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Chapter 1

The last goblin died screaming on Kael’s blade, gasping out a hateful glare before collapsing. Then the cavern fell back into that damp hush of exhaustion and disappointment.

Alex’s lungs burned. He kept his cheap iron sword raised in both hands, knuckles white, wrists aching from the last frantic parry.

This “low-level dungeon”—if it even deserved the name, being barely a step above a sewer—stank of particularly awful mold and something even worse that clung to the tongue with a sour aftertaste. Farther back, greenish fungus-lamps grew in misshapen patches, throwing smeared ovals of light across wet stone.

“Man, this loot sucks,” Tarek grumbled as he rummaged through the goblin’s belongings, finding little more than scrap metal and questionable ore—some of which he optimistically pocketed.

“‘Sucks’?” Kael scoffed, still panting as he leaned against the wall. “Six goblins jumped us. And for what? A busted helmet and a pile of rocks.” He kicked the pathetic loot with the toe of his boot, metal scraping on stone. “We’re never going to get hot girlfriends like this!”

“Not if we keep drudging through low-level dungeons like these,” Tarek sighed. “We need a breakthrough—push into higher-tier ruins for better rewards.”

“At our level?” Boros let out a bitter laugh as he tied a stained bandage around his bulky leg. He reached under his armor and pulled out a brown glass vial, popped it open, and squinted inside before downing the last gulp.

“Bargain-bin garbage,” he grimaced, wiping his mouth. “I swear this potion was past its date.”

“Maybe if we had a healer,” Alex muttered.

“Oh, and since almost all healers are girls, I’d finally get a shot at landing a girlfriend,” Tarek said, half-joking, half-hopeful. “Imagine it—some curvy babe in flowing robes, tending to our wounds with those soft hands…”

“As if,” Kael snorted, sheathing his sword. “Every party needs a healer, and sexy healers in tight skirts are in short supply. You think they’d waste time with scrubs like us? Nah. They flock to the high-level guys. And why wouldn’t they? All they have to do is sit pretty in a glowing aura, rake in loot, and flirt with the big shots.”

Tarek groaned. “So we need to get stronger to attract a healer—”

“—and we can’t get stronger without a healer,” the four of them finished together, their voices echoing off the cavern walls with weary resignation.

Alex knelt beside the broken helmet Kael had kicked and let himself breathe.

Hopelessly worthless, he thought, brushing the bent edges with his thumb—not sure if he meant the helmet or himself. His arms buzzed with fatigue. Farther in the gloom, a thin trickle of groundwater dripped steadily, soothing only because it never changed. He let his eyes unfocus, let the green light soften into haze.

We’re treading water, he thought. How long until our forced retirement to the mines?

“Hey,” Tarek called, counting the bodies. “There were six goblins, right?”

“Yeah, why?” Kael asked.

“Then why are there five—”

“WATCH OUT!” Boros roared.

“Wh—HAAH!?” Alex screamed as a rusty blade slashed toward him. He threw himself sideways, heart jolting, and swung his sword wildly, missing the snarling goblin by a mile.

“Oh, come on!” Kael barked, yanking his sword free.

Boros barreled in like thunder, smashing the goblin aside with his cracked shield. Kael stomped it into the ground and finished it with a brutal thrust.

Panting, Kael wiped sweat from his brow and trudged back toward Alex. “Hapless as ever, eh, Alex?” He offered a hand, hauled him up, then immediately smacked him on the back—too hard, as usual—making Alex wince. “You’d think after all this time you’d learn to swing that thing like a man.”

Tarek snickered as he checked the other goblins for any more surprises.

Boros snorted, inspecting the spreading cracks in his shield. “Yeah, bro’s got the reflexes of a drunk sloth. But hey—still breathing.”

Alex forced a grin, rubbing his sore arm. “Thanks, guys. I owe you one.”

“Hey,” Tarek called, nudging the goblin over with his boot. “Got something.” He held up a staff—dust-grimed and plain, its head capped with a milky quartz that caught the fungus light and smudged it into a faint glow.

Alex stepped closer. “Let me take a look.”

Tarek passed it over, and the shaft settled into Alex’s hand. It felt unexpectedly light, almost airy. Balanced for someone who fought in a stance he didn’t know.

The Inspection trick he’d learned some time ago flickered to life on instinct, offering its quiet, basic appraisal. He’d never gotten to use it on anything good they’d found before.

Minor amplification to restorative effects. Clean channeling. Soothing aura. Resonance: unknown.

“Low-level healer’s staff,” he concluded. “It’s nothing exceptional, but usable.”

“Bah!” Kael groaned, smacking his face loud enough to echo. “So, useless. Might as well add it to Tarek’s rock collection. Even if we sell it, we’ll get two coppers and a pity look.”

“Wouldn’t the healer’s guild buy it for their trainees or something?”  Tarek asked.

“They’re never short on quality gear,” Boros said, shaking his head as he tugged the bandage tight around his leg and checked the knot with a grunt.

“What if one of us respecialized?” Alex thought aloud, only realizing after the fact that he gave his momentary question a voice he didn’t mean to. But now that he’d said it…

“Ew, no!” Kael recoiled as if Alex had suggested copulating with a goblin. “I’m not doing that girly shit. I’m gonna be the greatest swordsman this dump has ever seen—busty babes throwing themselves at me!”

“Respecializing means starting from scratch,” Boros reminded calmly. “We might make progress faster as a party, sure, but whoever switches would be stuck as a healer. Or they’d have to start over again later.”

“At least we’d finally make progress,” Alex said. The idea was growing on him by the second as he rolled the staff in his hands. The wood was warm and sat in his palm far more comfortably than that sorry excuse for a sword ever had.

“Sure—except the healer gets the short straw,” Kael said. “Ain’t no girls into scrawny dudes in robes. Did you see the guild this morning? All the hot babes fawning over jacked berserkers and dark broody types with fangs—”

“I’ll do it,” Alex said.

Silence hit. Even Kael was at a loss for words. Somewhere in the cavern, a pebble dropped into a puddle, echoing faintly while Alex processed what he’d just said.

And yet, as he thought more… somehow… he still agreed.

“Eh?” Tarek blinked.

Kael stared like Alex had lost his mind. But Alex only grew more certain.

Boros’s brows pulled together. “Alex.”

“You’re my friends,” Alex said, smiling through the nervous squirm in his belly. The staff steadied him. He felt the grain beneath his fingers, the tiny uneven spots where some apprentice had sanded it too eagerly. “I’m eighteen. You’re all twenty already. And all of us with no hope in sight.”

He swallowed.

“At this rate, none of us are getting girlfriends. And it’s only a matter of time before one of us takes a really bad hit and ends up slaving away in the salt mines instead of delving. One by one… all of us… That’s where we’ll end up. But if I keep us on our feet? We live. We eat. And maybe… at least one of us might still score.”

Tarek's eyes misted over as he clapped a hand on Alex's shoulder. “You're a real friend, man.”

“Then we make a pact,” Kael declared, instantly back to full volume. “First one of us to get a girlfriend shares her with the party! No holding back—full access!”

“E-Eh, you don’t have to go that far—” Alex stammered.

“Nonsense! When I get a girl, I’ll make sure to share with you first!” Kael beamed far too sincerely.

“Ah, I might actually get to eat some pussy,” Tarek said dreamily.

“I’d have no problem letting you eat out my girl while she sucks me off,” Kael promised proudly.

“Relieving some stress does sound nice,” Boros admitted quietly.

“Then the first girl we find—” Tarek began.

“—we share,” Kael finished.

“It’s a pact!” the three chorused, voices echoing off the stone. They slammed their fists together in a massive three-way bump, then yanked Alex into the circle. The four-way fist bump sealed it: a promise of victories, glories, and—most importantly—hot, sweaty action to come.




Chapter 2

“Woah! Not bad at all!” Kael yelled, his grin sharp with excitement as his blade flicked through a goblin in one smooth, almost cocky arc.

“Just don’t charge too far ahead,” Alex cautioned—though his voice sounded lighter than he meant it to. He planted the base of his new staff into the ground and let a warm pulse slip down his arm, the magic spilling from his fingertips and healing the shallow scratch on Kael’s forearm.

“Hah!” Kael barked, taking the warning as a joke before sprinting even deeper into the cavern. And honestly? He had every right to laugh. The transformation in their fortunes was nothing short of miraculous. They were suddenly moving with a confidence none of them had earned—not really.

It was intoxicating.

With Alex respecialized as the party’s healer, they breezed through the next dungeon tier with a fluidity they’d only dreamed of before. Winding mazes that had once taken them hours of tense, mistake-prone crawling now came and went as if they’d been clearing them for years.

We have been doing it for years, Alex thought, half laughing. Except we weren’t any good at it. The difference was humbling, almost embarrassing, making him wonder how they hadn’t given up a long time ago.

More surprising was the slow realization that the missing piece had been him all along… or rather, the version of him he was turning into.

Boros held the front line like a living wall, every enemy strike glancing off his shield. Tarek and Kael moved at his flanks, blades whipping out with deadly precision. With the three of them taking the brunt of the fighting, Alex could finally stay back and focus on his new supportive role—honing his skills with each cast.

Breath slow, eyes up, he channeled a soothing green aura that hummed down his spine and pooled warmly beneath his ribs. Healing waves rolled from the staff’s crystal edge: soft ripples that pulled skin tight and sealed wounds mid-battle. Protective barriers flared like silk curtains catching the breeze, shimmering faintly around his teammates.

He fell into the rhythm shockingly fast. Addictively fast.

With a quiet, dawning pleasure, he realized how much he preferred this role to his old one of fighting. No more clumsy swings or frantic dodging. Just serene, gentle focus… and that delicious, steady thrum of magic flowing through him.

He felt his very aura now—a soft, buoyant pressure around his skin, the faintest tickle rising along his arms. It sang when he put it to work. Each pulse of healing brushed his nerves and left a quiet pleasure in its wake, a low hum that made the fine hairs on his forearms stand. And the longer he cast, the more it seemed to cling to him, gathering at his fingertips a moment too long before releasing—leaving them warm and tingling.

Maybe girls do have it easier, he mused, lips quirking as he shaped another wash of light between his palms. The glow was softer than before—almost pretty—and when it tingled up through his hands and kissed his lower lip, he sucked in a breath he hadn’t meant to.

The blush of warmth drifted all the way down his chest as he sent the healing burst across the field to Boros. It bloomed over the warrior’s muscled thigh, smoothing out a bruise as if Alex’s magic were stroking it directly.

He swallowed, the strange flutter in his stomach refusing to fade.

This role was nothing like what he’d expected.

Better. Safer. Softer.

And as the aura thrummed again—pleased, as if responding to something in him—Alex couldn’t shake the feeling that choosing this path might turn out to be the best decision of his life.

***

At the dungeon’s end, they divided the loot under the pulsing glow of luminescent fungi.

“Oh, hell yes—finally a sword that doesn’t look like it was discarded by a goblin,” Kael crowed, holding up a gleaming blade that cast a clean line of light across the ceiling.

Boros found a shield with iron inlays and couldn’t hide his grin. He strapped it to his forearm, testing the balance with small, controlled motions. “This’ll hold.”

That’s an understatement, Alex thought, glancing at the discarded, cracked shield that now looked like the lid of a barrel by comparison.

Tarek rummaged deeper and lifted a folded tunic from a cracked chest. The fabric shivered as it unfolded—finer than anything any of them had ever owned—dove-grey with a whisper of blue in the warp, sleeves that narrowed elegantly at the wrist. He and Kael exchanged a knowing glance.

“I wonder who such fine silks are for,” Kael drawled.

“Healer gear,” Tarek answered before offering it to Alex. “Here you go. Gotta make sure our healer’s taken care of.”

Alex took the tunic and noted that it was… rather slim for a guy. He turned it in his hands; the fabric slid over his fingers, cool and impossibly smooth, like water poured thinly through a weave. Inspection flickered to life:

Lined with warding thread. Improves focus. Amplifies recovery throughput. Fit adapts to the wearer.

He swallowed. The cut was sleek—more form-fitting than anything a burly fighter would wear. Almost feminine in its elegance.

“Thanks, guys,” he said, a nervous flush creeping up his neck.

“Tell us if you need anything else,” Boros added. “We wouldn’t have gotten this far without you.”

“Yeah…” Alex murmured, still brushing his fingers along the fabric. It was captivatingly smooth—almost as if it was caressing him.

“I’ll, uh… change later,” he added quickly, suddenly feeling strangely shy about stripping in front of the others.

“Sure,” Kael replied, eyes lingering on Alex a moment longer than usual. “No problem.”

Alex slept badly, excitement simmering under his skin as he drifted in and out of surreal dreams.

A female form pressed close—warm, breathy, almost tangible.

Full lips brushed against his imagination, aching for a thumb to trace them, to part them and slip inside that hot, eager wetness. Soft breasts filled his palms when he reached out. He cupped the plush weight, squeezed, and found he liked the sensation far too much as a slow, answering heat gathered between his soft thighs.

When Alex woke, that ghost-touch still lingered along his skin, fading only as dawn crept through the rough wooden shutters, tinting them a cold early-morning blue.

“Haah…” he breathed, staring up at the ceiling as the dream’s heat slowly unraveled inside him. How can something feel so unreal and still leave me like this?

He brushed his thumb across his lower lip, seeking something, and found himself disappointed. His own mouth felt plain, nowhere near as soft or lush as the lips in his dream.

Yet despite barely sleeping, and despite the confusing heat the dream left coiled inside him, Alex felt lighter and strangely agile as he pushed himself up from his lumpy excuse for a bed and stretched, his slim body curving in a lazy arc.

Standing in the cramped square of floor that passed for his room, Alex took the tunic in both hands and exhaled before pulling it over his head and slipping into it.

The fabric slid down his torso like water on glass.

To his astonishment, it fit like a second skin—hugging his torso in a way that accentuated his lithe build, skimming the lines of his body without clinging. The belt settled easily, angling itself against his hips.

Were they this wide before? Alex wondered.

He smoothed his palms down his sides and over his hips. A faint shiver of pleasure chased along his spine at the fabric’s whisper on his skin, and that familiar heat stirred deeper inside him.

Fits, he thought, a little dazed. Fits me.

Although he didn’t even have a mirror, looking down, he still saw that the tunic suited his figure more than just fine. Clean lines. Sleeves shaped perfectly to his wrists. The hem falling just so across his thighs. It made his slender frame look…

Alex swallowed, refusing to consciously think the word.

He’d never had nor would have Boros’s broad-shouldered, muscular build or Kael’s tall, ripped physique. And usually he felt painfully self-conscious about it, especially after Kael’s endless speeches about how girls preferred tall, masculine guys. And while he still didn’t dispute that logic… he also no longer found fault in his own toned body.

He reached for the staff resting against the wall—but froze at the soft tickle of hair sliding along his neck.

“Is… is my hair longer?” he murmured, tugging at a lock that now brushed his shoulders. It slid silkier than he remembered, longer, and far lighter in color than he recalled, gentle strands skimming the nape of his neck and tickling the top of his back.

Huh. Well… it has been a while since I cut it, Alex reasoned, not dwelling too much on it, though he still twined the lock between thumb and finger and found he liked the weight.

He picked up his staff, the quartz catching a thin ray of light slipping through the shutter’s crack. Feeling strangely renewed and even better about dungeon delving than before, Alex stepped out into the morning, leaving the rundown lodging house behind him.

***

With their confidence rising along with the quality of their new gear, the party pushed eagerly into tougher dungeons. And although the monsters grew more ferocious, the air somehow felt lighter now. And not just because they’d finally escaped the sewer-tier slums of adventuring.

Their movements flowed more easily than ever.
Kael swung his sword with crisp efficiency instead of wild, exhausting arcs.
Boros no longer had to hurl his entire body into every block; his shield met strikes with solid, clean precision.
Even Tarek’s wild enthusiasm sharpened as his strikes found openings he’d never noticed before.

And Alex…

Alex barely had to move at all. His magic poured through him with a smooth, effortless clarity. Every pulse of healing lifted the party’s spirits as surely as it mended their wounds—bolstering confidence as much as flesh, if not more so.

“Left!” Boros barked.

Alex pivoted—far too slow.

A hobgoblin hurtled out of a side seam, teeth bared, spear tucked for a gutting thrust. Alex went cold-hot all at once, his hands slipping on the staff as he realized with sick clarity that he was utterly defenseless. Not a single spell to help in a fight. No armor beyond his tunic. Not even a word for a plea.

His dream flashed behind his eyes—the warmth, the softness, the sense of some wonderful possibility. It was painful how little he’d experienced in life. How much he’d never even touched. If only—

Boros crashed into the space between them like a battering ram. His shield slammed forward, splintering the spear and sending the hobgoblin flying back against the wall. The monster snarled, but Tarek’s blade flashed once, and the creature folded with a hiss and a limp sprawl.

“H—haah…” Alex managed.

His breath came high and thin. His knees wanted to give. And yet it was Boros’s broad, solid frame in front of him that held him steady—the sheer presence of the man grounding him, giving Alex something to cling to when the world felt like it was tilting. He pressed a hand to his chest, startled by the strange, reassuring flutter that rose there, a tingling warmth spreading beneath his ribs as he found safety behind Boros’s wide, capable shoulders.

“Are you alright?” Boros asked, turning toward him. Concern tightened across his rugged features, and his voice softened in a way Alex had never heard before. Up close, Boros felt like a wall he could lean into—solid, steady, unshakeable.

“Y-yeah,” Alex said, and his voice came out a pitch higher than he expected, the edges trembling. A flush raced up his throat at the sound. He swallowed. “I… overdid it with the healing. Drew that monster in with my aura.”

“Nah. That’s on us,” Boros said firmly. His hand lingered on Alex’s shoulder, warm through the thin fabric, and the touch sent sparks running down Alex’s arm. “Tarek! You're supposed to watch our flank and keep threats off our healer! ”

“Ah—my bad, my bad!” Tarek yelped, scratching the back of his head with a sheepish grin. “I’ll make it up to you, Alex. Promise.”

“A-alright… if you say so,” Alex managed, nearly speechless.

It wasn’t the first time they’d saved him, but before, it always came with jokes and ribbing. He’d laugh it off, and they’d keep going. But now their concern felt genuine. Protective. Almost possessive. It made something warm unfurl in his chest, made him feel cherished in a way he never had before.

Alex clutched his staff a little tighter, a shy smile curving his lips as he wondered how he could possibly repay his caring teammates.




Chapter 3

“Oh, it’s definitely getting longer,” Alex laughed softly the next morning as he tugged a lock of hair forward. It slid past his jaw and brushed his neck in a way that felt… indulgent.

His golden hair now cascaded well past his shoulders, and he could no longer deny the obvious truth—he was pretty.
No… sexy, Alex thought, smiling as he turned in place, making the tunic flutter around his smooth thighs.

He ran his thumb across his lower lip at that scandalous thought and felt a tingle stir between his thighs when he noticed the softness of his inviting pout.

Rushing to meet his party, he vowed to use his burgeoning wealth for a nicer abode—one with a softer bed and a proper mirror, so he could primp and make sure he always looked his absolute best before seeing his adventuring companions.

The thought of moving out of the bug-infested, damp-walled room came not from vanity, but from a sense of misfit. After all, someone as alluring as him shouldn’t be living in squalor; he deserved a touch of elegance, a space where he could admire and nurture his evolving beauty.

His steps felt lighter with each stride. Descending the stairs from that decaying rental, he noticed a playful bounce in his gait—and, curiously, in his chest, where a subtle swell seemed to press against the tunic’s fabric, sending little jolts of sensitivity through him.

“I’ll be moving out tomorrow,” Alex declared to the lodging house’s overweight keeper in passing. Only once he was through the door did it hit him that he really had winked at the man—and that the keeper had been staring at him with his mouth half-open.

Glancing back, Alex could’ve sworn he saw the keeper leaning over the counter, openly eyeing Alex’s behind as he left.

Creeps these days, Alex laughed inwardly as he moved ahead—and found, to his own surprise, that he didn’t really mind the attention.

“Oh, there you are, Alex!” Boros called out when he spotted him, and the others waved him over with big smiles before pulling him into warm embraces.

“Yeah, glad to see you too!” Alex laughed, gasping softly at the tightness of their hugs. The press of their bodies against his sent bright little thrills sparking through his softer frame.

Were they always this friendly? he wondered. Not that he was about to complain—especially when those sparks sent warm tingles racing up his spine and made his toes curl whenever their hands lingered, brushing his back, his waist.

It was one of the reasons he hurried to meet them rather than wasting time alone. Adventuring with his bros felt intoxicating, especially now that success crowned their efforts and he’d learned to enjoy his new healer role so much.

All aspects of it.

***

Only a few hours later, the first boss of the next dungeon tier collapsed with a thunderous slam under Kael’s decisive cut.

“Now that’s more like it,” Kael said, flashing a grin as he slipped a gleaming new ring onto his finger. “Ladies appreciate a man who looks expensive.”

The red ruby set in Kael’s new ring caught the lantern glow beautifully, Alex couldn’t deny that. Though he suspected the ladies would be far more interested in the way Kael’s forearm flexed as he admired it—the muscle there seeming thicker, more defined than ever lately.

And it wasn’t just their loot that kept increasing in quality and elevating their performance. Alex sensed a palpable shift in the air. Confidence swelled, excitement crackled, and… something more primal. It was almost like they were showing off.

Boros’s muscles rippled under his armor as he lifted opponents clean off the ground with one arm, keeping his shield low, as if they weren’t even worthy of it. Meanwhile, Tarek and Kael kept trying to one-up each other, leaping into daring angles mid-sprint to see who could slaughter monsters with more flair.

Even the sudden appearance of a towering troll didn’t faze the trio.
It raised its spiked club and bellowed—a thunderous roar that rattled grit from the ceiling—a sound that made Alex flinch as his heart leaped into his chest, pounding fast and light against his ribs.

“Stand back,” Kael said, stepping instinctively between Alex and the troll. “This one’s mine.”

“Hold on—let me strengthen you at least,” Alex called, sweeping his staff in a tight arc that made the quartz sing. The enhancement gathered with a pleasant weight, then poured forward in a band of pressure that wrapped around Kael’s masculine frame, sharpening his speed, strength, and endurance until the very air around him seemed to tighten.

“Thanks!” Kael shot back with a grin, giving a quick, cocky tilt of his chin as if he were practicing his show-off moves for the ladies on Alex before charging straight at the troll.

“S-shouldn’t you help him?” Alex asked, turning to the other two.

“At this point, I don’t think a mere troll is enough to do him in,” Boros said, planting his heavy shield at his feet. The impact sent a faint tremor through the stone—and through Alex’s chest.

“He called dibs, so fair’s fair,” Tarek added, spinning a dagger on the tip of his finger as he lazily watched the fight.

“Still… what if he gets hurt?” Alex muttered, eyes fixed on Kael’s duel with worry, staff ready to cast at the first sign of a scratch.

That sign came when the troll’s spiked club tore through Kael’s leather armor.

“Heal!” Alex shouted, sending a green wave straight at Kael.
The magic enveloped the swordsman even as he vaulted over the troll’s arm, landed on its back, and drove his long, hard blade deep into the creature’s nape, felling the beast in a single thrust.

Alex let out a shaky breath of relief. Tarek applauded. Boros snorted. The victory was theirs.

“Aw, man, looks like I’ll need new armor,” Kael said with a grin as he peeled the ripped leather off his torso, revealing a hard, sculpted frame of sweat and muscle.

Alex swallowed, watching the way those muscles shifted with every step Kael took.

“Did you expect anything else?” Kael asked, and only then did the healer manage to tear his eyes away from those chiseled abs.

“Idiot, what would you have done if I weren’t here?” Alex asked, trying to make it sound like a scold instead of a flustered cover for staring.

“But you were,” Kael replied easily, slicking his black hair back from his forehead with two fingers, and looking, infuriatingly, like exactly the kind of man he claimed the ladies went crazy for. “And with a healer like you behind me, I’ve got no doubt I could take on a dragon.”

Geez, he’s such a guy, Alex sighed inwardly, though he couldn’t pretend he disliked this competent version of Kael. After all, Kael had duelled that troll one-on-one, every movement the difference between victory and a club through the skull.

All Alex had to do was support his testosterone-fueled buddy, try not to stare too much, and reap the rewards.

And reap they did.

“Wow!” Tarek beamed as he held up a new dagger with a wickedly curved blade and a black, gem-studded hilt.

Their fortunes only seemed to keep rising as they picked through the loot, everyone finding something to their taste. Boros strapped on a pair of thick, stainless-steel armbands; Kael claimed a sleek leather chestpiece, though he didn’t seem in any hurry to cover up his chiseled torso.

But as excited as they were about their own gear, they were even more eager to shower their precious healer in gifts.

Rings. Jewelry. Shoes. Alex could barely form words beyond stuttered thank-yous—and even those failed him when Kael handed him a tight, one-piece healer’s robe that might as well have been called a dress, flaring into a scandalously short skirt.

“Eh, this?” Alex stammered, lifting the outfit between thumb and forefinger. “It seems… a bit…”

He wanted to say a bit much. But the words wouldn’t come. He caught himself only pretending to object, while a far more honest part of him was already picturing how spectacular the outfit would look on him, how perfectly it would match his new shoes and rings.

“Come on, you know it’ll boost your healing even more,” Boros said, nudging Alex past his flimsy reservations.

“Yeah, and it’s just us anyway. Who’s going to judge?” Tarek added with a grin.

“Besides,” Kael said, stroking his rugged jawline as his gaze slid from Alex’s new shoes up along his bare, slender legs, “I think you’ll look really cute in it.”

Alex’s heart fluttered. Cute? Me?
Someone whose existence barely registered to anyone outside their party?

“Alright,” Alex said, trying—and failing—to hide his smile as he accepted the gifts. “I guess tomorrow you’ll be seeing me in a new outfit.”

“That’s the spirit!” Kael laughed, giving him what Alex wanted to think was a friendly slap on the lower back. Except… it felt lower than that. Suspiciously lower.

Alex froze for a heartbeat. He could’ve sworn Kael had actually slapped his butt. More shocking still, he could’ve sworn it jiggled from the impact. And most shocking of all was the tiny, treacherous spark of pleasure that followed.

No way, Alex told himself quickly. He didn’t do that. I’m just imagining things. The others would’ve said something, right? He threw a quick glance at Boros and Tarek, who were busy admiring their new gear, and relaxed when he concluded they hadn’t seen any butt-slapping occur.

Alex was all too eager to convince himself he’d imagined both the slap and how much he’d liked Kael’s hand across his jiggling rear.

Still, he could hardly stop thinking about it all the way out of the dungeon.

“See you tomorrow!” Tarek called merrily as they parted ways, exchanging hugs with Alex one by one.

“Can’t wait to see what you’ll look like in that new outfit,” Kael added as he leaned in close to Alex’s ear, giving the last—and tightest—hug that seemed purposefully focused on pressing Alex’s narrow waist against the swordsman’s bare, hard abs.

“Me too,” Alex muttered—louder than he meant to, the pleasant warmth knocking his balance off-center. He was fairly sure they’d all heard him. He was also fairly sure he wouldn’t be waiting until morning to try on the dress.

***

With the sizeable pouch of coins he’d gathered over their last few dungeon delves, Alex finally allowed himself something he’d only daydreamed about before: a decent place to stay.

The inn he chose wasn’t luxurious, but it was clean and cared for. The wooden sign out front hung straight instead of half-rotted on one chain. Lanterns burned with steady, warm light instead of smoky gutter-flames. When Alex stepped inside, the air didn’t make his stomach turn.

The innkeeper—a stout man with a trimmed beard and tidy vest—looked up as Alex approached the counter. His expression shifted almost comically from polite professionalism to a small, startled blink, and finally to a warm, flustered smile with a noticeable blush.

“Welcome,” he said, his tone far more respectful than Alex was used to. The last keeper had always looked at him like he was barely a step above the bugs crawling along the walls—until the last time, of course, when that look had mixed with confusion and craving. This man, by contrast, seemed intent on making sure Alex felt comfortable.

“Do you have a room with a mirror?” Alex asked, getting straight to the point, and only afterward wondering if that request sounded a bit too specific.

“Of course,” the innkeeper replied. His gaze drifted briefly up and down Alex’s frame, and the curve of his smile all but said he understood very well why Alex might want a mirror. And if Alex had to judge by the way the innkeeper kept stealing glances as he guided Alex upstairs—following the line of Alex’s legs, the subtle sway of his hips as he climbed, it wouldn’t be a leap to imagine the man would’ve liked being that mirror once Alex was alone and undressing.

“If you need anything, just ask,” the innkeeper said, handing Alex the key with both hands.

Alex paused with both his hands out as well, his slender fingers open beneath the weight of the metal key as they brushed the man’s broader, thicker, rougher palms. For a moment, he found himself simply comparing the startling difference. It took him many heartbeats to realize their fingers were still touching, even though the key had already been passed.

“Thank you,” Alex said with a polite smile, finally drawing back. He clutched the key and opened the door to his new room, catching a parting, almost longing glance from the innkeeper before the door shut.

And when he stepped in front of the mirror at last, he understood why.

He could hardly blame the man.

He was more beautiful than he ever remembered or imagined.

“H-how…” Alex breathed, watching in disbelief as those lush, plump lips in the mirror formed the sound he’d just uttered. His hand twitched upward, wanting, aching to reach out and touch the figure staring back at him, but he stilled it, afraid the captivating vision might somehow dissolve if he disturbed it.

How long have I been ignoring mirrors? Alex wondered, baffled that he hadn’t noticed such a change sooner.

He’d been convinced that after spending so much time in those sewer-tier dungeons, it was only a matter of time before all of them would be hard to tell apart from the goblin-adjacent cave-crawlers they fought. He certainly hadn’t expected… this.

Narrow waist. Widening hips. Long, slender lines in his limbs. A gentle weight on his chest. His hair spilled all the way down to his waist in a soft, light cascade.

Alex swallowed. He’d dare say he was starting to rival the looks of the high-tier healers he and the others used to daydream about—those impossible beauties they’d hoped to date someday.

After barely managing to tear his eyes away from his reflection, he finally tried on his new outfit—a one-piece healer’s robe that hugged his torso and flared into a skirt that not only showed a scandalous amount of thigh, but also barely covered his cheeks, threatening to flash their curves whenever he shifted his hips.

And yet it suited him far too well. Even in his most indulgent expectations when he’d first held the dress up, he couldn’t have imagined it would complement his figure as though it were tailored for this new shape. His hips were definitely wider than he remembered, and his legs…

Were my thighs always this smooth? Alex wondered, barely resisting the urge to give them an experimental squeeze.

He stepped closer to the mirror and stared at the girl staring back. Those soft, pouting lips. Those long lashes. Less than a week ago, Alex would’ve killed for a chance to kiss a girl like that.

Eh? Girl? he thought, blinking, growing increasingly confused by what he saw and by how tangled his thoughts were becoming. His gaze dipped below his delicate collarbones to where his chest rose prominently beneath the fabric. Fuller than it had ever been on his once-lanky, flat frame—and the dress hugged that curve perfectly.

How can something so covered look more tempting than if it were bare? Alex wondered as he watched his chest rise and fall with every heated breath.

Alex looked back up, but instead of focusing on his wide, sultry eyes, he caught his own half-parted, pouty mouth. Slowly, he brought his thumb up and brushed it across his lower lip.

A jolt of sensation shivered down his spine as the softness under his thumb matched exactly the feeling from his dream. A softness to die for. A softness craving for…

“Eh?” Alex whispered, his lips parting a little wider under the slow drag of his thumb.

He was certain that he had wanted to kiss those lips not long ago.
Wanted to see them wrap around something far thicker than a thumb.
That desire still shimmered at the edge of his thoughts. But now…

Alex pulled his hand away and shook his head. He had to get up early—he couldn’t just spend the entire night standing here, drowning in the sight of himself. With effort, he managed to peel himself away from the mirror, laid out his new favorite outfit with almost reverent care, then crawled into bed.

But he couldn’t resist—his thumb rose again to drift across his lips one more time. He licked their softness, getting tingly all over.




Chapter 4

The next morning, Alex shuffled half-awake into the little washroom, sitting down to pee, far too drowsy to bother standing. It wasn’t until the stream slowed to a stop that a soft, startled cry escaped the washroom.

“N-n-no way…” Alex’s voice sounded even more girlish in the cramped space. When did it happen? How?

Alex had lately preferred peeing while sitting, so it somehow didn’t register right away.

But.

“I… I have a pussy!?” Alex squeaked, slapping both hands over her mouth as if she could push the words back in.

She stared down between her thighs. Blinked. Stared again.

Everything else—the growing hair, the blossoming chest, the shapely butt, the changing voice—she could have told herself she was just imagining, or exaggerating, or misremembering. But this… this… made perfect sense.

Instead of panic, a warm, settling sense of rightness eased through her chest.

Why am I even so shocked? she wondered as her heartbeat began to calm, trying to remember what was so agitating in the first place. Why would I miss something that only ever got in the way?

The more she thought about it, the clearer it felt: she didn’t miss it at all. Not even a little. It wasn’t like she’d ever used it for anything meaningful—nothing except awkward needs and silly fantasies those other pervy guys obsessed over.

She stood, still a little flushed and dazed, and reached for the panties that came with her new healer’s robe. They suited her far better anyway. The old underwear she tossed aside without a second thought; the thought of wearing something so un-pretty made her skin crawl.

I’ll need to buy a few new things, she thought as she dressed and padded back toward the mirror—eager to see how she looked today.

“…wow.”
Alex touched the edge of the mirror with trembling fingers. She thought she had looked amazing last night, but this morning… her breath caught. Her breasts had swelled even more—plainly, beautifully—and somehow her dress seemed to have anticipated it, hugging her fuller curves with tailored perfection. A small cut she didn’t recall seeing before now offered a teasing glimpse of cleavage, and the skirt rode just a little higher on her soft thighs to balance the rounder weight above.

Is this going to be an issue…? she wondered, turning in place as the hem fluttered and flashed the curve of her butt with every sway.

Then she giggled.
“Oh well, I’m sure the guys won’t mind.”

It would help morale, wouldn’t it?
Alex smiled at the thought. She always liked giving her party a little boost, and if showing a bit more leg helped them push deeper into the dungeons and someday get the cute girlfriends they wanted, she was happy to do her part.

“Girlfriends?” Alex echoed softly, tilting her head.
Ah, right. The guys would want cute girlfriends. Of course they would.

Alex smiled at the thought. It sounded sweet, honestly, even if she couldn’t quite remember why she had ever wanted the same thing. It felt fuzzy now, like trying to recall a dream that had already slipped away.

It wasn’t like the thought of a girl’s soft lips wrapped around a hard dick wasn’t exciting—of course it was.

It was just that…

Alex’s tongue drifted across her own lips before she even realized she was doing it, a warm little shiver slipping down her spine as her mind wandered off on its own.

“Oh—no time to daydream, gotta hurry!”
She shook her head quickly, a merry smile rising as she smoothed her skirt. She couldn’t wait to show off her new outfit and get another tight hug from her friends again, like they always did.

***

“Alex, over here!” Tarek called out, waving when his keen eye spotted Alex from a distance.

Is it just me, or have they put on some muscle? Alex wondered, staring at their defined features as she approached. Sure, they’d been delving into tougher dungeons and getting stronger as a party. But… she couldn’t quite tell if the guys had always been this well-built and she was only noticing it now, or if she really was having such a positive effect on them.

She suspected it was a bit of both.

And she realized she wouldn’t have minded at all if both things continued—her party getting more muscular because of her, and her getting to enjoy the view.

“Oh, damn, that looks nice on you,” Tarek said, and Alex could’ve sworn she caught the hint of a blush.

“T-thanks…” Alex murmured, fingers lacing together in front of her as she swayed lightly from side to side, almost unconsciously showing off her outfit and her curves.

The guys just stared for a moment, and Alex felt the weight of more than simple disbelief in their eyes.

“Well,” she said, trying for playful, “aren’t you going to hug me?”

They exchanged quick grins, then stepped in one by one.

Their hugs felt tighter and warmer than ever. Alex felt her breasts squish against their firm chests, the air squeezing out of her lungs as they drew her close. And she liked it. It felt safe—strong arms around her, solid bodies protecting her. When she was with them, she could be at ease knowing they’d stand between her and the monsters as long as she kept them on their feet from behind the lines.

Boros, especially… tall, solid, broad as a wall even without his armor, and twice as imposing with it—the plates making him seem even more of a mountain than he already was.
If anyone finds a girlfriend first, it’ll be him, Alex thought dreamily.
What girl wouldn’t want to melt in those arms? Be lifted by the hips, held tight, pushed wherever and however he pleased…

Tarek, by contrast, was much closer to her size, agile, where Boros was huge. He had to be; Boros’s bulk would never suit his role. His nimble fingers brushed her waist as he hugged her, and Alex’s breath caught. She couldn’t help imagining what those fingers could do besides twirling daggers. When they slid a little along her side, she wondered, just briefly, if he’d dare slip a hand beneath her scandalous skirt.

Would I even stop him…?
Her heart thumped faster when she realized the answer.

When Kael hugged her, Alex almost felt her rear tingle in anticipation, remembering the slap from the day before. She still wasn’t sure it had even happened the way she thought—but she already hoped he’d do it again.

She even pressed closer against him, wanting him to feel how much fuller her breasts had become, wanting him to look past her narrow shoulders and see how much rounder her butt was now—how soft, how squeezable, how deserving of his attention it was. How worthy it felt of his affection and protection.

But Kael didn’t do anything. The tight, tingly hug was over before she’d even settled into it. He let go, stepping back as if nothing were different at all.

Alex felt… oddly disappointed.

Geez, since when are you such a gentleman? she thought, inwardly pouting. I thought you liked sexy healer girls. My butt not good enough for you now?

As their run progressed, Alex’s frustration only sharpened. All those tight morning hugs, all buildup and no release… She hadn’t meant to get so wound up; she looked forward to their pre-dungeon hugging ritual so much, but now it felt like all it did was heat her body up until she couldn’t think about anything else.

Even as Alex spread her healing aura across the party, what she desperately craved to spread was her heat. She wanted them to notice her. To feel her. To do something about the tingling ache that just wouldn’t go away, no matter how much she squirmed with her staff between her legs.

Geez, how can you keep focusing on monsters when you’ve got such a sexy girl right behind you? Alex pouted, radiating even more of her hotter, richer healing aura. Maybe if I walk just a little closer, they’ll notice… the closer I am, the better the healing, right?

Logic blended with fantasy as she absent-mindedly drifted closer and closer to the front line.

“Hey—Alex, focus already!” Kael barked.

Alex blinked, eyes going wide as she suddenly found herself right in the thick of the fight—with a snarling, spit-flecked orc barreling straight at her, meat cleaver raised.

“Yahn!?” Alex squealed and dropped down, covering her head with both arms.

Steel clashed above her, followed by grunts, a heavy impact, and a hard thud far too close for comfort. Alex’s whole body trembled at every sound, braced for the blow she was sure would come crashing down on her hot, defenseless body.

“It’s fine, Alex. You can get up now,” Boros said gently.

She heard low chuckles behind her.

When she finally dared lift her head, she saw the orc’s sprawled body just a few feet away. Once again, she didn’t have a single scratch—thanks to her reliable party.

“Though you might want to hurry up,” Kael added. “Because at that angle, with your skirt hiked up, your ass is a prime target for every orc in this dungeon. Unless that’s what you’re into.”

The others tried—and failed—to smother their laughter.

“Yahn!?” Alex squeaked, realizing she’d been frozen on all fours, ass in the air, skirt flipped up to reveal her tight, pink panties hugging her freshly rounded cheeks. She scrambled upright, tugging the skirt down with frantic little motions.

She definitely had no interest in filthy, smelly orcs. But as she stood there, cheeks burning, she realized something else: There was no possible way the guys hadn’t gotten a good, hard look at her cute, bubbly rear.

But why are you laughing…? she huffed internally. Didn’t you like it? A special VIP sneak peek of a tight eighteen-year-old’s butt, and that’s all I get? You should appreciate it a little more!

But as they pressed deeper into the dungeon, Alex caught their stolen looks—Kael’s lingering glance when he suddenly let her walk ahead, Tarek’s keen eye studying the curves of her thighs rather than dark corners of the dungeon…

It made her smile, a small taste of victory curling at the corners of her mouth, which she did her best to hide.

Alright, you did see it. And you liked it, didn’t you?
She basked in the warmth of being admired, even if she hid it beneath a demure healer’s composure.

It’s alright, I forgive you. It can’t be helped when you’ve got such a sexy healer right beside you. You have my permission to use the memory of my body as wanking material tonight… Maybe I’ll even flash you a little more. If you’re good, she hummed inwardly, pressing her staff a bit more snugly between her thighs as she walked.

When the shaft bumped a certain spot, a quiet spark of pleasure shot up her spine. She barely managed to stifle a sound, and right then and there she decided her bros definitely deserved to see a little more.

“Alex! Speed enhancement!” Tarek called during their next skirmish.

“Swift enhancement cumming right up!” Alex answered, gathering her mana. The magical aura swirled around her, lifting her skirt in playful flicks. Alex nearly lost focus when she caught all three men “sneaking” blatant glances at her hips. She didn’t have to look down—she knew her ass was flashing with every pulse of magic.

The only thing Alex wondered was whether she managed to hide her self-satisfied smirk before she channeled the enhancement into Tarek… though a sinful little part of her wished she were sending a little more than just speed and good intentions into him.

Nah, he’ll be thinking about me all night, no matter what I do, Alex concluded, a shiver of pride running through her. And that thought only made her want to show off more.




Chapter 5

Alex’s shamelessness only escalated.
Some of it slipped out subconsciously, some she noticed afterward and liked, and some… she did very much on purpose, licking her lips as she imagined what it did to the guys.

“Ahn~ Heal!” she gasped, the magic pulsing from her staff in radiant waves, her girlish voice echoing through the chamber—soft, breathy, all but begging to be noticed in all the wrong ways.

It wasn’t on purpose… right?
She couldn’t help it if her voice had turned so sweet, so feminine, trembling on the edge of ecstasy with every cast.

As battles raged on, the guys grew hot and sweaty, their muscles glistening under torchlight, chests rising hard with effort, and Alex’s thighs pressed together instinctively. She couldn’t stop bracing her long, rigid staff between her legs, grinding against it just enough to take the edge off while she stared ahead.

Her eyes drifted over their sweaty arms, their broad backs, the sharp lines of their bodies. The longer she stared, shameless and hungry, the easier it became to imagine those big, dirty hands roaming her body… groping her… grabbing her… pinning her beneath their strength.

It was bad to think such things.
But it wasn’t too bad… right?

As long as she only thought about it a little while the guys were busy fighting—no harm, no foul. She had to pass the time somehow while she waited, didn’t she?

After all, she couldn’t just drop to her knees in the middle of a dungeon and start openly masturbating, fingers plunging into her needy pussy while she imagined big, hard things buried deep inside her.

…Not yet.

Why didn’t I masturbate sooner? Alex scolded herself, biting her plump lower lip as she squirmed on the sidelines, thighs clenching in slow, helpless rhythm as she prayed no one noticed the subtle grind of her hips.

She now cursed her earlier easy-goingness—how it had never even crossed her mind to explore herself properly, to slip a couple of fingers into what was now a virgin-tight pussy and find out what it felt like.
Now it throbbed incessantly, a new, untouched flower blooming under the gaze of three jacked, virile men.

It’s completely natural, she reassured herself, cheeks burning as her damp thighs pressed tighter together. A healthy eighteen-year-old girl surrounded by all this testosterone… aching for what any pussy craves.

Her need seeped through her drenched panties—hot, wet, begging for relief.

She shifted her weight again, hoping, praying, that one of them would finally notice just how desperate she was for even the lightest touch.

“Alex, we’re moving on!” Kael called, tossing her a sideways glance while Boros and Tarek were already scouting ahead, their footsteps fading down the corridor.

“Ah—right!” Alex yelped, snapping out of her barely-contained fantasies as she jumped to her feet, heart racing, and hurried to catch up.

But as she brushed past Kael, her foot caught on a loose stone.

“Yahn!?” Alex squealed, arms windmilling as she toppled backward—

—straight into Kael.

“OGHN—!” Kael grunted as both of them collapsed in a heap.

A moment of disoriented silence.

“Ohhh…” Kael groaned, flat on his back, while Alex sat dazed and breathless above him.

By the time she understood the position she’d fallen into, Alex was seated squarely on Kael’s groin—her back toward him, something thick and unyieldingly hard pressing unmistakably between her cheeks, settling into the exact spot where her staff had been teasing her seconds before.

“Watch where you swing that thing!” Kael barked, rubbing a fresh bump on his forehead.

Alex twisted and spotted a fresh bump on his forehead. Then she looked down and saw her staff lying crooked across his chest—realizing she had apparently clocked him with it during her flailing.

“Ahn!? I’m so sorry!” she squeaked, scrambling to stand—

—but her heel slipped, and she fell right back down.

“Yahn~!?” The cry tore from Alex’s very soul, a soft, broken sound as she landed harder, her panties grinding down onto the firm, heated shape beneath her.

Her breath hitched. Her spine arched and tensed.

What an idiot I’m being, I have to get up—

But the thought evaporated before she could move a muscle. Every scrap of her humble brainpower surged into overdrive, processing just what she was sitting on.

Every brain cell, every nerve, every trembling part of her pussy zeroed in on the exact spot where her drenched panties met something her body had been so desperately craving—something thick and hot that fit perfectly between her lips, right where she’d been starving for contact.

Finally!

One word. One truth. One overwhelming revelation.

This.
This was what she needed. Not her staff—thin, curved, wooden, cold. But this—this hot, pulsing thing beneath her, so full of life and eager to share it.
This was what every part of her mind and body cried out for in her desperate hour of need.

Her mind reeled as relief surged through her— the relief of finally finding what she’d been missing, of feeling what she’d always been meant to feel.

Then she felt it: the next impulse rising inside her. As if in slow motion, she watched the thought form… slide down her spine… settle into her hips… gather in the tiny trembling muscles of her thighs…

She didn’t resist. Didn’t even pretend to. She simply watched herself obey, watched her hips begin a small, quivering shift over Kael’s hardness.

And gods help her, she was all too willing to play the innocent bystander whose body acted on its own.

It’s fine, she told herself breathlessly. I fell. Of course my movements would be weird. And it’s just a little. Who would even notice? And even if they did—after all the healing I did today? I deserve a tiny reward. A little treat. Just enough to feel better. To focus better later. Yes—this is for my healing. For my party. I’m not even doing it for myself.

So… just a little…

!!!

Alex’s body jolted violently, her thighs clamping down.

“Hnmf—!” She slapped both hands over her mouth, but the moan had already escaped.

A-Amazing!
Her mind spun, white-hot.

She had barely moved at all—not even an inch—but when a certain sensitive spot of her pussy pressed harder against that mysterious hot shape beneath her, lightning tore through her entire body.

Again!! Alex’s brain demanded.
And Alex could not possibly disagree or disobey. Not when her very soul craved it so desperately.

Eyes squeezed shut to focus better on that one connection, she shifted her hips—slowly, deliberately—pressing that needy spot into the thick, pulsing shape that felt so wonderful she wanted it inside her.

She rocked again. Pressed again. The sensation dwarfed her staff a hundredfold. And it wasn’t just her pussy now—her nipples tingled sharply. She quickly realized that every time she rocked, they brushed against the inside of her healer’s robe, easing the ache just enough to make her crave more.

So she rocked harder, arching her back just enough to grind her stiffening nipples into the fabric. And arching made her clit press deeper into the heat beneath her. And pressing deeper made her arch again. More and more. Her girlish moans fluttered freely as pleasure surged through her.

She needed even more.
She needed to move faster.
She needed to feel it deeper.

If only those stupid panties weren’t in the way… she growled inwardly, rubbing herself frantically against that magnificent shape.

They were thin, soaked through; they might as well not have been there. The fabric clung to her folds so tightly that her pussy lips were already wrapped around that hardness, kissing it, grinding on it, making love to it.

But it still wasn’t enough.
They still stopped it from slipping in deeper.

Why did I even wear them today? Alex lamented. To look prettier? What a stupid idea. They would’ve preferred if I hadn’t worn any to begin with. Maybe then they wouldn’t have ignored me when I was so clearly in need.

Stupid guys! This is all your fault! Your fault I’m stuck like this—aching, desperate, forced to deal with it myself when I should just be able to let go like a girl should and let you take charge of me with the same blunt, confident force you use on every monster you cut down…




Chapter 6

“How long are you gonna rub your ass all over me?”

Kael’s voice cut through her haze—and Alex jolted so hard her tits nearly spilled out of her dress. She scrambled upright, tugging her skirt down, smoothing her robe, trying desperately to look innocent and proper—as if that could erase what she’d just done.

“Seriously?” Kael lifted himself onto his elbows, not even bothering to stand. “You’re just gonna use me as a prop for your perversion and then try to pretend you weren’t the one smearing your sticky juices all over the new trousers I bought? Can you believe this girl, guys!?”

“Barely,” Tarek grinned.

“Even seeing it with my own eyes, I can hardly believe it,” Boros added. “That she’d make such a mess and not even clean up.”

“G-Guys!?” Alex squeaked, whipping around so fast her skirt fluttered, flashing her drenched panties.

There they were.
Not creeping out of the darkness, not stepping into view—just standing there.
Tarek lounged against the wall like he’d been there forever. Boros rested his weight against his enormous shield, watching her calmly.

How long were they standing there!? How did I not notice!? Did they see? Did they see everything? They can’t prove anything—I mean—I didn’t do anything—I definitely—no—they—

Her thoughts exploded in every direction as she clung to her white staff, squeezing it tighter and tighter, trying desperately to invent a version of reality where none of this had just happened.

“Seriously, Alex!” Kael grumbled. “I just bought these yesterday!”
He shifted his hips, thrusting them forward to show the glistening stain on his groin. “With hard-earned coin we spill sweat for every day.”

Alex swallowed as she stared at the giant bulge beneath the huge wet patch spreading across Kael’s trousers.

“There’s no way I can take these back now,” he continued. “I can’t even walk out of here like this! What are you gonna do about it?”

“M-me?” Alex stammered.

“Yes, you!” Kael demanded. “Well? Clean it up!”

“R-Right away!” Alex rushed back to Kael’s groin and dropped to her knees at his side as if she had the slightest idea how to clean pussy stains off a hunk’s fresh trousers.

“Erm… l-let me see…” she mumbled, setting her staff aside and scrambling awkwardly around Kael’s hips. She grabbed the edge of her skirt and tried wiping at the mess.

She wasn’t sure she was helping at all. In fact, she was horrified by the sheer depth of the stains she’d made—the fabric was soaked through, darkened, claiming the entire outline of the bulge beneath.

But then her fingertips drifted closer… to the epicenter of her mess. To the thickest, darkest patch.
To the hypnotic bulge that seemed to converse directly to her pussy in a language only it could understand.

And in that instant, she understood exactly how she’d made such a mess so quickly and so easily.

Her fingers tingled as they brushed across that hot, throbbing shape that called her name with every pulse. The only thing Alex wondered was how she’d managed to peel herself off it at all.

It took all of her willpower to keep holding onto the hem of her skirt while she “cleaned” the length of that hardness, feeling it swell even more against her touch, feeling it twitch, feeling it grow.

Gods… is there even a limit to how big it can get? She wondered, mouth half-open.

“Oh come on, now you’re just smearing it across my trousers even more,” Kael complained, though without the slightest trace of anger.

But still Alex hung her head, cheeks burning, feeling like she had done something terribly wrong.
And desperately wanting to make it up to him.

“Just get them off and clean my underwear while it’s still salvageable,” Kael sighed, and Alex was all too happy to use this opportunity to fix her mistake.

She didn’t even realize what a stupid, eager grin she was wearing as she undid Kael’s belt and tugged his trousers down—a grin Kael watched with an amused smirk as he reclined against his backpack, which he had dragged closer while she’d been far too busy rubbing his bulge to notice.

But the moment she pulled the trousers down, she froze.

Kael’s white underwear was ruined—a ruined, soaked-through mess of her own making.

“Bah, so it’s too late for those too,” Kael said and shook his head. “Well, don’t worry, Alex. Mistakes happen. I’ll forgive you… as long as you at least clean my dick from the sticky mess you made.”

“Eh?” Alex blinked.

Of course, it made sense. She did make a mess… So she had to clean her mess. But… dick? Her mind raced. Was that what I was riding on the whole time? Was that what my pussy wanted? A dick? A guy’s dick? Kael’s dick? And I rubbed against it so hard… wishing it was inside—No! I didn’t know! I didn’t know what I was rubbing against! I didn’t want to get railed by a dick—Oh, gods that sounds incredible—wait—I—

Her thoughts scrambled into a panicked, erotic, breathless fog.

Do they all think I’m some dick-starved slut, don’t they? But I just wanted to masturbate. And it’s all their fault for not taking care of my needs earlier! There’s nothing wrong with a girl wanting to masturbate. To touch her pussy. To finally pleasure it. Nothing wrong with rubbing pussies against dicks. Nothing wrong with pressing them together. Not lewd—just… natural.

But… clean it? How? With what? With my skirt? The same way I wiped his trousers? That would mean touching it directly, wouldn’t it?

Alex’s heart hammered so hard it made her dizzy.

“Well?” Kael asked, impatience curling through his voice. “What are you waiting for? If those lewd juices of yours dry up, it’ll only be harder to clean.”

Lewd.
Hard.

Alex’s mind spun. All she could see was dick. Big, hard dick. It was still beneath that stained white underwear, and still she could see it so clearly—the dick she rode.

Her fingertips tingled. She felt lightheaded as her hands moved on their own—slipping forward, hooking into the waistband of Kael’s underwear, and pulling it down.

“O–hh—!” Alex gasped as the fabric lowered.

Her breath caught. Her pupils blew wide.

She was looking at a dick.
A real dick.
A thick, pulsing, heavy dick. 
And she revealed it for herself, pulling it out with her own trembling hands.

Simply magical! she thought, staring at it as if mesmerized.

And I… rubbed against that? Alex could suddenly so clearly see herself riding this thing. Even though it’s so huge? What if it had slipped inside?

The shaft throbbed in the cold dungeon air, hotter and thicker than her staff had ever been.

“So much thicker…” Alex whispered, leaning in without even realizing it. She studied it up close, eyeing every coiling vein that snaked along that long, heavy length… And at the end, that swollen, flushed head—the very place she had pressed her clit against repeatedly.

Her clit ached to feel that press once more.

“Would you get to work already?” Kael barked. “Do you want me to catch a cold?”

“R-Right away!” Alex blurted, reaching for her skirt.

Have to clean it, she told herself, fingers trembling as they clutched the hem and drifted toward that naked, exposed dick.

I’m just cleaning… just cleaning… she repeated, even as her fingers crept closer to that hot, throbbing, magnificent shape. It pulsed with Kael’s heartbeat—manly vigor rising through it—so vividly she could almost see each throb traveling down the length. And she couldn’t stop wondering what that pulse would feel like inside her.

I-Inside? Alex froze, fingers suspended midair before reaching their target.
No, I can’t possibly—Kael and I—and Tarek and Boros are standing right there! I couldn’t possibly ride dick in front of them—

No! Wait! That’s not the issue!
I shouldn’t be thinking about riding dick at all!

I’m… I mean, I’m… I’m a virgin! And virgins don’t just jump onto the first dick they see and ride it until the ache in their pussy finally quiets down. They most definitely don’t.

…Even if they want to so, so desperately…

How do those other healer girls resist? Alex wondered helplessly. If their ache was even half as dire as mine, wouldn’t they just spend all day sucking and riding as many dicks as they could, keeping their party members drier than a desert throughout their entire dungeon run?

Focus! she commanded herself. You’ve got a job to do!

Her long, feminine fingers tightened around her skirt. And what a wonderful job it is...

She pulled the fabric forward—

—and brushed it across Kael’s dick.

“Ahn!” Alex moaned the instant she made contact.
What the hell is wrong with me!? she asked herself, her face burning with shame. Does my voice only know how to moan now whenever I touch a dick? Even through fabric!? 
At least it wasn’t that loud, she reassured herself frantically. Maybe they didn’t hear…

Focus! she told herself, swallowing hard as she got back to work—rubbing Kael’s dick through her skirt, fingers trembling at the heat.

If it feels like this through the cloth… touching it directly would be simply—No, that would be too much. Would it, though? Maybe just a little… But how the hell am I supposed to explain touching Kael’s dick with my bare hands? Cleaning it with my skirt is one thing… but to just start stroking it? I have to figure out something—

“That’s not too bad,” Kael remarked casually.

Alex’s entire body jolted, dragged back into the moment.

“But your skirt is way too coarse,” he added. “Can you finish cleaning without it?”

“W-Without it…?” Alex breathed, heart racing, as she swallowed again.

“If… if you want to…” she whispered meekly.

YES!! she screamed in triumph inwardly, barely able to contain her excitement. If he asks for it, it’s not my fault! I’m just doing what I’m told! They can’t blame me—this is HIS request! I’m completely innocent!

Her skirt dropped from her fingers at once. And barely a second later her hand was already wrapped around Kael’s dick.

“Oh—yesss…” Alex moaned, oblivious to the sound escaping her, as all her senses narrowed to the heat pulsing into her palm, coaxing her hand to move, to stroke, to pleasure.

A-Amazing!! Why does it feel so amazing!? It’s just skin—no different than giving someone a shoulder rub—so why—

The answer revealed itself as she stroked again… and again… up and down, watching the skin glide back along the shaft, exposing more and more of Kael’s swollen cockhead—flushed, throbbing, aching for a girl’s warmth.

And Alex’s mouth watered in answer to that call.

“You can’t just clean it with dry hands,” Kael said, tone matter-of-fact. “You want to bruise my skin?”

“Ah!? O-Of course not, I’m sorry!” Alex squeaked, Kael’s voice snapping her back to reality for a fleeting second. “But… I thought… if it’s just my fingers… c-cleaning my wetness…”

“You have to lube it up, obviously,” Kael replied.

Lube! Of course! Alex thought, as if some great cosmic truth had just revealed itself.

It all made perfect sense now.

Why else would her mouth have watered the moment she saw his cock?
Why else would her body be leaning closer on its own?
Why else would her lips feel warm and tingling?

Obviously it was because she was supposed to lube it.
How could she have been so stupid?

Alex cursed her own ignorance. Her body had been guiding her—doing practically everything on its own for her, acting exactly as it was designed to act—and yet she still found ways to mess it up.

Alex leaned in closer, her full, needy lips hovering right over that throbbing cockhead as she slowly parted them.

“Aahn~…”

She let a thin ribbon of saliva spill onto Kael’s tip, immediately spreading it with trembling fingers.

More, Alex thought feverishly. A few drops of spit were nowhere near enough for a cock this huge.

She leaned closer, letting saliva gather and spill, dripping onto his shaft again—then again—until she was openly spitting on him, her fingers sliding through the glossy slickness as she worked it along his length.

Both hands wrapped around him now—ten delicate fingers stroking up and down—yet even together they couldn’t hope to cover even half of that massive, throbbing shaft.

And with every stroke along that swelling cock, something else swelled inside her—sharp, breathless frustration.

Not fair! she pouted inwardly. He gets all the joy while I get nothing. My body wants him inside me, and all I’m doing is teasing the ache…

Inside…

Her breath shattered into a tiny gasp.

My mouth also counts as inside me… right?
Maybe—maybe that would satisfy the ache…

Her gaze dipped to the thick, glistening head calling to her just inches from her lips.

But can I really get away with putting his hot, delicious dick in my mouth without raising suspicion…?

“This won’t do,” Kael said abruptly. “Your hands are way too small. And with all that spit, my dick’s getting cold. You need to warm it up. Can you do that?”

“Al–alright!” Alex gasped.

She didn’t hesitate. Not for a heartbeat. This was the excuse she needed—the permission she’d been dying for. She opened her lips wide and took Kael’s cock into her mouth in a single eager swallow—

—the only way she knew to warm a man’s dick.




Chapter 7

“Ohhmfff…”

Alex’s eyes fluttered, her entire body shuddering the instant her tongue felt that perfect soft-yet-hard, unmistakable shape filling her mouth. Instinct devoured hesitancy. Her tongue began circling that shape eagerly, greedily—licking every curve, every swell, from every angle—before taking it even deeper.

Her thighs clamped together without her even noticing while she just kept sucking. All her focus was on the cock filling her mouth, so she let her legs do whatever they wanted—and they did. They rubbed and squeezed on their own, grinding her ruined panties against her soaked pussy, pleasuring her heated body while she focused on pleasuring her mind.

“Hmnaah~!” she moaned loudly, shamelessly, stroking that shaft as she sucked—pulling it deeper, slobbering all over it, drool spilling everywhere, doing whatever she pleased now that she’d come this far.

Her hips rocked against the empty air, already imagining that cock behind them, inside them, filling her properly. She rocked harder, losing herself completely, stuffing her mouth with that hot, heavy cock until she choked on it.

“Our healer really is something else, isn’t she?” Kael said loudly to the rest of the party.

“How’s your dick? Clean enough yet?” Boros asked with a low chuckle as he approached.

“Not yet, but it’s getting there,” Kael smirked, watching lazily as Alex sucked him off—both hands working his shaft, spit spilling down her fingers as she choked again. His cock was far too big for her mouth, but that didn’t stop her for a second.

“Alex may be an inexperienced cocksucker,” Kael added with a grin, “but I have to admire the dedication.”

“Whoa…” Tarek breathed as he stepped behind Alex, eyes widening.

He watched her hips rock of their own accord, her skirt fluttering with each motion, putting her shapely, smooth ass fully on display. Her already thin, sexy panties were now completely see-through, soaked with sweat and pussy juice as she squirmed in place, silently begging for something more.

“How’s it look back there?” Kael asked.

“Erm… l-like I want to touch it,” Tarek swallowed, staring at the tight, needy, cleanly shaven pink pussy practically being presented to him—close enough to reach out and grab.

“Then touch it you will,” Kael said, glancing down at his cocksucking friend.

“You’re going to reward her for simply shaking her ass like it’s some cherished prize?” Boros joked, crossing his arms.

He and Kael exchanged a wicked, knowing grin.

“Good point—can’t let her off that easy,” Kael said.

He finally shifted from his relaxed sprawl, sat up, and grabbed Alex by her hair, pulling her mouth off his cock.

“Uaahn~!” Alex moaned—half surprise, half pure pleasure.

She didn’t want to be parted from the dick just as she was getting used to its size; her tongue even reached for it from her open, drooling mouth. But the sudden, firm pull on her hair—the unmistakable feeling of someone taking control— stirred something primal in her, making her squeeze her thighs together even tighter.

“I appreciate all the attention you’re giving me,” Kael said, voice low and amused, “but aren’t you being a little selfish?”

“S–Selfish?” Alex blinked, still dazed.

“Yes—selfish,” Kael emphasized. “Just look around you.”

Alex obeyed.

She turned her head and saw Boros and Tarek standing close. Tarek was staring openly at her ass, and she suddenly realized he had a full view of everything.  Her brain finally caught up to just how drenched she was back there—her thighs stuck together, glued with sticky trails of her own pussy juice.

Yet shame couldn’t stop her eyes from falling lower, as if dragged by an irresistible, unspoken call rising from between her friends’ legs.
She instantly recognized those familiar shapes: thick, pulsing bulges, throbbing with need for what she'd given Kael… each one just as mesmerizing as the first cock that had captured her.

“We were content to stay quiet even as you dressed skimpier and skimpier,” Kael said. “Even as you moaned with every spell like you were having an orgasm each time you cast a heal.”

Alex’s face burned. I moaned that much…?

“Tarek was actually worried about you,” Kael went on. “He thought maybe your healing required orgasms. That you were suffering, maybe in pain, maybe desperate for release.”

Tarek blushed but didn’t deny it.

“He even considered getting injured on purpose,” Kael added, “just so you could climax from healing him and finally get some rest. Boros and I barely talked him out of it. Because we knew the truth—”

His eyes raked over her soaked thighs, her trembling body, the drool still shining on her lips.

“—you’re just that horny of a girl.”

I did…? I am…? I am, aren’t I…?
Alex didn’t know what to believe. Her pussy still ached for cock, and her eyes stayed locked on the thick bulges between her friends’ legs—the untouched cocks beneath them that still hadn’t touched her lips.

“Still, we let it slide,” Kael continued. “First-time healer and all—we figured you needed time to settle into your new role. But today?” His tone sharpened slightly. “Today you’ve gone beyond any trace of reason or decency.”

“Shaking your ass nonstop,” Boros said, stepping closer. “Grinding on your staff. Moaning like a red-light whore while we’re trying to keep you safe! Just look at what you did!”

He pointed at his crotch, yanked his pants down, and revealed a cock so thick that Alex choked at the sight of it alone.

“I’ve been hard for hours because of you,” Boros growled. “How am I supposed to fight like this? Do you know how hard it is even to walk? I’m supposed to protect you all. What if someone got hurt? What if I got hurt? How are you going to take responsibility?”

“I… I… I…” Alex stammered helplessly, drooling as she stared at Boros’s thick meat. It wasn’t even fully erect yet, still hanging heavy—but she could already tell that if it ever stood completely firm, its girth alone could dislocate her jaw.

I have to suck it before he gets fully erect! she decided instantly, priorities snapping neatly into place.

“You, you, you,” Kael snapped, jerking Alex by the hair. “Can’t you even manage a simple ‘I’m sorry’? What if an orc had cut his dick off because of you?”

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Alex cried out immediately. “I didn’t think—I’m sorry for being such a stupid healer! I never wanted anything to happen to your precious dicks! Please, let me make it up to you!”

Then, remembering she still hadn’t finished cleaning Kael’s cock, she looked up at him with pleading eyes.

“I haven’t forgotten about you…” she spoke softly. “But… can I please make it up to Boros first? He’s been working so hard for us. I’ll make it up to you too.”

A perverted grin spread slowly across Kael’s face.

“Yes,” he said at last, releasing her hair. “You may.”

The healer rose to her knees and practically leapt for Boros’s troubled cock before it could swell any further.

“I’m sorry for making you suffer,” Alex whispered to Boros’s dick as she took it in her hands and began licking it. “I’m sorry I put you in danger. Such a big, strong cock…”

Boros stared down at her in disbelief.

“That cock worked extra hard today,” Kael said, amused, “keeping us safe in the dungeon, taking on monsters despite the ache you caused.”

“Ah—thank you for that!” Alex replied earnestly. “Thank you so much,” she breathed, opening her mouth as wide as she could to fit that fat cock inside.

“Aahn~!”

She swallowed, looking up into Boros’s eyes, searching desperately for any sign she was doing a good job.

“Ohh—” Boros trembled the moment he finally felt a girl’s soft lips around his cock.

After hours of denial and years of pent-up frustration, instinct took over—his hands grabbed the back of Alex’s head and pushed her down onto his swelling length.

“Hmmmff~!” Alex’s eyes flew wide as she gagged on Boros’s thick size.

Since when did they get so huge!? she wondered, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes as she struggled around her friend’s fat cock. First Kael—and now this—

“Ughhn—!”

Alex swallowed hard as Boros’s girth pressed hard against the entrance of her throat, forcing her jaw wider than she thought possible.

Alex was fairly certain that Kael was never as big as he was now, but Boros’s size was simply unreasonable.
Could it be because of my healing? she wondered hazily. The enhancements… The guys had grown bigger muscles too…

Alex didn’t mind that her friends had grown bigger and stronger while she’d grown weaker, softer—more dependent. But it had never even crossed her mind that their bodies might have changed that way, too—that their cocks might have swollen and improved while her former, forgettable thing had been replaced by a perfectly shaven, beautiful, tight pussy. Add to that a softer body, a lovely voice, beautiful eyes, and a set of perky breasts, and she already felt like she’d gotten a fantastic deal.

But to have such wonderful dicks secured all to herself as well… as a bonus…

Alex purred faintly around Boros’s cock—even as she gagged.

Despite the burning strain in her throat, despite barely being able to breathe, Boros’s commanding hand on the back of her head anchored her. And all Alex could think was that if she failed to satisfy him with her mouth, she’d have no choice but to satisfy him with her pussy.

The thought made her ache.

Her pussy tingled at the idea as she found herself hoping she’d fail faster—just so she’d get railed sooner by this giant hunk of a man, with a cock so huge she was sure she’d climax the moment it pushed inside her.

“Teasing us with your tits and ass all day,” Boros groaned, reveling in finally having his cock inside a girl’s hot, wet mouth. His arms and hips began moving on their own. He made his first shallow thrust, his hand guiding her head to meet it.

“You got off on showing off your body, didn’t you?” he demanded. “Didn’t you!?”

“Ah—hm~!” Alex nodded frantically, confessing as tears of joy slipped down her cheeks while she gave herself over completely to a real man’s control.

“I knew it,” Boros growled, steadily increasing his pace with every word, filling the dungeon with Alex’s increasingly desperate gags.

“You hoped you’d get to suck dick today, didn’t you?”

“Ahm!” Alex nodded again, her jaw aching as Boros swelled further in her mouth.

“Ohn—yeash!” Alex moaned—yes smeared and ruined by the thickness filling her mouth.

“Then suck it properly!” Boros bellowed.

He pulled her back to the very tip of his cock—but instead of freeing her mouth, he shoved her down hard, thrusting forward with such force that Alex gasped in shock, her throat opening wide, swallowing him several inches deep.

“Ghhlhhh—!!”

Her vision burst with stars as her body convulsed and trembled, her mind wiping blissfully clear. The suffocating pressure—the way she was held down on that thick, hot meat—sent her cleanly over the edge.

She came hard.

Her hands flew to her aching pussy, and the instant her soaked panties got in the way, Alex tore them off with the single-minded strength of a horny slut who would not let anything stand between her and pleasure.

Before the pink, pussy-drenched scraps even hit the ground, her fingers were already working shamelessly—chasing the pleasure as it ripped through her.

“By the gods…” Tarek half-exclaimed, half-muttered as he crouched behind Alex, watching her masturbate with both hands, fingers plunging and swirling through that squelching pussy just inches from his eyes. Her thighs trembled, hips swaying as she gagged and moaned around Boros’s cock, her hands moving faster and faster while sweat and slick juices ran down her legs.

“Is this what all girls are like when they get to touch dick?” Tarek asked, barely able to form the words, utterly captivated by that overheated, helpless femininity on display.

“All of them?” Boros rumbled, still gripping the back of Alex’s head. “Who knows—”

“Yes. Absolutely,” Kael cut in, finally rising to his feet. His hard cock swayed freely, droplets of Alex’s spit flinging off as he stood tall, every bit as proud and erect as his dick.

“Just look at her,” he said, stepping closer to Boros and bringing his cock right up to Alex’s stuffed mouth. “Want to suck this too?”

“Hmnnfh!” Alex gurgled immediately, eyes laser-focused on the new dick hovering before her. And not just any dick—the first dick she’d ever sucked.

“Whoa, she really wants it,” Boros laughed, feeling the faint, needy push of her body against his strong hand—an instinctive plea from a girl trying to reach for another cock even while her mouth was still full. “I guess… if you really want it that bad.”

He released her head.

“Phluuuahh—!” Alex gasped as she pulled free, choking and gagging as her lungs finally dragged in air. Her chest heaved as she gulped oxygen through her used mouth—

—and then, even while still gasping, she lunged for Kael’s cock, wrapping her lips around it and sucking eagerly. She thrust her fingers deeper inside herself while she wordlessly thanked Kael with her mouth for letting her breathe a little.

“See, Tarek?” Kael grinned, looking down at the slobbering healer beneath him. “They’re all like this. Even the ones who try to pretend otherwise. The moment they even get a whiff of hard dick, their brains turn to mush, and all they can think about is finding an excuse to suck it while pretending they still have some haughty decency left.”

“Oh… so that’s how it is,” Tarek murmured, staring straight at the first naked, needy pussy he’d ever seen with the same stunned fascination Alex had shown Kael’s cock minutes earlier.

“Still,” he added, swallowing, “Alex did work hard for the party.”

“True,” Boros nodded, his cock temporarily satisfied.

“Yeah? And?” Kael began—then caught on. “Oh. You want to reward our dear healer.”

“Exactly!” Tarek beamed.

“What do you say, Alex?” Kael asked, looking down at his cocksucking friend. “Want a reward?”

“Ahmmh!” Alex answered with her eyes, lips sealed around his cock, knees on the stone floor, body hot and slick with sweat, both hands buried between her thighs, back arched like a drawn bow.

“Go on, then,” Kael said to Tarek. “Reward her. However you see fit.”

“Don’t mind if I do!” Tarek exclaimed.

He grabbed Alex’s ass, fingers digging into her plush cheeks, and dove straight for that soaked, fingered pussy.

“H-HHHHNNNN—!!” Alex moaned louder than she ever had before, gasping wide and inadvertently taking Kael deep down her throat. Her whole body locked up for several long seconds, throat clenching around cock, fingers buried deep, ravenous tongue lapping up her soaked lips, pleasure detonating through her core.

Then she melted.

Her hips pushed back eagerly into Tarek’s mouth, rocking shamelessly for his eager tongue just as she’d rocked for their dicks. At the same time, she began bobbing instinctively on Kael’s cock, bulging her throat with an ease that made it feel like she’d been born for this.

“Whoah!” Kael gasped, losing control for a moment as he reeled from the tight throating his cock was not expecting.

“Where the hell did you learn to do that, Alex?” Boros asked, genuinely impressed. “Have you been practicing sucking cocks without us knowing?”

‘No, I haven’t!’ Alex wanted to say, but her throat was full and busy.

Still, she wanted to deny the accusation—not because she’d be ashamed of sucking cock (clearly, she loved it), but because she was proud. Proud of how well she was pleasing them. Proud that she could do this so well on her very first try—and she wanted them to know it.

And how had she gotten so good at it?

Alex could only guess. Maybe she really had been born for this. Maybe Boros’s thick cock had stretched her throat just enough to make deepthroating Kael feel effortless. Maybe it was the newly discovered pleasure of having her pussy eaten while her mouth was full.

Who knew girls had so many ways to feel this incredible?

Whatever the reason, Alex knew one thing—if this already felt like heaven, she could barely imagine the ecstasy waiting for her once one of their cocks finally slammed inside her. And as she rocked her hips harder against Tarek’s tongue, she realized she needed that cock inside her sooner rather than later.

“You alright, Kael?” Boros laughed, catching the dazed expression of a man experiencing his first real deepthroat.

“Y–Yeah…” Kael stammered, finally regaining his senses as his dick slowly adjusted to the sensation of a tight, clamping massage that no hand or trinket could ever hope to replicate.

But just when he thought he’d seen everything a healer’s first blowjob had to offer, Alex surprised him again. She reached out, grabbed both his and Boros’s cocks, and began stroking them at the same time.

With her pussy already buzzing under the care of an eager tongue—and her fingers reaching nowhere near deep enough to quiet the deeper ache still simmering inside her—Alex focused on pleasing as many men at once as she could. Something deep in her female instincts whispered that if she gave them enough stimulation, they’d eventually lose control and finally manhandle her the way she craved.

“By the goddess!” Kael exclaimed as Alex pulled off his cock and swallowed Boros’s again, taking him as deep as she could until she gagged—then back to him again.

Back and forth she worked them, never stopping, never slowing, stroking and sucking in a breathless rhythm that left the men speechless as they witnessed a cocksucker unleashed.

Lost in their stunned bliss, completely captivated by their lifelong friend indulging in cocksucking like she’d waited her entire life for this moment, none of them even thought to question how they’d lasted this long without spilling.

It was as if some unspoken force bound them all together—every shred of their will bent toward the same goal:
Don’t stop.
Not until this cock-hungry healer is ruined far beyond her wildest dreams.

Boros and Kael exchanged a look and nodded to each other, a silent agreement passing between them. Then Kael turned to Tarek and called out, “Stop slobbering over her pussy on your knees and fuck her properly already!”

“Eh?” Tarek breathed, finally pulling his mouth away from the lips that kept pressing insistently against him. His own lips glistened with pussy juice as his hands continued kneading Alex’s pliant ass.

“Can’t you see how she’s shaking her hips?” Kael said—then groaned as Alex took him down her throat again, as if thanking him for saying what she was too busy to voice. “When a girl grinds her ass like that at you, it means only one thing. She’s demanding you fuck her stupid and fuck her raw—or you’re not a real man!”

“Oh. I see,” Tarek said, grinning as if he’d just discovered there was more than one way to pleasure a pussy. “Alex… is that what you really want? For me to fuck you stupid?”

“Yashhh~!” Alex slobbered messily around Kael’s and Boros’s cocks, her answer passionate and unmistakable as she stuck her ass out toward Tarek, eyes lifting briefly to the two men who would have her too before this was over.

“Well, in that case,” Tarek said eagerly, “it’d be my pleasure to help you out.”

He fumbled with his rough leather fastenings and freed the cock that had remained contained the longest—now suddenly first in line to claim her pussy.




Chapter 8

Suddenly acting with such speed as if this one chance to fuck a horny girl might slip from his grasp at any moment, Tarek grabbed Alex’s hips and thrust toward the hole he’d been devouring moments earlier.

And in that split second—when virgin cock first met virgin pussy—time froze for Alex.

With every nerve her cock-addled mind possessed, she felt it—vividly, undeniably—the cockhead parting her pussy lips. It moved slowly, at a glacial pace, letting her register every sensation in microscopic detail.

He’s doing it, she realized. He’s putting it inside me. That hard dick inside me—my first dick. The first one to fuck me. I’m gonna get fucked! I begged to be fucked while sucking dicks! I wanted this. I asked for this.

Did I really ask my friends to fuck me while I sucked them off? Not only did I not resist—I encouraged it. I jumped at every excuse. Oh gods—it’s going in! It’s going in, and I’m only sucking harder!

I need it in! I need a cock down my throat the moment he slams into me. Slam into me! Cock! Fuck me while I’m choking on cock!

“Ghhhrllhuuu—!!” Alex gurgled as she forced herself down Kael’s cock as far as she could, choking herself on it completely just as Tarek slammed balls-deep into her. The moment he bottomed out, her body detonated— cumming with a cock down her throat and a cock buried in her pussy.

“Ohhh—Gooooodssss—!!”

The sound came out ruined and incomprehensible as the most powerful orgasm of her life tore through her. Her cock-loving mind sparkled, flashing pretty colors behind her rolling eyes, fingers trembling, toes curling, pussy leaking uncontrollably.

She lost all strength, all control, and would have collapsed entirely if she hadn’t been held upright by the cocks filling her throat and cunt.

Kael’s hand secured the back of her head, keeping her from slipping off him—she was dimly grateful for it. Meanwhile, Tarek seized her hips and began thrusting with desperate intensity, as if this were his one chance in life to fuck a pussy to his heart’s content, and Alex moaned around every horny drive of his cock.

Her body moved on its own—hips snapping back to meet him, catching every thrust of his precise cock as it found every place that made her gush, slamming against her pleasure points and tearing gurgling sounds from her throat that none of them had ever heard a girl make before.

“By the goddess—am I making her pee!?” Tarek blurted when he felt more than usual watery slick spilling down both their thighs, though even that didn’t slow his pounding for a moment.

“Nah,” Kael said calmly, glancing down at the girl whose eyes were rolling farther and farther to the back of her skull as he silently counted the seconds of her new throat-stuffed record—helped along by the delirium of her unbroken orgasm. “That’s just her squirting.”

“Since girls don’t usually orgasm visibly the way we do,” Kael continued, clearly enjoying his explanation, “they could fake it—say, if they’re fucking a guy just to get into his high-level party, or angling for jewelry or favors. But guys still need to know if a girl’s truly into them.”

He smirked.

“That’s why the gods created squirting. An orgasm so strong a girl starts leaking like crazy—proof beyond any doubt that she’s being fucked so well she’s cumming her brains out and wants even more.”

“Ah. Makes sense, I guess,” Tarek muttered, though barely listening to another one of Kael’s long-winded explanations as he drove into Alex again. “So… Alex likes the way we’re fucking her?”

“Oh yes,” Kael replied, his grin turning devilish as he finally pulled Alex’s dazed face off his cock after she set a new throat-stuffed record.

But instead of seeing a girl relieved to breathe, he found a whimpering mess—moaning and shuddering with every thrust into her pussy, already craning and reaching for another cock if this one would no longer have her.

“Where do you think you’re going!?” Kael growled.

He yanked her back before her tongue could reach Boros, shoved her down onto his cock again, cupped her face with both hands, and began thrusting into her mouth as if it were a pussy.

“Hooh… you guys are really going at it,” Boros said, stepping back a little as he watched Alex get taken from both ends.

The dungeon filled with the sounds of moaning, slapping flesh, and wet squelches—each echoing faster than the last, matched only by the fervor with which they used her.

All the healer girl could do was stay on all fours while her body was used for the pleasure of the cocks she craved. And the harsher she was used, the more she got off on it, surrendering completely to their strong cocks and controlling hands.

She couldn’t tell whether it was still the same orgasm tearing through her or if she’d already been fucked into a new one. All she could do was beg them to keep going by making needy, lewd sounds with the holes she offered them—sounds that only seemed to drive them harder, as if angered by how much she loved it.

And their thrusts continued until, even through her cock-fucked haze, Alex felt their hot members swell inside her, spiking her pleasure even more as she felt those unmistakable throbbing pulses that every female body was wired to recognize and love, signaling the coming of life-bearing seed that the female brain craved on a primal level.

Her tight, massaging, cock-shaped tunnels clenched harder at the realization that she was about to be filled with that thick, hot, manly cum. Her body responded the same way her mind did—begging those cocks for cum in every way it could by squeezing, sucking, milking them for it until the pleasure grew too much for any cock to withstand.

“Take our cum if you want it that bad,” Kael growled as he thrust down her throat with all the strength and reach he had, holding her there until her nose pressed into the coarse hair above his cock.

His body tensed as he groaned, pleasure crashing through him in heavy, pulsing waves—each one another spike of ecstasy, each one another hot shot of filling cum directly into Alex’s stomach.

Kael’s release was intense—but it still paled next to what Alex and Tarek were experiencing.

Tarek shook uncontrollably, disbelief tangled with bliss as Alex’s tight pussy seemed to suck the very soul out of him. He could hardly believe that he was actually cumming—again and again—straight into a hot, tight, wanting cunt, a secret, reckless hope flaring that he might get her pregnant right there before anyone else got their turn.

Little did Tarek know that, for a brief, flashing moment, Alex’s cum-fogged mind craved the same thing.

With hot cum pouring down her throat and flooding her pussy at the same time, she was convinced he’d filled her completely, flooding her womb directly. And as she climaxed with two cocks inside her, Alex realized with dizzy clarity that, for some reason she couldn’t explain, the idea of being fucked into pregnancy was intensely arousing.

Something about their seed being so strong, so potent, so claiming that they’d fertilize her right then and there resonated deep within her, feeding a feminine urge to submit to a man who was powerful, commanding, simply undeniable.

But before the pleasure could fully ebb—before their cocks had even finished pulsing out the last thick ropes—Alex’s gaze drifted.

Toward the one cock that hadn’t yet planted its seed inside her.

Her eyes locked onto the towering man attached to it, and that fertilization-seeking female brain of hers instantly knew: that was the one she wanted to pound her womb and fertilize it directly.

“Ho—holy—” Kael staggered back, reeling from an experience he knew would stay with him until his dying day. He nearly lost his footing as he dragged his spent cock from the throat that had milked him dry.

“Phlhuaaah~” Alex gasped sloppily for breath as Kael finally pulled out of her, his cock trailing spit and cum as it smeared her face in a thick, demeaning glaze that smelled of sex and claim. She licked her sticky lips slowly, never once breaking her stare from the one cock whose heavy balls still hung full and aching.

“Damn,” Kael muttered as he caught his breath. “The way Alex is looking at your cock? I’m kinda jealous.”

“Says the guy who just got his dick vacuumed dry,” Boros replied calmly.

“Hey—I’ve still got more in me,” Kael puffed out his chest, though his delivery lacked the force the words had implied, and Kael seemed to have realized that as he added, “Just… just give me a minute.”

“Take five,” Boros grinned as he stepped closer to the girl staring at his cock like it was made of gold.

“You want it inside you?” he asked, brushing his large hand over her sticky, messy cheek.

“I do,” Alex purred, leaning into his touch, rubbing herself against it.

Boros didn’t seem to mind the mess, petting her gently—almost fondly. Alex didn’t just appreciate it; something warmer stirred in her chest, blossoming into feelings for that gentle hand warming her cheek, even after it was stained with spit and cum. A feeling that made her want more from this man than just his cum filling her womb.

“Please… cum in my womb,” she whispered, still too shy to say her wish plainly, circling her desire instead.

“Oh, I will,” Boros said as he finally lifted his hand from her cheek, their skin clinging together for a moment before parting—glued by the sticky mess Alex had become. And as soon as she saw it, Alex immediately licked his palm clean, as any loyal female should, her body tingling all over at the salty taste.

Boros was left speechless.

Alex didn’t mind at all. Words felt unnecessary when she could see his intent so clearly in the way his cock swelled to its full, imposing size—shaming every one that had come before it, and any that would follow.

It wasn’t that she hadn’t loved Kael’s or Tarek’s cocks. They’d given her incredible pleasure—shattering orgasms. But staring up at this mountain of a man, at a cock thicker than her arms, Alex knew she was about to relive the shock of a girl’s first time.

And she knew she had to savor it. Because her pussy would never get stretched open like that again. Not after that cock.

“Please… take it slow at first,” Alex pleaded, her eyes following that massive length as Boros moved around her. Not because she feared pain—she simply wanted to draw out that first insertion for as long as possible, to make the moment stretch out even more than her pussy would.

“It’s a promise,” Boros said.

He meant it. Not because he worried he’d cum too quickly—something deep inside him knew that even if he did, both of them would will his cock to keep fucking, to keep spilling. No. He simply, genuinely wanted to claim Alex in a way she hadn’t been claimed yet.

“Move over,” Boros said to Tarek, who was still inside her.

His voice wasn’t loud. It wasn’t rude. But it carried such weight that Tarek yelped softly as he instantly pulled out of his first pussy, stumbling back and out of Boros’s way.

“Ohn—!” Alex whimpered as the softened cock slid from her pussy, making room for something far more primal. She felt Tarek’s fresh cum trickle out of her.

Good, she thought. It took her a moment to realize her body had already reacted—her muscles squeezing instinctively, pushing that seed out faster, clearing space for the far more potent seed.

“Heh.” Boros let out a deep, low chuckle as he watched it. Then he grabbed the healer and flipped her over.

“Yahn!” Alex yelped as she was handled like she weighed nothing at all. Before her breasts had even stopped bouncing from the impact, she seized her healer’s tunic with one hand and tore it apart in a single, desperate pull.

“Ah—!” Alex gasped as she watched scraps of fabric drift through the air, falling around her and onto her exposed body—pitiful remnants that failed to hide how small and vulnerable she was beneath that mountain of armor and muscle.

“Haah…” Alex breathed, spreading her legs wider, aroused by how much weaker and softer she was in comparison. Her gaze dropped to Boros’s cock, looming above her warmed-up, needy pussy.

Not nearly warmed up enough for a cock like me, his cock seemed to say.

Alex instantly understood how foolish and unnecessary her earlier squeezing had been. Boros’s cock feared no competition from lesser seed; it needed no help from a feeble body made for breeding. The shape of that swollen head felt purposeful—designed by higher powers to scrape out the unworthy cum out of a female and replace it with the seed she truly craved.

And Alex craved it.

She tilted her head, staring up at Boros as she folded her hands beneath her chin while squeezing and pushing her already perky breasts up even higher with her arms—doing everything she could to look as claimable, inviting, desperate to a horny man as humanly possible. She angled her body to show off her every new curve, like she’d been doing this her entire life.

“You don’t need to go that far,” Boros said with a grin as he reached for the straps of his armor and began undoing them one by one. His pauldrons loosened, shifting on his shoulders. Another strap came free. Then another—until his heavy chestplate hit the stone floor with a deep, thunderous thud.

He’s been wearing all that this whole time…?

Alex stared at the fallen armor in awe, knowing full well she couldn’t possibly have even lifted it—let alone carried it through a dungeon all day while fighting monsters. And that wasn’t even counting his shield and mace.

And when her eyes returned to Boros, her breath caught.

He pulled his shirt over his head, revealing massive muscles that had somehow grown even more imposing over the past days. He wasn’t cut like Kael or Tarek—but the sheer size of him made it clear he could have lifted all three of them at once without effort.

Did he grow even bigger just now? Alex couldn’t help but wonder. She hoped—irrationally—that perhaps she was doing that to him, making him even more impossibly manly as she kept exuding her want, her female breeding need, her desperate craving for his cock inside her.

There was a point when she couldn’t decide whether she wanted Boros to fuck her in full armor or not. The thought of being taken like an animal on a battlefield was intoxicating.

But now she knew. Beyond any doubt.

She wanted him naked. She wanted his hard muscles against her soft flesh. She wanted to try and fail to wrap her arms around him, to dig her nails into his skin as she moaned beneath his weight.

“Please fuck me!” Alex begged aloud, a cum-stained smile on her messy face as she opened her arms to him in invitation.

But Boros swatted her arms aside and grabbed her hips instead.

Ah. Of course, Alex thought. Why would he hug me? A man like that would take me like a bitch in heat and pound away until I screamed.

And yet—some small, aching part of her had wanted a hug when he entered her. She told herself it was just her needy, feminine nature craving more than being fucked and inseminated. Still, she didn’t dare say a word—not after her hands had already been brushed away.

But just as she resigned herself to a hug-less fucking, Boros slid one hand behind her back and lifted her into the air as if she were lighter than a little doll.

He held her naked, needy body effortlessly—one hand at her hips, the other supporting her back—and slowly began lowering her toward his cock, which pointed unerringly at her dripping pussy, where traces of weaker seed still lingered.

“Ohh…” Alex moaned, barely able to breathe, as if she were already being split open by his sheer size. She felt like she was being impregnated just by looking at the cock she was descending toward.

Breathe, she told herself. Breathe while you still can.

But how could she breathe normally when she was being lowered onto the greatest cock that had ever existed—or ever would—in this entire world? And for this one brief moment, it would be hers. Hers alone.

Her lips trembled as she drew closer. She bit down on them hard enough to hurt—but no pain on earth could erode the pleasure peaks her mind was rising toward while her body descended. And no matter how hard she bit her upper lips shut, she could do nothing about her dripping lower ones.

“Hoahn—!?”

Alex jolted through her entire body as those trembling lower lips finally brushed against hot, unmistakable flesh. She nearly came on the spot—but her torture had only begun.

Boros just kept lowering her. Slowly. Unimaginably slowly. Driving her insane—just like she’d asked.

“Hhhhnn—!” Alex’s moans and whimpers grew increasingly wild as the thick head began to part her. Her pussy had been fucked. It had been soaked. It was dripping with need for Boros’s cock and seed—and still the stretch drove her mad as she was far too small, far too tight for the thick cock of a god.

“Oooh—!”

The breath left her in a helpless gasp, taking the last of her strength with it as she collapsed against Boros’s chest.

She hadn’t even managed to take the swollen head fully inside her, and already she felt impossibly full—too full to imagine going any deeper. And yet she did. Lower she sank, and deeper his cock claimed her.

“You’re so big,” Alex rasped, clinging to the man pushing inside her like no man ever had—or ever would again. She clutched his massive frame for support, dug her nails into his skin, moaned against his hot flesh, but nothing she did could halt the slow, unyielding advance that claimed what she offered.

Alex didn’t even realize she wasn’t pressed flush against Boros’s body the way she imagined. All her thoughts were consumed by the cock that felt as if it had already reached her stomach.

Some functioning corner of her cock-craving mind knew she couldn’t possibly have taken even half of it yet. And that same part knew the advance wouldn’t stop until all of it was buried inside her—even if it felt as though it might fill her all the way up to her throat.

“Ohhh—don’t stop,” Alex moaned, already imagining herself reduced to nothing more than a warm sleeve for his cock. She couldn’t imagine how any girl could take all of it, and yet her hips were already moving toward that thick, relentless girth—already trying to fuck herself on it, selling herself with every breath, every sound, every desperate motion, doing everything she could to make sure Boros wouldn’t stop until he’d fucked up her very being.

And then something gave.

As if her body had finally eased into that mind-splitting stretch, her need for him overwhelmed an eighteen-year-old’s inexperienced tightness. She rocked harder, her body yielding more, obeying the will of the cocklover who wanted her pussy reshaped as she moaned louder, feeling every coiling vein drag and press along her trembling inner walls.

“Look at that, Tarek,” Kael said, watching Alex descend in Boros’s arms.

“I am,” Tarek breathed, already stroking himself. “I got hard again just from looking at them.” 

“See the way Alex moves?” Kael continued, narrating the scene for his buddy against the background of ever-louder moans of a stretched-out slut. “The way she forces herself onto a cock that’s far too big for her? There’s no way it should fit, right?”

“No way,” Tarek murmured. “By the way… was Boros always that huge?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Kael dismissed unnecessary questions. “What matters is how Alex accepts it. It shouldn’t fit—and yet it does. Why? Because when a woman truly wants a man inside her—not for money, not for status, but because she wants him—her desire forces her body to adapt, to overcome any limits that should otherwise be impossible for such a tight pussy.”

He smirked faintly.

“Females are wonderfully designed, don’t you think?”

“Yeah,” Tarek replied absentmindedly, stroking himself as he watched, captivated, as Boros finally began to move Alex along the veined length of his mighty pole.

“Ohh, fuck me!” Alex moaned aloud, her hips already in full swing as that cock started to slide through her. She was impatient, she knew that, but who could resist bouncing their hips when such a filling presence set their core on fire?

She couldn’t begin to guess how much deeper Boros could still fill her. She already felt stretched to the brink, feeling him strike places Tarek could never even dream of reaching. And as Boros took control, all Alex could do was wrap her arms and legs around him—as much as she could reach—offering body and soul to this man in exchange for his cock and seed.

“See that?” Kael said to Tarek. “When a girl pushes against a man like that—wraps her legs around his hips and squeezes her pussy around his bare cock—it means he’s doing a great job. And she wants his cum in her womb.”

“OOAAHN!!”

Alex’s cry tore free with the last of the air from her lungs as Boros seized her hips with both hands and began pounding away with such brutal force and depth that her vision narrowed until there was nothing but cock—nothing but the feeling of her body stretching and reshaping around it.

Boros slammed deeper and deeper. She didn’t understand how it was possible—every thrust felt like it struck her womb directly, and yet with each one, he somehow pushed a little farther, stretching her pussy beyond its limits, rearranging her tight hole until she was fit to take all of him completely.

And she wanted him to reshape her. She wanted all of his cock inside her. Alex knew that only then, only when she took him to the root, only when her thighs slapped against his balls, would she have earned his seed.

“Deeper—ohh, go deeper!” she begged against his hot flesh, smearing her face in his sweat, begging Boros to fill her and finally give her the cum that would make her pregnant.

“Ahn—pound my womb!” she cried. “Claim my womb!”

“I will,” Boros growled, “but show me your tits bounce first.”

He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her away from his massive pecs, arching her back as he pulled her back until she was arched and bouncing through the air—her breasts swaying freely as he thrust up into her.

“OoOOAHN!” Alex cried out, limbs flailing as Boros shoved another inch deeper inside her.

“Look at those titties jiggle!” Kael laughed.

“Look at her belly,” Tarek whispered in stunned awe, pointing at Alex’s abdomen.

With every thrust, Boros bulged Alex’s abdomen outward—claiming her deeper and deeper as he found a way to fit his might inside her.

“Keep going!!” Alex screamed, losing her mind.

And Boros had every intention of doing exactly that, his male need to claim a female in heat burning as fiercely as Alex’s desperation to be taken. And to fulfill their unified wish, he changed positions—his size and strength kept driving Alex higher through the air, but he needed her locked in place for that final claim.

He dropped to his knees, lowered Alex onto her back, and resumed his thrusts with the hunger of a feral beast as he pounded her into the stone floor.

“OOooohhhn!!” Alex howled, orgasmic waves surging through her, the new angle sending Boros’s cock crashing through her cervix, bulging her belly obscenely, every claiming thrust visible as he hammered her womb.

Tarek and Kael could not even recognize their friends anymore as they listened to the sounds tearing from them—sounds that did not feel human. Even on his knees, Boros was enormous, Alex’s hips forced high as mercilessly drove into her, arching her back into a deep crescent, her sore shoulder blades scraping stone, while her legs flew wildly through the air.

And still they all wanted him to thrust even deeper—Kael and Tarek included—as they cheered in dazed amazement, watching a scene they could’ve only dreamed of witnessing: a giant, primal man and a delicate female mating like animals.

And following that shared, fevered desire, Boros seized Alex’s trembling legs and shoved them over her head, pinning her down as he drove her into the rock beneath them—fucking her into solid stone with such ferocity that Tarek half-believed they’d carve a crater into the floor.

“Ohhhh—goooodssss!!” Alex screamed, squirting as she came—her mind shattering as Boros broke through all barriers of sanity and fucked her womb directly with his swelling, throbbing cock, barreling toward an orgasm that promised to end all others.

“Cum!!” she cried. “Ooohn, please cum! Cum inside me!”

“I will!!” Boros growled. “I’ll fill your slutty womb!!”

“Yes!! Fill my slutty womb!!” Alex begged. “Fill me up!! Get me pregnant!!”

The instant she said it, something snapped inside him. A switch flipped in the man who had only ever dreamed of creampieing a sexy girl like this. A typhoon unleashed through his cock as orgasm took hold of him. Boros drove his fingers hard into Alex’s soft thighs, slammed himself as deep into her womb as he could reach, and locked himself there as he erupted straight into it.

“Oooohn—yessssss!!!” Alex screamed, unable to stop cumming as her wish came true—a wish she hadn’t known she carried until she found herself in Boros’s arms. A wish she dared not voice, for fear of rejection. But the pleasure of a man’s worthy cock inside her shattered every inhibition as her orgasm drove her to cry the truth of her heart.

“Pregnant!!” she cried, her voice breaking with bliss. “You’re gonna make me pregnant!!”

Watching the scene unfold, Tarek busted a nut so powerful that he shot several long, powerful, arching ropes that reached all the way to Alex, splashing across her face and into her open mouth.

The orgasming girl swallowed every drop of seed that landed across her tongue without hesitation. Of course she did—what cock-loving girl wouldn’t swallow the seed offered to her at the height of her orgasm? The taste was rich and warm as it slid down her throat, while the most important load stayed where it belonged, flooding and warming her womb.

Alex had no sense of time anymore. She remained there—legs pinned over her head, a giant cock stretching her out and remolding her flooded womb in its shape as it pulsed and pumped more seed to ensure insemination. She couldn’t tell whether her belly bulged from Boros’s log-thick length or from the sheer amount of cum he pumped inside her, the only exit plugged shut by his size.

She was grateful he did not pull out—grateful he stayed buried in her womb, her hips angled upward, her body held in something poignantly close to a birthing position.

I wonder if he’ll be there the day I give birth, Alex thought hazily as she lay beneath him, basking in the orgasmic afterglow.




Chapter 9

Having been pounded into the stone and fertilized, Alex was utterly certain of one thing: this cock would go on to inseminate hundreds, if not thousands, of females. Many of them would be healers, just like her.

Countless of them would be unworthy, no doubt, but she couldn’t even claim she herself was deserving of his impregnating seed anymore. After all, she had already given her throat and pussy virginity to other men before begging for his seed to be the one to finish the claim.

That was when a certain realization flashed through her fucked mind.

Of course! Why didn’t I think of it earlier?

Her grin turned slow and lewd as the thought pulled her from her post-creampie haze.

“Boros…” she breathed weakly, her voice barely working after the claim that nearly left her broken. “My other virginity… I want you to have it. I want you to take it.”

“…You… you mean…?” Boros asked, the peak of his post-orgasmic comedown returning him, for the briefest moment, to his earlier, unsure self.

“Yes,” Alex said, turning her head with a coy, yet cheeky smile as her hands slid over her hips and squeezed her inviting butt in a way that Boros would definitely see. “I want you there too. Maybe… maybe you’ll fit even better there.”

Steam practically blasted from Boros’s nostrils. He pulled out of her in one powerful motion and flipped her over.

“OUAHGHN—!?” Alex cried out, cumming again when Boros pulled out of her womb so fast that he nearly dragged it with him, the surge of stimulation making her mind melt a little more as her world suddenly flipped once again.

Before she could even regain her senses from her previous cock-induced climax, she was already put in place for the rear taking she’d asked for.

“Ahn…” Alex moaned at the way he handled her. She didn’t need to think—didn’t need to do anything but keep melting from his cock while he handled her as he should. After all… what was required of her after coming this far? Even with her senses dulled by all the fucking, her body knew its role—finding a proper position on all fours, arching instinctively as his thick length swelled back to full hardness over her hips.

With her used entrance finally freed, heavy seed poured out of her in thick streams, pooling on the stone beneath her and quickly spreading from her knees to her elbows.

Alex reached toward that puddle with one hand and dipped her fingers into it to get a taste of the cum that had claimed her womb—while that same cock now hovered behind her, poised to take the only virginity she had left to offer.

“Ohhhn~!” Alex trembled as she sucked her cum-dipped fingers, getting off on the taste of salt and heat mixed with her female juices, falling further into utter certainty that she’d been born for this—born to live for cocks and cum, for the pleasure that came from pleasuring men before giving herself to their use.

And as she sucked her fingers clean, one by one, her gaze lifted to her friends, who had been enjoying the show ever since they’d spilled their first loads into her. Kael’s cock stood hard as stone, angled straight toward her suck-craving lips.

“Ahn~” Alex breathed out, letting her fingers slip from her mouth along with her tongue. She pressed a single finger against that long, slick tongue, slowly brushing it along the surface, inviting a far more filling digit to take its place.

“Don’t mind if I do,” Kael grinned as he stepped closer. “You don’t mind, right, Boros?” he asked the towering man looming behind her.

“If she wants a cock to suck, why would I stop her from enjoying herself?” Boros replied with a chuckle as he brought his thick cock to her back entrance.

“Ah, indeed, what are friends for, if not helping each other enjoy themselves, eh, Alex?” Kael laughed, guiding his cock to her hanging, dripping tongue.

“Ahn—yeash~!” Alex moaned just as her tongue came to life, seemingly all on its own, wrapping and coiling around Kael’s cock like a living thing—making everyone wonder, for a moment, whether it was Kael or Alex who wanted that cock sucked more.

“Oghh—!” Kael shuddered as he got the answer—Alex was just as insatiable as the first time she got her lips around a cock—even more so now that she’d gotten a taste for it, with every last inhibition fucked out of her, finally embracing herself as she was always meant to be.

And while Alex sucked Kael off, working hard for a fresh load, her eyes drifted to Tarek, who sat a short distance away with his softened cock in hand. Even before Kael approached her, Alex knew—as soon as she looked at them—which cock it was that had shot a load into her mouth as she got impregnated. And she didn’t think less of him for it. No. She wanted to wake the beast she knew still lived inside the rogue.

“Ah—come here,” Alex beckoned softly after pulling off Kael for a moment. “You’ve got more in you, don’t you?”

“Eh?” Tarek lifted his head, a mix of shy uncertainty and hesitant hope crossing his face. How could he refuse such an invitation—even if he doubted his cock could rise for a third time?

But even if Tarek still did not believe in himself, Alex didn’t doubt it at all. Her female instincts told her there was no man in this world who, in the prime of his youth, wouldn’t rise to the occasion over and over again if treated properly by a sexy, slutty girl. He just needed the chance.

“Come on—hurry up,” Kael chuckled, half-annoyed at the interruption, half-curious to see what Alex would do next—whether she could perform feats he’d only ever heard tales of during the many years of his pent-up longing.

Unlike with Kael, who had arrived at Alex’s mouth already hard as a bull, Alex took her time with Tarek. She treated his cock gently, reverently—worshipping the one that had been first to creampie her, the first to feed her while she got creampied, taking care of her need for nutrients.

She knew this cock would feed her again; she just needed to be careful not to scare it off with her insatiable lust, to rein in her endless hunger just long enough to coax it back—by kissing it, stroking it slowly, making love to it in ways none of the guys would’ve dreamed of experiencing even weeks ago.

And while Alex tended to Tarek with patient devotion, Boros matched her pace behind her.

All the time she’d spent sucking and lubing cocks, Boros had been preparing her tight, unexplored backdoor—coating it, teasing it, readying it for the ramming of her life. Unlike her pussy, this hole wasn’t warmed up yet. It would have to be, if it was going to endure what her pussy had barely survived.

But despite not being warmed up, despite this new exploration posing an even greater challenge to an inexperienced virgin, Alex wasn’t the same girl she’d been when she still had her pussy virginity. Her ass might’ve been inexperienced, but the same could not be said for her body and mind.

Her hips pressed back eagerly toward the cock that promised to rearrange her guts. Each time Boros nudged even a little against her tightly sealed entrance, a shiver raced up her spine—and in response, she took Tarek a little deeper, rousing him back toward his prime just in time to join in on what promised to be a thorough spit-roast.

“Hi there,” Alex giggled, slipping Tarek from her mouth to press a soft kiss to his tip. “Stay right here for a moment,” she told his cock, and with another parting kiss, turned to give some attention to Kael—just as Boros finally pushed into her ass.

“Hhhmfff—!” Alex moaned into Kael’s cock, taking it into her mouth not a moment too soon to deal with the invasive stretch at her backdoor that her tight ass had never been meant for. But the mind of a cock-loving slut was a curious thing. Even as the stuffing pressure edged close to pain, she embraced it fully, burying Kael’s dick down her throat to ride out the initial, most difficult fit and manage that assault on her nerve endings while her backdoor adjusted.

If fitting even the first inch of Boros’s enormous cock had been such a challenge, all logic and reason would’ve predicted that continuing would be agony.

But logic no longer ruled her.

With a body being that of a cock-addicted slut that she was, with a hunger for being stuffed by giant cocks in every hole, Alex’s brain quickly adapted and started rewriting that overwhelming sensation into the pleasure she knew it truly was.

Each new inch made her feel full—not just in her body, but in her very soul.

All those years of numb emptiness, drifting through life without purpose or direction, were being rewritten and filled with cock.

Resentment? Fucked out of her.
Uncertainty? Washed away in salty seed of love.

Each cock at her lips—a new connection.
Each deeper inch she took into her ass—a promise that she would never feel empty again.

“Please… fill me up,” Alex breathed through her messy, swollen lips as she looked up at Kael and Tarek while stroking them both. “I’m yours.”

Though her eyes stayed on the two men she sucked and pleasured, the words were meant for all three as Boros pushed deeper, past the last resistance of her sphincter and toward new depravities as she started climaxing with cocks in her hands before he was even halfway inside.

“OOoohhh—!” Alex gasped and hurried to gag herself on a cock—it didn’t matter which one. The fullness she felt when Boros pushed into her was unlike anything she’d ever known or imagined. Even after being taken in her pussy, stretched out and overfilled when he fucked her womb, this anal entry was entirely different.

Even while getting her womb fucked, Alex felt as if there was a limit to how much she could enjoy his massive cock with that vanilla entry, as though her body had to stretch to imitate getting filled by his entire size, forever constrained by the depth of her pussy.

Her ass had no such limits.

It did not matter whether Boros was twelve inches long or twenty; she could take all of him—every inch a blessing, filling her in ways nothing else ever could.

“Ghnmf—!” Alex gagged harder than usual, choking on the cock down her throat as Boros met a brief resistance deep inside her. For a heartbeat, she feared there was an end, that even those dark tunnels had a cap to how much they could take. Then—

Pop.

She felt it so clearly that she could almost hear it as Boros sank another two inches inside her in one smooth motion.

“Gghuugh—!” Alex choked again, but this time on pure bliss as she felt that cock slide past an inner bend within her walls before pushing on even deeper. This new claiming sensation was unlike any other as it sent her spiraling.

She squirted again, cumming from the sheer fact of literally getting her guts rearranged, her throat spasming around Kael’s cock in such delicate, trembling waves that she ended up milking the man for several more ropes of cum.

“Mmmmm~!” Alex moaned, eyes rolling back as hot cum poured down her throat while the giant cock inside her ass pushed deeper, deeper still, filling her until she could swear she felt it press against her belly.

Completely skewered from both ends, Alex could do nothing but remain impaled on their cocks and bask in the euphoric haze flooding her body as she lived through the first day of her new destiny as a healer girl—getting filled and used, again and again, every day for the rest of her life. And if this first day was anything to go by, she knew she’d made the best decision of her life.

Her only regret was not doing it sooner.

That’s alright, Alex thought dizzily. I’ll have plenty of opportunities to catch up.

She giggled as she let Kael’s spent cock slip from her lips, giving him a moment to recover while she turned her attention to Tarek—fully intent on not letting him rest until his balls were utterly empty.

But the instant she started to move, her entire body shuddered.
Boros had moved. And this time not inside her.
His cock had finally ceased its advance and now pulled back.

“Hoooohhhh—” The sound Alex made was less a breath and more a guttural howl of an animal as she felt that swollen, thick shape attempt to drag her insides out along with it. Or was it that she was the one clinging to his cock so desperately from within that it felt as if she’d be pulled apart when he withdrew?

Either way, that temporary retreat had only one possible outcome—Boros seized her hips and slammed back in, faster this time, stronger.

“GHhuyiii—!?” Alex cried out as she came again. His forceful thrust through her insides came at double speed, leaving her unable to even suck cock. And still, that was far from the end.

Boros pulled back again—shorter now, quicker— then drove into her harder. Back and forth, his pace built until he was pounding her body with such force that she could swear he was bulging her belly with every thrust.

“Oh—gods—don’t stop!” Alex cried out her desire to be pounded, even as her fingers trembled uselessly around the cocks she was too far gone to stroke.

“There it is again,” Kael said, mock-scolding, though his tone was amused as he and Tarek watched her get utterly rearranged. “That nasty, selfish streak—thinking only about herself.”

“Is that so?” Boros rumbled, joining in. “A healer can’t afford to be selfish if she wants to keep getting invited to dungeon-delving parties.”

“—and sex parties,” Kael added with a grin.

“Ahn—! I want to keep getting invited to sex parties!” Alex cried, her mind barely holding together as Boros straightened her out from the inside.

“Then behave yourself,” Boros said sharply—and slapped her ass.

“Uaahn—!”

Alex moaned and shuddered, biting her lip. The sting flared hot across her skin, so wonderfully sharpening the pleasure of being fucked, the lingering burn of his palm a reminder to behave and obey her men, just like they wanted.

“We really should punish her,” Kael mused. “Make sure she doesn’t stray from her path and end up without a party.”

“That would be terrible,” Tarek added. “A cute girl like that ending up all alone. Wait—why are we punishing her again?”

“Look at her,” Kael said, pointing at Alex’s blissed-out, dick-crazed smile. “She’s not even paying attention to our cocks anymore. What kind of healer does that?”

“Ahn—I’m sorry—I don’t want to end up alone,” Alex moaned, but the pleasure of strong cock was too great for her to think or do anything, and with the next brutal thrust she already forgot what she was apologizing for—if she ever knew it at all.

“Then work for your spot in our dungeon party!” Kael demanded, pushing his hard cock forward, dangling it before her pleasure-addled face.

“You could just fuck her mouth,” Tarek suggested.

“Oh—yes, please!” Alex agreed instantly, tongue out, mouth open wide, offering herself for a filling fuck from both ends.

“Tsk, tsk,” Kael clicked his tongue before bestowing more sage wisdom. “Don’t you see that this is exactly the issue, Tarek? She wants us to do all the work—fuck her ass and her mouth, her cunt—while she just kneels there, not deigning to put even minuscule effort toward pleasing her party.”

“I suppose…” Tarek muttered.

“It can’t be helped,” Boros rumbled. Then he grabbed a fistful of Alex’s long, golden locks and yanked hard.

“Oaahn—!” Alex cried in bliss as she was hauled up off the ground, her breasts swinging wildly while Boros arched her back and drove his cock even deeper into her.

“Just look at her,” Boros said, and the others couldn’t help but lower their gaze to the obscene bulge of his cock swelling beneath her belly.

“How many days has she even been a healer?” Boros continued, pulling harder, thrusting deeper. “And the first thing she did was start growing out her hair.”

“That’s how these healers are,” Kael sighed as he stepped closer and pinched Alex’s nipples, making her whimper and push herself into his hands, moaning for more. “They think that just showing up and looking pretty is enough. Doing the bare minimum and expecting us to handle the rest.”

Alex didn’t object. The only sounds she made were the soft, broken noises girls made when pain and pleasure blurred together in their brains into a cocktail of submissive pleasure. She reached for Kael’s hands, pressing them harder into her breasts, egging him on without words to keep teasing her erect nipples.

“Growing such wonderful tits just to beg us to touch them,” Kael went on, twisting her nipples into another breathless, feminine melody. “Growing out their hair to be used as reins. Widening their hips so we can grab them while all they do is bend over and collect all the pleasure and rewards. Making themselves as sexy as possible just to get plowed senseless—and then pretending that’s not all they care about.”

“Isn’t that exactly how you like them?” Tarek asked.

“Khh—yeah,” Kael snorted as he grabbed Alex’s face and made her look at him. “You didn’t think I’d settle for just head and be the only one not to dump a load in your cunt, did you?”

“Aahh… I hope not,” Alex breathed, grinning as her pussy clenched at the thought.

“Boros, help me out a little,” Kael said.

Boros had no reason to refuse. With his fertile load already secured inside Alex’s womb and egg, he was more than willing to help his party deepen their bond. Rising from the floor, he straightened to his full height, lifting Alex with him and holding her tight against his massive chest and hard abs while his cock kept her perfectly suspended, preventing her from sinking even an inch lower than she should as he locked her in place for Kael to aim his cock inside her insatiable pussy.

“Double penetration on your very first time,” Kael smirked as he pushed himself inside her without ceremony. “You really were born for this.”

“Hhhn—yesss,” Alex gasped, not bothering to deny it as she took a second cock into her body, joining the one filling her ass.

Although Boros had loosened her pussy, he also was the one who tightened it right back again by fucking her from behind, his cock pressing against everything inside her, stealing space for its commanding might.

“Oh—damn,” Kael groaned, confirming just how tight Alex still was, even if it was with the help of Boros’s shaft.

“Ooohn!” Alex cried as she wrapped her arms around Kael and rocked as much as she could against both cocks, even though she was completely at the mercy of their thrusts.

“Please, fuck me! Fuck me both!” she begged into Kael’s ear, reliving her virginity for the third time as the two cocks worked together to make her tighter, fuller, more undone than ever.

“Oh, I will, you damn healer slut,” Kael growled as he grabbed her hips and started hammering into her cunt, fucking her as if she’d personally slighted him, while she moaned soft, broken thank-yous against his neck.

And yet, for all Kael’s desire to unleash his manly wrath, his pent-up frustrations upon Alex’s sexy body—he couldn’t shake the feeling that Alex was somehow the one ending up in control.

He groped her tits, he tormented her nipples, he clawed at her hips, he drove his cock to the deepest point he could reach to assert his dominance—but it was still Alex’s clamping pussy that dominated his cock.

Alex was trapped between two men, trapped between two cocks, fucked without mercy, and cumming her brains out—and still her ass and pussy kept squeezing, still her holes clenched and milked Kael harder and harder until he couldn’t hold it back any longer.

“UAArgh—take it, you slut!!” Kael yelled as he shot his load inside her.

“Uahn… thank you,” Alex whispered at his ear, even as Boros drove into her from behind.

“Damn—this slut,” Kael breathed, his strength giving out as he filled her pussy with his hot jizz. And even as he came, it wasn’t enough. He needed to be the one standing over his healer, no matter what. “Tarek!” he called for backup. “Step in!”

“Gladly!” The rogue hurried to switch places while Kael regained his vigor.

“Ah—yes, cum here,” Alex welcomed Tarek with open arms and legs, wrapping around him the moment he was within reach—before he could even plant his cock inside her.

“Oh—” Tarek breathed, startled by how tightly she clung to him even while Boros was still inside her. He could feel that other cock through her slim body—the thick, unnatural swell every time Boros thrust into her, her bulging belly brushing against him with every thrust.

But instead of being brain-broken by such a pounding, Alex ground against Tarek, hunting for his cock with her cum-slick pussy.

“Alex… you’ve changed,” Tarek muttered, overwhelmed by what he saw.

“Shut up and fuck me!” Alex demanded, finding him and grinding her swollen clit against him to keep her pleasure ever high.

“That’s right, Tarek,” Boros said, grinning as he placed his big hand over the bulge he made and massaged through her body, drawing a purr from her. “When a girl begs you to fuck her raw, it’s unbecoming of a man not to give her what she wants. Let me help you both out.”

He guided her down right onto Tarek’s cock, seating her until she was snug around him.

“Ohhhn,” Alex shivered all over as her pussy was filled up once more.

“There, isn’t that better?” Boros asked them both with a smile.

“It is!” Alex moaned, unable to imagine spending even a single day with her pussy empty.

Tarek felt those shivers through her pussy as it wrapped around his cock and clung to it like both their lives depended on it. And between Alex’s vibrating pussy massage and the unyielding pressure of the hard log on the other side of her thin inner walls, Tarek instantly understood why Kael couldn’t last inside her. He himself only held on because he’d already spent himself more than once—and even then, Alex seemed intent on draining any drop he still might have to offer.

“Look at our healer,” Boros said, tugging Alex’s hair again to lift her chin high and bare her delicate throat. “How could we not fuck this body daily, just as she craves?”

He slowly slid his massive hand around her slender neck, squeezing ever so lightly.

“Oooh—!?” Tarek gasped, shuddering as he instantly felt Alex’s reaction ripple through her pussy. He barely kept himself from cumming again as she practically sucked him in while both her hands rose to caress that big hand at her throat.

If not for the way her body answered, Tarek might’ve thought that maybe she’d try to ease Boros’s grip away. Instead, she held it, caressed it lovingly, encouraging it to keep going while she kept her head tipped back, eyes closed, gathering what little focus she still possessed on this new type of submission.

“So she’s into that too,” Kael said, stepping closer. “Figures. Come on, don’t just stand there! Screw her the way she wants it!”

Tarek began to thrust, slowly at first, all of his attention fixed on Alex’s exposed throat and the tiny, telling twitches of her face.

Boros paused his own movements, taking a moment to better admire his fucked healer’s new experience. His hand was large enough that he could offer her two fingers to suck on while the rest still remained wrapped beneath her chin.

“Do you want your neck squeezed while getting fucked?” Boros asked.

“Mmhm,” Alex answered, sucking on his fingers and pressing harder against his hand so that Boros would finally choke her a little again.

“Then why don’t we give Tarek the honors?” Boros suggested.

“M-me?” Tarek’s voice wavered, even as his hand lifted instinctively, betraying the curious desire he hadn’t yet properly admitted.

“Come on, we don’t have all day,” Kael said impatiently, grabbing Tarek’s arm and pulling it higher, speeding up what was inevitable anyway.

Before Tarek fully realized what was happening, he had his hand around a girl’s delicate neck. He felt her every pulse beneath his fingers—and, focusing on it, realized he could feel that rhythm echoed in the way her pussy tightened around him.

He startled slightly when her hands closed over his, but the moment she pressed his hand back against her throat and whispered a needy, breathless, “Please,” his cock reacted in the only way it could— twitching up as it rose rock hard and thrust up into the pleading girl.

“Haah,” Tarek gasped as he gave in to the girl’s passionate plea, squeezing just a little while driving up into her.

“Oohn!” Alex moaned, gripping his hand tighter as her pussy clenched up around his cock.

Tarek thrust harder, careful not to squeeze too much—just enough to give Alex what she wanted. But her body begged for more: her hands, her voice, her pussy—all begged for more. And adding even the tiniest amount of pressure made Alex squeeze even tighter around his cock.

“Oohhhhn, harder!” Alex begged, her holes clamping up around both cocks that stirred her up with increasing fervor. Floating through the air on top of their two cocks, Alex felt her mind float too. And all she wanted was more of this feeling. More of their cocks, More of their brutish, manly hands all over her slender body. “Don’t stop! Choke me! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

Tarek squeezed harder, and Alex’s pussy squeezed harder in response. Thrusting with abandon, there was only so much he could endure even after multiple previous orgasms.

“Ooghn!” Tarek groaned as he shot one more load inside that tight pussy. Alex wrapped herself around him, arms and legs locking tight as she kissed him deeply, passionately, shuddering with every pulse as he emptied his balls inside her.

Before his cock had fully ceased pulsing, Kael stepped in.

“I’ll show you how to treat a slut,” Kael said, pushing Tarek aside, removing the spent cock from Alex’s pussy and replacing it with his own harder one, much to the joy of Alex as she got to relive that blissful floating haze again.

“Oh—yes,” she moaned the moment Kael was inside her. She didn’t know why it turned her on so much to be called a slut while being grabbed by the neck, but a single thrust was enough for her to cry out, “Fuck your slut!”

“Then tighten up properly,” Kael growled, one hand closing around her neck as the other twisted a nipple sharply.

“Ohn, yes! I’m sorry! Ohh yes~!” Alex apologized even as she got off on the harsh treatment that made her not want to obey, just to receive even more of it. But a good slut obeyed, and so she wrapped her legs around him and tightened as hard as she could.

“That’s better,” Kael grinned. “Here’s your reward, slut!”

He released her throat and seized both nipples at once, twisting them together as she cried out again.

“Ooohhnnn!” Alex threw her head back, the sharp pain layering over her pleasure as she almost came on the spot.

“Harder!” she begged for another twist, desperate to be pushed over the edge.

“Don’t demand!” Kael growled and slapped her breasts. “Sluts only beg.”

“I’m sorry! Please, twist my nipples harder!” Alex pleaded, eyes glassy with tears of pleasure.

“What are you?” Kael asked, twisting again.

“Kkhn—! I’m a slut!” Alex confessed.

Kael grabbed her face and forced her to look at him as he glared straight into her eyes. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“F-Forgetting…?” Alex gasped, confused, too fucked to understand what she could’ve possibly forgotten. “I—GHhyahn!?”

Boros’s hard cock plunging into her depths reminded her.

“I’m your slut!” she moaned, remembering whose cocks pleasured her holes.

“And don’t you forget it!” Kael growled as he resumed his thrusts, syncing his movements with Boros, their rhythm stirring up her overstuffed body, both cocks rubbing her thin inner walls from either side.

“Who was it that helped you become a healer?” Kael demanded.

“You guys did!” Alex moaned.

“Who always looked out for you and took care of you?”

“You always did!”

“Whose party are you forever loyal to?”

“Ahhhn—your party obviously!” Alex cried, her body squeezed tight between the heat and weight of two muscly, dominant men, just like her inner walls were squeezed tight between their cocks, fucking her toward rapture.

“That’s right!” Kael groaned, approaching his own climax as Alex’s tight hole clenched around his cock. “You’re our healer slut, and you’ll never leave our party!”

“Never!” Alex promised.

“Swear it,” Boros commanded, his pace quickening, his cock swelling and pulsing inside Alex’s rearranged ass.

“I swear I’ll never leave you,” Alex vowed. “I’ll always heal you. I’ll always suck your cocks. I’ll always bend over for you whenever you ask.” The words spilled from her as her climax tore through her and laid bare her unfiltered desires for both herself and her party members. “So please, fuck me as much as you want! Cum inside me as much as you want!”

“And in return, you’ll never have to think or worry about anything again,” Kael declared, his cock swelling as he thrust past the point of no return.

“I’ll always shield you from harm,” Boros promised, his cock throbbing as climax took him.

“I’ll cut down any monster that dares come near you,” Tarek swore.

“And we’ll always keep all your holes well satisfied,” Kael said with a dark grin as he bottomed out inside her.

“Ohhn—this is all I ever wanted!” Alex cried, their words alone sending her over the edge. “My spells are yours! My pussy is yours! My ass is yours! My throat is yours! My womb is yours! Fuck all my holes with your giant cocks!! Fuck me and cum inside me!!”

“As you wish,” Kael and Boros groaned together as they dug their fingers into her flesh and fucked their pact into her body as they erupted inside her—each pulse a promise, each broken moan an oath. Their party would never break, and their healer would never be left wanting as they delved through dungeons together.

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

[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Dungeon: Slime Surprise

Failing as an adventurer and drowning in debts, Sam was driven to desperation when he received a mysterious summon to a dungeon he had never heard of that promised a solution to all his problems.

"Gender-bending potions? Giant drooling flowers with big mouths and long, slippery tongues? Clingy, tingly, morphing slimes? What sort of a perverted dungeon is this?"

[image: ]1v5 in a World of Giant Futas: Gender Changed and Isekai’d

When a futa demon offers Bailey one wish, he doesn’t hesitate: to become a cute futanari and wake in a world overflowing with towering, hung goddesses.

Before the day is over, Bailey finds herself on a private bus, squeezed tight between five voluptuous futas, and every one of them is smiling at their new toy.
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