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		Iwas overwhelmed. I was burnt out. There was no getting around the fact that I needed a break. I needed a break from life. It felt as if everything was going wrong at once.

		First it was my boyfriend of five years dumping me. But it wasn’t really that he dumped me. It was that he cheated on me with some bimbo floozy and then dumped me when I found out about her. So I was already in a pretty bad place. Then work started getting difficult. The breakup wasn’t the reason work got hard, but it didn’t help. I had a new manager that seemed hell bent on making my life miserable. She had her favorite employees that she treated well and then she had me. I didn’t know why she hated me, but nothing I did was good enough all of a sudden, even when her favorites completed bad work in comparison. She praised them and insulted me.

		And I probably would have survived both stressors had it not been for my friends suddenly abandoning me. They just completely ghosted me. One minute they responded via texts and phone calls, as well as inviting me for nights out with them. The next minute, all I got was silence from them. My life was falling apart around me and they had pulled my support system out from underneath me. It was hell.

		Luckily, I managed to arrange for some personal time for myself. I had enough vacation and sick days stored up to take almost a month off at work. My new boss didn’t like it. She didn’t want me to take any time off at all. She even threatened to fire me, but I checked with HR and I knew she couldn’t follow through with her threat. Or at least she couldn’t under current company rules for me taking vacation time. Then again, I secretly wondered if she was using my work to prop up her own and those of her favorites. If I took time off, she could no longer hide her ineptitude.

		But taking time off from work didn’t fix anything. I was still just as stressed out as I was before, only now I didn’t have anything to keep me busy. Bored and stressed is worse than just being stressed. At least before I managed to keep busy.

		I had always wanted to try an escape room. I knew they were a new fad and they might not last more than a few years before they disappeared, but I needed an escape, so I figured an escape room might be fun.

		“Is it just you or are you waiting for other people?” the man at the counter asked me. He had black curly hair, olive skin, and he spoke with a European accent that I couldn’t place.

		“It’s just me,” I answered. “My reservation should be under Whitney.”

		“Ah, yes, Whitney,” the man said. “Welcome to the Labyrinth of Ambrus. It’s not often we get people wanting to go through the escape room alone. Usually it’s a group activity.”

		I shrugged. “My friends seem to have ghosted me, so it’s just me now. And I could use an escape. Everything about my life has kind of imploded recently.”

		I didn’t know why I was so open with this guy, but I just needed some sympathy. Not that I actually expected any from a complete stranger. But even if this man didn’t actually feel my pain, he could still empathize with my situation. I was certain of that. And for the price I paid to use his escape room, I figured he could provide that much needed interaction.

		“These things happen,” the man said. “Not to push you along, but everything is all set for you. The Labyrinth is right through that door.” He pointed toward a nondescript door to his left. There were several doors leading off the lobby. I figured there were multiple escape rooms so multiple parties could use them at once.

		“Thank you,” I said.

		I left the man behind the counter and pushed open the offered door, not knowing what to expect. It was strange how the doorway, once opened, almost seemed to glow. The space beyond was completely dark. Not even the light from the lobby seemed to illuminate the interior. It was all very creepy, but I was willing to get a little scared through all of this.

		Stepping through the doorway, I felt a static shock all over my body. It was a strange sensation, like all the little hairs on my body standing up at the same time. On top of that, my stomach lurched, almost making me think I might puke. Thankfully I managed to hold back and keep from spilling my lunch. Nonetheless, it wasn’t a pleasant experience. I had to close my eyes once I was inside in the darkness, doing my best to focus and stop my stomach from churning.

		When I opened my eyes, I gasped in shock. Torches lined the walls of what appeared to be a stone cavern. The torches did a poor job of illuminating the large space, the ceiling high enough I couldn’t see it beyond the light of the torches. I took a tentative step, still getting my bearings, not knowing what to expect.

		I had expected a cement floor, but instead I found myself standing on an uneven rocky surface. I bent down and placed my hand against the stone. It was damp and cold. Something didn’t seem right about that. Yes, I knew fake rocks could be used to make this room look like a real cave, but the rock beneath my feet felt very real.

		I turned back toward where I entered the room, expecting to see the door. But there wasn’t anything there. It was just a rock face. I stood up and ran my hands across the wall, expecting to find some sort of hidden doorway. But it all seemed solid. I didn’t understand how I had come to be here, but I was trapped. I was stuck in the cave until I managed to find a way out.

		“Hi there,” sounded a chipper feminine voice.

		I turned around, surprised by the sudden presence. Standing before me was a woman. She had long flowing blonde hair, plump lips, a strange multi-colored dress, purple wings sticking out from her back, and she seemed to almost be glowing.

		“Who the hell are you?” I asked, my heart still beating hard in my chest. I hadn’t been expecting anyone.

		“I’m Lara,” the woman said. “I’m your fairy guide here in the Labyrinth. But I should probably say that I’m actually only half fairy. I’m part nymph too.”

		“Um,” I said as I tried to think of what to say. This was not at all what I expected. But, maybe this woman, this fairy-nymph, had answers for me. “Hi, Lara. I’m Whitney.”

		“Ooh, Whitney is a pretty name,” Lara practically squealed. She gave off airhead vibes, like one of those bimbos I went to high school with.

		“So, um, where am I?” I asked, hoping Lara had some reasonable answers for me. I had a feeling that I was no longer in the escape room, but how I had been transported here, I didn’t know.

		“You’re in the Labyrinth of Ambrus,” Lara answered.

		“Yes, and where is that?” I pushed. “One moment I was in the lobby for an escape room and the next thing I knew I was here.”

		“I don’t know what an escape room is,” Lara admitted. “I live here in the Labyrinth though. I never leave, even after I help people out.”

		“Oh, well, I’m sorry to hear that, Lara,” I said. We were both trapped in one way or another. She could never leave and until I figured out what to do, I was trapped too. “But you say you help people leave the Labyrinth?”

		“I do,” Lara said proudly. “That’s my job. I can tell you find this all really confusing. But don’t worry. It will all make sense soon enough. It always seems to make sense in the end, in some way or another.”

		As much as I wanted to do all of this alone, it made sense to have a guide. And as much as Lara sounded like an airhead when she talked, especially her inflections and high pitched voice, she was definitely more experienced with this place than I was. I had to let her help me.

		“Okay, what do I do first?” I asked.

		“You need to go that way,” Lara said, pointing behind her.

		The cavern was large and I had not explored its depths. With the confusing nature of this place, I decided it was best to stick to what I knew. But eventually I would need to begin exploring. And Lara’s directions made sense. It was time to start figuring out how I could leave the Labyrinth. It was time to figure out how to escape.
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		Iwalked carefully in the direction Lara had pointed me. The torches along the wall helped to lead the way. I was thankful that I wasn’t in total darkness. That would have made it almost impossible to go forward. I needed to see where I was going. Fumbling around in the dark would probably have led me in circles. And worse, I wouldn’t have even known I was going in circles.

		Lara followed me as I slowly made my way. Rather than walk, she fluttered her wings and hovered with her feet just inches above the ground. I had never experienced anything like this before. I felt like I was living in a strange fantasy world. Fairies didn’t really exist. Nor did nymphs for that matter. I vaguely wondered if this wasn’t all an elaborate hoax, some sort of mass deception of my senses, like I was in a computer generated world. I wasn’t actually moving, but the world moved around me. But as cool as that would have been, it didn’t seem right, nor possible. Technology wasn’t that advanced yet.

		And then there was how my body reacted when I went through the doorway. It made me wonder if I had actually been transported someplace. Such a transporter shouldn’t have been possible, but then again, fairies weren’t real and I was walking next to one. Not that it mattered. I needed to work my way through the Labyrinth so I could get out. I needed to escape.

		Suddenly, just feet in front of me, a giant wall of flames erupted. I stepped back, moving away from the intense heat of the flames. The light filled the cavern as I shielded my eyes from the bright red and orange flames.

		“What the hell?” I said, both surprised and annoyed by this first obstacle. Then again, I shouldn’t have been surprised. A labyrinth wasn’t just a maze. It was supposed to have obstacles along the way. But what was I supposed to do about getting past fire.

		I looked around, but didn’t see anything useful. There was no lever or water hose anywhere nearby. The heat from the flames also helped to remind me that this place seemed real. It wasn’t a computer generated world. It didn’t make sense, but that didn’t matter at the moment. I needed to figure out a way past the flames so that I could continue my journey.

		“The fire always causes problems,” Lara commented.

		“You’re telling me that there is a way past the flames?” I asked.

		“Of course there is,” she answered. “But you can’t fly like me.”

		To emphasize her point, Lara flew up into the air and easily flew above the flames. She even disappeared behind them as she returned to a lower height. I couldn’t even see her through the flames. They were that intense. But a moment later, she reappeared above the flames and flew back over to my side.

		“It’s easy for me,” Lara said as she returned to her hovering position just off the ground. It was weird to see her fluttering like that. That kind of human flight wasn’t possible, at least not with wings. It was further proof that I wasn’t at home anymore. I was in some kind of other world. It was the only explanation. I didn’t understand it, but this place was real. And so was Lara, which meant fairies and nymphs were real. It also meant I was in way over my head.

		“But there must be a way for me to get across, since, as you said, I can’t fly. Is there some way to put out the flames?”

		Lara shook her head. “Not that I know of. No one has ever succeeded, but they’ve certainly tried.”

		“Hmm,” I said while I tried to think. There needed to be a solution. Given the nature of the Labyrinth, I didn’t think I could just give up and get to leave. I would have to do this the hard way.

		“You can always check the chest,” Lara said, pointing toward a wooden box at the base of the cavern wall on my left hand side. I hadn’t even noticed it before. “The masters of the Labyrinth usually put something in there to help people get through the fire. It’s different for everyone.”

		I immediately crouched down next to the wooden box. It had a simple metal latch on the front. It wasn’t locked. I was worried I would have to track down a key somewhere to use it. Luckily, the latch lifted easily. I opened the lid to see what was inside.

		“Heels?” I asked. There was a single pair of high heels in the chest. They were red and they featured a lock around each ankle.

		“Ooh, those will let you walk through the fire,” Lara said, looking over my shoulder into the chest and recognizing the shoes immediately.

		I reached into the chest and touched the shoes, wanting to make sure they were real. They felt like black leather and they featured an incredibly high heel. I had never seen such a high heel outside of extreme fetish pictures I had occasionally stumbled across on the internet. I pulled out the two shoes and held them up closer for inspection. The locking strap around the ankle was open, but they appeared like they would be impossible to walk in without securing the lock. And even then, they looked like they would be difficult to walk in. The highest heel I had ever worn was maybe two inches. These were at least three times that high.

		“I’m supposed to wear these?” I asked. “How will they protect me from the fire?”

		“It’s magic,” Lara answered. “Really, whenever there’s something here you don’t understand, you should just assume it’s magic. It’s just easier that way.”

		I couldn’t argue with Lara’s reasoning. If this was indeed some sort of strange fantasy world, there was no way that it would make sense. But Lara was supposed to be my guide, so I figured I could trust her. She hadn’t exactly steered me wrong yet, but it was still early in our working relationship.

		“I guess I’ll put them on then,” I said as I started to untie the trainers I had worn. “Will I be able to take them off though?”

		Lara shrugged her shoulders. I supposed there were limits to her knowledge. Then again, would it matter? If I needed to get out of the Labyrinth, I wasn’t going to stay just because I had to wear a pair of impossibly high heels.

		I pulled off my shoes and socks with ease. Then I slipped my right foot into the new shoe. The arch of my foot stretched to accommodate the high heel height. Even sitting down, putting no weight on my foot, I could sense that my feet would struggle to adjust to the shoe. When I clasped the lock on the ankle strap, I heard a sharp click. I tried pulling on the strap to loosen it, but it held fast. It seemed I would have to wait to remove the shoes for when I had the right tools to pick the lock. Or maybe I would even find the key.

		The second shoe soon joined the first, this time locked onto my left foot. I tucked my socks into my trainers and placed them side by side. Then I grabbed onto the edge of the chest to give myself something to hold onto while I pushed myself to my feet.

		“Whoa,” I said as soon as I was vertical. My feet stretched at an almost impossible angle just to stand and I hadn’t even taken a step yet. It was only then that I realized the shoes were my size. Of course they were. It was magic. It had to be.

		“Careful, Whitney,” Lara said. “Sometimes those shoes take time to learn to walk in. Why don’t you practice before you try walking through the fire? You don’t want to fall.”

		No, I definitely didn’t want to fall while walking through the flames. I didn’t understand how these shoes were supposed to protect me, but I had to trust Lara. Then again, if Lara was lying to me, it would result in my death. There was no way I could survive walking through the flames without some sort of protection, real or magical.

		I took my time adjusting to my new footwear. I walked back and forth across the cavern, pacing as I figured out how to best move in these ridiculous shoes. And at least I had some practice with heels on my shoes, even if these were much, much higher than anything I had ever even considered wearing before. If I had been a man, there was no way I would have been able to adjust to these shoes without spending hours practicing. Then again, if I was a man, I figured the shoes would have been different. It was all magic, after all. Even the Labyrinth was sexist. Just what I wanted to deal with while I was trapped.

		“Don’t force anything when wearing heels that high,” Lara said, giving me advice. “Let yourself take naturally smaller steps. Let your hips sway with each stride.”

		I started to adopt Lara’s advice. It took time, but I eventually found a rhythm that didn’t leave me feeling like I was about to tip over from being top heavy. It didn’t help that the cavern floor was rough and rocky, but I still managed. And slowly, but surely, it became easier to walk.

		“There,” Lara finally said. “I think you’re ready to tackle the flames.”

		“So what do I do?” I asked, not fully believing that a pair of shoes could protect me from the flames.

		“Just walk through the fire,” Lara answered. “I’ll see you on the other side.”

		With that, Lara once again launched into the air with a flutter of her wings and easily flew over the flames. She then dropped down on the other side, out of sight. I had a feeling she wasn’t coming back. I needed to push forward and continue my journey.

		My first step forward nearly made me give up entirely. The heat from the flames was almost unbearable. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t survive such big flames. But then I took another step forward and the heat actually dissipated. Then I took another step and another step after that.

		“It’s working,” I said as I stepped into the flames. I could no longer feel the heat at all. It vaguely made me wonder if the flames were fake and the heat was just there to scare me. Not that I wanted to test that theory. I didn’t know if it was the high heels on my feet that were protecting me or if the flames weren’t actually dangerous. It was better not knowing and just rolling with the punches.

		“Keep walking,” Lara called out, encouraging me. “You’ll be on the other side soon enough.”

		I carried my shoes and socks in my hands, not wanting to leave them behind. If I had the opportunity to change out of the heels, I didn’t want my trainers to have been left behind. Yes, I had learned how to walk in the high heels, more or less, but I still preferred my comfortable trainers. The heels would start hurting eventually.

		“What the hell?” I called out as I looked down at the shoes in my hands. My shoes were on fire. They were already ruined and were in the process of burning away entirely. I never would have noticed if I hadn’t seen it happening. I couldn’t feel the fire anymore.

		But it wasn’t just my shoes that were burning in my hands. All my clothes seemed to be slowly burning off my body. I could the skin from my legs in multiple places, holes that hadn’t been there before as the fabric slowly burned. My top was in a similar mess. Every moment I spent in the fire meant more of my clothes were burning up. The heels protected me, they protected my skin, but they didn’t protect my clothes.

		I sped up, wanting to get through the flames as soon as possible. I was left to hope the fire wouldn’t be too bad and that my clothes would be salvageable. But the heels were not meant for moving fast. Even as I sped up my movement, my stride shortened in almost inverse proportion. I wasn’t actually traveling faster. It just felt like that.

		By the time I finally did step out of the flames on the other side, my top and jeans were both burned away entirely. My shoes and socks were gone too. Even if I had the opportunity to take off the heels, I didn’t have anything else to wear. However, my underwear seemed largely untouched. I wore a violet set of matching bra and panties. They weren’t amazing looking, but I had decided to dress up a little, choosing a silk and lace set as opposed to a plain cotton set that I usually wore.

		“Why didn’t my underwear burn like everything else?” I asked, still struggling to believe what had just happened to me. I felt completely exposed, even though I remained technically decent. I wouldn’t be breaking any laws with the clothes that I was left with, but that was the most I could say for myself. There was no way I could go out dressed like this.

		“It’s magic,” Lara answered before she threw her arms around me and embraced me in a hug. “Congratulations. You made it past the first challenge.”

		“Thanks,” I said. Although I didn’t exactly feel proud of myself. I had lost my clothes in the process and was now forced to wear obscenely high heels until I could find some way to unlock them. “What’s next?”

		“I can’t tell you,” Lara said. “You’ll get a choice.”

		“Choice?” I wondered out loud. But then I looked ahead and saw what she meant. The cavern split into two directions. I wouldn’t know which one I should take, so I would have to choose. And it made sense. A labyrinth was a maze after all. I just had to hope that I could make it through without hitting any dead ends. I was certain I wouldn’t like the results if I had to backtrack.

		Lara didn’t say anything. She hovered a few inches off the ground beside me, giving me no hint about which path I should choose.

		“I guess I’ll take the right path,” I said, making a decision. I didn’t have any information to tell me which direction I should go. Instead, I just made a choice and had to hope it was the right one.
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		The moment I entered the next cavern, I was certain I had guessed incorrectly. Ahead of me was one of the best known guardians of the Labyrinth. It was a Minotaur, featuring a bull’s head on a man’s body. The Minotaur carried an axe and his arms looked thicker than my thighs. He was built like a gladiator and looked just as fearsome. He wore only a loincloth to cover himself and a pair of leather sandals on his feet. He was otherwise completely naked.

		There was no way I could fight a Minotaur. I wasn’t a fighter. I didn’t have a single athletic bone in my body. This was a mistake. I needed to go back the way I came.

		However, the moment I turned around, I once again found my escape cut off. The tunnel that connected this cavern to the last was simply gone. There was just solid rock. There was no way I could return the way I came again. Or if there was, it appeared I would need to somehow defeat the Minotaur. Not that I had any weapons. It was just me against a huge hulk of a creature armed with a double sided axe. I was screwed.

		The Minotaur took a step forward. He held his axe menacingly. We both knew how this would end up. A fight would lead to him killing me. I had no chance in a fight against him.

		“Any suggestions, Lara?” I asked, my voice quaking in fear.

		“Minotaurs are horny,” Lara answered. “Always so horny…” Lara seemed to let her mind wander, losing herself in a daydream. I didn’t want to know what she was fantasizing about.

		“What I’m I supposed to do?” I asked. “Seduce him?”

		Lara smiled as she snapped out of her daydream. “That’s what you should do. You should seduce him.”

		I wasn’t sure how this was supposed to work, but I figured I could at least try Lara’s idea. It wasn’t that long ago that I would have scoffed at the idea of Minotaurs being real. But here I was, accepting of that reality and trying to think of ways I could seduce him. It was utterly fantastic and scary all at the same time.

		“Hi there,” I tried to say as seductively as possible. I had never been very good at flirting with people. It was a minor miracle I ever had a boyfriend at all. Maybe that was why he cheated on me. I wasn’t good enough at the romance and seduction part of the relationship. “Wow, you look really strong.”

		I really didn’t know what I was doing. I was just trying to pay the Minotaur a compliment, but I was also trying to keep my distance. That axe looked really scary. I was afraid if I got too forward with him, he might just swing and cut off my head. The axe was probably sharp enough that it wouldn’t take much force. And I figured he was skilled enough with the weapon to be accurate with it.

		“I’ve never seen someone so strong before,” I said, continuing speaking, saying whatever came to mind that I thought he might want to hear.

		The Minotaur let out a grunt. I didn’t know what that meant, but he had stopped advancing toward me. I figured that had to be a bright spot for my survival. But I needed to do more than just sweet talk him. I needed to truly seduce him.

		“Any ideas of what to do?” I whispered out the side of my mouth, hoping to be just loud enough so that Lara could hear me, but not so loud that the Minotaur could hear me.

		“Talk about his cock,” Lara offered. “He likes that.”

		I didn’t want to think about what Lara got up to while she was not guiding people like me through the Labyrinth. Was she an item with the Minotaur? That sounded unlikely, since she was urging me to seduce him, but she seemed to have plenty of experience with him and what he liked. But I put those thoughts out of my mind, instead focusing on Lara’s suggestion.

		“I bet you have a big cock,” I said, returning to my attempted seduction. “I love big cocks. I bet I’d love your big cock if you showed it to me.”

		I couldn’t believe the words that were pouring out of my mouth, but they seemed to be working. The Minotaur put down the axe in his hands and pulled his loincloth aside, revealing his hardening cock. He wasn’t even completely hard yet, but his cock was huge.

		“Wow,” I said, unable to stop myself. “That is the biggest cock I had ever seen.” It wasn’t even a lie. The guy was huge, everywhere it seemed.

		The Minotaur seemed proud of his massive appendage, but I knew I would need to do more to fully seduce him.

		“Can I touch it?” I asked. I couldn’t describe why, but I felt a pull toward his cock, a curiosity to better understand how it could be so big.

		The Minotaur stepped forward, his body receptive to my offer. I wanted to run away, but I knew that was not an option. All I could do was continue my seduction.

		“Dance for him,” Lara suggested. “He likes that.”

		As I closed the distance toward the Minotaur, I let my body dance and sway, moving to music only I could hear in my head. I knew I was awkward as hell. I had never been good at dancing. I had no rhythm and no sense of movement. It didn’t help that I still wasn’t used to walking in the heels. Trying to dance made me feel even more exposed. But I needed to press on.

		As I got closer to the Minotaur, I found myself craning my neck upwards to look at his face. He was a giant compared to me, and I had always considered myself to be of average height, maybe even a few inches above average. And still the Minotaur dwarfed me.

		I wasn’t sure exactly what it was, but my actions seemed to be working. As I got closer, his cock got bigger and harder. I was glad there were other ways to seduce him than to end up fucking him. I didn’t think he could fit inside me. I didn’t even think I could wrap my lips around the head of his cock. He was that big. At least I had hands. And after all, I had already asked him to touch his cock. Using my hands made sense.

		I dropped to my knees in front of the Minotaur. I looked up to see not his bull head looking down on me, but a human head. Everything else remained the same, but I could sense the man underneath, even see him. The horns were still there though, standing out dark above him.

		But I wasn’t there to stare or even consider the finer points of the difference between men, bulls and Minotaurs. I was there to seduce him. I was there to make sure he came. Because once he came, I would be able to move to the next part of the Labyrinth. My only hope was I wouldn’t need to return through this chamber again. I didn’t want to do this a second time.

		I reached up and gently touched the shaft with my finger tips. The skin was soft and supple, but there was a hardness underneath that demonstrated his arousal.

		“You have such a nice hard cock,” I cooed, doing my best to lace my words with as much honey as I could manage. “But it’s too big for my mouth or even my little pussy.”

		I have never been one for dirty talk in the bedroom, but the moment felt right. This was a level of seduction I was inexperienced in, but I had to try. I needed to seduce the Minotaur so that I could pass. I needed to make him cum.

		I spit into my hands and spread it around both palms. I was going to need the lubrication if this was going to work right. Then I reached up with both hands and gently wrapped my fingers around his shaft. The Minotaur moaned as I started to slide my hands up and down. He was so big I couldn’t wrap a single hand around his girth. I needed both hands to even come close to fully surrounding his cock.

		“I bet you like this,” I said, encouraging him. “I bet you like it when a stupid slut like me gets down in front of you on her knees and strokes your big hard cock. I bet you love it when she worships your cock. Let me worship your cock. Let me make you cum, showing you my devotion toward your cock.”

		Those words seemed to do it. With another groan, the Minotaur reached full hardness. But I didn’t stop there. I kept going, trying to milk him for all his worth. What would happen when he came? I didn’t know, but I was going to find out. There was no way I could continue before I made him cum. That was what Lara told me at any rate. There might have been other options, but since I was certain to lose in a fight, I figured the next best thing was to use my hands and my body to pleasure him. That was assuming that would be enough to let me pass.

		“Oh my,” I said, continuing my seductive speech. “You have amazing stamina. I just know when you finally cum, it will be worth it. It will feel so good, it will be worth the wait.”

		There was a part of me that couldn’t believe what I was doing. I should have fought against this option for longer. It wasn’t that I wasn’t willing to seduce the Minotaur to orchestrate my escape from the Labyrinth, but I should have put up a bigger fight before I got down on my knees like this. My actions made me feel like a slut. They made me feel like a stupid slut, just like I called myself at the start. That terminology suddenly felt very accurate of my current state of affairs. I didn’t like it, but I couldn’t stop.

		And then it happened. There was no warning. With my ex-boyfriend, I had always known when he was about to cum. His cock had a particular twitch it would give just before he came. It would give me the time to pull of his cock if we were having sex without protection. And it would let me unwrap my lips from his cock if I was giving him a blowjob. Not that I spent much time on my knees for that sort of thing, but I was willing to do it for special occasions, like his birthday or when he got a promotion at work.

		The Minotaur came unexpectedly. His cock just suddenly surged with cum, the first shot spraying my hair. I wanted to recoil to save myself from further problems. Cum was almost impossible to get out of hair. But I could stop using my hands to jack him off. His cock continued to throb and spurt with rope after rope of his seed. But it seemed as if every spurt of cum landed in my hair. Before I knew it, my dark brown hair had turned almost white with cum, covering every strand. It was weird.

		But it only got weirder. Because as soon as the last dribbles of cum had somehow managed to land in my hair, I looked up to see the man beneath the Minotaur turn to ash. A moment later, I found myself kneeling there, empty-handed, with a pile of ash and a Minotaur horn on the ground in front of me.

		“You passed,” Lara cheered. “Good job.”

		“Thanks,” I said, still confused. Looking ahead, the path was clear. Looking behind me, the tunnel connecting the two caverns had opened back up again. I had freedom of movement again. But now that I had beat the Minotaur, I was faced with a decision. Did I want to go back as I had originally intended or did I want to move forward and hope I had made the right move? The best answer seemed to be moving forward, because then I would hopefully be closer to the end of the Labyrinth.

		“Ooh, I love your new hair color,” Lara suddenly cooed. “Blonde looks really good on you.”

		Confused, I was about to tell her that I had brown hair, not blonde. But then I caught sight of a lock of hair in my peripheral vision and instead of brown hair, I saw blonde. And it wasn’t just any blonde color, it was platinum blonde.

		“What the hell?” I asked for the umpteenth time as I held a lock of hair in front of my face. My brown locks were gone, replaced by blonde. And if anything, my hair seemed even longer than it had been before. It remained manageable, but it was as if I had gone a few extra months between trims than I usually did.

		“Minotaur cum does funny stuff to humans,” Lara said, partially answering my question. “It turned you blonde, which is pretty cool if you ask me. Your new hair looks much better than your old hair. Trust me. This is an improvement.”

		I wanted to be angry about this latest development. First I had to replace my sensible shoes with high heels that locked on to my feet. Then my clothes, everything but my underwear, burned off in the flames. Then I acted like a slut to seduce a mythical man creature. And finally, all his cum landed in my hair and turned it platinum blonde. All I could hope was Lara was right and I looked good this way. But other than that, I had to hope that all of this would go back to normal when I finally found my way out.

		“Okay, I’m blonde now,” I said, accepting my current situation the best I could. “I can move on to the next cavern?”

		“Pick up the horn,” Lara suggested. “At least one of the doors out of the Labyrinth requires a Minotaur horn as a key. You probably don’t want to leave it behind.”

		“Okay, I can do that,” I said as I reached down and picked up the horn. It was heavy in my hands, but there was something else about it too. It was warm. It was the kind of warmth that traveled up my arm and then settled deep in my belly. It was the kind of warmth that made me just a little bit horny. No wonder the Minotaur could be defeated by seduction. It was probably his horns that made him so horny.

		“Now you can go.”

		And go I did. I stepped out of the cavern and into a tunnel. Like before, it split into two options. I would need to choose which way I wanted to go to continue navigating the Labyrinth.
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		Idecided my best course of action was to take another right. I wanted to make it easy for me to keep track of what routes I had tried in the Labyrinth to help avoid me getting lost. I was going to keep taking the path to my right until I hit a dead end. After that, I could reverse course and start attempting lefts. It was the best way to keep everything sorted, especially when I was under pressure.

		As I entered the next cavern, I was greeted with the sound of buzzing.

		“Shit,” I cried when I realized I was listening to the sounds of many insects flying around. I knew the sound well, having once been attacked by a whole hive of wasps after I accidentally disturbed their nest. I had been afraid of bugs ever since. It didn’t matter what kind of bug or insect. I just knew I was afraid of them.

		But when I turned to leave this cavern and try my luck on the left-hand path, I discovered, like before, that the path behind me was now blocked. I couldn’t go back until I had made it past the insects.

		“Any advice?” I asked Lara, hoping she might have a suggestion or two. She had been helpful so far, even if I was not thrilled with the results. No clothes, locked in high heels, and platinum blonde hair were not results I wanted, but I now seemed to be stuck with them. I could only hope my hair had not been permanently changed. But even if it had, I could always dye it back. And I was sure I would eventually be able to remove the heels. I might have to break the lock, but it was possible. And I had plenty of clothes at home to replace the ones that I lost in the flames. I hadn’t reached the end of the world. I just wished I knew how much longer I was going to be in the Labyrinth.

		“They’re bees,” Lara explained. “And they’re never happy. They will sting you, but there is no way to protect yourself except to minimize contact with them. You need to get through this challenge as fast as you can.”

		I wanted to curse my situation, but I was already past that point. I had already done things I never had imagined before. There was no turning back. I had to go forward, no matter how much I feared the swarming bees.

		“Here goes nothing,” I said as I leaned forward like I was starting a running race.

		I took off as fast as I could, which was sadly not as fast as I would have liked. I had never been athletic or even remotely fast, but it was all made worse by my footwear. The heels slowed me down, making it hard to take longer strides. I felt like I was moving more up and down than I was forward. There just wasn’t anything I could do about it. I was glad I was wearing a bra, because my breasts would have bounced obscenely with each step. I could feel them bounce, as small as they were, even with the extra support from my bra. It would have been better if I had worn a sports bra, but not much better. And somehow I had a feeling the sports bra would have burned in the fire, leaving me completely bare up top.

		“Ow,” I called out as the first sting hit me. Then there was another and another after that. The bees had found me and they were intent on stinging me.

		It didn’t help that I had so much exposed skin. Not that bees were incapable of stinging through clothing, but it would have been more difficult for them. But most of my body was in the open air, leaving me even more exposed to the stings than I otherwise would have been.

		“Ouch,” I kept repeating over and over again as each bee stung me. I knew I wasn’t allergic, which was a small blessing, but that just meant I wasn’t about to die. There was still pain to be felt.

		I didn’t know how long it took me to cross the cavern. And I quickly lost count how many times I got stung. I just knew that it was a lot. But as soon as I reached the other side of the cavern, the bees stopped chasing me and stinging me. I could still hear the buzz of them flying around. I could hear them swarming, looking for their next victim, but they had given up on me.

		“Ugh,” I said as I put my hands on my knees to catch my breath. I had never run that hard before. And I was pretty sure I hadn’t been that slow before either. I probably never moved faster than a brisk walking pace when I wore trainers.

		Somehow Lara had made it through unscathed. That didn’t really surprise me though. I knew that she lived here and probably had natural immunity. That or the bees treated her as one of them, as a part of the Labyrinth. I was the stranger so they had attacked me instead of her.

		“You made it,” Lara squealed. “Good job.”

		“Thanks,” I said. My whole body hurt from all the stings. Oddly, however, there were new visual signs of my stings. There were no red spots associated with the bee venom getting into my body. My skin looked completely flawless, even more so than usual at least.

		“You should probably rest for a few minutes,” Lara recommended. “You don’t want to continue before you’re ready. You’re safe here.”

		“Good idea,” I said. “I could use the respth.”

		It took me a moment to even notice the lisp and by then, it was already too late.

		I reached up with my hands and touched my face. I immediately felt what was wrong. My lips were swollen. They were big and puffy, making it hard to speak.

		“Ooh, those are nice,” Lara commented. She seemed genuinely pleased with my misfortune.

		“My lipsth,” I said, growing concerned. I could barely talk.

		“Don’t worry about the lisp right now,” Lara said. “You’ll get used to your lips eventually. You got stung by lots of bees, so it makes sense that your lips would swell like that.”

		I could only nod my understanding. I might not have been allergic to regular bees, but I was allergic to whatever bees were buzzing around the Labyrinth. But as it turned out, my lips were not the only part of me that started to swell. It was just what I noticed first.

		“Ugh,” I said as I felt a sudden pain in my chest. I looked down to see my breasts overflowing the cups of my bra. They were straining against the lace and silk material.

		“Just give it a moment,” Lara said. “Your underwear will reshape to better fit your new tits and ass in a moment.”

		“How?” I asked, almost afraid of what the answer would be.

		“It’s magic,” Lara answered, providing the simplest of responses. Of course it was magic. Everything around me was magic, it seemed.

		I could only watch as my breasts continued to grow, pushing against the cups of my bra, spilling over in an incredible display of cleavage. I had never been someone who had much up top. I wasn’t one of those top heavy girls. I had always been proportional, or even a little on the small side. But now I could feel the added weight on my chest as my breasts continued to swell. They grew bigger and bigger, almost by the second. And all the while they became more and more round, looking as if I had received my ample cleavage by the talented hands of a plastic surgeon.

		But then it dawned on me that Lara had mentioned both my breasts and my butt. I looked over my shoulder, past the cascade of platinum blonde hair flowing down my back, to see my panties stringing to stretch around my growing bubble butt. I didn’t sense that my butt was growing as much as my boobs, but growth was still growth. There was a part of me that appreciated my butt helping to counterbalance the newfound size of my chest, but that didn’t make the massive change any less scary.

		“Was this supposed to happen to me?” I asked, my lips already starting to dissipate.

		“It’s the natural response to one of those bees stinging you,” Lara answered. “But you got stung a bunch of times, so who knows how big you’re gonna get.”

		I sighed, unhappy with my situation. However, there seemed to be nothing I could do to stop it. I had started the day as a boring brunette. Now I had platinum blonde hair and a curvy body that would have required the combination of years of hard work in the gym and thousands of dollars spent with a plastic surgeon. At least for what I got, I could appreciate the fact it was free. Not that I wanted any of those things before. And I would gladly give them up if it meant I could get out of the Labyrinth sooner.

		The final part of the change came in the form of my underwear reshaping and resizing itself to better fit the extreme nature of my curves. The cups on my bra expanded until they perfectly fit my boobs. But it wasn’t just the sizing that changed. The style of the bra changed too. Instead of providing full coverage, the replacement didn’t even cover my nipples. It pushed my tits up from underneath and left nearly three quarters of my boobs on display, pushing them up into even more eye-catching cleavage.

		Likewise, my panties shifted and changed as well to accommodate my new assets. The full cut of the panties morphed until I wore a thong, leaving much of my expanded backside completely exposed. There was no way I could go out wearing something like this. I almost never wore thongs, saving them for special occasions where my outfit required a lack of panty lines. And since breaking up, I hadn’t had the need to dress up like that.

		I couldn’t see exactly what I looked like. I had no access to a mirror, but I could guess. I guessed I looked like one of those stupid blonde bimbos I had run across occasionally. They were women who had completely handed themselves over to the idea that their only value was as sex objects. They dressed in inappropriate and revealing clothing and they almost had a standing appointment with their plastic surgeon, whether that was to get upgrades in their breasts and asses or if they needed more lip filler or Botox in their faces. Either way, I figured I now resembled those sorts of women with my new proportions.

		“At least I’m past the bees,” I said as I turned my attention to the next step in the Labyrinth. I had survived the bees and now it was time to take on my next challenge. Each challenge I underwent meant I was one step closer to getting out of there. There was no way I was going to let myself become a victim of the Labyrinth.

		“Way to think positively,” Lara said as she let her gaze travel up and down my body. I felt more naked than ever, what with my nipples in the open air and my expanded backside featuring far less coverage than I would have preferred. But there was nothing I could do about that now. I needed to keep going with the slim hope that all of this was temporary. And just like before, I needed to choose which direction to go next. Choosing wrong might completely alter the course of my life or even kill me.
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		Itook the right path yet again when given the choice. And as soon as I entered the next cavern, I found myself once again trapped. I needed to face what was ahead of me. There was no turning back.

		This time, however, there was no noise to warn me about what was to come next. The light was dim and the air was humid, more humid than it had been in the previous chambers. It reminded me of a greenhouse full of plants. The air felt almost solid, like I could have cut it with a knife. It hung heavily around me, pushing against my skin, leaving me feeling clammy and almost sweaty.

		“Can you tell me what’s in here?” I asked Lara who continued to hover beside me. She had been unharmed thus far, but she had given me good advice. Or at least she had given me advice that had helped me get through the previous obstacles, even if I came out of them looking different from how I had before.

		“Knowing you, you won’t like it,” Lara said, leaving me in the dark. Her response convinced me that this time I would have to fend for myself.

		I stepped forward slowly and carefully. The lights were dim here and I could barely see where I was going.

		Suddenly I heard a slithering sound and nearly jumped, thinking it was a snake. But it was no snake. It was a vine. It had traveled along the ground toward me. Then it struck, wrapping itself around my ankle, keeping my foot firmly planted on the ground.

		I tried to pull my foot away, but the plant used that opportunity to wrap another vine around my other foot. I was trapped.

		Worse, I could barely see it. Not only was the light dim, but I had trouble seeing over my boobs. They were so big, sticking off my chest like balloons had been blown up inside them, that I had trouble seeing what was happening to me. The bottom portion of my vision was blocked by my impressive cleavage.

		“Let me go,” I called out as I struggled against the vines. But my struggles were to no avail. Soon both of my wrists had been grabbed. Then one long and thick vine wrapped around my waist.

		That vine pulled harder and harder. The constriction made it hard to breathe, which further hampered my ability to fight back. I had never encountered such an aggressive plant before. I knew all about Venus flytraps and other active plant species, but I had never come across anything like this before. And I had no idea how to free myself.

		The vine around my middle kept getting tighter and tighter. I honestly wondered how it had not sliced me in half yet. Surely that was what it was attempting to do. However, before I could think too much about that and the pain around my waist, a strange yellow flower appeared in front of my face. It looked like a giant daffodil, but with this plant, who knew what it really was. I was certain it didn’t exist in the real world. But here in the Labyrinth, anything went.

		Then suddenly the flower in front of my face shuddered. It shot a big puff of pollen into my face. I tried to squeeze my eyes shut and hold my breath until the pollen had dissipated, but it got everywhere, all over my face and even into my nose and mouth. Despite my best efforts, I breathed it in, unsure of what would happen to me.

		I had always suffered from pollen allergies and was certain I would start sneezing. But I didn’t. Instead, I felt a constriction of my throat. But my throat wasn’t swelling shut as could happen with anaphylactic shock. It was something else entirely.

		I didn’t know how long I was restrained like that or how long it took me to recover from the dose of pollen in my face and mouth, but I eventually started to struggle free. First I got one hand free. Then I managed to pull my other hand free. After that I was able to wrestle my legs free, each one at a time. Finally I was left trying to pull at the vine wrapped around my waist.

		It was hard work, but I eventually managed to succeed. I was free and I was on the other side.

		“Wow, you look really good like that?” Lara said. She had harmlessly flown by without the plant trying to grab her. She continued to move throughout the Labyrinth untouched by whatever force was against me.

		“What do you mean?” I asked. But before I could wait for an answer, I slapped my hand across my mouth. My voice sounded completely different. I had always thought I had a completely normal and average voice. But the sounds that escaped my lips now were soft and much higher pitched. I had always thought I sounded like a woman when I talked, but now I sounded ultra feminine. I sounded as if my sole purpose was to look pretty. I sounded like an airhead.

		“The pollen gave you permanent makeup,” Lara explained. “Pink wet lips, perfect skin, blush and eyeliner and shadow. It really matches your body and blonde hair.”

		“But my voice,” I said.

		“Yeah, you sound really sexy too. Oomph, you make me a little wet. You know I’m bisexual, don’t you?”

		I didn’t but I wasn’t surprised. But the last thing I needed was my fairy guide to start coming onto me, hitting on me and maybe even leading me to look and sound less and less like myself.

		It took a few minutes to come to terms with what had happened to me. I couldn’t believe I looked like I now did. I doubted anyone would recognize me when I got out of the Labyrinth. I could only hope escape meant I could change back to the real me.

		Once, I had assimilated the new me into my psyche, I was faced with an unfortunate truth. Despite getting past the plant, freeing myself before I became a permanent fixture of the Labyrinth, I was faced with a blank wall in front of me. It was a dead end.

		“Crap,” I said, sounding far less upset than I actually was.

		“Looks like you need to go back the way you came,” Lara said.

		I was afraid of what might happen with my next encounter with the plant. It had radically altered my face and my voice, not to mention it had given me a tighter waist which further exaggerated my already expanded assets. Actually, I wasn’t that distressed about my waist. I had always been conscious of the fact I didn’t have the ideal hourglass shape. I looked more flat, with my waist, hips and shoulders all presenting a relatively straight and board-like appearance. Now I was anything but flat in every sense of the word.

		But despite that one bonus, I still needed to get past the plant again. I had no idea what it would do to me a second time. I didn’t want to find out, but I had no choice. I needed to be brave and keep fighting. As soon as I gave in, I was lost. I would be trapped in the Labyrinth forever and would live out my final days in the dim and darkness.

		I stepped forward, retracing my steps. The familiar sounds of vines slithering across the cavern floor made me jump. I tried to step away from the vines, but it was no use. With my pace slowed by the high heels, I was helpless to avoid the vines as they once again grabbed hold of my ankles and then my wrists. I once again felt the large vine wrap around my middle, squeezing down even more than I had before.

		But this time, rather than a flower appearing in front of my face, a sixth vine got involved. It featured a bulbous end that managed to push past the thin material of my panties and push into my pussy. My eyes went wide at the new sensation. It felt so good to suddenly have myself filled by such an object. It felt better than any cock ever had before. It certainly felt better than my ex-boyfriend had when we had sex. Even though I was trapped and fully restrained, I moaned as the vine expanded inside of me, sending my arousal higher and higher.

		Before I even realized it, I was cumming. The vine had made me cum and I loved it. “Yes,” I cried out, loving the sensation. I had never felt so full and I loved it.

		As soon as my orgasm finished, I found the plant letting me go. It started by pulling out of me. I felt disappointed by that fact, already craving more penetration. Then the large vine around my waist released me. I already sensed that my waist was now even more narrow. How narrow? I couldn’t tell, but I guessed it would look like I was always wearing a corset, even though I wasn’t. My waist would remain unnaturally narrow, which I secretly loved.

		Then the vines around my wrists and ankles released me. I found myself wrapping my hands around my wrists, rubbing the skin, almost missing the restraint. I had never been even remotely interested in BDSM or sexual restraints, but I suddenly felt very different about that fact.

		However, what mattered was that I was now free. I had twice survived the plant that wanted to hold me and change me. I had successfully made up for choosing the wrong path with only minimal changes to my body. Unfortunately, my second encounter left me feeling hornier than I ever remembered being before. I had masturbated when I felt less aroused.

		As soon as I was a safe distance from the plant and its vines, I found myself plopping down on the ground and sliding my thong aside. My fingers felt so good against my clit and along the outside of my pussy lips. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as the pleasurable sensations bombarded me. But my fingers weren’t enough. I sensed that immediately. As much as I loved how good I felt when I rubbed my pussy and clit with my fingers, I knew I needed something more. I needed something inside of me.

		That was when I found myself staring at the Minotaur horn in my hand. I hadn’t even realized I had been holding it all this time. But there it was and it was perfectly shaped. Yes, I would need it as a key later, but it could serve multiple roles. It could also be a dildo.

		I didn’t even think about what I was doing before I moved the pointy end of the horny toward my pussy. It slid in easily, what with how wet I already was. I immediately let out a pleasurable moan, loving the sensation of being filled. With my ex-boyfriend now out of the picture, I hadn’t realized how badly I needed sex, how badly I had needed cock. Fuck, I was horny.

		However, try as I might, I couldn’t seem to cum. The plant had easily made me cum in record time and, if anything, I was even hornier than before. But no matter what I did, I couldn’t push myself over the edge. I felt trapped in a never ending cycle where each thrust made me more and more desperate to cum, but I couldn’t actually do it. I couldn’t reach the orgasm that my body craved.

		“Why can’t I cum?” I asked, my voice coming out as a high pitched and frustrated whine.

		“It’s the Minotaur horn,” Lara explained. “It’s covered in a powder that prevents the female orgasm. You’ll only be able to cum when a cock cums in you from now on.”

		“Wait, that’s forever?” I asked, suddenly desperate and regretting my previously ingenious idea to use the Minotaur horn.

		“If all this becomes permanent,” Lara said. “Yes.”

		“Fuck,” I cried as I pulled the horn out of my pussy. I was stuck like this. I was stuck hot and horny and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I was stuck like this until I managed to escape the Labyrinth.

		Lara shrugged her shoulders. “You could have asked me before you started. I would have told you not to do it. But now it’s too late. At least you know which direction you need to go this time.”

		I hated that Lara was right. I was going to be stuck like this. My only two options were to find a cock to cum in me or to do my best to ignore the fire that burned inside me and continue on my journey. Escaping the Labyrinth might be harder now, what with how distracted I now felt, but at least that would change me back to myself. Or at least that was my understanding from Lara. Not that I could completely trust her. She could have stopped me from fucking myself with the Minotaur horn. But she said nothing and just let me keep going, only telling me after it was too late that I had just screwed myself.

		However, Lara was right about the fact I now had a better idea of how to escape the Labyrinth. I had gone right last time. This time I needed to go left. I had to hope I was nearing the end.
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		Icouldn’t believe how horny I was. I kept squeezing my thighs together in some slim hope that it might help. It didn’t. If anything, it only made me even more aware of my arousal. I was stuck like this until I finally managed to find a real cock. I couldn’t believe my poor luck.

		Imagining myself, all I could see was a hot and horny bimbo. The only thing that kept me from fulfilling such a role in life was the fact I remained smart. I had always been intelligent, graduating at the top of my class. Too bad such intelligence didn’t make my life any easier most of the time. To be honest, sometimes I felt as if my intelligence was a hindrance to happiness. However, there was no way I could ever imagine giving up my intelligence. It was part of what defined me as a person.

		And it was with the willpower that such intelligence gave me, that I managed to push my extreme arousal to the far recesses of my mind. I needed to focus on my situation. I was in an unknown labyrinth. Somehow I had been transported out of the escape room and into a real labyrinth. That, or I had finally snapped and was either dreaming or hallucinating. Those were my options. But I felt sane enough to think this was real. I didn’t feel crazy, even if my current state of arousal wanted to push me toward insanity until I could fulfill the desires of my pussy.

		This time I took the path on the left. I could have gone back to the beginning to try a left hand route, but I didn’t want to go through those previous challenges again. It was better to just take the first left that presented itself and not start over from the beginning. It had been bad enough fighting off the plant twice. It would have been even worse if I had to go through the bee room again. I didn’t need my breasts and butt to get even bigger with additional bee stings.

		“You can do this, Whitney,” I told myself, steeling myself for whatever came next.

		“That’s the spirit,” Lara added. “Keep being positive.”

		I didn’t need her encouragement. It felt somewhat hollow, like she didn’t really mean it. However, I wasn’t going to worry about her comments. It was not worth it to me to analyze everything she said. However, I had learned to be more wary of the information she provided me. It was not to be trusted at face value. Lara had an agenda. I just didn’t know what the agenda was yet. And if I played my cards right, I wouldn’t find out what it was. I would simply escape and leave her behind.

		I stepped forward into the next cavern. I had to hope that this was the correct way out. If I hit another dead end, it not only meant going through whatever obstacle I faced a second time, but it meant also getting stung by those bees again. I didn’t think my body could survive another growth spurt. My boobs were already too big. I looked almost plastic in how my boobs and butt had expanded. The swelling of my lips made it even worse.

		As soon as I stepped into the dimly lit cavern, I noticed there was a figure at the far end. There was movement, indicating this was a challenge with a person or a large creature. I couldn’t tell which from there. I needed to get closer to investigate.

		“Welcome to the Labyrinth,” a woman’s voice sounded as I approached the creature. The shadows obscured the woman’s body, but I could make out her face. It was indeed a woman. “Are you prepared to answer my riddle?”

		I stepped closer, closing the distance that separated us. The woman’s face and head were clearly human, but as I got closer, it became more and more clear that she was not completely human. Her body was actually that of a lion.

		“You’re a Sphinx,” I said in surprise. I shouldn’t have been surprised at all, considering that I had already faced a Minotaur. But while a Minotaur got by with brute strength, a Sphinx was much more cunning. The Sphinx in the Oedipus Rex story required Oedipus to answer a riddle before he could become king. It was a famous riddle. Even I knew that. And I was no expert on Ancient Greek stories.

		“I am indeed,” responded the half woman-half lion creature. Her head was that of a raven-haired woman with incredible beauty. Her body was that of a lion, with strong legs and sharp claws. She was not to be messed with. And I doubted I could use my feminine wiles to get by her as I had the Minotaur. The physical danger was similar, but my options were fewer.

		“What happens when I answer your riddle?” I asked, wanting the full story before I proceeded. I would need to answer the riddle regardless, I wanted to have a better understanding of the stakes. I only wished I had been better at riddles. They had never been my forte. I just didn’t have the right kind of mind for them.

		“For answering my riddle, you will be allowed to pass,” the Sphinx explained. “But what happens to you afterward will depend on your answer. Answer correctly and you will be rewarded beyond your current understanding. Answer wrong and you will become more of what you appear to be.”

		I didn’t like how the Sphinx phrased her words, but I didn’t see that I had a choice. I needed to continue. And from what I understood, just answering would be enough to continue my journey. I didn’t think she could make me look any more like a bimbo than she already had.

		“I am ready,” I answered. I wasn’t going to get any less ready. In fact, the longer I waited, the hornier I would become. That would only serve as a distraction.

		“Very well,” the Sphinx said. “What goes on four feet in the morning, two feet at noon, and five feet in the evening?”

		I stood there for a moment, running through the riddle in my head, trying to make sense of it. I had heard it before. It was almost exactly like the riddle from Oedipus Rex. The Sphinx couldn’t be asking me the same riddle after all these years.

		“Wait,” I said, suddenly realizing the flaw in the riddle. “Isn’t it supposed to be three feet in the evening?”

		“I’m the one asking the riddle,” the Sphinx countered. “I do not make such mistakes. I said five and the riddle has been asked. Now what is your answer?”

		“Is it man?” I asked, unable to think of what else it could be. I honestly had no idea what the riddle answer could be. And with my arousal forcing itself upon my consciousness, no matter how much I tried to ignore it, I couldn’t trust my own thoughts. They felt like a complete jumble. But I was confident that the original answer had been man. I hoped it all made sense, because I couldn’t think of anything that required five feet to walk at any point that was not unnatural.

		“You may pass,” the Sphinx said, standing aside.

		“You mean I answered correctly?” I asked excitedly as I moved forward. I was practically bouncing with energy. I had answered correctly.

		“No, but you answered my riddle,” the Sphinx replied. “Therefore, you are allowed to pass.”

		“I don’t understand,” I said. However, the moment I walked past the Sphinx, I felt something strange in my head. It was like a fog had descended over my mind. My thoughts came more slowly. There just wasn’t room for all of that stuff in my head anymore. Thoughts, memories, feelings. They were still there, but they seemed so much more difficult to access.

		And without those thoughts and innate feelings keeping my arousal at bay, I suddenly found that becoming so much more important to me. I felt so sexy and happy, as if that had become my default state of mind.

		I knew something was wrong with me, but I found it difficult to worry about. I found it difficult to worry at all. It was like years of burdens just lifted off my shoulders. I now felt light and airy. My plump lips turned up into a natural smile. I couldn’t help it. I felt good. I felt really good. And my arousal just seemed to fit with the moment. I was happy and horny. That was all that really mattered. I loved it.

		“Yes, I imagine you would not understand anymore,” the Sphinx said. “You looked like a bimbo on the outside so your punishment for a wrong answer was to make you a bimbo on the inside as well. You really only had one thing holding you back. It was that brain of yours. So now you don’t need to worry about your brain. To be honest, I think you’ll be happier this way, as long as you don’t think too much about what you lost. But I’m not sure you can even manage that anymore.”

		I stopped and tried to consider the Sphinx’s explanation, but it didn’t make much sense to me. I felt as if it should have. Or maybe it was that the explanation would have made sense before all this happened. But then I looked down and saw my big tits and my smile grew wider. I completely forgot what I was thinking about as I enjoyed the sight of my big tits and let out a slutty little moan as I thought about how nice it would be for a big strong man to play with my big tits. Or a woman. I wasn’t particularly picky about who it would be, as long as they liked my tits and wanted to play with them.

		The Sphinx laughed at me, but I didn’t mind. I was a bimbo. It wasn’t my fault I was so dumb. And it was nice not having thoughts get in my way all the time. I could just be happy and sexy all the time now. It was great.

		I practically skipped away from the Sphinx, happy with my latest results. I was sexy and dumb. What more could a bimbo like me want?

		“You took that well,” Lara said with a big knowing smile on her face. She hovered beside me as I continued toward the next cavern.

		“I feel, um, yummy,” I said, having trouble finding the right words. I was pretty sure yummy wasn’t the word I was looking for, but it worked. It described me perfectly. I reached up and started playing with my tits with my free hand without even thinking about it. That felt pretty good too, especially when I pinched a nipple. That felt the best. It made me even hornier. I couldn’t wait until I found a man to fuck. He would make me cum so hard.

		“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself,” Lara said.

		I continued on, not even noticing that there wasn’t a choice of paths to take this time. The chamber with the Sphinx led straight into another chamber. This time it was filled with a mirror and a stone basin filled with pink colored water. But what was I supposed to do next? I had no idea.
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		“W hat am I, like, supposed to do?” I asked, feeling happily clueless. I never realized how good it could feel not to know or understand something. All I had to do was let others handle all that hard thinking and I would be fine. As long as there was a man around, I felt confident everything would work out just fine.

		“The mirror is a doorway,” Lara explained. “This is an exit from the Labyrinth. You drink the Potion of Permanence and you can walk through the mirror and return to your world.”

		“But what about this?” I asked, holding up the Minotaur horn that I had held onto all this time. “I thought it was, like, a key or something.”

		“It is a key, but for another doorway,” Lara explained. “There are many exits from the Labyrinth. This one does not require a key. Instead, you must drink the Potion of Permanence and the door will open for you.”

		“What’s the potion thing called again?” I asked, not understanding what that part meant. The world could be so confusing. I would feel bad if it didn’t feel so good to be confused all the time. I liked feeling this way even though I knew I shouldn’t like it. Or more like I knew I shouldn’t be so confused. It was the Sphinx that made me this way. And even though I enjoyed being a bimbo, there was a part of me that missed being smart.

		“It’s the Potion of Permanence. Normally when someone successfully leaves the Labyrinth, all the changes to their mind and body are reversed, as if they were never here. But the Potion of Permanence makes all those changes permanent.”

		“So I’ll get to keep my big tits?” I asked hopefully.

		“Yes, but you’ll remain a bimbo for the rest of your life,” Lara cautioned.

		I really wanted to think this over, but thinking was so hard now. It wasn’t any fun to spend all my time thinking like this. I would have much preferred finding a guy to fuck. I was so horny and I needed to cum really bad.

		“Can’t you make the decision for me?” I whined, trying to do everything I could to avoid thinking about the problem.

		“I can’t tell you what to do,” Lara said. “I am only your guide. But I can help you make your decision.”

		“Yes, please,” I said. “I totally need your help and stuff.”

		“Very well,” Lara said with a knowing smile. “Do you want to go back and try and figure your way through the Labyrinth to find another exit?”

		I tried to think about Lara’s question. The Labyrinth seemed so confusing now. I didn’t even remember which way I had gone anymore. I knew I had some special plan to help me keep track of everything, but I couldn’t remember what that plan was anymore. It was something to do with my hands, but when I looked down at my hands I just wished I had longer nails. Long nails, painted pink, would look so cute.

		“Focus, Whitney,” Lara said.

		“Oh, yeah, sorry,” I said with a giggle as I let my hands drop and I started trying to think again. But the problem was I had already forgotten the question. “What was the, like, question again?”

		“Do you want to go back through the Labyrinth, working your way through the challenges and obstacles again so you can find another way out?”

		“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” I said and then nearly lost my train of thought again. But I held it, just barely. I was really proud of myself for that. I beamed with pride.

		But how was I supposed to answer Lara’s question? I tried to think back about what had happened to me already. There were the bees that made my tits really big. I supposed I wouldn’t mind being a bit bigger, but those stings really hurt. And I wouldn’t have minded jacking off another Minotaur. I could always try to suck him off. Or maybe I could get him to fuck me. I didn’t know if that big cock could fit in my pussy, but I was willing to try it if I could cum.

		As I continued to consider Lara’s question I realized two things. One, just because I went back didn’t mean I wouldn’t end up taking more wrong paths or even accidentally take the same one again. That would be hard. And even though I wouldn’t have minded getting even bigger tits, going back would mean answering another riddle from the Sphinx. That was two. I knew I wouldn’t be able to answer right, what with me being such a dumb bimbo now, but I didn’t know what more she could punish me with after getting the question wrong.

		“Not really,” I finally answered. I had found an exit. I could finally leave. And was being a bimbo that bad? I felt all yummy and good. Sure, thinking was basically impossible, but at least I looked super sexy now. I could get other people to help me do all those things I couldn’t do anymore. All I had to do was offer to blow them. Although I’d be willing to do way more than hand out blowjobs for help. I was bouncing on my toes at the thought of a guy fucking my pussy or even my ass. Both seemed like a really fun way to cum.

		“Do you mind being a bimbo for the rest of your life?” Lara asked.

		This question was much easier to answer. Of course I didn’t mind. Being a bimbo was great. I loved it. I had a sexy body that made me feel good. Sure, people would look at me and treat me like a sex object, but that was really hot. Guys would want to fuck me and I wanted to fuck them, so it was a win-win. Ugh, I couldn’t believe how stupid I had been before. Of course being a bimbo was better. It was easier and way more fun.

		“I love being a bimbo,” I said.

		“That’s perfect,” Lara said with a satisfied look on her face. “My work is done. All you have to do is drink the potion in the stone basin and then you can walk through the mirror and go home.”

		“Oh, goodie,” I said as I skipped forward and looked into the pink potion. There was a little cup in the middle, just floating there like a little boat. I picked up the cup and scooped it into the basin, filling the cup.

		“Drink it all for the magic to work,” Lara told me, but I didn’t really need that information. That’s because as soon as I brought the cup up to my lips and the first taste of the potion dashed across my tongue, I couldn’t stop myself from drinking it. It tasted vaguely of strawberries, which were delicious.

		I drank cup after cup of the potion, never actually getting full. I couldn’t stop myself from drinking the potion now if I had wanted to. It was too good. And as a bimbo, I had no impulse control. I had no will of my own, no discipline in anything that did not directly involve being as sexy as possible.

		Before I knew it, the cup was scraping the bottom of the basin. I was almost disappointed, since the potion tasted so yummy. But then I remembered that me drinking all the potion meant I could go home.

		Once the potion was gone, I stepped up toward the mirror. It stopped and looked at my reflection. I was so hot standing there with my pushup bra and my tiny little thong. My tits looked great and I loved the way my nipples stuck out. I dropped the Minotaur horn, not needing it anymore, and reached up with both hands to squeeze my nipples. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as a wave of pleasure hit me hard. I nearly collapsed, my legs going weak from the onslaught. But I loved it.

		But it wasn’t just my tits that I loved. I loved everything about my now sexy body. I loved my long blonde hair. It was so light. I definitely understood why blondes had more fun. Or maybe that was just reserved for bimbos like me. I was certain I would have lots of fun from now on.

		I liked looking at my itty bitty waist. I could almost fit both my hands around my middle, with only a couple inches of gap. That plant had done wonders for me. I was going to love showing off my tight midriff. I guessed that the only time I would ever cover my belly-button now was when I was wearing a dress. And I knew there were dresses with deep necklines that would come down that low. I figured I was going to need to get some of those. I was also going to need a belly-button piercing. That sounded hot.

		Really, my whole body was super sexy now. I had a nice big bubble butt that I couldn’t wait for a nice guy to spank. He could even paddle it if he wanted to. It might hurt, but I figured that kind of pain would feel really good.

		And as I looked at myself, I realized my heels felt completely natural now. I never wanted to wear flats again. Heels were just so much more sexy and they made my ass and tits look great. I couldn’t complain about that. The higher the heel the better.

		“Bye, Whitney,” Lara said.

		I looked over the shoulder of my reflection and saw her smiling and waving at me. I waved back, a big happy and sexy smile plastered on my face. I could tell just by looking at myself that I wasn’t very smart. There was no intelligence left in my eyes. There was just lust and giggles.

		“Bye, Lara,” I said before I then stepped up to the mirror.

		As my tits made contact with the cold glass, I wondered if this really was a doorway like Lara said. Not that I doubted her. She was so much smarter than me. I never would have made it out of the Labyrinth without her. But as soon as my skin made contact with the mirror, I felt a weird electricity surround me. It almost hurt, but then I felt myself getting sucked forward, into the mirror. This was it. I was going back to the real world.

		“Greetings,” came a familiar voice when I found my feet resting on solid ground again. The room was brighter, unnaturally lit by electric lights instead of the torches on the walls. And the room looked completely modern. There were even windows. I was back again.

		“Hi,” I said, reaching up with my right hand and twirling a lock of hair with my finger. I placed the other hand on my hip, making a sexy pose. I couldn’t help myself. As a bimbo, I always needed to look my best, especially around a man.

		“I see you enjoyed my Labyrinth,” the man said. “I realize I didn’t properly introduce myself before. My name is Ambrus.”

		“Hi,” I said again. “Nice to, like, meet you and stuff.”

		Ambrus smiled. “I’m sure it is. I see you have gone through a few changes. You must have used the Potion of Permanence to leave. I always love it when lovely ladies such as yourself find the way to that particular exit.”

		I didn’t really know what he was talking about, but I heard the word lovely and realized he had used it to describe me. That made me feel good. I liked it when men complimented me for being pretty or sexy. That was what mattered. That, and them fucking me.

		“Oh my,” Ambrus said. “Look at your panties.”

		I looked down, but found my initial view blocked my tits. I had to bend over and look more closely so that I could see past my big round jugs. There was a wet spot on my thong. It shouldn’t have been a surprise. I was so horny. My little thong was soaked, my pussy aching for a cock.

		“I’m super-duper horny,” I said. “Do you want to fuck me?”

		Again Ambrus smiled. “I like your way of thinking. It seems someone met my Sphinx too. How many legs did you get asked about?”

		A question. And it was a question that involved actually remembering stuff. I didn’t want to remember stuff. I wanted to fuck. When was this guy going to pull out his cock and bend me over? Really, I didn’t care how he fucked me as long as he stuck his cock in me. Any hole would do, but I really wanted it in my pussy. My whole body was quivering, begging for the chance to cum. I needed it really badly.

		“I don’t remember,” I said with a giggle. “You don’t really care about that, do you?”

		This time Ambrus laughed. “No, I don’t really care about that. But that just confirms that you are a bimbo through and through now. You don’t just look that way. You can’t be anything else, even if you tried.”

		Before I could say anything, Ambrus stepped forward and took me by the shoulders. He backed me up against the wall and then lowered his head. His lips met mine and I was instantly in heaven. This was what I wanted. I wanted a man to claim me for sex. His lips felt hot against my own. Soon our tongues were exploring each other’s mouths, performing a happy little dance together.

		His hands roamed over my body. Everyplace he touched me felt electric, sending jolts of pleasure both down to my pussy and up into my head, lighting off fireworks. It was wonderful. And I didn’t even realize that he was in the middle of disrobing me. Before I knew it, he had somehow managed to remove my bra and my thong. We kept my heels on, but I caught sight of them out of the corner of my eye and saw they were no longer locked onto my feet. Not that it mattered. I knew my life would be spent in heels from now on.

		Then I was being bent over a table. Ambrus was both hard and gentle with me at the same time. He was forceful, making my body bend to his will, but he was careful about it, making sure I did not hurt myself.

		I knew exactly what was going to happen next. I wiggled my ass toward him as he removed his pants. I couldn’t see his cock, but I didn’t need to. The moment he pushed into me, I was cumming. My body thrashed beneath him as he started to pound my pussy with his rock hard cock. And his was not just any cock. I now understood that the Minotaur had been modeled after him. Or at least the cock had been modeled after him. He was so big, stretching me open in a way I had never been stretched before. But I loved it. There was pain, but that pain was overwhelmed by immense pleasure as I came over and over again.

		“Looks like someone tried to get off on the Minotaur horn,” Ambrus grunted, taking the slightest of pauses before he hammered back into me again.

		It was one orgasm after another, a never ending line of them, each one as strong or stronger than the one before. My big tits were mashed into the table beneath me. I was basically a rag doll in his hands. He could play with my body however he wanted. I was unable to stop him. But I didn’t want him to stop. I never wanted this to end. It was one glorious moment after another.

		But all good things must eventually come to an end. And Ambrus brought it all to a close with an orgasm of his own. He pushed himself inside of me, going as deep as I could take him, filling my pussy to the brim with his big hard cock. I knew what was coming. It was instinctive. My brain had been turned to mush, and yet I still knew. He was about to cum.

		Ambrus fired his first shot of cum deep inside of me. That triggered another orgasm in me, the biggest one yet. I lost all sense of control. My mind all but gave up. There was just pleasure. It was complete and total pleasure. I could feel nothing else. I could think of nothing else. I existed only because of the wondrous pleasure that cascaded through my body, giving me everything that I needed.

		Our coupled orgasms lasted beyond my ability to tell time. All sense of time and personhood was lost on me. I was just a thing. I was a thing that felt pleasure. That was all I was. Everything else felt as if it had been burned away by that same orgasmic energy. It was wonderful.

		But eventually it ended. As much as I wished that moment of sexual ecstasy could last forever, it had to end. And when it did, I found myself just as slow as before. I was even still horny: a new baseline for myself. But it felt wonderful. There were no stray thoughts wandering through my head anymore. There was just emptiness and it felt amazing.

		Ambrus helped me up. I needed that help, because he had fucked the legs out from under me. I was unsteady, not because of the heels, but because my muscles were still trying to find a source of energy after our fucking had used up what I had stored away.

		“I keep a few outfits around for bimbos like you,” Ambrus said.

		As much as I wanted to stay with him and be his bimbo so he could keep fucking me with his huge cock, I knew that couldn’t happen. I had a life to return to. People were going to find it weird when I turned up as a bimbo, but I was pretty sure everything would work out just fine.

		“Thanks,” I said, adding in a giggle for good measure. Giggling just felt so good. And it made my tits jiggle. And jiggling tits could never be a bad thing.

		Before I knew it, I was fully dressed again, although that definition had changed a lot since my trip through the Labyrinth. I put my underwear back on. I didn’t mind the wet thong. I was always wet now and at least the thong kept my juices from leaking down my leg. I added a cropped tank top that barely came down beyond the swell of my tits. The top was loose, so moving this way or that risked exposing myself. That made it perfect. I paired the top with a short little skirt that hugged my ass nice and tight. It too barely covered what it was supposed to, but as a sexy-crazed bimbo, that was kind of a requirement.

		I gave Ambrus one last kiss, a small token of thanks for all that he had done for me.

		“Do you have any plans now that you’re a bimbo?” he asked.

		“I need to go shopping,” I answered, knowing fully what I needed to do now. “I’ve got to buy some sexy dresses to go clubbing tonight. I’m supposed to be relaxing and there’s nothing better to relax than by going to a hot club and hooking up with even hotter guys.”

		“Have fun,” Ambrus added as I walked out the door to begin my new bimbo life. I didn’t know what the future held, but I knew it would all work out for the best. Being a bimbo really was better. And I couldn’t wait to be the best bimbo that I could be.
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