling away, black seed splashed against her face and cheek. It dripped down to her blood-soaked breasts and she moaned. Black seed spurted and she latched on again, drinking it down with closed eyes and savoring the taste. 
 
    Balthazar watched, barely blinking as his wife suckled on the demon. Cock thickening, Lota pressed her lips to the base of Balthazar’s cock. The member expanded and another volley of come spurted into her throat. Lota moaned as she felt heat and seed travel down her throat and into her stomach. 
 
    Lucian stood up. Diana let go of his member and fell onto her side, exhaustion setting in as the shadows crawled along her body. Lucian’s imposing form moved to Balthazar and Lota, black scales running down his body. Lifting the damaged hand, he jammed his ring finger into Balthazar’s open mouth. Lota continued to suckle on the lord’s hardening cock. 
 
    “Bite and eat and you will be blessed,” Lucian said with a deep, dark voice. 
 
    Balthazar didn’t say anything as he bit down and pulled with his teeth. The black finger came off, blood showering the lord as he sat. It dripped on Lota and she moaned her approval as she continued to suck Balthazar’s now iron hard member. 
 
    The finger broke apart and was quickly swallowed. The lord’s eyes rolled into his head as the arcane symbols on the floor blasted out and faded from sight. The shadows retreated and Lucian could feel Hexnia’s smile before she pulled away. 
 
    “The pact is sealed,” Lucian said as Lota, Balthazar, and Diana moaned around him. 
 
    *** 
 
    The quill moved across the parchment, Lucian the last one to sign. Balthazar and Diana stood side by side while Lota stood to her master’s side. Blood, come, and the scent of sex covered their bodies as they all stood around the small table. 
 
    “It is official,” Balthazar said in an amused tone. 
 
    “The contract is a formality, but the ritual was real,” Diana followed up. 
 
    “Hexnia watches over us,” Lota smiled. 
 
    Lucian rolled up the contract and looked to his bound family. “We are to bring balance to Lukken, but it may bring hardships along the way. We must support each other if we are to bring the world back into focus.” 
 
    Everyone nodded in agreement. 
 
    Balthazar and Diana kissed before they turned their attention to Lucian and Lota. 
 
    “The night is still young and the orgy in the ballroom requires our appearance,” Balthazar said. 
 
    “We cannot disappoint them,” Diana added. 
 
    “Let’s join the party,” Lucian said as Lota smiled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    The abyss yawned as Lucian floated through its depths. Lost to invisible currents, he went with the tides, letting his spirit drift on into the infinite. Weakness crawled along his skin as he felt he was barely tethered to a crystal shard in the distance. Thoughts jumbled as he tried to regain who he was and what he was doing here. 
 
    A ghostly image floated by and he turned his gaze to it. A warm smile bloomed as Nadia floated along, waving to him at a distance before she was swallowed up by the primal darkness.  
 
    A small pain jabbed at Lucian’s heart, a sad reminder that she was gone. No matter how much he tried to push the thoughts and feelings away, the succubus lay in the tomb in his dungeon. He cared for the succubus as friend and a lover and she had fought to the bitter end. 
 
    The landscape rippled as images of Opal, Hestia, Kora, and Roxxy spiraled together and changed into Lota floating in the abyss. The blue-skinned troll smiled happily as she beckoned him to come closer. 
 
    Lucian moved his arms and legs as if he was deep underwater. He tried to swim to the troll, pain, sorrow, happiness, and purpose clinging together in a patchwork of his soul. The thoughts were always there, telling him to move on, but his heart was not relenting.  
 
    “Leave my friends alone!” came a shout from the abyss. 
 
    Lucian turned as he swam through the blackness, an image of Rayce fading away. The words stung as they were said right before dragon fire engulfed the shadowmancer’s body. Two friends died and the dungeon core was simply not strong enough to stop it. 
 
    Lost to the void, the image of Lota long gone, Lucian hung like a rag doll in the shifting abyss. It cut at his spirit for he never felt true friendship until he lost it in the blink of an eye. Memories sprouted like trees, his life playing out where those he thought were friends cast him aside when they were embarrassed to stay with him. He fought the shadowy loneliness that clawed at his reasoning and told himself he was much better off without them. 
 
    The pain never truly went away, changing into other needs. The succubi loved him. Lota loved him. His queen loved him. It should have been enough, but a lingering doubt touched his heart. It wasn’t a question of restoring balance to Lukken, but sinister in its form. Lucian called it to the surface of his mind and it answered, telling him that he feared losing anyone else he loved or had affection for. It was a primal need of belonging and friendship and Lucian wanted more. 
 
    A dim light filled the void and Lucian lifted his hand to block its rays. Eyes adjusting, he watched as Systra appeared from the light, her nude demon form floating toward him with outstretched arms.  
 
    With a thought, Lucian was in her embrace, pressing his head to her chest and holding her waist. The demon queen held him tight, caressing his head. Her form dwarfed his, but they still fit together like two pieces of puzzle. 
 
    “Nadia’s sacrifice was not in vain,” Systra whispered. 
 
    “It was to me,” Lucian whispered back. 
 
    “Her death will push you for greater glory. When we are together, you may work your pain on my body,” Systra said lovingly. 
 
    Lucian looked up into her black eyes. “I live to love and serve.” 
 
    Systra nodded before her black eyes glowed with abyssal flames. “You have prayed to Hexnia, but I do not hear your prayers to me.” 
 
    Dread crawled along Lucian’s entire form as he continued to look up at Systra’s white beauty. 
 
    “The goddess enjoys your accomplishments, but I require your love and loyalty. Do you want me to be happy? Do you want to rule at my side?” 
 
    “Everything I do, I do for you my Queen,” Lucian said with conviction. 
 
    Systra’s gaze turned from kind to demonic. “Pray to me. Worship me. We shall bring balance to Lukken once again. Fall for Hexnia’s temptations and I shall rip your soul to tattered shreds.” 
 
    The last few words came out as a menacing hiss. Lucian felt a sliver of fear but quickly pushed it away. 
 
    “I was mistaken. You are my world, my goddess,” Lucian said with brave flair. 
 
    The black flames receded and Systra looked down with demonic warmth. “I know I am.  
 
    “I dream of you. I want us to be together, but you must show your strength again. The task before us stands on a knife’s edge. Holy powers cast their gaze in my direction just as they do yours. I can see into your heart that you have gained an alliance with the local kingdom. These are steps for greater plans, but we are in peril.  
 
    “Continue to gain power and territory. Infect and corrupt as you spread our influence. You will be rewarded with my flesh, my love, and my growing armies. Smite our enemies and reward our allies. Cities will run red with blood until all demon kind have places to call home, shrines to worship, and souls to drink from. Do this and we shall know bliss like no being across the universe.” 
 
    “I will, my love,” Lucian’s voice echoing along the abyss. 
 
    “See that you do,” Systra smiled before claws grew longer. 
 
    “When can I see you again?” Lucian asked as sharp claws touched his bare skin. 
 
    “When you understand true loyalty,” Queen Systra seethed before driving her claws into Lucian’s body. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes opened as he grabbed at his chest. Looking down, he saw no marks but pinpoints of pain radiated for a long moment before they faded away to nothing.  
 
    The core looked around, surrounded by a sea of bodies. Most slept, but others continued to fornicate as sunlight poured in from the massive window. Lota slept at his side, blankets and furs under them. She snuggled close, reaching out and holding his hand. 
 
    Lucian looked down with a smile before taking in the scene again. Some guests slept in piles. Others curled into balls. Servants moved about carefully, offering food to any who were awake. The smell of sex was overpowering and memories from the night returned to Lucian. He wanted to laugh, but held his tongue as he remembered the writhing mess of sex playing on. The symphony of moans drowned out all reason as rapture took root and orgasms touched every soul. 
 
    Lucian caught sight of the lord and lady as they lay amid the crowd, blissfully asleep. Masks were long discarded from many and bodies lay like a painting from long ago. 
 
    “Food,” Lota whispered with her eyes closed. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure you’re famished,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    The troll opened her eyes and looked up with divine serenity. Lucian took her hand as he slowly stood up, helping her up. The pair stood on their own power, looking to the floor filled with naked bodies. As much as Lucian could probably stay and continue with the decadent affair, Opal was on her way and he wanted to meet with her so they could travel home. 
 
    The couple made their way carefully over the bodies strewn about. When they reached the entrance, they moved swiftly, naked to the world. Lucian called on his Alteration Sphere, a dark red robe covering his body. With a glance to Lota, he created another robe for her. The troll grinned as they made their way to the stairs and began to climb.  
 
    A few minutes later, the pair made it to their room. When the door shut, Lucian spotted the rolled-up parchment lying on their bed. Lota moved to it, picked it up and unfurled it. 
 
    “It’s the accord we signed,” Lota said as she read it over again. 
 
    “You will have to carry it when we travel back. I cannot take items with me when I transfer between abyss shards.” 
 
    Lota nodded before moving to her pack and placing it inside.  
 
    “We should get you some food,” Lucian smiled as he no longer needed to eat, but could if he wanted to. 
 
    “A steward watched us come here. I’m sure they will stop by soon to see if there is anything we need,” the troll said and removed her magical robe. “I’m still hungry for you.” 
 
    Lucian allowed his robe to melt away and he smiled. “I was thinking the same thing,” he smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun sank low in the sky, dim light touching the castle keep.  
 
    Lota finished putting on her travelling clothes, hefted her pack, and hooked her mace to her belt. Lucian watched her, his mystical heart beating like a great weight was lifted off his shoulders. 
 
    “I can feel Opal and the others at an inn on the outskirts of the kingdom. I can teleport to them, but you will have to travel there. It may take a little over an hour by foot,” Lucian explained. 
 
    “It will be fine. I could use the exercise,” Lota smiled. 
 
    A secret wall slid open, Balthazar and Diana stepping through in regal robes. 
 
    “I hope you weren’t leaving without saying goodbye,” Diana grinned. 
 
    “Not at all,” Lucian returned her grin with his own. “We were preparing for our trip back and were going to see you before we left.” 
 
    “Excellent, but we thought to say our goodbyes in private,” Balthazar smiled. “You have your copy of the accord as we have ours. Should you run into anything that requires our assistance, do not hesitate to contact us.” 
 
    Lucian bowed his head, “As with us. With your protection, we shall be able to build something grand for our kingdoms.” 
 
    “Praise Hexnia,” Balthazar grinned. 
 
    Lucian hesitated, remembering what Systra had said in the void. “Praise our kingdoms.” 
 
    Heads nodded in agreement. 
 
    Balthazar spoke next, “We would very much like to see your dungeon when you feel it is time. But, by all means, visit us whenever you like. Lota, make time for both of us.” 
 
    The troll paladin bowed, “As you will, my lord and lady.” 
 
    The royal couple nodded before turning their attention to Lucian. 
 
    Diana eyed Lucian with seductive eyes. “You have the power to visit anytime you wish. If you feel you want to see us, come to us at any time. We will not turn you away.” 
 
    “I will be sure to visit when I can,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    “If you will excuse us, we must return to our normal duties. Safe travels and we hope to see you soon,” Balthazar said with a small bow. 
 
    The royal lord and lady moved to the secret wall and stepped beyond. The wall slid back into place and sealed shut. 
 
    “We now have friends in high places,” Lucian chuckled. 
 
    Lota stepped closer and put her arms on Lucian’s shoulders. “They are in love, not just with each other, but with us.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “The ritual they used; can we use it again?” 
 
    Lota smiled. “I witnessed it and Hexnia has whispered such secrets in my dreams. I believe I can perform the ritual for anyone else that may join our cause.” 
 
    “It will be an advantage when we align with Thalas and the Shadow Swamp.” 
 
    Lota nodded. “A larger alliance will secure your power. The threat of death is too final, but madness will keep our allies in line.” 
 
    Lota leaned in closer, lips inches away from Lucian’s lips. “I couldn’t say it until I was sure, but the binding will not affect you. You’re a dungeon core made from powers of the abyss. It may not even affect me since I worship Hexnia. It would seem our allies have made a small miscalculation.” 
 
    Lucian gave a slight nod, “A secret we will keep to ourselves, but we will honor the accord.” 
 
    “Of course, my Master.” 
 
    Lucian kissed her wanting lips for a long moment before he pulled away. 
 
    “Safe travels to the western edge of the city. I’ll whisper our location to you when you’re close.” 
 
    “Don’t keep me waiting,” Lota said and slapped his butt. 
 
    Lucian grinned before his body vanished and he was gone.     
 
    Dark light streamed past Lucian as his mind traversed his reality until there was a flash and he appeared in a dark room. The curtains were drawn, the faint outline of the ending day approaching. Lifting a finger, a small flame appeared above it, the glow filling the dark room. 
 
    Lucian looked to the bed, seeing Opal on her stomach, eyes closed and mouth open. Drool dripped down from the edge, a wet spot soaking into the pillow. The succubus was still in her travelling clothes, tail limp over her thigh and the rest trailing onto the bed.  
 
    Lucian stepped closer, watching her breathe as she didn’t stir in his presence. The core could feel her exhaustion as she lay. Judging from how soundly she slept, Lucian guessed that she made the journey without sleeping a wink.  
 
    Spreading out his senses, Lucian felt the presence of the other succubi in two nearby rooms. Two slept in one while three slept in another. They all felt exhausted. Pulling himself back to his avatar form, he sat on the edge of the bed. Senses tingled as he noticed the shard Opal carried was in her pack on the floor. 
 
    Not wanting to disturb them, the dungeon core snuffed out the flame and simply waited in the dark.  
 
    The light around the closed curtain faded away and Lucian pondered on their current situation. Opal and the other succubi would need the night to recover. Lota was on her way and would be there in over an hour. When she arrived, he would discreetly have the dark paladin pay for another room. He would have done it himself, but if there were other mages in the inn, he didn’t want to give away his presence.   
 
    The last thought stung as Lucian sat. Thomas Gray not only performed a spell of some kind on him, but being the Dean to a whole mage academy made him a dangerous foe. The fact that he blamed Lucian for his father’s death only added oil to the fire.  
 
    The dungeon core’s shoulders sank down. He should have foreseen this. The event happened years ago and Lucian had no intentions of going back, figuring he had gotten away with the perfect justice. Instead, the professor’s kin took on the duty of avenging his father’s killer. It was an unfortunate turn of events, but one that would mean little when Lucian became stronger. 
 
    The past evening played on, pushing away dark thoughts of revenge and magic. The alliance with Eymore was a stepping stone to greater things and the core would not squander it. He needed to continue his growth so he could gain greater powers and abilities, but for now, he needed to get his people safely back home. 
 
    Lucian turned his head to the sleeping Opal. The succubus was not a warrior and the journey here must have drained her more than an experienced traveler. He admired her bravery, but he still gained hints of her fear as they pushed on, day and night. Thinking about Nadia and Rayce, he couldn’t allow their deaths to happen to anyone else he cared about. It was a hard pill to swallow, Lucian smiled to himself. He was finding his tribe and the responsibility grew, curling around his heart. Despite talking about balance and evil, the dungeon core knew it was simply different aspects from various points of view. Storms weren’t evil just because they took lives. They performed a service that was needed in the world. Even intentions from intelligent creatures functioned on personal needs. Greed, hunger, and jealousy were emotions driven into action. The same was said for peace, affection, and love. They were all primal elements in their world. Too much of one, caused an imbalance. Not enough of another, caused suffering and pain. 
 
    Lucian looked down in the dark. He knew deep down that he didn’t want to see the world bathed in blood. Despite how Lord and Lady Ashbridge viewed him as an exciting demon, he was just a tool for their own wish fulfillment. The boredom of society didn’t offer any challenges. They just wanted to feel something again, and being royalty, they were prisoners in their own kingdoms and society’s demands. The light drove out the darkness, but at the same time, it oppressed those who were deemed not worthy of society. The strides made in the early hundred years after the Great Migration, were slowly lost as distant prejudices whispered in the back of people’s minds, fearful of evil, even if it didn’t exist. 
 
    Lucian eyed Opal again. The succubus was sweet and shy and left on her own, she wouldn’t hurt anyone. She liked working the forge and sleeping in Lucian’s bedchamber, hugging him close in the middle of the night. She wanted what everyone wanted, to be loved. 
 
    How Lucian wanted to sleep next to her, hugging her close, but he hesitated. Not out of feeling rude, he knew she would welcome him, but recent events stayed his hand. Thomas Gray had something planned. He performed a spell and made it difficult to detect. No longer having his spell books, he couldn’t research what the mage had done to him. Lucian wondered if he could visit the Mage Library here in Eymore, but that would be walking into a lion’s den. Wards would detect him instantly and he may even be attacked.  
 
    “Rayce, I wish you were here. I would ask you to steal some books,” Lucian said in his mind. 
 
    The shadowmancer was a simple man with grand tastes. When he died, fighting for his friends, Lucian felt the scar on his heart. Friendship was such an alien concept for so long, he had forgotten what it felt like. Thinking back to his friends in the academy before they began to leave his side, he remembered laughing and talking about anything. They even entertained him for a while, listening to his views on balancing the light and dark. It wasn’t until he started talking back to the professors that they slipped away, not wanting to jeopardize their place within the academy. Lucian couldn’t blame them too much, but it still burned that none of them stayed by his side. 
 
    A whisper touched Lucian’s mind. He mentally reached out and felt Lota was close as she called his name. Standing up, he made sure his hood covered his head and changed his features slightly.  
 
    Blinking to the cobblestone street, lanterns glowed in the dark evening. People rushed along as a small chill touched the air. A lone figure walked along and light painted Lota’s face. Lucian smiled. 
 
    The dungeon core moved to intercept. When they were together, she slipped her arm into his and they entered the Bright Hammer Inn. Lota was a natural, asking for a room, drinks, and food, telling of her long journey from distant lands. Lucian smiled and stayed silent as the innkeeper handed her a key and informed her that everything she requested would be brought to the room. 
 
    Lucian and Lota made their way upstairs. Lota moved to a door to open it when another door opened and a figure stepped out. The pair watched as Opal gave them a tired gaze before she started sobbing. The succubus rushed to them and hugged Lucian with an iron embrace. Lota smiled as Lucian held her. All three moved into the room and closed the door, Opal not letting go. 
 
    “It was…SO HARD!” the succubus sobbed. 
 
    Lucian gently guided her to the bed and sat her down. He sat next to her and she grabbed his hand, not letting go. 
 
    “I felt you in my room and when you vanished, I woke up. I felt you again when you came upstairs and I couldn’t go back to sleep.” 
 
    “We’re here now and we will make our way back tomorrow morning. What happened on your journey?” Lucian asked with warm affection. 
 
    Opal wiped away small tears and took a deep breath. When she seemed to calm down, she looked to Lucian and Lota who was standing by them. 
 
    “The forests were filled with strange creatures. I talked it over with the others and we knew it would be dangerous to stay in one place too long. We passed a few towns, but didn’t stay because we knew we had to get to you soon. We marched through the night and day so we could be here when you needed us.” 
 
    Opal’s body sagged. “We were meant to get rooms, search for you and come back, but we all passed out. I’m sorry we fell asleep.” 
 
    Lucian smiled and shook his head. “No need to be sorry. I’m amazed you took such a drastic action to get here. I understand the wilderness wasn’t appealing, but you could have stayed in the towns.” 
 
    Opal shook her head. “All I could think about was getting to you. I didn’t want to disappoint you if you needed us. I’ve never travelled like that and fear kept my legs moving.” 
 
    “You never travelled before?” Lota asked. 
 
    Opal looked down. “I never left my town until Systra saved me from death’s embrace. If the Night of Tears didn’t happen, I would have stayed there my entire life.” 
 
    “Opal, my special Opal, I’m glad you made it here so quickly, but next time, it’s okay to take a rest.” Lucian’s words flowed naturally. 
 
    The dark-skinned succubus looked into Lucian’s eyes and tears swelled again. Lip quivering, she fell forward onto his lap and sobbed again. 
 
    “She’s a bit sensitive,” Lota smirked. 
 
    Lucian rubbed her back. “She is,” he smiled. 
 
    A knock at the door disrupted the moment. Lota opened the door and a large tray of food and wine was presented. The troll took it in and placed it on the table, being sure to tip the server a gold piece before closing the door. 
 
    “Have some wine,” Lucian smiled as he moved to the table. 
 
    Lucian poured wine into both glasses, handing one to Lota and one to Opal. The succubus drank it down quickly. Lota sipped and Lucian picked up the bottle and drank from it.  
 
    The dungeon core found it difficult to not smile. He was happy they had made it to him relatively unscathed and seeing that Opal had pushed herself beyond her comfort zone made the moment even more enriching. He worried that the succubi would simply obey and hang on his power, but their true personalities were beginning to show. They weren’t just demons who lusted after bodies and energy, but real people who wanted to help. 
 
    “After we eat, we should get some rest,” Lucian said before taking another swig. 
 
    “I’m sleeping here with you,” Opal demanded. 
 
    Lucian looked to Lota and the troll grinned. 
 
    “The bed looks big enough for all three, if that’s okay?” 
 
    “It’s fine with me,” Lucian chuckled before taking yet another swig. 
 
    Opal and Lota nodded. 
 
    Lucian continued, “Tomorrow we will head out at dawn. The journey back should be a little more relaxed. I’m curious what towns and people are on the lands between Eymore and home.” 
 
    Lucian looked into Opal’s eyes. “I promise to be with you the entire way back.” 
 
    The succubus smiled and nodded before wiping away her tears. 
 
    Lota moved to the food, “Let’s eat before it gets cold.” 
 
    Opal was up as Lucian took another drink from the bottle, his heart beating a little lighter now that he was with his friends. 
 
    *** 
 
    The common room of the Bright Hammer Inn was filled with travelers and adventurers, all drinking, eating, and talking loudly. A lone figure sat in a corner, a dark purple hood casting shadows over their features. A notebook was on the table as the lone person scribbled some notes. 
 
    The figure noted the troll and man as they entered. They recorded height, features, and the clothes they were wearing. A star was drawn next to the troll’s features and the figure gave a small nod.  
 
    Closing the notebook, the figure placed it within their robe and leaned back. They knew they couldn’t risk missing them leave. Relaxing into the hardwood chair, they waited for morning, strategies forming in their mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    A ray of sunlight peeked into the dark room between thick curtains. Lota was up and placing the supplies she ordered from the innkeeper into her backpack. The troll stopped what she was doing when she heard a yawn from the bed. 
 
    Lucian stirred from deep sleep. He yawned, but as he opened his eyes, he felt and saw Opal was holding onto him for dear life. The succubus’s arms and legs were wrapped around his body and her face snuggled into his neck. Black horns touched Lucian’s cheek and he smiled. 
 
    The core remembered that they all had bedded down for the night when Opal grabbed him and didn’t let go. Falling asleep, he was in the same position as he woke. Lucian looked to Lota as she approached with a smile. 
 
    “She really loves you,” the troll grinned. 
 
    “It appears that way,” Lucian winked before he blinked from Opal’s embrace and stood next to Lota, wearing his red robe. 
 
    Opal’s serene expression soured before her eyes began to flutter. Reaching around on the bed, she searched for Lucian until she opened her eyes and looked to him and Lota as they stood by the bed. The succubus frowned. 
 
    A knock at the door caused heads to turn. Lota crossed the room and opened it, five succubi standing on the other side with wide, happy eyes. 
 
    “Oh no,” Lucian said before the five demon women rushed in. 
 
    Lucian braced himself as they set upon him, kissing, hugging, and licking his cheeks.  
 
    “We missed you!” one said. 
 
    “We brought Opal safe and sound! Can we fuck?” another shouted. 
 
    “Can we stay for a few nights? I miss Eymore,” the third said sadly. 
 
    Lucian smiled before he spoke, “I missed you all too. No, we can’t fuck right now. No, we can’t stay. We have to make our way back home.” 
 
    The happy smiles fell into small frowns and shoulders deflated. 
 
    “I will, however, be making the trip back with all of you,” Lucian said. 
 
    Frowns melted upwards into smiles and the five succubi began jumping for joy. 
 
    Lota crossed her arms and shook her head. “How old are they?” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “They are adults, but a friend informed me they mature when they push their bodies to the limit. Demon physiology is dependent on outside forces, as far as I’ve been told.” 
 
    “This should be an interesting journey back,” Lota whispered. 
 
    Two succubi looked to the troll and hissed. Lota stuck out her tongue, which caused all the demon women to stare daggers at her. 
 
    “We are all on the same team,” Lucian said with diplomatic flair. “Let’s gather our gear. Home waits for us.” 
 
    The group gathered their gear quickly. After a few minutes, they were down the stairs and out of the Inn. Sunlight bathed the world in brilliance, the sky a deep azure blue.  
 
    Lucian and Lota led the way, Opal close behind and the rest of the succubi following. Being on the outskirts of Eymore, it didn’t take long before they reached the road and began their journey back home. 
 
    Lucian calculated it would take four to five days to make it back. If they marched to late evening every day, they might shave off a day’s worth of travel. Opal mentioned towns on the way so they would find lodgings for the evening instead of sleeping under the stars. 
 
    Opal was close to Lucian, her gaze on him at all times. After twenty minutes of walking, she latched onto his arm and held on. Lucian didn’t fight her, happy that she was relaxed and by his side.  
 
    “It was really hard for you, out here,” Lucian stated. 
 
    Opal nodded. “It was. I was so scared we would be attacked and eaten.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Opal hugged his arm a little tighter. “I mentioned there were things moving in the forests. We couldn’t see them, but we could feel their gaze on us, especially at night. We used torches to light the way at night, but there were things following us, just beyond our torch light.” 
 
    “Did they follow you to Eymore?” 
 
    Opal shook her head slightly. “They were there at the midpoint of our journey. They slowly faded away when we reached a small town. When we continued, they didn’t follow but…it's hard to explain…there was something about them that didn’t seem right.” 
 
    Lucian knew the forests still held dangerous and primal creatures. They weren’t evil, just creatures that needed to hunt and feed like anything else. Since they were travelling in the same direction back, they would have to be on guard if the forest creatures came closer for more than a sniff. 
 
    “How many towns did you encounter?” 
 
    “We walked around two towns. There were others in the distance, north and south, but we stayed true on the path to Eymore.” 
 
    “I know the towns you speak of,” Lota chimed in. We should reach the town of Claymore by tomorrow night. The other town is Tree Point, a logging community. It’s another day away. After Tree Point, it’s two days to your dungeon.” 
 
    “We can stop at both. I wouldn’t mind getting to know some of the local people. Relations with them could prove valuable,” Lucian said. 
 
    “We are going to spend three nights in the wilderness?” Opal asked with concern etched into her brow. 
 
    Lucian thought to his alteration magic, “We might be able to do it with a little bit of comfort as long as you are carrying my Abyss Shard.” 
 
    Opal smiled as she patted the satchel hanging against her hip. Lucian was glad he could travel with them. Only able to go where his power was would have made his dungeon a prison. After forming the alliance with Eymore, it was as important as ever that he helped handle negotiations and gaining allies. 
 
    The crowded edges of Eymore began to thin. Less homes were present along the road until there were no more dwellings to be seen. The road was worn down from centuries of travelers coming and going, creating a direct path to parts unknown. Thick trees swayed to the small breeze and the occasional rabbit hopped across the wide road. 
 
    Lucian drank it in, enjoying the scents of the surface world and the light on his mystical skin. As comfy as his dungeon was becoming, it was nice to simply walk in the light. Testing the boundaries of his power and influence beyond his dungeon was a needed experiment. He had a taste when he left to find Kora, the decay succubus. Now, he would have a meal to study and digest. 
 
    The group moved on, Lucian asking more questions about their trip here. He was curious to find out more, just in case they ran into something they had to fight. During the conversation, he started to get to know the five succubi guards with them. They were not just fit and skilled, but had some experience fighting. Lucian wasn’t pleased to hear that sometimes their former masters made them fight each other for fun, but he was glad that gave them proper fighting skills they could use. 
 
    Lucian spent some of his time remembering their names. Nika seemed to be the leader of the group, often yelling at them to calm down. Mona and Breen were the strong, silent types, but Breen liked to smile on occasion. Fawn and Chalice tended to stay close to each other and talked a lot. They were incredibly girly, often looking at Lucian and whispering to each other. Either they didn’t know or didn’t care that his senses were sharp enough to hear them and they enjoyed talking about trapping him in a room and seducing him. Lucian couldn’t help but smile, which made them giggle more. 
 
    The sun moved across the sky as they marched on. Lucian touched his tethers, feeling them snake to his dungeon and to Eymore. He did have a moment where he could visit the dungeon to ensure everything was okay, but instead thought better of it. Hestia would have the dungeon running properly. He had to give her a chance to prove herself. She was eager to take on Nadia’s duties, but her heavy hand could cause a revolt. Lucian hoped his last talk with her didn’t make her crueler to the others. 
 
    The sun sank lower in the sky and the air cooled. Lucian glanced at his companions as they remained steadfast. Opal’s gaze moved from side to side as concern painted her brow. Lucian could see she was getting scared and decided they would have to set up camp soon. 
 
    “When the sun touches the horizon, we will set up camp,” Lucian said over his shoulder. 
 
    Heads nodded, but one of the succubi spoke up. 
 
    “You can sleep with me in my bedroll,” Chalice shouted and giggled right after. 
 
    “You bitch! I thought we were going to share him!” Fawn scolded Chalice. 
 
    Lucian didn’t look back as he sighed. He wished this was unusual behavior, but it wasn’t. The succubi could barely control themselves when they were comfortable and now that their master was travelling with them home, the infighting was going to be annoying. 
 
    Lota walked to Lucian’s side. “I can assume they are always like this?” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Most of the time. Nadia kept them in line, but her absence has left a void.” 
 
    Lota eyed the dungeon core before looking forward. “You never had any chance to grieve. It’s important that you do.” 
 
    Lucian looked at the troll. “Grieving won’t bring her back. I have to take it as a lesson that I will not allow to be repeated.” 
 
    “Even though I follow Hexnia’s faith, all religions allow for grieving. As your spiritual counsel, when we get home, you should take some time to mourn her and Rayce’s loss.” 
 
    Lucian brow wrinkled. “I thought you were my student?” 
 
    Lota bowed her head. “I mean no disrespect. I follow your teachings to the end of days, but I’m also here if you need me to help you.” 
 
    Lucian’s inner fire burned low. The dark paladin was right and he knew it. Logic dictated he carry on and mourn another time, but he couldn’t escape the emptiness in the back of his mind and heart. Nadia and Rayce’s death were nearly two weeks before and he simply ignored his feelings. Roxxy mourned by shutting herself in her bedchamber. Did he need to take such measures to alleviate his inner sorrow? 
 
    “As a paladin, I can help you heal through the pain. I’m here, if you need me,” Lota said softly. 
 
    “Thank you, Lota. I’ll consider it,” Lucian said and picked up the pace. 
 
    The sun touched the horizon, a chill filling the air. The shadows grew longer as the day was ending and night prepared to cast her starry quilt across the sky. The group quieted down, senses alert and looking in all directions. 
 
    Lucian called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 1,000/14,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 10 
 
    Rooms: 104 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 500/500 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 500/500 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 500/500 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
      
 
      Looking to his Alteration Sphere, he could use some of his power to create an illusion construct. It would function just like his other illusions, becoming solid and useful until he dismissed it. The Abyss Shard would channel his power so it would stay functioning without his concentration. 
 
    “Shall we set up camp?” Nika asked as she approached Lucian. 
 
    “I have a better idea,” the dungeon core smiled before he channeled his Alteration Sphere. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 400/500 
 
    Lucian wasn’t sure he needed to spend that much, but he wanted to be sure it worked. Wood and stone appeared from the ground, tendrils snaking up. Shapes took form and hardened. Walls bled into place as windows formed. Drapes unfurled to cover the windows as a doorway shifted into view and a door appeared. Stairs popped up from the ground and a roof slanted to one side and then the other. When it was finished, a small home stood right by the side of the road. 
 
    The group blinked for a long moment before they looked at each other and smiled. 
 
    Lucian flexed his fingers. “I spent some of my power to make a basic dwelling. Maybe I can make a better one next time.” 
 
    Fawn and Chalice raced to the front door. Lucian moved his finger in the air and the door opened. The pair of succubi darted in and took in the inside. Beds filled the main room and a large table and chairs sat in the back. A fireplace stood against one wall. There was a door leading out on the other side of the small home. 
 
    The rest of the group made their way through the doorway and into the dwelling. There was no privacy, not that they needed it. There were four beds, each one large enough for two people. 
 
    “I don’t want to spend too much of my power,” Lucian addressed the group. “A continuous fire might drain me a little. We will have to gather wood for the fireplace.” 
 
    Nika turned to the succubi, “You heard him, gather firewood!” 
 
    Moans fell from sad mouths, but the four succubi turned and left the cabin to gather wood. 
 
    “This isn’t bad,” Lota smiled. 
 
    “I’m sleeping with you!” Opal shouted. 
 
    Lota and Nika smiled as Opal moved to Lucian and hugged his arm. 
 
    “Um, okay,” Lucian smiled in amusement. 
 
    “Opal, you don’t have to declare it every time,” Lota smiled. 
 
    “Yes, I do,” the succubus said warmly. 
 
    “We can figure out the sleeping arrangements when everyone is…” Lucian trailed off. 
 
    Something touched his mind and he spread out his senses. The succubi outside were picking up wood when all of them stopped. Arms let go of what few sticks they had and all of them drew their swords. Pointed tails quivered as eyes searched in all directions.  
 
    The sun had just slipped below the horizon, a flash of light filling the sky before the celestial glow of embers touched the heavens. Stars blinked into the darkening sky, shining their dim light across the cosmos. 
 
    Lucian turned and walked toward the entrance, Lota following with her mace drawn. The door opened and they stepped out and onto the road. The forest took on a primeval darkness, but Lucian could see through it like a sunny day. Scanning the area, he saw the other succubi as they remained still as statues, swords in hand. Beyond them, figures moved in the distance, their numbers growing on all sides. 
 
    “Back to the cabin,” Lucian whispered in their minds. 
 
    The succubi started to walk backwards slowly, eyes staring into the darkness. The sound of trees swaying caused a white noise but odd moans rose up, getting closer with each tick of time. 
 
    “I sense the dead,” Lota said as a black aura surrounded her body. 
 
    “Can your faith keep them at bay?” Lucian asked. 
 
    “It won’t keep them at bay. My faith makes me invisible to the dead. It will still protect me from their strikes and my mace will have to do all the work,” Lota replied. 
 
    Lucian watched as his succubi slowly returned. Sharpening his senses, he began to count. 
 
    “I count about fifty so far,” Lucian whispered. 
 
    “I count about the same, but there is a living soul among them,” Lota whispered as well. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes narrowed. “The cabin can’t take much damage or it will be dispelled. It won’t give us much protection.” 
 
    “I can move through the dead ranks and find the person responsible?” 
 
    “Do it,” Lucian whispered. 
 
    Lota moved with purpose, passing the retreating succubi and entering the surrounding forest. Lucian watched as she made her way through, stepping around trees. The dead walked at a steady pace, rusted weapons in skeletal hands. Some of the dead were zombies, decayed flesh still rotting on their bodies. All of them had some kind of armor or weapon in hand.  
 
    Lota stepped past a pair of skeletons and they didn’t turn in her direction. Lucian watched, preparing to use his Elemental Sphere. Fire would be disastrous if the forest were to ignite. Focusing on the element of air, he readied to slice heads from necks. 
 
    Something big moved through the trees. Lucian couldn’t get a good look at it, but it moved toward Lota. 
 
    “Something is coming…” Lucian managed before the giant thing charged like a bull. 
 
    Lota held her mace at the ready as the thing crashed through and raised a giant fist. 
 
    “Fuck!” Lucian hissed as he channeled his power. 
 
    You spent 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 450/500 
 
    Air swirled into a thin disk. Lucian moved his hands, directing the disk as it shot forward. The dead charged with moans as a white disk sliced through small trees, aiming for the giant creature.  
 
    A meaty fist came down just as Lota leapt away. Dirt flew into the air as Lota landed on her feet and backed off. The dark paladin looked up at the stitched-up monster before her. It’s face and body were a mismatch of body parts, resembling a very large man. It stood eight feet tall and was nearly as wide. The thing made a strange sound as it charged again. 
 
    A fist pulled back and shot forward. Lota bent her body to the side, dodging the large fist before slamming her mace head against the wrist. The creature didn’t flinch as it swept its arm and crashed into the dark paladin. Lota flew backwards until her back hit a tree. Sliding down to her feet, she took a breath and charged the monstrosity. 
 
    The giant creature roared and charged when a disk appeared. It flashed forward and the giant raised a thick arm. The white disk sliced into its flesh, but bounced off the bone. Lucian controlled the disk, ignoring his astonishment of the creature’s fortitude. Lota kept moving, dodging incoming fist strikes as they crashed into the ground and sprayed up dirt.  
 
    A meaty arm swung and the dark paladin went low. When the arm continued its path, Lota dated forward and slammed her mace into the creature’s kneecap. The leg shuddered, but didn’t give. Lota jumped to the side as a fist slammed down on the spot where she was a second ago.  
 
    The white disk shot forward, slicing into the monster’s neck and spinning like a saw. The monster grunted before slamming its shoulder upwards into the flat disk and sent it spiraling. Green and gray blood poured from the deep neck wound, but the monster seemed truly unaffected. 
 
    “Lota, retreat!” Lucian whispered to her mind. 
 
    The dark paladin ignored him. Dark power filled her left fist and she pounced. The monster turned to her just as her mace struck the side of its face. The troll wasn’t finished as she turned her upper body and punched the large creature’s face. Power exploded and the monster stumbled back. Lota was falling to the ground, but the creature recovered and lifted an open hand.     
 
    Lucian redirected the disk when the monster’s arm came hard across, striking Lota on her side and sending her into a tree. The black aura shattered as she bounced off the thick tree and hit the ground on her back. 
 
    “No, you don’t!” Lucian hissed as he was ready to drive the disk into the monster again when a robed man stepped from the shadows, grabbed Lota by her hair and pressed a dagger to her throat. 
 
    “Call off your magic,” the robed man commanded. 
 
    Lucian growled before pulling the white disk back, but not dispelling it. The monster moved to the man’s side and picked up Lota, a thick hand covering her head. 
 
    “One command and my friend here will rip her head off,” the robed man hissed. 
 
    Lucian and the succubi stood at the ready, a white disk spinning in the air. The man in the robe began walking toward them, the monster with Lota in tow. The dead surrounded the cabin, but kept some distance. Opal looked from one of the windows, her eyes the size of saucers. 
 
    Lucian plotted his moves to save Lota when the man and monster stepped to the edge of the dead circling the cabin. A dark purple robe covered the man as shadows covered his face. Lucian tried to penetrate the shadows but couldn’t, feeling its necromantic power. 
 
    Lota moaned as the giant monster held her in one arm to its chest and the other hand over her head. The succubi readied their swords, waiting for Lucian’s command. 
 
    The robed figure took a step forward, the shadows parting to reveal a sardonic smile. “I was told to give you something before fulfilling the contract.” 
 
    Lucian studied the man as he pulled a scroll from his robe and handed it to a skeleton. The undead took it and walked over to the succubi. Mona snatched it from the skeleton, turned and gave it to Lucian. 
 
    Lucian took the scroll and unfurled it; a single word written on it. 
 
    Guilty. 
 
    Lucian saw the word and instantly knew who sent him. 
 
    “I don’t know why it was so important to hand that to you, but they were very specific. Lay down your arms and turn over your master. The contract is for him and not all of you. If you don’t comply, my simple friend here will start with taking the beautiful troll’s head off,” the man smiled. 
 
    Lucian’s mind flashed with inspiration. Channeling power from his Alteration Sphere, he prepared to take the advantage. 
 
    You spent 100 points from the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 300/500 
 
    Lucian’s mind left his avatar form, darted toward the big brute and sank into its head. The giant creature blinked its mis-matched eyes before its mind was snuffed down and Lucian took over. The simple creature couldn’t put up a fight as it languished in the back, Lucian taking over its hulking body. 
 
    The robed man raised an eyebrow before looking at the giant creature. It gently placed Lota on the ground. 
 
    “Grunt? What are you doing?” the man said before the giant creature lumbered toward him, hate in its eyes. 
 
    “His simple mind cannot fight back against my power,” Grunt growled as big hands flexed. 
 
    “Fuck!” the robed man said as he aimed both hands, black energy snaking into his palms. 
 
    “I’m not going to kill you, but I will cripple you just enough to return a message…I will destroy your Academy! I swear it!” the monster growled as he approached. 
 
    “Let Grunt go!” the man shouted, hesitating on his attack. 
 
    Lucian looked to the mage’s arms and knew he should take one of them to ensure he understood the lesson. The body felt powerful and strong. Lucian thought to keep it and use it if he needed to, but for now, he had to break some bones so his enemies would think twice of coming back to hurt him or his loved ones. 
 
    “Lucian…” Lota whispered as she struggled to get up. 
 
    The possessed Grunt continued stalking toward the mage, Lucian in full control. 
 
    The mage wrinkled his brow. Turning his attention, he looked to the mage in the red robe by the cabin, still as a statue. Darkness parted to the mage’s senses as he saw the face clearly. Eyes widened and he turned to the lumbering brute just as it lifted a giant fist, ready to knock him into the other world. 
 
    “Lucian…Lucian Malyx?” the mage shouted. 
 
    Grunt stopped with a brow raised.  
 
    The mage looked to the red mage and back to his possessed friend. “I…I wasn’t sure it was you. You looked different when you entered the Bright Hammer Inn last night but now…it is you, isn’t it?” 
 
    “What?” Grunt grunted. 
 
    The man pulled back his hood and looked up with wide eyes. Short brown hair covered his head and thin, pale features glowed in the dim starlight.        
 
     “It’s me, Ebin Davos! Remember? Hollow Chasers? The Academy? You must remember me.” 
 
    Grunt’s tiny eyes widened, but the fist remained raised. 
 
    Ebin put his hands on his hips. “Wow! It is you! I wouldn’t have taken the contract if I knew. I’m really sorry about this mix-up.” 
 
    Grunt’s eyes scrutinized the mage before his arm lowered. “Ebin, what in Lukken are you doing here?” 
 
    “Chasing you,” Ebin grinned. “Well, chasing some man with a troll paladin and succubi at his side. I was told you were some kind of monster in human form. I had to give you a message before taking you out. This is clearly some kind of mistake.” 
 
    “Who sent you?” Lucian asked through Grunt’s voice. 
 
    Ebin let out a small laugh. “Hell, if I know? They didn’t give me their name and paid in full. They were very specific on giving you the scroll before I...,” Ebin moved his finger across his throat and made a slicing motion. 
 
    Grunt looked down. Lota struggled to her feet, mace in hand and stumbled forward. The succubi stared in utter confusion. Even the crickets were silent, their black eyes watching. 
 
    “Could you release my friend,” Ebin said to Grunt. 
 
    Lota growled as she rushed at the mage, mace held high. Grunt stuck his hand out and grabbed the mace, Lota’s feet kicking into the air, but not letting go. 
 
    “I…know him,” the giant creature mumbled. 
 
    “He tried to kill us!” Lota shouted with murderous rage in her eyes. 
 
    “Like I said, this is a big mistake. I can’t carry out this contract. Lucian and I go way back. It would be like killing my brother,” Ebin smiled. 
 
    Lucian stuffed Grunt into the sleeping part of his brain. With a thought, he appeared back in his avatar form. Grunt’s eyes closed, let go of Lota’s mace and fell backwards. The brute’s body crashed on the ground, radiating a thick vibration. 
 
    Lota fell onto her knees, huffing with heavy breath as she stared daggers at the purple clothed mage. 
 
    Ebin turned his attention to Lucian as he slowly approached, his bright smile wide. 
 
    “Brother? You fucking asshole! You left my side when everyone else shitted on me,” Lucian growled. 
 
    Ebin put his hands up, “I can see how that might be misconstrued as betrayal or desertion, but I had a very good reason for what I…” Ebin didn’t finish as Lucian’s fist connected with his cheek. 
 
    The mage stumbled a few steps and fell on his rump. Rubbing his face, he looked up and nodded. 
 
    “Maybe I deserved that, but I still had a good reason why we left your side.” 
 
    Lucian glared down on the mage, “What? What was so important that all of you vanished? Why did you avoid me in the academy? What was the fucking point of being friends if you all abandoned my side?”  
 
    Ebin stayed sitting as he looked up with sad eyes. “We wanted to graduate.” 
 
    Lucian’s glare softened and he looked to the side. 
 
    Ebin curled his arms around his knees, his gaze firmly on Lucian. “When you started going at the professors, we started to get threats from other students and professors. You couldn’t let it go about restoring balance to the world. If I remember right, we stuck by you in the beginning, but as time continued the threats turned real. We started to fail classes we aced before.  
 
    “At the rate of hate we were getting, there was no way we could graduate if we stuck by you. Our careers would have been sunk before we would’ve been kicked out.” 
 
    Lucian continued to look away, remembering even he had to pay some professors off to ensure he could graduate. 
 
    “It killed us to not be there for you, but we had to think about our livelihoods. We were threatened if we ever told you, they would ensure we were kicked out for good.” 
 
    “I…I,” Lucian began, but couldn’t finish the thought. 
 
    “We were going to tell you everything, but you disappeared the night of graduation. The Hollow Chasers went our separate ways, but we promised if any of us found you, we would tell the others.” 
 
    Lucian turned away, mind processing the shock. 
 
    Ebin smiled. “But you’re here, right before my eyes. Small world.” 
 
    Lucian lifted his head, but didn’t turn around as he spoke, “We were just going to make a fire and eat. You’re welcome to join us as long as you keep to your word that you will not fulfill the contract.” 
 
    Ebin nodded. “Yea, I think the guy who offered the contract never planned on seeing me again. Fuck that guy.” 
 
    Lucian stepped toward the cabin and climbed the stairs, the succubi following him in.  
 
    Ebin turned his attention as Lota walked past him and he raised his hand. 
 
    “Little help?” the mage smiled. 
 
    Lota slapped his hand away so hard, Ebin cupped it to his chest and rubbed it. He watched as the troll followed Lucian and others into the cabin. 
 
    The dead stood around, waiting for their next orders. Ebin stood up and dusted his robe off before turning to the fifty dead gathered around the cabin. 
 
    “False alarm everyone! False alarm! Go back to your graves. Sorry I called you all out here. Return to your sleep. Maybe we can pick this up another time,” Ebin said to the dead. 
 
    Moans filled the air as the dead turned and marched away, back into the pitch-black forest. 
 
    Ebin turned back to the cabin and started walking. 
 
    “Wow Ebin. So great to see you. How’s the family? It’s been a long time,” Ebin muttered to himself as he climbed the stairs and entered the cabin.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Ebin gave a nervous smile as he sat at the large table. On the other side, Lucian sat in the middle with Lota and many of the succubi on either side of him. The fireplace roared to life nearby as two succubi threw thick pieces of wood into the fire. Aside from the crackling fireplace, no one spoke a word. 
 
    “So, how have you been?” Ebin directed his question to Lucian as Lota and the succubi glared at him. 
 
    “Busy,” Lucian said plainly. 
 
    Ebin gave a slow nod. “I know this is all rather uncomfortable, if I knew it was you, I was hunting, I wouldn’t have taken the contract.” 
 
    Lucian closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Ebin, the Dean High Mage of the Academy sent you to deliver a message and kill me. You can understand why we are being a little cautious.” 
 
    Ebin nodded again. “I get it, I really do. I’m just happy to see you again. Life hasn’t been the same since the Academy. I’ve done my share of travelling and exploring. Fell into a small dark crowd some time back. Spent a lot of time studying magic and wanted to see the world, but as you must know, not much of a challenge. It’s why I take the odd bounty on the side.” 
 
    “What kind of dark crowd?” Lota asked with a pinched expression. 
 
    “Nothing too wild. There is a small network of necromancers. They like to discuss and perform necromancy. It was one of my stronger subjects back in the Academy, but most people shy away from it. The group I was part of was like a small club and we practiced in secret. It was the only way I could improve my spells.” 
 
    Lucian kept his expression blank. He was in need of a necromancer to help him with his Necromancy Sphere, but the timing of this was a little too neat. Paranoia crept in, telling Lucian that Ebin was a spy and he was trying to get in deeper. But, nagging thoughts whispered, telling the dungeon core that Ebin simply didn’t have that kind of spirit to keep quiet long enough. The mage was a talker and if you talked to him long enough, the truth always spilled from his lips. He was terrible with secrets. Even now, he had no issue with telling Lucian and his group he was part of a secret necromancy group. Just like in the Academy, he just couldn’t keep his mouth shut. 
 
    Lucian opened his eyes and gazed into Ebin’s nervous eyes. “I can’t let you leave.” 
 
    “Um, why?” Ebin blinked. 
 
    Lota looked over, “Yea, why?” 
 
    Lucian leaned back in his chair. “Ebin was meant to fulfill a contract. If he appears anywhere and Thomas finds out, Ebin will be tortured for information and killed.” 
 
    “You make it sound like a bad thing,” Lota smirked. 
 
    Ebin’s eyes widened, “I’m not going to tell a soul about this! You have my word. I can go underground. I can stay out of sight until everyone forgets.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “No, you can’t. My power is only going to grow and my enemies will try to find any advantage they can take. Letting you go will hurt me down the road.” 
 
    Ebin kept his wide gaze, “Lucian, what happened to you? Are you following what you always talked about?” 
 
    Lucian eyed the mage across from him. An old friendship touched his heart, remembering how he and the other Hollow Chasers spent hours talking, drinking, and enjoying each other’s company. They helped each other with their studies and laughed a lot before they all turned away. Despite his feelings, Lucian knew Ebin and the others were simply trying to survive a harsh schooling environment. It licked at his emotional wounds and he despised his weakness. 
 
    “It’s a long story filled with love and duty. I’m not going to get into it now. What we are going to talk about is, what I’m going to do with you in the meantime? You can’t leave and I don’t entirely trust you.” 
 
     “Do you need a necromancer?” Ebin said with a crooked smile. 
 
    Lucian fought back an inner smile. “I need many things, but you do understand why this is difficult. You left my side before when things became difficult.” 
 
    Ebin tilted his head forward, eyes taking on a distant memory. “All I can say is I’m sorry and it won’t happen again. We were young and we all didn’t know better, well, except for you. You always seemed to know what you wanted and that’s why I liked being friends with you. So did the others.” 
 
    “There is the Hexnia ritual?” Lota said in a low tone. 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Hexnia ritual?” Ebin asked innocently. 
 
    “Maybe when we get home,” Lucian smiled. “For now, Ebin, you’re our prisoner.” 
 
    Ebin looked to the beautiful demon women surrounding Lucian. “That might not be so bad,” he smiled. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes hardened. “We can decide your fate when we reach my dungeon. In the meantime, you cannot leave our sight. If you do, my succubi will rip you to shreds.” 
 
    “I suppose I don’t have any say in this except, I accept?” Ebin grinned. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes softened as Ebin was pretty much acting like he did in the academy. “Tell me about your friend outside, Grunt?” 
 
    The mage nodded. “Grunt is my creation. He is a flesh golem and it took about a year to make him. It was an involved process, but it helped perfect my necromancy skills. He is a little simple, but protective. It helps to have some muscle when casting a long spell. Not much of a talker.” 
 
    “He follows your commands?” Lucian asked. 
 
    Ebin nodded. “To the letter. I promise he will be good.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “You both better be. If I get a hint of betrayal, I will take over his mind again, kill you and slaughter him.” 
 
    Ebin nodded. “I understand and I don’t blame you for saying that. If I was in your position, I would say the same thing. I promise to not betray you or any of the lovely ladies here.” 
 
    Lota stood up and walked around the table. Everyone watched as the dark paladin stood before Ebin’s wide eyes. 
 
    “I said I promise,” the mage said a bit fast. 
 
    “I can taste lies. Hold still,” the dark paladin commanded and placed a hand on his chest. 
 
    Ebin looked to Lucian as Lota’s eyes closed. The cabin was quiet as everyone stared. 
 
    “Your hand feels warm,” Ebin whispered. 
 
    “Shut up,” Lota growled. 
 
    A dark aura surrounded Lota’s hand for a long moment before it faded away. Lota pulled her hand back and looked down in annoyed disgust. 
 
    “He’s too innocent to pull off a betrayal,” Lota said darkly. 
 
    “See, I told you I wouldn’t,” Ebin gave Lucian a timid look. 
 
    Lucian said nothing, feeling the same way. It didn’t take much for someone to cut contact. You simply didn’t see them again. But to actively work with others, knowing they were going to betray them was beyond Ebin’s personality. It still wasn’t enough for Lucian to let him off the hook. Despite needing a necromancer, Ebin could still be under Dean Gray’s influence in some way. Time would tell if it came to pass. 
 
    Ebin looked around, “So, where do I sleep?” 
 
    “The floor,” Lota said firmly. 
 
    “I have to agree,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Ebin sighed. “At least there will be a roof over my head.” 
 
    “What about the flesh golem?” Opal asked. 
 
    “He’s okay outside. I often have him wait outside towns and cities for days. He doesn’t need food unless he’s badly damaged,” Ebin assured them. 
 
    Lucian stood up. “You won’t mind if I don’t take any chances.” 
 
    Ebin couldn’t get a word in edgewise. The core stepped around the table and toward the front door. Everyone else stood up and followed, including Ebin. Lota stayed by the mage’s side. 
 
    Door open, Lucian stepped out into the dark of night. Grunt sat against a thick tree, humming a melodic tune. It was odd to see such a grotesque creature act so innocent but Lucian’s mind was made up. Grunt turned his attention to Lucian as he approached, the humming dying and giving the man in the red robe a blank stare. 
 
    “Tell him I’m going to put some binds on him,” Lucian said over his shoulder to Ebin. 
 
    The mage’s eyes saddened before he spoke up, “Hey buddy, my friend is going to bind you for the night. It’s okay, it’s for everyone’s protection.” 
 
    Grunt looked to Ebin and then turned Lucian, wrists rising up together. 
 
    Lucian channeled some of his Elemental Sphere power. Rocks rose up from the ground nearby and shifted together. They crawled over to the giant monster, slipped around his wrists and solidified. Grunt was silent, letting his thick bound arms fall into his lap. 
 
    Lucian let go of his power and turned to Ebin. “So little people get second chances,” the dungeon core said cryptically. 
 
    Ebin nodded as Lucian turned to the others. 
 
    “Nika, set up a watch for the night. Everyone else, get some rest. We still have a long journey home.” 
 
    Opal took Lucian’s hand and pulled him toward the cabin. Nika began giving out orders to the other demon women as they began to walk back. Ebin looked to Grunt as the flesh golem sat with a stupid smile on its face. 
 
    Lota grabbed Ebin by the neck and directed him toward the cabin. “Let’s go.” 
 
    “Wow, you are rough. I kinda li…” Ebin said before Lota cut him off. 
 
    “Shut up and keep moving,” Lota growled. 
 
    Everyone entered the small cabin and the door shut behind them. Grunt looked to the cabin for a long moment before leaning his misshapen head back and hummed his melodic tune once again. 
 
    *** 
 
    The cabin faded away, burnt wood and ash falling to the ground in the bright, sunny day. The group was gathered outside, gear on and ready to travel. Ebin moved to Grunt as the flesh golem was standing up, stone bindings still on his wrists. 
 
    Lucian eyed them for a moment as they readied to set off. The night carried on without incident, except for Opal pawing at him under the blankets. The succubi took turns guarding the cabin as the rest slept and Ebin snored like an earthquake. It brought back memories of Lucian helping him back to the dorms and laying him on his stomach on the couch after a long night of drinking. The mage was loud and it did bring a familiarity he hadn’t felt in a very long time. 
 
    Despite the old memories and emotions, Lucian couldn’t deny the possibility that it could all be a ploy to let his guard down. Was Thomas Gray that conniving or was this all happenstance? It seemed a little too thought out to be a coincidence. Lota managed to engineer her appearance to him to prove her worth, but Thomas Gray may be engineering things for Lucian’s destruction. Be it as it may, Lucian had to carry on to understand what the greater plan was, if there was one. 
 
    A dark thought curled along his mind and heart that he may have to murder Ebin. It wasn’t a pleasant idea but other thoughts spoke their peace, telling the dungeon core that Ebin couldn’t change or learn if he was dead. The mantra burned at Lucian because his friends left him at his lowest moment and the dungeon core could not hold back his rage and fury if it happened again. 
 
     “Let’s go,” Lucian said as he turned and began walking, Opal at his side.  
 
    Behind the dungeon core, the group followed. Ebin and Grunt stood in the middle as the five succubi surrounded them. Lota took up the rear, hand resting on her mace. Birds tweeted to the morning light. 
 
    Hours rolled by as the group marched. The road shifted from patches of well-worn earth to patches of living grass. The forest grew a little wilder, and darker in sections. Lota often called out to everyone correcting the path they travelled. Ebin and Grunt walked on, quiet and heads down. 
 
    Lucian spent much of the time thinking. Thomas Gray didn’t have to cast a curse or spell just to find the location of the dungeon. It was turning into common knowledge where it was. There had to be another reason he performed such an act at the ball. Something Lucian didn’t account for. 
 
    “I can see your thinking face,” Opal smiled. 
 
    Lucian woke from his thoughts and looked over to the beautiful succubus. “It’s that obvious?” 
 
    Opal nodded. “I like it.” 
 
    The succubus curled her arm into his, “I can’t wait till we get home. I want to be in our bed again.” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “I know this whole experience has been hard on you. Hopefully you won’t have to do this again.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m starting to get used to it. It’s not as bad as the first day and night. Nika and Mona helped calm me down when I was freaking out.” 
 
    “You’re very strong for challenging your fears,” Lucian said softly. 
 
    “Thank you, Master,” Opal grinned. 
 
    “Tonight, we will stay in Claymore. Lota should have enough gold to get some good rooms and plenty of food.” 
 
    “Sounds fun,” the succubus hugged Lucian’s arm. 
 
    The tender moment calmed the dungeon core as they walked. It swayed his thoughts, looking to Opal and only wanting to see her safely home. For a brief instant, the world seemed at peace and Lucian kissed Opal’s forehead. 
 
     Laughter echoed through the forest. 
 
    The group stopped in their tracks. Eyes turned in all directions as swords were drawn. Lota pulled her mace from her belt, dark eyes scanning the forest around them. Ebin looked around as Grunt stood his ground, fear in his eyes. 
 
    Lucian turned his head from left to right, trying to sense where the sound was coming from until he felt Opal’s grip on him tighten. Looking down, stark terror filled her gaze. 
 
    “That’s the laugh again,” the succubus whispered. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “The things that followed us before that we couldn’t see, there was some laughter too. We couldn’t understand where it came from.” 
 
    Another round of laughter bounced off trees and faded into the forest.  
 
    Lucian spread out his senses. His reach was smaller and weaker since he only had the one abyss shard with them. Despite that, he pushed his senses as far as he could. The invisible wave touched trees, rocks, birds, and insects. The background seemed normal except for a small chatter he didn’t understand.  
 
    Something touched the edge of his senses and licked his mind. 
 
    Lucian pulled away from Opal and turned around, trying to locate the feeling. It was immediate, tense, and warm. Senses tingled and a hunger grew. 
 
    Opal stared at Lucian until the dungeon core’s demeanor took a calm, serene edge. Eyes looked at nothing, lost to sensations. When his eyes focused, the core looked to Opal and he put his hands on her. 
 
    “Opal, I need you to come with me with the shard,” Lucian said calmly. 
 
    Opal’s eyes widened, but her lips didn’t move. 
 
    Lucian looked up to the group, past Opal’s shoulder. “Opal and I need to leave for a little while. Lota and Nika, stay here, protect each other and guard Ebin and Grunt. We won’t be gone too long. 
 
    Lota and Nika gave Lucian a concerned gaze but it was Ebin who spoke up. 
 
    “What? Why can’t we come with you? We can help!” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “It’s something Opal and I have to do.” 
 
    Without a further word, Lucian grabbed Opal’s hand and began walking. The succubus followed, her head lowered, but not resisting. They stepped off the thin road and into the thick forest. Bushes and trees parted as they made their way through. Lucian walked with determination as Opal looked around with wide eyes. The forest seemed serene for a long moment before a giggle echoed. 
 
    “You’re getting closer,” a sultry voice whispered on the wind. 
 
    Lucian pressed on, Opal in tow. The pair reached a small clearing with several ancient standing stones. Markings and runes covered the weathered stones as they stabbed upward a few feet above Lucian and Opal’s heads. 
 
    Lucian let go of Opal’s hand and looked around. The succubus stood, frozen in shock. 
 
    The dungeon core turned to her, “Can you not feel that?” 
 
    Opal was paralyzed, saying nothing. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer and put his hands on her shoulders once again. “Calm your spirit. You will be able to feel it if you allow yourself to remain calm.” 
 
    Opal’s eyes darted in her head before they slowed. Shoulders relaxing to Lucian’s touch, she barely managed to calm her heart when great warmth washed over her. Eyes sagged as the earth succubus took on a relaxed stance. 
 
    “It feels…so alive here,” Opal whispered. 
 
    Lucian smiled. “I sense it too.” 
 
    Another giggle filled the area. 
 
    Lucian and Opal turned, looking for any hint where it came from, when a head appeared from behind a standing stone with a wide smile. 
 
    “You were always so scared.” 
 
    Lucian and Opal turned to see a thin woman’s face peeking out from behind one of the standing stones. Long, mossy like hair hung down as bright eyes stared back. Green horns graced her head and oval eyes blinked. 
 
    Opal gasped. “Vida?” 
 
    Lucian looked to the horned woman and smirked. “I’m glad you both know each other.” 
 
    The green woman stepped from behind the standing stone. Her body was a bright green, leaves covering her nipples and her womanly valley. A pointed green tail curled and uncurled as she stood. Lucian immediately thought she looked like Kora but the decayed succubus had a darker green skin while Vida’s skin color was brighter. The mossy hair was wavy and was well past her shoulders. Supple thighs and heavy breasts gave the succubus a small hourglass figure. She was not as shapely as Opal, but it was close. 
 
    “Where…where have you been?” Opal asked. 
 
    Vida stayed where she was, a cheery smile across her lips. “I’ve been here for a long time. Making friends and taking care of the forest.” 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Vida noticed and stepped closer. The succubus licked her lips as she approached. When she stood before Lucian, she sniffed at him for a moment before licking his strong chin. 
 
    “You smell and taste good,” Vida whispered. 
 
    Opal stood next to Lucian and addressed the succubus. “You disappeared before the Night of Tears? We always wondered what happened to you?” 
 
    Vida sniffed at Lucian some more before looking to Opal. “I did what I set out to do. I became one with nature.” 
 
    Opal looked down. “We thought…that was just you trying to keep hope alive in your heart.” 
 
    Lucian eyed the succubus sniffing at him. “You know who I am?” 
 
    Vida looked him up and down before giggling turned to laughing.  
 
    “Of course, I know who you are! Your Queen Systra’s lover and companion. She whispered such things to me over the last few months. I could do nothing to stop the lurid images. You partook of her flesh and she gifted you with power.” 
 
    “Were you asleep this whole time?” Lucian asked. 
 
    Vida kept her smile as she pressed her body to his and drank in his scent, teeth close to his neck. 
 
    “No, I wasn’t. I died in this very spot. Roots grew over my corpse but my spirit lingered. Queen Systra found me and gifted me with new purpose and life. I have dwelled in these forests for close to nine hundred years, building my tribe and watching over all,” Vida finished with a snap of teeth an inch away from Lucian’s neck. 
 
    Lucian didn’t budge as he admired the demon woman. 
 
    Opal looked down at Vida’s legs. “They are no longer lame.” 
 
    Vida pulled away and grinned at her succubus sister. “No, they are not. The journey here was difficult, but not impossible. I prayed to the goddess of nature and she refused my prayers. Queen Systra answered them, remade me into the beautiful creature before you.” 
 
    Vida turned her attention to Lucian. “Opal is being polite, but I have no qualms anymore about my past. I was lame, twisted, and dying. I was the town pity thing, everyone feeling sorry for my birth. 
 
    “In ancient times, a lame or disfigured demon child would have been bashed on stones rather than let their disfigurement breed on. After the Great Migration, my parents and the town took pity on me, keeping me alive as my body twisted as I grew.” 
 
    Vida looked to Opal, “If it wasn’t for my friends, I would have starved to death. No man, woman, or demon would feed me, love me. My sisters let me suckle on their energy while I dreamed of being like them.” 
 
    The green succubus backed off, held out her hands and then ran them down her beautiful curves.  
 
    “Now look at me! A divine demon filled with life. Hail Queen Systra!” 
 
    Opal bit her lip before she spoke. “You left without telling anyone. We worried about you for so long.” 
 
    Vida sauntered closer and touched her fingers to Opal’s chin. “I know, dear, sweet Opal. All of you were in my thoughts as I struggled through the forest and lay by these stones. Animals sniffed at me as I lay dying, but thoughts of you warmed my last moments.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you show yourself as I traveled through here? Why reveal yourself now?” Opal asked. 
 
    Vida looked to Lucian with bright warmth. “I could only reveal myself to him, my future master. I watched over you, keeping some of the forest’s monsters from hunting you, but I could not be there to walk with you.” 
 
    Vida wrapped her arms around Lucian’s neck and hung on him slightly, pressing her breasts against his chest. “But now, we are all here with our growing family.” 
 
    Lucian kept Vida’s gaze until shadows appeared around them. Turning his head, he watched as large, beast-like men and women emerged from the forest surrounding the clearing. Hair covered their large forms with beady eyes peering out from among their furry heads. They were tall, their blank gazes centered on Lucian. 
 
    Opal looked around in a panic. “Lucian,” her voice cracking. 
 
    The dungeon core turned his gaze back to Vida. “The test.” 
 
    Vida licked his chin again. “Queen Systra said you were a smart one.” 
 
    The green succubus pulled her arms back, turned, and sauntered to a standing stone. Turning again, she leaned her back against one of the standing stones, her breath heavy and chest heaving like she was enjoying the moment. 
 
    “Only the strong or clever survive in the game of life. Defeat a member of the tribe and the spoils go to you. Lose, they will claim Opal as their reward,” Vida said with a breathy whisper. 
 
    Lucian stood his ground as a large beast man stepped from the forest and lumbered toward him. Beady black eyes squinted as a meaty mouth frowned. The thing that looked like a man stood taller than the rest of the tribe and three times as menacing. 
 
    “Nothing hotter than watching two males beat each other to a pulp,” Vida hissed as her hand ran down her smooth thigh. 
 
    “Vida, don’t do this,” Opal pleaded. 
 
    “Law of survival, and winning my heart,” Vida blew the succubus a kiss. 
 
    The large beast man stood about three feet from Lucian, but his shadow covered the smaller man. 
 
    Lucian called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 1,000/14,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 10 
 
    Rooms: 104 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 430/500 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 500/500 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 300/500 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
      
 
    Lucian looked over the numbers and then looked up at the beast man. “To the death or knock out?” 
 
    “Defeat is defeat,” Vida cooed. 
 
    Lucian nodded. 
 
    The beast man closed his open hands into tight fists, knuckles cracking. Muscles bulged under thick hair, making the creature seem even larger. The other beast people began hooting and hollering like wild creatures. Vida’s eyes half closed as she watched with interest. 
 
    “I hold no ill will,” Lucian addressed the giant beast man. 
 
    The creature roared like a primal monster, tiny eyes like steaming coals. 
 
    You channeled 30 points from your Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 400/500 
 
    The beast man roared as a large stone burst from the ground under its chin. Lucian kept his face neutral as the thick stone slammed under the beast man’s jaw, silencing his roar abruptly. The creature’s head flew back, beady eyes wide. The stone swung down from the side and slammed into the thing’s stomach. It doubled over as the stone shot past, spun around and struck it across the face. 
 
    Lucian didn’t move as the beast man stumbled, blood dripping from its face and mouth. The large stone began bashing the thing, across the head, chest, and stomach. The hooting and hollering from its tribe silenced as they watched in astounded amazement. Opal stared, awestruck as the stone pummeled the beast man and it fell to its knees. 
 
    The creature spit out a large glob of blood before Lucian’s feet. The stone flew for the creature’s face once again but stopped an inch from making contact. The beast man made a strange, gurgling whine before he fell over onto his side, breathing heavy and blood leaking onto the ground. 
 
    Lucian looked down, seeing that the creature was still alive. Turning his attention, he glared at Vida. 
 
    The green succubus was breathing fast, eyes like sultry emeralds. The leaves covering her breasts fell away, revealing light green nipples, standing at attention. The leaves covering her womanhood fell away next, revealing a small tuft of green hair and her pink, dripping slit.  
 
    Lucian stalked forward, his robe melting away. Opal watched in amazement as Lucian approached Vida, grabbed her and turned her around. The succubus let out long moans as she was shoved against the standing stone and her legs kicked open. 
 
    Vida looked over her shoulder, her breath hot and eyes wide. Lucian grabbed her hip with one hand and took hold of his hard member in the other. There was no ceremony or seduction as Lucian pressed the head of his member to her wet slit and pushed. 
 
    Vida’s moans grew animalistic. Hips moved against Lucian’s invasion, her wet inner world taking his cock with primal delight. Lucian grunted as inches spread her thin line to accommodate him. Vida cried out as she was forced against the stone, being taken like a beast. 
 
    “Yes! YES! Take me like a fucking animal! I am yours by conquest!” Vida shouted. 
 
    Lucian ignored her, driving his manhood deep within her valley. When he reached the hilt, he kept the succubus pinned to the wall. Vida shuddered as he pulled back and rammed himself deep, again and again. The primal act caused the succubus to whine her approval. Reaching behind, she spread her own ass cheeks, giving Lucian free reign to drive his cock as deep as he wanted. 
 
    Opal felt a dash of wetness as she watched. Lucian was unchained, grunting and driving his needs home. Vida looked back at times, mouth open and breathing like every bit of oxygen was her last. The beast tribe watched, making no move to leave and enjoying the act of the man and demon. 
 
    “Punish me you fucking hard man! Punish me like the creature I am,” Vida growled and groaned. 
 
    Lucian drove his member deep before pulling out, taking hold of Vida and throwing her to the ground.  
 
    The succubus moaned as she landed on her stomach. Dirt covered her as she rose up on her hands and knees when a shadow was over her. A breath later, Lucian was on her. Knocking Vida onto her stomach, his cock penetrated her again, thick inches sinking into soft flesh. Vida cried out before he laughed and giggled like a mad creature. 
 
    Lucian let the inner demons take root once again. Pulling back onto his knees, he picked up Vida by the hips. The life succubus’s upper body was smashed to the forest floor as Lucian’s hips punished her from behind. Green cheeks glowed pink as he took her again and again. 
 
    “O…OOooooo,” Vida grunted before her eyes rolled into her head. 
 
    Lucian felt her squeeze him like a vice, never wanting to let go. He ignored her, holding her hips and driving himself to the hilt again and again. 
 
    Vida’s mouth twisted as her eyes remained firmly up in her head. With a tight squeeze, Lucian’s invasion set her spirit on fire and it needed to be put out. With a screeching whine, the demon woman’s body shuddered and wetness surged.  
 
    Lucian looked down as liquid squirted, drenching him and running down his lower body. Vida moved like a rutting animal, her ass slapping against Lucian as another surge of wetness covered both of them. 
 
    Lucian gave a satisfied smirk before he groaned his pleasure. Thick inches spread the succubus’s inner world, wide. Vida’s eyes crossed as the emptiness she felt was filled and overflowing.  
 
    “Mine!” Lucian growled before his cock spurted his milky seed. 
 
    Vida gasped as her body exploded with heat. Life struck her inner world and it was drunk like a fresh kill. She squeezed him, drawing out every drop as spurts continued, again and again. Her pointed tail wrapped around Lucian’s waist, keeping him in her as she milked him of his needs. 
 
    When their movements slowed, Vida pulled back her tail. With a small hop, her body turned around on Lucian’s cock and her upper body snapped forward like a scorpion stinger. Arms clutched to him as he stayed on his knees. Hands cupped her ass and held her up as she rode his still hard cock. 
 
    “Almost,” Vida gasped before she pulled back a little. 
 
    Lucian looked down at her breasts as milk burst from her nipples and flowed down. White streams covered his chest as her hips moved on his standing member. Vida arched her back, bringing her dripping breasts up higher. 
 
    “Drink…drink my love,” Vida whispered. 
 
    Lucian dipped his head, mouth closing around a leaking nipple. Suckling, he drank down her warm milk as she rode him. The connection between them blazed bright and energy connected tethers and anchors to their souls. 
 
    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 summon, speak to, and control wild monsters! 
 
    Vida is now your Concubine! 
 
    Lucian sucked on warm milk as power blazed from his eyes. Pulling his head back, milk ran down the sides of his mouth as he let out a loud, primal roar to the sky. 
 
    Vida clutched to him, hips moving on their own accord as white milk leaked from her breasts between her body and Lucian’s body. The beast men and woman hooted in celebration, bouncing up and down and shaking trees. 
 
    Opal watched with wide, oval eyes as Lucian took on an appearance of a demonic monster and she fell to her knees, unable to stop the wetness dripping down her inner thighs. 
 
    Vida opened her eyes and looked to Opal, their gazes connecting.  
 
    “We are going to have so much fun,” the succubus laughed. 
 
    *** 
 
    Ebin sat and looked to Lota as she stared into the forest. When she looked back to him with an angry glance, he looked away and began whistling. 
 
    “Stop that,” the dark paladin growled. 
 
    Ebin looked at her again. “I can’t help it. I keep thinking, is she a paladin or a dark paladin?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” Lota said as she looked to the forest again. 
 
    Ebin nodded. “Well, in a sense, it does. One likes to make love and heal. The other likes to make love, heal, use whips, and chains.” 
 
    Lota let out a flustered sigh, but continued to scan the forest. 
 
    “I mean, hear me out. Paladins and clerics like to heal those who are damaged in some way. Physical and or emotional damage can be eased by their touch. Beyond that, how do they do it? I mean, does a dark paladin whip you into submission to heal you? The scarring alone wouldn’t be very good, unless someone is into that sort of thing…” Ebin stopped when Fawn and Chalice moved to him, one grabbing his hair and the other pressing her boot on his shoulder. 
 
    “He talks a lot,” Fawn said to Lota. 
 
    “We could drain him to keep him quiet,” Chalice licked her lips. 
 
    “Ladies, I assure you that I will not say no to a little draining,” Ebin tried to smile as he ignored the pain from the hair pulling. 
 
    Fawn looked down, “It wouldn’t be a little draining.” 
 
    Ebin’s smile grew wider, “Did I mention that I wouldn’t say no to a lot of draining either.”  
 
    Lota was about to turn around, her hand on her mace and ready to use it when movement caught her eye. Keeping her hand on her mace, she stared into the brush for a long moment before figures emerged. The dark paladin’s eyes widened and a smile formed. 
 
    Lucian stepped out of the brush, Opal to one side and a green succubus with leaves barely covering her body to the other. Opal’s eyes were a little distant, but the green succubus winked at Lota. Lucian had a satisfied look in his eyes as he approached the dark paladin troll. 
 
    “It seems everything was fine?” Lota eyed Lucian and his new companion. 
 
    “Lota, this is Vida, the Life Succubus. She is one of the eight I told you about before. Vida, this is Lota.” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Vida stepped closer, her hands touching the troll and sniffing at her. “She is darkly delicious. I can smell Lucian’s scent all over you.” 
 
    Lota said nothing as she watched Lucian’s amused smile. 
 
    “She’s a little primal. I’m not sure if she is house-broken,” Lucian joked. 
 
    Vida giggled before she squatted down and a stream of piss struck the ground. 
 
    “I would say she’s not,” Ebin smiled. 
 
    Lucian eyed Fawn and Chalice. The two succubi shrugged, Fawn letting go of Ebin’s hair and Chalice pulling her boot off his shoulder. 
 
    “Thank you, ladies,” Ebin shook it off before addressing Lucian again. “What was all the shouting in the distance. It didn't sound like a good time.” 
 
    “It was fine. We had to convince our friend here to join us,” Lucian smirked. 
 
    Vida stood up and brushed her hair back with her fingers. “Yes, we were trying to find out who would be on top. Lucian won.” 
 
    “Oooo,” Ebin nodded. 
 
    “We don’t have too far to go. We should reach the town Claymore just after dusk. Let’s get moving,” Lucian commanded and began walking. 
 
    Grunt moved closer with his bound wrists and helped Ebin back to his feet. The mage whispered his thanks as the succubi took positions around them both.  
 
    The group walked on the dirt road, Lucian, Lota, and Vida leading the way. Opal trailed slightly behind Lucian, her gaze to the dirt road and emotions swirling along her demonic heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    The sun’s light burned away to the coming night. A dark purple sky glowed and the occasional shooting star flashed across the heavens. The familiar chill of night began to sink into tired bodies as they marched through the darkness. Mist flowed from their breaths except for one, who seemed to be perfectly fine as her tail swung back and forth behind her. 
 
    “We should see the town soon. They have an amazing soup,” Vida grinned as she walked comfortably through the cold night air. 
 
    “You’re not cold?” Ebin asked as he crossed his arms and shivered. 
 
    “I’m still hot from before,” Vida looked to Lucian and winked. 
 
    The dungeon core had turned his head to see the exchange and found himself smiling. Vida’s personality seemed to come out more and more. Shame didn’t seem to be part of who she was and Lucian found it refreshing. The other succubi had their moments at times, but the life succubus was all herself. 
 
    “Have you been to the local towns?” Lucian asked the life succubus. 
 
    Vida nodded. “I’ve been all over these lands. It’s amazing how much townsfolk will let you get away with when you show them a little tit and ass.” 
 
    “Nothing more?” Ebin asked with a crude grin. 
 
    “It depends,” Vida said as she sauntered along, completely relaxed. 
 
    Ebin turned his attention to Lucian. “How in Lukken did you get so lucky? I mean, to have so many beautiful demons following you?” 
 
    Lota shot Ebin an annoyed glare. 
 
    “And beautiful troll. Yes, I was going to say that next,” Ebin bowed his head to the paladin. 
 
    Lucian looked ahead, “As I said, it’s a long story. One I’m not sure you should know, considering how we met again.” 
 
    Ebin’s shoulders sagged. “Lota could sense I’m not lying. What else can I say that will prove I’m not a threat?” 
 
    Lucian looked down as he walked. Ebin was many things, but a devious mastermind was not one of them. Survival can make people do strange things, even against their core character. It burned at him as he still mistrusted his old friend and he wondered if he was being too difficult about something that happened years ago. 
 
    “When I feel the time is right,” Lucian finally said after a moment of silence. 
 
    Ebin looked down and nodded. 
 
    Grunt trailed behind his master, small eyes glistening as he could feel Ebin’s sadness. The other succubi surrounding the mage glanced at each other. Opal was quiet as she walked and Lota stepped along like she didn’t care. 
 
    Ebin lifted his head, a new confidence filling his jaw as he spoke up, “I don’t want my life anymore!” 
 
    The group stopped in their tracks and everyone turned to look at the mage. 
 
    Ebin stood his ground, arms at his sides and fingers curled into fists. “I’m tired of surviving. I’m tired of living a life that is a lie. When you spoke about balance back at the academy, I listened. I knew what you were saying was right. I agreed with it. I wanted to be just like you! I wanted to be brave and instead, I cowered because I didn’t want to get expelled. All of the Hollow Chasers felt the same. 
 
    “After I graduated, all I could see was everything you talked about. The holy powers and wealthy clamped down the world into a boring paradise! The dragons don’t care. The Kunarr people are broken. The Sormir don’t leave the ocean’s depths. The people are clueless and aimless. 
 
    “Students killed themselves in the Academy because they saw how pointless it all was. I don’t want life to be pointless. I want meaning!” 
 
    Lucian turned and walked to Ebin. The core and mage stared into each other’s eyes, a knowing fire between them. 
 
    Ebin continued, “You never asked why I joined the secret necromancy circles. You never wondered why I would try to learn such dark magic. I’ll tell you because you’re my friend. I wanted to learn how to become a Lich. I wanted to end this life and start a new one where I shoved the world's petty control into their smug faces!”  
 
    Lucian’s face remained blank as an inner wicked smile curved into his spirit. “How far have you come to learning how to become a lich?” 
 
    Ebin’s confidence faltered and he looked away. “Not far. There isn't any lichs anymore. The secrets were long gone after the Great Migration. I pieced together some of the ingredients and maybe part of the ritual. It’s hard to know since no one has accomplished it in about a thousand years. I’ve experimented, but that’s it.” 
 
    Lota stared at Ebin as defeat painted his expression. 
 
    Lucian placed his hand on Ebin’s shoulder, “Don’t give up. You still have to prove yourself, not just to me, but to yourself. When we get back to the dungeon, we can…” Lucian trailed off as something bright touched his senses. 
 
    No one else reacted except for Lota and Vida. The troll and succubus’s eyes widened as something blasted their souls. 
 
    “Something is following us,” Vida and Lota said at the same time. 
 
    Tension rippled among the group as backs turned to each other and everyone faced out in a circle. The wind whistled through the trees. The primeval forest was dark, but the glow of the purple sky gave some light. Grunt moved closer to Ebin, his wrists still bound, but a protective glare in his eyes. 
 
    Lucian spread out his senses, searching through the darkness. He thought to create some light, but stopped himself, not wanting to give away their location. The wind died and a pulse of power washed over the entire group. 
 
    The succubi drew their swords as Lota pulled her mace from her belt. Black aura up, the dark paladin felt the pulse of power from behind them. 
 
    “It’s getting closer,” Lota whispered. 
 
    Lucian brought up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 1,000/15,000 
 
    Abyss Shards: 10 
 
    Rooms: 104 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 600/600 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 600/600 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 600/600 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
    Summon/Speak/Control Wild Monsters 
 
      
 
    Seducing Vida had brought his stats back to full, but he didn’t get the added benefit of the hit points because he wasn’t in his dungeon. An abyss shard only provided a fraction of his hit points and Lucian knew he had to be careful for all their sakes.             
 
     “What is that?” Ebin said as he stared into the dark forest. 
 
    All heads turned in the same direction as two pinpoints of blue light appeared. The points hovered in the darkness, but bobbed slowly as they grew slightly brighter. A memory from his mage studies tickled the back of his mind, but the core prepared himself, ready to channel power.   
 
    “Lucian, I can raise the dead to aid us,” Ebin whispered. 
 
    The core said nothing as everyone stared. The two pinpoints of light grew brighter as whatever it was approached. The balls of light turned into hovering blue flames. 
 
    “It’s…so full of life,” Vida said, mesmerized. 
 
    Lucian channeled his power. 
 
    You have spent 10 points from your Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 590/600 
 
    A mirror image of Lucian appeared some distance away. Lucian’s gaze was split as he sent the much weaker version of himself toward the glowing lights.  
 
    Mirror Lucian stepped along, eyes not blinking as he slowly closed the distance. A figure appeared from the dark, their body shrouded in flowing robes. A deep hood concealed their features except for the glowing flames for eyes. Pale hands hung at its sides as it walked with cold confidence. 
 
    Mirror Lucian stopped in his tracks as a pale blue aura appeared around the shrouded figure. The pinpoints of flames grew brighter before it lifted a hand and lightning blasted out. 
 
    Lucian watched as his mirror self was shattered to nothing instantly. A surge followed along the tether and slammed into Lucian’s main form, sending him reeling. 
 
    You have taken 50 damage! Hit points: 950/1,000 
 
    Opal reached out and stopped Lucian from falling. The dungeon core shook his head before shock colored his brow. 
 
    “It’s a Dire Mage,” Lucian seethed as he tried to collect himself. 
 
    Ebin’s eyes widened. Lota and the others gave confused glances to each other and to Lucian. 
 
    “A fucking Dire Mage! They were all sealed away after the Migration! They haven’t been used in forever!” Ebin shouted as black energy pooled in his hands. 
 
    “Lucian, what are we dealing with?” Lota spun her mace and kept it at the ready. 
 
    “Dire Mages are mana personified. They are nothing more than logic and mana energy. They were used to hunt down powerful enemies for the right price back in the old world.” 
 
    “They have high magic resistance and are near unstoppable!” Ebin added as he backed up. 
 
    Lucian stared as the dire mage moved closer, blue flames surrounding its pale hands. Shadows writhed under its hood, but even they could not conceal the flames for eyes. It was then that Lucian understood what happened with Thomas Gray at the ball. He cursed him with a mark and sent a dire mage to finish the job. Awakening a dire mage from the crypts meant that Thomas wouldn’t let any laws or rules hold him back from exacting his revenge disguised as justice. 
 
    “I’m not sure we can win this fight,” Lucian said plainly. 
 
    Lota shook her head. “They must have a weakness we can exploit?” 
 
    Lucian glanced to Opal and watched as true fear colored her eyes. The earth succubus was frozen again, unsure what to do. 
 
    Lucian’s heart hardened as he barked out commands. “They are strong against magic, but not as strong against holy attacks and physical damage. Ebin, don’t use direct magic on it. Nika, keep the others back until I give the command. Lota, don’t engage until you see an opening.” 
 
    Grunt growled before his misshapen muscles bulged. The stone bindings around his wrists cracked and shattered, pieces falling away. The flesh golem continued to growl as he stood in front of Ebin, hands becoming meaty fists. 
 
    Lota spoke to Lucian as she stared at the approaching robed figure. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Test its strength,” Lucian said in a low, but determined tone. 
 
    “That’s suicide!” Ebin shouted. 
 
    Lucian turned his head slightly, his gaze connecting with Opal’s scared eyes. “I won’t let anything happen to you. I promise,” and blinked away. 
 
    “Lucian,” Opal whispered before her gaze shifted and watched Lucian appear about forty feet away from the dire mage. 
 
    Lucian channeled power as the dire mage turned its burning eyes to him. Pale hand up, blue fire bloomed higher as an azure fireball formed. 
 
    You channeled 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 550/600 
 
    Air whipped around and formed into a white disk. It spun like a razor saw as the dire mage lifted its hand and threw a blue fireball. The fireball streaked toward him and the core blinked away right before the ball struck a tree and exploded. 
 
    The area lit up as the top of the tree came crashing down, its trunk in blue flames. Lucian blinked back and watched in frustration as the air disk he created melted away. Blinking within the radius of the abyss shard allowed him to move instantly around but seeing what happened to the elemental disk, Lucian summarized the shard’s power was limited and reset when he appeared again. 
 
    Lucian channeled his power again. 
 
    You channeled 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 500/600 
 
    Another white disk formed and began to spin. Lucian remained where he was as the dire mage turned its attention to him and its hand filled with a blue fireball again. This time, Lucian wasted no time as he launched the white air disk. It sliced through one tree and then another. Trees cracked and fell. 
 
    The dire mage turned its attention toward the two trees falling directly over it. It threw fireballs, one from each hand. The fireballs struck the trees and shattered them to cinders. 
 
    Lucian moved his hands, controlling the white disk. It sliced through trees like a knife through butter, sending them down on the dire mage. The robed figure swung its arm, creating and throwing fireballs in rapid succession while its other hand pointed at Lucian and a stream of blue fire snaked out. 
 
    Lucian backed up and dove to the side as a stream of azure fire smashed into a tree and blasted it into kindling. Lucian was back onto his feet, running as the stream of flames followed him. The white disk continued on its path, cutting through the trees, but the moment the thick trees began to fall, they were shattered to pieces by fireballs.  
 
    The dire mage turned its attention to the white disk before a large stone shot up from the ground and shattered it to nothing. 
 
    Lucian kept moving as flames chased him. Disk gone, he readied to channel his power again. The dire mage was strong, almost too strong, but he had to keep its attention off the rest of the group. 
 
    The dire mage began walking, azure flames pouring from its hands. Lucian ducked behind trees only for them to explode off their trunks. Magical heat touched him and he dove for the ground as flames roared overhead. 
 
    “Lota,” Lucian whispered to her mind. 
 
    Turning onto his back, Lucian scrambled to his feet and darted off to the side as flames chased him. 
 
    The dire mage marched forward until it turned its attention. Lucian looked over his shoulder, thinking to see Lota when his eyes widened in surprise. 
 
    Grunt roared as he charged, a thick tree in his immense hands. At his side, Lota moved with determination. The pair closed the distance and the dire mage extinguished its fire. Turning, it watched as the flesh golem tried to ram the tree into it. Hand up, blue flames sparked before a stream shot forward.  
 
    Grunt roared again as the tree in his hands was split in half. Flames surged and slammed into the giant monster’s thick chest. Grunt’s body was thrown back, roars turning into animalistic moans. The giant monster slammed into a tree, exploding it into kindling as he crashed into the ground. 
 
    Lota didn’t slow down, black aura up and mace swinging. With a silent charge, she closed the distance. The dire mage looked to the dark paladin before stones flew up like crossbow bolts. Lota’s mace swung, smashing each stone to dust, her body spinning and pivoting. She moved with power and grace as she closed the last few feet, mace smashing stones. Diving down, knees first, she was within striking distance and slammed her mace into a kneecap. 
 
    The dire mage stumbled before energy surged around its body and exploded. The dark paladin gritted her teeth as she was thrown back, her aura cracked. Hitting the ground, she tumbled back to her feet and kept moving before a fireball struck the ground where she was a second ago and exploded. 
 
    “Lota! I’m coming!” Lucian shouted as he channeled power. 
 
    Something darted high above and Lucian ignored it as he readied to press his attack. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 490/600 
 
    A hundred fist-sized stones rose up from the ground and into the air. Lucian was about to unleash them when his eyes widened.  
 
    The dire mage hurled fireballs at the fleeing Lota when something green fell from the trees. Legs wrapped around the dire mage’s neck as claws were raised. 
 
    “You’re not being very nice,” Vida laughed as she slashed down. 
 
    The edge of the hood shredded before the dire mage lifted a flaming hand and shot blue flames at the succubus on him. 
 
    “No!” Lucian cried out as flames engulfed the succubus. 
 
    A noise rose up from the flame engulfed Vida, yet it wasn’t screams, but pure laughter. She slashed and slashed at the dire mage’s head as she continued without a mark on her skin. 
 
    “Mana is life! I am life! You have no power over me!” Vida laughed as she shredded the hood. 
 
    The dire mage’s hood fell away in tatters as its bald head was exposed. Bright flames poured from head wounds. It didn’t make a sound as it reached up, grabbed Vida by the arm and pulled. The green succubus was flung like a rag doll against a tree. The attack was so strong, the tree cracked and she let out a painful grunt. 
 
    Lucian didn’t hold back as he fired off a hundred stones at once. The stones flashed forward, but when they were close, they shattered against a mana barrier.  
 
    The dire mage was silent as it grabbed the dazed Vida by her neck and slammed her against the tree she just hit. The life succubus woke from her daze, struggling and fighting. A stone shot up into the dire mage’s other hand and he raised it over his head. Black lighting shot from the dark and struck the barrier hard enough to crack the mana shield. 
 
    Ebin grunted as he fell to his knees, all his mana spent in one shot. 
 
    The dire mage ignored the damage as the mana shield began to heal. Stone still in hand, its flaming eyes stared at the struggling succubus in its grip. Vida cried out as the stone shot down, her thin arm grabbing the dire mage’s wrist and stopping its attack with a painful grunt. 
 
    Lucian appeared behind the dire mage, power surging through his form. 
 
    You spent 200 points from your Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 290/600 
 
    Rock and stone shot up, encasing Lucian’s fists and forearms in thick stone. Lifting them up, he slammed each one in rapid succession, pummeling the shield like two hammers. 
 
    “Let her GO!” Lucian shouted as his arms moved in a blur. 
 
    Unleashing himself, his arms moved faster than a normal body could. The mana shield cracked as Lucian drilled into one point. Eyes wide with rage, he watched as the dire mage threw Vida away and turned into Lucian’s attack. The mana shield cracked, but didn’t collapse as the dire mage’s eyes glowed with indifferent fire. The hood melded back together and formed over its head once again. 
 
    “Lucian! Get away!” Lota shouted as she charged. 
 
    The dark paladin cursed her mace with unholy power as she heaved it up and threw it. The mace swung through the air and slammed into the mana shield, shattering it. 
 
    Lucian managed to get one solid punch in, his rock encased fist striking the dire mage in the face. Fiery blue eyes looked away as its head turned for a breath of a second before it turned back like nothing had happened. 
 
    Lucian took a step back to blink away when a hand shot forward and grabbed his throat just as he was fading away. Energies screamed as Lucian was caught in the dire mage’s grip. He tried to blink away, but mana clawed at his mystical form, hooking into his being and keeping him in the dire mage’s grip. 
 
    A flaming fist pulled back and slammed into Lucian’s stomach with such force, his eyes bulged. 
 
    You have taken 149 damage! Effect: Stunned! Hit Points: 801/1,000 
 
    Lucian could barely move as the dire mage pulled back a flaming fist and rammed it into his stomach again and again! 
 
    You have taken 156 damage! Effect: Stunned! Hit Points: 645/1,000 
 
    You have taken 161 damage! Effect: Stunned! Hit Points: 484/1,000 
 
    Pain cascaded through Lucian’s entire form. Mana burned at him with each strike. He took the damage, but could do nothing else as the dire mage opened its hand inches from Lucian’s stomach, a fireball blooming. 
 
    Blue fire exploded between the dire mage and Lucian. 
 
    You have taken 256 damage! Effect Stunned! Hit Points: 228/1,000 
 
    Opal watched in horror as Lucian flailed in the mage’s grip and another fireball formed in its open hand. Lota rushed ahead toward the mage. Grunt moaned on his back as Ebin struggled to stand up under his own power. Vida shook her head as she too tried to get up. The five succubi charged, their screeches filling the night. 
 
    A trickle of mystical blood dripped from Lucian’s mouth and a sardonic smile formed. “This won’t kill me,” he chuckled in the dire mage’s face. 
 
    “I’m coming to smash your core,” the dire mage’s voice came out hollow and other-worldly, but the words cut through Lucian’s bravado. 
 
    “I’ll be waiting,” Lucian coughed before the area shifted around him. 
 
    The dire mage turned its head to see large hands and fists erupt from the surrounding area. The ground shook and crumbled as gray and brown hands rose like snakes ready to strike. 
 
    In the distance, Opal stood, her body vibrating as she glared at the dire mage in furious contempt. 
 
    “He…is…not…YOURS!” Opal screamed. 
 
    The dire mage’s eyes widened as a storm of stone fists rained down. A mana shield appeared before fists slammed into it like a tidal wave. Lucian laughed as one of the earth hands grabbed him by the waist and pulled. 
 
    Lucian was yanked away as the flood of rocky fists crashed down by the dozens. The dire mage blasted out streams of blue fire, shattering stone hands, but for each one, two more appeared. 
 
    Opal’s screams filled the night as she lifted both of her arms.  
 
    Lucian watched as he was pulled back, two tower sized hands shooting up from the ground. Earth and stone flexed as the fingers opened and closed. Turning his attention to Opal, the earth succubus’s hands were performing the same movements. 
 
    Lota skidded to a halt as the ground cracked under her. Succubi shot past her like arrows, swords at their sides. 
 
    The smaller fists crashed into the dire mage while the two much larger hands curled and reached down. The dire mage blasted everything by it. A mana explosion shattered a dozen fists, but more rose up and took their places. Blue fire and earth crashed together like ancient titans. 
 
    Opal growled as her eyes were trance-like. Her hands opened as she reached down. 
 
    The giant hands reached down and clamped onto the dire mage. The powerful being struggled in the grip as fire engulfed its body. The elemental hands cracked, but held the mage in place before succubi were on them. Swords stabbed down into the mage’s shoulders and head, demon women laughing in delight. Blades sank deep into mystical flesh and one penetrated the skull. The dire mage didn’t make a sound as blue fire poured from its wounds. A breath later, mana exploded. 
 
    The succubi were thrown in every direction, some striking trees and others tumbling to the ground. 
 
    The immense earth hands held on, severe cracks running along them. The dire mage was about to unleash another burst when the hands sank down. Dirt and debris smothered the mage as he was pulled into the ground. It struggled, a muted explosion lighting up before stone and earth covered it. The ground swelled and sank, spiraling into a pattern before it smoothed away. 
 
    The earth hand holding Lucian crumbled away and he landed on his feet. Turning his gaze to Opal, he watched as her body stopped vibrating and she fell to her knees and collapsed. 
 
    Lota picked up her mace as she saw Lucian blinking away from view. Vida was to her feet and rubbing her head. Grunt moaned louder as Ebin lay on his stomach. The five succubi slowly rose up. 
 
    Lucian appeared by Opal and fell to his knees. He picked up the succubus in his arms and held her. 
 
    “Opal? Opal!” Lucian said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    Opal’s eyes fluttered, but she didn’t respond. 
 
    Everyone up,” Lucian shouted over his shoulder. “We need to get to her to town!” 
 
    The dungeon core began walking as his group slowly followed. Grunt was up, stepping to Ebin and picking him up in his arms. The succubi helped each other along as Lota sprinted to Lucian’s side. 
 
    “Is she okay?” The dark paladin troll asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure. She seems to be in shock from using too much power. We need to get to town so she can rest.” 
 
    Lota nodded. “It shouldn’t be too much farther, but we won. We can…” the dark paladin was cut off. 
 
    “We can’t slow down. I can sense the dire mage through Opal. It’s still alive, imprisoned in Opal’s power.” 
 
    Lucian looked down to the earth succubus in his arms. “If she relents, the dire mage will be free. It won’t stop until it fulfills its purpose. It wants to destroy my core and Opal is using everything she has to keep it buried.”  
 
    “What can we do?” Lota asked with concern in her eyes. 
 
    Lucian’s mind swirled into strategies. Clenching his jaw, painful realization flowed over his spirit as he had an idea on what to do next. 
 
    “Let’s get to town first. I’ll explain when we get there,” Lucian said as he looked to Opal with regret and sorrow.  
 
    The group picked up the pace, legs pushing and soon trotting into a light run. Lucian held Opal to him, glancing down to her fluttering eyes. The power to hold a dire mage was taking a heavy toll on the succubus.  
 
    Lota ran alongside Lucian, “What will we do when we get to the town? We can’t stay there while Opal is like this.” 
 
    The dungeon core nodded. “How much gold do you have?” 
 
    “About two hundred coin? Why?” 
 
    Lantern lights shined in the distance.  
 
    “Get ready to spend all of it,” Lucian said matter of fact. 
 
    The lights in the distance grew brighter and after a few long minutes, they reached the edge of town. Lucian slowed to a stop and turned around to the group. Ebin touched Grunt’s shoulder and the flesh golem put his master down. The succubi were breathing a little heavy as they turned their attention to their master. 
 
    “Time is not currently on our side,” Lucian began before turning his attention to Lota. 
 
    “Lota, buy horses for everyone and a small wagon for Opal. Load up what you can and travel through the night,” Lucian commanded as he pulled Opal’s satchel from her. “Take this. It has my abyss shard. Protect it and Opal and we may make it out of this alive.” 
 
    Lota took the satchel and put it over her head and shoulder so it laid against her hip. “Why does it sound like you’re not joining us?” 
 
    Vida, the succubi, and Ebin stepped closer. 
 
    Lucian looked at all of them with resignation. “I have to blink back to the dungeon and prepare. We don’t have the numbers or power to keep fighting a dire mage. We managed to survive this encounter, but next time one, or several of us could be killed. If I can get the dungeon ready, we might have a chance.” 
 
    “You’re leaving us?” Chalice said in a low tone. 
 
    Lucian held Opal in his arms as he looked to her and then back to everyone else. “I have to. Opal is using all of her power to hold the dire mage. Once she weakens enough, the mage will break through and continue its hunt. We need time and defenses in place.  
 
    “I promise, it won’t be long. I’ll blink back to you as long as you have the shard and lead the march back home. For now, you must keep travelling through the night. Reach the town of Tree Point and maybe you’ll have a chance to rest.” 
 
    Lucian looked to Ebin and the mage in purple nodded. 
 
    “Grunt and I will stay with them and help defend them if it comes to that,” Ebin said bravely. 
 
    The giant flesh golem nodded and a crooked grin appeared. 
 
    Lucian gave his old friend a nod before turning his attention to Lota. “You’re in charge until I come back. Keep everyone moving until Tree Point.” 
 
    “I will,” Lota nodded. 
 
    Lucian lifted Opal up and several succubi rushed to him, hands taking hold of the earth succubus and lifting her up. 
 
    Lucian backed up, the town’s lanterns casting long shadows over his hood and face. “It pains me to do this, but it’s the only way. Gain as much distance as you can and I will be back.” 
 
    “We will defend each other and you when you come back,” Vida smiled. 
 
    Lucian nodded to the beautiful life succubus. Glancing to Lota, his eyes spoke, telling her to be strong. The dark paladin troll smiled, knowing what his eyes were saying. 
 
    The dungeon core remained silent for a long second before he vanished from sight. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Lucian appeared and before he could get his bearings, energy and power surged into his body. The dungeon core fell to one knee as abyssal energy rammed into his avatar form. 
 
    You have learned Training Hall! You may now create a chamber that holds training equipment in the ways of war and defense! Cost: 200 Elemental, 200 Alteration. 
 
    You have gained 10 Hit Points! HP: 15,010/15,010 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 610/610 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 610/610 
 
    You have gained +10 to the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 610/610 
 
    Lucian’s entire body tingled as energy arced along his limbs and chest. After a moment, the power ebbed and he felt like himself again. Standing up, he called on his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 14,238/15,010 
 
    Abyss Shards: 11 
 
    Rooms: 113 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 300/610 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 610/610 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 560/610 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
    Summon/Speak/Control Wild Monsters 
 
      
 
    Creation Abilities 
 
    Create Iron Golem 
 
    Create Crystal Bats  
 
      
 
    Glancing over it, he saw that the earth elementals had started construction on the third level. The number of rooms had increased and so did Lucian’s power. It was a small boost, but with Vida’s power added to his, every drop helped. 
 
    Lucian looked around and saw he was on the core level, not far from the private chambers. Closing his eyes, he whispered with his mind. 
 
    “Hestia and Kora, come to me,” Lucian’s words touched their minds. 
 
    “Master,” Hestia gasped. 
 
    Kora was silent. 
 
    Lucian used his Sight and instantly saw Kora in Roxxy’s bed chamber. The two sat on the bed as if they were in deep discussion, but suddenly stopped to Lucian’s presence. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Kora whispered back. 
 
    Lucian was back in his avatar form and took two steps before Ida and Pink turned the corner. The succubi were smiling and giggling until they saw Lucian standing in the corridor. Shock bleeding into joy, they rushed ahead with smiles. 
 
    Lucian didn’t get a chance to utter a word as the two succubi crashed into him and nearly knocked him off his feet. 
 
    “Master!” the two demon women gushed as they hugged him tight. 
 
    Lucian couldn’t hold back his smile as he hugged them back. 
 
    The embrace lasted for a long moment before the two demons pulled back with wide eyes. 
 
    “We are so glad you’re here!” Ida started. 
 
    “Yes, we need to talk to you about something dire!” Pink finished. 
 
    “What happened?” Lucian asked. 
 
    “It’s Hestia,” Ida whispered. 
 
    Pink nodded. “She is not well. She hasn’t been yelling at us as much since you left. We think she might be sick.” 
 
    Lucian blinked before he started to laugh. Ida and Pink looked to each other and then back to their master in mystified confusion. 
 
    Lucian could barely contain himself. The looks on their faces and what was said was enough to diffuse the tension he held from the events not long ago. Embracing the two demons, he held them close and they leaned into him. 
 
    “Thank you for bringing it to my attention, but I have need of both of you,” Lucian said. 
 
    The two succubi pulled back with wide eyes filled with stars. 
 
    “Anything for you!” Ida beamed. 
 
    “We live to serve!” Pink giggled. 
 
    Lucian smirked. “I need both of you in the Core Chamber. I have used some of my elemental powers and took some damage. I need gold and gems pressed to my core so I may heal and regain my elemental power.” 
 
    The brightness in the two succubi dimmed, as did their bodies. Clearly, they wanted to help with something else. 
 
    “We can do that,” Ida sighed. 
 
    “Yea,” Pink sighed.  
 
    “Please, go to the core and feed me,” Lucian said warmly. 
 
    The two succubi shuffled off and just as they were out of sight, Kora and Roxxy appeared. The decay succubus and the mimic stepped closer, concern in their eyes. It was Lucian’s turn to be in shock as Roxxy seemed to be a little more like her old self. 
 
    Kora bowed. “I’m sorry, Master. We have been talking for some time and didn’t realize how late it was.” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “It’s okay. I’m just glad to see you both.” Lucian looked to Roxxy, “How are you feeling?” 
 
    The mimic in humanoid form nodded. “I’m managing. Kora helped me with talking about the afterlife. We bonded and it helped lift the veil of sorrow over my heart a little. This is my home now and I want to help if I can.” 
 
    Kora looked to Roxxy and gave a shy smile. “You are stronger than you think you are. Death is a transition we all experience at some point in our lives.” 
 
    Lucian nodded before he reached down and took each of their hands into his. “I am grateful you are both healing, but our home is in danger. I have a task that must be done.” 
 
    “Anything,” Kora said softly. 
 
    “Anything,” Roxxy smiled. 
 
    Lucian looked to Kora, “I need you to be in the Scry Chamber. Release the crystal bats and have them patrol as much of the surface around the dungeon as they can. Whisper to me if you see anything unusual.” 
 
    Kora nodded. “What am I looking for?” 
 
    “Something terrible and powerful. A robed creature with burning blue fire for eyes. It may be here in a few days, but we may have other enemies sniffing at our gates. We can’t risk another invasion like before. Can you be my eyes here?” 
 
    Kora lifted her chin up slightly, her dark eyes shining. “I will be your eyes and command your dead.” 
 
    Lucian squeezed Kora’s hand before turning his attention to Roxxy. “Can you stay by Kora’s side? The Scry Chamber requires a constant presence. Bring her anything she needs and relay messages if she cannot. Can you do this?” 
 
    Roxxy squeezed his hand. “I will be her partner.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Lucian said as relief touched his shoulders. 
 
    All three let go of each other. Kora bit her lip before she leaned into Lucian and kissed his cheek. The dark green succubus backed off with a shy smile before she turned and began walking toward the Scry Chamber. 
 
    Roxxy stayed for a long moment, her black gaze on Lucian before her lips parted. “Rayce really liked you. I want to honor his last wishes and help you with yours. I want to start a brood…family, here in your dungeon. Rayce always wanted a family and my children can learn about their father…if you will allow it?” 
 
    Lucian touched Roxxy’s arms and smiled. “I would be honored if you had children in our dungeon. I must warn you; things may not turn out as we planned, but I promise to defend everyone who dwells in our dungeon to my dying breath. You have my word.” 
 
    Roxxy reached up and touched one of Lucian’s hands. “I know, my lord. I promise to defend our home from all who’d do us harm.” 
 
    The mimic slowly tore herself away from Lucian with a sad smile. The thin mimic walked toward Kora who was standing at the end of the corridor. Roxxy looked over her shoulder once before reaching Kora’s side. The pair continued on until they were out of sight. 
 
    Lucian stood in the corridor, his senses calming down. Time away created a disconnection he now realized he didn’t enjoy. The dungeon was not a prison as he thought before, but an extension himself. When he was away, everyone felt it. Thoughts of his dwellers curled around his heart, and a new stronger determination glowed deep within. He would not fail Opal. He would not fail his dwellers. He would not fail Hexnia and most of all, he would not fail his queen.    
 
    Lucian began walking toward his bedchamber. Turning a corner, he could see the door to his bedroom when Hestia rushed down the stairs behind him and appeared in the corridor. The fire succubus gave Lucian a look of distilled excitement before she rushed to him. 
 
    The dungeon core was before his bedchamber door when the fiery succubus grabbed him and held him close. Tail wrapping around his leg, her body burned with heat. 
 
    “I started to worry,” the succubus whispered in his ear. 
 
    “I’m here now. Come with me into my bedchamber. We have a lot to discuss.” 
 
    Hestia uncurled her tail and let go. The pair stepped into bedchamber, the door closing behind them. 
 
    Lucian moved to a wine rack and pulled out a bottle. Fingers took hold of two glasses and placed them at the small table by his bed. With a thought, the cork popped open and he poured into each glass until they were nearly full. 
 
    The stress of the evening’s events had put a strain on him and he had to gather his thoughts. Hestia was his General here in the dungeon, but he had to be sure she could be put to task for what lay ahead of them. Gesturing with his hand, Hestia sat down in a chair as he slid the full glass in front of her. Lucian then picked up his glass, took several long gulps and sat down across from the red-headed succubus, eyes gleaming with focus. 
 
    “The dungeon is in danger. We need to discuss a few things before I leave again, but I must know what has happened in my absence and if you can command while I’m gone. Can we have this discussion?” 
 
    Hestia’s brow hardened as she gave a firm nod. “We can. I am ready.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Good. Tell me everything that has happened in my absence. Leave no detail out.” 
 
    Hestia sat up straight, her eyes like burning bright coals. “I took your advice, being a little gentler in my approach with the succubi. They responded with confusion at first, but seem to be falling into line. They have performed their duties, feeding on adventurers and making sure visitors go no further down.” 
 
    “Tell me about the visitors.” 
 
    Hestia nodded. “They have been…happy. Nothing has changed other than there has been more, coming from many locations. We have had a few naliks appear, hearing about our dungeon in the Shadow Swamp. They are robust and have fed many of our people.” 
 
    “How many succubi do we have?” 
 
    “Many keep appearing, nearly every night. My last count was eighty-three, but I expect more over the coming weeks. Queen Systra has been whispering to more, and they are coming here to serve. She has visited my dreams and thanked me with a kiss. It…has helped control my fire.” 
 
    “No one, not visitor or dweller have acted strangely?” Lucian asked, trying to get to the meat of it. 
 
    Hestia shook her head. “No, Master. The only one who is acting strangely is Irvas. The dragon complains nightly and will only speak to you. He refuses food and water and rattled his chains constantly.” 
 
    Hestia’s fiery eyes softened, “What danger is coming our way, Master?” 
 
    Lucian stared at the fire succubus. She had indeed taken to her role better than he expected. Calm confidence filled the succubus as she informed him of events within the dungeon and keeping a tight rein on her emotions. Where she often spoke or acted without thinking, she was now poised and informative. Lucian began to feel he made the right decision to give her command in his absence. 
 
    Lucian spoke of what happened in Eymore and the journey back. He told her of Vida, Ebin, and Grunt before detailing the battle with the dire mage. Hestia listened, her lips wrinkling in dismay, but she took it all in. The heat in the room grew hotter, learning of Vida, but cooled a short time later. She never interjected and was all ears until Lucian finished. 
 
    “You understand the danger we are in? Irvas is powerful, but he and his paladins lacked real combat experience. Dire mages on the other hand are directly from the war before the Great Migration. They were sealed up, never to be used again, but one of my enemies has repurposed them for his own view of justice.  
 
    “We must come up with a strategy or our dark crusade may not survive.”  
 
    “How can we fight such a creature?” Hestia asked with fire returning to her eyes. 
 
    “Dire mages can be affected by physical and holy attacks, but even those can be difficult with the many spells and abilities they possess. We can’t risk many of the succubi or undead for they will be slaughtered,” Lucian reasoned as his mind worked. 
 
    “What about a trap?” Hestia said in a low tone. 
 
    The words struck Lucian like a bolt of lightning. 
 
    Hestia looked away. “I know I’ve said that before and we don’t have a Trap Master to implement one but…” Lucian cut her off. 
 
    “That is a brilliant idea!” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Hestia’s eyes widened. 
 
    Lucian stood up. “We don’t have a Trap Master, but there is nothing to say we can’t create our own simple trap. I will need to redirect the earth elementals, but that may only be a piece to the solution.” 
 
    The dungeon core rubbed his chin as his gaze turned to the side, deep in thought. Dire mages had a host of abilities and a simple trap might not work effectively. The dire mages were packed with mana, but even their power might weaken over an extended fight. Lucian reasoned it had to be weak enough for the trap to work. 
 
    “We may have to bring the succubi into the battle after all, in case the dire mage defeats us. We will need a second line of defense. I’ve gained the ability to create a Training Hall. How many of our succubi can fight effectively?” 
 
    Hestia thought it over before she spoke, “Thirty, I think. Many of them switch to guard duty when not feeding or entertaining visitors.” 
 
    Lucian thought it over. Creating a Training Hall would help, but the amount of his power needed to create it would drain his Elemental and Alteration spheres of some of their energy. With Lota, Opal, and the others running for their lives, he had to set everything in motion and regain his lost energy. 
 
    Lucian made up his mind, “Gather twenty of the best warriors we have and bring them to a large room on this level. I’ll create a Training Room when everyone is gathered and we can begin with the first twenty. It is important that those gathered begin training immediately.” 
 
    “A few days may not be enough training,” Hestia said. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “At this point, we need every little bit of help we can gather. I want our chosen few to be ready to assist when the time comes.” 
 
    The fire succubus nodded and stood up. “I’ll gather the warriors.” 
 
    “Tell them what is at stake, but don’t force them. I want volunteers,” Lucian added. 
 
    Hestia nodded before she turned and left the bedchamber. 
 
    Lucian sat back, picked up his wine and gulped down the last of it. Memories floated along his mind, whispering of the battle with the paladins. They had had little time to prepare, but this time, Lucian would not allow a repeated mistake. The dire mages were powerful, but they still had to follow basic principles like gravity, travelling, and regenerating.  
 
    The dungeon core focused his thoughts, touching on all the earth elementals that were working. The elementals stopped their work and listened as he gave them instructions. When Lucian was finished, the elementals immediately moved to their new directives, sinking into the walls and making their way to the Pillar Entrance Chamber. 
 
    Lucian let his mind wander, seeing certain points throughout the dungeon. Visitors moaned their pleasure as succubi fed with hungry needs. Undead succubi patrolled the corridors as the dungeon had grown. Ida and Pink pressed gold, silver, and gems to Lucian’s core, his hit points and Elemental Sphere regenerating. 
 
    Lucian’s sight moved from room to room until a growling whisper touched his mind. 
 
    “Curse you…Lucian,” Irvas seethed a whisper as his form shivered in his frost prison. 
 
    The dungeon core frowned before he blinked away. 
 
    Appearing in Irvas’s chamber, Lucian looked down at the freezing red dragon. Irvas’s eyes opened and he looked up, but didn’t lift his serpentine head. Wings against his body like a blanket, the dragon continued to shiver as he growled. 
 
    “You have to eat and drink,” Lucian stated simply. 
 
    “I can go years without eating or drinking, you fool,” Irvas grunted. 
 
    Lucian’s expression remained blank. “Why did you want to see me?” 
 
    Irvas moved his head slightly as his serpent eyes looked to Lucian’s feet. “I have a request. I cannot endure this torture any longer. End my life so I may die with dignity.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “No. You can still learn from our experience together.” 
 
    Irvas lifted his snout, eyes narrowing. “I don’t wish to endure this any longer! End my suffering! I will never side with you!” 
 
    Lucian stepped a little closer, his chest a foot from Irvas’s snout. “You already know your fellow paladins are not coming to save you. If they were, they would have done it by now. Would it help to tell you that your actions have crippled the holy faith in Eymore? They no longer have greater influence because you tried to destroy my dungeon. My demons have brought joy and excitement to their lives and they don’t want to give that up.” 
 
    The dragon dipped his head. “They will bide their time and create an army of light to destroy y…” 
 
    “No, they won’t,” Lucian smiled. “My dungeon is under Eymore’s protection. We are now considered part of their territory and the Lord and Lady see fit to ensure our continued existence.” 
 
    “The betrayer manipulated them to the side of darkness!” Irvas growled. 
 
    “Her name is Lota and to ensure you know the true story, the lord and lady welcomed us with open arms.” 
 
    “Lies!” Irvas nearly shouted until his voice cracked. 
 
    Lucian softened his expression as he spoke, “Irvas, you are powerful, but your faith will not come to save you. I offer understanding, a true home and knowledge from long ago. I don’t seek to enslave the world, only bring it to what it once was, powerful and balanced.” 
 
    Irvas kept his head low. 
 
    “Lota followed Vala for her entire adult life and it did not fulfill her needs. She tried, but it wasn’t what she wanted. Now, her soul is filled with new experiences and her life has changed for the better. Not all who walk Lukken want the light. Some want or need the darkness to balance their souls.” 
 
    Lucian’s tone grew warm. “You enjoyed slaying demons and peoples you would not consider part of the light. You enjoyed their suffering, even though you had them slain for sins of their ancestors. The light can be just as corrupt as the darkness just as the darkness can carry honor.  
 
    “Your race helped Lukken grow and prosper. I’m sure the Sindrell have had their share of dark moments no one is proud of.” 
 
    The red dragon looked away. “Please, Lucian, end my life.” 
 
    “Why do you rush to death?” 
 
    Irvas didn’t look up as he spoke. “I have spent too much time in your presence. Even if I am saved, I will be viewed as tainted by darkness. My survival means I didn’t give my life for the light. They will always watch me, never trusting me and perhaps my kin if I ever have them.” 
 
    “You don’t have a family?” Lucian asked with curious eyes. 
 
    “The faith of Drogoss is not the same as the faith of Vala. Our time serving the forces of light forbid couplings and family. We can leave the faith anytime we wish to start relationships and family. If we stay, we are taught those things are a distraction and lead to manipulation from our enemies.” 
 
    Lucian studied the dragon. It was apparent the torturing frost was breaking down his defenses. Irvas appeared mournful, sad, and rethinking his life. 
 
    “That is not true? I have seen Drogoss paladins at brothels before.” 
 
    Irvas shook his head. “Meaningless sex is one thing, relations are another. The paladins under my command often shared their bodies with each other, but I am a First Paladin of Drogoss and cannot allow myself to be with others for they may lose respect for my command.” 
 
    Realization struck Lucian like a hammer to the head. “You have no family, real friends, or lovers? Are you…pure?” 
 
    Irvas gave Lucian a hard stare. “A virgin in Drogoss’s light. Now, you know my truth and that is why you must end my life. There is nothing left for me here and I must move on to my next life. You have taken away everything I have held dear. End my time so I may fly among the stars.” 
 
    Lucian’s eyes saddened. “I cannot give you what you request. Can’t you see that the light has imbalanced your very soul and spirit? How can you end it if you never truly lived?” 
 
    “I’m over a thousand years old and still considered young among my kind. I have seen much, but not all. I was just a babe when the Kunarr and the Dread Lords cut through my people, stealing eggs and killing young ones. I was lucky to be rescued when my rookery was attacked.  
 
    “I still remember the horror and blood. Evil has no place in this world anymore.” 
 
    Lucian bowed his head, shadows covering his eyes. “The pain you saw and endured affected you and no one can take that away, but your actions have also killed many innocents. You follow a dark path, no matter how much light shines. 
 
    “Irvas, there is something I can promise you. I don’t believe in hurting the innocent. I only strive for balance. Each side will have their reasons for why and who they fight, but I only strike back at those who crush anyone who is different. Sins of the past do not color a person today.” 
 
    Irvas huffed. “A noble effort, but ultimately lost. I...am lost.” 
 
    “Pledge your faith to Hexnia, follow my command and you will understand what it means to have true purpose,” Lucian said with a solemn tone. 
 
     “I cannot. You waste your words,” Irvas lowered his head to the ground and curled into a ball once again. 
 
    A whisper touched Lucian’s mind. 
 
    “Irvas, you will have some time to think over what I offer. When I return, we can talk some more.” 
 
    The red dragon said nothing as it shivered. 
 
    Lucian blinked away.  
 
    The dungeon core appeared on the other side of the dungeon level, in a large, empty room save for twenty succubi and Hestia. All eyes turned to their master and fell to one knee, bowing their heads in respect. 
 
    Lucian didn’t waste any time. Channeling his power, dark energy spiked from his hands. 
 
    You have channeled 200 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 410/610 
 
    You have channeled 200 points from the Alteration Sphere! Alteration Sphere: 360/610 
 
     The succubi were to their feet as the room rippled with power. Equipment and fighting totems sprouted from the floor. Simple sparring weapons appeared along the walls. Mystical ropes unfurled from the ceiling and hung down to the floor. Odd armor with padding appeared in a growing rack. When it was finished, the succubi moved about to each piece, looking it over. 
 
    Lucian addressed the demon women, “This is a place to spar and train. I’m sure Hestia has given you some details, but I want you all to know, this is your new home for the next few days. The undead will patrol the dungeon, but I want all of you to train your bodies and skills to become better fighters. 
 
    “Who among you would consider to be the best fighter?” 
 
    The demons looked to each other for a long moment before one stepped forward and bowed her head. 
 
    “I used to fight in the pits in Eymore. I was never beaten,” a dark-haired succubus said with confidence. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Lucian asked. 
 
    “Raven,” the succubus said simply. 
 
    “Raven, train the others to be as strong as you. If you do well, you and everyone here will be rewarded.” 
 
    The succubus nodded in agreement. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Hestia, “Please come with me.” 
 
    The fire succubus nodded as Lucian left the chamber, Hestia following. Raven turned to the other succubi and began giving commands. 
 
    Lucian and Hestia walked along the long corridor. 
 
    “Hestia, I have need of you,” Lucian said with a kind edge. 
 
    The pair made their way down the long corridor, the fire succubus silent. Lucian found it a little odd that she was being so agreeable, but he didn’t bring it up. When they turned a corner, they were by his bedchamber. 
 
    Lucian could feel his Hit Points reach their max, as well as his Elemental Sphere. Bringing up his stat screen, he saw that he only had 360 points out of 610 in his Alteration Sphere. Remembering Nadia’s lessons, he required intimacy to refill that particular sphere. 
 
    Thoughts flowed to the others trying to make it back to the dungeon, but he needed to be at full strength if they encountered a strong enemy. 
 
    The pair stood before the bedchamber door, Hestia giving Lucian a concerned gaze. 
 
    “Hestia,” Lucian began, “I have need of you to help regenerate my Alteration Sphere. 
 
    The fire succubus’s eyes widened before she let out a laugh, her voice echoing down the corridors. 
 
    “Is that it? I thought it was something serious!” Hestia laughed, her hand on her smooth stomach. 
 
    “I didn’t want anything under false pretenses,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Hestia’s laughter died and she stepped closer. “Master, you never have to ask. Take me any way you wish. We live to serve.” 
 
    Lucian gave her a small smile before she pushed him into the bedchamber. Her eyes burned with brightness as her clawed hands took hold of her master’s robes and began to shred them. Lucian let the robes fade away and vanish, standing naked before the succubus. 
 
    Hestia fell to her knees, her lips kissing the side of his hardening cock and giving it long licks. Lucian looked down, remembering she was not shy on what she wanted. Her true self blazed bright as she took the end of his cock between her lips.  
 
    Mouth sucking and tongue sliding across her master’s member, the succubus pulled off what little clothing she had. Clawed hands cupped her own breasts as fingers tickled her erect nipples. Heat bloomed as her inner fire roared. Veiny inches slipped past her lips as she slowly gagged on her master. 
 
    “We will need more, just in case,” Lucian said out loud as Hestia focused on her task. 
 
    Whispering to Ida and Pink, the two succubi finished feeding their master and looked up to listen to his voice. 
 
    “Come to my bedchamber,” Lucian whispered into their minds. 
 
    The two succubi darted out of the Core Chamber and raced down the corridor. 
 
    Lucian let out a small groan as Hestia suckled his cock, hungrily trying to pull his life through his member. Head bobbing, she moaned, unwilling to break the connection. Urges lashed at Lucian’s spirit, the tension he held before wanting release. 
 
    Two shadows appeared at the open chamber door before lantern light painted Pink and Ida’s wicked expressions. One closed the door while another charged. Lucian watched as Ida nearly launched at him, grabbing him along the side and licking at his chest. The small succubus parted her thighs and ground against his leg like a wild animal, her tail trembling. 
 
    Pink sauntered over, pulling her small clothes away and throwing them aside. The succubus looked to her master with sly eyes as she moved to the other side, tilted her head up and kissed her master on the lips. Lucian’s brow went up, never realizing Pink’s lips were so plump and inviting. 
 
    Ida licked at Lucian’s nipple, her hips almost violently rubbing her wet demonhood against her master. Frustrated moans fell from her parted lips as heat began to grow. Hestia stayed to task, sucking and slurping her master with a hunger she could not deny. Head bobbing, she grew frenetic as she moaned her wants. 
 
    Pink looked down, her delicate hand gently grabbing the base of Lucian’s manhood and stroking it to Hestia’s rhythm. Working together, they slowed, controlling the tempo and causing another groan to fall from Lucian’s mouth. 
 
    “I’m…coming!” Ida whined before her body shuddered. 
 
    Wetness trailed down Lucian’s leg as Ida’s hips moved with lustful desire. The thin succubus moaned as she held onto her master, finishing her climax before another one began to bloom. Whining her needs for more, her hips began to move against her master’s strong leg again. 
 
    Energy funneled into Lucian, filling his Alteration Sphere about fifty points. 
 
    “I need more,” Lucian commanded. 
 
    Hestia sucked and pulled with closed eyes, savoring her master until his cock thickened. 
 
    “Yes master, Yes!” Pink grinned as she stroked him. 
 
    Hestia looked up just as Lucian bent his head back and groaned. The first spurt struck the back of Hestia’s throat and she rubbed her own clit in fiery desire. Pink giggled as she pulled Lucian’s cock from Hestia’s mouth, another spurt striking the fire succubus’s cheek and another struck her lips. 
 
    Hestia moaned as she licked at the white seed, her own inner fire growing. Pink fell to her knees, licking come off of Hestia’s cheek before turning to Lucian’s member and licking dripping come from his manhood. 
 
    Energy swirled as Lucian allowed it into the appropriate sphere. Hands on him, he was pushed backwards until he landed on his back on the bed. 
 
    “I’ve wanted you for so long!” Ida screamed as she launched onto her master. 
 
     Ida took hold of Lucian’s still hard member and pressed it to her wet slit. Crying out, she impaled herself on his throbbing manhood, letting gravity work. Hips moved as her insides parted to accommodate his girth, she moaned loudly as she reached the hilt and began moving. 
 
    Lucian lifted his head, seeing Ida enjoy herself while past her, Pink and Hestia kissed with open mouths, lingering on their master’s taste. 
 
    The two women soon opened their eyes halfway before smiling evilly and standing up. The pair sauntered over and crawled into bed as Ida bounced on Lucian with reckless abandonment. 
 
    “This may take some time,” Hestia grinned. 
 
    “It may,” Lucian said as his head fell back into the furs. 
 
    “We want to be sure you're satisfied,” Pink smirked. 
 
    “So...do I,” Lucian said and channeled a few points from his Alteration Sphere. 
 
    Shadows appeared around them as Pink and Hestia turned their attention away. Three Lucians stood, naked and hard. The succubi licked their lips before the mirror images moved onto the bed, took hold of each succubus, kissing their smooth skin and soon driving their cocks into unguarded valleys. 
 
    Moans rose up, matching Ida’s moans. The thin succubus kept her eyes closed as she bounced, her nerves growing tight as she neared climax. The sounds of her fellow demons turned into a symphony which made the smaller, thinner succubus moan louder. A cock pushed into her mouth and she happily sucked on it as her inner nerves tightened to the breaking point and released to a flood of bliss. 
 
    Ida moaned as magical fireworks lit up her inner world. Lucian’s cock thickened in her valley and in her mouth. Lost to an ocean of bliss, she whimpered before spurts of come filled her throat and her womanhood. 
 
    Lucian felt and watched from each perspective. Hestia and Pink cooed their lust while Ida refused to leave the comfort of her master’s cocks. Energy flooded his Alteration Sphere, but he didn’t stop. The inner demons took hold just as Ida wouldn’t let go. 
 
    Lucian stayed, hunger and bliss cascading across his soul, but a concern touched the back of his mind as time was not on his side. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Lucian stirred from sleep. Curses flowed into the air as he tried to get up, but found himself in a tangle of limbs. Hestia and Ida were on either side of him while Pink was behind Ida. Arms, legs, and a tail coiled around him. 
 
    Blinking away, Lucian appeared fully clothed by the side of the bed next to Hestia. Touching her bare shoulder, the succubus stirred and opened her eyes. 
 
    “Come with me. We still have much to do,” Lucian said with an angry edge. 
 
    Hestia simply slipped from bed and stood up. Lucian picked up her clothes and handed them to her. The fire succubus began to get dressed, but Lucian silently berated himself. 
 
    The dungeon core stewed in his own demonic addictions. Opal’s image came to mind and he scolded himself for not keeping his control. Nadia had helped him keep his desires and what he needed to do separate, but now, Lucian no longer had the blue succubus to help keep him to task. The time indulging in his lustful side worked against his need to prepare. Spreading out his senses, he could feel the sun on the surface world and that knowledge only fueled his fury. 
 
    Hestia finished dressing, but could see anger etched into her master’ brow. “Master?” 
 
    Lucian centered his angry gaze on the red-head before his inner fire cooled. “Hestia, I sometimes have trouble controlling myself.” 
 
    “Don’t we all?” Hestia said with a wry smile. 
 
    Lucian understood what she meant. The fire succubus was pure impulse most of the time, barely holding herself back. The fact she was barely keeping her control as she watched over the other succubi was proof enough that they are similar in their needs and physical addictions. It was something the dungeon core would have to work-on on his own, bettering himself and everyone around him 
 
    “I will have to try a little harder,” Lucian said in a gloomy tone. 
 
    “I will too,” Hestia bowed her head. 
 
    Lucian gave a weak nod. “Come with me. We still have one thing to do before I return to Opal, Lota, and the others,” Lucia said and began walking toward the door.   
 
    Purpose coursed through Lucian’s form as he led the way. Hestia was close behind, a small satisfied smile on her lips and a liquid grace in her steps. 
 
    “Master,” Lucian felt Kora’s whisper touch his mind. 
 
    “I’m listening,” Lucian said with his own mental whisper. 
 
    “The crystal bats continue to scout the area, but with only four, it is very limited,” Kora said as she gazed into the scrying orb. 
 
    “I’ll make more,” Lucian whispered back, his plate filling with new tasks. 
 
    Lucian and Hestia reached the Forge and stepped in. The core looked around, seeing that the forge furnace had cooled since Opal wasn’t there. The room had a chill, not from temperature, but from Opal’s absence. She was the living spirit of the forge and Lucian wanted her back home, safe and sound. 
 
    Lucian moved to a wall that contained large buckets of ores and crystals. “Hestia, I need you here as I create something. When I’m finished, I’ll have tasks for you until we return.” 
 
    Hestia nodded. 
 
    Lucian lifted his hands and channeled his power. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere. Elemental Sphere: 510/610 
 
    Iron Ore vibrated from within the large buckets. Hestia watched as her master moved his hands in a weaving pattern. Chunks of ore rose into the air, floating to Lucian’s power. 
 
    “We need guardians for our dungeon. I don’t have enough time to make many, but one for now will help,” Lucian whispered as he closed his eyes. 
 
    The ore glowed hot, melting into each other. Lucian could see it in his mind as the ore became liquid metal, coalescing together into a large, single object. The metal firmed up, forming a metal slab, rectangular in shape. Lucian’s hands moved down as the slab lowered to the floor. 
 
    Not finished, the thick slab bent inward on top. An imprint of a vague, humanoid shape deepened into the metal slab. With a curling of fingers, the humanoid outline finished and the metal mold cooled. 
 
    Lucian lifted his hands again, collecting the remaining iron ore in the buckets. With the supply gone, the spiraling ores swirled and settled into the humanoid mold. Heat glowed as the ores melted into each other and became a metal soup. The silver metal bubbled up as Lucian used the imprint to help design what he was trying to accomplish. 
 
    When the shape was finished, a metal man-like form filled the slab, two dark points for eyes staring at nothing. 
 
    Lucian opened his eyes and stepped closer. Kneeling down, he pressed his hand to the iron form’s chest. The knowledge came to him over time since he had attained his ability and knowing how his spheres and his hit points worked, as a dungeon core he had to add the spark of life to his creations, much like the crystal bats. 
 
    Hestia continued to watch as Lucian focused. Power arced along the dungeon core’s arms before he took hold of his own essence and drove it into his hand. Energy surged, filling his hand with light before he pushed the power into the metal statue. 
 
    You have channeled 5,000 Hit Points! Hit Points: 10,010/15,010 
 
    Electrical life burrowed into the construct, arcing along its chest and splintering into its legs, arms, and head. Weakness sapped at the dungeon core as he fought to maintain the surge of power until he couldn’t take it anymore, snatching his hand away and smoke rising up. 
 
    Hestia stepped forward, but Lucian put his other hand to halt her advance. 
 
    “It’s okay. It was just a little draining,” Lucian said weakly before standing up. 
 
    You have created an Iron Golem! Cool Down: Seven days. 
 
    Lucian nodded to himself as the alert scrolled across his gaze. When the alert faded away, he looked to his creation. 
 
    Blue points of light appeared in its eye sockets. The creation didn’t have a nose or a mouth, not that it needed them. The points of light grew brighter before metal strained and groaned. The iron golem sat up and pulled limbs from the iron outline.  
 
    Pulling its metal feet away, the golem stood under its own power, faced Lucian and bowed. 
 
    Hestia could not hide her evil smile as Lucian touched the construct’s chest. 
 
    “Welcome to your new home,” Lucian smiled. “Hestia here shall be your master when I’m not here. Guard the Pillar Entrance Chamber unless Hestia or I have other commands for you. Do you understand?” 
 
    The iron golem nodded. Metal creaking, it turned from its creator and marched out of the forge without a second glance. 
 
    Lucian looked to Hestia with a tired gaze, “It drains me to create such a construct, but we will have to continue with production when the current threat is behind us. Make sure to have one of the succubi feed my core when I leave.” 
 
    “As you command,” Hestia bowed her head. 
 
    Lucian eyed two large buckets, filled with quartz stones. “Now, to create more eyes.” 
 
    The dungeon core channeled his power. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere. Elemental Sphere: 410/610 
 
    The crystals shot into the air and began swirling together. Lucian was quicker this time, crystals forming into ten, vaguely bat-like shapes. He had used this power before and knew that was the limit. He previously experimented with the original four, but they didn’t have time for half-measures.  
 
    You have spent 100 Hit Points! Hit Points: 9,910/15,010 
 
    Lucian watched as his essence shot up from his chest and splintered into smaller streams. Each stream stabbed into a crystal bat and their wings began to tremble. The core watched as each one contained about ten hit points and not long into it, the bats took flight and swirled around the Forge Chamber. Tethers only Lucian could see snaked out from each bat and connected with the Scry Chamber.  
 
    Lucian gave a mental command and the bats shot out of the room, moving through the dungeon and heading toward the surface. 
 
    “They will aid Kora as scouts,” Lucian said as he turned to Hestia. “I have elementals working on our trap. For tonight, allow visitors to enter the dungeon, but inform the succubi to tell them that they cannot enter afterwards for a few nights. I don’t want a repeat with the paladins where we had to fight a threat and protect guests.” 
 
    Lucian looked away for a moment before turning his gaze once again to the fire succubus. “After all the visitors are gone, inform all dwellers of the coming threat. Create several lines of defense in case the dire mage breaks through our initial one.” 
 
    “I will, Master,” Hestia said with a hint of concern. 
 
    Lucian’s jaw clenched before he relaxed his demeanor. “Hestia, we lost Nadia and Rayce because we weren’t prepared. I will not allow it to happen again. If you feel the defense is not strong enough, do what you need to do to make it better, stronger.” 
 
    Lucian took a deep breath before conviction filled with eyes. “I will not allow an enemy to get the best of us again. This will be the point where we push back against the light.” 
 
    Pink touched Hestia’s cheeks as she sauntered closer. Leaning in, she gave Lucian a deep, loving kiss before pulling back with warm eyes. 
 
    “We believe in you as much as you believe in us. We will make the world balanced.” 
 
    Lucian touched her hip, drinking in her warmth. “We will,” Lucian said and vanished. 
 
    Hestia lingered, Lucian’s touch fading from her body, but not from her soul. “My Queen, you have chosen well,” the succubus smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucian travelled at the speed of thought, streams of light passing all around him. Even in his incorporeal form, it felt like his heart was hammering in his chest. There was no word from Lota or the others, Lucian hoping it was simply because they were fine. A horrible thought stabbed at him that if they were captured, he would appear in a trap. 
 
    The streams of light shortened and stopped. Lucian remained incorporeal as he looked down. Weakness drained him, but it didn’t stop a small smile forming. 
 
    Horses trotted along the shadowy forest, one of them pulling a small wagon. Lota rode the horse pulling the wagon, her gaze on the path ahead. Around her, several horses walked along, two succubi on each one. Vida leaned on Nika, her head against the succubus’s back, eyes closed and drool spilling from her open mouth as she slept. Ebin was to the rear, riding his horse while Grunt trailed behind. The flesh golem seemed to not have any issue with following, a small melodic hum in its stitched-up throat. 
 
    Lucian floated over the wagon and looked down with sad eyes. Opal was on her back, covered in a thick blanket. Her eyes moved behind closed lids and her lips were parted, taking in quick, small breaths. Aside from that, her body moved slightly to the wagon’s sway.  
 
    Not seeing a threat, the dungeon core appeared before them on the road. 
 
    Haggard eyes widened before reins were pulled and horses slowed to a stop. Relief touched their brows, but it was Lota who gave the dungeon core a wicked smile. 
 
    “Glad you could join us,” the dark paladin said with a teasing edge. 
 
    “It’s good to be back,” Lucian returned her smile with his own. 
 
    Vida woke up and wiped at her chin before turning her tired gaze to Lucian. “Oh, you’re back,” the life succubus yawned. 
 
    “We’re happy your back!” Fawn and Chalice shouted in unison. 
 
    Nika, Mona, and Breen smiled at their master. Ebin waved from the back and a second later, Grunt lifted a large hand and did the same. 
 
    “How is she?” Lucian asked as he approached Lota’s horse. 
 
    “She hasn’t changed,” The troll said sadly. “She’s not in pain from what I can tell, but she’s not home either.” 
 
    Lucian nodded, hoping her state was temporary. “How was Ebin?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” the mage yelled from the rear. 
 
    “Okay for the most part except for all the talking. He finally shut up an hour ago,” Lota smirked. 
 
    “I can hear you,” Ebin said loudly. 
 
    Lucian nodded as if he too didn’t hear him. “Were these all the horses you could buy?” 
 
    Lota nodded. “The few horses and the wagon used all of my gold and Opal’s gold. We are officially out of gold at the moment. 
 
    Lucian looked to Lota’s horse and rubbed his own chin. “Blinking along with you will get annoying very quickly.” 
 
    Lota smiled and scooted further up on the saddle. “You can ride with me?” 
 
    Lucian grinned. “I know how to ride.” 
 
    Lota nodded and scooted back, slapping her inner thigh. “You can take the reins while I relax if you like?” 
 
    “I just want to slee…” Vida said with an annoyed edge before she slumped forward on Nika, mouth hanging open again. 
 
    Lucian blinked and he was on the saddle. Lota curled her arms around his waist and leaned onto him as he took the reins. 
 
    The group looked to Lucian as he addressed them.  
 
    “You have travelled far through the night. Judging from where we are, we should reach Tree Point by sundown. We can find lodgings and spend the night, leaving at first light.” 
 
    Heads nodded. 
 
    “How are we going to pay for it?” Lota whispered to Lucian. 
 
    “I will handle it when the time comes,” the core smiled before flicking the reins. 
 
    The horses began to move again. All heads turned forward and began the march westward. Shafts of sunlight lit up patches of brilliance against demon bodies and horses. Grunt lifted a finger as several butterflies landed on it, flexing their wings and flying away. 
 
    Lucian looked ahead as his Elemental Sphere regenerated slowly. Hestia must have ordered a dweller to feed his core in the dungeon. The sphere filled with each passing moment until finally it had reached its max. Relief touching Lucian’s eyes, he hoped it would all be enough to get home safely. 
 
    Time flowed on as the sun moved across the sky. Tired bodies slouched forward, barely holding their eyes open as the gentle sounds of the forest lulled everyone into a half dreamy state. 
 
    Lucian simply watched everyone as they rested. Lota leaned against his back, eyes closed and her breath soft. The core touched her hand and she snuggled against him. 
 
    A thought entered Lucian’s head and he quickly channeled a few points from his Alteration Sphere. A mirror image of the dungeon core appeared in the wagon, sank down and lifted Opal’s head so it could lay comfortably on his lap. Lucian watched the road ahead and stayed with Opal, hoping his presence would bring her some comfort and maybe back to him.  
 
    When the sun touched the horizon to the west, Lucian stared ahead to plumes of smoke rising into the air. 
 
    Ebin’s horse trotted next to Lucian’s horse, the mage giving the dungeon core a wry smile. 
 
    “I have some gold to pay for a night’s stay,” Ebin offered. 
 
    Lucian looked over with a mild smile. “Thank you. I can reimburse you when we reach my dungeon.” 
 
    Ebin nodded but didn’t turn his gaze away. “You never answered my question before, what happened to you?” 
 
    Lucian looked ahead, his smile fading away. “I’m not sure you want to know.” 
 
    Ebin looked down. “I do want to know. Seeing you after all this time, I just want to be sure you are who I remember you to be.” 
 
    Lucian tilted his head forward, shadows covering his eyes. “Do you remember our Dungeon Core studies?” 
 
    Ebin’s brow wrinkled in confusion before his eyes widened. “No, say it isn’t so! You became a dungeon core? Holy shit!” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Fell in love with a demon queen and she made me like this so we could spread our message of balance.” 
 
    “She must be pretty special,” Ebin smiled. 
 
    “She is,” Lucian smiled as well. 
 
    The mage looked to the half-sleeping succubi on horses, “And they are your, soldiers? Lovers?” 
 
    “Yes,” Lucian said simply. 
 
    Ebin gave the core a sly smirk. “You’re going to take over the world?” 
 
    Lucian shook his head, “No. I’m going to bring it where it needs to be. One side has too much power and I want to rectify that before it’s too late.” 
 
    “I always knew you would do great things. I want in,” Ebin said rather quickly. 
 
    The dungeon core’s expression soured slightly. “Ebin, this life may be a difficult one. Besides, how do I know you won’t betray me again?” 
 
    Ebin’s shoulders sagged a little. “I’m still sorry.” 
 
    “I know you are,” Lucian looked to his old friend. “You can understand why I have concerns. What we are trying to accomplish is bigger than all of us. I can’t risk it if for a moment if I think you will…” the words trailed off. 
 
    Ebin nodded before he smiled. “I can sign a contract in blood.” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “You may have to,” the core said before he made a clicking sound and his horse trotted a little faster. 
 
    Ebin looked to Lucian with a wide smile until it melted away and he raised an eyebrow. “Does it have to be my blood?” 
 
    The group trotted on until they reached the outskirts of Tree Point. The logging community was a simple town with a single muddy road through it. A large mill was by a medium sized river. Simple homes, a shop, and a tavern lined the small dirt road on either side. Smoke continued to float up from the chimneys. 
 
    Several town’s folk with green skin moved about, a number of them moving toward the tavern. Lucian eyed them as they rode through the middle of the road. Lizard-like people eyed the man in red with several demon women on horseback. Naliks stopped in their tracks to see the newcomers. 
 
    Lucian glanced back to his group, not seeing Grunt. 
 
    “He’ll wait in the woods,” Ebin mouthed silently. 
 
    Lucian nodded and led his group further in. When they reached the tavern, the succubi stirred from their half-dazed sleep. Lota pulled back, blinking away the heavy weariness. Vida leapt off the horse and landed on the street. Without ceremony, the life succubus squatted down and relieved herself. 
 
    “I’m sure that will win everyone over,” Ebin muttered under his breath. 
 
    The naliks moved on, some continuing to the tavern and others turning away and going elsewhere.  
 
    Lucian dismounted as his mirror-self let Opal down gently on the wagon and faded away. 
 
    “Ebin, see about getting us some rooms. Lota, go with him,” Lucian directed. 
 
    Lota slipped down from the horse. Ebin dismounted and nodded. The mage gave Lota a stupid smile as she approached him, grabbed his robe by the shoulder and pulled him inside the tavern with her. 
 
    “Get ready to move Opal when we have our rooms,” Lucian said to the succubi and they nodded in agreement. 
 
    A nalik stepped closer, dark eyes holding a nervous glance before he quickly moved past them and into the tavern.  
 
    Lucian spread out his senses, but it didn’t take his considerable abilities to see that the people of the logging town were a little skittish.  
 
    “I don’t want any problems with a town so close to the dungeon. Be respectful,” Lucian said to the demon women. 
 
    “What if they are not respectable to us?” Nika asked. 
 
    “We’ll decide when we come to that.” 
 
    “I need meat,” Vida scratched her flat stomach. 
 
    “We’ll get food inside,” Lucian said with an amused glance. 
 
    A short moment later, Ebin and Lota walked out. The mage looked defeated as Lota had subdued rage in her eyes. 
 
    Lota approached Lucian. “They won’t give us rooms because our kind is not welcomed.” 
 
    Ebin walked to Lota’s side. “I tried to offer a little extra gold but they refused.” 
 
    Lucian’s brow hardened. “We are not going to travel another night with Opal in this condition. Stay here and I will sort it out,” Lucian said and marched toward the Tavern door. 
 
    The door swung in easily as Lucian stepped inside. A roaring hearth blazed, chasing away the evening chill. Naliks sat at several tables, heads low and eyes glancing at Lucian. A lizard man stood behind a bar, hands down and his eyes a little wide.  
 
    Lucian walked up to the bar, “Is there a reason why our gold is not welcomed here?” the core asked with a defiant edge. 
 
    The nalik lowered his head in shame. “I apologize, my lord. The town owner has made it perfectly clear no demons are allowed to stay within the town limits. He has threatened our livelihoods if we do not comply with his wishes.” 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    The nalik didn’t lift his head as he continued, “Many demons have passed through here to reach the Malyx Dungeon. The demons have seduced some here and the owner has told us it has slowed productivity. He does not wish to see any more demons within the town limits.” 
 
    Lucian eyed the nalik with a shrewd gaze. “And what’s your opinion?” 
 
    The nalik looked up with concerned eyes. “We only wish to provide for our families,” the nalik said. 
 
    Lucian noticed the slight twist in his mouth, as if the nalik wanted to say more. 
 
    “Where is the owner?” Lucian asked simply. 
 
    “Lord, I cannot…” Lucian cut him off. 
 
    “I only wish to have a discussion with him.” 
 
    “Please, leave before he takes his wrath on us,” the nalik pleaded. 
 
    Lucian studied the nalik, seeing the hallmark invisible marks of a working slave. The fear in the lizard-man’s eyes shined with dark dread. The deep bow of his head indicated he and most likely all here were kept under boot.  
 
    Lucian recalled his time in the Shadow Swamp, seeing a people who were proud and easy to be with. Before the dungeon core stood a whipped animal, who was afraid of losing everything. 
 
    “I have a friend who is in dire need of a room for the night. Please prepare it for us while I speak to the owner,” Lucian directed before he turned and walked toward the door. 
 
    “My lord! He will punish us!” the nalik blurted out. 
 
    “No, he won’t,” Lucian said as he exited the tavern. 
 
    Lota, Ebin, and the others turned their attention to Lucian as he stepped down onto the muddy street. Before a word could be uttered, Lucian lifted a hand and fire blazed to life. With a mental command, the fireball shot into the air and exploded into flaming shards. 
 
    Everyone looked up, but it was Vida who clapped and smiled. 
 
    “We starting trouble?” Lota asked. 
 
    “We are ending it,” Lucian said gruffly as he walked to the middle of the road and stood there. 
 
    Scaled faces moved to windows while several doors opened and heads poked out. Lanterns shined as many naliks looked to see what the flash of light was. The air took on a vibration as concern filled reptilian eyes on either side of the dungeon core. 
 
    Lucian stood his ground and waited. He didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    From a large home at the end of the street, a man stepped out with a sword at his waist and a curled whip in his hand. Other men and women joined him from the nearby buildings. They were all human, anger and rage filling their movements and expressions. They gathered together in the middle of the road and started marching toward the robed man down the street. 
 
    Lucian’s expression was a blank mask as he waited. Lota and the others stood to the side. The troll was about to step to Lucian’s side when he held a hand to her, palm up. The troll stepped back, crossed her arms and didn’t bother to draw her mace.  
 
    The man leading the group of fifteen people was slightly portly. He had a thick beard with gray hairs running along it and a scowl that could melt iron. Lucian was unaffected by the gaze, but many naliks close by shrank away or closed their doors. 
 
    “What is the meaning of this!” the portly man growled before he stopped, whip unfurling and touching the street. 
 
    “I have a complaint. My people and I are passing through and wish to spend the evening here before we travel in the morning. We were turned away. A member of my group requires a warm room to sleep in. We must stay here for the night.” 
 
    The man’s brow tilted and he let out a gruff chuckle. “I’m happy these lizards enforced the rules. No, you and your fucking demons cannot stay here! I’ve had it to my eyeballs with those fucking creatures arriving almost every night. They fuck my workers and then they are too lazy to work the next day.” 
 
    The tavern door opened and the nalik Lucian spoke to, peered out. 
 
    The owner turned his attention to the tavern door and scowled. “Zenn! If you don’t fucking get back in there, I’ll fucking whip your children! 
 
    The nalik stepped back in and closed the door. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes narrowed. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Call me by my title, Baron! You don’t fucking need to know my name. Now, gather your lot and move on or you’ll spend the night bleeding in the forests.” 
 
    “What has brought you to be so vile,” Lucian asked as he channeled some of his power. 
 
    Baron laughed again, chuckles and snickers filling the air from those at each side of him. Daggers shined in the lantern light, as did a few large hammers. The group surrounding the baron readied themselves, a hostile aggression filling their eyes. 
 
    “Vile? HA! The lizards need to be kept in their place so they work! Who the fuck are you? Walking into my town with fucking demons. I will be sure to tell Lord and Lady Ashbridge about the demonic forces in these lands. They will send the faith to eradicate each one!” 
 
    “Master, I can dispatch this fool,” Nika growled. 
 
    The baron’s group readied themselves.  
 
    Baron crossed his arms. “Master? You must be connected to that fucking dungeon. I’m willing to bet there is a bounty out there for the likes of all of you. It doesn’t surprise me that a troll is with you. Fucking Kunarr never know their true place, on their knees.” 
 
    “Thank you Nika, but I’ll handle this. Please bring Zenn out here,” Lucian said calmly. 
 
    “The bitch will do no such thing!” Baron shouted and his people readied themselves to attack. 
 
    Lucian shot the baron’s group a look. The match was lit and the people charged. They made it several steps, raising their weapons when eyes bulged and choking sounds filled the air. Body’s stumbled as they all grabbed at their throats. Weapons fell to the muddy road, one by one before men and women fell on all fours. They wheezed and choked, the murderous rage long gone from their eyes and replaced with fear and panic. 
 
    Baron’s arms fell to his sides, right hand drawing his sword and left hand snapping his whip, ready to fight. Fear colored his gaze as the men and women on the ground before him writhed in torment. 
 
    “I pulled the air from their lungs and am allowing small amounts to keep them alive. The longer this goes on, the greater the chance they will pass out and eventually expire,” Lucian said with a sardonic smile. 
 
    “You fucking…” The Baron said before he too began to cough and struggle to breathe. 
 
    Sword and whip falling from his hands, he grabbed at his throat as he tried to draw in breath. Eyes bulging, he fell to his knees, his cohorts continuing to fight for drops of air. 
 
    Nika came out of the tavern with Zenn. The nalik looked at the writhing people in terror as the succubus brought him to Lucian’s side. 
 
    “Zenn, tell me, how cruel is the Baron here?” Lucian asked with all the time in the world. 
 
    The nalik looked down as the Baron pleaded with large eyes, gasping like a fish on a stone. 
 
    “Very cruel,” Zenn said with a sad tone. 
 
    “Does he beat the children here of your noble race?” 
 
    Zenn nodded. “We are strong, but he beats our families when any defy him.” 
 
    “Pl…plea…please,” the Baron coughed and gagged as he swayed. 
 
    Zenn looked to the others, writhing in the mud. “They all do, laughing at us as they work us to the bone.” 
 
    “Does the Baron have a family?” Lucian asked while he stood, relaxed. 
 
    Zenn nodded. “His wife and two children are kind souls. Hostage by this cruel man.” 
 
    “Do you believe in justice?” Lucian asked as the choking and gagging grew fainter before them. 
 
    Zenn nodded.  
 
    “I do as well. I believe the cruel should be held accountable for their actions. A balance must be struck between all. Do you agree?” 
 
    Zenn’s gaze lowered. “If he dies, another landlord will come, marry his wife and take over his lands. We would lose everything for the sake of justice. I may believe in it, but it will not feed our families.  
 
    “My lord, please spare this soul.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head slightly. “It doesn’t work like that, not anymore. Tell me Zenn, if food and a warm home didn’t factor into this moment, what would you do? What would all of your people here do?” 
 
    “I cannot say,” Zenn said with a sad edge. 
 
    Lucian nodded kindly. “I’ll make myself a little clearer. You have this moment to bring justice to this man and his followers. The town of Tree Point will be part of my lands and every nalik here will never have to worry about pain or go hungry. You all shall be free to stay. 
 
    “You simply have to tell me what you would do. Do you think he will change, become kinder?” 
 
    Zenn eyed the Baron as he fought for every breath, “No. He has worn his cruelty like a badge of honor. His soul is rotten.” 
 
    Lucian bowed to the nalik. “Thank you for your honesty, Zenn. The Baron has caused an imbalance to your lives and I want to correct it.” 
 
    Lucian stood up and turned back to everyone on the floor, their mouths open and gasping. The Baron had fallen to his knees, wheezing for a breath as wide eyes stared. 
 
    “Nika, Mona, Breen, Fawn, and Chalice,” Lucian called over his shoulder, “kill them all.” 
 
    The succubi nodded as they drew their swords and approached the fallen men and women. 
 
    “Did you mean it, what you said about helping us,” Zenn asked as he watched the demon women step among the struggling men and women in the mud. 
 
    “Every word,” Lucian smiled before turning to the nalik and placing his hands on each side of the lizard-man’s shoulders. “What I need from you right now is to go to the Baron’s home and help the baroness and her children to pack their belongings. They must ride out tonight. Can you do that?” 
 
    Zenn turned his attention over just as Nika raised a sword and stabbed it down into a back. The man barely flailed before he became still. The other succubi stabbed down into prone backs and chests, ending lives instantly before moving to the next ones.  
 
    The Baron watched in panicked horror as his people were killed around him with swift stabs. Grunts, moans, and gasps filled the road as their lives winked out one by one. Naliks emerged from their homes, staring with indifferent eyes as their cruel masters were slain in turn. 
 
    Zenn nodded before he broke away and started walking. The Baron’s eyes pleaded for mercy as the nalik stepped past him and continued on to the large home at the end of the street. 
 
    The Baron coughed and gasped as Nika moved behind him, sword up. 
 
    Lota stepped to Lucian’s side, “If the baroness leaves and informs others of what happened here?” 
 
    “The innocent will not be sacrificed. I will address this little encounter with Lord and Lady Ashbridge at another time. For now, see this as an example of what’s to come,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    “Pl…” the Baron fought to say before Nika’s sword sliced his head from his neck. 
 
    A crimson fountain flowed upwards from the neck stump for a few glorious seconds before the body fell to the ground, next to the head. The Baron’s eyes stared at nothing as blood pooled into the mud. 
 
    When the last body bled out, the street was filled with corpses. Nika ran the flat of her sword against her thigh, a warm satisfaction in her small smile. 
 
    Naliks came out of their homes to see the carnage. No one sobbed or cried out, cold eyes on the corpses cooling in the street. 
 
    Ebin stepped closer, his gaze on the corpses.  
 
    Lucian looked over to the mage, “Can you live with this? Can you be a part of a future where balance is restored?” 
 
    Ebin lifted his hands, purple energy glowing along fingertips. Arcane words spilled from his lips as his gaze took on a transfixed stare. When the last word was uttered, power flashed along the street and sank into the bodies. For a long moment, nothing happened. A second later, a hand moved. 
 
    Lucian and Lota watched as the men and women began to rise up and stand under their own power. Their eyes were sunken in and their mouths gaped. Even the corpse of the Baron stirred and then rose up, hands grabbing at its head and holding it in the crook of its arm, eyelids slowly blinking. 
 
    Mana faded from Ebin and he smiled. “I can have the Baron and his people shuffle around at his home forever, or at least until they are discovered. It will give the appearance that they are still in charge. Should buy you enough time to discuss with Eymore royalty.” 
 
    Lucian and Lota smiled as Ebin admired his handy work. 
 
    “I will have to stitch the head back on. I wish Nika simply stabbed him,” Ebin muttered. 
 
    Naliks moved from homes along the street, stepping closer to Lucian and his group. Scaled hands reached out to touch him. The core didn’t stop them as they touched his robe, bowed their heads and whispered prayers to the old gods.  
 
    In the distance, a horse neighed before it rushed to the road, a woman riding it while the animal pulled a small wagon. Small wide eyes stared down the street as they rushed off into the darkness. Zenn soon appeared on the street, walking toward the naliks and the standing corpses. 
 
    When the nalik reached Lucian, he bowed his scaled head. 
 
    Lucian bowed slightly, “May we stay in your humble tavern this evening?” 
 
    “As our guests of honor,” Zenn finished. 
 
    “Thank you, Zenn,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    Vida moved to Lota’s side, sadness in her eyes as she stared at the standing undead. 
 
    The dark paladin looked over to the life succubus with a raised eyebrow. “Why are you sad?” 
 
    “I was going to eat the corpses. I couldn’t let all that meat go to waste,” the green succubus sniffed.     
 
    Lota put her arm around the smaller succubus, squeezing the demon to her. 
 
    *** 
 
    Drinks flowed as kegs and bottles were opened. The tavern was packed with nearly everyone from town as drinks were handed out to waiting hands. Nalik children raced through the sea of bodies, laughter spilling from their mouths. Succubi toasted with frothy beers. Lota helped pour into every available cup and mug. 
 
    Lucian stood by the stairs, drinking in the sight before him. Heart lifting, he saw the pure joy on all the naliks small snouts and eyes. The tyranny toppled and all seemed to be in agreement. 
 
    Ebin sat at a table, using a thin rope and thick needle to sew the Baron’s head back to his body. Naliks would come over and slap the undead Baron along the head. Ebin protested that he was trying to work, but smiled as he said it. 
 
    Lucian turned away from the celebration and made his way up the stairs. At the top, he walked down a long corridor until he reached a room. Stepping inside, his gaze was drawn to Opal on the bed. A blanket covered her still form as she lay on her back. Her eyes moved under their lids, but otherwise, she was still the same. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer and slipped into bed next to her. Despite the good feeling of freeing the small town, concern clawed at his heart as the earth succubus was still unconscious.  
 
    Holding Opal close, the dungeon core looked to her in the dim lantern light. 
 
    “We are almost home,” Lucian whispered, hoping she could hear him. 
 
    Opal remained as she was, unresponsive. 
 
    “Sleep well,” Lucian whispered as he drifted off, Opal smiling in his dreams. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Lucian walked along a tunnel; his mind deep in thought. The air was cool against his face as he moved with purpose. Familiar scents and feelings washed over him as he enjoyed being home after such a long time away. The core’s crystal heart beat with comfort as Lucian prepared for battle. 
 
    A shadow melted from a wall and stood before Lucian. The core stopped in his tracks as he eyed the shadow. 
 
    Darkness bled away and a dark-skinned man eyed the dungeon core with a wide smile and piercing blue eyes. 
 
    “How goes your conquest?” Rayce grinned. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes widened. “Rayce…” 
 
    The shadowmancer’s wide grin soured in the blink of an eye. “You’re already trying to replace me with someone who betrayed you before? I thought you were smarter than that.” 
 
    “Rayce, it’s not like that at all,” Lucian found himself fumbling slightly. “I can’t bring balance with sentiment and sorrow. I need soldiers.” 
 
    The shadowmancer crossed his arms, brow hard. “How many will you sacrifice for your selfish goals? Queen Systra chose wrong!” 
 
    “Rayce…” Lucian said as the corridor began to ripple and change. 
 
    A scream pierced the air and Lucian turned his head to listen for it.  
 
    “You will rule a world empty of life,” Rayce said as he drew his short sword and stabbed Lucian in the gut. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes blinked open as the morning light filled the bedchamber. Mental cobwebs fell away as the dream glowed in his mind’s eye. After a few seconds, the images bled away and the core took a cleansing breath. 
 
    Opal lay on her back, beside Lucian. Her eyes moved under their eyelids, but her breathing had quickened. 
 
    Lucian sat up, mentally pushing away the fog when a sound was escaping Opal’s lips. At first, it was a hiss and then it exploded into a weak scream. The core took hold of the succubus as her eyes shot open and she sat up with a start. 
 
    “No!” Opal shouted before her body began to shake. 
 
    The dungeon core took hold of her, holding her close as she couldn’t control herself. Long minutes rolled on, Opal stuck in some kind of seizure until her trembling stopped and tears rolled down her cheeks. Holding her close, Lucian spoke soothing words as the earth succubus clutched to him. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Opal sobbed. “I’m sorry I wasn’t strong enough.” 
 
    Lucian held her as she buried her face into his neck. “It’s okay. You already went far beyond anyone’s expectations.” 
 
    “I fought to smother the mage. I fought to end its existence, but it's too strong. It will break free and it will come for you,” Opal continued to sob. 
 
    “We have a plan. We can fight it,” Lucian said, trying to comfort her. 
 
    “I’m not as strong as you need me to be. If I was stronger, I could have killed it.” 
 
    Lucian looked down with warm eyes. “Opal, have you killed anyone?” 
 
    The succubus pulled back with wide eyes before they glistened in sorrow. Opal shook her head, fighting back the tears. 
 
    “You did an amazing thing and bought us time to prepare our defenses. I’m just happy you’re awake. We’re close, maybe by the end of today we will be in our home.” 
 
    “The dire mage won’t stop. It told me so as we fought. It told me it will kill you and then all of my elemental sisters.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “I know. Those creatures will never stop until they complete their task. Like I said, we will be ready for it.” 
 
    Opal sniffled before she leaned in and kissed Lucian on the lips. The couple savored each other, hands taking hold. The succubus pulled at Lucian’s clothes before they vanished. Opal then pulled at her travelling clothes, nearly ripping them off and tossing them aside. Lucian helped her until she was naked. Tail trembling, the succubus was on him, rubbing her womanhood along Lucian’s hard member. 
 
    No words were spoken as they kissed each other in a lustful frenzy. Opal’s true self came out, gently biting her master’s shoulder as she rubbed herself along Lucian’s rock-hard cock. Breaths swirled in heat before hips pressed down, Lucian’s cock spreading her valley and invading, inch by loving inch. Their bodies connected; heated movements released charged bliss. 
 
    Neither Lucian nor Opal could deny their needs. Thick inches spread Opal’s inner world while the succubus pressed her body to her master. Hands glided over each other before Lucian pressed his hand to the small of Opal’s back, holding her to him as she impaled herself on him. Bliss cascaded over worried nerves as the core and succubus could not stop themselves. 
 
    Lucian held the succubus to him as he turned his body and put Opal on her back. Arms and legs encircled the core as his hips thrust with power. Nerves blazed as Opal whined her needs and Lucian happily drove every thick inch into her. The succubus bit his shoulder a little harder, her entire body shuddering to his powerful thrusts, fucking her senseless. 
 
    Lucian was lost to wondrous sensations, happy that Opal was awake and needing him. She sighed her pleasure and this made the dungeon core rambunctious. Biting her neck, the two suckled on skin as hips worked. The embrace consumed them and before long, Lucian’s member thickened as Opal let out a shrill moan. 
 
    Opal’s nerves flared as repeated inner explosions filled her soul. Lucian grunted as he drove his hips between her tender thighs. Molten white seed filled her thin inner world. Spurts continued until come leaked from their union. Opal cried out again as the hurricane of orgasms rocked her body. The couple could not stop, stuck in their private paradise as bodies moved of their own accord. 
 
    When the bliss slowed, Lucian and Opal were breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. 
 
    The dungeon core lifted his upper body to look down on Opal’s dreamy smile. Leaning down, he kissed her as his hips moved and his cock made one last spurt of come. When their lips parted, the core lowered his head and suckled on Opal’s pointed nipple and she sucked in a sensitive breath. 
 
    “Master…I promise…to be stronger,” Opal whispered as Lucian’s half-hard cock continued to slide in her very wet valley. 
 
    “We both will, together,” Lucian said before sucking on her nipple and giving it a light nibble. 
 
    Opal gasped as she clutched to Lucian, not letting go. 
 
    “I need some more,” the succubus whispered. 
 
    “Me too,” Lucian said, his cock hardening once again. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lota stood by the horses and wagon, arms crossed and enjoying the sunlight on her skin. The succubi loaded up the wagon with several kegs of mead, beer, and several crates of wine. Ebin directed the undead to return to the Baron’s home and look like they were doing something. He gave a final directive that the undead were to listen to the naliks in town. 
 
    Zombies turned and started walking to the large home at the end of the street. 
 
    Small groups of naliks stood in the middle of the street. Snippets of conversations floated to Lota’s sensitive ears, hearing that they were planning on how to run the logging mill and who would take what duties. Strangely, some were saying goodbye to others. 
 
    The door to the tavern opened, Lucian and Opal stepping out. The dungeon core and succubus stepped onto the muddy street with small smiles as they approached their group.  
 
    Vida could not be contained as she rushed ahead and hugged Opal. 
 
    “You have always been the strongest,” the life succubus smiled with wet eyes. 
 
    “Thank you, my sister,” Opal said with a tight embrace. 
 
    Lucian moved to Lota and the troll gave him an approving nod.  
 
    “It’s safe to assume that the dire mage will be coming for us again,” Lota grinned. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Opal tried to stop it, but it overpowered her in the end. We still have a head start. We should be to the dungeon by this afternoon if we leave now.” 
 
    Lota slapped the side of the small wagon. “Zenn gave us gifts of mead, wine, and beer. He said he will send more every week so our stores don’t run out.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Where is Zenn?” 
 
    “I’m here,” came a voice from behind. 
 
    Lucian turned to see the nalik approach with a confident smile. The lizard-man bowed his head to Lucian before looking at him with warm eyes. 
 
    “You have done us a service, one we will never forget,” the nalik smiled. 
 
    “I only brought balance to your lives. You all now have the freedom to choose where life will lead you next.” 
 
    Zenn nodded. “It is why we have chosen to align with you, Master Malyx. It was discussed through the night and we came to an understanding. Some of my people here will stay with me to continue to run the log mill.” 
 
    Lucian’s gaze turned to the naliks in the street. Many of them had packs over their shoulders and children with them. 
 
    Zenn continued, “Your beautiful demons told us about your empty dungeon and your crusade to restore balance to Lukken. Many of my people want to help you achieve this noble goal and ask to join you on your pilgrimage to your home, making it their home too.” 
 
    Lucian let a small smirk slip. “The Nalik people are welcome to call my dungeon home. I would be honored.” 
 
    Zenn smiled and knelt to one knee. 
 
    Lucian helped him back up, “No need to kneel. With time, I hope you come to make a home in my future kingdom.” 
 
    “We will, I swear it,” Zenn nodded. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “How many of your people will join us?” 
 
    “Twenty-four, but they may send for others after they settle down.” 
 
    Lota chimed in, “We have extra horses from the stables here, but not enough for everyone.” 
 
    Zenn smiled. “My people are strong and can walk. We have another wagon for the young ones.” 
 
    The nalik bowed before stepping away. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer to Lota and stood side by side with her. “Our ranks grow. Having naliks in the dungeon will better our chances of gaining support from the Shadow Swamp.” 
 
    Lota gave a sly smile. “You’re in a good mood. Does it have anything to do with a certain succubus waking up?” 
 
    “That’s part of it. The other part was putting the Baron and his comrades in their place. Corruption under the guise of ownership is still corruption. The Baron seemed to think of the nalik people as his personal property, not caring for the consequences. A lesson he learned at the end of his life.” 
 
    “The people in power have grown soft and lazy. I can’t wait until we drive fear into their hearts,” Lota said with a wicked smile. 
 
    Lucian nodded. “Our shadow alliances will grow before we march across Lukken.” 
 
    The dungeon core looked to the succubi and naliks gathered and warmth touched his mystical body. 
 
    “Lota, let’s get prepared. I want us home by sundown,” Lucian smiled in the brilliant morning light. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun sank low in the sky. Pink light touched the top of Red Peak Volcano as a large group moved along the barely visible road. Trees to one side of the road parted as grass stretched on until it touched a small, sandy shore by a grand lake. 
 
    Lucian looked up to Red Peak and a small measure relief glided along his entire mystical body. The trip back to the dungeon was uneventful for the most part. Glancing back to the small caravan, naliks walked while young nalik children hopped and played on the wagons. Vida made faces to the lizard children from horseback and many of them made faces back. 
 
    Nika, Mona, and Breen guarded the sides along the small, thin road while Fawn and Chalice stayed to the rear, talking and giggling. Lucian wondered how they could talk so much since they were around each other every minute of every day. Shrugging to himself, he turned his attention to the lake on his right. 
 
    The lake’s surface was smooth, almost glass-like. Ripples formed as insects floated above the water. Small splashes rose up as fish jumped up to eat the insects and fall gracefully back into the water. Despite the activity, the lake had long moments of remaining still. 
 
    Lota smiled when she too looked up to Red Peak before lowering her gaze to Lucian’s back. The dark paladin’s heart sighed as she looked at him. Opal rode alongside the dungeon core and Lota watched as the dark-skinned succubus reached out to touch his hand.  
 
    Lota didn’t feel a spark of jealousy or malice seeing the tiny affection, but it was obvious to her that her teacher and master would be spending a lot of time pleasing his growing harem of concubines. The troll hoped he would still have time for her as they grew their power and territory. 
 
    Lucian squeezed Opal’s hand before they let go of each other. The earth succubus continued to smile as she looked to her master. Lucian enjoyed the attention. He wanted nothing more than to take Opal to the water’s edge, lay with her and watch the stars blink to life across the heavens. In another life, he could have been so carefree, but deep down, he knew it wouldn’t be so. 
 
    The dungeon core turned his attention forward as faint inner thoughts rose up again. Despite their victories, Lucian had read enough legends, myths, and tales to know what the end of his life would be like. No matter how noble the goal, restoring balance to Lukken and raising up all peoples, he would always be seen as the villain. He could spare a million souls, but even a small amount of his crimes would paint his life as a monster. The people across Lukken would know him as a dungeon core that tried to destroy the world, never believing he was trying to save it. History would write of his evil deeds and never appreciate what he tried to do and why. 
 
    Lucian clenched his jaw as his horse trotted along. Truth needed to be scribed and recorded for prosperity. A library needed to be created and books written. Much like how he found Queen Systra’s journals that set his soul and mind to task, Lucian had to create a legacy so others may draw their examples from both good or evil. They simply had to learn the lessons and apply it to their world in the future. 
 
    “Thinking about the future?” Opal asked with a small smile. 
 
    “Is it that obvious?” Lucian asked as he looked at her. 
 
    “You have a thinking face I have grown to love.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “We have so much to do and barely any time.” 
 
    “Maybe you should start giving some things to others. You’re not alone.” 
 
    Lucian’s shoulders sagged a little. “I will. The dire mage is only our newest threat. There will be others and not long after, armies will march. It will be those times where my spirit will hurt the most.” 
 
    “Innocent lives lost?” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “It means something when a soldier or common person fights for something they believe in. It’s another matter entirely when innocent people are caught in wars or battles spill into their lands and homes. I don’t want to burn the world away. I want to carve out places where each side has a home and is treated with respect.” 
 
    Opal nodded as her horse trotted next to Lucian’s steed. “The dragons have chosen to simply live their own lives. The trolls have been beaten and never recovered from the war. West of the Middle Kingdoms is still wild, untamed lands. That only leaves one enemy that must be defeated.” 
 
    Lucian looked over with a raised eyebrow. Opal never spoke of strategies, war, battles, or politics. She spent her time working in her forge or sleeping in Lucian’s bed. The change in her was a tad shocking, as if something had changed in her very soul; or was it there the entire time and he didn’t notice until now? 
 
    Opal looked to Lucian with a small smile on her lips. “My father was not only a blacksmith. He loved reading history and we spent many hours discussing it over dinner. My mother enjoyed the talks, but she liked to listen while we discussed how it used to be before the Great Migration. It was exciting to discuss, but my family never wanted to be in a war. We simply liked what we read and dreamed of ancient battles and wars.” 
 
    The earth succubus stretched her arms and yawned before her delicate hands took the reins again. “I know I was afraid when you set me to bring the Abyss Shard to Eymore. I thought I was going to die every hour of the journey, but fighting the dire mage woke a piece of me I didn’t know was there.” 
 
    Opal lowered her gaze, but her small smile remained confident. “Please have missions, quests, and tasks for me. I feel ready to try. I’m ready to be there at your side to realize our grand crusade.” 
 
    Lucian smiled. “Opal, you truly are a beautiful enigma.” 
 
    “And you are a magnificent master. I will follow you forever,” Opal said with a shy edge. 
 
    Heat pumped through Lucian’s body before he shot the succubus an amused smirk. “You mentioned an enemy must be defeated for us to win? Which enemy do you mean?” 
 
    “You already know,” Opal said shyly before looking to the lake to their right. “The lake is beautiful. We must come out and bathe in its waters.” 
 
    Lucian was about to press his question again when something touched his senses. It was light, barely a flicker, but it was there. The dungeon core stared past Opal, gaze on the waters with tiny ripples. The feeling remained and the core focused his vision. Something dipped in the water, but Lucian couldn’t tell if it was a fish, or something else. 
 
    “Something is in the lake,” Vida said as her horse trotted on the other side of Lucian’s horse. 
 
    “Is it dangerous?” Lucian asked, never taking his gaze off the body of water. 
 
    “It’s not welcoming. I have even avoided this area because of the strangeness I feel from the waters. The beast people never drink or swim in it. They have avoided it for many generations,” Vida said with a shrug. 
 
    A thought latched onto Lucian and his gaze grew dark and serious. Pulling back on the reins, he slowed his horse down. The rest of the caravan slowed as well, many eyes looking to the robed man. 
 
    Lucian kept his gaze on the lake in the distance as he talked over his shoulder. “Lota, take everyone to the dungeon. Make sure they are settled and taken care of. Give the satchel to Opal.” 
 
    Lota’s expression took on a hint of confusion before she pulled the satchel strap over her head and held the satchel with the abyss shard in her hands. 
 
    “Is something amiss?” 
 
    Lucian kept his gaze. “I’m not sure. The dungeon is about an hour away. I’m sure you can handle it. Opal and I must observe something.” 
 
    Ebin and Grunt moved up closer as others turned their gazes to see what Lucian was staring at. 
 
    “What should I do about Ebin and Grunt when we get home?” Lota asked. 
 
    “What do you mean what should you do with us?” Ebin asked. 
 
    “If either of them steps out of line, kill them both,” Lucian said nonchalantly. 
 
    “I don’t think I like the COMPLETELY OBVIOUS DISCUSSION happening right now,” Ebin said. 
 
    Lota looked over her shoulder to Ebin with a wicked smirk. “I’m watching you. Don’t tempt me.” 
 
    Ebin threw his hands up, “What the hell?” 
 
    The dark paladin lifted the satchel and threw it. Opal reached up and caught it. With a smooth move, she put the strap over her shoulder and let the satchel hang at her hip. 
 
    Lucian pulled on his reins. The horse complied as it trotted onto grass. Opal and her horse followed. 
 
    Lota watched for a long moment, seeing Lucian and Opal ride across the grassy land, toward the lake. Not sure what was happening, she shrugged and called out to the caravan to keep going.  
 
    Vida stared, her eyes barely blinking. The life succubus felt a chill touch her heart and she shivered. With a snap of the reins, she too followed the rest of the caravan as they made their way along the small dirt road and toward their new home. 
 
    Lucian and Opal travelled on. The caravan slowly slipped from his senses the farther they travelled. When they were gone, both dungeon core and succubus reached the edge of the lake, the sun sinking lower and nearly touching the western horizon. 
 
    Lucian and Opal dismounted, tying the reins to the branches of a fallen log. The steeds glanced around with nervous energy, one of them stamping at the ground in discomfort. 
 
    Lucian ignored the horses as he stepped onto the muddy banks of the lake’s edge and stared out. The feeling was there, caressing his senses like a lover in the night. It had a familiar edge and he realized he had felt this sensation before. 
 
    Opal stood at her master’s side, looking out with sorrow in her eyes. “I feel it too.” 
 
    “Can you tell me about your other demon sisters? Is there anything else I should know about them?” 
 
    Opal looked down at the water, “I don’t know. It’s all so foggy.” 
 
    “You knew Hestia, Kora, and Vida. Queen Systra chose all of you for a reason. What is the common thread between you all besides friendship?” Lucian asked as the feeling grew bigger along his senses. 
 
    “We were just girls in a small town…” Opal trailed off. 
 
    “Tell me about the other four. Tell me what they were like?” Lucian asked before something broke the surface of the lake, fifty feet away. 
 
    Lucian and Opal became silent, their gaze on the eyes staring back at them. The face was partially submerged but yellow eyes stared as light blue hair slicked back over the head and small horns curved up from the forehead. Small ripples spread out from the horned head as the eyes bore holes into Lucian’s mind. 
 
    “Lucian, I want to say more, but I can’t. The memories want to surface, but something holds them back,” Opal whispered. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes narrowed. It didn’t take much to understand that Queen Systra had placed some mental block on her elemental daughters. Their memories only seemed to return when a name was uttered or they saw each other. Lucian guessed that the succubus in the water would be revealed when Opal saw her in her entirety. For now, the test had started and Lucian would have to defeat and seduce her before he received any answers. 
 
    Mind working, Lucian called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 1,000/15,010 
 
    Abyss Shards: 11 
 
    Rooms: 113 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 610/610 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 610/610 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 610/610 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
    Summon/Speak/Control Wild Monsters 
 
      
 
    Stats at full, the core readied himself. Opal, Hestia, Kora, and Vida had some kind of trial Lucian had to beat. Opal was madness. Hestia was attention. Kora was knowing warmth again and Vida was survival of the strongest. The succubus in the water was clearly the water succubus daughter, but until he interacted with her, he had no idea how to proceed. 
 
    Lucian tried the direct approach. 
 
    “Greetings, Elemental Daughter to Queen Systra!” Lucian bellowed. 
 
    The eyes in the water narrowed. A moment later, they sank down and disappeared. 
 
    “Is she shy?” Lucian pondered out loud until his eyes widened. 
 
    A watery screech filled the air as the succubus burst up from the surface. Water spiraled around her waist. Face contorted, the pale blue succubus screamed like a banshee as her fingers curled. Shards of water splashed up into the air and froze into ice.  
 
    Opal took a step back. “Lynn,” the earth succubus gasped. 
 
    “Opal, get back!” Lucian shouted as he channeled power. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 510/610 
 
    Fire burst from Lucian’s fists just as the water succubus pointed her hand and ice shards shot forth like crossbow bolts.  
 
    Lucian threw himself sideways, crashing his shoulder into Opal as his flaming fists punched ice shards from the air. Ice shattered into mists as Opal hit the ground and Lucian regained his balance. 
 
    The water succubus continued to screech as a dozen ice shards appeared, six to each side of her. With a flick of her finger, all shards shot out at once. They streaked over the lake surface, each half dozen aiming for Lucian and Opal. 
 
    Lucian pulled back a flaming hand as Opal crossed her arms. A muddy earth wall blasted up, shards stabbing into it and points appearing out the other side. Lucian’s arm shot forward, a fireball launching. The ball of fire blasted several shards to mists as the ones that shot past were struck down from Lucian’s other flaming hand. 
 
    The water succubus glared as the fireball streaked toward her. A wave of water shot upwards, smothering the fireball to nothing before crashing down. Small waves lapped on shore as Lucian stood, his left hand on fire. 
 
    The dungeon core looked over to Opal as she stayed on her rump, staring at the ice points in her earth wall. Shock bled to annoyance as she moved her hands behind the cover of her wall. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention back to the water succubus just as thirty shards streaked toward him. 
 
    “Damnation!” Lucian growled as he pointed his left hand and unleashed a thick torrent of flames. 
 
    Fire burned ice shards to mist but not all. Lucian couldn’t see as his fire surged at the incoming attack when pain radiated up his body. Looking down, four shards stabbed into his legs, two on each side. 
 
    You have taken 42 damage! Hit Points: 958/1,000 
 
    You have taken 67 damage! Hit Points: 891/1,000 
 
    You have taken 51 damage! Hit Points: 840/1,000 
 
    You have taken 63 damage! Hit Points: 777/1,000 
 
    Lucian reached down and pulled a shard out as the water succubus laughed. Hands rising up, the air around the succubus turned into hundreds of ice shards. 
 
    The core glanced to Opal, her eyes closed and hands moving. The water succubus’s attack will kill them both if he didn’t do something. 
 
    You have spent 200 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 310/610 
 
    Power surged as Lucian’s entire body was engulfed in flames. Raising a hand, rocks exploded upwards, melted and reformed into a half globe. The stone half-globe covered Opal just as the immense volley of ice shards bolted toward them. 
 
    The water succubus screeched with laughter as her hands moved, creating and releasing a stream of volleys. 
 
    Ice shards shattered against the stone shield protecting Opal. Lucian backed up, shards striking him by the dozens. 
 
    You have taken 274 damage! Hit Points: 503/1,000 
 
    Lucian felt the damage register across his entire body, but the effects were weaker. Mist billowed as ice shards struck his flaming body, reducing damage. If his body wasn’t on fire, the attack would have surely defeated him. 
 
    “No one shall claim me!” the water succubus screamed before something burst upwards from under her. 
 
    The water succubus looked down as a large stone fist rocketed up and slammed into her feet. Eyes wide, the succubus went spiraling upwards, limbs flailing.  
 
    Lucian blinked and appeared in the air with the flailing succubus. Flames gone, he grabbed her by the waist and spun his body. With a heave, he threw the succubus toward the shore and when he began to fall, blinked away. 
 
    The succubus crashed into the shallow water, face sinking into mud. Pulling her head up, a webbed hand rubbed at her head before the muddy ground upheaved and tossed her. 
 
    Lucian appeared on the muddy ground, seeing the water succubus crash into the grass and roll to a stop. Not far from him, the stone shield cracked and bloomed like a flower, Opal rising up. 
 
    “Fucking bitch!” the water succubus cursed before getting back to her feet.  
 
    A stream of water shot into the air and landed in the blue-skinned succubus’s hand, shifting and shaping into a curved blade. 
 
    Lucian stepped forward, channeling his power. 
 
    You have spent 50 points from your Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 260/610 
 
    Fire surged up from Lucian’s hand, taking a rough shape of a sword. “We didn’t come to fight!” 
 
    The succubus gave an evil grin. “I don’t care! Queen Systra chose poorly!” 
 
    The succubus raised her left hand and water churned from the lake. Lucian glanced over his shoulder to see a thick stream of water rising up and taking shape. A dragon’s head formed, connected to a serpentine body. Long teeth grew as it snapped its jaw in anticipation.  
 
    Lucian was about to channel power when stone fists rose up from the lake and punched the water dragon across the side of its snout. 
 
    Opal moved her fists, controlling the rocky fists as they punched the water construct a second time. 
 
    “Stop Lynn!” Opal shouted. 
 
    Lucian advanced, fire sword in hand. “Any pointers?” 
 
    “She’s a bitch! Treat her like one!” Opal screamed as she controlled the giant earthen fists. 
 
    Lynn screeched again as she charged, water sword in hand. Lucian advanced, keeping his mind clear. He had basic training with melee weapons but found them too cumbersome for his tastes. Close quarter fighting was not his forte but time quickly ran out as Lynn was on him. 
 
    Water sword slashing down, it was parried by Lucian’s fire sword and steam blasted out. Lynn snapped her teeth as she moved like a dancer, pulling back and slicing with skill. Lucian could barely keep up, remaining on the defensive as the succubus’s water sword slashed at his fire sword. Attacks went blow for blow, but Lucian found himself retreating with every step. Behind him, mighty crashing rang out as the water dragon used the bulk of its form to knock away the stone fists. 
 
    “Death to Systra’s chosen!” Lynn screamed as she advanced. 
 
    Lucian drank in the demon’s attacks as he retreated. She was powerful, enough for Lucian to feel her attacks vibrating along his fire sword and into his arm. Blasts of steam filled the area around them as she pushed harder, eyes holding a manic glee.  
 
    Lucian slipped on a patch of mud, losing his balance. The dungeon core paid for it with a stab to his gut. 
 
    Lynn grinned as she twisted the water blade. 
 
    You have taken 68 damage! Hit Points: 425/1,000 
 
    “You will not take me, you will not take me, you will not take me!” Lynn chanted, the words blending together. 
 
    Lucian’s left hand shot forward, clamping onto Lynn’s sword wrist. The water blade stayed within Lucian as he grunted, his fire sword vanished in a puff of smoke as he raised his right hand. 
 
    “Forgive me,” the core whispered before he brought it hard across. 
 
    The sound of the slap filled the air. 
 
    Lynn’s eyes were wide as her body turned. The power behind it sent her stumbling to the side, water sword pulling from Lucian and falling to the ground with a splash. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes were wide, realizing he never raised his hand in such a way to anyone before. 
 
    Lynn touched her cheek and looked to Lucian with incredulous eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorr…” Lucian began to say until Lynn’s face contorted into a fury. 
 
    The water succubus launched at him, claws at the end of her webbed hands flashing. Her knees slammed into Lucian’s stomach, knocking him back and his back hitting the ground. Claws flashed in a frenzy of attacks, slashing at him in a blur. 
 
    You have taken 42 damage! Hit Points: 383/1,000 
 
    You have taken 38 damage! Hit Points: 345/1,000 
 
    You have taken 40 damage! Hit Points: 305/1,000 
 
    You have taken 46 damage! Hit Points: 259/1,000 
 
    The attacks were so swift and brutal, Lucian couldn’t form a strategy. Hand forming a fist, he reared back till his elbow hit the mud and punched the succubus. 
 
    Lynn’s head snapped to the side as she was thrown. Crashing into the muddy grass, she whimpered.  
 
    Opal continued to clash with the water dragon until just before her stone fist was going to strike it, it fell apart, splashing to the lake waters.  
 
    Lucian was to his feet, moving like a savage monster. Hands out, he charged the succubus, grabbed her head and slammed it into the mud. 
 
    A muffled whimper touched his sensitive ears and he pulled her head up. Mud caked Lynn’s face as she looked up to him with a blank gaze. The screeching and mad gleam in her eyes were gone, a stone-like gaze peering at the dungeon core. 
 
    Opal stepped closer, looking to Lynn with wide eyes. 
 
    “How dare you,” Lynn hissed. 
 
    “How dare I? You tried to kill us,” Lucian heaved. 
 
    Lynn pulled her head away from his grip, stood up, walked a few feet away, sat down and crossed her arms, a scowl on her face. 
 
    Opal moved to Lucian’s side, but the dungeon core was already to his feet. 
 
    “What…the fuck…was that?” Lucian asked. 
 
    Opal gave a small nod. “Would you believe, that’s how she is?” 
 
    Lynn’s scowl grew as she stared daggers into Lucian and Opal. 
 
    Lucian stood up, his torn and slashed robe melding together until it looked brand new. Opal wiped dirt from her own face. 
 
    “I can assume you remember her now,” Lucian asked as he kept his guard up and gaze on the water succubus. 
 
    Opal nodded as she wiped mud and dirt from her arms. “Yes. This is Lynn. Her family was the wealthiest one in New Horn. Her family spoiled her, making her like this.” 
 
    “Fuck you Opal!” Lynn cursed and spit to the side. 
 
    “She had a difficult time interacting with everyone,” Opal said with a tired edge. 
 
    “Difficult time? Difficult time! I know it was one of you who killed me!” Lynn screamed, her voice echoing in the distance. 
 
    Opal shook her head. “We didn’t kill you. We don’t even know what happened to you.” 
 
    “You all were so jealous! I know it had to be one of you! I never told anyone about my swimming spot except for you and the others. It had to be one of you who put three arrows in my back!” 
 
    “Three arrows?” Lucian said as his expression returned to normal. 
 
    Lynn turned her head away and stuck out her chin. “I was swimming, minding my own fucking business when I put my face in the water. The next thing I know, an arrow hits my back and another. I lifted my head out of the water and a third hit me.” 
 
    The water succubus made two fists raised them and slammed them into the mud. “I sank down as my life left me. I lay at the bottom of the lake for a long time, Queen Systra whispering to me.” 
 
    “She doesn’t know,” Lucian said. 
 
    Opal looked down at the pale blue succubus. “Lynn, the night you died, I think that was the night New Horn was attacked and everyone was killed.” 
 
    Lynn turned her head, an eyebrow rising. “I don’t believe you. Who would attack us? Lukken was at peace.” 
 
    “Do you know how much time has passed?” Lucian asked. 
 
    “I don’t know and I don’t care! Queen Systra told me I was to be your concubine, but she can go to the abyss! I’m going home to my family. Fuck this prophecy bullshit!” 
 
    Lynn quickly was to her feet and ready to walk off when Opal bowed. 
 
    “Lynn, it’s been over eight hundred and fifty years. New Horn is gone. The only ones from town that were saved were those chosen by Queen Systra.” 
 
    Lynn stopped dead in her tracks, eyes hard. “No. I don’t believe you. My father and mother would never have allowed it. They were connected. They would have had some kind of warning. They would have paid off anyone who tried to hurt us. I don’t fucking believe you!” 
 
    “It’s true,” Lucian said with a gentle smile. 
 
    “Fuck you!” Lynn shouted. 
 
    “Come with us and we can talk,” Opal said diplomatically. 
 
    “Ha! Talk about it? I know this fucking man wants to fuck me and gain my power. The sisterhood is dead and I won’t listen to Systra. I’m leaving!” 
 
    “You can’t go,” Opal pleaded. 
 
    Lynn spun around, her naked body trembling in rage. “You won’t let me go, will you? The lake didn’t let me go either! You can’t control me! I won’t let you!” 
 
    “Can we take a moment to discuss…” Lucian stopped talking. 
 
    Lynn’s body frosted over as she stood. Pale blue skin turned to water and then frosted into ice. The succubus mouthed the words “Fuck you” again before her body became clear and shifted into a frozen statue.  
 
    Lucian rubbed his temple as Lynn became a clear frozen statue, a red heart appeared in her chest, but it didn’t beat. 
 
    “I am at a loss for words,” Lucian said as he continued to rub his temple. 
 
    “You’ll get used to her and she will get used to you,” Opal said sadly. 
 
    “What was the sisterhood she mentioned,” Lucian wondered out loud before taking another deep, calming breath. 
 
    Opal looked away, “I wish I could remember.” 
 
    Lucian nodded, too weirded out to think straight. “Well, we can’t leave her like this. We have to bring her back to the dungeon. She may not like it, but we need her.” 
 
    “We have some rope in the saddle bag,” Opal said in a tired tone. 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “She can’t be tied to the horses because of how she is standing. She might break if we drag her.” 
 
    Opal sighed. “That’s what we have to do. We can tie her to the horses and drag her home. If she is damaged, she might unfreeze herself.” 
 
    Lucian rubbed his jaw, “We can’t risk it. She is part of us, whether she likes it or not.” 
 
    Lucian channeled some of his power. 
 
    You have spent 50 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 210/610 
 
    Earth shifted under the Lynn ice statue. Thick dirt fell away as a small round stone slab rose up. The statue shuddered until the slab hovered two feet above the ground. 
 
    “I think I can hold it until we get back to the dungeon. Let’s get the rope and tie her to the stone slab so she’s secure. We can decide what to do next when we get her home.” 
 
    Opal let out a small huff, turned and began walking toward the uneasy horses not too far away. 
 
    “We should have dragged her. Pain is the only thing she understands,” Opal said over her shoulder, her tail shuddering in dismay.      
 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    Lucian’s senses were spread to the limit, taking in everything around him for close to a mile. The dungeon entrance glowed in his mind as he could feel it was close. Night critters came out of their dens to sniff at the air before foraging for food. Not too long ago, they cringed in his presence. Now, they moved about normally, accustomed to the strange being in their midst. 
 
    Opal stared ahead, silent. The two horses moved with ease along the simple trail, a flat slab floating above the ground behind them. Tight ropes held the ice statue to the slab as a gentle mist floated down and spilling over the stone edges. 
 
    Lucian looked over to Opal, seeing the sad dismay in her gaze. The history between them was apparent but she didn’t speak any further on it. The core figured he would have to get everyone in a room to discuss Lynn’s past and connection to them. Lucian pondered the connection between the elemental succubi, but it became increasingly clear that they all shared some kind of bond. Opal and Hestia’s friendship was strong while Kora was kind of the outcast. Vida was a free spirit in more ways than one. Lynn was the spoiled rich girl in the group who carried a dismal attitude. The core pondered on how he was going to pass his trial with her since she seemed completely uninterested in following him or Queen Systra’s commands. 
 
    Lucian’s shoulders sagged a little. The dire mage was coming for him, which was only a symptom of a bigger problem. The new Dean High Mage would have an army of dire mages at his disposal as well as mystical artifacts and an entire Academy of mages. Never mind the political connections he already had with many kingdoms. It made him extremely dangerous and Lucian’s mind worked on how he could turn it all in his favor. Irvas and Drogoss’s faithful managed to be stopped and their influence curbed, but Thomas Gray would not be as bold or brash. Sending one dire mage was a test of Lucian’s power. An army of them would be facing down a final death. 
 
    Lucian lifted his head and looked up to the stars. “You mentioned before that there was one enemy to be beaten for us to regain balance.” 
 
    Opal looked over with neutral eyes. 
 
    The core lowered his head and looked to the dark-skinned succubus. “You were right, I already know the answer. It’s not the Dragons, the Kunarr, the Sormir, or the Middle Kingdoms that must fall. Valliser is the seat of human power. They have withstood everything since the beginning, remaining steadfast while other kingdoms fought and burned. 
 
    “Balance can be achieved if the final strongest kingdom burns while I sit on a throne among the ashes. The political and power landscape will change forever if Valliser knows defeat, closing the circle and beginning a new age.” 
 
    Opal gave her master a small smile. “Queen Systra chose well.” 
 
    Lucian smiled before shadows lengthened under his eyes. “We will need more alliances and armies. The kingdom sits on the eastern tip of Lukken, surrounded by the sea. The Kunarr came close to sacking the kingdom during the great war. I will have to do better.” 
 
    “We will follow you to victory or defeat,” Opal said with a warm edge. 
 
    “Victory. It will be our victory,” Lucian smiled, the shadows pulling away. 
 
    Something touched Lucian’s senses and he looked up. A crystal bat fluttered across the air, circling for a long moment before it flew away. 
 
    “They know we are coming,” Lucian said in a low tone. 
 
    “What shall we do when we reach home?” 
 
    “We will move Lynn into a locked chamber on the core level. After that, we all need to meet and discuss our strategy. The dire mage is coming and we must stop it before any more lives on our side are lost.” 
 
    Lucian looked over to the succubus again. “I will need your help. You managed to contain it before, but I have to be sure it’s destroyed this time.” 
 
    “I still feel weak from the first time and fighting Lynn,” Opal said with a sad edge. 
 
    “We might have a day before the dire mage arrives. You can rest while we gather our forces to repel and destroy it.” 
 
    The horses continued, trotting along the dirt path as Lucian and Opal grew silent once again. Not long after, the dungeon entrance loomed in the dark, several figures standing at the threshold and staring out with welcoming eyes. 
 
    Lucian smiled as Lota, Hestia, Kora, Vida, and Roxxy waited. Eyes looked past their master and Opal, seeing the ice statue on the floating slab. When Lucian and Opal reached them, they dismounted and approached. 
 
    “Glad to see everyone here,” Lucian said. “Where are our new dwellers and the horses?” 
 
    Lota stepped closer. “Some of the naliks are camped not too far away in the woods. They plan to start building stables tomorrow and are watching over the horses and wagons. The rest are on the second level in a barely used section. They are making the area their home.” 
 
    Hestia, Vida, and Kora stared at the ice statue. Opal approached them and seeing the recognition in their eyes, nodded. 
 
    Hestia’s brow hardened while Kora looked away. Vida shook her head. 
 
    Lucian waved his hand and the floating slab moved toward the dungeon entrance. The group parted, Hestia’s scowl burning into the ice statue as it floated by and further into the torchlight. 
 
    “Let’s secure Lynn and then meet so we can discuss our strategy again,” Lucian directed as he followed the floating statue in, not wanting to discuss the business at hand out in the open. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucian’s hands moved, using power from his Alteration Sphere. The medium size room rippled before a long, rectangular table rose up in the middle. Several succubi stood at the room’s entrance with wine bottles and glasses in their hands, waiting patiently as their master worked. 
 
    Chairs appeared next, sliding into place while simple tapestries appeared and rolled down along the walls. Small, long tables lined the walls under the tapestries. Lanterns rippled into view, hanging from hooks and casting magical fire, giving the chamber a comforting glow. 
 
    Lucian looked over his handiwork. Returning to his dungeon was a welcomed relief. Power surged back into his body and he almost felt whole again. Gold, silver, and gems were fed to his core, refilling his Hit Points and Elemental Sphere. His Alteration Sphere could use some more power, but he would attend to that when the meeting was over. 
 
    Succubi surged into the chamber. Some placed glasses on the table before each chair. Others placed wine bottles in the middle of the table while the remaining succubi placed extra wine on the small tables surrounding the room. When everything was finished, the demon women bowed and left the room and Lucian was left standing alone. 
 
    Lucian used his Sight to peer at sections of his dungeon. The naliks were indeed making themselves comfortable while succubi brought fresh Vore Worm meat and vegetables from the garden chambers.  
 
    Changing his perception, Lucian watched the earth elementals work on his simple trap. They weren’t finished and it caused a sliver of concern. They might have until tomorrow evening before the dire mage reached them and if the trap wasn’t finished, they could suffer many casualties. The dungeon core was confident they could beat it, but there was a difference between a victory with no casualties and a victory with many casualties. 
 
    “I will not allow it to happen again,” Lucian whispered to himself before turning his perception to Irvas’s chamber. 
 
    The red dragon was huddled amid the frosty air, mumbling to himself. The mind-numbing cold was affecting him, breaking down his defenses, but he remained strong. The crooked wing had healed, righting itself into place, but the dragon simply used it to cover his body, shivering to the cold. 
 
    Lucian’s gaze winked to another chamber. Lynn stood, her body still made of ice, her blood red heart not beating. Mist flowed down, curling along the floor, but she didn’t change back. The door was iron and locked from the outside. Lucian didn’t dare give the water succubus a chance to change back and potentially cause any havoc at such a crucial time. They would have plenty of time to decide what to do with her after the threat had passed. 
 
    Lucian’s mind flowed back into his avatar as Lota, Roxxy, and the elemental succubi entered the chamber, one by one. 
 
    Vida grinned as she skipped to the wine on a small table. Driving a long fingernail into the cork, she pulled it out and began drinking straight from the bottle. The green succubus wiped her mouth with her arm after a small guzzle before drinking again, drops of wine streaking down from the sides of her mouth. 
 
    Lucian moved to the head of the table, pulled the chair out and sat down, the rest of the group following and taking a seat along the long table. Vida stepped over and sat down, drinking from a wine bottle in one hand and holding another in her other hand. 
 
    Opal, Hestia, and Lota sat to Lucian’s right while Kora, Roxxy, and Vida sat to his left. 
 
    “It’s good to have you back,” Hestia said with lightly glowing eyes. 
 
    Lucian smiled. “It’s good to be back.” 
 
    The fire succubus’s small smile faded as she addressed the group. “The dungeon has been alerted to a coming threat and visitors were told they cannot come for a few days. The dungeon is empty now except for dwellers who live here. Those who can fight are armed while those who cannot have relocated to the Core Level.” 
 
    “How is our fighting force that has trained over the last few days?” Lucian asked. 
 
    “They have been working non-stop, training themselves and each other. The only thing they have said to me was they wished they had more time.” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “They will, after the current threat is gone. We simply need them as a backup force should the initial plan fail.” 
 
    Lota spoke up, “Is there an escape route should the initial defense fail?” 
 
    Hestia looked down. “There are the wild tunnels, but they haven’t been mapped too far and there are still monsters prowling those tunnels. If there is only one dire mage, we may still be able to overwhelm it with our numbers.” 
 
    Lucian shook his head. “We will not have a repeat of what happened with Irvas and the paladins. We will stop it before it gets that far, but we must make sure our dwellers are safe or they will not stay.” 
 
    “I have spoken to the dead and they are ready to fight. They now occupy a small amount of rooms on the 3rd level,” Kora added. 
 
    “The naliks know when the time comes, they will move to the Core Level. A few offered to fight, but there are many more who are mothers with children,” Lota said. 
 
    “I’m glad they want to fight, but we have to ensure their safety. Which leads us to the chosen to fight in the Pillar Entrance Chamber. So that we are all on the same scroll, dire mages are mages who gave themselves to the power of mana. Their bodies are like living mana and logic. They were often created and used to hunt down bounties too dangerous for normal adventurers.  
 
    “Before and during the great war, they were instrumental in stopping many threats, but were forbidden to be used in actual battles. Their directives were to stop powerful, single, and small numbers of targets. They have high magic and elemental resistance. The only things that manage to hurt them are physical and holy attacks.” 
 
    Lucian looked to the left side of the table, “Lota, I will need you to be there for the battle. Your unholy power can help keep the mage off balance.” 
 
    Lota nodded. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to the life succubus as she guzzled wine. “Vida, since pure mana attacks didn’t affect you, I will need you there for the battle.”  
 
    The life succubus gave a thumb’s up as she continued to drink down wine. 
 
    Lucian looked to Kora. “I will need you to stay in the Scry chamber. Alert me when you see the dire mage approach. After that, I need you to secure the Core Level with some of the undead.” 
 
    “It will be done, Master,” Kora nodded. 
 
    Lucian turned his attention to Hestia. “I want you to stay with the succubi warriors and be prepared if the dire mage makes it past the Pillar Chamber.” 
 
    Hestia’s brow wrinkled as she gritted her teeth. “Master, I want to be in the battle. I can help!” 
 
    “I know you can, but your fire will not have an effect on the mage. Your element is energy based and won’t cause any harm to it. If I have you with us, you will become a liability.” 
 
    The fire succubus slammed her fist on the table, causing it to vibrate. “I can use a sword or hammer or whatever you need! I can fight!” 
 
    “I know you can. That is why I need you to lead the second defense. You fought well against the paladins, but everyone and myself will be relying on you to protect everyone if the first defense fails,” Lucian said calmly. 
 
    Hestia looked down, her hand still a fist. “I…understand, Master,” the succubus said with a disgruntled edge. 
 
    Lucian looked to the mimic. “Roxxy, I have a special request for you if you wish to help in the first defense?” 
 
    “This is my home too. I will help,” the mimic smiled. 
 
    “I’ll go over it with you in private. Thank you,” Lucian nodded to the mimic. 
 
    “What about Ebin and Grunt? They managed to stay alive during the first fight,” Lota asked. 
 
    “Necromancy spells do have a greater effect on dire mages. Grunt’s strength could help us as well. Both will be part of the first defense, whether they like it or not. I’m not comfortable letting them stay behind while everyone is helping. They must earn their keep if they want to stay.” 
 
    “We are going to let them stay?” Lota asked with annoyed eyes. 
 
    “As long as they are useful,” Lucian said with a commanding tone. 
 
    Lota bowed her head and sat back, understanding the decision was made. 
 
    Lucian looked to the women gathered and let out a small sigh. “The next thing we must discuss is Lynn.” 
 
    Anger and annoyance rippled through the gathered succubi. Lota and Roxxy simply looked at them, perplexed. 
 
    “We should keep her locked in that room until the end of time,” Hestia seethed. 
 
    Vida put an empty wine bottle on the table, “She’s chaotic and not in a good way.” 
 
    “We don’t speak,” Kora added in a sad tone. 
 
    “You know how I feel,” Opal said as she looked away. 
 
    Lucian leaned forward, elbows on the table. “There seems to be some history between all of you. I’ve never asked how you were all chosen to become elemental succubi because, honestly, I thought even you didn’t know. But now that our forces are growing, I can see your memories returning with each new elemental succubi found. 
 
    “Lynn may be hard to tolerate, but she is like all of you, an elemental succubi. We need her power so we can secure ourselves against the trials ahead of us. If there is anything you remember, now is the time to talk about it.” 
 
    The four succubi looked to each other, words spoken without a single lip moving. Lucian studied them, seeing that the memories had truly come back and now they didn’t want to speak on an unpleasant past. 
 
    Hestia was first to speak, “Lynn is not like the rest of us. She has never bloomed or awakened and many believe she’s of cursed blood.” 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow. “From what I know from my studies, demon-kin have two stages to their growth. Demon children do not have any sexual desires until they bloom. After that stage, they must push their bodies and experiences to the next level where they are awakened to full maturity.  
 
    “Are you telling me she has done neither?” 
 
    Hestia nodded, but it was Vida who spoke next. 
 
    “The night the sisterhood was formed, she was the only one not to participate. She left us, cursing our names as she had no desire to join us.” 
 
    Lucian leaned back in his chair, a seriousness in his gaze. “I need the whole story, all of it.” 
 
    The succubi looked at each other one more time, but it was Opal who began speaking. 
 
    “Lucian is our master, we must tell him all that we know,” Opal said with a sigh before turning her attention to Lucian. 
 
    “A year after we bloomed, we had spent a lot of time together. It’s normal to form coteries and we all kind of fell together. For a time, we were inseparable, even Lynn could not stay away even though she had not bloomed yet. For many other coteries, she would be unwelcomed and rejected until she bloomed.” 
 
    “We were very tolerant. They even took me in when my legs were lame,” Vida said as she leaned back, lifted her legs in the air and kicked them up and down. 
 
    Opal continued, “As I told you, my father and I liked history and books. There was a travelling book merchant who liked to visit New Horn. He often stopped close to our home and struck up conversations with my father every time.  
 
    “Sometimes he would come across rare books and gave my father the first chance to buy them. When he came to town, the book merchant went straight to my father and offered to sell him a book he had found in his travels.” 
 
    Opal’s eyes glistened as the memory caressed her heart. “It was a rare copy of the Tome of Regret.  
 
    “Our families spoke of rumors concerning Queen Systra, but we didn’t think she was real. Much of demon royalty was lost even before the great war. My father leafed through the pages to ensure it was real. Giving ten gold coins to the merchant, my father quickly wrapped it and gave it to me on my birthday. 
 
    “I was overjoyed when I received it. I read it several times before I talked to my coterie sisters. The love our queen felt for an immortal was the stuff of romance and power. I couldn’t bear to keep it to myself so one night I brought it to our group.  
 
    “In the weeks that followed, each one read it before passing it to another. We kept it between us eight, the book bringing us all closer together.” 
 
    Lucian remained silent. It was finally revealed the common thread between them and why Systra chose them to be her elemental daughters. 
 
    Opal continued, “We were so enraptured by our Queen’s writings that we swore to follow her examples and worship her. We didn’t know if she was still alive or long gone, but we took it upon ourselves to not let her vanish into obscurity.” 
 
    Hestia’s brow softened before she spoke next, “We didn’t just want to worship. We wanted to bond together, to show how much it meant to us. One night, we gathered together in a grassy field. We were to pledge our loyalty and love to Queen Systra and each other. We stripped off our clothes, whispering our prayers before we began to lay together in lustful bonding.” 
 
    “I was shy, but Hestia helped me like she always did to bring us closer,” Opal said in a low tone. 
 
    “I was happy to be with friends,” Kora added. 
 
    “My body was lame, but my desires were not,” Vida winked to Lucian. 
 
    Hestia continued, “As we lay with each other in the field under the stars, Lynn backed away. She couldn’t bring herself to join us. She went mad, cursing and threatening us.” 
 
    “We ignored her, caught in the bonding,” Kora said softly. 
 
    “She ran off into the night as the rest of us prayed with our bodies to our Queen,” Opal said. 
 
    Vida put her legs on the table and leaned back in her chair. “Afterwards, Lynn would have nothing to do with us. She often cursed at us in the street and we had to shun her.” 
 
    “Once, I went to her home and tried to speak to her, but she shut the door in my face,” Hestia growled. 
 
    “We tried what we could, but she pushed us all away and when she would see any of us, she made it a point to make our lives miserable,” Opal finished with a distance in her gaze. 
 
    Lucian drank it all in. The web of fate weaved between all gathered and those who had not yet been found. Queen Systra did have some kind of plan as she blessed these demon women with powers and purpose. Lynn was a thorn in their sides, but the dungeon core could not deny the fact he needed the water succubus. Despite their sordid history, she had become part of them. 
 
    “Thank you for telling me your history with Lynn. It will help when we bring her to our side. For now, we must finish what we started and stop the dire mage.” 
 
    Horned heads gave small nods as the demon women looked down to the table. They seemed not too enthused with dealing with Lynn, but they knew in their hearts that she was one of them, despite how much they didn’t like it. 
 
    The discussion continued as Lucian laid out the complete plan. Everyone noted their roles and duties. Wine flowed as did the conversation. By the end, Lucian felt better, knowing they had a fighting chance. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucian appeared in his bedchamber. Despite having his full power back, he was mentally exhausted. Taking a few steps toward his bed, he turned in the air as he fell, landing on his back. The dungeon core let out a long exhale as his mind continued to calculate risks and possible outcomes. 
 
    “My Queen…” Lucian whispered as he pictured her pale beauty, wishing he could spend a moment in her arms. 
 
    A knock at the chamber door brought the core back into his body. Lifting a hand, he made a swiping motion and the door opened. 
 
    Several figures stood in the corridor, Opal stepping in. 
 
    Lucian lifted his head to see the earth succubus walking in with Hestia, Kora, and Vida following behind her. All four looked to their master as he lay on his back. 
 
    “We talked for a little bit after you left the meeting chamber,” Opal said with a small, shy edge. 
 
    “You are our master and you should know all of us,” Hestia added with warm kindness in her demonic eyes. 
 
    Kora bowed her head. “We bonded so long ago and we individually bonded with you.” 
 
    Vida sauntered closer, leaves falling away from her and revealing her completely nude form. “It is only right we share our bond with you, together.” 
 
    Lucian put his head back, inner demons licking their lips. “I could never deny such an honor, my succubi.” 
 
     Vida stood by the edge of bed; eyes filled with primal desire. “You never had a choice, Master.” 
 
    Lucian turned his blank gaze to the life succubus and gave a small, wicked smirk. “I always have a choice.” 
 
    The dungeon core snapped his fingers. Four naked mirror avatars of Lucian appeared behind the gathered succubi. Heads turned and evil smiles appeared from Vida and Hestia. Kora turned to face a naked Lucian while Opal stared at her true lover on the bed. 
 
    Lucian’s robe melted away as he lay on his back, his mind getting used to seeing through multiple versions of himself. Lucian’s cock began to stir, but his other versions were already hard. They moved in unison. Gently taking hold of the simple clothes the demon women barely wore, the fabric was ripped and tossed away. Hands took hold of hips and breasts, claiming the demons. 
 
    Vida tried to crawl onto the bed to attack Lucian on his back, but two versions of himself grabbed the life succubus and held her. She tried to fight and break away when strong hands took hold of her, running down her smooth skin. A Lucian behind her held her close, his hard member between her ass cheeks while another held her wrists together and above her head, his tongue sliding along her pale green skin. A moan escaped, but Vida fought less and less, her ass rubbing her master’s cock. 
 
    Kora was pushed to the bed, lying next to Lucian on his back. The Lucian above her fell to his knees, his mouth latching onto her valley and his tongue playing with her growing wetness. Kora closed her eyes and gasped, her hips moving to the sudden invasion, but not stopping it. 
 
    Hestia giggled as hands pushed her to the other side of Lucian on the bed. She stared at her master while a mirror image spread her ass and pressed a throbbing cock to her wet slit. 
 
    “Master, my fire grows out of control,” Hestia smiled before something hard pushed at her warm demonhood. 
 
    “Let me put out the fire,” Lucian’s voice drifted down from behind her as he slowly invaded her until he reached the hilt. 
 
    Moans and gasps filled the chamber as Vida, Kora, and Hestia were taken, their master’s doppelgangers licking, kissing, and invading them at every turn.  
 
    Opal remained where she was, seeing Lucian on his back, but his member grew harder by the second. Shyly, she stepped closer, knees getting on the bed as she crawled. To her left, Kora gasped again as Lucian’s tongue touched her in just the right way. Vida was pushed to her knees on the floor as two Lucian’s pressed their members to her mouth. She suckled on one while stroking the other, moaning and changing who she suckled on. To Opal’s right, Hestia moaned as hips slapped into her ass with power. The fire succubus giggled at first before hot breath fell from her open mouth. Breasts swayed to the Lucian’s power as their hips thrust. Hestia lowered her upper body to the bed, ass up and enjoying the thick sensations of her master’s cock filling the void. 
 
    Opal crawled over Lucian, his gaze adoring her. The thick succubus moved her wet slit over her master’s now hard cock. Lust and love spilled, coating the shaft as hips moved to a primal rhythm. 
 
    “Queen Systra, we bond to this man…this demon…this lover. As his power grows so shall we all. We commit these primal acts to your greater glory. May our Master bless us as we baptize his dark soul with our wet lust,” Opal said before taking Lucian’s cock and impaling herself on it. 
 
    “I baptize you, Master,” Hestia said as she turned her head to stare at Lucian driving his cock deep within her. 
 
    “I baptize you master,” Kora said with closed eyes as Lucian’s tongue flicked at her clit and pulled out a loving gasp. 
 
    Vida pulled a cock from her mouth and looked up at both Lucians as she stroked their members in her face. “I baptize you, Master,” Vida said before gobbling up a cock once again. 
 
    Opal moved thick hips and thighs, rising up and down while wetness coated her master’s iron hard cock. “I baptize you, Master.” 
 
    Lucian’s inner demons were unleashed. Faces from the mirror images changed and contorted until they were sharper, more demonic. With heavy breath, they took the succubi with passion and nearly uncontrolled needs. 
 
    Lurid scents filled the bed chamber as the tide changed. Two pairs of hands reached down and grabbed Vida, lifting her up and putting her on the large bed. Hands took hold of her limbs and the life succubus cooed her excitement. Thighs were parted as one Lucian pushed his throbbing member into her unguarded demonhood. The other Lucian grabbed her long hair and pushed his cock into her mouth. The succubus writhed with muffled moans as she was taken from both ends. 
 
    Kora’s eyes opened before Lucian was on her. A hand wrapped around her neck, squeezing hard as his cock pushed into her dripping wet valley. Thrusts and squeezes caused the decay succubus to choke and nod her approval as Lucian took her like a beast, her body shuddering with every stab of his member. 
 
    Hestia grinned as a hand grabbed her short, red hair and pulled. Body snapping up, she writhed and moaned. Lucian pulled out his wet cock and pressed it to her asshole, massaging it. Hestia gasped her delight as she reached back and spread her cheeks. A second later, Lucian’s rigid cock pushed through, filling her tight ass. The succubus squealed as her world was spread. When he reached the hilt, one hand massaged her clit as Hestia moaned for more. Still holding her hair, she couldn’t move as thick inches speared her, back and forth, all control gone as she relented to his needs. 
 
    Lucian grabbed Opal’s hips as she bounced on him. The dark-skinned succubus looked down with loving eyes, heavy breasts bouncing. Neither one of them looked away as she continued to ride him to the end of time. 
 
    “Bless me,” Kora barely gasped as Lucian rammed himself deep. 
 
    Vida pulled a cock from her mouth and giggled. “Bless me,” she managed before the cock was pushed into her mouth again. 
 
    “Bless me,” Hestia seethed as she pushed against every deep thrust, her fingers making magical swirls along her throbbing clit. 
 
    The energy in the room spiked as gasps and loving moans played on like a private symphony. Lucian felt all of it, every wet drop of love between them. Hands grabbed and squeezed. Mouths made perfect ovals and hips moved with greater tempo. The surge of bliss began to rise as all souls connected, moans falling into a cloud of ecstasy. 
 
    All versions of Lucian remained silent, driving their needs into the demon women. Senses dialed to eleven, they played and pushed their needs, again and again. Toes curled as nerves tightened to the breaking point. 
 
    Lucian waited, needing to feel a certain feeling. When the moans reached a crescendo, the air took on an electric fire before bodies shuddered. 
 
    It was like a wave of power flooding the bed chamber. Hestia was first, heat rushing up into her chest, neck, and face as an orgasm blasted her nerves. Kora was next, her body shuddering, a strangled whimper escaping parted lips. Vida was third, moaning loudly as her body shuddered violently. She didn’t stop as she pushed on, another orgasm blasting her nerves, followed by another. 
 
    Opal looked down with warm, shy eyes before they rolled into her head. She let out a long moan, her hips bucking and a climax burying her spirit. She moved like she was no longer in her mind, body functioning of its own accord. 
 
    Evil smiles bloomed across all the versions of Lucian. Hips moved with greater urgency, the inner dam of resistance cracking. Throbbing cocks thickened as the writhing demons begged with their damned souls. 
 
    “Bless us,” Opal whispered, her eyes firmly in her head and body moving to an all-consuming bliss. 
 
    Lucian let go of Kora’s throat and she gasped in unbridled passion as molten seed spurted into her tight space. 
 
    Hestia moaned like a wild animal as she was pushed down. Lucian’s mirror image drove his cock to the hilt, deep within the fire succubus’s ass. Thick inches spread her inner world before spurts of come blasted into her, drowning out her inner fire. 
 
    Vida lay on the edge of the bed as a cock was pulled from her dripping valley and her mouth. She licked her lips as thick ropes of come splashed on her face, mouth, and cheeks. The Lucian between her legs stroked his member, spurting onto her stomach and dripping onto a thigh. The succubus licked and slathered like a hungry animal before clamping her mouth on a cock and drinking down another spurt of come. The Lucian between her legs pushed his cock into her again, another spurt painting her inner world. 
 
    Opal continued to ride her master when his cock thickened. She slowed, inches pushing at her inner walls as she breathed with bliss drowning her spirit. 
 
    “I bless all,” Lucian whispered before the final dam of control shattered. 
 
    Opal let out a shrill moan as Lucian’s cock erupted. She moved with a controlled tempo, milking her master with each firm stroke of her womanhood. Squeezing caused more come to spurt and energy snaked along her body, feeding every inch of her form. 
 
    A vast distance away, a demon queen sat on her throne, a sultry smirk stabbing into her cheeks as lust, love, and madness filled her dark heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
      The wind picked up as a rider barreled through the dark forest. Blazing blue fire streaked from the rider and their mount’s eyes as they charged through the night. Nocturnal animals scurried for burrows. The wind whistled through the trees. A chill filled the air as the lone rider pressed on with defined intent. 
 
    The dire mage clutched the reins, its face a blank mask except for the blue mana fire leaking from its gaze. The horse pushed its limit, the mage imparting part of its power to possess the steed. It obeyed the mage’s every command as its hooves kicked up chunks of dirt in its wake. 
 
    The dire mage lifted its gaze upwards, something fluttering in the night. Hand open, a ball blue fire appeared within its palm and it launched it like a cannon going off. The azure fireball streaked up past branches and struck a crystalline bat, shattering it into falling shards. 
 
    The dire mage lowered its gaze, its mystical steed pumping its legs harder and increasing its speed. Branches seemed to almost pull away as the horse and rider pushed on. A mist covered the ground, disturbed by the charging creature before flowing back together behind it. 
 
    In the distance, a dungeon entrance stood, dark and foreboding. 
 
    The horse emerged from the tree line, hooves stamping down as it skidded to a halt. The dire mage dismounted instantly, boots touching the misty ground. The fire left the horse’s eyes and it neighed in stark terror before running away. 
 
    The dire mage didn’t seem to care as it slowly approached the entrance, a faint light glimmering from deep within. Flaming eyes scanned from side to side before it advanced. Blue fire engulfed its hands as it stepped across the threshold and made its way deeper inside. 
 
    The small corridor opened up into a large room, filled with thick, standing pillars. Magical energies leaked from nearly every stone as the dire mage slowed its advance and stopped right before the many standing pillars. 
 
    Focusing its mana, its eyes glowed brighter as it slowly penetrated the magical interference. Several heart beats echoed from behind wide stone pillars.  
 
    The dire mage’s expression changed as the fire mana in its eyes burned low. Lips parting, it began to speak. 
 
    “I expected you to face my dire mage head on? Not hiding like some mouse in a burrow,” the mage said with an even tone. 
 
    Lucian floated invisible, watching the dire mage as it continued to scan the room. The voice the mage used was just like Thomas Gray’s voice. The dungeon core assumed he was using the dire mage to see the final act where it tried to destroy him. 
 
    “No one is hiding. My dwellers are not foolish enough to be in direct line of fire,” Lucian’s ethereal voice echoed through the pillar chamber. 
 
    “Prudent, but not needed,” the dire mage smiled. “They can go free and live long, happy lives. The mage is not here for slaughter. It is serving justice for your crimes. Show yourself so we can end this and move on with our lives.” 
 
    “You’re not touching him!” Lota’s voice echoed. 
 
    The mage moved its head from side to side, taking in the room. “To anyone following Lucian Malyx, I am fully aware of his dark crusade. It is only a matter of time before the forces of light align to march on this dungeon and destroy it. This is your only chance to flee. Don’t throw your lives away.” 
 
    “We can say the same thing about you,” Lota shouted and laughed. 
 
    Fiery eyes parted the dark edges of the large chamber, piles of fist-sized rocks lay in patches. 
 
    “Lucian, you may have them fooled, but you cannot fool me. I know your history and the type of man you have become. It saddens me that you had to endure so much at the Academy, but taking this path will only end in bloodshed.  
 
    “Return with the dire mage, answer for your crimes and the high justices may be lenient with your sentence.” 
 
    Lucian gave an incorporeal smile. “Who is being foolish now? My actions are deemed unholy enough that I would be executed, if your dire mage doesn’t kill me on sight first. I made my decision a long time ago and will not break what I have set forth. 
 
    “Besides, using a dire mage from the last great war is a crime in itself. You would be judged.” 
 
    “It seems we are not making any progress,” the dire mage lowered its hooded head. “When your core is shattered, every living and not living thing in this infernal place will be buried and forgotten. A final good act for such a dismal place.” 
 
    A pale blue aura appeared around the dire mage as azure flames burst along its hands. Lifting them up, fiery eyes scanned the room again. 
 
    “When this act fails, know I will be coming for you,” Lucian’s voice echoed through the chamber. 
 
    “I welcome it,” the dire mage said before its face turned blank again. 
 
    Blue fireballs spun in open hands as the dire mage lifted them up. With cold logic, it began hurling fireballs. Flaming orbs streaked across the small distance, striking pillars and cracking them with power. The entire chamber vibrated as volley after volley of magical fireballs streaked, striking every pillar close by. 
 
    Lucian watched, seeing the dire mage was attempting to level the playing field by destroying any protection. The pillars were strong, but even they could not stand up to such power for very long. One pillar cracked further before it collapsed into smoking rubble. Action needed to be taken before his people were exposed and forced to retreat. 
 
    Lucian called up his stats. 
 
    Lucian Malyx 
 
    Dungeon Core  
 
    Hit Points: 15,010/15,010 
 
    Abyss Shards: 11 
 
    Rooms: 113 
 
    Elemental Sphere: 610/610 
 
    Necromancy Sphere: 610/610 
 
    Alteration Sphere: 610/610 
 
      
 
    Abilities 
 
    Avatar 
 
    Sight 
 
    Abyss Rift  
 
    Minor Possession 
 
    Mind Speak 
 
    Mirror Image 
 
    Conversion 
 
    Summon/Speak/Control Wild Monsters 
 
      
 
    Back to full, the core felt a rising confidence before he mentally connected to his creation. 
 
    “Attack,” Lucian’s voice floated. 
 
    Glowing eyes appeared as an iron golem burst from a wall and charged. The metal man didn’t slow down, shoulder low as he came at the dire mage from the side. The mage turned its fiery eyes, seeing the metal golem approaching as it raised a thick fist.  
 
    The dire mage’s body turned and launched a blue fireball. It streaked through the air until it hit the golem in the chest and exploded. From the fiery explosion, the golem appeared, chest cracked, but glowing eyes filled with unwinking purpose.  
 
    A metal fist punched the mage’s mana shield, the aura flickering from the attack. The dire mage pointed both hands, torrents of magical fire blasting out. The iron golem was going to punch the mage again when the streams of flames struck its chest and pushed. Metal chest melting, the golem lifted its thick arms and stepped back. 
 
    Lucian could feel the hit points draining from his creation as he channeled his power. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 510/610 
 
    A hundred fist-sized stones rose up from the edges of the chamber and shot like crossbow bolts. When they reached the dire mage, they swirled into a storm. The mage ignored the swirling attack as it focused flames on the golem. The iron golem fell to one knee, an arm melting away and falling into a steaming puddle. 
 
    Lucian took an ethereal breath before he appeared right in the middle of the chamber, in direct line of sight of the mage. 
 
    “You are not welcome!” Lucian shouted and made a gesture with his hands. 
 
    The spiraling storm of stones turned directions and bolted forward, shattering on the mana shield. 
 
    The dire mage turned its fiery eyes to Lucian, aura flickering from the weak attack. The golem launched upwards, pulling back its remaining arm. The mage dodged the punch before pressing an open palm to the golem’s chest. 
 
    An explosion rippled through the air as the golem was thrown back ten feet and crashed to the floor, a smoking hole in its chest. 
 
    The dire mage turned to Lucian in the stone swarm and began walking toward the dungeon core. 
 
    “Now,” Lucian whispered from his mind. 
 
    On the ceiling of the chamber, the stone moved and melted into Roxxy and Vida. The black mimic creature held the life succubus in one big hand while her other hand and feet were clamped into stone. Vida looked down as the dire mage walked easily through the swirling stone storm, but there was nothing above him. 
 
    Roxxy let go and both women fell. Vida grinned as Roxxy’s body melted together and reformed into a black sword. The life succubus took hold of the falling sword, aimed it down and grinned like an evil child. 
 
    The dire mage lifted a hand, a blue fireball forming when a shadow appeared over it. It just managed to look up as Vida’s body bypassed the mana shield and drove the black sword into the dire mages shoulder. Blue flames shot up from the wound as Vida held on for dear life. Legs clamped onto the other shoulder as she pushed the sword down to the hilt. The dire mage stumbled to the side, Vida’s giggling echoing out. 
 
    Lota appeared from behind a cracked pillar, mace in hand. The storm of stones stopped and parted as she ran, fell to her knees and slid. Mace swinging, she slammed it into an unguarded knee. Bone cracked as the dire mage spun from the attack and stumbled in the opposite direction.  
 
    Vida let go and hit the stone floor. Rolling back to her feet, she charged with a war scream. Roxxy’s sword body spiked outward, the mimic stabbing and crawling out of the dire mage like a black maggot with small spider legs. Blue fire burned at her as she tried to extract herself. 
 
    The dire mage was silent as it reached up with fiery hands, grabbed the mimic and pulled her from its body. With a mighty heave, it threw the mimic, her back hitting a pillar and bouncing off. 
 
    Lucian leveled the stones into a ring and each one blasted with power. The stones struck one part of the mana shield in rapid succession, causing a crack to form. 
 
    Lota was moving, dark faith spilling into her mace and a black aura appeared. The stones stopped just as Lota’s mace swung and hit the crack dead on. Mana collapsed as Lota lifted her mace and Vida launched at the dire mage. 
 
    For a brief instant, Lucian felt like they had a chance. The dire mage simply couldn’t keep up with so many attacks at once. That chance was dashed on the rocks as the mage grabbed Vida by the throat in midair and threw her at the dark paladin. Lota redirected her swing and tried to move when Vida’s body slammed into her, causing them both to hit the ground.  
 
    “Hey!” Lucian called out trying to get the dire mage’s attention. 
 
    The mage was silent as a tomb as it pointed a fiery hand at Lota and Vida with indifferent eyes. 
 
    The same feeling came rushing back to the dungeon core. His friends put their lives on the line to fight for him and he wouldn’t see them die. Strands of energy slowly sealed up the wound caused by Roxxy and the dire mage didn’t seem like it was even slowing down. 
 
    The dungeon core blinked and appeared between the dire mage and his friends. Lucian channeled power as a burst of mana fire struck out like a snake and slammed into his chest. 
 
    You have taken 898 damage! Hit Points: 14,112/15,010 
 
    You have channeled 50 points from your Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 460/610 
 
    Stones flew up as magical fire burned at Lucian’s chest. Stones latched onto his outstretched hands and formed rocky, spiked gauntlets. 
 
    Azure fire blasted at Lucian as he reared back a rocky fist. 
 
    You have taken 988 damage! Hit Points: 13,124/15,010 
 
    Lucian ignored the damage as he slammed the spiked gauntlet into the mana shield. The aura flared as the dungeon core’s arms moved like hammers, nailing a single spot.  
 
    Vida was up, grabbing Lota and pulling her away. The iron golem took hold of Roxxy and pulled her away, the mimic moaning in a daze. 
 
    “Second wave!” Lucian mentally whispered before blue fire engulfed him. 
 
    The explosion sent him hurling back and hitting the ground, his avatar smoking. 
 
    You have taken 1, 356 damage! Hit Points: 11,768/15,010 
 
    Two doors opened, one on each side of the Pillar Chamber. Ebin and Opal charged out of one while Grunt charged out of the other.  
 
    Opal moved with determination in her eyes, Ebin following with wide, fearful eyes. Grunt charged from the other direction, a new large hammer in his hand. 
 
    Lucian was back to his feet when a fireball hit him and sent him crashing down again. 
 
    You have taken 901 damage! Hit Points: 10,867/15,010 
 
    The dungeon core’s body smoked as he tried to get back up again. Lucian knew he could take it, providing enough distraction for his friends to keep up their attacks. Memories from his studies flowed into his mind as the dire mage readied another fireball. Magical control over the elements was still subject to magic resistance, but if an attack occurred naturally, the resistance would not provide any protection. 
 
    Lucian looked up and channeled his power just as a blue fireball streaked toward him. 
 
    You have spent 200 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 260/610 
 
    The fireball struck Lucian dead on, sending his body flailing through the air and crashing to the floor once again. 
 
    You have taken 999 damage! Hit Points: 9,868/15,010 
 
    Above the dire mage, four stone stalactites formed into sharp points. Cracks appeared along their base and when their weight was too much to hold on, they broke off and fell. 
 
    Lucian sat up, time slowing as the four stalactites fell to gravity’s power.  
 
    The dire mage took a step forward when it looked up. The stalactites smashed into its mana shield, one by one, cracking it. The final one punched through and shattered against the mage in a cloud of dust and debris. 
 
    Lucian didn’t waste any time. Feeling Opal, Ebin, and Grunt, the dungeon core channeled his power again. 
 
    Ebin slid to a halt as dusty smoke billowed, his hands making arcane movements. 
 
    “I only have one shot,” he whispered as he gathered all his mana. 
 
    Opal lifted her hands, but weakness stabbed at her. The earth succubus ignored it, her left hand falling to her side and her right hand radiating with power.  
 
    Grunt lifted his hammer and roared as he approached the cloud of dust. 
 
    Lucian felt the pieces of their plan falling together like a perfect puzzle. 
 
    You have spent 610 points from your Necromancy Sphere! Necromancy Sphere: 0/610 
 
    Blue power burst from the dire mage as it stood among the rubble. A pillar shifted, cracked and reformed into a large hand. It reached over as the dire mage turned to it. 
 
    “Good is dumb!” Ebin shouted as dark energy filled his hands and blasted forth. 
 
    Lucian watched as black bolts of energy struck the dire mage from behind, cracking its mana shield and causing it to stumble forward. A large stone hand wrapped around the mage’s waist and legs, holding him in place. 
 
    Black necromantic energy surged into Lucian’s hands as he aimed at the dire mage’s head. With a thought, two streams of black energy blasted forth and streaked across the distance.  
 
    Lucian’s power surged as he focused on his target. Taking out the head would end this fight once and for all. 
 
    The dire mage turned its upper body to the incoming streams of black lightning before it raised its arms. Black energy slammed into them, blasting off one arm. 
 
    “Damnation!” Lucian cursed. 
 
    Grunt was over the dire mage, lifting his hammer and bringing it down with the power of a mountain. 
 
    The dire mage’s remaining hand pointed at the hammer and a thick stream of blue fire surged. Grunt roared as the hammer struck the incoming flames and was blasted to shards of molten metal.  
 
    The flesh golem lost his balance, his hammer disintegrated and only the handle was left in his large hand. The dire mage readied another stream when the stone hand holding it began to squeeze. 
 
    Opal concentrated as her power and control began to weaken. The dire mage’s eyes widened before blue energy rippled along its body and exploded outward. 
 
    Mana surged, crashing into Opal before the explosion threw her and Ebin backwards. Grunt’s giant form was hurtled back like a cannonball, his body crashing through one pillar and then a second before it hit the stone floor. 
 
    Lucian watched as the dire mage turned to him, mana fire surrounding it and energy leaking from the stump where its arm used to be. It began to walk toward Lucian, depraved indifference in its flaming eyes. 
 
    The dungeon watched as the dire mage moved with ease. The being was powerful and would never stop until it was destroyed. Lucian ran through the scenario in his mind, again and again. The dire mage needed to be weak enough so they could spring their trap. If it was still able to fight, it could escape and kill them all. 
 
    Lucian maintained his stance. Memories washed on the shores of his mind, Nadia, Rayce and many succubi losing their lives in his defense. Love and friendship moved them to be more than they ever were. It was the bond, the connection that made them special to his heart. 
 
    Spreading his senses, he felt everyone in the chamber. Ebin moaned, bleeding from cuts and wounds. Roxxy leaned against a back wall in pain, the iron golem watching over her. Grunt stirred, but didn’t get up as his body wasn’t functioning right. Vida moved to Opal’s side; her eyes wide. 
 
    Lucian focused on the earth succubus. She lay, the mana surge knocking her unconscious and her life force flickering. Vida lay her hands on the earth succubus, green energy flowing and adding to the flickering flame, keeping it stable.  
 
    The dire mage stepped with purpose as blue fire filled its remaining hand. 
 
    Lucian readied himself to spring his final act when Lota appeared from behind a pillar, slammed her boot on a large pile of stones and launched into the air. 
 
    “HEXNIA! GIVE ME YOUR POWER!” the dark paladin screamed. 
 
    The troll’s mace swung down as dark power surged along her body. Lucian was stunned as black smoke poured from Lota’s eyes and mouth, her mace striking the mana shield and shattering it. Legs wrapped around the dire mage’s waist as arms clamped on the creature’s head. The dark surge didn’t stop as black energy surged into the mage’s head and it screamed. Lota held on; her body clamped onto the mage as Hexnia’s power flowed through her like a lightning rod. Blue fire surged around them, but Lota didn’t let go. 
 
    “No!” Lucian shouted before he blinked.     
 
     The dungeon core appeared right before the dire mage and Lota. The troll’s eyes held no fear or pain as blue fire ate at her skin. A demonic sound fell from her lips as if she was caught in the throes of ecstasy. Blue skin burned to muscle as she was slowly engulfed. 
 
    Lucian would not have it. 
 
    Reaching out, he grabbed her arms and pulled them apart. The dire mage’s eyes formed pinpoints as it put a flaming hand to Lucian’s chest. With power, Lucian threw Lota aside before a fiery blast engulfed him, 
 
    You have taken 1,667 damage! Hit Points: 8,201/15,010 
 
    Lucian ignored the damage as he stepped into the explosion, power surging. 
 
    You have spent 100 points from the Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 160/610 
 
    Lucian concentrated as magical pain clawed through his body, blue fire blasting away. 
 
    You have taken 1,544 damage! Hit Points: 6,657/15,010 
 
    The very floor gave way as Lucian embraced the dire mage. The pair fell down into a shaft, glowing magma bubbling and seething at the bottom. 
 
    Joined bodies spiraling down, Lucian stared into the dire mage’s flaming eyes as they fell. Lucian held on tight, knowing he had to blink away before he hit the lava or he might get dragged down with the mage. 
 
    The dire mage opened his mouth, a stream of blue mana fire striking Lucian’s face at point blank range. 
 
    You have taken 1,212 damage! Hit Points: 5,445/15,010 
 
    The attack was so strong, Lucian’s arm pulled away as they fell. Both dungeon core and dire mage fell, glowing magma rushing up to meet them. Lucian was about to vanish when the dire mage whipped out its remaining hand and glowing mana claws stabbed out from fingertips. The claws sank into the solid stone of the pit wall and the mage slid down to a halt, hanging. 
 
    Lucian’s body blinked and he appeared over the dire mage. He fell, his avatar crashing into the mage, but the creature held fast. Lucian’s hands held onto the mage’s shoulders as it hung from the wall. 
 
    The mage looked over its shoulder to Lucian, an expression filling its often-blank face. 
 
    “Bravo. This test proves my suspicions of your power. I have a thousand dire mages at my disposal. You cannot hope to escape judgement for your crimes. Best to throw yourself off and burn to death,” Thomas laughed through the mage. 
 
    Lucian grinned. “I know what you were trying to do, but I’ve already won. I just wanted you to speak to me one more time so I can give you a message. 
 
    “I killed your father. That truth will never change. He had it coming. I just want you to know, I’m coming for Valliser. I’m coming for the Academy and I’m coming for you. This was a lesson and if you don’t learn from it, I’m going to kill you too!” 
 
    Lucian let go and blinked away with a smile. 
 
    The dire mage’s face turned blank once again. Mana claws burst from boots, stabbing into the stone surface. The mage began climbing, one hand and foot at a time. It would not stop what it was directed to do. It would climb out, attack the dungeon core and shatter it. The mage continued to climb until a rumbling vibration shook the area. 
 
    The dire mage looked up as Lucian stared down. A seething giant ball of stones and rocks pulsed over the dungeon core’s head as he peered down with a smile. 
 
    You spent 160 points from your Elemental Sphere! Elemental Sphere: 0/610 
 
    “Death to all who stand in my way,” Lucian said before he gave a mental command. 
 
    The seething ball of stone fell as he stepped away. The tunnel was full of falling debris as it rained down like a hail storm.  
 
    The dire mage’s mana shield appeared as it continued its task to climb upwards. Stone slammed into the mana shield and deflected off. The mage climbed up a few more feet with the unending storm of stones raining down. Another vibration shook the tunnel before cracks appeared. The mage continued to climb when the stone around it cracked further and fell into the pit. 
 
    Lucian watched with ethereal eyes as the entire pit collapsed on itself. Stones crashed into the dire mage as it fell. When it struck the magma, it burned with intense flames before it was buried, the weight of the heavy stones and debris pushing it further into the magma. Mana surged before it was consumed by the extreme natural heat. 
 
    The dire mage was silent as it burned into large chunks and then burned to nothing. 
 
    Lucian pulled back to his avatar and rushed over to Lota. The troll was sitting up, her hands on burned parts of her body and slowly healing them. 
 
    “Hexnia has rewarded me with the ability to heal,” Lota smiled and winced. 
 
    “That was very brave, but don’t do that again,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    “I cannot confirm or deny your command. We will have to see what fate decides,” Lota smirked. 
 
    Lucian kept his smile as he stood up and rushed over to Opal and Vida. 
 
    Opal’s eyes fluttered as the life succubus smiled. 
 
    “I cannot truly, heal but I gave her a small amount of my life force. She will need rest,” Vida said with a weak smile. 
 
    Lucian fell to his knees and pulled Opal into his arms. The succubus opened her eyes and looked up, a small smile forming. 
 
    “Did we win?” 
 
    Lucian nodded. “We won.” 
 
    “Good,” Opal smiled before closing her eyes and getting comfortable in Lucian’s arms. 
 
    “I’m fine too,” Ebin said as he lay amid the debris. “Thanks for checking!” 
 
    Lucian grinned from ear to ear, his dungeon heart swelling.                
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
    Roxxy walked along the long corridor. The mimic’s gaze was to the floor as her mind was a million miles away. The aftermath of the battle had kept the creature in her room, healing from her injuries. Regeneration had sped up the process and the moment she was up and standing around, Lucian whispered in her mind to come to him. 
 
    Walking, her wood and black colored skin glowed in torchlight. Her eyes were heavy as the pain of loss struck at her spirit once again. It came in waves, performing her duties and then a scent or a sound reminded her of her departed Rayce. The shadowmancer had opened her entire life to the outside world. Where she once thought she would spend her life as a servant to the Succubus Queen and her brood, she challenged her fate and had many wild adventures for the last few years. It was truly a magical time and one she would never forget. 
 
    The pang of loss caressed her as she blinked. A man she had fallen for was now gone. She was alone in a new dungeon, her heart missing a vital piece. 
 
    Roxxy walked along until she reached a door. Lucian’s presence was felt, his avatar most likely on the other side. A thin black hand reached out and she took hold of the door handle and pulled. The door opened easily, but Roxxy’s eyes grew bigger as she stepped inside. 
 
    A massive cavern stretched out farther than she could see. Lanterns hung along the walls and from chains, high above the still waters. Lucian stood by the water’s edge, beckoning the mimic with his hand. 
 
    Roxxy took a deep sniff, a watery scent filling her senses. Memories of swimming in lakes, rivers, and the ocean sprang to mind. Happy memories floated, the mimic and her shadowmancer holding each other, kissing the moonlight. 
 
    Roxxy stepped to Lucian’s side, her gaze remaining on the still water. 
 
    Lucian smiled. “This is all for you. Rayce asked me to create a pool, but I thought I’d make something a little grander. It’s an entire lake. It sits above a lava tube so the water is the perfect temperature all the time. There are no fish or any other wildlife, but we can change that if you wish. The lanterns are always on, but dim enough to give a relaxing glow.” 
 
    Lucian bowed his head slightly, “I wanted to honor Rayce’s last wish and I hope it will help ease you into life here in the dungeon.” 
 
    A tear streaked down Roxxy’s black cheek. “Lucian, thank you.” 
 
    “It was the least…” Lucian never finished as the mimic hugged him. 
 
    The dungeon core was stunned for a few seconds before he returned the hug. The two held each other for long moments, tears running down Roxxy’s cheeks as she sobbed slightly. Gathering her strength, her body stopped shuddering and she pulled away, wiping tears away with her palm. 
 
    “Thank you,” the mimic said with a small smile. 
 
    “I’ll make swimming areas for the others, but I wanted you to have the first one all to yourself. Treat it as a private sanctuary. Hestia has already informed the rest of the dungeon that this place is off limits unless personally invited by you.” 
 
    Roxxy nodded and moved toward the water. Black feet stepped into the warm waters and it had never felt so good. The mimic smiled as it reminded her of the warm ocean during the summer where the water was perfect enough to swim all day and well into the night. 
 
    Roxxy sank deeper until she dove forward and lazily swam around. 
 
    Lucian watched her for a long moment, taking in the joy in her eyes as she turned onto her back and floated in the warm waters. 
 
    With a thought, the dungeon core blinked away as Roxxy moved her arms and legs through the water, lost to happy memories. 
 
    Lucian appeared in another part of the Core level. Using his Sight, he searched through the dungeon to see what his dwellers were up to. Flashing from one location to the next, he spotted the naliks making themselves comfortable in their new home. Nalik children played while the adults took in their surroundings, Ida showing them where they could gather food and water. 
 
    Lucian’s mind appeared in the Training Room. Hestia and two dozen succubi sparred with wooden blades. The crack of wood echoed through the large chamber as Hestia was a typhoon. The others fought with the ferocity of lions, leaving no quarter. When one fell, others put out their hands and helped the fallen warrior back to her feet. 
 
    Hestia smiled before she turned her attention upwards. The fire succubus’s smile grew wider as she felt her master watching her and she bowed to him, crossing her wooden blade over her heart. 
 
    Lucian’s mind blinked again. This time he appeared in the Scry Chamber. Kora had taken to the role, watching the orb as crystal bats hung in trees, watching naliks build stables on the surface world. 
 
    “I can sense you,” Kora said simply. 
 
    Lucian gave an incorporeal smile as she looked up to him and blew him a kiss. Returning to the orb, she continued watching, her eyes never blinking. 
 
    The dungeon core’s mind teleported to the Forge. An iron golem sat, Opal hefting up a new, metal arm. The earth succubus stepped closer and attached the arm. Opal smiled at her master’s presence, whispering his name as she connected the arm and used her power to fuse it to the metal construct. The golem waited patiently as metal heated and connected. When it was finished, the golem moved its new arm with ease. 
 
    Opal glanced in her master’s direction and smiled sweetly. 
 
    Lucian let a small breeze caress her face before he vanished, lewd thoughts and plans filling his mind as to what they would do to each other later. 
 
    A fearful gasp caught Lucian’s attention and he appeared on the 2nd level in a small bedchamber. Ebin stood, his back to the wall as Pink approached him. Lota sat in a chair, watching in mild amusement. 
 
    “I took the job as Lucian’s Necromancer! I don’t know why we have to do this part?” Ebin said as Pink approached with a wicked grin. 
 
    “The contract is simple,” Lota said as she leaned back in the chair. “It’s a small ritual that if you ever betray Lucian, me, or the dungeon, you will be afflicted with madness. It is the best way to build trust.” 
 
    Ebin glanced to Lota and then back to Pink. “I can understand that! I just don’t understand why she has to fuck me for the ritual to work?” 
 
    Lota’s eyes slowly blinked in annoyance. “The ritual requires a connection. Pink volunteered.” 
 
    “Take off your robe or I’ll rip it off,” Pink said and bit her lip. 
 
    Ebin looked to Lota again. “Why can’t you do it?” 
 
    Lota let out a laugh.  
 
    Ebin pressed his back to the wall as Pink grabbed at his robe and began pulling it open. 
 
    “You didn’t give me an answer,” Ebin tried to smile before his robe was pulled apart. 
 
    Lota watched with a sinister gaze as Pink took hold of Ebin’s cock and stroked it. Magical lines glowed along the floor as Pink smirked. 
 
    “We are going to have so much fun,” Pink said before she lowered down to her knees. 
 
    The necromancer sucked in a breath before bliss ran up his body, the succubus’s head beginning to bob. 
 
    “This is the first step. There will be more,” Lota whispered as Ebin’s body wilted to Pink’s warm lips. 
 
    Lucian couldn’t fight his own smile before he blinked again. Mind moving through the dungeon, he appeared in Irvas’s prison chamber. Lucian’s invisible eyes widened a hair as Vida sat on the cold floor, cross-legged, Irvas looking down on her with amused eyes. Lucian remained hovering above them as they seemed to be engrossed in a deep conversation. Not long into it, the dragon and life succubus looked up. 
 
    “You can show yourself,” Irvas said with a serpent grin. 
 
    Lucian’s avatar appeared in the room, his gaze moving from Irvas to Vida and back to Irvas. 
 
    The dragon’s body was still rolled into a ball, but his neck and head were free, peering at the dungeon core in amusement. 
 
    “Lucian, you keep such wondrous company,” Irvas said simply. 
 
    Vida stretched back, palms on the cold floor and completely naked. “We were just talking.” 
 
    “What were you both talking about?” Lucian asked, not sure what to make of it. 
 
    Irvas spoke first, “This succubus entered the chamber and I briefly thought you sent her to seduce me to join your cause. After a few moments of talking, I realized she didn’t tell you she was here.” 
 
    “I’ve met my share of dragons and every one of them is very interesting,” Vida said with an almost childlike tone. “Even in the cold room, I could smell him.” 
 
    “Lucian, I had no idea you associated with such creatures from the life element. These beings are nature and life incarnate. They come in many forms, but all of them are delightful and revered among my great race.” 
 
    “We are the life of the party,” Vida grinned. 
 
    Lucian raised an eyebrow, unsure what to say. 
 
    Irvas continued, “I may have been too brash. Vida was just explaining what you are trying to do in greater detail. It was refreshing to learn you are more of a lawful evil than a chaotic one. I may have misjudged you.” 
 
    A small shock touched Lucian as he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 
 
    Irvas looked to Vida and then back to Lucian. “Be that as it may and Vida’s informative words, I cannot clearly see your side or intentions when it comes to your dark crusade. Vida has illuminated me on some of it, but I require more.” 
 
    The red dragon shifted, trying to make himself a little more comfortable. “As we have discussed before, I cannot return to my home or be with those who worship the gods of light. I am forever stained by being in this wretched place. Despite that, an arrangement can be agreed upon if we are willing to work together.” 
 
    Lucian grew cautious, his stance firming up. 
 
    Irvas chuckled. “I have lived my entire life by faith and facts. It is a deep part of who I am. I know you have offered lessons on your philosophy, but anyone can teach. For myself, I need proof. I cannot go by pretty words or legends long gone. If you wish to sway me to see what your crusade truly is, I require indisputable proof that Lukken is unbalanced and needs correcting. Then and only then, will I consider what you have to offer.” 
 
    “What kind of proof do you require?” Lucian asked with watchful eyes. 
 
    Irvas chuckled again. “That is up to you. I am your prisoner until I am saved, killed, or turned. My time in this prison of yours has dulled my temperament, but not my mind.” 
 
    The dragon looked down to Vida, “Or dulled my appreciation of true beauty.” 
 
    Vida smiled at the dragon. 
 
    “Show me real proof and maybe we can discuss things further. But, please allow this beautiful demon to visit me from time to time.” 
 
    Lucian looked to Vida. 
 
    “No need to worry, Master. My life is bonded to you. I will ensure the dragon is secure. I have spoken to some Sindrell over the last eight hundred years and once you get past the scales and attitude, they are like giant cats.” 
 
    Irvas nodded. “Truly, we can be.” 
 
    Lucian crossed his arms. “We can discuss it.” 
 
    Irvas dipped his head. “You are most gracious, as Vida has informed me.” 
 
    “Anything for you, Master,” Vida nodded. 
 
    The dungeon core wasn’t sure what to make of it. Irvas was not the cunning type from what Lucian had seen of him. The dragon tended to use power as his weapon and not words. To see Irvas caught in Vida’s presence, caused the core to take a step back to think about it. The life succubus could be the key to helping the dragon understand what Lucian was trying to do. With a dragon on their side, it would be an added advantage when the time for war was upon them. 
 
    “Vida, keep your time short with Irvas. I’ll be watching,” Lucian commanded. 
 
    “As you wish, my Master,” Vida smiled. 
 
    Lucian gave a long glance to the dragon before he vanished.    
 
    Mind moving through the dungeon, Lucian’s thoughts spun on. Thoughts floated from one succubus to another, in a daisy chain of love, lust, and divine power. Four of them had bonded to Lucian’s soul. The fifth one was an ice statue, locked away. 
 
    The cold air rippled before Lucian appeared in Lynn’s chamber. The water succubus stood, a frozen ice statue and her crimson heart not beating. Lucian stepped closer, gaze drinking in the transparent statue, rage etched into her expression, frozen in time. 
 
    “Lynn,” Lucian said. 
 
    The statue didn’t move, mist flowing down to the floor. 
 
    “The others told me everything. I can understand how it must have felt, being an outsider and not ready to join the fold. I had similar experiences at the Academy and parts of my life growing up. 
 
    “Where some can easily go with the flow, I questioned and pulled back. It made it very hard to be my friend, some friends leaving my side, but they can come back. My friend Ebin is one of them. Left my side at my worst moment, but he seems to have come back, even though it was years later.” 
 
    The statue remained unmoving. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer, peering into Lynn’s frozen eyes. “It doesn’t have to be like that anymore. Queen Systra chose you and like with the others, we will be bonded for life and beyond. Despite the history they told me, I can still sense their affection for you. Friendships have rocky patches and I’m no expert on friendships, but I think I’m starting to understand what they mean and how important they are.” 
 
    The ice statue remained still as a frozen lake. 
 
    Lucian looked down at her red heart and let out a sigh.  
 
    “Words mean nothing to a demon,” Lucian whispered before lifting a hand and it burst into flames. 
 
    Lucian pointed a flaming finger and without ceremony, stabbed it into Lynn’s chest. Ice melted slowly as he drilled his finger in, water spilling down the statue. The frozen succubus began to vibrate as Lucian pushed harder, his flaming finger getting closer to her heart. 
 
    The world slowed down and when Lucian’s finger touched Lynn’s crimson heart, water and ice exploded. Lucian stumbled back, ice chunks bouncing off him and water splashing onto his robe. 
 
    A faint humanoid shape reared back, streams of water flowing together until Lynn was herself again. The naked succubus stumbled back and fell on her rump. Eyes wide, she scrambled on her hands and feet until her head hit the wall. Curling into a ball, she trembled like a frightened animal. 
 
    Lucian’s eyes glowed before power surged into his body.  
 
    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 Flesh Craft! You may knead flesh like clay to your will and designs. 
 
    Lynn is now your Concubine! 
 
    “What the FUCK!” Lynn shouted, her voice cracking. 
 
    Lucian let the power flow over him, tethers bonding to Lynn and to his dungeon core. When the surge of power equalized, Lucian looked to the succubus with kind eyes. 
 
    “No one has ever touched your heart,” Lucian said softly. 
 
    “How…How did you…do that? How did you…get so close?” Lynn muttered in disbelief. 
 
    Lucian stepped closer and when he stood before her, he held out his hand. 
 
    “You’re not ready to join us, but you are already a part of us,” Lucian smiled. 
 
    “I heard every word you said…but I didn’t believe it…until you touched my heart,” Lynn said with a maddening edge. 
 
    “Lynn, you don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for, but that doesn’t mean I won’t try to help you overcome the very things holding you back. You have power, beauty, and divine purpose. I think you have to take your time to get used to it.” 
 
    The water succubus shook her head. “You just want to control me, fuck me, and make me your slave. I won’t fall for it!” 
 
    “No one here is a slave. Take my hand and let me show you what we are trying to do,” Lucian said warmly. 
 
    Lynn looked to Lucian’s outstretched hand for a long moment. Gritting her teeth, she reached out with a timid hand to take hold of Lucian’s hand. With a gentle heave, the succubus was to her feet, eyes wide with shock as the dungeon core turned and began walking. 
 
    Lucian walked with ease as Lynn followed. The succubus glanced around like a terrified animal, but as moments passed, her fear began to recede. The tether warmed her heart as she followed the mysterious man, chosen by a demon queen. 
 
    The pair made their way through the dungeon, climbing stairs, walking corridors, and soon moving through the main corridor to the surface. Lucian said nothing as he led the way, an impish smile on his lips. When they reached the entrance to the dungeon, he turned around and faced the water succubus. 
 
    “My power grows, but not my cruelty. I wish to bring balance to Lukken and I want to show you how we’re going to do it,” Lucian said before turning and stepping beyond the Dungeon Entrance threshold. 
 
    Brilliant sunlight washed the forests and land in spectacular illumination. Lucian walked into the light, warmth touching his face. 
 
    Lynn followed, stepping into the sun and looking up at the clear blue sky. A murmur of voices touched the succubus’s sensitive ears as she turned around, her eyes drinking in the sight before her. Lucian stood at Lynn’s side, admiring the view. 
 
    Earth elementals worked, building small stone structures. They were incomplete as ten elementals worked at one, filling in foundation and building up as they went. Naliks moved to the side of the mystical construction, many of them building a large stable while a few tended to the horses, grazing along the grass.  
 
    Seven partial structures stood, stone melting to fit a piece at a time. Among them, a shrine stood with a small statue of Queen Systra standing with regal flair. Sunlight bathed all, but the activity moved with energy and excitement. The elementals were focused, but even Lynn could feel Lucian’s excitement flowing into them as they worked. 
 
    “This is going to begin as a town, but it will grow into a city and then a kingdom. It will be a place for any who have been cast out from the light. 
 
    “An abyss shard has been placed here, on the surface. It allows me to move up here with no ill effects, connected to the web of my dungeon. I have my full power here, but I plan to use it to entice others to join our budding kingdom.” 
 
    Lynn looked down, not realizing she had grabbed Lucian’s hand and held it tight. 
 
    Lucian lifted his other hand, cupped her chin and raised her head so they could look into each other’s eyes. 
 
    “Much like your divine sisters, I want you at my side as we bring balance back to this world. You will have power, riches, and status.  
 
    “Lynn, will you join us on this journey together?” 
 
    The water succubus blinked before her brow formed a sharp V. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” the succubus said with wicked glee. 
 
      
 
    ~Fin~ 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Follow the links below to the Lewd Saga Series. They’re arranged in the correct order to read. 
 
    Lewd Saga Adventures 
 
    Lewd Knights 
 
    Lewd Knight 2.0: Middle Kingdoms 
 
    Lewd Paladin: Shadow of Fate 
 
    Lewd Necromancer: Raiding Hearts 
 
    Lewd Rogue: Golden Desires 
 
    Lewd Dragon: Bright Storm 
 
    Lewd Knight 3.0: Serpent Horizon 
 
    Lewd Paladin: Dread of Night 
 
    Lewd Shadowmancer: The Concubine Contract 
 
    Lewd Rogue: Master’s Coin 
 
      
 
    Lewd Kingdoms 
 
    Lewd Kingdoms: Shadow’s Edge 
 
    Lewd Kingdoms: Fallen Throne 
 
    Lewd Kingdoms: Midnight War 
 
      
 
    Succubus Dungeon Series 
 
    Succubus Dungeon 
 
    Succubus Dungeon: Divine Overlord 
 
      
 
    Or buy the two 7-book collections 
 
    Lewd Saga Omnibus: 7 Book Collection 
 
    Lewd Saga Omnibus Volume 2: 7 Book Collection 
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 A Note from Eden Redd 
 
    I wanted to take this moment to thank you for reading! 
 
    I hope you enjoyed the stories. If you have a moment, please leave a review. If leaving a review is not your cup of tea, then please e-mail me. I try to answer all e-mails as fast as I can but I would love to hear your feedback. 
 
    Join my mailing list and receive updates on new titles! 
 
    Visit my Website at https://edenredd.com/ 
 
    Join Eden’s Lewd Discord 
 
    edenreddx@gmail.com 
 
    I am also on twitter! I tend to put sexy monster pics and quirky thoughts/ideas.  
 
    Like me on Facebook! 
 
    I also run a sexy Facebook group, Eden’s Lewd Fantasy and Sci-Fi Garden (NSFW). 
 
    Please check out my author page and some of my other works you may like. 
 
    Eden Redd Author page 
 
    Check out my non-erotic titles under Eden Blue! 
 
    Join my Eden Blue FB Page. 
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    Harem Lit 
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    LitRPG Rebels 
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    Western Cultivation Stories 
 
    Gamelit All Girls 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
                   
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
EDEN REDD

SHADOW ALLIANCE





images/00001.jpeg





