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Chapter 1

“No interaction,” Sam muttered under her breath and scoffed at the notion.

Of course, she had no intention of going against the rules that let her keep this proper, enhanced, voluptuous futanari form instead of her old inferior male self. But how was she supposed to ignore all the looks she was getting?

As a feeble, weakling guy, Sam had been less than nobody. Now it seemed every other man she crossed paths with lusted for her. At first, she thought only men outside the city dared to be so obvious—with their whistling, their crude suggestions, and their lecherous stares crawling over the revealing armor that left her giant tits almost completely hanging out. Their eyes lingered on the thin metal edges barely covering her nipples, and when they weren’t fixed there, they followed the sway of the big ass that had been fucked so hard she still saw stars in all the right ways.

Even before Sam entered the city, the two guards at the gate—a man and a woman in heavy armor—stopped talking as they watched her approach. Both of them looked strong. Hot. The man had short hair and broad shoulders, while the woman had long, wavy chestnut hair and a stern look that softened as her gaze settled on Sam.

Sam’s dick and pussy both called for her attention, sending mixed signals through her brain as she failed to decide which guard she wanted to test herself against more. She had the distinct impression that either of them would be willing if she simply took the initiative.

Her hips swayed on their own as she passed the guards, and the pair watched her go. Their stares were so blatant that Sam didn’t have to guess where their eyes landed once she was past them.

Indeed, it turned out that Sam’s enhanced form was so hot it emboldened men—and more than a few women—even in the crowded city streets. The fact that it was already nighttime only seemed to fuel their boldness, along with their suggestions for private encounters, as the city lights glimmered across the sweat on her curves.

Sam was so caught up in basking in their stares, feeding her ego on how sexy she looked and how beautifully the lights further accentuated her every curve, that she didn’t bother to think about how she looked to everyone else: a woman walking through a crowded city in a shamelessly skimpy adventurer outfit, sweating like she was advertising to the whole city that she was in needy heat.

I really should’ve bargained harder on that rule about certain activities, Sam thought while smiling not-so-coyly at a burly adventurer who looked ready to bend her over and plow her right there in the street for the whole city to see.

And since Dungeon had clearly permitted waving, Sam did just that. She waved to the man with a smile that unmistakably acknowledged what he wanted to do to her—and approved of it, almost as revenge against Dungeon for not allowing her to engage in exactly that kind of activity.

Wouldn’t it be valuable information for the trial? Sam asked herself, imagining all the reasonable—and not-so-reasonable—arguments she could have, and should have, brought forward when she had the chance. She swore to herself that she wouldn’t make the same mistake twice.

As it was, Dungeon had made it very clear what Sam was forbidden to do. But the thought of everything that hadn’t been forbidden quickened her heartbeat as she turned off the main street and hurried through darker, narrower paths toward a particular shop no respectable lady would ever visit.

Have to keep interactions to a minimum, Sam told herself, using the rule as guidance to act quickly and boldly. She walked into the pleasure shop like she belonged there, went straight to the artificial cocks, and picked the first one that reminded her of the fleshy cock she had ridden back in that dungeon chamber.

The memory of two cocks spearing her from both ends made Sam let out a soft choke as her throat clamped and swallowed around a cock that wasn’t there, but clearly wanted to be.

With only the briefest hesitation, Sam grabbed a second artificial phallus. And the only reason she hesitated at all was because she had to decide which size to take.

Probably better to get different ones, Sam reasoned, figuring she could experiment and see which fit best. But at that thought, she paused, weighed the pouch of coins from the dungeon, then grabbed a third phallus of a different size before heading for the counter.

The female clerk paused for a second when Sam dropped three of the highest-quality phalluses on the counter and set a bag of coins beside them. She looked at the three different-sized toys—all variations on the term big—then at the bag of coins, then at Sam herself.

Sam wondered what the clerk was thinking. Was she wondering why such a hot woman, one who had just been lusted after by half the men she passed, needed toys at all? Or had she already guessed why Sam would buy three phalluses at once? Surely that was a clear signal that Sam would not be satisfied with stuffing only one of them inside herself. Did the clerk picture Sam slobbering all over each phallus before taking them into her holes one after another?

Sam’s cock hardened at the thought of this sexy clerk filling her head with such indecent images. Sam wasn’t expecting judgment. Clerks in these sorts of shops knew better than to judge their customers.

Besides, the female clerk’s kinky outfit looked more like someone playing at adventuring than actually doing it: a cut-up top deliberately torn to look battle-damaged, pierced nipples pressing through the fabric, low-cut shorts, black lipstick, two rings through her lower lip, and half-shaved purple hair. Sam was inclined to assume the clerk was no innocent maiden herself and that she probably had a whole collection of toys of her own.

Sam’s futanari cock hardened even more as she imagined the sexy clerk trying out the shop’s wares after closing hours. The clerk was shorter and far more petite than Sam’s ludicrously voluptuous enhanced body, with smaller breasts, slimmer curves, and the kind of body that made Sam’s imagination run wild with questions about what it could handle.

Before long, she imagined her own cock among the things the clerk “handled” with expertise.

If only, Sam thought, growing increasingly heated as her imagination spiraled. The only thing keeping her from bending the clerk over right there in the shop and fucking her hard from behind while using one of those artificial phalluses on her throat was the infuriating agreement she had made with Dungeon about not engaging in exactly that kind of activity.

Sam’s aching frustration grew even worse when the clerk smiled mischievously while packing her purchases into a thick, discreet leather bag. Sam’s big chest rose as she drew a deep breath. There was no doubt in her mind that such a suggestive smile and knowing look in the clerk’s eyes meant only one thing—Sam wasn’t the only one imagining lewd things.

“Thank you for your purchase,” the clerk said, passing the sizable bag to Sam.

“T-Thank you,” Sam replied, struggling for words. She knew it. All she had to do was act. The slightest bit of initiative, the smallest step forward, and this clerk would be moaning and sweating beneath her, legs spread and begging for more.

Next time, Sam promised herself as she took her bag and reluctantly tore herself away from the clerk she wanted to bend over the counter.

“See you again,” the clerk called as Sam opened the door.

“It’s a promise,” Sam said, turning back just in time to see the clerk leaning forward, pushing out her cleavage until her breasts nearly spilled free for Sam’s pleasure.

I’ll get that Dungeon to agree to some rule changes, Sam swore to herself.

Having tasted the addictive pleasure of lewd attention from men and women alike—attention Sam could never have dreamed of as her lesser self—she didn’t dare jeopardize the chance to stay in this form without any strings attached. And that meant she would have to behave until her next chance to return to the dungeon and face whatever trial it threw her way, no matter how exhausting.

But until then, Sam had a throbbing ache between her legs and a burning heat inside her body to deal with. She gripped the bag hard and rushed back to her place.

Once inside, she swung the door shut and locked it behind her. Sam barely had the patience to get her boots off before she was on the bed, the bag open and her purchases spread across the sheets.

“Ahhh,” Sam purred as she grabbed the phallus closest to her and pressed it to her face like it was the most precious thing in the world.

It wasn’t warm. It wasn’t pulsing. But the memory of cocks inside her was still fresh in Sam’s mind, and that was more than enough to spur her on. Her lips brushed against the artificial shaft and parted on their own, her wet tongue spilling forward without even pretending at shyness as she started licking it, spreading her spit across the length before taking it into her mouth.

“Mmmh!” Sam moaned as soon as she had something cock-shaped between her lips. That familiar shape made her fingers move to her hips. She undid what little still covered her hard cock and aching holes, and within seconds her fingers were already teasing the hole that missed a hard cock so badly.

Her fingers weren’t even lubed yet, and already her hole begged to take them inside. Just circling the rim made her moan and tremble as she took the phallus deeper into her mouth. One horny gag was enough to make her throat and ass loosen together, her ass swallowing a finger while her throat accepted the cock.

A satisfied, fuzzy warmth spread through Sam’s ass as soon as her finger was inside. A single ride on a monster’s cock was all it had taken for her ass to get addicted to the feeling, rewarding her brain with pleasure the moment it tasted even the promise of more.

But one finger was woefully inadequate after what her ass had gone through in the dungeon. Sam’s new anal addiction sent a different sensation to her brain now—not pleasure, but an absolute command to stuff herself as hard and fast as she could with anything she had available.

Without conscious thought, Sam yanked the thick artificial cock out of her throat and brought it to her ass.

She pulled her finger free.

Then she pushed the phallus in.

“O-OGH!” Sam’s breath left her in a pleased, ragged gasp, fucked out of her by the toy as her ass took it with such ease that it might have been made for taking cocks.

With only her throat-spit for lube, she took it all the way to the base, and her brain rewarded her once more. Satisfied, fuzzy tingles spread through her filled ass and traveled straight to the tip of her own rock-hard cock.

Sam looked down and saw a drop of precum already squeezing from her engorged tip. Her hips started moving on their own as she stared at that drop, driving her ass hard against the base of the toy in her hand while she watched, mesmerized, as the bead grew with every thrust.

Sam swallowed hard. The drop swelled too heavy to stay still, and the next hard slam against the dildo sent it rolling along her tip. She caught it before it could fall onto the sheets and had it on her tongue a moment later, moaning at the taste of her own salty nectar while her hips moved harder and harder, as if driven by the need to milk even more from her swelling futa cock.

Sam fucked another drop out of herself, swiped it up, licked it clean, and fucked herself harder for another dose she already craved. But her cum did not come nearly as fast as she needed. Even stroking herself impatiently did little to satisfy that hunger.

Soon she was driving the dildo into her ass with such speed and need that her shaking hips lost their rhythm. She fell onto her side and lay there, putting all her strength into fucking her own ass.

Her hand and forearm slapped against her rippling cheeks, filling the room with indecent sounds while she grabbed her cock and stroked it with the other hand. She swallowed every drop she got, but her frustration only tightened, growing hotter instead of fading.

“Ohh, fuck me!” Sam moaned, reliving the way her body had been fucked in the dungeon. Her dildo wasn’t nearly as thick, hot, or deep as the cock in her memories. Sam looked toward the other two toys and let go of her cock long enough to grab the thickest one. She couldn’t stop fucking her ass even for a second, and she switched toys with such swift, fluid precision that it seemed as if she had been riding them for years.

“Ooooh!” Sam shuddered with a delighted twitch when the thicker dildo stretched her hole wide enough to hurt. Her cock answered with a sizeable spurt, and Sam took it all into her mouth, getting off on the taste of the cum she had fucked out of herself while her brain drowned in the mix of pain and pleasure she inflicted on her insatiable ass.

“Oh yes! Harder!” Sam begged the imagined cock as if it were a living thing instead of a toy in her hand. Her cum tasted even better than before. Her cock loved it when she stuffed her ass rough. And she kept thrusting through the pain for even more.

Her cock swelled. Sam had a suspicion that it was this tinge of pain mixed with pleasure that she’d been missing in her life. She fell completely onto the sheets, arching her back and pushing her hips toward the hand pounding her ass while she squirmed through the ache and the throbbing heat of her cock. Pure pleasure gathered there, warm and tingling, cum building toward release.

“More!” Sam begged, her mind completely captured in a loop of getting her ass fucked harder and deeper. Her cock was at its limit, yet she could not fully break through into those pretty flashing lights and that rapturous ecstasy with mere toys, no matter how desperately she dildoed herself.

With her eyes closed, she saw the dim cavern again, where her mouth and ass had been fucked simultaneously, her memory flooded with ceaseless orgasms. She reached blindly toward another cock, felt slick thickness beneath her fingers, and jammed it past her lips and down her throat.

“Gghhuuuhk~”

Sam’s eyes snapped wide open as something broke open inside her the moment she forced the used toy into her throat. With her throat bulging and clamping around the same dildo she had used on her ass, and the thicker one thrust into the deepest point inside her, Sam fucked the orgasm into herself, finally breaking through the barrier she had wanted crushed.

Her throbbing, veined cock twitched in pleasure and shot something thick and hot across the underside of her giant tits. That rope of pleasure was followed by another, then another. Sam’s bulging throat swallowed around the dildo lodged inside it, hungry for the sticky mess smeared across her sweaty tits. She reached desperately toward it, gathering as much as she could before bringing it to her strained lips. But with her mouth plugged, she only ended up smearing it all over the base of the dildo and across her face.

“MMmmmm!” Sam moaned at the feeling of hot, sticky cum on her face and the smell of it filling her nose. Riding the high of her orgasm while her cock kept shooting, Sam let go of the other dildo too, reaching for the mess she had sprayed all over herself and smearing it wider while unleashing even more.

Across her belly. Across her tits. Across her face.

She glued her eyelids shut with cum, then forced her fingers through the strained gaps between her lips, shoving the taste inside along the thickness of the dildo until she purred around the salty, cum-smeared toy lodged down her throat.

Combined with the feeling of thick girth buried up her ass, the taste was so delicious that her cock twitched again and shot another long rope across her body. It reached her face and splashed across her nostrils, letting her breathe herself in even though she could barely breathe at all with the dildo blocking her throat.

“BWHAAA~!” Sam gasped after pulling the dildo out of her throat, thick strands of spit and slop stretching along with it. She smeared it needily across her face, mixing it with her cum, slobbering over it as escaping air bubbled through the mess clinging to her lips and nose before she got to licking and sucking herself clean, rolling through the stained sheets and smearing herself even further with her own cum.

With her cock still rock-hard and her pussy wet, Sam reached back for the dildo in her ass and started thrusting it into herself again. She wanted so desperately to be fucked in that state. She didn’t want to do anything but lie in her own mess and be used. But with only toys at her disposal, she had no choice but to fuck herself in imitation of the taking she craved, even if it paled beside the memory of the real thing.

She rubbed her sticky thighs together as cum, sweat, and pussy juices mixed into a slippery mess that smeared all over her cock, balls, and cunt. She wanted to be fucked more. Harder.

Sam sucked the dildo back into her mouth, reached for the third one, and shoved it into the one free hole she had left. She fucked both her ass and pussy at the same time while hollowing her cheeks around the cum-smeared toy between her lips, eyes rolling as the pleasure of stuffing herself full and using herself so roughly dragged her toward another orgasm.

Even then she couldn’t stop. She just kept going until she passed out from pleasure with the toys still inside her, her limp cock resting on her belly and oozing slowly into her navel until it filled and overflowed.

In her dreams, she was filled and fucked by real things—things that did not require her to do a single thing, not even lift a finger. All she had to do was give in, give up her body, and enjoy being used like the sexy, happy futanari she was.




Chapter 2

“Was your stay in this enhanced form satisfactory?” Dungeon asked when Sam returned.

“Y-Yes,” Sam said, blushing as she looked away as if Dungeon stood in front of her rather than existing as an ethereal, bodiless voice in the entrance chamber.

In the end, Sam couldn’t even begin to count how many times she had made herself cum with those toys. Nor could she say how long she had spent in the shower of her new accommodations, scrubbing herself clean. Even now, she still felt as if she could smell the cum clinging to her skin after she had spent the night unloading and smearing it all over herself.

Perhaps that alone wouldn’t have made her blush as hard as it did, but the finishing blow was that even after spending all her waking time outside the dungeon in her room, using dildos on herself, Sam still wasn’t satisfied in the slightest.

“We need some changes to yesterday’s agreement,” Sam said.

“Oh?” Dungeon made a small sound that did not even pretend to be surprised. “And what about the rules of your outside venture proved unsatisfactory?”

“As if you can’t hazard a guess,” Sam said.

“I am but a humble part of a larger whole, overseeing the trials and cheering for everyone’s success,” Dungeon replied.

“Obviously I wanted to bang!” Sam blurted out, exasperated. “Even before I reached the city, I had more chances to get fucked than some people get in their entire lifetimes! There were those two guards, both of whom wanted me right beneath the city gates. We could’ve had such a great threesome, now that I think about it. Then there was that hot goth girl in the pleasure shop who was probably as wet as I was for some action!”

“Pleasure shop?” Dungeon asked.

“Y-Yeah…” Sam realized she might have gotten a little carried away. It occurred to her that most people probably didn’t openly talk about going to pleasure shops. “You forbade activities with others, but said nothing about solo activities,” Sam defended herself, focusing on ensuring her continued participation in the trial.

“That is correct,” Dungeon agreed. “What toys did you buy?”

“I—that’s not important! What’s important is that we expand the list of allowed activities,” Sam said, dragging Dungeon back to the matter that actually mattered.

“It is still too soon for that,” Dungeon said. “You’ve already spent forty-eight hours in this enhanced form. We have yet to confirm how your body handled this prolonged enhancement. And after another twenty-four hours here, your body will need a rest.”

“A rest?” Sam breathed. “Wait a minute, what do you mean, a rest?” she asked, as if she didn’t know perfectly well what Dungeon meant.

“Turning back to your original form, of course,” Dungeon confirmed Sam’s worst fear.

“But… But…”

All throughout her dildoing of every hole she could, Sam had been looking forward to a true, no-holds-barred fuck with real throbbing cocks and tight pussies. And now she was supposed to go back to her old self? Not even keep her current arrangement, where she could at least stay in her futa form, fill herself with toys, and smear cum across her giant tits? After having half the city stare at her with perverted intentions, the thought of returning to her old, lousy self was unbearable.

“Surely you can gather more information for your trial by allowing me to keep this form longer and engage more actively with others while outside,” Sam suggested, though her tone came dangerously close to pleading. “There is only so much information to be gathered by keeping this enhancement cooped up indoors with only myself for company. How does my body perform when dealing with humans rather than dungeon monsters? What about elves? What about beastkin? Would it really all be the same?”

“That is true. Such data could prove valuable…” Dungeon’s voice trailed off in thought. “However, prolonging your time in your enhanced form is a concern. Even if the trials here go smoothly, there is a risk that your body won’t withstand it.”

“It will!” Sam insisted adamantly. “I will!”

“Your resolve is admirable. However, that alone is not enough—”

“It is!” Sam insisted even more firmly. She had no intention of returning to that sexless existence even for a second. And the thought of freely engaging in sweaty activities with others—activities that went far beyond waving hello—filled her with a resolve stronger than anything she could have imagined before her invitation to this dungeon.

“Hm.” Dungeon paused for several seconds, and Sam could have sworn she heard it smile.

“We’ll leave this decision for after your next trial,” Dungeon finally said. “As for what awaits you there… if you are as resolute as you claim, then we’ll need to see how your enhanced body performs in a more difficult challenge. If you are to stay in this form longer, the endurance of your mind will be crucial. Thus, this will be a test of both your body and your mind.”

“Bring it on!” Sam said, clenching her fists as her cock hardened at the thought of everything she might get to enjoy if she crushed this next trial.

“Very well,” Dungeon said, and one of the twelve doors in the large oval chamber opened. “Beyond this door, a dangerous monster awaits you. Your strength, your wit, and your endurance will all be put to the test—ah, wait!”

Dungeon called after Sam, who had already hurried through the door.

“What?” Sam asked.

“Don’t forget the potion, unless you want to turn back to your original form halfway through the level.”

“O-Oh?” Sam gasped, then hung her head and blushed with embarrassment as she hurried back to the altar, where the two potions waited as always. Having already arrived in her enhanced form—and having been far too busy thinking with her lower head—it had completely slipped her mind. The mere idea of turning back to her old self right in the middle of climax while riding a big, hard—

Sam uncorked the vial and gulped down its contents.

“Ahhh,” Sam let out a satisfied moan as the tingling warmth trickled down her throat and spread through her body in a fuzzy delight that made her skin prickle pleasantly.

Since she was already in her futanari form, Sam did not undergo any additional transformation. She had half-expected to be enhanced further—even bigger breasts, or a thicker cock—but even without any further ludicrous upgrades, the potion felt so pleasant to swallow that Sam wouldn’t mind drinking a vial first thing in the morning, every morning, and another with dinner, too.

“You wouldn’t consider giving me a few spare bottles of this stuff when I leave?” Sam asked.

“No.”

Dungeon’s response was absolute.

Sam hadn’t expected a different answer, but she still noted that there were apparently some arrangements on which Dungeon had no intention of budging even slightly.

Too bad, Sam sighed, her futa cock twitching again with lewd intentions. The potions were delicious enough that Sam could imagine them fetching a fortune even without any enhancing properties. But the thought of turning a couple of sexy adventurers into futas for depraved threesomes while she was taking a break from dungeoning was so appealing that Sam couldn’t fault Dungeon for seeing through her question and shutting it down outright.

As Sam delved through the new dungeon level, she didn’t encounter any traps or monsters for some time. Yet she knew the place wasn’t empty. Something lingered ahead, making her skin prickle as she stepped into its territory, and beneath it all was a scent she could not ignore.

At first, Sam thought she was imagining it. She wondered if it was coming from her own skin. But the deeper she went, the more noticeable it became. Before long, her nose was guiding her toward the next trial.

She couldn’t quite place the scent. It wasn’t pleasant, per se, but it wasn’t unpleasant either. And that uncertainty made Sam’s imagination run wild with thoughts of what sort of creature she might face.

Strength. Wit. Endurance. Sam counted off the list of what Dungeon had said would be tested. Endurance, she didn’t mind. She had already practiced that plenty of times and felt like she was getting quite good at it.

Her wit, though, she was not looking forward to testing. As much as she had tried to sound clever in front of Dungeon, Sam’s thoughts were focused almost entirely on how to convince Dungeon to let her keep this form for as long as possible, with as few restrictions as possible. Actually thinking and solving puzzles was not something she wanted to do at all.

Sam felt she was getting far too used to turning her brain off and simply moving her hips until her needs were met and her problems solved themselves. And could anyone blame her, with hips as wide as hers and an ass that sexy?

Sam slapped her own ass and grabbed a plump cheek, squeezing it hard and moaning at the feeling. Oh, what she would have done to find herself in front of that mirror from an earlier dungeon level. Just to see herself from behind…

And maybe a little more. Sam’s grin spread across her face in an indecent way as her mind drifted toward far more than mere fingers and dildos.

The ever-present scent grew all the more pleasant with each second she spent watching her own body get fucked in her imagination. In her mind, those big, soft cheeks were groped, squeezed, and spanked while a thick, hard cock drove deeper than ever before.

Sam was already groping herself, doing everything she could to feed the fantasy while the increasingly potent scent filled her nostrils. If only she had that hard cock to complete her fantasy and do what no amount of dildos could imitate.

As Sam stumbled forward through her increasingly heated fantasies, she came across the first sign of life on this dungeon floor. A defeated monster girl lay by the wall—naked hips raised, face down, twitching weakly while something unmistakable oozed from her gaped hole.

A-Amazing, Sam thought as she stumbled ahead. Despite the way the monster had been left in a compromised position, Sam had no desire to stop. She craved exactly what that monster had received, and thus she needed to get to the one who had left her in such a state.

Before long, Sam found another monster. Some sort of imp-like female creature, or perhaps a low-tier demon. It hardly mattered. Her fate was the same as the previous monster’s, and the white stuff leaking from both her holes looked even more prominent against her dark skin.

Sam wondered if they realized how lucky they were to be reduced to such a state without having to put in any effort. Meanwhile, Sam had to keep walking. Had to keep pushing herself forward while fingering her own ass, hoping to somehow pass another trial just for a chance to convince Dungeon to ease the restrictions on her outside activities—so she could finally give in to exactly the sort of activity that had left these monsters in such an enviable state.

The scent grew so strong that Sam thought she might start leaking from her cock from the mere whiff of it. But leaking was not what she craved. Even with two fingers deep inside her own ass, they did nothing to ease her increasing frustration and desperate female need—the need that had not been satisfied since she freed herself from that trapped predicament.

“GRAAAHH!” A deep roar rumbled from somewhere up ahead, and the heavy footsteps that followed announced the approach of something big and solid.

Sam trembled. Her ass clenched around her fingers in excitement as her heart skipped a beat and her imagination ran wild over what she might have encountered.

In truth, the footsteps weren’t nearly as thunderous as they seemed in Sam’s mind. But that mind wanted something big enough, thick enough, and heavy enough to subdue her in the way only an anal-addicted slut would want to be subdued. And that slut’s mind was more than thrilled by what stepped out of the shadows before her:

A ten-foot-tall ogre. Nearly half as wide as he was tall, with stupendously broad shoulders, veined arms, and a heavy gut hanging over a body pulsing with brutal strength. A thick leather war-harness crossed his giant chest, its straps studded with crude iron spikes that pressed against his massive pecs. He drooled. He smelled. He snarled. He was nothing like the handsome, high-tier adventurers back in the city. And Sam’s asshole kept clenching around her fingers all the same, as if it knew this ogre would not hold back from doing what some of those handsome adventurers might have pretended to be above—especially if they saw that the sexy adventurer approaching them was already fingering her ass while fantasizing about their cocks.

And there was no way this giant ogre didn’t have a cock to match his size. Was there?

Sam was so trapped in her fantasy that she didn’t even notice the giant club resting on the ogre’s burly shoulder until he raised it over his head.

Wait a second. He’s about to attack me! Why am I still fingering my ass? Sam suddenly realized what she was doing right in front of a dangerous monster.

But maybe he hasn’t noticed? another part of her mind reasoned. After all, the ogre wasn’t fast. And her ass had grown so reluctant to part with her fingers just when they were starting to feel good, possibly due to the perverse excitement of doing it right in front of a giant ogre.

Maybe if I bend over and show him how big my ass is, he’ll want to swing his other “club” instead?

But the loud growl and the heavy swoosh of the club coming down toward her head signaled that this would not be the case. At the very last second, Sam dodged aside just as the weapon crashed down where her feet had been a moment before, smashing a crater into the stone and sending debris and dust flying.

Sam used the commotion to slip her fingers out of her ass, hopefully without the ogre noticing, then prepared to counterattack—

Wait, I don’t even have a weapon, Sam suddenly realized as the ogre wound up for another swing. Oh well. I’m probably pretty strong by this point, she reasoned. After dodging another sweep of the club, Sam threw a punch at the ogre and struck him square in the belly.

She should’ve expected the result: her fist sank deep into his gut without doing any noticeable damage. Worse, her fist was now trapped, his belly practically sucking in her entire forearm up to the elbow.

The ogre grinned and threw a punch in response.

With no way to pull free in time, Sam lifted her other arm to protect herself. The ogre’s fist came down huge and heavy enough to make her brace for broken bones, only to thump against her forearm with all the terrible force of an oversized pillow.

Sam and the ogre both stared in surprise. The ogre even gasped, and his belly’s grip on Sam’s trapped arm loosened just enough for her to yank herself free. The ogre recovered first and swung his club at her again. Sam dodged and went for his ribs, putting her full weight behind the punch, only to earn little more than a grunt.

Back and forth they went, neither truly hurting the other, until both of them had slowed to an embarrassing degree—sweating, panting, and achieving little more than a workout for all their effort.

“Go on, take another swing, puny girl. You’re so weak I can’t feel a thing,” the ogre taunted between gasps as he leaned on his club, sweat gleaming across his broad, ugly face.

“You first,” Sam shot back through uneven breaths, hunched forward with her hands braced on her knees, feeling the full weight of her chest tugging her downward as the ground called on her tits to finally give in to gravity. “Is that club of yours for show? I don’t even have a bruise on me—wait, you can talk!?”

“Of course I can talk!” the ogre rumbled. “Do you take me for a troll?”

Now that Sam took a moment to think even a little, it actually made sense. The harpy from the previous dungeon level could talk too, even if most of what she had said amounted to moans or things like “more,” “harder,” and “please, inside.” Sam had just been so caught up in her own horny need that she hadn’t paid attention.

Some monsters possessed speech. Sam had heard that before. But monsters intelligent enough to speak were usually much stronger, and as her lesser self, Sam had been far too weak to reach areas where such creatures appeared. What would her lesser self even talk to them about, apart from begging for mercy?

“Alright, so we can both talk,” Sam said, slowly regaining her breath and straightening. “Then I can tell you it’s nothing personal that I have to defeat you.”

“Defeat me?” The ogre looked confused. “You didn’t come here for…?”

“For what?” Sam asked.

The ogre looked at Sam’s giant tits, covered only by the tiniest breastplate bikini, then at her wide hips, then at the fingers of her left hand, clearly remembering where they had been earlier.

“Never mind,” the ogre grumbled, turning away.

“Hey!” Sam called after him. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“Hah? What do you mean? We can’t even damage each other, so what’s the point? All this tiring effort for no reward.”

“R-Reward…” Sam mumbled. She would get plenty of reward for defeating this giant monster. At least, she hoped she would. With any luck, clearing this level’s trial cleanly would give her more bargaining power with Dungeon later—and bring her closer to her true goal. Sam had never even considered that a dungeon monster might need a reason to fight beyond simply being a monster.

The ogre looked at Sam, who stood there half-confused, half-lost in her own fantasies about what she would do if she passed the trial. A brief glint flickered in his beady eyes, but still he turned away from her once more.

“Wait!” Sam called again. “I can’t let you leave!”

“You can’t stop me either,” the ogre said, his back still turned.

“Whether I can or can’t doesn’t matter. I have to defeat you!” Sam announced, more as a reminder to herself than to him. She had to win. Whatever it took.

“And why do you need to defeat me?” the ogre asked, slowly turning back around. “I haven’t bothered you. I don’t even know you.”

“…” Sam looked away, her lips parting slightly before pressing shut again. Telling Dungeon about her plans was one thing. It wasn’t as if Dungeon didn’t already know. But confessing her true intentions to every monster she met? A strong, proud adventurer, fantasizing about being granted permission to go on a free-use rampage of getting bent over by the first hung hunk willing to have her?

“My goals are my own!” Sam said, drawing her fists into a stance. “I don’t need to explain myself to a monster I’m about to defeat.”

“So you think you can defeat me?” the ogre asked.

“I must defeat you,” Sam stated resolutely.

“Hm.” The ogre paused, watching Sam intently. For once, he did not stare at her body. He looked straight into her eyes. A shiver ran through Sam when, for a moment, she felt as if the ogre could see straight into her depraved, horny soul.

“Follow me,” the ogre said at last.

“Huh?” Sam’s stance loosened as she watched the ogre walk away.

“Well? You want to defeat me or not?” he asked.

“Of course I do!” Sam said, though her resolution wobbled under the weight of her confusion.

“Then hurry up,” the ogre barked, walking faster.

Sam obediently hurried after him.

Wait, what am I doing? Sam asked herself, uncertain why she was obeying this ogre. It wasn’t as if he had any authority over her. It wasn’t as if she had to listen to him. And yet she found it all too easy to do exactly that.

Her thoughts derailed further when they walked past another monster girl left sprawled across the dungeon floor. Sam couldn’t even discern what type of creature she was. Her mind got increasingly jumbled, all her attention stolen by the gaped, twitching asshole of yet another ruined female. Her body remembered the excitement it had felt at the prospect of ending up just like that, and her asshole tingled again, already missing the fingers she had used to stir it.

By the time they passed another one—giggling softly in blissful sleep, naked and spent with all kinds of juices dried across her flesh—there was no doubt in Sam’s mind who had defeated all these monsters.

There were signs of battle here and earlier in the corridor. But Sam reasoned that if those battles had been anything like the one the harpy had put up for her, then the only question left was how long both parties had pretended the fight was anything more than a show. The lack of even the lightest bruise or single scratch on the ogre, as well as on the defeated monsters, only confirmed that theory.

Sam’s pulse fluttered harder as she imagined what size the ogre packed for those female assholes to still be gaped even after enough time had passed for the cum to dry on their spanked cheeks. It was all she could do not to spank her own ass, just for a taste of what the experience might have been.

“We’re here,” the ogre said, snapping Sam out of her fantasies not a moment too soon as Sam realized that her hand had already reached for her cheeks while she walked mere feet behind a giant ogre clearly capable of mercilessly punishing any female in heat.

She yanked her hand away from her ass and clasped it tightly with her other hand, pressing both into the heavy softness of her enveloping breasts so neither could escape again without notice. And it was in such a state—hands sinking from sight between her tits—that Sam looked around what appeared to be a crude living space for someone twice her size.

A massive slab of a table sat at the center, thick-legged, its surface nicked, gouged, and worn from constant use—smooth in some places and rough in others. Several makeshift chairs surrounded it, all different shapes and sizes. One had probably been cobbled together by the ogre himself to hold his size; the rest looked dragged together from who knew where.

Nearby, a broad nest of furs served as a bed. Flattened, torn, and stained, they were crushed into a pile more than arranged. In the far corner, iron chains were fixed into the stone wall, their rusted shackles hanging open above a few scattered hides and a dented bucket left for whoever was—or would be—kept there.

Why’d he bring me to his home? Sam wondered. Why did I follow him? That question grew louder as she looked at the shackles hanging from the wall, practically calling out to close around helpless wrists. We’re supposed to keep fighting, right? Does he expect me to let him shackle me? Though…

Images of all those defeated monster girls flashed through Sam’s mind. She heard their moans as they pressed their faces to the wall, hands hanging limply in the shackles while they gave their hips to the ogre.

For a split second, Sam saw herself in that same defenseless position, her giant tits sagging as she salivated all over them, and a blissed-out grin smeared across her heated face. The shifting of her hands deep in her cleavage snapped Sam out of her daydream. She pressed them harder into her tits before they could escape.

“You want to fight here?” Sam asked, forcing her thoughts back toward the impending battle and her goal of clearing the dungeon’s trial. “We’ll just end up trashing your home.”

“What nonsense are you talking about?” the ogre said casually as he walked over to a makeshift shelf and pulled out a small pack.

Confused, Sam looked at the pack in his hands. If she didn’t know any better, she would have thought he was holding a deck of cards.

“Trading blows will get us nowhere. We saw that already,” the ogre continued. “So we can decide the victor with this.” He flipped open the pack and shook its contents into his hand.

Sam stared in astonishment. She even pulled her hands free of her tits to rub her eyes. But her eyes had not betrayed her. The ogre really did have a deck of cards in his hands, and he was already shuffling them.

“You… you want to settle this with a card game?” Sam asked.

“Why not? You said you had to defeat me. What does it matter if it’s through fighting, cards, or something else? Or would you prefer trading pointless punches until one of us falls asleep from boredom?”

I suppose Dungeon never specified I had to beat the monster in a fistfight, Sam reasoned as she took the seat across from him. Ah, and it did say my wit would be put to the test.

“I trust you know the rules of strip poker?” the ogre said as he dealt the cards.

“A strip—what!?” Sam gasped.

“Don’t tell me you’ve never played,” the ogre said, almost sounding offended. “It’s by far the most popular game in all the dungeons.”

“Of course I know the rules, but that’s—”

“Then there’s no issue,” the ogre said, calmly continuing to deal and leaving Sam even more speechless.

Sam did know the rules of poker and all its variants. Years ago, she had tried improving her financial situation by delving into gambling—just another chapter of her pathetic past she tried to forget. After witnessing one gambler getting his kneecaps broken while another was dragged off never to be seen again, Sam had gotten out while she was still lucky enough to be in the black and never looked back.

But even if she understood the game… Strip poker? Seriously? Sam tried to wrap her head around it. When she thought about how lewd some—well, most—of the monsters in these dungeons were, perhaps it wasn’t all that surprising. Still, why not regular poker? What was the ogre hoping for? Sure, Sam couldn’t fault him. What man with a working cock wouldn’t want to see her strip down, bit by bit?

But strip poker gave Sam an overwhelming advantage. Even though her armor was absurdly provocative, it still had multiple pieces. Between the tiny metal breastplate, the armored skirt, the pauldrons, the armbands, the bracers, and the boots, Sam had far more to lose before she was truly naked. Meanwhile, all the ogre had was a dirty loincloth around his crotch, that oversized spiked leather strapwork across his chest, and a few pieces of crude jewelry.

“Any limit on the number of items we wear?” Sam asked cautiously.

“No. What we wear is what we have,” the ogre said casually, as if he couldn’t count and hadn’t noticed the obvious disadvantage it put him at. “Five cards each. One discard, one draw. No betting. The weaker hand loses a piece. First one with nothing left loses.”

“Sounds simple enough,” Sam said, nodding.

“Accessories count, though. See?” He tapped one thick finger against his own hand. “Two rings. My prized harness. And this”—he cupped the loincloth over his crotch, fingers pressing around the thick bulge beneath—“four pieces.”

So he can count, Sam thought. But even counting his accessories, he’s at a disadvantage. Does he have that much confidence in his poker ability? Fighting with fists had gotten them nowhere. And Sam was somewhat confident in her skill at cards. After all, she had managed to survive the seedy gambling circuit with all her kneecaps intact, which was an achievement in its own right. And even if she lost—

“Wait, what are we playing for?” Sam thought aloud.

“If I lose, you’ll have defeated me,” the ogre stated. “You need to defeat me, correct? I’ll even surrender my prized harness as proof.”

He hooked one thick thumb beneath the iron-spiked leather strap crossing his chest and lifted it slightly. Though the harness looked almost small against his bulky body, the way the heavy leather creaked and sagged back toward the ground told Sam that simply dragging it around would be a challenge for an ordinary human. The ogre grinned, baring even more of his sharp teeth and tusks.

“And if I lose?” Sam asked, trying her best not to glance toward the chains still dangling on the far side of his crude living space.

“You’ll agree to sit in my lap,” the ogre said. “Whether you sit on my cock or not will be up to you.”

“Deal!” Sam said hastily, before the ogre could back away from the foolish arrangement. She thrust her hand toward him to shake on it, and the ogre accepted.

What he has in strength, he certainly lacks in wit, Sam thought, barely holding back her grin as they shook hands. This arrangement was ridiculously one-sided. Sam had nothing to lose and everything to gain. Compared to some truly chilling bets she had witnessed during her short-lived gambling days, this barely counted as a wager at all. Even if she lost, what then? Sitting on the ogre’s lap? He hadn’t even specified for how long, the fool. The corners of Sam’s lips twitched as holding back her victorious grin became almost impossible.




Chapter 3

“Then let’s begin,” Sam said, eager to get started before the ogre realized he had outplayed himself with such a foolish arrangement. She picked up her cards and studied the first hand.

The cards had looked a little small in the ogre’s hands, but in hers they were oversized—an awkward middle ground, apparently. Sam fanned them out carefully. She had two queens, but little else worth admiring. Not a bad start, though not a great one either. She kept the pair, slid the other three cards face-down across the table, and watched the ogre do the same.

Or rather, he watched her. His eyes barely dropped to his cards. His attention lingered on Sam’s face, her lips, the way her giant chest rose and fell with every breath, while his fingers stroked along the edges of the cards as if tracing Sam’s delicate spine. He picked out three unworthy ones and set them aside, pinning them beneath his heavy fingers until they bowed against the table the way he’d arch a female beneath his grip. He didn’t hide his smile when he dealt her three new cards.

Sam swallowed nervously as she stared at the cards pinned beneath his fingers, memories of those wonderfully defeated monster girls flashing through her mind: hips high, faces low, naked backs bent and glistening. Her own back arched a little as the ogre bowed the cards higher. She pushed the memories away and forced her attention onto the cards he dealt next.

She expected some form of cheating. A palmed card. A stacked draw. A card slipped from under a thick finger or dealt from somewhere other than the top. But the ogre’s dealing was so slow and plain that it would have been easier for her to cheat than the other way around.

Sam reached for the replacements and lifted the corners just enough to see them. A six. A ten. And another queen.

Her face stayed still. It had to. Even an amateur would know to do that much. Inside, however, her confidence rose with dangerous speed. Three queens. A strong hand. She could hardly hope for more on the first round. And with her opponent seeming more interested in watching her breathe than watching his own cards…

The ogre set his hand down first and revealed a single pair of tens.

Sam barely held in a laugh. Not even close! She laid her queens on the table one at a time, almost in revenge for the way he had played with his cards earlier, for making her imagine herself bent beneath him, naked and moaning against the ground.

“Weaker hand loses a piece,” she reminded him. Keep wishing you’d get to bend me! she laughed inwardly.

The ogre looked at the cards, then at her. “A loss is a loss,” he said with a shrug, smiling with the satisfaction of someone accepting defeat at cards as though it were some great matter of honor.

Sam watched one bulky hand drift toward the golden ring on the other—only for it to slide past, down to his crotch, and tug the loincloth clean off the heavy tent of his bulge.

“Eh?”

Sam blinked as her mind stalled at the sight of the ogre’s cock swinging up from beneath the dirty cloth, so large that it stood proudly behind the table, visible from any angle.

For one long, silent moment, Sam just stared at that thick, veiny ogre cock, unable to process what had happened. She had suspected from the very start that the ogre had a cock far larger than any she had witnessed before, even larger than her own. Potentially winning a game of strip poker also clearly meant she would inevitably see the ogre’s naked cock sooner or later. She saw exactly what she should’ve expected to see if she thought she’d win. There was no reason at all to be surprised. And yet…

Wait, wait, wait. What is this? Sam’s brain slowly started spinning up again. Why would he go straight for his most revealing item? Any sane person would start with the jewelry, surely!

Ah, I see… Sam’s brain finally came up with an answer: it was a tactic. After losing the first hand so decisively, the ogre must have hoped to fluster her like some innocent maiden, break her concentration, and seize back the advantage.

Well, I am no innocent maiden! Sam declared loudly in her mind. Simply revealing your big, hard, veiny cock as if you’re proud of how stupidly thick it is will not be enough to frazzle me! So what if it ruined countless monster girls as it fucked them into mind-wiped orgasms? Did you think it would distract me from my goals that easily? If I defeat you, I’ll get to have as many mind-wiped orgasms as I please with whoever I please back in the city. And you’ll keep jerking that thick cock, wishing I’d let you bend my spine beneath you.

“Why aren’t you picking up your cards?” the ogre asked, snapping Sam out of her private monologue. She blinked, looked at the table, and saw that the ogre must have dealt the next hand some time ago.

“O-Of course I am,” Sam blurted, swiping the cards from the table and nearly letting them slip from her fingers.

What if he cheated somehow while I wasn’t paying attention? Sam wondered, preferring to worry about that instead of trying to explain how she had let herself get so distracted in the first place. Oh well. It’s fine. With that first victory, I have such an overwhelming advantage that even if he cheats this round, I’ll still crush him and his overgrown cock.

The next round passed in silence: the ogre watching Sam intently, Sam sneaking glances at his cock whenever she thought he wasn’t looking and silently promising to defeat it along with the brute attached to it.

The ogre’s fingers tightened around his cards, and Sam’s lower body tightened in response. Those hands were enormous. Ugly, blunt, powerful things. She could only imagine the number of monster girls who had found their hips trapped in that grip, unable to wriggle free once the ogre decided where he would have them. Not that any female would want to escape with a cock like that about to enter her, Sam thought while she discarded two useless cards, then picked up two replacements.

Her lips parted in an excited smile when one of them turned out to be a third nine. The ogre’s two pairs were no match.

“Another win,” she said, grinning smugly.

“And so it is,” the ogre said, and without complaint, he tugged one ring from his finger and dropped it onto the table with a heavy clink.

That’s the second item. Just two more to go and I win… two more, and it’s all over... I won’t have to sit in his lap. He probably expected to win. Expected to feel the warmth of my thighs settling over him. Even that would be too good for a simple ogre. But the brute probably hoped for more. He probably thought he would get to do with me what he had done to all those other monster girls. Plant me on his cock, bounce me up and down, make my tits shake until I couldn’t think straight anymore and begged for him to blow his load inside me—

“Your cards,” the ogre said.

Sam blinked and realized he had already dealt another hand.

Ah, he could’ve cheated again, she thought as she reached for the cards. But he didn’t cheat last time. And nothing seems off this time. Is he too stupid to use such an opportunity to claw back a fighting chance while I’m distracted by his dick? Why is he still so satisfied with himself? Just because he had a big dick? Even while he’s losing? All his brains probably went into his fat cock if he can smile while losing and not even fight for a chance to fuck the sexiest ass in the dungeon. Not that I’d let him, but to not even try… It was an insult in its own way.

Growing increasingly offended, Sam looked at the hand she had been dealt, and her lips parted slightly. A full house right off the deal? She was speechless. Did he try to cheat but accidentally give me his hand? How stupid can one fat-dicked ogre be? Seriously! Or does he take me for some stupid cock-obsessed bimbo who needs all the help she can get to win a simple poker game?

Sam frowned at the ogre. For once, he wasn’t looking at her. He was studying his own hand, calmly and lazily, as if reading a book. For the first time, he seemed more interested in his cards than in her.

And now he ignores me? My tits not good enough for you anymore? I will not be so insulted!

Sam had half a mind to keep her entire hand and crush the ogre with her full house. But being handed such a free win while underestimated and ignored was too grave an offense. She plucked out a jack and a king, ripping the heart out of her own hand, and slammed the two cards onto the table.

The ogre didn’t even flinch when she slammed the cards down. He casually placed two cards of his own on the table, not bending them, not stroking them, not playing with them the way he had before, then dealt two new cards to each of them.

Sam picked up the two cards and sighed. Her hand was ruined. Left with only a pair of jacks, she played what she had and lost pathetically to the ogre’s two lousy pairs.

“A loss is a loss,” Sam said, seemingly deflated as she accepted the defeat she had brought on herself. She then reached for a piece of armor—

and unfastened the clasps of her lewd breastplate, letting the tiny piece of metal fall away as her giant breasts dropped free with a heavy bounce, exposing stiff pink nipples set in wide, flushed circles.

Let’s see you try to ignore me now, Sam thought, all but laughing proudly as she used the ogre’s own playbook against him. Sam could hardly resist the sight of her own breasts. There was no way the ogre could. I’ll torment your eyes. Torment your cock. Make you wish you had taken this game seriously. Then I’ll snatch victory from your grasp and leave you alone with that aching cock to masturbate to the memory of my tits and the regret of every opportunity you wasted.

This time, Sam made sure to watch the ogre closely. Every move. Every glance. Every shift of his thick fingers around the cards. The ogre did not flinch when she unveiled one of her greatest assets. But Sam did not miss the twitch in his giant cock. She savored the victory, proud of her sexy body and the reaction it had earned, even if the ogre hoped to pretend otherwise.

A man is still a man, after all, she thought, grinning to herself as she imagined all the ways the ogre was probably picturing having his way with her. You probably want to stick that cock between my giant tits, don’t you? Maybe you’d get the chance if you took this seriously.

But Sam was the one taking it seriously. Even while her head filled with lewd images of being forced to give the ogre’s giant green cock a titfuck until he climaxed all over her breasts, she kept her eyes on the cards. And once again, she saw no sign of cheating. She cruised to another easy victory, regaining the momentum and leaving herself only one hand from winning the whole game.

The ogre tugged off his other ring, leaving himself with only the spiked leather harness crossing his bulging pecs.

Might as well say your farewells to that precious harness, Sam thought, with victory so close she could almost taste it.

That was when a tiny crack appeared in Sam’s poker face. A subtle one. Anyone who wasn’t paying close attention would not have noticed. Sam herself didn’t notice since she was too focused on the subtle realization that quickly grew not so subtle: this victory tasted like nothing at all.

Wait, that’s it? Sam thought as the ogre dealt what might have been the final hand of their game. Just when I got a reaction from his cock? Just when I started taking revenge on him? It’s over already?

Where were the angry, frustrated growls of an ogre who had hoped to ravage her and fill her up with cum? Sam could see it so clearly. She expected to see it: the ogre slamming his fists on the table, cursing, placing all his hope on the final hand, promising to destroy her when he won, clinging to his desperate wish to drag Sam into his lap, thrust straight into her ass, and pound all his frustration into her as punishment for making him think he would lose.

Is it because I’m dominating so hard that he lost hope from the start? Sam wondered. Maybe if I give him a little false hope…

As soon as the thought arose, she had already made up her mind, even if she did not admit it to herself. She started sabotaging her own hands—discarding greedily, chasing unlikely combinations, and playing against the odds like an utter novice.

“Oh no,” Sam gasped when she revealed that she’d somehow ended up with not even a single pair. And it didn’t stop there. After taking off her first bracer, she really got into it. The next loss cost her a pauldron. Then the other one. Another loss, and another, each one peeling another piece from her increasingly exposed body.

And Sam put on a show.

She cursed. She mumbled. She removed each piece of armor as if every defeat came with a whipping. All the while, she kept throwing glances at the ogre’s cock, watching how he reacted to a frustrated female becoming more and more undressed, coming closer and closer to ending up on top of it.

Sam wanted to see hope in the ogre’s eyes. She wanted him to look at her like he was salivating to slam that cock so deep in her ass that she would cum on the spot. During one round, she grabbed even at her tits as she cursed over a loss, squeezing them together as suggestively as possible while pretending the motion had been nothing more than a nervous habit. Before long, she was groping and pulling at them throughout the game, letting her breasts spill all over her hands and forearms as if they kept somehow getting in the way of her cards.

“Oh, why is it going so wrong for me?” Sam bemoaned, secretly proud of her acting skills and how well she was juggling defeat, dismay, and the unfortunate habit of fondling herself as her cards kept turning against her. All of it for the purpose of enticing the ogre before yanking that false hope right out from under him.

Bet you’re starting to think you can win, don’t you? Sam thought, smiling as she squished and pushed up her breasts while struggling with the clasp of her remaining bracer after her latest loss. Unlike the ogre, she had saved the last piece covering her groin for the end. But even with that trump card still secure, judging by the twitch of his cock, the look in his eye, and the smirk spreading across his lips, Sam was certain her plan was working.

But she wasn’t done yet. With the next two losses, her boots came off next. Taking each one off proved a challenge. Sam lifted her leg high into the air, folding herself in the chair until her remaining armored skirt did nothing to hide her ass, cock, or pussy. And with all her attention on the boot that just wouldn’t come off, the ogre was free to stare at both her shining holes smeared with pussy juice, as well as at the half-hard cock swinging between her thighs, growing firmer with excitement and pride.

Sam hadn’t even realized she was already wet. Though even if she had, she would have easily explained it away as excitement over the ogre’s imminent defeat—and the thought of seeing him blueballed and broken.

It took a lot of acting. A lot of teasing. But it was worth it. They were each down to one last item, and Sam knew the ogre expected to win. She smiled as she looked at the fat cock throbbing for the hips she had shown off, and knew the stage was finally set for the last hand.

“For some reason, it seems things have started going very poorly for you,” the ogre said, smirking as he dealt the final cards. “You may end up sitting in my lap yet.”

“I have a feeling Lady Luck will smile upon me again,” Sam said, smiling in return and relishing the fact that she had finally gotten the ogre to imagine her sitting there. She unfolded her cards one by one…

It took everything she had not to laugh as she stared down at four aces.

Yep. No lap-sitting for you, she thought, grinning inwardly. I’ll have beaten you in wit, strength, and endurance. Finally I’ll get Dungeon to let me extend my stay in this enhanced form and allow me to participate in more activities during my time outside.

But as Sam looked at her cards, knowing the game was about to end, she squirmed a little in her seat as a certain unease crept in. What if Dungeon doesn’t agree to my request? Sam worried. What if I’ve endured and waited this long, only for it to say, “Nope. Not good enough”? Dungeon had never outright promised it would agree to her demands.

Sam involuntarily squeezed her thighs together as the frustrated ache grew stronger, and her gaze slipped back to the ogre’s fat cock. It was so close. So big. Still hard and twitching for her after all this time. The veins pulsed along its length as if every throb was meant just for her.

All the dildos Sam had used back in the city had barely kept her ache at bay while she dreamed of the real thing. And now, with the real thing right in front of her, was she really ready to cast it aside for nothing more than the hope that Dungeon would give in to her requests? The more Sam thought about it, the less sense that bargain made.

“That worry’s written all over your face,” the ogre pointed out. “Is your hand that bad?”

“N-No,” Sam mumbled. Her hand was the opposite of bad. That was the problem. Sam didn’t know what she should do. She had brought herself so close to defeat to torment the ogre and savor his frustration. But now that seemed so shallow compared to what she needed. If only she had more time to think.

“Well, considering how poorly things have been going for you, you’re likely to lose this hand too,” the ogre said.

Sam frowned. He sounded far too confident. She hadn’t seen him cheat. He hadn’t cheated even once. Had he finally drawn something good for a change?

“All is fair in strip poker,” the ogre continued. “But considering how cruel your losing streak has been, I am willing to be merciful. If you are that scared to lose, I could let you buy one of my rings right now. One extra piece. One extra chance.”

“Why would you do that?” Sam asked, instantly suspicious.

“I like your tits,” the ogre stated bluntly.

Sam was taken aback. She had half expected some lame excuse about pity, honor, or keeping the game interesting. But to say it so openly—that he simply liked staring at her tits, like any man would—almost made her respect the brazen honesty. All over the world, men were willing to do and sacrifice so many things in the name of a sexy pair of tits. That made her trust the sincerity of his offer more. And there was also the fact that he wasn’t offering it for free.

“You said buy,” Sam said, prompting him to explain.

The ogre nodded. “Correct. As I said, I like your tits. And if you give my cock a massage with them, and I’ll give you my ring to use as one extra piece.”

Sam’s eyes went wide.

Are you insane!? was the first thing she wanted to shout. But the more she thought about it logically, the harder it became to find a single reason not to do it. And thinking about it some more, Sam realized that the ogre was playing right into her hands without even knowing it. She wanted his eventual loss to be that much more devastating. And what better way to make him fume with frustration over not getting her into his lap than by teasing his cock with the tits he liked so much?

Besides, he had only said a massage. He hadn’t said anything about sucking his giant cock, even if Sam might have entertained the idea in order to torment him further.

“So,” the ogre asked, “do you feel confident you’ll win this final round? Or would you rather earn yourself a safety margin?”

Sam looked at her hand. Her victory was almost certain. And that was exactly why—

“I might need that safety,” she said sheepishly, hanging her head to hide the devious glint in her eyes. Excitement stirred through her as she shifted in place, already imagining her giant tits wrapped around a cock that wanted to fuck her, only to deny that cock the ultimate prize.

“Well then…” the ogre said, pulling back from the table. The chair scraped against the floor as he leaned back lazily, letting his cock stand proud while he toyed with the ring he had promised Sam between his fingers.

The ogre didn’t need to say another word. Sam put down her cards and slid from her chair as seductively as she could, angling her curves and swaying her hips, letting her giant naked breasts rise and fall as she made her way toward the cock that stood hard for them. She was doing this to build the ogre’s torment before his inevitable loss. And to that end, she was determined to give him the best titjob of his life.

You’ll remember these breasts for as long as you live, Sam thought as she dropped to her knees before him. She looked up, no longer bothering to hide the devious smile of a woman who had already won, lifted her heavy tits and settled them across the ogre’s lap.

“Haa,” Sam let out a satisfied exhale as she planted their full weight onto the ogre’s hard, muscular thighs. The relief of no longer having to hold those giant tits up herself, combined with the pleasure of having such solid strength beneath all that soft flesh, further stirred the female need for someone big enough to take control.

Sam hadn’t noticed before how truly hard the ogre’s muscles were. Sure, he had a belly, but beneath all that bulk, there was so much strength that Sam wondered how she had managed to go toe-to-toe with him at all. And now, on her knees, moving her tits closer to the ogre’s giant cock, Sam didn’t feel equal to him in the slightest. It was pleasant just to brush her soft breasts against his hard thighs. And she hadn’t even reached the cock that looked even better up close than it had from across the table.

Focus! Sam reminded herself. But what female could possibly focus with such a big cock in front of her face?  And the smell…

Sam breathed in deeply. She had grown so used to the scent thickening around her since she ventured onto this dungeon floor that at some point she had stopped noticing it, even if she suspected its source. But now, inches away, there was no doubt. The smell radiated from the ogre’s unwashed cock, coated in dried cum and juices layered along its length, cleaned only by the mouths of the females who sucked it dry.

“Slrp.” Sam barely managed to suck back the drool already rolling from her parted lips. For a second, embarrassment prickled through her. What if he saw her drooling like a fool over his fat cock? But then she remembered what she was doing—this was all to excite him, only to deny him later. So she smiled, pushed her tongue out fully, and let a thick strand of spit roll from it.

“Ahhn,” Sam moaned as she watched her spit splash across the ogre’s tip and slide down its thick swell while she enveloped his shaft from both sides with the bountiful softness of her giant breasts. But even with all her size, she struggled to cover his stupendous length fully. Her breasts should have been enough to drown any man’s cock. But the ogre wasn’t a man. All this time, Sam had been plotting to get permission from Dungeon to engage in activities with both men and women. But what man could possibly compare to something like this?

She let more drool fall, coating the ogre’s cock before using it as lube while she squished her malleable breasts around him from both sides. Her hands sank into her own soft flesh before she finally did it. She lifted them just a little. Then let them fall again. Sam’s first titjob had begun.

“Ahh,” Sam’s breathing grew louder and hotter as she picked up her pace, staring down at the swollen tip of the ogre’s cock, glistening in her saliva as it stared right back up at her.

Sam knew what it wanted - to feel a woman’s soft lips wrap around it while her breasts took care of the rest. And it was big enough to make that possible. Something Sam could never have dreamed of. Something few women had breasts large enough to do properly. And all Sam had to do was lower her mouth toward that potent smell and make it real.

He’d go crazy if I did that, Sam thought. It would be too good for him. But…

“Haahn~” Sam opened her mouth and let more spit spill out, coating the ogre’s cock and rolling down to where the softness of her breasts met his hardness.

The ultimate opposites of male and female. The woman offering her softness to the man’s hardness, both of them teasing at the real thing neither could deny they wanted: that male hardness violating the gentle female softness into submission.

The tip grew before Sam’s eyes, with her not realizing she was the one steadily descending, lips parted, breath spilling hotter and hotter across the ogre’s cock. By the time she noticed, she was practically breathing in his smell through her mouth. And she hardly saw a reason to stop.

After all, this was all for the purpose of making the ogre’s defeat that much more absolute. To see him rage in fury when he would ultimately fail to secure her ass on his lap after being primed and pleasured by the soft heat of her breasts. After coming this far, it would almost be a shame not to tease him a little more.

Sam wanted the ogre on the very edge. But no man or beast could be driven there with breasts alone, not even breasts as exceptional as hers. Sam needed that extra something. So she resumed her descent. Not because she desperately wanted to suck the cock that had tormented her eyes and made her squirm in place all game long. It was all to tease the ogre. To defeat him. To make him remember her forever.

“Ahm!” Sam closed her lips around the ogre’s tip.

!!??

The moment her wet tongue touched the underside of it, a shiver shot through Sam’s body so sudden and so strong that she barely held back a moan that rose from the very depths of her soul. Her thick thighs clamped hard together, wrapping around her own hardening cock and swelling balls just as tightly as she squeezed her tits around the ogre’s shaft. The very next moment, her tongue started moving on its own. Only another second later, she was bobbing and tilting her head, licking and sucking that tip from every side.

I have to put on a good show for him—that’s why I’m doing this, Sam explained her actions to herself, not even trying to stop her body as her movements grew harder and sloppier. Her mouth watered more with every suck, spit spilling past her lips and running down into the increasingly wet squeeze of her breasts.

It’s because of the salty taste, Sam told herself as her tongue dragged over the manly shape. That’s the only reason I’m salivating this much. Yes. The only reason.

It wasn’t as if she liked the taste. It tasted awful. Strong, salty, heavy—if any food tasted like that, she would spit it out without hesitation. If she didn’t want to torment the ogre, she would spit his dirty thing out without hesitation too. But since she had decided to do this, she had to push through it, no matter how hard she had to rub her thighs together to stimulate her own aching cock and leaking pussy. After all, if she didn’t like this, she had to pleasure herself somehow to endure it, right?

And the more she pleasured herself, the more she sucked, the deeper she went, the more she salivated, and the better her spit-drenched tits massaged the ogre’s cock. Her own drool softened all the dried juices layered across him, making the taste and stench even more potent until Sam’s brain started to fog.

But her torment of the ogre worked—she felt him throb harder as his cock swelled between her tits and inside her mouth.

Just a little more, Sam told herself. She knew what those unmistakable twitches meant. After all that teasing, the ogre was barely holding on. Just a little more and he would cum. So she would stop right before he did. At the most infuriating point. All to make her vengeance that much sweeter.

“Pwhaah~!” Sam inhaled sharply through the corners of her lips between deeper sucks, taking in more of his smell than air, filling her lungs and brain with the scent of ogre cock.

He was getting close. She felt it. She had to stop before he came.

But maybe a few more seconds.

After all, stopping too soon would make all her work meaningless. She had to stop at the very last second. And sucking a hard, throbbing cock that twitched just for her body felt almost too good to stop.

Almost, Sam told herself while her own cock twitched between her soft, squirming thighs. If she kept going for just a little more…

Please don’t cum yet, Sam silently asked the ogre’s cock. She had no intention of letting him cum inside her mouth. But after denying herself any pleasure for so long, after watching all those blissed-out monster girls lying on the ground and basking in the afterglow of ecstasy, Sam needed something for herself. She deserved it.

But the more she stimulated herself, the more she stimulated the ogre—her hands and mouth and tits and thighs all syncing into one perfect rhythm of cock-pleasure. More than that, the more she thought about the ogre cumming, the more her own pussy and cock ached in response, the better she felt, the harder she stimulated herself, the harder she stimulated the ogre, feeding off the loop of pleasure she had created while using the ogre’s cock as a prop.

Well, if I’m just using him anyway…

The moment she thought that, the fate of the ogre’s cock was sealed. Sam went down on that tip so hard that she gagged herself. Her body convulsed, her cock jerked in response, and she sucked all the harder as she squeezed her thighs around the cock that ached with hot, needy pleasure that robbed her brain of thought.

She wanted more of it. She had to squeeze harder. She had to suck harder. She had to move her hands and her tongue while two tingling cocks sent waves of pleasure through her burning body straight into her fuzzy mind. She started swallowing those hot, flooding ropes of pleasure as her mouth, thighs, and brain all went warm and hazy in that stupidly cozy way. She gulped and gulped and gulped and only when her throat filled to overflowing did a ray of clarity crack through her cum-drunk mind.

Wait, what am I doing!? The realization hit Sam as she remembered her original plan.

Luckily for her, the ogre was still cumming.

“Pthuaah!” Sam pulled back and let the ogre’s pulsing tip slip from her mouth just as another shot sprayed across her face, splashing her from chin to forehead. She squeezed one eye shut just before it caught her lashes, then leaned farther back while keeping her big tits squished around the hot, throbbing shaft.

She kept him aimed there as the ogre’s load arced into the air and came raining back down across her breasts, splashing over them, smearing across them, pouring all over her giant, milky mounds until they were coated in his sticky, smelly, thick seed.

That’s better, Sam thought with a smile, moaning softly as the sight of her soft breasts being coated in thick cum fed the warm pleasure between her sticky, cum-glued thighs, where her cock tingled with satisfied delight.

In her pleasure-addled eagerness to cum and swallow cum, she had almost missed the most crucial part of her plan to torment the ogre. But thanks to her quick thinking, she had secured the best possible outcome: letting the ogre feel the pleasure of her mouth and see his cum splashed across her first-rate tits. She had even managed to catch a rope across her face as a bonus.

Sam rose proudly from her knees. Taking her first step required some effort, and not just because her thighs were glued together. She would have much preferred to lie there and bask in the warm satisfaction still lingering in her body. She would have preferred even more to satisfy the other parts of her that cried out for similar joys.

Still, she knew better than to show anything less than triumph as she strode back to her chair, sitting down proudly, chin raised high, arms crossed beneath her heavy, cum-drenched tits to prop them up and let the ogre’s eyes feast on what he could no longer have.

Her revenge was at hand. The ogre had gotten a taste of what he would have if he won. But Sam had no intention of letting him win.

Sam savored the silence. The ogre’s lingering gaze moved over her breasts, her lips, her nipples. She knew he was watching his cum glisten across her skin. She knew she had just blown his mind. And she relished how unrivaled her enhanced form truly was.

After waiting the perfect amount of time—not speaking too soon, but not letting the stunned moment drag on either—Sam extended her hand and slowly beckoned with her fingers.

“The ring?” she asked with a self-satisfied smile.

The ogre chuckled the way a man chuckled after a woman surpassed all his expectations. Then he flicked the ring with his thumb. It flew in an arc, not unlike the rope of cum that had arched up and across Sam’s face, and landed right in her palm. It stuck there for a moment, and Sam noticed that even her hands had not escaped the mark of the ogre’s seed after holding the breasts drenched in it.

The ogre’s golden ring had some weight to it, and it was far too large for any of her slender fingers. But Sam knew where it belonged. She brought it to the very place that had earned it and slowly, deliberately sank it between her breasts, making sure the ogre watched something hard of his disappear inside her. She smiled when she got exactly the look she sought.

“Now, shall we resume where we left off?” Sam asked, slowly reaching for her cards.

“That ring gave you more confidence, I see,” the ogre said as he reached for his own.

The cards stuck to Sam’s fingers as she spread them, but that did not change the outcome. Her hand was as dominant as she had left it. Four of a kind, right off the deal. She had never needed the ring, and she knew it.

It’s going to be all over with this, she told herself as she stared at her aces. But even after tormenting the ogre further, why did her dissatisfaction only grow? Why, after going through all that effort, did she have to end this so quickly? Why did she have to have such a dominant hand?

Maybe he still has a trick up his sleeve, Sam wondered. No—she hoped. After all, the ogre seemed no less calm than he was before. Even though her performance had clearly left an impact on him, there was no sign that he feared he wouldn’t get more from her.

Maybe I did such a good job that he isn’t thinking straight?

That was when Sam’s attention caught on something she should have noticed from the very start. She had simply gotten so used to it that she took it for granted. It had almost become part of the room, like the table, the chair, or the ogre himself—his cock was still as hard as it had been before her breasts had even touched it, despite unleashing so much cum that it still dripped from her tits.

Sam had certainly hoped to excite the ogre as much as possible, but the fact that he showed not even a hint of momentary weakness—not even the slightest easing, like any man would after having his cock drained by the sexiest woman in existence—stunned her and made something deep inside her throb in response.

But it also confirmed her current fear: after what was no doubt the best titjob of his life, the ogre’s brain was so mushed with pleasure that he didn’t even realize he was about to lose—and that his excited, wonderfully ready, female-crushing cock would not be getting anything more from her.

I can’t leave it like this! Sam thought. If he doesn’t realize he’s about to lose, what’s the point of winning?

Even if by some miracle the ogre had a straight flush, Sam couldn’t leave it up to chance. So she plucked three aces from her hand and set them face down on the table. The ogre discarded three as well. After they both picked up their replacements, Sam breathed a sigh of relief. She had drawn a pair of twos.

“Saved your hand?” the ogre asked.

Sam blinked. She didn’t have an answer to that. Her hand was ruined: a single ace and a pair of twos. If she had been trying to win, it made no sense to be relieved by the weakest possible pair. But she couldn’t possibly admit she was relieved to be losing. That would destroy her entire moral advantage in this psychological warfare.

“Don’t talk like you’ve already won,” she blurted, and after a brief stare-down, they both laid their cards on the table.

Sam’s single pair was soundly defeated by the ogre’s three of a kind.

“You were relieved to get this hand?” the ogre asked, his tone a little too close to teasing.

“Obviously not,” Sam scoffed. “I gambled. It didn’t pay off. I was relieved that I had the extra piece.”

“Speaking of…” The ogre smiled.

“I know, I know,” Sam said. The ring’s time nestling between her breasts had been far too short. Too bad for the ring, but just right for Sam as she made a spectacle of retrieving it. She dragged her fingers slowly through her cum-drenched cleavage, using the opportunity to prolong the game until the ogre finally regained his senses after her spectacular titjob and remembered that he wasn’t getting anything else from her.

Sam pushed her breasts up from beneath with one arm, wrapping around them and squeezing them together as best she could while their softness overflowed her grip. With her other hand, she reached into the sticky cleavage that still hadn’t had time to dry. Her fingers slipped down between her cum-lubed breasts, slowly parting the warm, slick flesh as two fingers sank in like something else might enter a soft, wet, welcoming place.

The ogre watched her slide into that inviting, glistening flesh, and Sam watched him watch. She knew exactly what depravities the ogre was imagining, and she loved having that effect on him. When her fingertips brushed the hard ring deep within her bosom, a shiver ran across her back, and she felt a little sad that this show was already so close to ending.

When she pulled the ring out, lifting it slowly and enticingly, she brought it to her lips. She teased the possibility that she might lick the ogre’s cum-drenched hard thing, letting her tongue slip ever so slightly from between her soft, shining lips.

She barely held herself back from doing just that.

With the smile of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing, Sam eventually lowered the ring to the table, denying the ogre the joy of seeing that lick. But she knew exactly what images she had put in his mind. She nudged the ring with one finger, sending it rolling across the table until it returned to the little pile of things the ogre had taken off himself. Now it was the second thing of his that knew the bliss of the soft depths of her breasts.

“The final round, then,” the ogre said as he dealt fresh cards.

“Final,” Sam echoed.

“Had I not been so generous, you would have already lost,” the ogre said as he dealt. “And you would be in my lap.”

“Yes, regretting that decision must be hard,” Sam replied, unable to come up with a better retort as her mind drifted. Indeed, she would have already been riding the ogre’s cock had she not accepted his offer.

Wait, riding?

Sam blinked. The ogre had said nothing about riding. Only sitting in his lap. Yet in her mind, she already saw her back arched and her cheeks slapping against the ogre’s hard, muscular thighs.

And they were hard. Sam had already experienced them beneath her breasts, and her body had responded positively to what it felt. Just the thought of having her soft flesh meet that hard muscle again made her cum-smeared dick twitch back to life while her pussy drenched itself beyond words. And even that twitch reminded her of how superior the ogre was as a man. His thick ogre cock had stayed rigid the entire time, ready to plow a slutty female, while her own dick had gone half-limp after cumming from sucking the ogre’s greater cock.

Sam unfolded the hand she’d been dealt. But even as she stared directly at her cards, all her brain saw was the ogre’s cock and the pleasure it had given her. The queen in her hand was getting fucked by the two jacks from both sides. Even behind that painted royal expression, Sam could see the queen’s inner slut.

“You’re satisfied with your hand?” the ogre asked.

No! Sam’s inner response was instant. She wasn’t the one getting fucked, so how could she be satisfied? I have to end this and go get more privileges for outside activities right now!

Sam reached for the two useless cards, planning to keep the queen and let her stay folded between the two jacks for a while longer. But just as her fingers touched them, she hesitated, remembering one simple fact: nothing had changed about her fears. What if Dungeon refused? What if it decided her performance hadn’t been good enough? Was Sam really ready to bet everything on a maybe? And for what? Some average dick back in town that could never rival the iron pole still standing ready in front of her, even after drenching her tits in that thick, delicious cum?

As Sam pulled two cards from her hand, she struggled to remember why she didn’t want to sit on the ogre’s lap.

“This is it, then,” the ogre said. He discarded two cards, just like Sam, then dealt replacements to them both. Sam picked up her new cards, unfolded them into her hand, and saw the exact result she deserved.

They revealed their hands.

Sam had put so much work into tormenting the ogre, into showing off her sexy body. She had even covered her tits and swallowed his cum, all to make his defeat sting worse when he realized he would not get to fuck her. But despite all that work—no, because of all that work—Sam wasn’t ready to end his torment just yet.

Two very close hands lay opposite one another. The ogre had two pairs. Sam had only a pair of fours next to a horny queen, flushed and needy after Sam had robbed her of the two jacks she craved.

“Close,” the ogre said as his grin slowly spread. “But not close enough.”

Sam let out a dismissive little scoff before rising to her feet and undoing the fastenings of the armored skirt that covered her most private parts. As it slid off, it revealed her half-limp, glistening dick hanging between her cum-slick thighs. The mess was still fresh, kept warm between her legs and mixed with the fresh juices of her pussy.

Sam then turned to place the skirt with the rest of her armor, bending over in the most natural way possible while just happening to end up fully facing the ogre, showing off the big, tempting, delicious cheeks that any man would want to spread wide, ram his cock into, and clap with every thrust. And that ass was now, by the rules of the game, moments away from ending up in the ogre’s lap.

“What a wonderful ass,” the ogre said shamelessly. Even with her back turned, Sam knew those lecherous words were matched by an equally lecherous stare.

When she turned back to face him, the ogre did not try to hide that devouring gaze like some false gentleman pretending to be better than his desires. He made his intentions clear and kept his eyes on her hips, looking even more satisfied when her soft, cum-stained cock swung with the motion of her turn and briefly revealed the pussy hidden behind her balls.

The ogre was pleased to see that she had earlier come just from sucking his cock. And his gaze told Sam he had every intention of making her cum again. And again. And again. She only had to embrace what he had to offer. And what he offered was as hard as ever.

“Come,” the ogre said, tapping his lap.

No other word was needed.




Chapter 4

“Hmph,” Sam scoffed again, accepting her lot as she walked toward where she had been beckoned.

Foolish ogre, Sam thought. Back when we laid out the rules, you could have easily said “sit on my cock” instead of “sit in my lap.” You even had the chance to alter that rule in exchange for the ring. But instead, you timidly settled for something unbecomingly tame for a man with a cock like yours. I’ll make sure you regret it, Sam silently promised as she closed the distance, going out of her way to show off her curves and make her heavy breasts sway before turning around and hiding them from his sight.

Just before she turned, Sam caught sight of the half-dried stains on the floor from when she had made the ogre cum. Her core throbbed with a needy pulse, remembering the pleasure that came with the eager swallows of thick, overflowing seed. As she turned and presented her cheeks for the ogre’s viewing, her body begged for far more than a lap to sit on.

You’ll just have to bear it, Sam silently told the ogre, as if the thought were not meant for herself as she descended.

“Ahn,” Sam let out a soft moan.

Even while denying herself his cock, the pleasure of resting her heavy softness on a big man’s hard muscles was enough for her brain to reward her with fuzzy delight. It made it impossible not to lean into the hardness pressing against her cheeks and thighs. And if just the ogre’s muscular thighs felt that good…

Let’s torment you a little more for foolishly not commanding me to sit on your cock, Sam thought, smiling lecherously with her back turned, her expression hidden from him. As if by accident while adjusting her posture, she shifted her hips back toward the ogre’s massive cock until both her cheeks found it and eagerly embraced it from either side.

More pleasure rushed to her brain now that the ogre’s cock finally touched her body again. The sensation screamed at Sam to do more. If it felt this good just to lean against him, she knew she would cum instantly if she did the unthinkable.

Not that it was truly unthinkable anymore. Sam eagerly embraced the images filling her mind: her hips grabbed by the ogre, lifted, planted on top of his cock, and fucked like a piece of meat until he unloaded inside her. As long as she told herself those were the images he was imagining, Sam could lose herself in them guilt-free.

She missed the moment when imagination gave way to hope. Hope that the ogre would lose his restraint, grab her, and use her like the beast he was. And with every second that his restraint held, Sam wanted to test it more and more, tormenting him further with her sexiness.

She leaned farther back, her cheeks wrapping as much as they could around the thick, veiny girth of the ogre’s giant pole. Not satisfied, she pressed her full weight against him, as if he was nothing more than a hard chair to rest her needy body against.

Another rush of pleasure moved through her as her bare back found the ogre’s giant, hard chest. At that angle, she knew it was impossible for him not to see her naked breasts and nipples from above—just another benefit of an absurd cup size that refused to give in to gravity.

“Is this the lap-sitting you had envisioned?” Sam asked, almost purring in a teasing voice. She turned her head just enough for him to catch the corner of her self-satisfied smirk, a smirk designed for the single purpose of making men mad with the desire to punish and fuck that smirk off a woman’s face.

“Something like that,” the ogre said, suggesting simultaneously that she hadn’t needed to do this much—and that he had expected more.

“Hmmm.” Sam took that as acknowledgment of her sexiness and the success of the torment she unleashed upon him. For a moment, it gave her even more pleasure than feeling the ogre’s muscles against her body. A moment later, she wanted to feel even more of his hardness against herself.

Sam reached back, found both of the ogre’s hands, and guided them upward. She didn’t put any strength into it. As much as she wanted to grab those hands and thrust them into her breasts, all but commanding him to sink into her flesh, Sam displayed a level of willpower she had not known she possessed as she guided him. Not that anyone could imagine her delicate hands overpowering the ogre’s thick, burly palms.

With Sam’s hands over the backs of his, the difference was stark. They dwarfed her much thinner, feminine fingers. And that was exactly what Sam needed: hands big enough to grope her breasts properly, hands large enough to cover as much of her softness with the ogre’s coarse hardness as possible, to further drive the ogre mad with the sexy flesh she kept denying him.

“Ahhh,” Sam moaned with deep satisfaction as the ogre’s coarse palms finally brushed against her aching, erect nipples. His hands covered them completely, pressing against them with rough, hard warmth as more and more of her flesh was enclosed and taken, each thick finger sinking deeper.

Sam was so caught up in the moment that she didn’t even notice how her own insatiable guidance urged the ogre deeper and deeper into her breasts while her heart raced with desire to be taken. Nor did she pay attention to how her not-so-subtle movements encouraged him to move over them, squeeze them, lift them, and pull at them to his heart’s content.

Only when he got rough enough to make her entire body jolt from the brazen groping did Sam regain enough awareness to turn slightly toward him again. She turned with a flushed, heated face she hadn’t realized she was making and asked, “Is this closer to something like that?”

“Yes,” the ogre said with a smirk, his voice low and possessive. “It is.” He answered as if his private free-use toy had just asked whether her first sampling was to his liking.

“Ah, I see,” Sam breathed, satisfied that she had finally gotten what she had been seeking all this time. With the ogre tormented and her obligation to sit in his lap fulfilled, all she had to do was rise and leave him to his regrets. Leave him alone with his meat, tortured for the rest of his life by the memory of her body.

Alone with his meat… The thought repeated in Sam’s brain, and her body pushed harder against that very same meat, to which her cheeks clung as if it were the very thing they lived for.

Only then did she notice that she was squirming in his lap, her wet pussy aching and her hard cock poking out from between her thick thighs. Only then did she realize she had been squirming like that for some time now, getting off on the ogre’s hardness and stimulating both her cock and pussy, ceaselessly feeding her brain more and more pleasure to keep her true hunger at bay.

Time to end this, Sam told herself as she let go of the ogre’s hands and slowly began to rise. At least, she tried to. First, she had to put some strength back into her legs. The ogre did not try to stop her. When she moved her hands away from his, he simply let go of her breasts.

Why so fast? Sam almost asked aloud in frustration. Couldn’t he have held on for just a moment longer? Maybe tried to keep her there? Said something like, “Where do you think you’re going?” Maybe she would have had to wrestle out of his grasp. Maybe she would have pretended to lose and stayed.

But no—he gave her no excuse.

And that made standing even harder. She had already grown far too used to relying on his muscles to support her fat thighs, wide hips, and the whole heavy shape of her body, which had settled against him far too easily.

Still, she needed to get up. She needed to end this. So she clawed for some semblance of strength, even if it meant using him one last time for support as she planted her feet on the floor and pushed herself upright.

She leaned forward as she stood, her heavy tits swaying as she parted from the ogre’s body and tried to settle her weight onto her own unsteady legs.

And slipped.

For one suspended instant, Sam was weightless. Her giant breasts lifted as she fell, and the shock of it flashed through her mind. How could she have slipped so foolishly? She knew the floor might be slick with cum.

And then it hit her.

Her body knew it. Her subconscious knew it too. If her conscious mind refused to do what the rest of her wanted, then the rest of her had simply decided to help her along.

As Sam fell, her thoughts finally caught up with reality. She wanted this. She wanted to fall. And as she dropped, she prayed she would land exactly where she wanted—so she could still pretend otherwise.

“Ah—!” The cry was punched out of Sam as something hard and impossibly thick drove through her, filling her so completely that it fucked the air from her lungs. Her head snapped up, her eyes flew wide, and even her breasts seemed to float for a moment longer as her entire world went still.

She was full. She was so wonderfully full that her brain could barely comprehend it. All this time, she had denied herself this. All this time, she had fantasized about what it would feel like. All this time, her holes and brain had begged her to do it.

The stillness shattered violently as raging heat shot up from her core and shook her body apart as she came. Her thighs clamped around her cock, which they had already been squeezing as it pulsed and shot a rope of cum so high that Sam saw it fly past her eyes and high above her face. Long before it landed, she was already crying out in rapture, grabbing at her tits and clawing into them, pulling harshly at her own softness as her mind flashed white with countless sparks.

By the time her cum landed in her mouth, Sam was moaning louder, nearly choking on it as she swallowed through her cries. The next ropes splashed across the breasts she kept pulling at, painting them again with sticky white. Before the pulses could weaken, her hips had already taken over, rocking toward the fullness that had cracked her open.

That was when she realized the truth: Time to end this had never meant she intended to end her time in the ogre’s lap. It meant it was time to end this farce and finally give her body what it had been denied for far too long. After spending all this time with a hard cock so close, with her holes aching for it—after sucking it, swallowing it, falling in love with its manly smell and compelling size—the outcome where she left this place unfucked had never truly been possible.

“Ohh, yeees!” Sam moaned without holding back, as if she were alone with her desires at last. All the dildos in the world could never come close to replicating the real hard thing that stood rigid and ready to fuck a needy ass. She shook her hips toward that cock and slowly, surely, started moving it through herself.

That was when the ogre grabbed her hips and held her in place.

“Ahn!?” Sam moaned when she suddenly couldn’t move up or down even an inch. The ogre’s grip was absolute. Had he revealed his true strength? Or had she simply grown that weak? She still had the ogre’s hard pole inside her, but he held her too high now, the cock lodged far too shallow. And she was long past the point where a few thick inches up her ass would be enough to satisfy her.

“What do you think you’re doing?” the ogre asked, and smacked her ass so hard the crack rang through the room, sending a ripple from one cheek to the other and leaving a red handprint behind.

“I… I want…” Sam mumbled, her lips struggling around words that refused to come out properly. The delightful sting felt far too good, and her thoughts tangled as she found herself craving both his cock and his hand.

“When did we ever agree that the loser would be rewarded with my magnificent cock in her ass?” the ogre growled before spanking the other cheek, making Sam’s big ass ripple in the opposite direction.

“Ahn, I’m sorry!” Sam cried, trying to push herself down against that cock, chasing both the thickness lodged inside her and the hand that had just punished her. But the ogre’s grip remained unyielding.

“You’re sorry?” he rumbled. “You lost the game. But your loser hips are still moving toward my cock as if you’re forgiven just because you’re sorry. You didn’t even ask for permission!”

“Ah! Please!” Sam cried. The moment she heard that she hadn’t asked for permission, her cock-needing brain instantly understood the message: the ogre might grant her the fucking she needed if she asked desperately enough, if she begged pathetically enough.

“Please fuck my loser hips! Ah, please give me permission to ride your cock!” Sam whimpered, squirming in the ogre’s grasp. Even pushing and rubbing against his grip gave her pleasure. Her cum-slick cock hardened between her sticky thighs, her pussy gushed, and desperately pleading for a cock to start moving through her ass only fed her pleasure further as she reduced herself to a weak, needy female in a real man’s grip.

“You’re asking for my mercy even though you’ve lost?”

“I’m begging for it! Mercy! Please, grant me your mercy!” Sam repeated whatever words the ogre handed her, clinging to any shred of hope that she would finally get fucked. Fucked hard. Fucked now! Her cock throbbed between her thighs, cum leaking again just from the memory of that first insertion that had made her erupt.

“And you’ll do anything?”

“Anything!! Please!!”

“Even if I bound you?”

“Please shackle me and ravage me—!” A sudden thrust snapped her cry and mind in half.

The ogre had stood up.

Far too many things happened at once for Sam’s brain to process.

The ogre let go of her hips. Nothing held her back from dropping onto him as deeply as she wanted. Then he thrust upward as he rose, driving into the ass already trying to descend (the only time her body seemed to want to obey gravity was if it was to fall on a giant cock).

The thrust filled her ass far more than the first time, slamming against the base of her cock from inside before grinding forward, stuffing her fuller and thicker, straightening out her insides as it pushed higher. Sam’s own leaking cock erupted from the pressure while her pussy jetted a squirting stream.

Bombarded by all those sensations at once, Sam’s face contorted. Her eyes crossed, her mouth spread into a debauched, pleasure-struck grin, and she came while her limbs jerked around her, fingers curling as her cock shot ropes that mixed with her own squirt, sending her juices arcing somewhere into the distance.

“Stay still, you damn slut!” the ogre growled. He grabbed her flailing arms before she could poke out her own eye and pulled them back, thrusting into her again as he took his first step forward.

That thrust, combined with the absolute command growled into the ear of a cumming slut, stilled her body. Sam tensed as another rush of pleasure tore through her claimed body.

And her reward for obeying was more thrusts. More pleasure.

The ogre walked forward, holding up his big-titted, fat-ass slut with his cock. Each step made her descend a little more. Each step thrust into her, testing the limits of her insides as his thick girth pressed and prodded from different angles, bulging her belly with his shape as he moved.

Some distant part of Sam was vaguely aware of that bulge. Perhaps if her arms had not been held in place by the ogre, she might even have reached for it. But being pulled back while thrust into, suspended in the air, and dragged onto the thickest cock in the world felt far too good for anything more than drooling with her tongue out. Her hair fell over her face. Her eyes crossed as she looked at nothing but the cock in her mind while she came again and again from finally getting her ass stuffed with no effort on her part.

Then it came to a sudden end. The hard fullness was yanked out of her, and Sam flew through the air.

The ogre had lifted her off his cock and thrown her to the ground. For a brief moment, her eyes rolled just enough to form a stunned, helpless expression as she descended, her brain struggling to process the weightlessness after the merciless withdrawal.

And just as her senses started catching up with the violent shock radiating from her freshly emptied ass, Sam hit the cold, hard ground. The impact amplified everything, all at once—the brutal withdrawal, the ache of her stretched hole, and the slap of her sensitive pussy, cock, and tits striking the floor without any padding or consideration.

“Gh-O-Khhhhnnn—!?” Sam’s mangled gasp collapsed into an uncontrollable gurgle as her eyes rolled right back into that cross-eyed expression. She squirted from the impact while the ogre casually took hold of her shaking wrists one at a time and shackled them to the wall.

“E-Eh?” Shaking and drooling, Sam slowly managed to lift her face off the floor, her own drool and sweat still connecting her skin to the stone in sticky strands. Even then, it took her a while to raise her head high enough to see past her wet, clinging hair and realize that her second wrist was now being locked into irons beside the first.

“Eh… Ehehe…” Sam started giggling softly as she understood what was about to happen. Every monster girl she had passed on the way here flashed before her eyes. Then countless more followed, as she could only imagine how many females had been ruined in this place. And now she was about to join in their fate. Her hips rose off the ground, cum and pussy juices stretching in strands between her body and the floor as she shook her ass and searched for the cock that would deliver her into that ruined fate.

“Fuck me… Khehe-he, heee, please fuck me!” Sam’s giggling grew louder and increasingly pathetic, almost as if she got off on her own begging. That theory seemed all the more plausible when the ogre saw the way she squirmed in search of his cock, pleasuring both her pussy and cock with her thighs alone as if she’d been training herself in the art of hands-free self-satisfaction.

The ogre took his sweet time, having grown fond of the scenes this leaking futa made for him. He got on his knees behind her, groped her ass, and spanked her hard, earning another sudden cry and a breathless “thank you” as she leaned back toward his rough hand.

Considering their size difference, even the ogre kneeling wasn’t enough for their hips to align. His cock was huge, but unlike Sam’s half-limp, leaking dick, the ogre’s shaft stood tall and proud. Still, Sam searched frantically for it, feeling its heat, its presence, its very shadow falling across her arched back, stretching from her wide hips all the way to her defined shoulder blades.

She reached higher and higher with her ass, rising onto her toes until her legs drew taut beneath her. The posture pulled every line of her lower body into display—calves tightened, thick thighs stretched, hips lifted, naked curves arranged in the desperate shape of a female doing everything in her power to entice a man’s cock.

“Hhn!” Sam jerked when her shaking hips grazed something. Coarse hairs tickled her ass, and she realized she had managed to reach his giant, heavy-hanging balls. Much bigger than hers. Much fuller, too—since the ogre had not been leaking at every opportunity like a certain pleasure-addicted slut.

Sam rose onto the very tips of her toes as she started rubbing her ass against those balls. She realized she had no hope of reaching the ogre’s cock, but she hoped that if she massaged his balls well enough, he would finally reward her.

“It’s been some time since I’ve seen a slut like you,” the ogre laughed as he watched the show.

“T-Thank you!” Sam moaned, taking it as a compliment. Standing on the very tips of her toes straightened her naked legs until she almost looked as if she were wearing heels. It might have made her look like some high-class temptress—all lifted calves and inviting curves—had her legs not been spread and wet with her own juices, her dick dangling from side to side between them, and her naked ass trembling in search of cock for its gaped hole.

“Since you’ve put in such effort…” the ogre said as he grabbed those shaking hips, stilling them in his grip before lifting them higher. Sam’s taut, heel-like posture collapsed instantly into dangling limbs as he raised her ass high into the air and aimed his cock at the bullseye of her gaped hole.

Oh, here it comes again—

Sam thought she knew what was coming. She had already orgasmed from that cock in her ass. But she had yet to learn her place beneath its might. That expectant thought got fucked right out of her when the ogre thrust inside her as if she were his sleeve and plunged all the way to the balls she’d been massaging so desperately.

“Hyyi—!?” was the only broken sound Sam made as her dangling legs straightened more than they ever had before, and she came so hard the dark cave turned white in her eyes.

It was as if the ogre had thrust as deep as his shadow had marked her body. Sam’s brain couldn’t process such sensations. With her legs straight and jolting as if she had been shocked, her arms pulled toward her tits involuntarily, only to jerk halfway and rattle against the harsh irons that had marked her place.

The ogre pulled back, dragging at her insides, making her tremble and spasm as she braced for another impact. The bracing had no effect. She simply came again the instant he thrust into her and fucked another incomprehensible, borderline animalistic sound out of her. Her arms again flung toward her tits and again stopped harshly in the air halfway, rattling the chains.

Sam wondered why she got even more aroused as the iron sank into the skin around her wrists. As if the ogre’s brute strength wasn’t enough for him to do as he pleased. As if she wasn’t already eager for him to handle her however he wanted. As if there was ever a chance she’d try to leave when there was such a cock spearing her body and milking her with every thrust.

Her cumming brain couldn’t find an answer—not that it mattered as long as he kept making her cum, as long as he kept taking her hips and thrusting inside her, using her body for his pleasure and giving her pleasure as a byproduct.

But just as Sam embraced that feeling and let go, the thrusts inside her suddenly stopped.

“Had enough?” the ogre laughed.

That was when it hit her—why she got off on being bound to the wall like the ogre’s prisoner. At any moment he chose, he could stop fucking her, and she would be left lying there horny and needy, unable to chase after him, unable to grovel at his feet, unable to lick his soles just so the fucking wouldn’t stop.

“No, I haven’t!!” Sam cried out as she tried to rock her hips onto the ogre’s cock to make it slide through her. But all her thrashing accomplished was making her dick and tits swing and the chains rattle. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck m—!?”

The ogre thrust again, propelling her forward until her cheek pressed hard against the stone wall as she came again.

The bastard is getting off on this—that was the thought a more defiant woman might’ve had as she climaxed. Instead, Sam’s thoughts were no more complex than oh, yessss!! as she went right back to moaning and giggling, not caring how much she had to grovel as long as the pleasure continued.

The constant loop of denial, groveling, and reward had quickly trained her for proper behavior, and Sam used the hard surface of the wall and the sturdy chains to brace herself, face pressed to stone and hands straining against the irons as she shook her hips toward the cock driving through her body.

Anal is the best! Anal is the best! The thought looped inside Sam’s mind.

And as if it wasn’t already heavenly enough, the ogre fucked her hips up even higher before something thrust into her pussy too.

“Hnnyyiiii~~!!?”

Sam squirted as the ogre fucked her pussy with his fingers while fucking her ass.

A memory of the sexy harpy’s shaking hips, winged back, and pleading moans flashed through Sam’s mind. She wondered if this was what the harpy had felt when Sam fucked her ass and pleasured her clit. But a single double thrust was enough to wipe away such ludicrous thoughts. Of course it wasn’t. The harpy’s simple pleasure was incomparable to Sam’s joy. The ogre’s two fingers were as thick as a cock, and the precision with which he fucked both her holes simultaneously was just another testament to how experienced this ogre was.

She wanted to jerk herself to this degrading use, to stroke her cock no matter how hard or limp it got as it swung and flung droplets of cum in all directions. But with her hands so deviously bound, she had to accept that denial and fully embrace her fate. She wasn’t there to pleasure herself. Only by giving herself fully to the ogre, by using every shred of her strength to drive her hips toward his cock and offer all of herself to him, did she earn the demonic pleasure he granted her. And her reward was the ogre driving Sam to spasming orgasms with his swelling cock and using the clenching, vibrating massage of her insides to drive himself toward his own.

“OOOOOOoooooo~~” Sam’s howl through the bliss of feeling a real, hot, throbbing cock pulsing through her body drowned out whatever sounds the ogre made as he unloaded his thick seed into her. Her orgasm struck so hard that in her throes she snapped the thick links of the heavy iron chains like twigs. She swung down, tits slapping against her face, but she didn’t even reach the floor before the ogre caught her by the hips and kept pumping his seed inside her. That utter degradation—hanging there like a toy for the ogre to dump his cum into—only spiked Sam’s orgasm further.

Only when the ogre’s pulsing subsided did he let go of her hips. Her cum-lubed, loosened insides slid slowly off his cock under the pull of gravity until she collapsed into a heap beneath him. Cum poured from her gaped hole like a broken dam had burst, flowing like a river in thick streams over her cheeks and trembling thighs while the ogre jerked the last few ropes of seed across her collapsed form.

When he finally calmed down, he looked at the broken chains and grumbled, “Look at what you did! Now I’ll have to make new ones. You’ll have to stay here until you repay me for the damages.” He smirked as he added, “I’m sure you’ll find a way to pay me back somehow.”

He then turned to get a rag, already reaching to clean the slutty human’s sticky juices from his cock and fingers, when something shifted behind him.

“How about I pay you back now?”




Epilogue

Sam returned to the starting chamber with a broken length of chain in one hand and the ogre’s precious harness in the other. The harness dragged behind her, iron scraping heavily against stone. The sound alone told her how much weight it carried, though Sam barely felt it. She simply let it trail in her wake, every harsh scrape another reminder of her victory.

Her thighs still trembled faintly. Her wrists still bore the red memory of the shackles. But her chin was high, her smile was shameless, and for once she felt truly satisfied after denying herself for far too long.

Before entering the chamber, Sam dropped the broken chain behind her. Then she strode inside, lifted the harness high like a trophy, and smiled toward the empty blue-lit chamber.

“Did I pass the trial?”

“…”

Dungeon did not answer for a long, noticeable moment.

“Dungeon?” Sam asked, her smile widening as she enjoyed the weight of victory in her raised hand. “Were you not watching?”

“I was. Ahem.” Dungeon cleared her throat as if she still needed another moment to find her words. “Concerning strength, your confrontation with the brutish ogre was conclusive. Snapping cast iron afterward was simply overkill.”

Sam grinned.

“You also proved your wit by maneuvering a dangerous game toward your desired outcome,” Dungeon continued. “As for endurance…”

Dungeon paused. The aftermath of Sam’s game, as well as her payback, still seemed all too fresh in that bodiless voice’s mind.

“You proved it beyond any doubt.”

“Then…?” Sam drew the word out, leaning forward toward the center of the chamber with a cheeky grin. She didn’t even notice the way her posture pushed up her big chest, presenting it almost like a prize if Dungeon gave her what she wanted.

“Your body and mind may be capable of sustaining your enhanced form for some time longer,” Dungeon finally said. “The ban on certain interactions and activities with others is temporarily lifted.”

“YES!!!” Sam jumped into the air, dragging her heavy chest up with her until it turned briefly weightless, reminding her of the burden her back and shoulders gladly bore for breasts that kept getting her exactly what she wanted.

The ogre’s harness clattered to the stone a moment later, dropped from Sam’s hand without a second glance.

“The extension will last for another twenty-four hours,” Dungeon said. “But as a reminder, the confidentiality agreement remains in effect. No word about this place. No word about your past. As far as anyone is concerned, you are a traveling adventurer who has always been exactly as you are now.”

“Works for me,” Sam said, her single-track mind already filling with thoughts of countless sweaty activities back in the city.

“After you drink the provided violet potion, put on the necklace and keep it on at all times. It will help monitor your body’s performance during this prolonged enhancement.”

As if on cue, Sam noticed a thin golden necklace lying beside the violet potion on the altar. A polished gem hung from the chain, glimmering with the same violet hue as the liquid in the vial, as if both had materialized the moment Dungeon agreed to her request.

Sam wasted no time. She snatched the potion, uncorked it, and chugged it down in one greedy rush, already both hard and wet with anticipation.

“Enjoy,” Dungeon said simply.

“Oh, I will,” Sam replied with a grin. She put on the necklace, grabbed her usual reward pouch, and headed for the exit.

“See you soon,” Dungeon purred.

***

Afterword

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

Join my Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv
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Among the Elven Elite, discipline is divinity.
Their vow is purity—the endless pursuit of perfection that will one day let them ascend beyond the limits of elven flesh.
For Neliel, the Ascension Trial promised serenity.
What she found was something far purer: the bliss of thoughtless grace.
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