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Chapter 1

“Haah,” Sam groaned, stroking himself as he replayed his time with Arelyn. Not even twenty-four hours had passed, and he was already hard just thinking about it.

But it wasn’t only the act of fucking a tight, genderbent dark elf that got him this hard. Sam couldn’t deny that his current arousal came from the way Arelyn had demanded to be “freed” through her ass. Sam had suspected it back then, and he was sure of it now—had Arelyn not been trapped, she would have still found a way to convince them both that fucking her in the ass was the only logical thing to do.

Does it really feel that good? Sam wondered as his free hand slowly slid across his hip and down toward his cheeks. The closer it got, the harder his cock throbbed in his other hand.

In his mind, Sam was no longer trapped in his lesser body. He saw himself as his proper enhanced form—the deviously sexy futanari, with both cock and pussy, yet with her thoughts now fixed on another hole entirely.

She imagined Arelyn’s ass squeezing tight around her cock as the dark elf rode her reverse-cowgirl style, while someone else did the same to her from behind—two genderbent futas moaning as they were fucked in the ass, Sam with her cock buried in one ass and another cock buried in hers.

And just when Sam’s finger reached his asshole and brushed ever so lightly over his tingling rim, his dick pulsed in his hand, and he shot his first rope of cum high into the air.

Rope after rope flew from him and rained down all around him. Sam had no doubt that if he’d been in his proper futa form, he would have splashed those ropes against the wooden ceiling while a hard cock drove even more cum out of him.

Sam already suspected that his cock had grown bigger than it used to be, even though the dungeon still turned him back into his lesser self every time he left its realm. But his futa cock was so much bigger, so much thicker, so much more worthy than this lesser thing that had already gone limp after just a single orgasm.

Everything was lesser—weak little arms, skinny thighs instead of the thick softness he wanted to squeeze and grope. There was no comparing his current “chest” to his futa body’s giant jugs. Even his ass—he felt the gigantic contrast between that plump, rounded perfection, all flawless distribution of fat and muscle, and whatever he had now beneath his hand—

Wait, what am I doing?

Sam realized where his hand had gone and swiftly pulled it away from his cheeks before his finger slid somewhere guys weren’t supposed to put it. Women got fucked in the ass. Futas fucked each other in the ass. Futas fucked their own throats if they wanted. But it wasn’t right for guys to do it.

Sam sighed, wishing he were back in his futa form right now. He wanted to squeeze those giant tits. He wanted to lick futa cum off them and fuck some tight hole—or get fucked instead, with a cock as big as possible.

His dick stirred at the thought, responding to his need to be a futa again. But rather than waste time on more lackluster orgasms that failed to compare to the real thing, Sam got up and started preparing to leave early. If the dungeon would not let him enhance again for twenty-four hours, then he could at least be there the moment it did.

On the way, Sam wondered how Arelyn managed her time when she wasn’t in her sexy futa self. Then he thought back to the slight difference in Arelyn’s body before and after the transformation—the petite body turning just feminine enough that wanting to be fucked in the ass no longer felt embarrassing.

Sam’s cock responded again when he imagined Arelyn pleasuring herself while waiting to return to the dungeon. Does she even look that different from behind? Sam wondered, remembering Arelyn’s slender back as he shot his loads deep inside her. His cock answered with another throb, aching again with the need for cock in ass.

Damn Dungeon, Sam cursed, thinking back to the lame excuses Dungeon had made about them having to leave at separate times through different exits to prevent future interactions.

Dungeon had insisted strongly on some silly rules about protecting anonymity (which Sam thought was bullshit Dungeon had made up on the spot to cover its own oversight), but with the threat of never being allowed back into the dungeon if they objected or broke those new rules, both Sam and Arelyn had little choice but to comply, each silently admitting what truly mattered most.

As eager as Sam was to fuck Arelyn hard in the ass again, and as eager as Arelyn was to be fucked by Sam again, neither of them was willing to risk losing access to their new and improved selves—or to the place where all manner of debauchery seemed ever-present.

I mean, I can’t risk giving up my chance to train on sexy monsters for future dungeon delves, Sam reminded himself that story, as if there were someone in his head pointing out that it sounded like all Sam truly cared about was fucking as a futa until his brain went silly—and as if that potential someone would believe the blatant lie Sam was trying to peddle.

Sam circled the Lonely Woman statue for hours, pacing through the forest until the setting sun finally kissed its weathered cheek and signaled that his wait was over.

He tapped the statue’s head three times.

The stone slab shifted open at once, revealing the familiar passage beneath. Sam barely waited for the gap to widen before he sprinted down the steps as if he had been waiting years to get laid again.

“Welcome back—”

Sam didn’t even answer Dungeon’s familiar feminine voice. He rushed through the blue-lit chamber and went straight for the stone altar, where the two potions waited as always: glowing green and glowing orange.

His mind barely registered the orange one. He couldn’t comprehend why Dungeon even bothered providing a potion meant to undo the change.

Sam snatched the green vial, popped the cork, and chugged it down before the cork even hit the floor.

“Ohhhh!!” Sam moaned as the vial slipped from his fingers and shattered against the stone. He welcomed the heat, opened himself to it, and embraced the change.

The tingling had only just begun to spread through Sam’s core, but with the transformation sealed in place, Sam welcomed her female form and instantly reached down to the cock already hardening between her legs. Her fingers closed around it, stroking herself through the change as her mind flooded with all the ways she wanted to fuck and be fucked.

“Ahh, my breasts!” Sam moaned as she looked down and cupped her growing valleys of joy, squeezing hard enough for her nails to dig into the delicate, creamy softness. Her growing cock throbbed in her hand from that tinge of pain and the joy of having breasts to squeeze once more.

The moment Sam started playing with her erect nipples, an even more female part of her answered the teasing sensation. She let go just before her skimpy armor formed around her chest and hid those nipples from sight, pressing them against the cold, hard metal for another form of delightful little bit of torture while Sam’s hand slid lower, leaving her breasts to touch something only women had.

Her pussy was already leaking with the horny need to get fucked. Or was it to fuck? Sam couldn’t tell what she wanted more, but the moment her fingers slid across her juicy, overflowing lips, she knew that simply stroking and fingering herself would not be nearly enough.

“I’m off, then!” Sam told Dungeon as she hurried to the nearest door in the oval chamber, her armor still forming and shifting into place, temporarily hiding her erection.

“Wait a moment!” Dungeon said.

Sam only stopped because pulling on the door handle did nothing.

“What?” she asked, horny and annoyed as precious seconds of her twenty-four-hour limit ticked away.

“I am glad that you are in a hurry to further test the potion. However, I must ask for a moment of your time before you proceed,” Dungeon said.

“Fiiine, hurry up,” Sam groaned, squirming in place and rubbing her thighs together to manage the heat building in her body. She didn’t even wait for Dungeon to continue before she stopped bothering to hold herself back, leaned against the door, and started touching herself.

“Ahem. Yes,” Dungeon cleared her throat as the chamber filled with the increasingly wet sounds of greedy fingers moving across needy pussy lips. “You once asked me about a way to stay in your current enhanced form.”

Sam’s fingers froze. Her eyes snapped wide at what Dungeon had just said. She waited for Dungeon to continue, but it only took a few moments of silence before impatience won.

“Yes, I did ask about it,” the horny futanari said. “You’ll finally tell me?”

“It is not a matter of telling,” Dungeon said. “You are still not at a level where you could sustain this form for long, but… your performance during your last challenge was noteworthy. I will allow you to venture into the next, harder level of the dungeon. Depending on your performance there, you might be able to train yourself further and begin sustaining your current form outside this dungeon, at least for a short time.”

“What do I need to do!?” Sam asked eagerly, pushing herself away from the door and stepping back toward the center of the chamber, where Dungeon’s voice sounded clearest.

“Figuring that out is also part of your training,” Dungeon replied.

Sam’s pussy clenched around her fingers in frustration at having to think instead of fuck to get what she wanted.

At that same moment, one of the twelve doors unlocked behind her.

Sam turned and saw that it was the very same door she had been leaning against—the one with obvious glistening stains on it—now open wide, welcoming her toward the darkness beyond, where only the faintest lights danced deep inside.

“Challenge accepted,” Sam said, smirking as she drew her slick fingers from her lower lips and strode toward the opening.

“But be warned,” Dungeon said. “Though you are protected from fatal outcomes inside this dungeon, failure is very much a possibility. And failure in this challenge will set you back from your goal.”

“Bring it on,” Sam said with confidence as she walked through the door. If it was for the purpose of staying as this sexy, voluptuous, horny futanari, Sam would do whatever it took.




Chapter 2

“Monsters! Challenges! Here I am!” Sam shouted boldly as she ventured deeper through the torch-lit corridors.

At first, this supposedly harder level did not seem all that different from the previous one. The same rough stone walls pressed close around her—wide enough for three people to walk shoulder to shoulder, but narrow enough to feel claustrophobic to anyone inclined that way. Torches burned in iron brackets, spaced just far enough apart to unsettle her vision whenever her eyes began adjusting to the gloom.

The difference is probably in the traps and monsters, Sam thought.

And that made sense. Many conventional dungeons worked the same way, increasing in difficulty the deeper adventurers went: lowly slimes near the entrance, then goblins, ogres, minotaurs, and far worse things waiting further.

Sam’s cock refused to calm down as she imagined what sort of monsters she might encounter next. So far, there hadn’t been a single challenge she failed to solve with her cock, her pussy, or both.

Dungeon wouldn’t put me up against something like a towering minotaur straight away, Sam thought.

But then an image flashed through her mind: a ten-foot-tall minotaur huffing steam through its nose, bulging with muscle, glowing eyes fixed on her with a hungry glare, a giant cock throbbing between its legs.

Sam stumbled, suddenly weak in the knees as her body answered the way any horny woman’s body would, and found herself wishing her next challenge really would be something of that size.

She was sure she would find a way to defeat it.

Sapping it of its strength would be a sound strategy. But the more Sam thought about that strategy, the slower her steps became, and her fingers were already inching back toward her wet thighs. She had to think about something else before she ended up masturbating right there in the corridor without making any progress.

It might also be some kind of trap, Sam speculated about her potential challenge. She had faced plenty of traps before. She had even helped a certain elf out of a particularly devious one.

Ah, but who will fuck me in the ass if I end up trapped like that? Sam wondered, suddenly dismayed that she did not have a futa nearby to “free” her.

She imagined being caught like Arelyn had been, left all alone and bound for hours with a needy ass and no cock to fuck it. The thought made Sam understand why the dark elf had been at her wits’ end by the time Sam found her.

If this was a more difficult level, then the traps were bound to be more difficult too. But Sam’s horny mind struggled to imagine anything more torturous than to be bound, horny, and left not getting fucked in the ass.

Eh? Sam blinked as she realized how her thoughts kept circling over and over back to her ass. She had shied away from touching herself like that as a guy, but in this sexy female form, with an ass so big and shapely that it was practically criminal not to fantasize about fucking it, no such silly inhibitions were required. Her asshole tingled in response to the thought of feeling something hard and throbbing inside it.

But it’s such a submissive thing to do, Sam thought as she groped her own butt. Wasn’t she supposed to be some great, powerful adventurer intent on rising ever higher? Did horny sluts who thought about getting fucked in the ass rise high?

High on pleasure, Sam chuckled, answering herself just before a violent screech and a flash from the shadows snapped her reflexes into focus.

Sam ducked beneath a sharp swipe that threatened to cleave her head off, then rolled aside as an overhead swing came down where her sexy back had been a heartbeat before. She came up on her feet, breath quick, body hot, and finally got a good look at her assailant.

A snarling, feathered being crouched before her, arms and wings joined into the same elegant, dangerous shape. Dark feathers swept from her shoulders down to her wrists, ending in hooked claws sharp enough to open flesh. Her legs were lean and powerful, with the thighs and hips of a woman built for explosive movement, though birdlike from the knee down, with talons scraping grooves into the stone.

But aside from those few features of a winged monster, the rest of her was unmistakably female. Her body had the slender, enticing shape of a beautiful woman: narrow waist, smooth belly, perky naked breasts rising and falling with each furious breath. Wild hair spilled in tangled strands down her back, blending almost seamlessly into the feathers along her shoulders. Her yellow eyes glowed beneath thick brows, and her single scrap of modesty was so short that every movement revealed a neat, trimmed bush over the most female part of her.

A harpy! Sam realized, remembering what little she knew about low- and mid-tier monsters. I really should read up sometime if I plan to face even more challenging creatures going forward.

But that thought quickly faded when something else caught Sam’s attention.

For all the hissing and snarling, for all the bared teeth, sharp claws, and furious wingbeats, Sam’s gaze kept drifting lower—to the wet trickle sliding down the harpy’s inner thighs, from the source hidden beneath that neat little bush.

Could it be…? Sam wondered just before the harpy flew at her, swiping with her claws.

This time, Sam caught the attack and used the harpy’s own momentum against her, hurling her across the tunnel.

The harpy recovered quickly, but something in her snarl changed. Her breath hitched. The flush in her cheeks deepened. Her glare, so sharp and deadly a moment ago, softened into something needier.

Then her gaze dropped to Sam’s thighs—between them, to be exact—to the heavy bulge beneath Sam’s armored skirt that had never had the chance to truly soften since the moment she changed into her proper futa self.

No doubt about it, Sam thought, confirming her suspicion. She’s in heat.

A couple of years back, on a day when the Adventurer’s Guild had been far busier than usual because of some nearby event, Sam had skimmed a few information pamphlets about monsters out of sheer boredom while waiting. One of them had been about harpies.

When harpies went into heat, they searched for worthy mates to impregnate them. Despite their desperate need, their pride would not allow them to simply spread their legs for the first cock they spotted, no matter how badly they needed it. So they searched for someone strong enough to defeat them—someone who could overpower them, pin them down, and leave them with enough pride to pretend they had only “ended up” in a compromising position. And the longer they searched for a worthy opponent, the greater their need became, until they could barely even fly properly.

Looking at the harpy’s state, Sam could only imagine how long she must have been searching. Some deep part of Sam empathized almost too well with the monster—with that need for proper relief so strong that she would search desperately for any excuse to finally get it.

By the time the harpy attacked again, her strike faltered so much that Sam almost had to pretend it was anything more than the monster reaching for a worthy cock. If Sam later tried to claim it had been a serious fight, even she would not have been able to shape such a shameless lie.

Sam had to hold herself back for the harpy’s sake, giving the monster enough room to slash, leap, and shriek as if this were anything close to a proper battle. The truth was obvious in every movement. The harpy’s attacks came wild and theatrical, her body twisting into shameful, compromising positions after each swipe, her balance tilting again and again until her hips ended up higher than her face, flashing into reach as if begging Sam to take the hint.

She couldn’t wait to be defeated.

By the time Sam caught her by the straps of her single scrap of modesty, the fabric was damp and clinging tight to a pussy that looked every bit as needy as any woman’s, monster or not.

But even as Sam stared at that wet, needy pussy, presented to her by hips that pressed back in invitation, her mind went straight past it—toward another hole, barely out of sight beneath the harpy’s tiny scrap of fabric.

What am I thinking? Sam asked herself, shaking her head and dragging her mind back toward the hole that so desperately wanted her. She ripped away the harpy’s scrap of cloth and pulled out hard futa cock to give the harpy exactly what she wanted.

“YYAHN!” the harpy moaned the second she felt Sam’s hard cock press against her heated lips. She started grinding instantly, all but ready to fuck herself on Sam’s cock as if it were some form of punishment for her defeat at the adventurer’s hands—as if she had not been wet before the fight even started, as if she had not been staring at Sam’s bulge throughout the entire “battle,” blushing red and eager to be “defeated.”

It was only right for Sam to fulfill her end of the arrangement, seeing as the harpy had gone out of her way to end up on all fours with her ass presented.

But did she have to present it so openly? Sam asked herself, unable to stop staring at that ass, even as she thrust into the harpy’s eager pussy, which practically sucked her in with the need to be inseminated.

Sam squeezed the harpy’s cheeks with both hands as she drove deeper, then faster, as if to prove that all she cared about was the harpy’s pussy—even while her fingers slowly inched toward where those plump cheeks met in the middle.

The more the harpy moaned from pleasure, the more clearly Sam recalled the dark elf’s cries as Sam fucked her genderbent ass.

Did it really feel that amazing? Sam wondered. And what about this one? Would she be moaning just as wildly if it was her ass I was fucking instead of her pussy? Has she ever tried it? Does she know what she’s missing out on?

Sam squeezed tighter and drove into the harpy all the way to the balls, just to delay the thought she already knew was waiting beneath all the others.

Did Sam know what she was missing out on?

She had already gotten her pussy stuffed more than once and loved every second of it. She had already fucked her own throat and loved that too. All that remained was that one hole. The tight, closed entrance that produced no lubricant and was never meant for fucking.

Or so it seemed.

As Sam kept fucking the harpy, her thumb seemed to move on its own toward that tight rim, as if her fingers knew better than what her mind refused to admit. And the way the harpy’s asshole puckered under her touch made that forbidden entrance seem as if it, too, knew this was always meant to happen.

Even as the harpy moaned and drove her hips back against Sam’s giant futa cock, Sam’s gaze grew increasingly captivated by the hole responding beneath her thumb.

Even though it’s her pussy that’s in heat, why does her ass answer like this? Sam kept asking herself, her breath growing hotter not from the pleasure of the harpy’s pussy, but from the fantasies gathering around her ass. Does it feel that good to have something press against it? Good enough that even a needy pussy in heat can’t outshine it? Would it make the heat even worse? Would it further enhance her pleasure?

Even without the natural lubricant of the pussy, that hole seemed no less needy. And there was plenty of lubricant to spare. Sam drew her thumb away from the harpy’s ass and slid it down to the harpy’s gushing pussy lips, coating it in the overflowing juices.

“Ahn!” the harpy whined in denied need.

Sam didn’t know whether the harpy realized it or not, but the movement of her hips made the truth obvious. They shifted through the air, pushing farther back, searching for the thumb that had suddenly abandoned that surprisingly needy hole.

As if Sam needed even more evidence, the harpy’s pussy started gushing harder, almost as if it were deliberately spilling as much slick heat as it could to drown Sam’s thumb in lube and hurry its return to where it was needed.

And as soon as Sam brought that thumb back—

“Aaahhhhh~”

The harpy let out a deep, pleased purr of trembling relief when her puckering ass felt the steady press of Sam’s thumb once more. Even from behind, Sam could see the dazed satisfaction on the harpy’s face, her lips curling as if she were in heat for that touch nearly as much as for the cock buried in her pussy.

The harpy was no longer the same creature who had merely shaken her hips for a cock to stuff her pussy. The more Sam pressed her lubed thumb against that backdoor, the more the harpy’s moans and movements changed. Her hips slowed, subdued by the pressure, while her once-wild cries softened into purrs and needy whimpers.

Guided by the unfamiliar tingling pleasure that had stirred those sounds from her, the harpy’s hips began pushing back against Sam’s thumb, chasing that strange new sensation until her trembling lips curved into a perverted little grin.

And fed by those responses, Sam kept pressing, watching her thumb push in and slowly sink into the hole that seemed far too eager to welcome it.

Before Sam even realized what she had done, half her thumb was already inside the harpy’s ass, and the harpy’s lewd, salivating grin only widened as she pressed back harder, eager to take the rest inside herself.

Fuck it! Sam decided. If it’s my thumb you want, then that’s what you get!

With that, Sam pushed her entire lubed thumb inside the harpy’s ass.

“YAHN!?” The harpy’s loud cry came out mixed with surprise, a gasp like a defeated monster being punished for losing. But even if the sound suggested pain, her body told a different story. She only thrust her ass back harder, meeting Sam’s thumb as Sam started curling it inside that wanting asshole.

“OYAHN!?” The harpy’s eyes snapped wide as Sam moved her thumb faster, driving it in and out, curling it at different angles, stirring her hole, massaging it loose, preparing it for what Sam’s cock already throbbed to do.

Sam wondered if the harpy felt it too. She felt the way her cock hardened and swelled with excitement. She knew it wasn’t right. Here was a sexy harpy in heat, presenting her pussy to be filled with potent cum, offering herself for the fulfillment of her ultimate need—and yet what truly awakened Sam was doing something that absolutely could not make babies.

“Don’t worry,” Sam reassured the harpy. “I’ll be sure to release it all inside your pussy.”

“OOHH!!”

The harpy’s moan of elated relief was far more than simple gratitude for the promise of impregnation. Sam felt it through her cock—the relief of a woman who knew she was free to indulge her perverted desire without fear of losing anything. As long as she’d get her womb filled with cum in the end, it didn’t matter what they did until then.

And if it didn’t matter what they did until then, nobody could fault this horny harpy for grabbing at her own perky cheeks, digging her long, sharp claws into that soft, inviting flesh, and spreading herself wide to signal beyond any doubt which hole truly needed stuffing.

For one perverted moment, the heated harpy’s grin and the horny futa’s grin were shaped by the same taboo excitement.

They looked at each other—Sam from above, past the ass the harpy presented, and the harpy from below, face pressed against the ground as she gazed back past the hips she herself had offered. The harpy’s eyes gleamed with arousal, thrilled to see that the hung futa had read her perverted mind exactly right.

Sam pulled her thumb and cock out of the harpy in one swift motion.

“YAHN!?” the harpy cried out, overwhelmed by the suddenness of the pull and the mercilessness with which it left her empty. But she had no doubt she would not be left that way for long. Indeed, her holes had not even had the chance to close before the thick, pussy-lubed futa cock pressed against the backdoor that was far too small for such girth.

Too small. Too tight. Too excited to be pried open.

And pry it open Sam did.

“UUuuuuu~”

The harpy let out a strained groan as her ass fought back against the mighty girth stretching it wide. For all her perverted desire to feel Sam’s cock inside her ass, her sphincter would not yield easily to something so thick.

She held onto her own cheeks for dear life, claws sinking deeper into her flesh as she trembled under the mighty press. Her face twitched from the rising pain. She bit her lip, wishing for her ass to simply give in and take that futa cock, but her sphincter refused to surrender to the thickest swell of Sam’s cockhead.

Meeting such resistance, Sam eased her push—

“K-Keep going!” the harpy cried.

Sam froze for a moment, stunned. Those were the first words she had ever heard from any monster in this dungeon. And with those first words, the monster girl begged Sam to keep pushing into her tight ass?

It wasn’t just about the forbidden pleasure of anal sex. The pain, it seemed, was part of it too. How else could Sam explain the harpy begging her to keep pushing that fat cock until it stretched pried open her ass only to plug it shut?

But how was she supposed to get inside? Sam’s cock was already coated in the harpy’s pussy lube, so much that the juices pooled around the rim of that entrance and trickled down to the pussy they had come from.

Then, in a flash of brilliance, Sam found her answer.

With the harpy still spreading her own cheeks wide, Sam kept one hand on the harpy’s hip, and with the other, she reached down to that heated pussy and found a certain pleasure button that women had instead of a girthy dick.

“Ahn!?” the harpy gasped in surprise when Sam’s fingers pressed against her aching clit.

The lightest touch sent a spark of pleasure through the harpy’s brain, and within seconds Sam was rubbing her off, spiking her with pleasure and pain at once as both her holes were stimulated simultaneously once more—cock at one entrance, fingers at the other.

The harpy’s moans grew louder, then softer, her voice and body loosening together. Sam felt the harpy’s ass begin to yield around the pressure of her futa cock. Feeding the harpy more pleasure with every rub of her fingers, Sam pushed forward into that softened, easing tightness.

Then, with a sudden give and a quiet plop, Sam sank a whole inch inside in one go.

“Ooh—”

The harpy’s muted gasp cut short. The sudden ease with which she took that cock was matched only by the fulfillment it brought. Her ass was already conquered. All she had to do was lie there and take it.

“Oooooooooohhh~!”

The harpy’s second gasp became a long, fulfilled breath that Sam pushed out of her as she thrust forward, shoving the thick, straight hardness of her cock deeper in one commanding push.

Three inches, four, five, six, seven, eight—the harpy’s gasp faded into silence as the air left her lungs completely. She stared at the stone beneath her face, but all she saw in her mind was the cock that just kept pushing inside until it reduced her world to the vivid image of her anal muscles wrapping around the hard heat impaling her body. Even the heat of her pussy vanished from her thoughts. Her body went limp, with Sam’s cock being the only thing propping up her hips.

Seeing the harpy reduced to that state from having her ass filled made Sam throb with hungry excitement. And when Sam looked down and saw how many inches of her thick cock still remained outside a hole already stretched almost beyond what it could contain, that excitement only sharpened.

She gripped the harpy’s hip tight and finished the push with a hard thrust.

“Ahuhn!” the harpy cried as her whole body shook and her face slid a few inches forward across the ground.

Sam pulled back.

The harpy’s hole did not want to let go. Those stretched insides clung with all the feeble feminine strength they had, and only the copious amount of the harpy’s own treacherous pussy lube allowed Sam’s cock to slide out even an inch.

Sam did not hesitate to thrust back in.

Then she pulled back—barely more than an inch—and thrust in again.

The harpy’s body shook with each thrust as Sam picked up the pace. With every cycle, the harpy’s hole loosened just a little more, letting another inch slip free before Sam drove it back inside, stretching her further still.

Hardening even further with excitement, Sam wanted to fuck the harpy stupid. She wanted to drag her entire length through that clinging ass and hear the monster girl cry her name.

Sam started rubbing the harpy off again. Her juices flowed, and Sam did not hesitate to gather them, pouring all that heat over the base of her cock and smearing it thick around the rim of the ass she fucked. The fresh lube helped her pull back farther, sink in deeper, and before Sam knew it, her hand did not return to the harpy’s pussy. She grabbed those trembling hips with both hands and fucked the harpy’s ass like it belonged to her.

“Ohhhh!” the harpy moaned shamelessly as Sam fucked her face into the ground through her ass, leaving her with nothing to do but cry for more.

Women are made to be fucked in the ass! Sam realized. Why else would they grow their asses so shapely, so inviting, so pleasing to squeeze? Why else would they moan as if it were a pussy being fucked? Why else would their insides cling so tightly to a hard cock unless they had always secretly wanted this? Why else would this harpy moan as loudly from getting assfucked as Sam did from fucking her?

That was when Sam heard her own moans and realized she herself was already on the verge of cumming. A tight, needy ass was all it took for her cock to lose composure.

“Say my name!!” Sam suddenly demanded, surrendering to the inevitable.

“I-ah—I don’t know it!” the harpy cried.

“Sam!”

“Sam! Oh, Sam! Fuck me, Sam! Ahh! Fuck me more, Sam! Fuck me harder, Sam!”

For the second time in her life, Sam heard a girl beg her to fuck her. And unlike Arelyn, the harpy did not even have the excuse of being “trapped.” She simply submitted to Sam’s cock in a way Sam never would have dared hope for before discovering this dungeon.

It was inevitable that Sam’s excitement would spill over. Pleasure rolled through her in numbing waves as her cock pulsed, the first rope of cum already surging up through it.

Sam pulled out just in time to shoot a long rope across the harpy’s slender back, splashing it over the line of her spine and all the way to the feathers at the base of her wings.

“Inside—!” the harpy cried as soon as she felt the thick heat of seed splash along the length of her back.

She did not need to beg for the obvious. Sam would not miss the chance to fill up a heated pussy of a monster girl in need, even if Sam had not promised to do so. She drove her cock balls-deep into the pussy that needed it most, smashing against the harpy’s womb just in time to coat it with the second rope of cum—and all the others that followed as Sam held herself there and flooded the harpy’s pussy with more cum than any harpy had ever felt.

“Ahhh~” the harpy moaned in pure delight as both her womb and pussy were filled to overflowing.

In her bliss, she failed to notice something. In fact, it was a testament to the sheer joy of finally having her heated pussy filled with the seed it had craved for so long—from a cock worthy of giving it—that she did not notice for several long moments that even after the futa’s cock stopped pulsing, it did not soften even a little.

Sam wasn’t done. Even while her cock kept pumping its hot seed into the harpy’s pussy, she could not tear her gaze from the hole she had just fucked.

The gaped darkness called to her.

As the harpy lay there, basking in the certainty that her fertile womb had been beyond a shadow of a doubt thoroughly impregnated by the sea of cum filling it, Sam managed to lift her gaze only far enough to look at the trail she had left across the harpy’s back. Cum flowed down along the arched spine and settled at the base of her wings.

Sam throbbed with equal desire to coat those wings properly and to fill that gaped ass just as thoroughly as she had filled that pussy. And with her impregnating promise fulfilled, she had no reason to hold back.

As the fuzzy waves of her first orgasm began to subside, Sam reaffirmed her grip on the harpy’s hips and dragged her cock slowly through the creampied heat of her pussy.

“A-Ahn!?” the harpy’s startled moan signaled that only now, as that hard shaft slid through the cum-flooded, trembling mess between her thighs, did she realize that Sam had not softened at all.

Pure shock crossed the harpy’s face. She had heard tales of cocks that could remain hard even after emptying themselves into a pussy in heat, but she had clearly never expected to meet one. She had made two mistakes. The first was assuming Sam would stop just because she had fulfilled their bargain and impregnated the harpy’s heated pussy.

The second was thinking Sam had emptied her giant futa balls.

Sam pulled her entire length free. Her shaft was coated so thickly in cum and pussy juice that it looked even bigger than before. Then she aimed it straight at the gaped darkness waiting above. And before her seed could start spilling from the harpy’s creampied pussy, Sam drove her entire slick length into that gaped ass.

“OOAAAHN!?”

The harpy’s head shot up in a loud, arching cry as Sam slammed into her ass deeper than before. The force of the thrust squeezed the seed violently from the harpy’s pussy, sending a thick stream spilling out as Sam’s cock claimed the tighter hole for itself and forced everything else aside.

The harpy’s cry did not last long. It only took Sam a few hard, punishing thrusts to drive the harpy’s face back into the ground as she fucked her into the floor with raging need.

An ass. An ass to be fucked!

The thought burned through Sam’s mind as she pulled the harpy’s shaking hips back to meet each forward thrust, then shoved them forward with every withdrawal, only to yank them back again, maximizing the brutal impacts as she straightened out the monster’s insides. And all the while, the moans filling the tunnel grew louder and needier.

The cum that Sam had so generously provided for the harpy’s impregnation, Sam herself now fucked right back out of her. And with her pussy already bred, the harpy was free to just lie there in pleasure-drunk bliss, flushed face smeared against the stone, moaning mindlessly to the rhythm of Sam’s thrusts.

The harpy could not have known it, but at some point Sam’s cock swelled toward something more than simply fucking her for the second time.

As Sam watched the harpy cry out in mad ecstasy, ass reshaped around the cock pounding her while cum poured from her creampied pussy, something shifted in Sam’s mind. For a reason she couldn’t explain, Sam saw her own face instead of the harpy’s—her own rolling eyes, her own tongue hanging from her drooling mouth.

Sam wondered how often she had made that same pleasure-blissed face in this dungeon. Would that be the face she made if she had a futa’s cock inside her own ass?

If only someone would fuck me like that.

As soon as the thought entered Sam’s mind, it rooted there. And if it would not leave—if it was truly hers—then in her horny state, Sam saw no reason to fight it. After all, it was only a private indulgence in the depths of the dungeon.

She grabbed the harpy’s hips like they were her own. She thrust into the loosened ass as if it were her own hole she was fucking without mercy. She moaned as loudly and wildly as the harpy did, but not from fucking alone. Both women now moaned from the same perverted image of cock in ass. Cock in their ass.

Sam wanted a cock in her own ass so badly. If only there were another futa here to fuck her like this. She’d cum on the spot—she knew it. And she needed it.

Her left hand slipped from the harpy’s hip.

It wasn’t as if she needed both hands to keep the harpy in place. Her cock was enough for that. But Sam had a suspicion where her hand wanted to go. It moved timidly at first, peeling away from the harpy’s hip inch by inch. Sam didn’t stop it. And because she didn’t stop it, her own mind took that as permission, and the last of her inhibition broke. In a blink, her fingers were already sinking between her own big cheeks.

She circled her own backdoor, the same hole she hadn’t mustered the courage to touch properly while trapped in her lesser form. She pressed lightly, and her ass, her cock, and her mind all answered together—tingling pleasure, throbbing heat, twitching need, and a demand for more.

Sam shot her fingers toward the harpy’s pussy, stealing their heated mix of juices. She coated her fingers, smeared that slickness across her own tight hole, and pushed in.

“Ohn!”

Sam let out a gasp unlike any she had made before. Not a possessed groan. Not the heated moan of a slut lost in passion. It was the primal gasp of someone unlocking something inside herself—something she had known was there, yet had never had the courage to face.

Now she did.

Sam pushed that finger deeper.

“Oooahn!!”

Sam shook as her second gasp turned into the needy cry of a fucked slut. Despite having her cock buried inside a sexy harpy’s ass, despite still thrusting into that ass with all her might, she no longer moaned like someone doing the fucking.

She moaned like someone getting fucked.

Her hips faltered for only a moment. Then she moved her finger inside herself, and her whole body reacted.

Her cock throbbed. Her hips jerked forward. She thrust with her fingers as much as with her cock. She fucked herself with one finger, then gasped as a second slipped in with almost no resistance, her body eagerly moving into the rhythm of her own fingers buried in her ass.

Sam arched her back harder than the harpy beneath her, leaning back and contorting to get her fingers as deep as she could. The deeper she reached, the better it felt. The better it felt, the more her cock swelled. And the more her cock swelled, the deeper she needed to go.

Sam’s hips jerked as she fucked the harpy, but in her mind, it wasn’t the harpy she was fucking. As she drove her fingers into herself and curled them at every angle, instinctively searching for something she knew had to be there, she imagined fucking her own ass with her cock instead.

And she fucked it hard.

The harpy moaned beneath Sam’s assault, blissfully unaware that the source of her pleasure from the cock swelling inside her had no longer anything to do with the pleasure of claiming her—unaware that she was being used as a living prop for the futa’s own filthy rediscovery.

“Ohh, fuck me!!” the harpy cried, not noticing that the futa was crying for the same thing.

Both women wanted to be fucked. Both women begged to be fucked in the ass by a giant futa cock. And as Sam pounded herself with her own fingers, imagining that it was her cock churning her up instead, her real cock pulsed inside the harpy as she crossed the point of no return.

“FUUUUuuuck!!!” Sam cried as she drove her fingers deeper and blasted cum into the harpy’s ass, rope after rope, even more than before, shooting it deep into the harpy’s bowels while getting off on the fantasy that it was her own ass getting flooded with cum.

Sam’s entire body shook through her orgasm, tits bouncing, lips trembling in sheer disbelief at how good it felt to cum inside her ass.

Even as she stared directly at the harpy’s trembling, bent-over back, Sam only saw her own ass, stretched, filled, and trembling from the pleasure of a hard, pulsing futa cock buried deep inside it. She forgot the harpy completely. Forgot that the ass clamping around her cock belonged to someone else. Forgot that the only thing inside her own ass was her fingers.

For those blissfully elated seconds of a completely different kind of submissive, milking orgasm, Sam truly believed that her cock was inside her own ass—that her own insides clenched and trembled around her pulsing length while the pressure curled against every sensitive place her fingers could reach.

Pump after pump after pump, she kept unloading from her pulsing cock. Only as she began coming down from the peak of that impossible pleasure did she regain enough sense to realize where her fingers were—and whose ass she had actually flooded with cum.

Sam pulled out while her cock was still pumping. She yanked free of the ass-fucked harpy just in time to shoot another rope across her back.

The harpy cried out from the roughness of the sudden withdrawal, then collapsed with a moan as another rope followed, coating her further, marking her wings with the same seed that had already impregnated her.

Little did the harpy know that Sam had not pulled out to mark her. That might have been Sam’s intention before her mind spiraled, but the true reason she had stolen her own cock from the harpy’s ass was simpler and far more shameful.

She was jealous. Jealous that the harpy had gotten what Sam wanted so badly.

With her cock all but spent, Sam rested it across the harpy’s trembling cheeks, cum oozing and flowing down in every direction. Sam was so thirsty after such a fuck. She reached down, dragged her fingers through a thick coating of cum, and swiftly took them deep into her mouth, sucking them clean and swallowing the salty bounty.

Her cum had never tasted so delicious.




Chapter 3

Some time passed before the two ass-fucked women truly recovered enough to think. Sam stared in disbelief at the fingers she had pulled out of herself.

I… I really did it, she thought. With fingers… To think it would feel that good… I had a hot girl moaning beneath me, begging for my cock as I fucked her, but all I could think of—

“T-thank you,” the harpy said timidly, pulling Sam out of her thoughts.

Sam looked at the harpy, at the sexy thing she had fucked and impregnated. She looked at the neat little bush barely covering the pink lips she had stretched and filled, looked at the juices trickling down the harpy’s inner thighs, at the prominent womanly hips shaped to give way to a baby.

A baby. Sam’s breath caught. She didn’t know what to say.

The harpy bowed, spread her wings—sending a few white droplets flying through the air—and flew ahead into the darkness.

Of course, it was nothing more than that, Sam told herself. A convenient arrangement. She got something she wanted, and I—

Sam looked again at her fingers, coming to terms with what she had gotten out of that arrangement. She had a giant cock and potent cum that could impregnate thousands. And in that moment of impregnation, all she could wish was that it had been inside herself.

If she had this body forever, if she had this cock forever, how long would it take before she ended up—

“Enough!” Sam shouted at herself, shaking her head and regaining some semblance of focus now that she had calmed down a little. You don’t have infinite time! If you want this body like Dungeon implied, then spend that precious time clearing challenges instead of dreaming about anal sex or impregnating sex!

And with that little pep talk, Sam picked up her pace and ventured deeper into the dungeon.

Of course, giving herself a pep talk was a lot easier than following through with it. As Sam wandered through the winding tunnels, turning left and right almost at random, her thoughts kept returning to her own tunnel that had tasted something it could not forget easily.

It had only been two fingers. Two little fingers, a few thrusts, a few curls, and they had undone her so completely that even now her ass tingled at the memory. As she replayed it in her mind, she became increasingly aware of how enthusiastically her fingers had moved. Her hips had barely kept up. No—her hips were spurred on by the rhythm her fingers set. And if it had truly been her cock, as she had imagined…

Her teased ass tingled to the fantasy of real girth inside it, and no matter how hard she tried to focus on the dungeon, the thought kept returning. Her ass promised her pleasures beyond her imagination, and her entire body pulsed in response—heart fluttering, core tightening, every pulse admitting that it would feel too good not to experience at least once.

The fantasy of that pleasure warmed her, made her feel safe and embraced even as the path around her closed in and darkened. No, it was because of it. Just as her ass wanted to embrace a cock and be one with it, she vividly daydreamed about that moment, her breaths turning into shallow, uneven moans as the hot, slick softness caressed her skin and told her it was alright to give in and embrace it.

Sam’s entire core pulsed and throbbed as she pressed on, pushing through the increasingly narrow, hot, caressing warmth that enveloped her, knowing all too well how right it felt for a cock to push through a wanting ass and the joys it brought.

“Ahn!?”

Sam slipped out of that slick warmth and dropped a few feet onto something just as warm, just as slick, and pulsing beneath her.

The fall was barely enough to make her stomach lurch, but it jolted her senses back into place.

Sam looked around. No stone. No torches. No corridor. Just dim, fleshy walls breathing all around her.

“What the—”

The wall behind her shifted with a wet, fleshy sound.

Sam turned just in time to see the narrow seam in the pulsing wall pucker shut, the last dark slit shrinking between slick folds.

“Huh!? Wait a minute!” she exclaimed, throwing herself toward it, but it was already too late. The passage sealed a heartbeat before she reached it. Her shoulder slammed into wet, living flesh instead, and she fell back onto another slick, yielding surface.

“Huh!? Wait a minute!” she exclaimed, throwing herself toward it, but it was already too late. The passage sealed a heartbeat before she reached it. Her shoulder slammed into wet, living flesh instead, and she fell back onto another slick, yielding surface.

“Ew, what is this?” Sam yelped, jumping up and reaching back to feel her ass, only to find some strange, slippery substance coating it. She brought her fingers up to her face. The stuff clung to her skin as she parted them, stretching between her fingers in a drooping strand that looked strangely familiar—

Get your mind out of the gutter! Sam told herself. This wasn’t the time to think about slippery substances. No matter where she looked, she saw only strange flesh all around her. It was unsettling in more ways than one. And no matter how she tried to reason around it, every possibility pointed to the same conclusion: she had been swallowed whole, with no obvious way out.

Is this also part of the challenge Dungeon envisioned? Sam wondered. A monster? A trap? Both?

Sam took a breath and tried to think as calmly as she could.

First of all, I’m protected from any fatal outcome inside this dungeon, she reminded herself, clinging to Dungeon’s rules. At worst, I’ll lose consciousness and wake up back where I started.

But Sam had no intention of settling for an unconscious defeat. She had a goal now—an opportunity to finally prolong her stay in her enhanced, proper form.

As she forced herself to analyze the situation calmly, Sam realized something odd: she could see. There was no discernible source of light, and yet the chamber was not pitch black. Dim, yes. Murky, certainly. But visible enough for her to understand her predicament.

Why would this place want me to see at all? Sam wondered, suspecting that this too was part of the design—to torment the trapped target with full awareness of what was happening to it.

She looked around the enclosed space, which seemed perfectly content to hold her there while a translucent substance slowly oozed from the fleshy, pulsing walls. She saw no exit at all, save for the faint suggestion of a thin, puckered seam in the fleshy wall that had closed right in her face.

Well, since you’re kindly helping me see my target… Sam wound her arm back and slammed her fist forward.

Her fist sank into the wall just enough to feel it give. Then the flesh snapped the force back through her arm and hurled her backward.

“Whoa!” Sam gasped as she flew back and landed hard on her ass for the second time. She rose slowly and leaned against the flesh on instinct for support, only to coat her hand and forearm in the same sticky substance now clinging to her thighs and ass.

“Ugh,” Sam grimaced. It wasn’t as if the fall or the recoil hurt. That only made it more annoying. As if the place were laughing at her efforts while also making sure she couldn’t even hurt herself.

“No, I’m not giving up that easily!” Sam declared loudly, as if challenging the wall itself. She rose to her feet, sidestepped a low fleshy bud protruding from the floor, and swung at the wall again.

The result was frustratingly similar. The flesh swallowed the impact, snapped it back through her arm, and hurled her backward. Sam landed in the exact same spot as before, only this time with a louder splash of sticky fluid—as if the fleshy floor had remembered the shape of her ass and let the stuff gather there, waiting to slap back across her hips and legs when she fell into it again.

Sam twitched with frustration, but caught herself and let out a deep sigh instead. She decided to take it as a compliment for her ass. And it wasn’t as if the slippery substance was unpleasant. If anything, it was warm. Soothing, even. A faint, pleasant shiver ran across her cheeks where the coating was thickest. But soothing or not, it did nothing to get her out of here. And Sam was on the clock.

She rose to her feet again, but this time she noticed a faint hesitation in her own movement. Sitting there in that shallow imprint had not felt bad. Now that she was out of it, the air felt cool against her ass, and some part of her almost wished she were back in that comforting nest shaped by her own weight.

Sam walked closer to the wall she had struck twice now, and noticed something strange. The low fleshy bud she had sidestepped earlier had risen higher, thickening and growing like an unnatural fleshy mushroom.

Wait a minute. Sam realized something. She might not have been the sharpest tool in the shed, but it did not take a genius to notice a pattern. Rather than striking the same spot and sending herself flying again, she pressed her hand against the sealed seam and pushed.

The wall pushed back.

The mushroom on the fleshy floor grew higher.

Why would pushing against the exit make something like that grow? Sam wondered. But that wasn’t the real question occupying her mind. Why is it shaped like that? her horny mind asked as she pushed harder against the seam. The shape grew more prominent, more defined, and more undeniably phallic.

Sam swallowed and kept pushing until the growth stopped. She didn’t even stop to ask why she kept pressing again and again, as if she wanted that fleshy shape to grow even more.

Why did she want that ten-inch thing to become bigger? Was it absolutely necessary for it to be as large and as thick as her cock?

With the shape growing no further and Sam’s eyes glued to it, she drew her hand away from the sealed seam of her supposed exit and walked closer. She circled the growth as she approached, studying it like a dangerous artifact.

Dangerous, yet irresistibly tempting.

It wasn’t long before Sam was on her knees, inspecting it more closely.

Firm, yet soft. It did not have any of those sticky juices coating it, but with plenty of them around, that would not be an issue. Sam didn’t bother to consider why that mattered or for what purpose it would not be an issue. Instead, she reached for the growth and clasped her hand around it.

“Ahn!” Sam moaned and recoiled her hand. Not because it hurt—because it felt too pleasant to touch.

A little dry, perhaps. Sam looked toward the shallow imprint shaped by her own ass, where the slick substance had pooled. She didn’t feel like crawling all the way back to it, so she scooped some from what still coated her cheeks and used it to smear the growth before stroking it again.

To Sam’s delight, it reacted at once, growing firmer in her hand. She even felt a faint pulse through her palm, and at that same moment her senses told her to look toward the sealed seam. She felt the exit answer with a pulse that reverberated through her mind.

Sam smiled. It all made sense now. Of course something like this would grow from stimulating a closed exit. A sealed passage needed something firm and thick to pry it open.

Sam kept stroking, her excitement rising with each quickening breath. And her excitement wasn’t because she hoped it would open her path to escape. That was the lie she told herself. She stroked it because she wanted it to grow before she did with it what she truly wanted.

She was already squirming, shifting and grinding her hips as both her holes ached for the thing in her hand. But no matter how much she stroked, the fleshy thing neither grew further nor pulsed again.

No wonder, Sam reasoned. A sloppy handjob is never adequate. If I wouldn’t settle for one, why would it? Her grin turned shameless as she glanced toward the ass-shaped pool of lube. I suppose I have no choice but to do it properly.

Sam crawled toward the shallow, obscene imprint to get what she needed. Horny beyond reason and unwilling to delay herself with a second trip, she gathered the substance into her hands and poured it all over her ass. The warm tingle spread over her cheeks, flowed down between them, and dripped over both her holes before trailing along her thighs.

Sam fell forward with a purr, face landing beside the pool as pleasure shivered through her lower body. Feeling that warmth stimulate both holes until they almost opened by themselves, Sam could not hold back. She scooped up another handful of that wonderful substance and thrust two lubed fingers into her ass at once.

“OOohn!” Sam trembled on all fours, her face slipping farther into the pool she had gathered her new lube from. It bubbled around her mouth and nose as they sank into it, but she didn’t care. She only started fingering herself harder.

By the time she came back up for air, she already had three fingers inside her ass, and her hole ached for more. With the mysterious slickness drooling down her coated face, Sam turned desperately, searching for the object she needed, then crawled toward it.

“Ohhh, hahhhh…” Sam could only let out needy moans and groans as she dragged her sticky, heavy body across the flesh toward the protruding phallus. With only one hand free to pull herself along, and both legs nearly useless while her thighs shook from her own fingering, her progress was agonizingly slow.

She made up for it as best she could by driving her lube-soaked fingers in and out of her warmed-up ass, the lewd squelch of her own hole filling the fleshy cavern while all Sam could do was stare, dazed and drooling, at the mysterious cock she ached to slam her cheeks against.

“Just a little more,” Sam breathed out needily, as if begging that mysterious cock to wait for her—begging her own body to hold out before she lost her strength completely halfway to her target.

Sam didn’t remember the cock being so far from her ass-shaped pool of lube, but now every inch seemed impossibly far. She had almost no strength left to drag her heavy tits and trembling thighs across the flesh.

Her naked breasts dragged over the warm surface, hard nipples tingling and sending sparks through her body with every desperate pull of her arm. Angry at her own tits, her own weakness, and the distance still left between her and what she needed, Sam fucked her hole harder. She added a fourth finger and slammed all four so deep into herself that she drove her hips into the fleshy ground, striking her aching dick against the warm, yielding surface.

“HnUUUU!?” Sam moaned through gritted teeth as her back arched and she came on the spot.

The hard impact of her dick against that receptive warmth made it feel as if every thrust into her ass had somehow fucked her cock too, and within moments she embraced the feeling completely. She drove her fingers to the knuckles, fucked her hips against the living floor, ground her dick into its heat, and got off through both her ass and her dick, writhing in her own cum while her nipples grew harder and more sensitive than ever against the heavenly flesh beneath her.

Sam couldn’t even tell whether she was still riding the first orgasm or already crashing into the second, but she gladly fucked herself toward it.

“Just a little more, ahhhh~” she whimpered, feeling as if her ass would soon give way to her entire hand. “Just loosen a little more~!!”

Sam knew she would climax harder than ever if she managed to drive her whole hand inside herself. She had all the lube in the world for it. She only needed to break through her inexperienced hole and embrace this new world of pleasure.

With her body smeared hot, sweaty, and sticky across the fleshy floor, Sam looked ahead in blissful desperation—and saw something shift in the distance.

Then shrink.

“AAHN!?” Sam gasped as her ass clamped hard around her fingers, trapping them and stopping her cold. The finger-fucked futa suddenly remembered why she was in this cavern in the first place—to get her ass fucked properly! And her one chance was shrinking fast.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Sam cried as she scrambled forward.

Had Sam seen herself from the outside, she might not have recognized the pathetic, desperate thing crawling across the flesh.

She yanked her fingers out of her ass, sending a slick arc of lube flying through the air after them, and clawed forward with both hands to drag her useless body toward the fading phallus. Heated, weak, and pleasure-fucked beyond reason, her crawl was barely more than the flailing of a stupid, horny slut too ruined to crawl like a person.

But Sam neither saw nor cared how she looked. All she cared for was getting her cheeks around that cock in the ground before it vanished. And that need to get her ass fucked was the only thing driving the otherwise useless pile of flesh forward.

Had there been a futa, a man, anyone, anything with a cock to take her hips, Sam would have let out a sigh of relief and stopped pretending she could move at all. She would have given herself over to that cock completely, as long as it fucked her ass into a thousand-year orgasm.

Perhaps needing to move herself, needing to earn the cock she wanted inside her, made her brain and body crave it even more. As soon as the phallus was within reach, Sam grabbed onto it for dear life, almost leeching strength from its reliable firmness. She dragged herself forward and took it into her mouth the instant she reached it.

“Shorrhy! Ahm shohry!” Sam slobbered around it as she bobbed her head, sucking it with even greater passion than the first time she had sucked a cock in front of that magical mirror. Lube and spit flying all over, Sam cared only about the hardness in her mouth, the girth in her hand, and keeping it eager enough to last until she could drag her fat ass into place and use it properly.

She didn’t even realize how flimsy her grip on reality had become. She forgot where she was. Forgot why the cock existed. Forgot the excuse she had first given herself for needing it inside her ass. Almost forgot that she was the one who wanted it.

The fear of this one cock disappearing from her life was enough to twist her mind until Sam worked it with her hands and lips as if she had been brought here to please it—as if she existed for its pleasure, to serve its needs, not the other way around.

Sam would have been more than happy to remain this cock’s slave in this cave of wonders. But no matter how much she stroked and sucked, the cock in her mouth did not grow any bigger. Staving off its shrinkage was all she could manage. Sam feared she was unworthy even of this cock.

I should’ve trained more on cocks, Sam realized bitterly, thinking of all the years she had missed out on sucking them. If she had sucked enough, then this one would not be shrinking from her clumsy mouth and shameful lack of devotion. It would grow, swell in response to her needy efforts, and rise high to grant her the stuffing she craved.

My ass! Sam suddenly remembered when the aching tingling of her lubed-up, finger-fucked hole grew strong enough to break through the fog of cock-sucking. I have to give it my ass!

Sam figured that if her mouth-hole was not enticing enough, then perhaps her backdoor would be. After all, what could be more submissive than a woman offering her most taboo hole, the one no proper lady would dare admit she wanted to offer to cock?

Sam laughed under her breath as she rose, dragging her hips toward the cock still in her hand. Who could know what made her laugh more? Was it the thought of her ever being a proper lady? Or the raw, giddy thrill of finally getting a cock in her ass?

That giddiness quivered across her lips as soon as her ass hovered above the phallus in the ground. Before she even touched it with her hole, shivers ran through her body as she dug her fingers into her lubed cheeks and spread them wider.

Even though she knew every second was precious, even though it was her duty to give her ass to that cock in the ground, Sam paused to take the moment in. The time had come.

Slowly, she lowered herself onto it.

The lube she had finger-fucked into herself oozed from her hole and stretched onto the cock she wanted to ride. It connected her rim to its tip in a thick, shining strand, counting down every inch of her descent and telling her exactly how close she was to the ultimate moment.

The closer she got, the faster her heart beat, for she knew that no matter how hard, how desperately, or how many times she had fingered her ass, none of it truly counted until she felt a real, pulsing cock inside that virgin hole. Even if that cock belonged to some supernatural dungeon trap. Even if it grew alone from the floor of a monstrous, fleshy chamber.

“Oohh—!” Sam let out a broken gasp when the unmistakable tip touched her warmed-up rim.

Having earlier blasted her ass with four fingers, Sam tried to descend quickly, eager to take the whole thing into her hungry hole at once. But her body stopped her. The resistance surprised her, that tight ring stretching around the tip with far more strain than she expected.

Has it grown again? Sam wondered. It had felt so manageable in her hand and mouth, yet now it stretched her sphincter so much that she feared it might not fit at all.

I was right to offer it my ass, Sam concluded, thinking highly of her offering to the cock she wanted to ride. She reached down, took hold of it as best she could, and angled it carefully as she pressed herself down, trying to fit it inside.

“Ohh, it’s definitely thicker!” Sam moaned as another wave of pleasant shivers ran up her spine.

Each time she pushed against it with her ass, her body reacted in all the right ways, urging her to continue, urging her to push past that resistance. It made her want to press against it again and again, just to feel more of those pleasurable waves feeding her brain.

Before she knew it, she was rocking against the tip with her lubed ass, taking it a hair’s width deeper each time, spreading more of the chamber’s own lube across it as it pooled from her hole, from her cheeks, and her drenched body. She was covered in it. She was sitting in it. And she wanted it inside her ass along with that cock.

“Fuck me!” Sam cried, rocking with abandon as she fucked herself on the first few inches.

She stroked it as she rode, growing increasingly heated, increasingly excited, increasingly frantic as her lube-smeared breasts swayed with her pace and she fell into the same mindless fervor with which she had fingered herself.

“Ohh, more!” Sam pressed down harder, reaching the thickest swell of the tip she had been desperately grinding against. Her hard nipples ached. She let go of her ass and played with them. One hand wasn’t enough. She let go of the fleshy cock entirely and used only her ass to please it while she claimed her giant breasts with both hands—pinching, squeezing, pulling, moaning louder and louder as she drove herself down with all her might—

With a soft plop, the fat tip slipped through her sphincter. Her weight carried her the rest of the way, driving her all the way down to the base and impaling her on the entire ten-inch length in one go.

“OOOhhhhhh!” Sam gasped in ecstasy as stars flashed before her eyes against the dim, fleshy ceiling up above. For a moment, she did not see the chamber at all, and the surrounding darkness only made those pretty lights sparkle brighter while warm, tingling fulfillment spread through her hips and ass in wet, delightful waves as fuzzy, sublime softness of her orgasm unfurled through her lower body, all but melting her around the cock inside her.

But as soon as the sparkling lights began to fade, the need to see them again seized her. Sam lifted her fat ass only to drive it straight back down onto that thick, hard cock.

“O-oh!” she gasped again, twitching from the deep stirring. Her lubed insides tried and failed to cling to the hardness inside her, and that failure only made her need to fuck herself harder—until her insides abandoned the foolish idea of clinging to anything and learned their place as a living sleeve meant to be fucked stupid.

Faster and faster, Sam drove her hips up and down. Her tits swayed increasingly wildly in her hands even as she pulled on/at them, and soon it wasn’t just her tits that swayed and bounced, spraying sweat, lube, and stray droplets in every direction. Something slapped against her thighs and belly, calling to itself until Sam finally remembered about her cock.

Neither hard nor soft, it flopped up and down and side to side, twitching and leaking, shooting little drops of cum across her body. One of those droplets splashed across Sam’s lips, and the salty taste brought forth a realization of what had just transpired.

That fuzzy wetness around her thighs was her half-limp cock oozing cum as she came from the first cock ever buried in her ass. And as she kept bouncing, kept fucking her ass, kept forcing more droplets from her half-limp dick, that cum mixed with pussy juice and the chamber’s slick lube into the most wonderful wet cushion for her hips to splash against. Each bounce sent it splattering higher, smearing her thighs in layers so thick that Sam all but purred as she could’ve sworn she started cumming with her coated thighs alone.

She squeezed them, clawed at them, groped them, smearing her hands with the sticky mixture before shoving her fingers into her mouth. She fucked her own mouth with her hands while sucking them clean, never stopping the frantic rhythm of her ass.

The double sensation of her mouth and ass being filled brought forth an even deeper joy as Sam embraced her true womanhood, gulping down everything she could, almost swallowing her own lubed fingers while her cock finally hardened again from getting two of her holes fucked at the same time.

Ahh, that’s it! Sam thought. It all made sense now. When a girl presented her ass for fucking, having a hard cock was not what she was there for. She certainly didn’t need a hard one to cum over and over again like the slutty girl that she was. But there was something about getting fucked from both ends that excited her body unlike anything else.

And it excited the cock inside her too.

The deeper she shoved her slippery fingers down her gagging throat, the thicker the cock inside her ass grew. Her own cock hardened with it, both cocks stirred by the sounds of an eager slut gagging herself. Even the surrounding walls pulsed to the rhythm of those two cocks.

That was when Sam saw it through teary eyes—another cock forming right in front of her, growing out of the wall beneath the seam in the flesh.

Sam instantly pulled her fingers from her mouth and reached toward the eager growth with her tongue out. She feared she wouldn’t reach it without getting off the cock she rode—something that would have been unacceptable.

That was when the cock inside her thrust upward.

“AH—!?”

It fucked her forward so hard that Sam flew mouth-first into the new growth and took the entire thing down her throat until her lips pressed against the pulsing flesh of the wall.

“GGH—!”

The choked gasp stuck in Sam’s throat as her eyes rolled and she came again.

With her throat stuffed and bulged around a hard thing so deep inside her that she could barely comprehend it while fuzzy tingles washed over her brain directly, Sam’s pleasure was even further fucked into her by the floor cock thrusting beneath her.  It grew and swelled inside her ass, clapping against her cheeks, slamming her hips forward, driving her entire body even harder against the cock buried down her throat until Sam felt skewered from both ends, cumming from the undoing pleasure of being double-penetrated by the living chamber itself.

With her eyes rolling only further and further back as her own cock pulsed, shooting rope after rope across the ground, the air, and her own body, Sam rocked her hips mindlessly, slamming back again and again against the cock that had grown until it felt as if the flesh itself had taken hold of her hips to fuck her.

And she was more than eager to fuck back.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” Sam begged—though only sloppy gurgles escaped her stuffed throat.

She was half-delirious from pleasure as she fucked herself toward the fucking, giving her body over to her own need and to the cocks granting her this fantastical experience. Sam never could have imagined that a cock in her ass could feel so good. Now she couldn’t imagine ever stopping her hips.

Her orgasms rolled from one into the next, then into the next after that, each one blurring and melting into the heat of the living chamber. The sparkling lights before her eyes returned, shining brighter and brighter until all she could see was whiteness of pleasure and cum, and the cocks swelling deep inside her, pulsing with the promise of more heat washing through her.

“Cum inside me!” Sam begged desperately, no more coherently than before with her throat still stuffed.

And that was exactly how she wanted it at the moment she came.

With both cocks pulsing inside her in orgasmic throbs and the light before her eyes flaring brighter, Sam grabbed her own cock with both hands and stroked it for all it was worth.

She couldn’t even tell if she was cumming anymore or if her body had ascended beyond mortal orgasm. Her brain just wanted a hard, needy cock to stroke. At that point, any cock would have sufficed, but her own aching, veiny, throbbing, overstimulated cock was still the best thing her hands could find while her insides were being rearranged.

Slick with every juice the chamber had drawn from her, her shaft slid through her harsh, relentless grip. Sam squeezed it as tightly as her body tried to squeeze the cocks inside her, jerking with all her might and all her will to cum and be cummed inside, her insides clenching around those pulsing cocks, practically stroking them until she felt them jerk and tremble and unleash waves of heat so deep inside her that they seemed to reach all the way into her soul.

The white flashing light swallowed everything—sight, mind, and body—as Sam came so hard the dungeon itself seemed to vanish around her.

When Sam came to, light shone across her heated, spent flesh. She lay at an open exit, sprawled and shining, struggling even to lift her head.

The cocks were nowhere to be seen, but even through the haze of her afterglow, Sam knew she would remember them forever. She was grateful to them. Grateful to the trap that had held her so thoroughly. Grateful to the deep, contented warmth still coursing through her body.

“That was quite the performance,” Dungeon told Sam once the futa dragged herself back into the oval chamber.

“It was… an experience…” was all Sam could answer.

She didn’t care that Dungeon had seen her. She wasn’t even sure whether her “performance” was something worth congratulating. But her ass tightened at the revived memory of it, and part of her wished she could repeat it already.

“You inquired about keeping your enhanced form outside this dungeon,” Dungeon said.

“Y-yes,” Sam answered, straightening a little as the reminder of her goal brought a spark back into her eyes.

“It seems you have acclimatized enough to your current enhanced form that your body may now be capable of sustaining it for an additional period,” Dungeon said.

Sam listened carefully to every word, the promise of more time in this body stirring her awake.

“To that end, please drink the provided violet potion.”

Only then did Sam notice the glass vial standing on the altar near the familiar orange potion and the usual bag of coins. The new vial’s liquid glimmered violet, bright enough to paint faint ripples across the stone beneath it.

“You mean…?” Sam asked, barely daring to believe it.

“Yes,” Dungeon confirmed. “It will help sustain your enhanced form, temporarily. Drink it before—”

Dungeon didn’t get to finish.

Sam had already snatched the vial, uncorked it, and swallowed the lightly sweet liquid in one ravenous gulp. Whether it was the taste, the effect, or the sheer joy burning through Sam at the prospect of staying in her proper form, none of Dungeon’s potions had ever tasted better than that violet one.

“There are, however, a few additional rules you must observe,” Dungeon said while Sam set the empty vial back on the altar.

“Anything!” Sam swore, before even hearing them.

“As always, speaking about this place is forbidden under the previously mentioned confidentiality agreement,” Dungeon reminded her. “Additionally, since you will be maintaining this enhanced form outside a controlled environment, you must keep outside contact to an absolute minimum.”

“Why?”

“Because you wanted this as soon as possible,” Dungeon explained. “You may be able to sustain your enhanced form outside for one day, then return here for another full testing period, bringing your total time in that form to approximately seventy-two hours. However, communication, interaction, or activities with others beyond a simple greeting or the briefest small talk may introduce variables your body is not yet prepared to sustain for that long.”

“I handled plenty of exertion just fine so far,” Sam mumbled.

“Controlled environment,” Dungeon restated, a little more firmly. “Needless to say, if you break these rules—or any other rules—your participation in these trials will be concluded prematurely.”

“I won’t break any rules,” Sam vowed.

“Good,” Dungeon said, with the satisfied cadence of an approving nod. “In that case, your current twenty-four-hour trial period is complete. I hope you enjoy your prolonged stay in your enhanced form. Return at the proper time so we can continue testing your abilities after sustained external use.”

“I will!” Sam promised. She grabbed the bag of coins from the altar and headed for the exit, unable to stop smiling. As she pulled the lever and opened the passage out, Sam glanced back and added, “Thank you.”

“Thank you for your continued participation,” Dungeon said as Sam began climbing the stairs. “See you soon.”

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story.

Join my Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

More lewd gender change adventure books

Yuuji Everyleaf author page
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Healer Girl: Male to Female Gender Transformation

They wanted a girlfriend. They needed a healer. They got both.

Alex never stood out—not as a fighter, not as a man, and certainly not as someone destiny had anything planned for.

So when his struggling party finds a healer’s staff deep in a forgotten dungeon, Alex makes a desperate choice. He respecializes—giving up the sword, the front line, and everything he was taught a man was supposed to be.

At first, it’s just mechanics. Staying back. Supporting others. Channeling gentler magic through a staff that fits his hands a little too well.

Then the magic starts changing him.

His aura softens. His voice lightens. Healing feels warm… pleasant… addictive. And the more he leans into the role, the more natural it becomes.

Because this isn’t about becoming stronger.

Or braver.

Or earning respect the hard way.

It’s about becoming a good healer girl.
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