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Jones squinted through the torchlight, shadows crawling along the ancient stone walls. "Hey, guys... I think I see the dungeon. It's bigger than I thought."

A low chuckle echoed beside him. "Of course it is, Jones," Liam muttered, resting his hand on the hilt of his blade. "It's a bloody dungeon."

Jones shot him a glare. "No need to be rude, Liam. God, you're the most annoying person I've ever met."

"Fuck off, Jones," Liam snapped, his voice bouncing off the damp stone corridor.

Emily sighed, stepping between them, her lantern flickering. "Enough. We came here for the treasure, not to argue."

Liam exhaled sharply, lowering his tone. "You're right, Emily. I'm sorry."

A brief silence followed-then, under his breath, he added, "I'm not." Jones froze as the flicker of their torches fell upon something grotesque. "Is that... a fucking eyeball statue?" he whispered, disgust lacing his voice. "That's gross. And-gods-there are skeletons everywhere. This place is just... wrong."

Liam scanned the walls with a sneer. "Yeah, it's weird, Jones. A real mystery why people don't build vacation homes here."

Before Jones could retort, Emily lifted her lantern higher, its light stretching into the next chamber. "Quiet. Look."

Lying in the center of the hall, half-shrouded in shadow, was a massive creature-fur black as midnight, chest rising and falling slowly.

"Yo, guys," Jones breathed, "I think that's a werewolf. He looks like he's sleeping. Let's just try to sneak past him."They moved like ghosts, each step echoing faintly against the stone. But as they passed, a deep growl rumbled through the silence. Two eyes, burning gold, snapped open.

The beast rose, towering over them. A jagged scar slashed across his right eye, the mark of countless battles. "Why are you here?" his voice thundered, ancient and weary. "There is no treasure here-only death."

Emily stepped back, trembling but defiant. "Who are you?"

The creature's gaze softened, if only slightly. "I am Cole. This dungeon is a curse-an endless labyrinth. Once you enter, you can never leave."

The torchlight trembled in their hands as the weight of his words settled upon them like a cold wind. Liam threw his hands up in frustration, his voice echoing off the cold stone. "Really? Oh, come on, man! I wanted treasure, not to be trapped in some cursed pit with a werewolf!" He glanced at Cole and grimaced. "No offense, dude-but you're kind of gross."

Cole's golden eyes narrowed, but he said nothing.

"Liam," Emily snapped, glaring at him. "Did you not hear what he said? There's no way out."

Jones turned in a slow circle, his torchlight catching on the carvings that lined the walls-grotesque statues of staring eyeballs, each one glistening as if alive. "Why are there so many of these things?" he whispered. "What is this place?"

Cole shifted his weight, claws scraping the stone. "This dungeon," he said, voice rumbling like distant thunder, "is called Kage."

The air seemed to darken as he spoke the name "It was built four hundred years ago," Cole continued, "by the servants of a vampire named José. He sought dominion over the mortal world, wielding forbidden magic. When wizards and witches banded together to defeat him, they trapped him within these walls. But before his death, he cast a curse-binding this place in eternal shadow. Now, anyone who enters... never leaves."

The torchlight flickered, and for a moment, the statues seemed to watch them breathe.

Emily's voice trembled. "Then... we're trapped here?"

Cole's gaze met hers. "Until the curse is broken-or it consumes you." 

Liam kicked a loose stone across the floor, his frustration boiling over. "Great. So we're stuck here forever," he muttered, his voice dripping with anger. "If I could go back in time, I'd kill that damned vampire myself."

"Liam-" Emily started, but he raised a hand, cutting her off.

"I'm done standing around waiting to die," he snapped. "I'm leaving."

"Wait!" Emily called after him. "No, we have to stay together!"

But her words fell on deaf ears. Liam strode deeper into the corridor, his boots striking hard against the ancient floor. The air grew colder with every step. Jones lifted his torch, the flame flickering weakly. "Liam, stop! You don't know what's ahead!"

For a brief moment, Liam turned his head, the firelight catching the edge of his face-defiant, angry, unafraid. "I'll find a way out," he said. Then-

SLAM!

A massive iron door crashed down between them, the sound echoing through the dungeon like thunder. Emily screamed, rushing forward, pounding on the cold metal. "Liam! Liam, can you hear me?!"

No answer. Only the heavy silence of Kage.

Jones stared at the sealed door, his heart pounding. "He's gone..."

Cole's voice rumbled low, almost mournful. "The dungeon has chosen its first victim."

And from the other side of the door came a sound-faint, almost human-a low growl, followed by a scream that was cut short.

The torches flickered. The shadows moved.
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Liam stumbled backward as the iron door slammed shut behind him, the echo rattling through his bones. The torchlight flickered, casting long, trembling shadows across the corridor. Then—a sound. A deep, guttural growl that vibrated through the stone.

From the darkness ahead, a shape emerged. Massive. Hulking. An ogre—its skin mottled gray and cracked like dried earth, tusks jutting from a mouth twisted in eternal rage.

Liam’s breath caught in his throat. “Oh... you’ve got to be kidding me.”

The beast roared, the sound shaking dust from the ceiling, and charged. Liam dove aside just in time, rolling across the floor. His dagger flashed in the dim light as he lunged forward, slicing deep into the ogre’s leg.

The creature howled, stumbling, its blood dark and thick as tar. Liam grinned, chest heaving. “Oh yeah! Got you now—”A massive hand struck him like a hammer, sending him crashing into the wall. His vision blurred. The last thing he saw before darkness claimed him was the ogre’s single, unblinking eye looming above him.

On the other side of the sealed door, Emily slammed her hands against the iron. “Liam! Can you hear me?!”

No answer—only silence.

Jones paced, his torch trembling in his grasp. “We can’t just leave him in there! There has to be another way around!”

Cole stood unmoving, his voice low and grave. “Once a door closes in Kage, it is sealed by the curse itself. No strength, no spell, no will can open it again.”

Jones spun toward him, anger flaring in his eyes. “There has to be something! You’ve been here the longest—you must know a way!”  Cole’s gaze turned away. “If there is, it has never been found.”

Emily swallowed hard, forcing herself to breathe. “Then we don’t stop here. We look around this area. There has to be a clue—something that can help us get him back.”

Jones nodded, though his eyes still flicked to the door. “Yeah... before the dungeon takes him too.”

The torchlight dimmed, and somewhere in the unseen depths, something growled—softly, almost as if it were laughing.  

The silence was broken by a deep, echoing creak.

Another door—this one ancient and lined with bones—slowly opened on its own. From the darkness beyond, a hollow, thunderous laugh rolled out, followed by the sound of rattling bones.

A towering skeleton stepped into the light, its skull split by a cruel grin. Its ribs glowed faintly with an eerie blue fire, and every step it took made the ground tremble.

“Pitiful,” it hissed, its voice like wind scraping through a graveyard. “You truly believe there’s a way out of Kage? How naïve.”

Jones raised his mace, heart pounding. “Who the hell are you?”

The creature’s laughter shook the walls. “I am Gashadokuro, the eternal hunger. But I have good news...” It leaned closer, empty eye sockets blazing. “There is a way out—through death.”With that, it drew a massive sword forged of bone and black iron, its edge humming with necrotic energy.

Emily raised her wand, the faint shimmer of magic swirling around her fingertips. “Get ready,” she whispered.

Cole bared his fangs, fur bristling as his body shifted into his full werewolf form, claws digging into the stone. “Stay behind me.”

Jones swung his mace up into position, steel trembling in his grip. “If this thing wants a fight,” he muttered, “it’s got one.”

The Gashadokuro let out a hideous laugh—and the chamber erupted into chaos. 

Meanwhile...

Liam stirred, his head throbbing, the world a blur of gray and shadow. “Wh—where am I?” he whispered, trying to push himself up. His hands brushed cold stone slick with moisture.

A growl echoed from somewhere close. The air was heavy, suffocating. Then—footsteps. Heavy, deliberate.

From the gloom emerged the ogre—or what Liam thought was the ogre. But as it stepped into the faint light, he saw the truth. Its skin burned faintly with crimson marks, its eyes now glowing a hellish red. Two horns curled from its forehead.

“You...” Liam breathed. “You’re not an ogre.”

The creature’s smile was jagged and cruel. “No,” it said. “I am A Oni.” It leaned close, breath hot and foul. “You really thought you had a chance, didn’t you? You never did.”

Liam stumbled backward, his dagger nowhere to be found. The Oni’s laughter filled the darkness—low, guttural, endless.

And somewhere beyond the walls, the sounds of battle echoed faintly... then faded into silence.                                                           The End of Chapter 2
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