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Chapter 1

As Sam returned to the city with a fat sack of coins over his shoulder, he felt the most uplifted he’d been in years. His steps were light, the last orange rays of the setting sun shined beautifully through the trees and warmed his body to match the warmth within his soul, and even the Shadowy Forest seemed pleasant and welcoming.

I bet the forest will look even better when I return tomorrow! Sam thought as he hummed a tune and matched his steps to the rhythm of a simple adventurer’s song. Knowing that the magnificent, enhancing dungeon lay hidden within these shriveled trees made Sam appreciate their twisted beauty and what was hidden beneath it.

Sam even felt a little sad leaving the forest where he was welcome and appreciated, but with the darkening outline of the adventurer’s city already in sight as the sun slowly disappeared behind it, Sam shifted his imagination to the lavish room he’d be staying in tonight.

For once in many years, he had the coins to afford a hot meal and a hearty drink to take to a private room where he could pass out on a soft bed with a full stomach. Sam wiped away a tear from the corner of his eye as the thought seemed just too good to be true.

“Sam!” Sam heard his name spoken with the voice of a deplorable creature that he had completely forgotten about.

“S-Stitches!?” Sam turned his head and realized that he got so caught up in his daydreaming that he walked right past the dark figure that was the eight-foot-tall grizzly beastman, the bodyguard and muscle of a certain three-foot-tall rat creature.

“I thought we had an agreement,” Stitches said as he limped from behind his silent henchman. Sam couldn’t help but notice the blood splatter on the scowling rat’s walking stick.

He’s been busy, Sam thought and spoke in his defense, “I did say that I would go to a dungeon in the Shadowy Forest, and we agreed that I would repay you by sunset.”

“And where exactly is the sun right now?” Stitches asked.

Sam looked to the west and saw only the red horizon as the surroundings darkened, “It’s right behind the city walls!”

“Cut the shit, little shit, it’s beneath the horizon!” Stitches yelled and raised his walking stick to beat Sam bloody.

“But I have the money!” Sam insisted. “And I went back to the city as soon as I was done! Do you want the money or not?”

“You’re trying to be smart with me? We had an agreement!” Stitches’ scowl was as nasty as Sam remembered: his golden teeth implanted unevenly between his remaining yellow ones. “Gepard, teach him some punctuality!”

“Now, wait a second!” Sam stammered as he took a nervous step back while cold fear took hold of him. But the gigantic beastman did not wait and kept lumbering toward Sam. The furry bear man did not even bother pulling out the giant claymore that he kept on his back. He slowly reached for Sam’s neck, just like the last time, and Sam sidestepped his grip to avoid the choking pain he felt yesterday in that dark alley.

“Eh?” Sam blinked as he and the beastman looked at each other, both slightly confused while the beastman’s giant hand grasped at the air.

“What the hell are you doing you fat sack of shit!?” Stitches yelled and stamped his stick into the ground in anger.

Gepard swung his arm at Sam, but Sam dodged it again, all too easily. What’s happening!? Sam couldn’t understand why the giant bear man moved so slowly toward him. Unless… Sam remembered the Man-Eater flower from the dungeon, how slowly the tongue moved when his enhanced reflexes kicked in.

I still have some of my enhanced power!? Sam realized just as Gepard leaped at Sam with his entire weight. Sam dropped the sack of coins to free up both his hands, grabbed the beastman’s thick arm, and used the giant bear’s own momentum to throw him forward, face-first into the dirt.

“Did your brain fall out on the way here!?” Stitches screamed at the top of his little lungs. “Stop playing with playing in the dirt!! Take out your big stupid sword and cut that shit in half!!”

Gepard growled as he rose to his feet and pulled out his giant claymore before he even wiped the dirt off his face. He swung down hard, aiming straight for Sam’s head. But the claymore moved so slowly to Sam’s eyes that he couldn’t imagine even a single slime getting hit by such a cumbersome attack. Sam dodged easily, then knocked the claymore out of Gepard’s hand, and knocked the giant beastman back into the dirt.

“I’ll skin you alive you useless sack of shit!!” Stitches foamed at the mouth as he screamed and jumped. But his chaotic flailing froze when Sam turned toward the rat man. Sam looked at the sudden change in Stitches’ demeanor, picked up the sack of coins, and walked toward the rat.

“If you even think about touching me, you’ll never be heard of again!” Stitches threatened. “I have friends in high places!”

Sam didn’t answer. He opened the bag, pulled out a single silver coin, and threw it on the ground right next to Stitches’ dirty boots. He then threw another and kept throwing them until he counted to twenty. “We’re done now,” Sam said after he gave all the coins he owed along with interest.

“Y-You were late! That’s five extra!” Stitches demanded.

Sam took a single step forward, and that alone made Stitches jump and shake as he hastily added, “T-Three! Three silvers! A discount for not paying in copper.”

Sam glared at the tiny rat man but threw all five coins to add to the others. “Here’s to never seeing you again,” Sam said, threw his bag over his shoulder, and walked away.

“Yeah, you better go!” Stitches shouted at Sam’s bag. “At least you know what’s good for you!”

But Sam did not answer. He wanted to get that creature out of his life. Tonight he would be going to sleep as a debt-free man, and tomorrow he would start his new life with a clean slate.




Chapter 2

“Please drink the potion to resume your adventuring,” Dungeon said to Sam and the young adventurer hastily grabbed the vial, eager to be enhanced once more. He popped pulled out the cork and drank it all in one go.

But instead of the blissful tingling that was supposed to come with Sam’s transformation into a busty futanari, his stomach churned and he fell on the floor in agony. His limbs contorted, his body shrank, and Sam screamed at the top of his lungs as he transformed into a three-foot-tall ugly rat creature.

“What have you done to me!?” Sam cried out in an unrecognizable voice while he looked at his sickly green, rat-like hands with only four bent fingers on each.

“Your adventures await you,” Dungeon said as all twelve doors of the altar chamber opened and revealed Stitches standing behind all twelve of them.

“Now you’re one of us,” twelve Stitches’ said in unison. “One of us!”

“WHUAAAAAAAAA!!” Sam screamed at the top of his lungs as he jumped from his bed and stared straight at the unremarkable wooden wall. “Ah!? Eh!?” Sam’s heart pounded as he felt up his body and looked at his hands to realize that he was in his regular human body, back in the same cozy little room that he paid for last night.

“By the gods!” Sam breathed the biggest sigh of relief and wiped away the cold sweat from his forehead. Judging by the nose coming from the city, it was already late morning, which meant that Sam’s sleep went undisturbed until that sudden, unfortunate twist at the end.

“Maybe I don’t need to return,” Sam said quietly, still reeling from the nightmare. He reached beneath the bed and pulled out the bag of silver coins that he had earned for accepting the invitation to the enhancement dungeon. One coin was enough to pay for this room for a month, and even if he went out and bought new equipment right now, without haggling, he’d still have plenty left for a rainy day.

“But once I return to adventuring as my regular self the training wheels will be off,” Said reminded himself as he played with a silver coin in his fingers. “Not only was I faster and stronger, but I also couldn’t be harmed. I shouldn’t discard such training opportunities so easily!”

“Speaking of enhancements… What was that yesterday?” Sam asked quietly, remembering his unmatched strength that he never possessed in his regular body. There’s still so much more I need to know!

Sam made his decision to return to the mysterious enhancement dungeon, put the silver coin back into the bag and tied it tight. I better not walk around with all these coins. Keeping them in the Adventurer’s Guild for now will be the safest option.

After making his decision, Sam stayed in bed for a moment longer. The bed in which he had slept was an immeasurable improvement over the hay which he shared with livestock for the past two months. And although the window in his room was tiny, it did give him a good view of the streets below, teeming with merchants and adventurers.

Sam smiled, enjoying the view from above. For once in his life, he didn’t feel like a bottom feeder. Just recently, the height of his ambition was to stand up straight among them. But now, his possibilities grew. “This one chance, I will not waste it!” Sam promised. “Soon, I will surpass you all!”

Feeling a certain morning rise beneath his blanket, Sam habitually reached for it without even thinking as used to do so many times to temporarily alleviate his anxiety. But as soon as Sam reached the hardness, he stopped and let go of it.

“Was it always that small?” Sam wondered as he looked at the palm of his hand which just held his unspectacular member. Can’t be! I’m not that small! But Sam’s mind flashed to yesterday, to the memory of a giant throbbing cock that could pierce the heavens if he willed it. Sam remembered that cock thrusting deep into the body of a semi-translucent slime woman. Compared to that memory, compared to that superior cock, he did not want to even look at his current unenhanced member.

“I better start preparing,” Sam said as he rose from the bed and stretched, buck-naked and eager to enhance himself once more.

“You wish to deposit fifty silver coins?” the cute clerk at the Adventurer’s Guild asked as she looked at Sam with suspicion.

“Correct!” Sam grinned proudly as he pushed the sizeable bag of coins over the counter. A few silver coins are more than I need for now, Sam thought, rechecking his math while the clerk moved away the hair from her eyes and counted the coins. Sam appreciated the fact that even if some clerks here remembered him as the failed, pathetic excuse for an adventurer that he used to be, it was the Guild’s policy not to question the source of the deposits.

With his only important task for the day done, Sam walked out of the Guild with an easy step and—to some—an annoyingly upbeat smile as he headed to one of the best bakeries in the city to finally feast on a freshly-baked pastry that so often used to torment his senses with growl-inducing delicious smells back when he had no coin to spare.

“Ah!” Sam breathed with pleasant relief when he found a quiet spot to sit down with a warm bun in his hand and enjoyed his meal while looking at the clear blue sky and listening to the summer birds.

I wonder what monsters await me in the dungeon today? Sam’s imagination ran wild while he ate: fairies, sirens, famed fox demons—the possibilities were endless. He was determined to extract every last drop of knowledge out of all of them and kept imagining all kinds of strenuous fights all the way to the dungeon.




Chapter 3

“Welcome back!” the sentient dungeon said with a female voice as soon as Sam entered the large, oval chamber of the hidden underground dungeon, illuminated by the many blue torchlights. The dungeon’s voice still refused to bounce from the stone walls, which made it as pleasant to listen to her soft tone as the last time.

“It’s good to be back,” Sam said as he looked around and found the chamber to be exactly as it was when he came here the first time: the same giant altar with two shining potion vials placed atop of it, the same twelve doors, locked and waiting for him to explore.

“Say,” Sam hesitated to ask because he knew how silly such a question was, “have any of your potions ever transformed people into… other creatures?”

“No,” Dungeon replied quickly, “as far as I am aware, my creators have never explored change of races or morphing into animals, beyond purely theoretical.”

“So, there’s never been any instances of someone transforming into, say, a three-foot-tall rat creature?”

“Absolutely not!”

“That’s good to hear,” Sam said, finding strange comfort in the mysterious dungeon’s words. “By the way, those reflexes that the potion enhanced. Are they supposed to remain even after I return to my unenhanced state?”

“Interesting. Have your enhanced reflexes remained after you transformed back?”

“Yes, I had to fight off a beastman on my way back to the city.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Dungeon said. “Yes, residual enhancement of strength and reflexes has been reported in the past. However, those enhancements rarely last for more than one hour, two at most, after return to original form.”

Ah, then I was lucky that Stitches so kindly went and searched me out, Sam thought.

“If you wish it,” Dungeon continued, “after you transform back to your original form, there are many ways for you to safely test the precise time for which your enhancements linger, as well as their strength.”

“Yeah, I probably should do that, even if I’m not in a hurry to fight outside this dungeon,” Sam said, and then hesitantly asked, “Is there a way for me to keep other enhancements? Not just my reflexes and strength?”

“Did you have any particular enhancements in mind?” Dungeon asked.

“Erm, well… I was just wondering in general…”

“There are some possibilities, but I’m afraid that those are beyond your current level,” Dungeon said.

“Fair enough,” Sam mumbled and looked at the potion with the shining green liquid within it.

“Then, if you have no more questions, your enhancement potion awaits you.”

For a split second, an ugly image from his nightmare flashed through Sam’s mind. Forget it! Sam shook his head, dismissing the stupid dream, and stepped toward the altar.

Sam took the green potion vial and felt a shiver run through his body from the familiar pleasant warmth that radiated from the glass vial in his hand. It was as if his body reacted to the enhancing potion and welcomed it. And this time, Sam knew exactly what “enhancements” awaited him.

What little hesitation Sam still had was not from the anxiety from the unknown, but from the anticipation of the pleasures known. He recalled the glimpses of the ecstasy that fought through his fear last time. I hope it feels even better this time, Sam thought as he uncorked the vial and greedily downed the delicious warm liquid.

“Ah!” Sam moaned as the familiar heat spread through his body and quickly put down the empty vial. Rather than fearing the change Sam embraced it. He watched his fingers grow longer and his hands turn slender, he looked down at his breasts and grinned as they grew full and bountiful while his armor changed into the skimpy armor of an oblivious female adventurer. His breasts filled that metal bikini bra to overflowing and the mixing, growing heat between his legs signaled both that the potion reached his most sensitive parts and that he loved what he saw as Sam the barely-a-man transformed into the beautiful, hung futanari once more.

“Yes!” Sam screamed as she grabbed her tits and massaged them, giving into the heat of the transformation as her hard cock enhanced too and grew into its heaven-piercing form that had dominated countless slimes only a day before.

Sam’s hand reached toward the throbbing sensation, but before she could even reach it, her entire body tensed up and she let out a blissful cry that filled the dungeon chamber and signaled that her transformation was complete, celebrated by a small orgasm within her very soul.

“The enhancement is to your satisfaction?” Dungeon asked while Sam took a breather as she rested her heavy breasts on the altar.

“Oh, yes!” Sam grinned shamelessly, not even considering hiding her perverted desire as her mind already begged her to embrace her cravings at once and rush toward another orgasm. Sam’s only dilemma was whether to satisfy her urges on the spot or train her endurance a little by holding off long enough to explore what other monsters this dungeon had to offer. “Last… Ahh… Last time you mentioned that there are new monsters for me to challenge, correct?” Sam asked as she barely rained in her desires.

“Yes, this dungeon has many levels and countless monsters to test various enhancements and put your abilities to their very limits,” Dungeon replied. “However, shameful as it is to admit, I must confess that I had prematurely declared your clearance of the first level.”

“W-What? I haven’t cleared it?” Sam gasped.

“Not fully, no.”

“Ah, and I was looking forward to new monsters,” Sam muttered, a little disheartened that she would have to tread the same ground. “So, I have to go fight slimes and flowers again?”

“No, you do not need to display your prowess against them for a second time.”

“So, then there’s something I missed?”

“Correct.”

“Well, I guess as long as I learn something new,” Sam mumbled.

“If you insist, I could open the next level dungeon for you. Your performance was adequate to proceed further.”

Adequate? Sam frowned, taking issue with the wording as she thought that her performance had been excellent.

“However,” Dungeon continued, “I do recommend for you to clear all challenges. It will benefit your long-term progress.”

“Fine, fine!” Sam acquiesced. After all, this is to increase my knowledge of monsters for my future adventures. In that case, I better clear all the challenges and learn everything I can. And since the dungeon level is already half cleared, I’ll even have the time to treat myself a little before I clear it.

“Then the dungeon awaits you,” Dungeon said as one of the twelve doors opened, beckoning Sam inside. Sam’s dick ached for some alone time and pressed hard against her armored skirt. The futanari hurried through the door all too eagerly, her hard dick being the first to cross the threshold.




Chapter 4

“Haah~,” Sam started touching herself before she walked more than a few feet away from the door. She felt instant relief the moment that her feminine hand grabbed her girthy cock, encouraging her to keep going and feed more pleasant sensations to her brain.

Still, she was an adventurer, so Sam had to keep going and exploring the dungeon. As such, the only obvious solution was to keep touching herself as she walked through the torch-lit tunnels. Someday I might encounter a lewd monster that clings to my body and touches me while I have to run from a rolling boulder, Sam theorized, so this is good training too. And I obviously can’t allow myself to climax while on the run from a dangerous trap, so edging myself like this is necessary for me to grow as an adventurer.

As Sam realized the importance of touching herself while on the move, she made sure to mix it up by stimulating every part of her that could have been the most susceptible. Who knows when one of the monsters might suddenly attack my pussy while I jump over a pit? Sam fantasized while moving her hand beneath her short skirt. There might be a tentacle waiting… Or what if I’m climbing up a mountainside?

Sam pressed her boobs against the rocky dungeon tunnel wall and grabbed at an uneven surface with one hand to properly simulate the climbing experience while she fingered her pussy which by now was shamelessly overflowing with lubricating juices.

“Ah, not yet,” Sam moaned when she realized she was too close to succumbing completely. “If I orgasm while climbing, I lose… So, I have to keep moving, ah! Somehow…”

Sam reluctantly parted from the rocky wall that had so tantalizingly allowed her to embrace her pleasures without holding back. Just a little further ahead, Sam told herself. There might be a situation where I have to resist touching myself… For a minute! Yes, a situation where I have to resist for just a single minute. If I can do that, then I’ll pass the test and reward myself properly.

Sam withdrew her hands from her nether regions and interlocked her fingers to keep her naughty digits from touching something improper on accident as she counted down the seconds until she could finally let loose. That was when Sam saw a familiar, full-length mirror.

“I really am beautiful,” Saw uttered her first thought aloud as she gazed at her reflection while her mind was completely overtaken by her heated state.

Forty-two, Sam counted down the remaining seconds as she walked closer to the mirror to take a better look at the body that she wanted to ravage without holding anything back until she climaxed over and over and over again.

The first thing I will do is rip off that armor to fondle those giant tits, Sam promised herself as each remaining second ticked slower than the last. Sam would have licked her boobs if she could, just like the slimes did last time, but she would have to settle for her fingers.

Sam wouldn’t have minded letting those slimes have their way with her now, but the whole gathering process would have taken unbearably long, and Sam’s will was already strained beyond reason just to tolerate not touching herself for the remaining thirty-three seconds.

Sam looked lower and saw the giant bulge pressing against her reflection’s skirt. She wanted to lift up her skirt to take a better look, but she knew too well that she would not be able to stop her fingers at just her skirt and then she would have lost. Just twenty-eight! Just a little more and I win!

Sam looked away from the futa curve before it was too late and instead stared at the heated female’s flushed face. What a pervert! Sam thought as she looked at the woman with the hazel hair who was so obviously in heat that she would probably let anyone mate her as long as the dick was good.

Just a little more and I’ll cum all over your face! Sam promised her lusting reflection as she walked a little closer. The futanari beauty’s full lips were parted—she was too excited to keep her mouth shut. Probably thinking about gagging on dick again, Sam thought, imagining how that face might have looked like when it was stuffed full of slime dick.

“Last few seconds,” Sam breathed out while she was so close to the mirror that her hot breath spread across the reflected futa’s parted lips. So beautiful, Sam thought, unable to resist kissing the bitch in heat right on those luscious lips.

“Phaaah~!” Sam moaned when the reflected futa kissed her back, and they locked in a hot, lustful kiss.




Chapter 5

“Zero!” Sam breathed into her reflection’s mouth and reached straight for her hard dick to satisfy her throbbing need for stimulation while she continued to kiss the futanari in front of her. With her one free hand, she undid her armor bra’s straps and let her tits loose. Sam pressed them against the tits of the reflected futa, and their hard nipples danced together just like their tongues did, tingling with passionate electricity and aching for more.

“If only I could get your lips lower,” Sam gasped as she slobbered all over those wet lips and fantasized about them slobbering all over her throbbing rod. She held the mirror’s frame, wishing that she could pull her reflection even closer, pull her into reality, pull her lips down to her cock, and gasped in shock and awe when the reflection flipped over and she saw the futa’s ten-inch cock right in front of her lips.

“Ah!?” Sam cried out taken aback by the sudden flip. The hung futanari in the mirror was upside down, their lips perfectly aligned with one another’s girthy cock. Sam’s shock was quickly engulfed in the flames of her heated need as the voluptuous futa was closer than ever before to sucking her dick.

It’s so much prettier than slime dick! Sam thought as she looked at the hot flesh that throbbed for a needy hole. She didn’t even take a look at the appendages that slimes had stuffed her mouth with back then. They served their purpose and helped Sam gain new knowledge, but now that she stared at the real thing before her very eyes, there was no question which one was superior.

The closer Sam moved her cock to the futa’s lips, the closer her cock moved to Sam’s. And as Sam inched her lips closer to that unnervingly inviting shape, the futanari in the mirror almost kissed her dick directly.

“At least a little kiss!” Sam asked her reflection and moved her hips forward until their cocks and lips connected. “Ahn!!” Sam felt those juicy wet lips wrap around the head of her cock, drowning her in pleasure as she did the same with her lips.

Sam stopped thinking completely and let her body guide her actions as she thrust her hips into the hot, slobbering mouth and bobbed her head on the cock which made her soul tingle so wonderfully. She let out the most natural moans as she sucked that fat cock deeper and deeper before her moans were replaced by an even lewder sound as she thrust her hips forward and felt that cock hit the back of her throat.

“Ghluhk, ghluhk!” the two hung futanaris gurgled on one another’s cock as they thrust their hips and bobbed their heads in perfect unison, both craving to fuck the other’s mouth, both craving to slobber all over the other’s cock.

“Ghhhhrghkl~!” they both gagged when they thrust their hips hard and true and pushed their cock down the other’s throat. Tears built up in the corners of their rolled eyes while their cocks made their minds go numb in just the right way.

Fall! Sam told her reflection as she pushed forward and took that cock as deep as she could down her throat while her own cock throbbed at the same depths, within the magnificent tightness of a clamping, wet throat.

Sam’s cock felt so good that she barely held back from cumming. And as much as she wanted to bulge out that futa’s throat until she spasmed, Sam couldn’t risk moving her hips even an inch, fearing a premature eruption.

Fall!! Sam's mind screamed as she demanded her reflection to submit and climax while she bobbed her head with a cock down her throat, aiming to make the other futa orgasm before she did. I will not be the first to cum!! Sam promised even as the bobbing mouth and throat around her cock made her hips tremble from sublime delight.

“The first one to cum fucks the other one!” they both gurgled on cock as they made a pact, feeling that their orgasm was imminent.

The promise of dominantly fucking such a sexy, busty woman made them both last a little longer, especially since they both could have only ever dreamed of getting to stick their dick into a woman of such a caliber before this dungeon.

But the promise of getting dominated by such a sexy, busty futa’s giant cock was so enticing to their wet pussies that their bodies betrayed them and gave in to the throated pleasure just to get pounded from behind.

“GGHhhhhrllll~!” they both cried out in sloppy, gurgling ecstasy as they thrust their cock as deep down the clamping hole as they could and gave in to the eye-rolling orgasm as they choked on thick, pulsating cock that shot rope after rope of cum down the swallowing gullet.

“Phuuaah~!” Sam gasped for air after she pulled away from the thick, cum-stained cock just as she pulled back her hips from the messy mouth of the ruined, horny futanari in the mirror.

But neither of them was satiated, not even close. Their pussies leaked for a pounding. The smell of a bitch in heat had filled both their nostrils and senses for the entire duration of the sixty-nine throating and even after a mind-fucking orgasm their cocks remained as hard as before.

Faced with the fact that they both climaxed at the same time and that there was no clear winner, there was only one solution: both hung futanaris lost themselves in one another’s embrace as they fell through the mirror and locked mouths, swapping sloppy juices as their tongues swirled.

Their breasts squished together between them and their nipples—hard as their cocks—pressed into each other’s soft, sweaty flesh. The pressure of their breasts pressing on each other made it hard for them to breathe, reminding them of the size of their giant tits. But as their hard, sticky cocks flopped about at their groins, they reminded of more than just their size—they demanded attention, stimulation, and most importantly, a tight, wanting hole to stretch and gape.

Neither of the two futas knew who reached for the other’s cock first, but both soon stroked each other as they continued to make out, sharing each other’s spit and cum on both their cocks and in their mouths. It wasn’t long before one of them was on her knees while the other spread her cheeks and thrust deep into the hot, wet pussy without holding back.

“Oh, yes!!” Sam cried out in ecstasy as she finally experienced her first intercourse with a human. She never truly knew how much she needed this. Only now did the weight of inadequacy finally drop and she was truly free to lose herself in carnal pleasures.

Sam wanted to fuck. Sam wanted to be fucked. She wrestled with her mirror self and changed positions, getting her pussy fucked from different angles as she rocked her hips to meet the fat cock, before swapping again and dominating her mirrored futa by pressing her against the ground and pounding that pussy so hard and deep that she could’ve sworn she fucked the futa’s womb directly.

“This is the best!” Sam cried. “Futa’s pussy is the best!”

Sam watched the hard futa cock flop about, leaking cum from the rough fucking while her cock reached the futa’s abdomen from the inside. The more she watched that hard cock, the more she wanted it again. Fucking was good, but her pussy felt wrong being empty for so long.

“I need that!” Sam cried out, unable to bear it any longer. She grabbed the hard cock, pulled out, and mounted it. “Ohhhh!” Sam rasped as she rocked her hips and took the futa cock deeper. With each second, she moved her hips faster and faster until she was shamelessly bouncing up and down on top of her mirrored cock, arching her back as her tits and cock flopped about while the futa cock stirred up her insides.

“Futa cock is the fucking best!” Sam cried in absent-minded bliss while the futa cock seemed to fuck her mind directly. “Fuck me up more!”

Sam’s cock throbbed without even touching it—each bounce added another tiny pinch of pleasure and made it swell more and more as Sam rode the swelling futa cock toward another orgasm. She groped her tits, pinched her nipples hard, and slammed her hips down on the hard pulsating rod, hoping, praying that it would impale her even deeper.

Sam wanted to be fucked like a slime woman—to feel that hard cock all the way in her belly, to see it reach her breasts, to climax hard as it filled her entire body with cum. And although she was not yet a slime woman, her cum-addled brain did indeed believe that her cock fucked her womb and swelled inside it as she finally cracked and felt the sundering earthquake arrive. Both futanaris cried out as their cocks erupted in unison—one futa creampied all the way to her womb while the other shot fountains of cum all over the futa that fucked her.

As she lost her senses in her climax, Sam covered her mirrored body as property of futa cock from belly to forehead—long, thick, creamy ropes landed straight across that voluptuous futatanari body. She claimed the futa's sexy belly, she claimed those fatty tits, she claimed that salivating mouth with ropes of cum that shot straight down the mirrored futa’s throat.

As Sam’s orgasmic cock continued bouncing in all directions, she even splashed ropes of cum against the bottom of her tits. Feeling the warmth of cum, Sam parted her giant tits and opened her mouth to catch at least a couple of creamy loads directly.

“Ahhh~!” both futas moaned as they basked in the hot, salty taste. Neither of them had yet finished unleashing cum from their cocks when Sam fell on top of the busty futa’s sticky body. They embraced and locked in hot, sloppy, cum swapping kisses, stealing loads from each other’s mouths while they smeared each other’s bodies with sweat and cum, rolling on the ground until Sam rolled out of the mirror and passed out from the pure bliss of her orgasm.

When Sam returned to her senses the cum on her tits had already long been dry. She sat up and looked into the mirror, but only saw the rocky surface behind the glass. The mirror no longer reflected anything and now appeared as nothing more than a misplaced window with an overly extravagant wooden frame.

“So that’s how you deal with cursed mirrors,” Sam muttered weakly. “I’ll be sure to remember that…”

It took Sam a long time to find the strength to even stand up properly, longer still to reach the exit. But her cravings were finally satiated, for a moment, and without finding any new monsters to defeat, Sam returned to the altar chamber.

“Congratulations on fully clearing the first level!” Dungeon said as soon as Sam was through the door.

“For real this time?” Sam asked.

“For real,” Dungeon confirmed. “Unfortunately, your time is almost up, but tomorrow your new challenge will await you. Do you plan to return?”

“Absolutely!” Sam confirmed. But she had a question that kept gnawing at her mind. She wasn’t sure how to ask it properly, so she just came out and said it, “Is there a way for me to permanently stay in this enhanced body?”

Dungeon did not answer straight away, holding Sam in suspense, but eventually, a single word rang through the chamber, “Yes.”

Sam’s grin widened from excitement and she instantly asked, “How?”

“As I said before, that possibility is beyond your current level,” Dungeon said. “But if you continue to progress, explore further levels of the dungeon, and grow further in synch with your enhanced form, eventually you will be able to stay as your enhanced self.”

“I want to continue right now!” Sam cried out, her voice trembling and changing in timbre a little as she felt her enhancement coming to an end.

“Unfortunately, you must wait at least twenty-four hours before enhancing again,” Dungeon said. “That is something that we cannot currently negotiate.”

“I’ll be back!” Sam swore as her body started to change. “I will defeat every monster, every trap you throw at me! Just you watch!”

“I await your return.”

To be continued…
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[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Wish: Dommy Futa Summon

Over the years, Casey grew increasingly confused about his attractions and his desires. What started as an innocent interest in futanari hentai has led him down a path he can no longer turn from. But neither can he move forward. Futanaris do not exist. Neither can he become one. Stuck in turmoil between wishful fantasy and cruel reality, Casey's only hope lies within the pages of a magical tome containing taboo rituals.

Can Casey complete the shameful ritual required to summon the thick and hung magical futanari who could make his gender-bending wish come true? Perhaps he's just a little too into it and all too eager to give in and submit to his repressed desires.

[image: A couple of women walking  Description automatically generated]Please Stop Having Futa Sex With My Girlfriend!!! It’s Weird, Mom!

A little overworked, a little airheaded, I thought nothing of my daughter bringing her girlfriend over to our house for a week. I could never have imagined how quickly my world would spiral out of control.

[image: A cartoon of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Submitting to Futa Alpha

When a lonely young woman went on a Christmas hiking trip, she couldn't have possibly imagined what kind of miracles Santa had in store for her. A saved wounded wolf transformed into a voluptuous futa monstergirl, reality clashed with fantasy, and the dominant hung futa proved too skilled not to submit. Can any woman resist her body's desire for the ultimate gift from an alpha wolf?

[image: ]Seduced by Futanari Neighbor

With countless nights to myself, I found the one woman who was like me—a hung goddess with the assets of both a woman and a man. I quickly grew hopelessly addicted and hooked on her raunchy videos. She was my ultimate fantasy, too good to be true, perfect. But when I discovered that my sexy, voluptuous neighbor was the woman I’d been obsessing over, my world tilted on its axis.

[image: ]Alpha Futa’s Needy Femboy

Zara was a fierce wolf woman with unrivaled strength and assets that put both men and women to shame and envy. When she chose him to be his adventuring partner, Lappi thought himself the luckiest cat boy in the world. Even when she mistook him for a girl, Lappi dared not correct her—anything to be close to the futanari of his dreams. But when they shared a kiss with the truth still hidden, Lappi was overwhelmed with guilt. If he confesses now, will the truth shatter his dreams? Or will it unleash a wildfire too thick and raw to withstand?

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Gender Bender Futa Dungeon: Losing Myself to My Mirror Self


    		Disclaimer


    		Acknowledgements


    		Table Of Contents


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Afterword


    		More Books by Yuuji Everyleaf


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26






OEBPS/image_rsrc93.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc91.jpg
Ddmmy Fita
ST





OEBPS/image_rsrc94.jpg
ngTA]IEIGlBI]I},





OEBPS/image_rsrc90.jpg
= ///ﬁ

Gender Bender’ /_,Dungeon

2 LOSING IVIYSELF
WITH 2
MY MIRROR SELF





OEBPS/image_rsrc92.jpg
5
) w’v
m‘ ul
PERst stop
HAVING FUTA
) SEXtwTH, Y,
lciriswienpiny

WEIRD, MOM!






OEBPS/image_rsrc95.jpg





