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Logging In.
It started with an email from a buddy of mine.
Holy shit, bro! You have to check out this new VRG I found! It's fucking unbelievable! Meet me at The Grid tonight, I'm strapping in at 7!
It was from Tommy, we'd been tight ever since we were kids. He'd always been way more into gaming than me, but ever since virtual reality tech had reached complete neuro-immersive capabilities...he'd become a little obsessed. I didn't judge him, I played regularly, but he could have been the poster-child for all those groups lobbying to have the VR games outlawed.
See, these games were jacked directly into your brain. When you were inside a game you would see, smell, feel, hear, and EVERYTHING else, just like you were there! Of course, people began to worry that this would allow the game corporations to do things like mind-control and all the other dystopian bullshit that sci-fi books and movie have always warned us about. Not mention the groups that feared addictive qualities, and of course more than a few old timers who just didn't like anything new.
The government made those corporations do all kinds of studies to prove that mind control was impossible. Some subliminal suggestion was found to be effective, but no more than your average Pepsi commercial. Plus, the companies producing this tech were making tons of money, and giving big political kickbacks, so VR gaming wasn't going anywhere soon.
Anyway, Tommy wasn't the kind of guy to get excited easily, and hyperbole was never his thing. If he called a game "fucking unbelievable" then it was worth checking out.
I ground through the afternoon at work, unable to stop myself from wondering what kind of game could be so "unbelievable." I'd played the fantasy VRMMORPG's and walked in their sprawling, magical country sides. I'd tried the realistic combat simulators, which were intense, but undercut by the fact you still knew you couldn't actually die. I'm not even too proud to admit that I tried one or two of the porno games, which...alright, those were pretty fun...until you had to get out of the rig and face the operators. You felt like a real pervert then.
When I finally got off work, I swung by home to change out of my monkey suit and grab some dinner before heading off to meet Tommy.
The Grid was an off-books VRcade that only the most avid gamers knew about. Them and the few friends they brought, like Tommy had me. It was actually an early access facility, games that had moved beyond beta testing but weren't quite ready for commercial release. Sometimes games that were never going to be released commercially for one reason or another.
I was never 100% comfortable in the games at The Grid. Sometimes there were still glaring bugs, that ruined the fun or sounded dangerous even. I'd heard rumors about a girl that ended up stuck in a game for two days once, because her logout prompt was buggy. Not sure how I'd deal with something like that. I played pretty casually, truth is I was never very good at any game I played. I just wanted to escape reality for a few hours, have a little fun, logout and go home.
It was after seven by the time I got to The Grid. I went inside to find someone working the counter who I didn't recognize. Since, I wasn't a frequent visitor though, this didn't trigger any red flags. He was tall, a little too old to be working admissions at a VRcade, but smiled at me like he knew me.
"Welcome to The Grid," he beamed. "What game are we playing tonight?"
"Oh shit," I replied, Tommy hadn't mentioned the name. "I just realized I don't know...buddy of mine sent me an email today, said there was a new game, said it was-"
"Fucking unbelievable?"
"Uhh, yeah?" I nodded. "Guess that's the going consensus?"
"Seems to be...5 btc, please."
It was the usual rate. Five bitcoin for as long as you could play before the Vitals Monitoring System sensors determined your vitals might be dipping too low and forced you to logout for food and water, or to get some sleep or whatever. I tapped my cellphone on the pay terminal and the man smiled again.
"This way..."
"Wait," I said. "I'm actually supposed to be meeting my buddy Tommy...is he here, do you know?"
The man paused, scratching his chin. "Tommy? Oh, yes, he said he was meeting a friend but he went ahead and logged in. Said to see you on the other side."
That sounded like Tommy. Especially when he was in full on obsession mode with a game. I nodded, and the man led on. He took me to a room at the back, knocked on the door twice. A gorgeous young woman opened the door and smiled at me. She was wearing a lab coat and glasses, and was simply way too hot to be working at The Grid.
"Oh hello," she said through a perfect-toothed grin. "Ready to try the new game I see?"
I chuckled, feeling myself blush. "Sure, I hear it's-"
"Fucking unbelievable!" she cut me off.
"Geez, is that the name of the game or something?" I laughed.
She hurried me inside, shutting the door behind me. Seeing the set up took my breath away. Before me was a huge wall lined with boxes, reminding me of a mausoleum. They were made from some nearly translucent polymer and back lit by radiant neon lights. I could just barely make out the shapes of bodies lying in some of them. Across from that was a huge control console, like something you'd expect to see at SpaceX.
Normally the game rooms were just full of cots or recliners, and you logged in with a helmetlike neuro-rig. The operator would have a single desktop computer on some flimsy folding table, to monitor the game systems, but nothing like this.
The pretty operator walked over to the wall, found an empty case and tapped the control panel. It slid open smoothly and inside I could see a much more streamlined version of the neuro-rig. This was next level stuff.
"So, uh, what's with the coffins," I joked trying hide a sudden nervousness.
She grinned at me. "This is where the tech is headed, a more luxurious experience and all that...y'know, like when they started putting recliners in movie theaters."
Seemed obvious when she put it like that, still I wasn't thrilled at the prospect of being sealed in a plastic tube, just to play a VR game. Still, my intrigue overrode my apprehension and when she motioned for me to lay down, I did.
The bottom was some kind of malleable silicone, molding itself perfectly to my back. It was so comfortable my apprehension vanished, laying on those lumpy cots always left me sore and cramped, this would surely eliminate that aspect of gaming.
She helped me put on the new neuro-rig, barely more than a headband, and asked if I was ready, then tapped a button near my shoulder. I felt the coffin sliding back into place. The neon light brightened to a blinding, almost painful proportion and suddenly I felt the sickening lurch as the neuro-rig took me in.
Tutorial.
Everything was a formless white void for a moment. Then a face appeared before me. Actually, a row of faces, and above them a flashing words that read: CHARACTER SELECTION.
Damn, I preferred games where I could customize my avatar. At least this game had a huge list of pre-fab characters to choose from though. I scrolled through, seeing only names and faces, wasn't much to go on. I noticed some of them were blocked which I assumed to meant those had been chosen by other players already. I wondered if this were some kind of PVP arena game...guess I'd find out soon enough.
Eventually I scrolled past a face that kind of resembled mine...or at least how I imagined mine would look if they ever made a movie about me. This face sported rugged good looks, a sharp jawline, piercing green eyes, dark cropped hair, and went by the name Mercer.
Reaching out with my mind to select Mercer, suddenly the face beside his started flashing instead, and the words: YOU HAVE SELECTED LEX! Flashed before me. Who the hell was Lex? This was a pretty glaring bug, nothing could ruin a game as quickly as running around in a body that you didn't like being in. That's why most VRG's let you customize your avatar these days.
There was a sudden sensation as if I was rising upwards, and then I came through a sort of energy portal into an actual room. It was always something of a relief when you came out of the void into the actual game simulation with familiar dimension and space. This chamber was a perfect cube, with seamless metallic walls.
I stepped forward off the energy portal, and immediately noticed an odd swaying feeling from my chest and hips. I looked down at myself to see a pair of breasts. I quickly took in the rest of my body... My avatar had silky, bright green hair falling past a pair of rounded shoulders, slender arms ending in distinctly feminine hands, a narrow waist with gently curving hips and a full round booty leading down to a pair of long legs. Lex was a fucking GIRL!?
I was wearing a shiny purple half jacket, over a blue tube top which left my stomach bare. Below that was a pair of skin tight booty shorts, the same purple as the jacket, which didn't quite cover my ample butt cheeks. Below that, a pair of black, knee high, high-heeled boots. Not just a girl, I was your typical sexy video game babe. Fucking unbelievable!
I know lots of people play opposite gendered avatars in VRGs and I don't judge, who cares? It's never been my thing though, in fact the thought had always left me mildly uncomfortable. Especially in the games with sex mechanics, and...wait!
I quickly stuck my new, feminine hands into those skin-tight shorts and probed my crotch. Sure enough, I felt the soft fleshy folds of labia and the opening of a vagina...my vagina. It was smooth and hairless, sensitive to the touch, and sent a pleasant little shiver up my spine just from my meager inspection. This game certainly had some form of sexual pleasure mechanics.
I wondered if I could just log out and choose another avatar. I opened my HUD and inspected the stats. Lex...I was a HUMAN intergalactic BOUNTY HUNTER (Lvl 1) with 50HP. I specialized in energy weapons, with a weakness in Close Quarters Combat. My inventory was empty and there was a list of special skills that had to be unlocked before I could see them. It was a pretty standard layout for a VRG but where the logout command usually was, instead there was a flashing button: START GAME.
Guessing I would have to start before I could log out, I tapped the button. Immediately I heard static in my left ear, as if I were wearing an ear piece. Then a predictably gravelly male voice began to speak.
"Lex, this is Lt. Commander Dreg of the Intergalactic Space Navy, thank god I reached you!" As he spoke, a crackled video screen appearing in the air before me. "As you know this is Captain Korvas, the most notorious space pirate in the galaxy!" The picture of a nasty looking alien appeared on the screen. He had a silvery beard and big black eyes, with two sharp little horns protruding from the grey skin of his forehead. "As you may not know, the ISN has recently been in development of a top-secret weapon called the Imminent Dominator! Last week, Captain Korvas stole the designs and a half-finished prototype!" The screen flashed through some pre-rendered video of Korvas and his crew killing some space naval officers, and stealing some typical looking sci-fi cannon. "Lex, I know you haven't always seen eye to eye with the ISN but, dammit, this is bigger than that! If Korvas assembles that weapon, no one will be able to stop him!"
The words: AWAITING YOUR RESPONSE... Flashed under the screen, it was a prompt for me to interact.
"I, uh, understand sir...fuck that's weird!" I said in a lilting, high-pitched tone. Hearing myself speak in a woman's register was kind of like when you partially lose your voice...you feel like you're talking normally but the sound just doesn't come out right.
"We have no idea where Captain Korvas is hiding but luckily we have a little time," Lt. Cdr. Dreg started up again. "Korvas still needs 5 components to fully assembled the Imminent Dominator! He's dispatched his top 5 lieutenants to get them!" The screen changed to display the faux mugshots of 5 mean looking space pirates, the game bosses no doubt. "If you can intercept them, and either save the component, or find out where Korvas is hiding...we might have a prayer!"
I looked through my HUD and searched the screen for a skip command. This was shaping up to be an interesting game, if a little cliché. Almost kind of a throw back feel to it. I was definitely intrigued, but since I had to quit and change avatars I didn't want to stand through this intro twice. No skip, no exit, no command prompt would respond while Lt. Cdr. Dreg was talking.
"I know you BOUNTY HUNTERS don't work for free, Lex," Lt. Commander Dreg went on. "So bring me those components and not only will the ISN be eternally grateful but there'll be a hefty reward in it for you!" The response prompt flashed again.
"Yes, sir," I sighed.
"Oh and Lex, one more thing," he sounded suddenly more severe. "We have every ISN AGENT out searching for these components, but news travels fast, every criminal organization in the galaxy is after this thing as well." Now other faces started flashing across the screen, I recognized some of them as the other character avatars. "Every other BOUNTY HUNTER, ASSASSIN, GALACTIC GANGSTER and any SPACE PIRATE not working for Korvas is out looking for these things too! Watch yourself, and trust no one! Good luck!" Translation, watch out for the other players.
The screen faded from sight and behind it was a strange looking gun floating in midair, slowly spinning in a circle. It was short and round with a wide glowing barrel. Flashing above it was the words: BEGIN TUTORIAL.
I checked through my HUD again, still no logout command. So I grabbed the gun to start the tutorial. The words: PLASMA PISTOL ACQUIRED. flashed where the gun had been. Then a section of the wall before me slid open, revealing a long hallway beyond.
I headed into the hallway, noticing the way my curvy hips swayed when I walked. Luckily the games mechanics took over a bit, so I didn't have to figure out how to walk in heels! I could run too, and started to hurry down the hallway. The running made my breasts bounce, and I couldn't help but giggle a little at the unfamiliar sensation. My heels thumped noisily as I went, I guess Lex wasn't a stealth character.
Suddenly, something jumped out in front of me. It was some kind of green skinned alien. He came up to about my shoulder, glaring at me with red oval eyes set in an oversized head. He had stubby legs, but long spindly arms that ended in big hands, so his knuckles dragged when he walked. He let out a threatening little snarl and I could see rows of sharp needle-like teeth.
Suddenly everything froze and an instruction panel popped up, it read: Watch out! This is a ZAUKNOID, Korvas's primary type of soldier... use your PLASMA PISTOL to destroy him!
I followed the instructions, lifting my gun and pulling the trigger. A blue beam of energy ripped from the barrel, I could feel the surge reverberate through my arm, a very visceral and exciting sensation. The blast hit the snarling alien between the eyes and he burst into a shower of sparkling pixels. Cool, very retro. I couldn't wait to get into a male avatar and give this game a real go.
I hurried along, blasting three more ZAUKNOIDS into sparkly bits as I did. When a fourth leapt out at me, I aimed and pulled the trigger but nothing happened. Again, everything froze, and another instructional panel popped up: Oops! You're out of charges (ammo)...quick recharge with the BLAST PACK behind that ZAUKNOID!
I ran up to the attacking alien and kicked him as hard as I could. He bounced back a step but didn't seem to take any damage and came at me again. I cocked my arm to through a punch, but he grabbed my wrist and yanked me forward.
Everything froze mid yank, and a new instruction panel appeared: Oh no! Lex is a very weak fighter, so try to avoid Close Quarters Combat...now the ZAUKNOID has caught you!
Great, what does that mean, I wondered as the text box faded. The game unfroze and the alien finished pulling me in. Before I knew what was happening he spun me around and grabbed my breasts! I could feel those oversized hands groping and squeezing my firm, plump flesh, and the sensation sent tingles all through my chest.
As the little bastard molested me, my health bar appeared before my eyes. Underneath it was another bar labeled: SP: 0. My HP began to tick down and at the same time my SP ticked up! Oh shit.
Finally, the little guy let me go, and I stumbled away gasping for breath. I checked my bars; HP: 44, SP: 8.
Everything stopped for another instruction panel: Be careful! The ZAUKNOIDS have no women on their planet and the only thing more important than following their captain's orders...is their desire to mate! If your Health Points get too low, or your Stimulation Points get too high, they will take you prisoner for breeding!
OH. FUCK. NO. This was one of those games!? I think they called them hentai games or HVRG, something like that. Why the hell would Tommy want me to play something like this? He knew I wasn't into this kind of thing. I so distracted wondering what Tommy was thinking, I didn't notice things were moving again.
The ZAUKNOID shoved me against the wall and grabbed my breasts again! His big hands closed around the soft orbs, squeezing and twisting them, sending a surge of tingles through my chest. A girlish moan escaped my lips and a shiver ran down my spine. (HP: 38 StimP: 20)
When he finally let go, I kicked the little perv again, knocking him back just enough for me to dive on the BLAST PACK. The gun hummed in my hand and I noticed a counter appear on it's back. (CHG: 4) Damn, I only get four shots with this thing, hopefully there were upgrades soon.
I blasted the leering alien just before he grabbed me again. My breasts heaved as I took in a deep, relieved breath, and I noticed that my nipples were clearly hard underneath the thin material of my tube top. This was too weird.
Whirling back towards the exit I made a dash down the hallway. I tried unsuccessfully to keep my boobs from bouncing with my free arm, keeping my PLASMA PISTOL up in front with the other. Several more ZAUKNOIDS jumped out at me, I avoided the ones I could, blasted the ones I couldn't and kept running. A few attacks landed, punching me with those big meaty hands and ticking away my health (HP: 32).
The punches hurt too. This game was definitely calibrated to feel pain, as well as pleasure. It wasn't quite to realistic levels but still unsettling, and not pleasant at all. Now I was definitely getting less into the idea of playing this game once I logged out, regardless of which avatar I had. Although, I couldn't help but wonder how the male characters were treated in the rape mechanics.
Shaking those thoughts from my head, I kept moving. I only had one shot left, but the exit was getting closer.
Then something else jumped out in front of me. I pulled up short, skidding on my high heels and aimed my gun at it. It was a very similar but different kind of alien. The head was the same, a big oval with red eyes and a fanged mouth, but the body was different. First it had blue skin, and second it had long, slimy tentacles instead of arms! I blasted it, obviously.



My plasma beam struck the grotesque alien, and it stumbled back but didn't burst. (CHG: 0)! Oh shit...
The game froze again for another instruction panel: Watch out! This is a TORNOID, the result of biological experiments by Captain Korvas's scientists! These and some other enemies are more powerful and more dangerous, they're attacks can STUN you and leave you momentarily defenseless!
Sure enough, time unfroze and the TORNOID attacked, whipping those disgusting tentacles at me. Luckily, Lex turned out to be a fairly nimble little minx, and I was able to avoid his attacks. How was I going to kill this bastard with no plasma charges though? Before I could figure it out, he caught me. I mistimed a dodge, and a tentacle whacked me really hard! (HP: 25)
My arms dropped limp at my sides, my knees bowed weakly, a ring of bright yellow stars encircled my head and I couldn't move. I was STUNNED!
As I stood there defenselessly, the TORNOID attacked again. This time his tentacle snapped like a whip across the front of me, splitting my tube top and booty shorts wide open. The pain was intense enough to rip a high-pitched scream from my throat. (HP: 18)
All my clothes fell right off, even my jacket for some reason, leaving me standing before the TORNOID completely naked...except for my high heeled boots.
Everything froze and the instruction panel appeared: Naked and helpless, whatever will you do? Remember, anytime your HP goes below 25, your clothes will be destroyed, leaving you extra vulnerable to your enemies. But hope is not lost! If an enemies Stim Points max out before yours, they will be momentarily vulnerable...of course, if yours reaches max first, you'll be taken prisoner for breeding!
As soon as time unfroze I was trying to cover my body. Even though this TORNOID was just a mindless MOB, I felt incredibly embarrassed standing there completely naked...in a girl's body no less! Or maybe because I was in a girl's body... My cheeks blushed red hot, and...it's really hard to explain but there was an unfamiliar, almost feminine feeling about my humiliation...was the game interface driving that emotion?
As I stood there, stupidly over analyzing my embarrassment the TORNOID pounced on me! We hit the ground and I cried out, already feeling his slimy tentacles coiling over my skin! The first snaked around my torso, just under my breasts, and pinned my arms to my sides. The other was entwining itself around my thigh. He leered over me, then opened his mouth and a long, forked tongue slithered out.
"No! No! Get off of me!" I cried. Instead of the enraged shout I wanted, there was a feeble tremor in my feminine voice.
I watched as that tongue reached down, licking at the tip of my left breast. It was warm and slimy, and made my nipple tingle and harden immediately. My Stim bar appeared and began ticking up (SP: 20-21-22). I could feel those arousing tingles dancing through my chest again. That monstrous tongue whipped over, giving my right nipple the same treatment (SP: 22-23-24-25).
The Stim points seemed to tick faster as the bar filled. I guess that made sense, but it seemed unfair. Then I noticed that the TORNOID had a Stim bar over his head, climbing as well (TOR StimP: 3-4-5-6). I realized this was like some kind of skill test.
I couldn't give it too much thought as my attention was drawn to the tentacle wrapped around my thigh. I could feel its tip reaching for my new pussy! I writhed trying to break free, but I just wasn't strong enough! Whimpering in fear, I could feel the slimy tip parting the sensitive folds of my labia, squirming into them. I shuddered and moaned as a warm feeling spread through my hips (SP: 25-27-28).
I didn't want this to feel good but it did. What a twisted game! Here I was being raped by a gross, tentacled alien, and getting more and more turned on by the minute.
His weird little tongue coiled around my erect left nipple and yanked, making me gasp and quiver, as those arousing tingles spread down through my stomach (SP: 28-29-30). Even though it was already slimy and slick between my legs, I felt myself getting wet as the bar hit 30.
I checked his Stim counter: TOR SP: 10-11-12.
I could feel the tip of his tentacle prod the opening of my vagina, and then penetrate me. I felt every inch as it slid inside my body and couldn't help but moan (SP: 30-35). As it began to thrust, sliding in and out between my thighs, lightning bolts of sexual energy shot down my long legs making them quiver (SP: 35-36-37).
The heat and pressure spreading through my hips flooded up through my torso making my nipples ache, even as his tongue continued to torment them (SP: 37-38-39). The tentacle continued to pump, invading my defenseless pussy, and feeling it inside me felt totally violating.
Pretty sure I was sunk, I glanced up at his counter (TOR SP: 15-16-17). I was more than double him, no way I could win this.
The tentacle between my legs began to thrust hard and fast, making my head spin (SP: 39-41-42). Orgasmic energy was now flooding my entire body, and all I could do was moan in time to his thrusts (SP: 42-43-44). My wide, curvy hips began to writhe in response, as if my body was surrendering (StimP: 44-45-46).
Suddenly...the little guy jerked awkwardly and I felt a rush of warmth inside me. He twitched and shuddered, pumping more and more of the hot fluid into me, until I realized with a lurch of shame he was filling me with cum! I felt it leaking out of my pussy and dripping down my butt and thighs. He was cumming inside me! I blinked, trying to clear my head and looked at his counter, it was flashing red: TOR StimP: 25!!
The tentacles uncoiled and he backed away, leaving me a gasping, trembling mess. But my counter held at 46! His counter faded, replaced by a familiar ring of stars circling his head: STUNNED!
I should have realized that a low level enemy MOB wouldn't have the same stats as me, even at level 1. It further occurred to me, this is still just the tutorial, it wouldn't GAME OVER me before the game actually started.
I forced myself to stand and on wobbly knees walked right up to the TORNOID. I kicked him between the legs with everything I had! He burst into a shower of glittery pixels. Thank god! Maybe now I could finish the tutorial, log out and never ever talk about the time I was raped by a slimy tentacled alien.
I could barely walk though. My knees were shaking, my breasts were sensitive and my nipples positively ached. My pussy was still dripping with alien cum and my own juices, and was radiating a peculiar, hot, needy feeling throughout my hips. My entire body was still trembling, my head was spinning but I took a few unsteady steps forward, I was almost out!
Just then, another damn instructional box popped up: Congratulations! You survived your alien tryst! But now your STIM POINTS are too high. Max them out yourself, and the bar will reset.
Of course. The box vanished, and time resumed. I took a few more tremulous steps before realizing I wasn't getting out of this one either. Leaning against the wall, I reached between my legs, and wiggled my dainty little fingers into my slimy, dripping pussy. Instantly all those feelings of arousal reignited. I whimpered, sinking to a seated position with my legs spread and began to finger myself (SP: 46-47-48).
The orgasmic energy radiated up through my body, blurring my vision and numbing my brain. I felt like a dam about to burst, gasping as my legs trembled violently (SP: 48-49-50!). The dam broke and that orgasmic wave washed over me, I moaned as my new female body tensed wildly, then released and relaxed completely (SP: 0). As I leaned against the wall, gasping for air, the words: SKILL UNLOCKED: MASTURBATION flashed before my eyes.
Sitting there on the padding of my round, naked ass, feeling the weight of my plump, new breasts bobbing with every breath was surreal. I felt so vulnerable after feeling the TORNOID'S tentacle force its way inside me, and I couldn't help but wonder if a cock felt any different. Surely. Wait, what was I thinking? I'd never even really imagined what it would be like to be a woman, and now here I was trapped in the body of one. I had to get out of this game and get back to being a man!
With the Stim bar cleared, my strength returned quickly, and I stood easily. I walked the short distance to the end of the hall way, where a glowing portal was waiting for me.
Just before I reached it a final text box appeared: CONGRATULATIONS!! You have completed the tutorial for LEX and are now ready to face Captain Korvas's forces! Keep an eye open for MED KITs to replenish your HP. You can also find LOOT BOXES with gear and upgrades to aid in your mission. GOOD LUCK BOUNTY HUNTER!
As the text box faded, a predictably red and white MED KIT appeared, along with a silver LOOT BOX, and two BLAST PACKs. I was tempted to ignore them and run to the portal, but something made me think better of it. I grabbed the MED KIT and it started to glow, then dissolved into my hands, the light flashed through me and my health bar surged back to full (HP: 50).
I grabbed the two BLAST PACKs, and watched as the counter on my gun ticked up too (CHG: 8). Good to know it can hold more than 4 charges. Then I opened the LOOT BOX. Inside were replacement clothes! I quickly shimmied my curvaceous hips into a new pair of booty shorts, and tucked my boobs into the accompanying tube top. Slinging on the half jacket I noticed one more thing in the box, a belt and holster for my PLASMA PISTOL. It was a little loose, hanging sort of cockeyed across my curvy hips.
Restored and outfitted I stepped through the glowing portal, so ready to log out. It would be a cool game, if I were into this kind of thing. The sexual pleasure mechanics were next level even compared to the porno games I played, although their implementation was a little twisted. And I had to admit that silicon-bed-pod-setup seemed promising.
Hmm...maybe I would be back...well, I needed to find out what the sexual components were like with a male avatar, did they get raped too? Not sure I was ready for that. Probably not though, such double standards were still a common pitfall in gaming...
The white void of the portal solidified around me, and I found myself standing on a platform overlooking a jungle planet. It was hot and humid, just like you would expect. All around, I heard wild animals screeching and howling. In the distance was a tower that looked like a giant satellite dish. Pretty cool. Too bad I couldn't stay.
I opened my HUD and went to hit the logout command...but there was still nothing there! WHAT? THE? ACTUAL? FUCK?
Next...The Jungles of Cirkon: Stage One.
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Stage 1-1
Shapes and colors began to show through the white void of the portal. As things solidified around me, I found myself standing on a platform overlooking a jungle planet. Behind me was a wrecked space ship, still smoldering. It was hot and humid, just like you would expect a jungle planet to be. All around, I could hear wild animals screeching and howling. In the distance was a giant satellite dish that had all the earmarks of BOSS STAGE.
All in all, it was pretty cool looking, if somewhat standard fare for such a, supposedly, "fucking unbelievable" game. Too bad I wouldn't be staying. I had completed the tutorial and now I was going to log out, go home and tear my so-called buddy a new one for getting into this sex crazed HVRG, which I had to play through far too much of in a female avatar...although come to think of it, I probably wasn't going to mention that last part.
I opened my HUD and went to hit the logout command...but there was nothing there! What the actual fuck?
I closed my HUD, then pulled it up again. Still nothing. I must have repeated that cycle thirty-seven times before I accepted that the command prompt just wasn't going to appear.
"HOW THE HELL DO YOU LOG OUT OF THIS STUPID GAME!?" I shouted up to the heavens.
As if in answer, huge flashing words appeared in the sky that read: STAGE ONE: JUNGLES OF CIRKON...then...BEGIN!!
"No!" I shouted back, trying to ignore the high register of my feminine voice. "No! I will not begin!" A sudden rush of emotion swept through me; anger, frustration, confusion, fear. It hit me all at once, and I felt tears welling up. "Let me out of this stupid game!" I wailed, starting to cry. "Shit, knock that off!" I admonished myself, wiping my cheeks. "I'm not a crier!" The harder I fought it, the more it came, until I was practically bawling.
I really wasn't a crier normally. I wouldn't call myself a tough guy, but I had a pretty tight rein on my emotions. Apparently, that was gone in this body. Any quality VRG had simulated bio-feedback and psyc-parameters to ensure an authentic experience. That meant it wasn't just me steering a digital doll around, my brain was receiving a flood of hormones and emotions calibrated for the female body I was in. It was unfamiliar and overwhelming...but come on, really? Wasn't I supposed to be a tough intergalactic bounty hunter? I suppose you could make the argument that "Lex" would have had her whole life as a woman to learn how to deal with her emotions. This was all brand new to my male psyche.
My little pity party was swiftly interrupted by the sound of static in my ear once more, followed by the familiar gravelly voice of Lt. Cdr. Dreg: "Godamit Lex, are you there? Come in, Lex?"
"My name's not Lex," I whined.
"Damn it's good to hear your voice! Should've known one little planetary defense system wasn't enough to kill you!" I glanced back at the wreckage behind me, guess I'd been shot down? "But that means the enemy knows your there, so you're going to have to be doubly careful! And you don't have much time! Our intelligence says that Gnash One-eye, high chieftain of the Space ORKS of planet CIRKON, and right hand to Captain Korvas, has already recovered one of the components and is holding it in his fortress there! You've got to recover that component before Captain Korvas arrives! Good luck, Lex!"
Dreg's voice faded out, and I was once again left alone with the sounds of the jungle. I sniffled out a last few tears, and then wiped my face regaining some composure. I actually felt a little better overall. Maybe there was something to that "good cry" my girl friends had always talked about.
I searched that little platform thoroughly, hoping I'd find some kind of EXIT or MENU access point but of course there was nothing. I did find a spare MED KIT that I was able to store in my inventory, and two more BLAST PACKs pumping up the charges for my PLASMA PISTOL (CHG 16).
Finally, I turned back towards the distant fortress, surveying the jungle in between. I glanced down at myself. It was still a completely surreal feeling, looking down at a big pair of breasts, curvy hips and the long slender legs of a sexy woman and realizing that was MY body.
Although at the moment, I was also appraising the outfit I was wearing; a purple half jacket over a blue tube top which barely contained those big breasts, purple booty shorts clinging to those curvy hips and those legs disappearing into a high heeled, knee high boots. Hardly an appropriate combo for a jungle safari.
Feeling those breasts bob as I heaved a sigh, I decided I had no choice. I'd go crazy sitting here waiting for the VMS to kick me out, could be hours yet too, since I'd eaten just before logging in. So I'd play the game. Who knows, maybe I'd find an upgrade or a stage or something that would clear the bug and reboot my logout command. Or MAYBE I'd find Tommy and kill him in the game, so he can go log me out and then I could kill him IRL!
Smiling at that thought, I climbed down off the starting platform and struck out into the Jungles of Cirkon.
"I guess my name IS Lex...for now," I murmured to myself.
I pushed through the underbrush for a ways, feeling every branch and leaf brushing against my bare skin, of which my outfit left copious amounts. However, I was pleasantly surprised at how good my high heeled boots seemed to be for hiking. Apparently, some of the realism of the game had been dialed back in service of style.
Eventually, I pushed out into a small clearing where two ZAUKNOIDS jumped out!
"Nice tits!" one of them growled.
"Oh Great," I sighed. "You guys talk now?"
I quickly pulled my PLASMA PISTOL and popped them both (CHG 14). Then I heard rustling in the brush behind me, so I dashed forward. Another ZAUK appeared in front of me, at first I leveled my gun at him, but then noticed a platform hanging above him. I leapt for it, finding a surprisingly powerful spring in my jump and easily reached the ledge.
Below me, I heard the frustrated snarl of the ZAUK. "Hey! Get those tits back here!"
My heels clicked against the metal of the platform as I crossed it. There were two more platforms on the far side, another hanging and one embedded in the tree. I jumped to the embedded platform.
"Great view, sweet cheeks!" I heard the ZAUK below me.
I bet he did have a great view, these booty shorts didn't even cover my whole butt. Trying to ignore him, I hurried across the platform. Suddenly another of the little bastards swung down from one of the branches above me. I didn't see him in time, and he kicked me in the face with both feet knocking me back on my big round ass! (HP: 47)
"Nice tits!" he grumbled starting forward...great, that wouldn't get annoying.
I scrambled to my feet and kicked him, doing no damage but knocking him back a step. I blasted him with my PLASMA PISTOL and he burst into a shower of pixels (CHG 13). I leapt over to the next platform, careful to watch the branches for ambush this time. Which meant I missed the ZAUK hanging from the side of the dais. As soon as I landed he popped up onto the platform and slugged me in the stomach! (HP: 45)
Groaning in pain, I stumbled back and felt my heels slip over the edge. I struggled to regain my balance, I had a high agility score after all. As I teetered the ZAUK walked right up to me.
"Nice tits!" he said, and punched me again! (HP: 43)
I squealed in pain and fell off the platform, landing hard on the overgrown ground. (HP: 42) Taking two hits in a row left me STUNNED, and right at the feet of that first ZAUK. I felt his hands on my shoulders even as a yellow ring of stars began to swirl around my head. He yanked me against his chest and grabbed my breasts!
"No! Get off!" I cried.
I thrashed trying to escape, but I was powerless in his grip! His big green hands closed around my plump melons and began to squeeze them. Instantly, I felt a tingly rush in my chest. I could do nothing but squirm as he continued to molest me, mashing my tits in his grubby paws. (HP: 36, SP: 8) Finally, he let go and I stumbled backwards, hearing him make a guttural sort of laugh.
"Laugh at this, you little perv!" I snarled, aiming my PLASMA PISTOL.
Before I could fire, my arms were pinned down to my sides as two more green arms encircled me! Immediately the attached hands were groping my boobs, sending another rush of tingles through my chest. I gasped, withering in those clutches, feeling my nipples harden as my boobs were mauled once more. (HP: 30, SP: 16)
When he let me go, I was breathing heavy and realizing I was surrounded, and close quarters combat was my main weakness! The first ZAUK was beginning to advance again. I had a split second to act, so I turned and blasted the ZAUK who had just molested me. I ran straight threw the little shower pixels left behind, knowing I needed to create some space.
Before I could get far enough, the ZAUK who'd knocked me off the platform swung down off the edge and kicked me in the face again! (HP: 27) I cried out again falling back on my ass, watching the MOB drop to the ground in front of me.
"Nice tits!" he said.
I immediately lifted my gun, only to have it slapped out of my hand by the ZAUK behind me. Then he grabbed me again.
"No!" I cried out.
This time he pinned me down on the ground, holding both wrists with one hand. I squirmed desperately, but my strength rating was too low to be effective. His free hand reached for my chest, but this time he grabbed the hem of my tube top and ripped it right off! I squealed in protest as my big round breasts sprang free.
"Nice tits!" - "Nice tits!" The ZAUKNOIDS said, not quite in unison.
As the other approached, I felt his hands on my squirming hips. His fingers wormed their way into the waistband of my skin-tight shorts and yanked them down.
"Stop it!" I whined, shocked by this double team tactic.
I had never felt so helpless. Lacking the strength to fight back and having my clothes ripped off was utterly humiliating! Adding to that were the sensations of my now female body; Feeling my boobs jiggle and bounce, the humid air on my naked pussy, and the rough hands beginning to crawl over my soft skin, filled me with a sense of vulnerability like I'd never experienced before.
The ZAUK's went to work at the same time. They each grabbed one of my breasts, squeezing so tightly I couldn't help but gasp. There was another hand groping between my legs, his long rough fingers kneading my hairless labia. Unwanted arousal spread through my hips and torso quickly, making me moan and whimper as the ZAUK's had their out-and-out way with me. (HP: 19, SP: 26)
I bucked and thrashed, trying to get free, even though I knew it was pointless. I felt the hand between my legs reach a little deeper, two fingers spread my pussy lips while another penetrated me! I cried out, more of a lusty moan really, feeling the pressure inside as a wave of heat rolled through my curvy hips. My long legs kicked and squirmed feebly as he finger-banged me. I couldn't do anything but squirm and whimper, feeling the hard thrust between my legs, over and over, until my entire body was quivering with arousal. I watched helplessly as my Stim counter jumped up (SP: 30).
Finally, I felt that finger pull out of my vagina and they released me. I pushed up on all fours, gasping for breath and feeling weak and shaky. I looked down at my heaving breasts, hanging between my skinny arms, and noticed my booty shorts bunched around my knees. This was so humiliating!
I pushed that aside, knowing I had to get up and fight back before the ZAUK's began another attack cycle. I knew if they got my HP low enough, or my Stim Points high enough they could take me PRISONER... "for breeding"... I didn't know what that meant, and I did not want to find out! But what could I do? They had me cornered, and I was basically useless in close quarters combat. I forced myself to stand, feeling helpless and scared...and so turned on...I was totally screwed.
Suddenly I heard a new voice, a male voice, shout from the trees above us. "Get away from her, you little green pervs!"
All three of us looked up to see another human character dropping from the branches above. He was wearing a bright red trench coat, and holding some kind of glowing weapon. I squeaked in surprise and fell back onto the padding of my naked butt, as he landed right front of me. He immediately slashed the nearest ZAUK with his weapon, which I could now tell was an energy sword. The MOB screamed and popped. Then my rescuer whirled back towards the second, whipping out his free hand and throwing three small glittery blades at once. Two of them hit the ZAUK and he burst.
"You okay?" he asked turning to me and extending a hand.
Getting a better look now, I could see his face. He had sharp, handsome features, and was wearing a pair of sunglasses, or maybe it was some type of visor. His hair was glossy black, short and slicked straight back from his face. His crimson duster was draped over a tall, muscular frame. Underneath he was wearing a black vest, and dingy, red and black camo fatigues.
I felt a weird sort of flutter in my chest, and my cheeks got suddenly warm. Oh geez, was I attracted to him? I had NEVER been attracted to a guy before...this was so awkward. I'm sure it didn't help my Stim bar was more than half full too, my female body was still brimming with lust.
I took his hand, glancing at the character ID over his head: CLAY - ISN AGENT (lvl 10).
"You...y-you're a player," I said as he helped me up.
"Yup," he replied. "Just like y-"
"How the hell do you log out of this damn game?" I cut him off.
He gave me a little half smirk, and I saw his shoulders slump. "You too, huh?"
"Me too," I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach. "That means..."
"Yup," he said. "So far I haven't met any players with a working logout command."
"You've met other players? Where are they?"
"Slow down," he said. "I think we're the only ones on this level right now."
"Oh," I sighed, noticing his eyes scanning over me...and realizing I was still mostly naked! "Oh my gosh!" I squeaked wrapping one arm around my tits, and covering my mound with the other hand. "Erm...could you turn around for a second?"
"Really?" Clay laughed. "I just saved that sexy ass, now I can't even look at it?"
I blushed so hard it felt like my cheeks were on fire. "P-please? Just for a second?"
"Fine," he said turning. "I'm just joshin' ya anyway!"
Glancing around, I found the tattered remnants of my tube top and picked it up. Then I pulled up my HUD and used the MED KIT in my inventory. (HP: 50) Just as I suspected the tube top also mended and I quickly tucked my boobs back into it. Then I pulled up the booty shorts, adjusting them back into place on my pert, round bottom.
"Okay," I said. "Thank you."
When he turned back to look at me, I felt a little shiver crawl up my spine and felt suddenly nervous. I checked and saw that the MED KIT hadn't affected my Stim points, I was still sitting at 30.
"Look we should get off this path," he said. "We're on the main game course here, and those little green bastards are going to respawn any moment."
Before I could reply he grabbed me by the wrist and dragged me deeper into the jungle. He moved quick, and I was just able to keep up, even with a bit of wobble still in my legs. However, it wasn't long before I maxed my STAMINA and had to stop.
"Wait, wait!" I was gasping for breath, cursing the little red STA icon flashing before my eyes.
Clay skid to a halt and walked calmly back to me. "Maxed your stamina?"
"Yeah..."
"Probably cuz your Stim points are too high," he said. "Anything over halfway and you start to get negative stat effects."
"Great," I grumbled, leaning against a tree. "So do you have any idea what's going on? Why are we still stuck in this game?"
Clay crossed his arms and looked around cautiously. "I'm not really sure. No one seems to be. Most people assume it's just a bug no one's caught yet."
"But what about the VMS?" I asked. "Surely by now someone's vitals have dropped low enough to get a forced logout...I mean how long have you been playing?"
Clay looked at me expressionless. "Two...maybe, three weeks, it's kind of tough to keep exact track in here."
My jaw dropped. "Weeks? No way...the VMS..."
"You got in one of those pods to log in right?" Clay cut in, I nodded. "Those aren't just some fancy beds, they're some kind of suspended animation chamber!"
I almost could not comprehend that. Suspended animation? Really? Sure, some people never wanted to leave a game, but that seemed excessive.
"That sounds like science fiction," I said. "How do you even know, the operator told me it was just a luxury experience."
"Yeah, the luxury of never having to logout!" Clay said. "When you get to the stage select hub, you can access a read out of your IRL bios...I think last time I was there my heart was pumping at like 1 beat per minute or something."
"This is isane!" I gasped. "How could this be happening, what about The Grid? Surely they want us logged out daily just to repay admission?"
"The Grid? What's that?"
I cocked my head. "The VRcade where the game's at?"
"Mine's called Digital Underground," Clay said. "Where are you from."
"Middle states," I replied.
"East coast," Clay pointed to himself and laughed. "I hadn't even considered before that there might be multiple log-in points. Fuck..."
"Bug my ass!" I spat. "What the hell is going on here?"
"Lemme ask you this," he said. "How'd you hear about this game?"
"Email from a friend," I replied. "Said it was-"
"Fucking unbelievable?"
I took a breath. "Exactly. You?"
"Yeah, same thing."
I could feel my chest tightening, and an ice-cold pit formed in my stomach. A swell of emotion flooded my head and I could feel tears well up once more. Dammit, I did not want to cry in front of this guy! I took another deep breath, trying to calm my nerves.
"This is getting scary," I said, a bit more whimpery than intended.
"Look we're not far from my camp," he said, taking my hands in his. Was he treating me like a frightened little girl, how embarrassing! "We need to get there before we get hit with a random encounter." The warmth of his hands sent a little charge racing up my arms, and I felt my nipples getting hard again (SP: 31). "Your stamina should be recovered by now."
"Yes," I swallowed and pulled my hands away, wrapping my arms around my chest before he noticed the hard little nubs sticking up under my tube top.
"Great, this way!" He dashed off through the jungle once more.
I was somewhat surprised to find Clay had a pretty legit camp site set up. There were three empty LOOT BOXES set around a fire pit. A makeshift bench, with some of his gear scattered across it. And a big green tent with a bed roll.
"This is impressive," I said as we arrived. I was breathing heavily, my STA icon pulsing yellow.
As I stepped into the encampment the words: SAFE ZONE REACHED flashed before my eyes.
"Thanks, but I can't take credit," Clay chuckled. "It's a built in SAFE ZONE I found."
"I guess I just still don't know much about this game," I admitted.



"No kidding," he grinned. "The tutorial doesn't give you much more than the basics."
"Can you tell me more?" I asked sheepishly, sinking onto one of the LOOT BOXES. "Like you mentioned a stage select hub, but I just got dumped here."
"Right, so this is Lex's starting world -that's you right, Lex?" I nodded and he continued. "So it's different for each character, we all have different starting points and back stories. Once you beat your starting stage, you can access the stage select hub and play the rest in any order, except for the final stage obviously.
"Each world is completely open, as you can see," he gestured all around. "There's all kinds of secrets and hidden upgrades to help you level up, a few arenas for PVP battles if you're into that, but eventually you have to go back and run the main course up to the villain's lair and win the BOSS BATTLE to finish the stage."
"I see," I said as a shiver ran up my spine. I had been distracted while we were running through the jungle, but now I was starting to feel all hot and bothered again. "So, um, what about all the weird sex mechanics," I shifted uncomfortably and hoped Clay wasn't looking at me. "Do all the MOBs try to rape you as part of their attacks?"
"Most of them," he replied. "But it's just against female characters," he sighed and gave me an apologetic look. "I don't know what else to tell you, it's just that kind of game."
"Of course, it is," I growled.
"Any way, don't envy us guys too much," Clay went on. "There are some surprisingly unpleasant torture mechanics we have to deal with."
Judging from the pain I experienced fighting ZAUK's I believed him. I mean I knew games like this existed, and if people enjoyed them fine, but being trapped in one against your will wasn't fun! To make matters worse I was stuck in this, admittedly enticing, female body, with monsters that wanted to rape and molest me around every corner. Finding out the other option was some twisted torture mechanics, didn't make it any better. And to top it all off, none of the other players could log out to tell the operators that anything was wrong, and for some reason we were sealed in suspended animation pods so maybe we'd never be logged out, and... and...
...and I was crying again.
I turned away, wiping my cheeks and trying not to snivel so Clay wouldn't hear me. The flood of emotions was overwhelming and I had no hope of holding it back. I felt so weak and helpless and afraid...and a sudden sympathy for every woman I'd ever rolled my eyes at for being "so emotional". With tears streaming down my cheeks, I dropped my face in my hands and tried to let it out as quietly as possible.
After a moment I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked up to see Clay smiling down at me warmly.
"Don't worry, okay," he said, pulling me to my feet. For the first time I realized how much taller he was than me. "Look, it's still just a game and eventually someone will figure out how to get us out of here."
"You believe that?" I sniffled, feeling his strong, warm grip squeezing my slender arms (SP: 32).
"Of course," he replied. He had removed his glasses, so I could see his deep brown eyes. "Till then we just have to make the best of things here."
My eyes were totally locked by his gaze, I felt like I couldn't turn away. My hands where braced against his chest, feeling his muscles flex as he pulled me a little closer.
"Wh-what do you mean?" I stammered.
"What else," he responded and pulled me into a kiss.
Instantly my heart was racing and my knees melted together. His warm lips pressed firmly against the unexpected plumpness of my own, taking my breath away. Feeling his tongue darting forward insistently, I parted those full lips for him. (SP: 34)
I was suddenly breathless, almost panting as if he's sucked the air right out me. "Wait...wait, hold on..."
"For what?" he grinned, wrapping his arms a little tighter around me. "I know you're Stim points are high, would you rather go MASTURBATE behind one of these trees."
Blushing furiously, I looked away. Of course, he knew about that part of the game too. Suddenly I was stuck between a rock and a hard place, or rather a tree and his hard place. I couldn't deny that I wanted him, or at least this body wanted him, although it was getting harder to maintain the distinction. IRL I was a man, a straight man, and never once attracted to another guy before. Could I really go through with something like this?
"Come on," he hummed. "Let me help you clear that bar?"
It wasn't the sexiest thing I'd ever heard, but the deep tone of his voice poured into my ear like honey. His hands slid down my back and grabbed two firm handfuls of my ample booty. Squeezing my ass, he pulled me even closer. I could feel the fullness of my sensitive breasts pressing against his rock-hard chest. Feeling the strength and warmth of his masculine body enfolding me, sent an electric quiver down my spine into my hips and I felt my pussy getting wet. (SP: 35)
I could feel every curve of my body trembling against his rigid frame and it left me feeling completely feminine. Whatever I was IRL, I was a woman here, and the question became could stop myself from going through with this, even if I wanted to?
Throwing my arms around his neck, I pulled myself up to kiss him again. He squeezed my butt firmly and lifted me up off the ground with ease. I'd never felt so light, almost insubstantial. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pushed my soft little tongue into his hot mouth. He spun us around and carried me to the tent where I was deposited on the bedroll. (SP:37)
I giggled nervously as his strong hands pulled off my clothes. I was naked again in no time, and felt another rush of embarrassment. It was different this time, a sort of uncertain excitement as I looked down at my plump round breasts, and my hairless little vagina. Clay tore off his clothes almost as quickly and as he loomed over my I felt so small.
I noticed his own Stim counter had appeared over his head: Clay SP: 10.
Then I got very nervous, and slowly dragged my eyes down his predictably chiseled body. He was in perfect condition of course, and the site of his powerful chest, and ripped abs made my heart flutter and my already erect nipples tingle and ache. My eyes continued down to his erection and I felt my breath catch. It was big, bigger than I expected, actually I hadn't known what to expect. It looked powerful, jutting forth in a way I could only describe by saying; I felt like it was aimed at me. I'd never been at this end of a dick, and I suddenly felt intimidated.
"Impressive isn't it?" Clay gloated. "Some designer knew what he was doing!"
I couldn't respond, my mouth hung open and my eyes were transfixed. I knew what I wanted to do, but...wait, want? Yes, I definitely wanted to now. I reached out, grabbed the thick shaft and leaned down, only hesitating a moment before wrapping my plump lips around the head of his cock! It slid into my mouth so easily. I pressed my tongue against it, feeling every ridge and vein, as I began to bob my head up and down. The taste, the warmth in my mouth, the tense hardness of the shaft as I stroked it with my lips, something about it all felt so right and sent a cascade of arousal down my chest and stomach that ended with a gush between my thighs. (SP: 38)
Above me I heard Clay groan, he may have said something but I didn't pay much attention. I was too busy sucking his cock! I fell into it completely, bobbing my head and sucking eagerly at the rigid member. Feeling it fill my mouth, so warm and hard, sliding so far in, and then a little further each time. As I varied my speed, or depth, from time to time it would twitch in response and give me a little surge of excitement. I began to taste salty little spurts of precum mixing with my saliva and soon my lips were dripping. (SP: 39)
Suddenly I felt Clay's hands on my shoulder, he gripped tight and shoved me back surprisingly hard. I flopped onto the bedroll with a shrill yelp. He loomed over me, grinning widely: CLAY SP: 24.
He grabbed my trembling knees and pushed them apart, spreading my legs. Feeling myself splayed out like that filled me with an abject vulnerability. I was nervous again, trembling in anticipation as Clay reached down, sliding his strong fingers along my dripping seam. I squirmed, moaning softly as he spread my pussy wide open and positioned for penetration... (SP: 40)
He left me hanging in anticipation for a long moment, nipples aching, every curve tensed, legs quivering and my eager, wet pussy just waiting to be taken. I'd never felt so vulnerable as I did in that moment, or so surrendered. Knowing he was about to plunge that stiff rigid cock into me...and wanting him to!
Looking up at Clay again, I realized he didn't know there was a guy trapped under these quivering breasts (not that I felt like it in the least at that moment), or that this was technically my first time with a man...but he did know exactly the anticipatory torture he was inflicting on me. I took a deep breath, and licked my lips, still tasting him, and completely failed to calm my nerves. I couldn't seem to form any words, so I gave his arms an eager tug and made a needy, pleading little whimper.
"Awe," he mocked me, grin widening and before I could respond slammed his cock into my pussy! (SP: 45!)
I cried out feeling him fill me up in a sudden rush that made my toes go instantly numb! He didn't wait any longer, and began pounding my cunt straight away. An explosion of pre-orgasmic energies blew through me making my head spin. I writhed beneath him, moaning blissfully, feeling his manhood thrust deep inside of me, again and again!! (SP: 45-46-47)
I look at him through bleary eyes, barely able, and not too interested in reading his Stim counter: CLAY SP: 26-27-28.
His hands clamped down on my shoulders, pinning me to the bed roll. I grabbed his arms, fingers trembling over his tensed muscles. He fucked me so hard my hips came up off the ground with every thrust. I gasped and moaned in rhythm, as his cock felt like a piston between my legs. (SP: 47-48-49)
My pussy gushed around his shaft, and a primal moan burst from my throat! His rod pumped in and out, filling and stretching me until my hips ached with the strain! White heat rushed through me, igniting the pre-orgasmic energies already permeating every curve! (SP: 50!!)
I cried out, cumming harder than I ever had as a man! My entire body tensed, coiling around Clay in a moment of desperate need and sublime release.
"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" Clay groaned, and I felt him spasm violently, before white hot cum gushed inside of me. He pumped a few more times, filling me with semen until I could feel the sticky stuff leaking out of my pussy, dripping down onto the bedroll.
As my body relaxed and I melted against the sleeping bag, something flashed before my eyes, the words: CLAY HAS MAXED OUT YOUR STIM!! No argument there, I thought, but then it was immediately followed up by a red flashing: YOU LOSE!!
"What the hell?" I said out loud, finding the strength to sit up. "Did you see...?" Before I could finish Clay took my wrists and clamped two wide metal bracelets around them.
YOU ARE NOW CLAY'S PRISONER!! Flashed before my eyes.
A glowing strand of energy appeared between the two (what I now realized to be) manacles. Then a skimpy red bikini appeared on my body. I sat there completely dumbfounded, staring at my shackles for too long of a moment. Finally, I looked up at Clay.
He regarded me with a supremely smug expression and shrugged. "Sorry babe, what else can I tell ya, it's just that kind of game!"
Next...Not So Safe Zone
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Stage 1-2: Not So Safe Zone
YOU ARE NOW CLAY'S PRISONER!! Flashed before my eyes as he clamped two metallic manacles around my slender wrists.
As I stared down at my new jewelry, a glowing strand of energy appeared between them. As I struggled to comprehend what was happening, a skimpy red bikini appeared on my body. The color just happened to match Clay's trench coat perfectly. I stared at my wrists a moment longer, then tested them. Sure enough, I couldn't move any more than the energy beam allowed.
I looked up to see Clay regarding me with a supremely smug expression, he shrugged. "Sorry babe, what else can I tell ya, it's just that kind of game!"
I scrambled to my feet, and looked down at myself in disbelief. My big round breasts were now spilling out the sides of two scant strips of crimson fabric, which were being held in place by delicate gold chains. My new bottoms, although not quite a thong, left most of my ample backside on full display. They too consisted of crimson fabric, connected by glittering chains that looped around my hips, riding so low I swear it wasn't even covering my entire mound. I also realized my vibrant green hair had been put up and pulled to one side. I felt more like a slave girl than a PRISONER...and I wasn't even supposed to be any kind of girl! What the hell was happening to me?
"You bastard!" I snarled. "What did you do to me?" At that moment I was too mad to care how shrill my voice was becoming.
"I fucked your brains out and took you prisoner," he responded matter-of-factly.
"And what the fuck does that mean?" I fumed.
He sighed. "You really are clueless."
"I just started the game asshole!" I spat. "And I've been a little more preoccupied with trying to get out of it than figuring out all the fuck you mechanics of this goddam game! Now what the hell?"
"Fine. Calm down and I'll tell you."
I crossed my arms and glared at him, barely able to refrain from stamping my feet.
"Obviously this is a Player Vs. Player game in addition to the main Space Pirate mission," he began. "We can fight each other, we can do damage, we can even kill each other...OR we can fuck, and if another player maxes your Stim first, then they have the option to take you PRISONER."
"And what the fuck does being a PRISONER mean?" Now I did stamp one bare foot. My feminine voice seemed to be raising in pitch, sounding stranger and stranger in my throat, but I didn't care at that point.
"It means you can't attack me or do any damage to me," he explained. "You're confined within a certain distance of me, you can only fight or use weapons when I let you, oh and you get a brand new sexy fucking wardrobe, color coded to your CAPTOR...in this case me."
"Fine, how long does this last?" I snapped cutting him off.
He grinned. "There's only a few ways to escape being another player's PRISONER. Either they release you. Or if you can max out their Stim points it'll break the status."
"So I'd have to fuck you again?" I sneered. I hated the idea of fucking this creep again, especially now, but I needed to break the status ASAP! "Fine, it wasn't fair before anyway, I was already half maxed, let's go again!"
"Oh, I'm afraid it's not that simple," he was trying not to laugh, I could tell. "See as long as you're a player's PRISONER, that player affects your Stim at double points." He shrugged and began putting his clothes back on.
Fuck! If he doubles my Stim points now how would I ever be able to max him out before he maxed me? What an unfair game mechanic! Still fuming, I fussed with the manacles, looking for some way to disconnect them. Of course, there was none so I flopped down on the bedroll and pouted, while Clay finished getting dressed.
I felt so stupid. What was I doing? Never mind the fact I'd just let myself be seduced by another man, but it hadn't even occurred to me he could have ulterior motives. Now here I sat, not just in a girl's body, not just in a skimpy red bikini, but stuck with a STATUS that essentially left me completely helpless.
"You know, you're trapped in this game too!" I pointed out. "Don't you have better things to do than duping new players and taking them PRISONER?"
"Look, there're a lot of much smarter people than me hard at work on shutting this game down already, real gamers, hardcore hackers, hell you name it, all running around like chickens with their heads cut off," Clay was pulling on his red duster and glancing towards the horizon. "Why would I even waste the effort? Not when I could be camped out, adventuring through a tropical jungle...and now with a sexy PRISONER to keep me company?"
"We'll see about that you sonovabitch!"
"Oh come on look at that sunset," he pointed out past the edge of the campsite.
I didn't want to give him the satisfaction, but something in me couldn't resist looking. Ribbons of orange, purple and turquoise shredded the skyline, it was a beautiful sunset. Rather, it was some designer's idea of a beautiful sunset. As the sun went down, a crackling fire automatically sprang up in the fire pit of this so-called SAFE ZONE.
"Look, to be perfectly honest with you," Clay came and squatted next to me. "I think we both know we aren't getting out of here until the people who put us here let us out."
I looked at him, chewing my bottom lip. Of course, I'd been thinking something similar. "It is a little weird that the VRcades don't pull us out at least to repay."
"Totally fuckin' weird," Clay asserted. "Someone wants to keep us in! Suspended animation pods, everyone getting suckered in by the same damn email and then the game just happens to have a buggy logout system? No, this is something else and I want no part of it. I'm just going to try and enjoy my time here." He straightened and went to sit by the fire to finish watching the sunset.
I stayed on the bedroll, long legs crossed with my manacled wrists dropped dejectedly between them. Clay was a total fucking asshole but he had a point. Several actually, and all things I had considered but wasn't ready to really think about, since it seemed as long as I was stuck in this game I would be stuck in this female body.
It was a hell of a body though. As I looked down at my boobs straining the skimpy top, and felt the unfamiliar fullness of my new ass beneath me, even I had to admit that. I just wasn't sure I could ever get used to it, I'd been a guy too long. I was still a little unsettled by how quickly I'd given in to letting another man fuck me, no matter how good it felt at the time.
Shit...now that I was CLAY'S PRISONER, was I just going to be his little sex toy? OR...was this body my ticket out? How many guys had I seen taken off their game by a set of tits and ass not half as nice as mine? I almost grinned as an idea came to mind.
I stood up and took a deep breath, then crossed to where Clay was leaning against one of the empty LOOT BOXES. I walked right through his line of sight, practically feeling his eyes snap from the violet and amber streaked horizon to the peach-like curves of my ass. I sat on the box next to him, suppressing a smile and making sure my thigh brushed his shoulder. He very unsubtly checked out every inch of my mile-long stems before returning his gaze to the last moments of sundown.
"So, who do you think is doing this?" I asked meekly. Hearing that soft, feminine voice coming from my throat was another thing I just couldn't get used to.
Clay glanced at me, no doubt appraising my intent. "Fuck, who knows, the CIA, the NSA, the Japanese government, Elon Musk...Sony..." We both chuckled. "Could be anyone for any reason these days."
"That's pretty cynical," I said.
"I'm not complaining," he said, turning towards me. "I just know exactly what size fish I am, and how big the pond is." It was getting dark by then and the campsite was now fully bathed in the orange glow of the fire. "I ain't trying to save the world, I just wanna live in it...and right now this VR world seems as good as any." He put his hand on my thigh, and its warmth made me flinch (SP: 2).
Reflections of the fire danced in his eyes, and I had to consciously resist falling into his gaze again. Just his touch had jumped my Stim points, was I in over my head?
"I hate to admit this," I said, slipping down to his lap, straddling his legs. "You might have a point."
"I might?"
"Mm Hm..." I purred, looping my manacled wrists behind his head and subtly thrusting my breasts forward, right in his face.
Clay's eyes devoured me, taking in my ample bust. His hands found their way to the curves of my hips, making me realize just how little covering the chains of my bikini bottoms provided. The feel of his palms on my bare skin made me squirm just a little (SP: 4). His grip tightened, and he pulled me forward until his chin was almost in my cleavage.
"Guess you're over that whole taking-you-PRISONER thing?" he asked, sliding his hands around to squeeze my butt.
The feel of his palms on my mostly-bare ass cheeks, and the firmness of his grip sent a shiver crawling up my spine (SP: 8). I moaned softly, unable to hold it back and realizing I needed to get control of the situation quickly.
"What's that you told me?" I moved my lips within kissing distance but held back, just. "We have to make the best of things?" I rolled my hips against his pelvis, and clearly felt the bulge of an erection through his pants...felt it grind into my pussy through the flimsy red fabric of my bikini bottoms (SP: 16). I let out another soft moan, just as his lips captured mine.
Clay kissed me hungrily, his hot wide tongue squirming insistently into my mouth (SP: 22). Fuck, he wasn't kidding about the double Stim thing! Struggling to break the kiss, I tried to very subtly to check his counter: CLAY SP: 8. Fuck.
I leaned forward, kissing him again and quickly unbuckled the front of his pants. His hands were still fondling my firm, round booty, sending little shocks of arousal shooting up my spine (SP: 26). I reached into his pants and grabbed his throbbing hardon. Hearing him groan, I put my other hand on his chest and pushed him back against the LOOT BOX as I began to stroke. I was already breathing heavy, my plump breasts surging, hard achy nipples poking against the scant bikini top, I had to gain some ground!
His cock began to swell in my grip, the heat of it seeming to radiate through my soft palm, and up my slender arm. I locked his gaze with my own, careful not to look directly at his Stim counter: CLAY SP: 11-13-15. Seeing it begin to climb in my periphery, I squeezed a little tighter and thrust my chest forward. His eyes dropped immediately and his hands left my butt almost as quickly. Before I knew it, they were closing around my sensitive tits so firmly I gasped (SP: 34). His firm grip caused an explosion of warmth in my chest that rushed downward making me wet.
Quickly I pushed his hands away and pulled his cock out of his pants. Looking him in the eyes, I licked my lips and practically dove on his throbbing manhood. I sucked him into my mouth, savoring the heat as I dragged my tongue along the shaft. I bobbed my head almost frantically, pressing my plump lips tightly around his rod (SP: 38).
Finally, he groaned again, and I sensed his body melting in relaxation. Yes! I licked and sucked, coating his rock-hard member in my sweet saliva until I began to taste the salty spurts of precum. I began to feel little spasms jumping through his legs. Resisting the urge to check his Stim counter, I closed my eyes and pushed down on his cock until it touched the back of my throat. I gagged...just a little. Pulling back, I gasped a quick breath then deepthroated him again, gagging a little more. I went down one more time, pushing my face against his pelvis and feeling the head of his cock slide into my throat. I held it there, letting my whole body tremble as I gagged, savoring the deep rumbling moan Clay let out.
When I pulled up, saliva and precum dripping from my full lips, I chanced a look up at his counter: CLAY SP: 40.
I couldn't suppress the smile but quickly leaned back down. Suddenly he had me by the hair, yanking my head back up to face him. I gasped sharply (SP: 39).
"Think I don't know what you're doing?" he rumbled, smiling wide. "It was pretty slick I'll give you that, almost made me want to let you get away with it...almost!"
"I don't kn-AH!" Another harsh yank shut me up (SP: 40).
Keeping hold of my hair, his other hand grabbed my hips and pulled them forward again. He tugged my bikini to one side, exposing my tight, wet slit and wasted no time shoving his cock inside me! (SP: 48!) I cried out as the sudden rush of heat made me shake with pre-orgasmic energy. He pumped once and I MAXED (SP: 50!) whimpering and moaning as the climax blew through me, making my head spin dizzyingly. There was another surge as Clay unleashed a jet of hot cum inside me, the sensation making me wilt. I melted over him, gasping for breath (SP: 0).
CLAY HAS MAXED OUT YOUR STIM!! Flashed before my eyes once more, again followed by YOU LOSE!! It stung a little more this time, since I'd actually been trying to win.
"Oh fuck yeah," Clay groaned. "Best thing about these sex mechanics, when I MAX you I still get to cum!"
I made no response, just buried my face in his chest so I wouldn't have to look at his stupid smug face!
I realized Clay still had hold of my hair when he yanked my head back up (SP: 1). He definitely had that smug goddam look on his face again.
"It was a good try," he said. "But..."
"Screw off!"
"But!" he went on, silencing me with another yank (SP: 2). "I think there's a lesson still to be taught."
"Let me go," I demanded, trying to pull away.
Keeping tight hold of my hair, his free hand grabbed me by the pussy. He squeezed tightly, making my legs quiver then pushed two thick fingers inside me. I couldn't help but moan as he began to slide them in and out of my already well lubricated vagina (SP: 2-6-10).
"What are you doing?" I whimpered. "Stop!"
He ignored me, slamming his fingers deeper. His thumb pushed into my hairless slit, parting my soft pussy lips and...well, to be honest it hadn't even occurred to me that I now had a clitoris until Clay found it. I felt his thumb press against the warm little nub and I moaned immediately (SP: 18). My curvy hips began to convulse, overwhelmed by the combo of his still-thrusting fingers and that thumb working over my clit. (SP:18-26-32). Swallowing another moan, I watched helplessly as my Stim counter spun upwards.
Suddenly, Clay surged toward me. I gasped as he stood up, lifting me to my feet right along with him. He pulled his fingers out so quickly, my knees knocked together, and I nearly collapsed. My legs felt like jelly. Before I could regain my bearings though, I was being shoved forward! Clay forced me down onto the LOOT BOX, chest first with my ass in the air.
"Hey, stop it!" I squealed.
My bikini bottoms were still twisted, leaving my pussy exposed and giving me that open, vulnerable feeling. Immediately I felt his fingers sliding back into my vagina. My head was already spinning but the thrust of his digits made me dizzy with lust. My nipples ached, hardening until I thought they might shred the flimsy material of my top. Clay pumped hard, spreading sensual electricity all through my curvaceous body (SP: 32-36-40).
I was griping the edge of the LOOT BOX so tightly my knuckles went white. A long, shuddery moan crawled from my throat, as I felt his thumb pushing between my dripping petals once more. The instant he touched my clit my body shook, electrified (SP: 48).
Clay drew his hand back, and I braced for what might be next. My eyes were shut tight, arms and chest trembling. My ass was still thrust up in the air waiting, while my legs threatened to turn to jello and collapse at any moment. I knew the instant he touched me I'd cum again, no sense in resisting now.
I waited...
Finally, I turned back to look at Clay. He was standing perfectly still, bathed in that orange glow, arms crossed. That infuriating smug smile cut through the night making me feel small and stupid.
"What are you doing?" I asked through trembling lips.
"Teaching," he said.
"You...you didn't MAX me."
"No, and I don't think I'm going to," he replied. "You are my PRISONER. That means you'll do as I say until I release you...maybe spending a night two points from MAX will make you more cooperative."
My mouth dropped open but I had no words. He was just going to leave me like this!? Every curve of my feminine body surged with erotic energy.
"I'll just do it myself then!" I snapped grabbing my pussy right in front of him. Nothing. My delicate fingers kneaded and prodded, it felt nice but my Stim counter didn't budge.
Then I heard Clay chuckling. "You don't get it, as long as you're my PRISONER you can't use any weapons or skills unless I unlock them for you...even your MASTURBATION skill!"
Snarling, I yanked my bottoms over, wiggling my hips as I adjusted them back into their barely-concealing place.
"Welp...I'm going to get some sleep," Clay said, stretching. "You're welcome to join me...but I won't make you." Here, he looked me right in the eye and hit a wink. "I'd recommend getting some sleep though, if you go too long without it some of your stats start to take negative hits."
I just glared at him. He shrugged and climbed into the tent, snuggling into the bedroll. I stamped over to the far side of the fire, sinking down beside one of the empty LOOT BOXES. My body was still absolutely electrified. I'd never been so horny...and I had spent seven years as a teenage boy!
I shut my eyes as tight as I could, trying to will my nerves to calm. In the real world, in a real body, you could do that. My current female body was ruled by status affects and game mechanics. Meaning I was stuck this way until my Stim bar was cleared...apparently by my CAPTOR.
I popped my HUD to see if there was anything I could do, anything at all. Just like he'd said, all my commands were locked. My Stim bar pulsed bright yellow, sitting two points from MAX. There was still no LOGOUT command and next to my name, where it used to say BOUNTY HUNTER (lvl 1), it now said CLAY'S PRISONER in big red letters.
I shut my HUD and hugged my legs into my chest, staring into the darkness. I could still see that smug smile beaming at me. The anger and lust swirling around my head eventually coalesced into a helpless frustration. My body continued to shake and tremble, perpetually on the edge of orgasm. I didn't sleep.
Hours passed, but eventually the sun came up. I heard Clay groan and start to move around. I hugged my legs a little tighter, resting my forehead on my knees. Part of me wanted to rush over and throttle him, but of course, I couldn't. Another part was ready to crawl over and beg him to fuck me. I settled for silent denial, trying my best to ignore him and pretending to sleep.
"I know you didn't sleep," I heard him say after several minutes. I didn't move or respond. "No way you could with your Stim that high, didn't occur to me until I was already in bed, so..."
"So why stop your bastard-streak there?" I spat. "Good call..."
"Doesn't sound like you learned your lesson very well," he chuckled.



"Go to hell..."
"Come here and I'll MAX you."
I lifted my head to look at him. He was standing by the makeshift bench, but he wasn't wearing the same smug expression. His smile was warm, his eyes, not quite remorseful but maybe apologetic?
"I mean it, no tricks," he assured.
I still didn't speak. After a moment though, I got up on still trembling legs. It took every ounce of will and discipline I had to cross the campsite walking normally. I stood indignantly in front of him, refusing to make eye contact or give him any satisfaction in that moment. At least that was the plan.
My skin electrified the instant his fingers merely brushed my stomach. His hand slid into the top of my bottoms, reaching down to my aching vagina. As soon as he parted my seam and slid a single finger through my sensitive petals I MAXED (SP: 50!).
My pussy gushed, soaking his hand and I moaned so loudly birds fled the surrounding trees. Every curve on my body shook as the climax finally rushed through me, and I crumbled to the ground at his feet, gasping for breath (SP: 0).
I set back on my knees, totally humiliated as CLAY HAS MAXED OUT YOUR STIM! appeared before me, then YOU LOSE! Whatever lesson I was supposed to learn, I now knew as long as I was his PRISONER I was completely at Clay's mercy.
Wiping my pussy juice off his hand on his crimson duster, Clay turned back to the makeshift bench and began working. We let the silence hang as my nerves settled.
"What are you going to do with me," I asked eventually.
Clay turned, holding two plates of food. He handed me one then went and sat by the fire.
"Look I know I took advantage of you yesterday," he began. "In every sense of the phrase." I hadn't moved yet but I could hear the smirk in his tone. "But you gotta understand, it's every player for themselves in here, so I just captured you before you tried to do the same to me..."
"I wouldn't have done that to you, asshole," I spat. "I was scared and looking for help...never mind the fact that I didn't even know how!"
"I know that, I mean, I guess, I do now," he said. "At least now you know the rules...?"
"Gee, thanks."
"And about last night," he went on, starting to sound actually remorseful. "That's not really how I am, not IRL...but you know the game tries to make us more like our character, more aggressive, influencing our emotions and stuff, and it's not like I could ever get a girl looking like you look in the real world, n-not that that excuses what I did..."
He rambled on for another few minutes, but all I could do was wonder how he would react knowing that this girl, looking like I do, was a man in that real world... maybe I should...nah...
"Look Clay," I cut him off, finally standing and turning to face him. "If you're trying to apologize, you can just release me, and we'll call it square, mmkay?" I set down the plate of food and held out my shackled wrists.
He stared at them for a minute then looked up at me, and slowly shook his head. "I'm sorry, I can't...see the truth is I need your help."
"My...help?" I couldn't believe he'd even say something like that to me.
"Y-yeah," he stood, turning to look off into the jungle. "There's a bunker not far away, like a dungeon level y'know? There's an upgrade in it I need, but I can't get past the boss, I think you can help."
I sucked my teeth, trying to stay calm. "O-okay...um, how?"
"So this planet is ruled by the Space ORKs, right?"
"Sure."
"The dungeon boss is a disgraced high chieftain named Birtle Toothless," Clay explained. "He's strong as hell with double tough CQC attacks."
"I'm only level one still, Clay," I sighed. "If you can't take him, I surely can't."
"Well, you see, when an ORK is disgraced they lose their mating privileges and well...being a girl...looking the way you look..."
Ice crept into the pit of my stomach and my shoulders sunk involuntarily. "Let me get this straight...you rescued me, tricked me into fucking you, took me PRISONER, so you could force me to fuck some ORK BOSS while you steal a level upgrade?"
"Well, when you put it that way..."
"You...complete...ASSHOLE!" Angry and insulted as I was, I calmed myself quickly not wanting to earn any more "lessons" from Clay.
I paced a bit, turning the situation over in my mind. It was beyond degrading. Did he really think I was going to follow him into some dungeon and let some boss monster have its way with me while he grabbed some video game macguffin? No...of course he didn't, that's why he'd taken me PRISONER so I wouldn't have a choice. A sinking feeling came over me.
"I don't have a choice, do I?" I murmured.
"Oh sure, you have a choice," Clay piped up. "You can come with me, I'll unlock your skills and weapons since you can't attack or hurt me anyway. We'll fight our way down to ol' Birtle together, and then you do your thing while I grab my upgrade."
"Or?"
He grinned, a bit of that smugness returning. "Or I'll throw your sexy ass over my shoulder, carry you down there and toss you to ol' Toothless, grab my upgrade and scoot on outta there while he's having his way with your helpless little self."
I tugged at the energy biding of my manacles, fuming inside and gritting my teeth. "That's not much of a choice."
"Look, the only way this gets done is if we work together," he said. "This game is PVP but there are also parts designed for CO-OP, now I can hack my way through Birtle's Bunker well enough, but my CQC just isn't effective against him...maybe your PLASMA PISTOL will be and we can avoid the whole having-his-way-with-you thing?"
"That's a little better I guess...course, the only thing I'm getting is out of it is NOT-raped by that boss monster."
"Look, you don't want to stay here on Cirkon, right?" he went on. "So, I've already beat the STAGE MISSION, I can help you through it...which will open the portal to the Stage Select Hub."
"And you'll set me free?"
"I have to if you're going to leave," he affirmed.
I still didn't trust Clay, and I had an even worse feeling about heading down into that dungeon CO-OP or not. However, it wasn't like my CAPTOR was going to let me opt out. This seemed like the lesser of two or three evils. On the off-chance Clay actually held up his end of the bargain, maybe I'd be getting one step closer to finding a way to log out.
"Okay," I said at last. "Let's do it."
"Awesome!"
Next...Birtle's Bunker



        The Jungles of Cirkon: Stage 03

        A gender swapped action-adventure sci-fi LitRPG.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-jungles-of-cirkon-stage-03

Title: The Jungles of Cirkon: Stage 03

Author: KarinaMacoy

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: A gender swapped action-adventure sci-fi LitRPG.

Tags: seduction, alien, interspecies, non-con, swapped, bender, swap, submission, litrpg




(Fair Warning ~ This gender swapped, action/adventure, sci-fi hentai litRPG features elements of non-consensual sex, sex with aliens, monsters and other non-humans, tentacle stuff, seduction, coercion, dominance and submission, male/female sex -well kinda, maybe however you want to classify the gender-swapped sex....on top of the violence, fantasy elements, and plot stuff... Or it may not...every chapter's a little different. If you're still in...please enjoy, and thanks for reading! ~Karin Mac)
Stage 1-3: Birtle's Bunker
Clay milled around the SAFE ZONE for a few more hours, while I climbed into the bedroll and got a little bit of sleep. According to him it only took a couple hours to keep from getting any negative stat affects. I never ate though, he said it didn't do anything except taste good, and he just felt comforted by it. I did feel a little better once I woke up, whether it was a game mechanic or just a much-needed mental reset.
Once I was rested, we headed out into the jungle...a trip I hadn't fully realized I'd be making barefoot in a skimpy little bikini. The PRISONER status kept me from wearing normal clothes no matter what. Clay was able to release the energy restraints and unlock my PLASMA PISTOL though.
It was every bit as hot and humid as you'd expect a tropical jungle to be. The foliage was thick, nearly impassable in places. There were bugs, snakes and other random critters lurking everywhere, it seemed. With so much exposed skin, I couldn't help but feel like something was constantly crawling on me. I'd never been bothered by creepy-crawlies as a guy, so it started to get a little embarrassing as I found myself jumping and squealing in fright every time I felt (or thought I felt) something crawling on me. To be honest though, I think I'd've reacted exactly the same as, say, a man hiking through the jungle in my underwear.
Adding to my embarrassment though, was that Clay had me hide for the two or three random encounter monsters we came across. He dealt with them easy enough, and we both agreed that I needed to conserve my plasma charges. It was still a little humiliating to be cowering behind a tree in a bikini, while Clay did all the fighting.
Finally, we reached the entrance to the dungeon. It looked to have been an outpost at one point, long since abandoned and now overgrown with vines as if the jungle were slowly swallowing it. The windows were broken, and the front door was hanging half off its hinges.
"You know, if I hadn't just hiked here in a bikini," I said to Clay as we approached. "This would be super cool."
"I could see that," he chuckled.
"And, y'know, if we weren't trapped inside this game against our will," I added. "And if I wasn't a PRISONER about to be offered up..."
"Yeah, yeah, Listen," Clay cut me off. "Watch yourself in here, try to hang back and let me do the fighting. You should be able to handle these enemies, but they are a little tough for your level. Plus, we want to save your shots for Birtle as much as possible."
"Right," I said looking down at my gun, then my very scantly clad body. "So, is everything in there going to be trying to rape and molest me?"
"Well, I've never run this dungeon with a girl before, and this isn't a STAGE MISSION so there aren't any ZAUKS," Clay frowned and looked down. "...But knowing what kind of game this is...yeah, probably."
"Yeah, I kinda figured," then something occurred to me. "Hey wait, what happens if we die?"
He winced and didn't say anything for a minute. "You start with three lives, so the first two times you die you come back at the respawn point for whatever planet you're on, here it's the shipwreck."
"And what happens the third time?"
"I have no idea," he looked at me and I saw fear in his eyes. "I've seen it once or twice and the player just never respawned."
In normal games when you were out of lives, you woke up, and had to log back in to keep playing.
"I guess if they just woke up or logged out, they would have told someone to correct the bug by now," I said.
He turned away. "Way I see it? Best case, we've got some faulty neuro-tech wired into our brains right now... I do not want to find out what happens when it thinks we're supposed to be dead."
I swallowed a lump in my throat. "That's the best case?"
"I tend to prefer faulty equipment to abduction conspiracies," he said without looking at me. "Can we go now?"
"One more question," I said, drawing an exasperated sigh from Clay. "What if...Birtle does get his hands on me and MAXES my Stim points?"
"It breaks my PRISONER status, and ol' Birtle gets his mating privileges reinstated," he looked at me with one cocked eyebrow. "You ready now?"
I swallowed another lump, then nodded. Clay opened the door and we stepped inside. YOU HAVE ENTERED BIRTLE'S BUNKER flashed before my eyes in big read letters.
The first room was empty but had two MED KITS waiting. We each grabbed one and put them in our inventory. Clay led the way into the next room, where a giant python sprang out at us. He cut it down easily and we proceeded into the third room; a long disused bathroom. There was a giant hole in the floor.
Clay warned me that we'd be attacked once we dropped in, then he hopped over the edge. I followed.
Just like he said, two figures lurched out of the dark. They were close to seven feet tall, with spindly limbs and chitinous bodies. Their heads were definitely giant bug heads, complete with creepy compound eyes. The instant they stepped into the meager light I felt like all the skin was going to crawl right of my bones!
He took them down quick with his energy blade. As he sliced them in half they fell apart into the same pixel shower as the ZAUKS.
"You didn't tell me there'd be giant bugs," I wish my voice hadn't quavered as much as it did.
"They go down pretty easy," he replied. "Let's keep moving."
He took my wrist and led me deeper in. I fought down panic as the pitch dark engulfed me. I could feel his hand on my wrist and cold, damp dirt beneath my bare feet, there was nothing else. After a moment, we came into a tunnel being lit by flickering, incandescent tube lights, which were fastened to the wall with twine.
Clay took off at brisk pace. I kept up easily, despite the energetic bouncing of my buxom chest. He killed another of the spindly bugmen at a fork in the tunnel. I took the opportunity to readjust my boobs in the flimsy top. We went left, then almost immediately broke off into a smaller room.
"Watch my back!" Clay shouted, and I noticed four giant cockroaches skittering towards us.
They must have been two feet long, and more than one across. Thankfully I did not scream, I felt the urge but kept my head and blasted two of the disgusting things (CHG 11). Clay took care of the other two, and moved straight to the far wall.
"I found this hidden doorway on my last run through down here," he shouldered the wall and three wooden, planks which had been camouflaged to match the surrounding earth, fell open. "It'll let us skip the winding maze of tunnels but there's still a handful of rooms before the boss arena."
"I'm ready," I assured him.
This was, at last, somewhat familiar territory; fighting my way through enemy MOBs in a dungeon level? Bring it on! Of course, I usually had more clothes on for it. I could feel my butt hanging out of the bikini bottoms, and could not shake the constant urge to shift my top, thinking that if I could just find the right configuration I'd feel covered...futilely.
The secret doorway led straight into a descending stairwell. We followed that down to a lower level. The air felt damp and cool on my exposed skin, and the earthen walls looked darker, almost wet. The same flickering tube lights were strung around, but cast decidedly softer, eerier light.
Immediately three of the seven-foot bugmen came at us. Clay charged two of them and I took aim at the other. My PLASMA PISTOL fired, ripping through the creature in a shower of fading pixels (CHG 10). As I turned to see Clay still fighting one of his, I felt something grab my ankle!
Before I could even squeal in fright, I hit the floor, both legs having been pulled out from under me (HP: 49). My gun bounced out of my hand, as I was dragged backwards and then lifted up off the ground. One of the spindly bugmen had me by the ankles, pulling them up and apart while his weird insectile head lunged right between my thighs!
I gasped when his buggy mandibles clamp down, engulfing my entire mound. Then I could feel a second set of jaws begin to nibble at my pussy, the thin fabric of my bikini offering no protection (SP: 1). I kicked my legs, but he was too strong for me to get free. Hanging upside-down that way left me completely helpless as that monstrous bug chewed my sex (SP: 3).
"Oh fuck!" I moaned. "Clay help!"
He was already coming though. Having finished of his adversaries, he rushed in and lopped an arm off of mine! The creature unclamped its mouth and let go of my ankle, dropping me unceremoniously to the floor. I scrambled to my PLASMA PISTOL, but Clay had already made short work of the bug.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Yes," I groaned. I got to my feet, adjusting my bottoms but unable to not feel the dampness of bug saliva now permeating them. "Let's just keep moving."
We crept through the door into a short hallway, where more of those three-foot cockroaches came at us. Clay went to work and I blasted the closest one, swallowing a disgusted groan (CHG: 9). A second dashed straight at me, too quick to shoot! Reflexively I kicked it, flipping the little thing onto its back. Somehow it looked even more disgusting with its little legs scrabbling at empty air, but it couldn't seem to turn itself back over.
"Well that's kind of sweet," I exclaimed.
Three more skittered out of the darkness. I kicked two of them over, but the third caught me off-guard when it launched into the air! This time I did scream! The disgusting creature hit me square in the chest, knocking me onto my back in the dirt (HP: 47).
The giant roach scrambled towards my face, but I caught it before it could get a grip. Feeling its hard exoskeleton and writhing legs, made my flesh crawl and my stomach do backflips! On top of that, I realized a clearly phallic-like protrusion was extending from its underside trying to force itself into my mouth! How...fucking...gross!
"Who designed this goddam game!" I squealed, managing to keep my horror at bay.
Clay grabbed the roach, pulling it away and tossing it into that air where he cut it in half. Too grossed out to function for a moment, I scrambled back against the wall, cursing and trying to wipe non-existent bugs off my skin. Clay stomped out the three bugs I'd trapped on their backs, then rushed over to squat next to me.
"Did it..?" he began.
"Oh it tried," I shuddered.
"Yeah, just like them old Aliens movies, right?" he said. "If it makes you feel any better, those little fuckers actually do use the same attack cycle on us guys."
I looked at him and took a deep breath. "It does not."
He helped me to my feet and we continued down the hall. A few more of the cockroaches skittered at us, but we made short work of them. One of the bugmen tried to ambush us as well, but I roasted his stupid buggy ass with my PLASMA PISTOL (CHG: 8)! Clay gave me a look like he wanted to admonish me for not letting him deal with it, but I shot him a preemptive glare and he kept quiet. I had needed that one.
"Okay, there's gonna be two or maybe three ORKS in here," Clay explained as we reached the door at the end of the hall. "It'll take more than one shot to pop each one of them, I think I can handle two at once but if there's a third, you'll have to deal with it."
I was getting really sick of him treating me like I'd never gamed before. Was it because I was in this female body? I knew plenty of girl gamers...although thinking back, I realized I was also guilty of a tendency to assume less of their skill level, despite their experience...Regardless; elite monsters behind this door -- got it! Ain't my first time, bro!
I realized getting indignant now wouldn't serve much of a purpose, so I swallowed my pride and simply said, "Got it."
He pushed open the door and we stepped into the room. The ORKS were humanoid, proportioned like regular humans, or maybe a little broader and solidly muscled. They had green, coarse skin covered in tribal like tattoos. They wore a mix of dingy military fatigues, and homemade jewelry. Their heads looked too small for their brawny shoulders, featuring prominent jaws and sloping brows over beady yellow eyes. I could see broken tusks tucked into their mouths; disgraced ORKS. There were three of them waiting for us.
"I got the one on the right," I shouted taking aim.
Suddenly the door shut behind us, and we both glanced back to see two more ORKS standing on either side.
"Shit!" Clay growled. "I should've known, there's two of us this time...I'll take the other three, try to hold these two off until I'm done, fuck!"
"Right!" I lifted my PLASMA PISTOL and blasted the nearest ORK (CHG: 7).
He howled and fell back several paces against the wall, his flesh sizzling. I whipped around towards the other just as he lunged at me! I fired again, the plasma beam stopping his momentum but not moving him back at all (CHG: 6).
"Bitch!" I heard the guttural curse of the first. Instinctively I turned back to him, taking aim. When I did the closer ORK slugged me with one of his meaty fists! (HP: 44) I stumbled, groaning in pain but lifted my PLASMA PISTOL and pulled the trigger (CHG: 5). The beam cut a hole right through him, and he toppled back, shattering into pixels when he hit the floor.
I whirled back to the first ORK just in time to see him swinging some kind of pipe or club at me. I had no time to dodge or move and as the weapon clobbered me, I cried out in pain (HP: 36). I staggered back, feeling my arms drop to my sides and my legs sag limply. A ring of glittering stars encircled my head: STUNNED!
"Woman," he said in as lusty a tone as his guttural voice would allow.
I was completely defenseless as the ORK approached. I couldn't move or even call out to Clay for help this time. He scooped me right into his arms, opened his mouth and clamped it right around my left boob! He began to gnaw gently, sucking almost the entire fleshy orb into his mouth. Unwelcome tingles surged through my chest, as I failed to hold back a gasping moan (SP: 6).
I squirmed helplessly in his grasp, feeling him devour my sensitive breast. He sucked and chewed and I could feel his rough tongue licking me, sending shudders through my curvy frame. Finally, the attack cycle finished and he dropped me to the floor.
Glancing over, I saw Clay not moving, with a ring of stars around his head; STUNNED! He must have taken out one of his ORKS because there were only two coming towards him. I quickly lifted my PLASMA PISTOL and shot one of them (CHG: 4). The blast sheered off its arm, which fell to the ground and burst into pixels. The rest of the ORK did likewise, stumbling against the wall before shattering. I aimed at the other.
"Woman!" the ORK behind me groaned as his hands closed on my shoulders.
"Fuck!" I gasped, what the hell was I thinking.
He pulled my back against his brawny chest, reaching around for two handfuls of breast. Then to my utter dismay, I felt a hard, warm cock between my legs. It didn't penetrate me, just pushed into the gap between my thighs. As he began to fondle my breasts, he was also sliding that thick rod back and forth. I could feel every ridge and vein through the thin material of my bikini bottoms, rubbing back and forth along my entire underside. Heat and arousal blossomed through my hips, flowing up to meet the scintillating tingles dancing through my torso (SP:7-8-9).
I let out a soft little cry as the ORK suddenly pulled me tighter, squeezing my tits almost painfully. My hips squirmed as his cock pumped harder and fast (SP: 12). Suddenly his hips flexed against my butt, and I felt something hot and slimy spurt down my thighs!
"Oh god," I gasped, looking down to see his disgusting giz dripping down my legs.
The ORK threw me to the ground, where I lay gasping for a moment. I glanced up to Clay, his ORK had him in some kind of wrestling hold, with his muscly arms entangled around Clay's head and shoulders. I could see his face contorted in pain, and a red counter glowing over his head that read: CLAY PN: 4-5-6.
That must be the torture mechanics he mentioned. Laying there with one boob soaked in spit, bug saliva still dampening the crotch of my bikini bottoms and ORK giz dripping down my legs, I still wasn't sure I didn't envy him.
Luckily, I snapped out it quickly, rolled over and whipped my PLASMA PISTOL up at my ORK. He was leaning down to grab me again and when I blasted him, he showered me with dissipating pixels (CHG: 3). I scrambled to my feet, just as the final ORK was releasing Clay. He dropped to all fours, gasping and groaning.
I blasted the final ORK, he sizzled, howled but didn't die. Damn! I glanced at the counter on my gun to see I only had two charges left. Uncertainly, I took aim and blasted the snarling MOB (CHG: 1). It howled in rage and toppled over, sending glowing pixels scattering across the floor.
"Wow...good job," Clay said, getting to his feet. "Thank you."
"Don't thank me," I groaned, getting that familiar sinking feeling. "I only have one shot left now."
"Shit," he replied. "That next hallway leads straight into Birtle's chamber." He glanced back towards the door we'd come through. "I guess we could go search the tunnel maze for a BLAST PACK..."
"Don't bother," I groaned dejectedly. "This is what you captured me to do right? I was never going to stand much of a chance fighting this thing...was I?"
Pressing his lips together guiltily, Clay shook his head.
"Then let's get it over with." I hung my head and walked toward the opening to the hallway. "Hey, Clay...i-if I get captured by Birtle, you'll rescue me before his, erm, mating restrictions get lifted...r-right?"
"Of course!" his voice lacked the conviction I wanted to hear.
"I'll go ahead," I said. "Get your upgrade and then come help me, okay?"
"Hey Lex," he grabbed my shoulder, the warmth of his hand giving me a little charge (SP: 14). "It's not an upgrade...it's an extra life. I'm down to my last."
I sucked in a breath, hearing his admission. "Which is why this is so important to you...and why you came back to hide on the easiest level instead of trying to find a way out." He hung his head, nodding. "You're not nihilistic, you're scared."
He looked up at me and gave a little shrug. "Can't I be both?"
I put my hand on his shoulder. "Y'know, I may not have a dick anym-err- I mean I may be a chick, but you're a real pussy."
He cocked his head, trying to figure out if I was kidding. "That's fair, I guess."
I was only half serious, but I let him wonder. "Alright, get your extra life," I said turning back down the hallway. "But whatever happens to me, make it count for something."
I didn't wait for his reply, heading down the hallway reluctantly. I felt the sway in my hips and the gentle bob of my breasts as I walked. It was strange enough being stuck as a woman, without being exploited sexually every time I turned around. Was I really going in to try and seduce an ORK dungeon BOSS? I couldn't decide if not having a choice made me feel better or worse about it.
Birtle Toothless's chamber was a huge round room, with a dirt floor and walls. The same glowing tubules decorated those walls, in addition to pots hanging from the ceiling which were over grown with some form of phosphorescent moss. Across from me was a raised mound of dirt, with a ramshackle throne on top of it. There was a fat ORK sitting there, he was holding what looked like to be a rifle in one hand, and an oversized cleaver in the other. His big head was draped in stringy black hair, and his protruding jaw was crooked, showing the nubs of broken tusks.



"Well, well, hello there," he cackled as I approached. "Look at those tits! I guess the gods have conspired to let me mate again?" A shiver ran down my spine, hearing the emphasis he put on the word mate. His beady yellow gaze slithered over me, and I swear I could feel it.
"I can tell you like what you see," my voice quivered as I spoke. I cocked my hips to one side, accentuating my curvaceous figure, and thrust my buxom chest forward.
His eyes bulged a little and glued themselves to my chest. "Well, I usually prefer my wives a little greener, if you know what I mean, but it's been long enough since I mated I'll take anything I can get!"
My stomach churned, but I knew there was no going back. I guess I could try fighting him and just let him kill me, maybe dying would break my PRISONER status too. But I agreed with what Clay said, who knows what will happen when this crazy game thinks I'm GAME OVERed, I couldn't afford to give up a life just yet. So I painted a vixen smile on my face and approached the throne.
"I mean, I've got green hair," I purred. "Does it matter what color my skin is as long as it's soft, smooth...wet...and tight...?" I put a hand between my legs, grabbing myself and manufacturing a little moan.
Birtle leaned forward in his throne. He laid down the rifle, and stroked his crooked chin. "You make an interesting point, but I must wonder...who really sent you, whore?"
Clever question, and one I didn't quite have a response for. BOSS monsters were usually given NPC AIs so they could think and react to PLAYERS, rather than just running attack cycles like the low level MOBs we'd fought in the dungeon. I wasn't surprised but I was a little caught off-guard.
"Does it matter?" I asked taking another step forward, continuing to accentuate my feminine form. "Don't tell me the great Birtle Toothless is scared of little ol' me?"
He roared suddenly and lunged forward, whipping his massive arm in a vicious backhand that knocked me flat on my back! (HP: 31) He loomed over me, glowering down with those yellow eyes.
"Birtle Toothless ain't scared o' no one!" he growled, leaning down he put the edge of his cleaver against my throat. "Now, who sent you, whore?"
I swallowed nervously trying not to tremble. "N-no one," I said quickly. "I just wanted to find out if it's true what they say..."
He drew back the blade, giving me a meager bit of relief. "And what do they say exactly?"
"T-that Birtle Toothless was..." I glanced pointedly at his crotch. "...IS...twice as big as Gnash One-eye."
Birtle threw his head back and chortled. His cleaver clattered to the ground and he tore open the front of his dingy, grey pants. A huge green cock flopped out and my jaw dropped open. What the hell was I going to do with that thing!?
"Well, whore, what do you think?" he thundered with laughter. "Ol' Gnash's got nothin' on me! Why back when I was high chieftain we used to call him TINY One-eye...get it? Tiny!"
I forced some laughter, dragging my eyes from his thick, round shaft. "I mean it's definitely big, but..."
"But!?" He scooped me up off the ground and threw me over his shoulder as if I weight nothing at all. "I guess you're in need of a demonstration, eh whore? Glad to oblige!"
He swatted my up thrust booty, making me kick and squirm instinctually. Not that it mattered, I was completely and obviously overpowered here. He carried me away from the throne to a side chamber I hadn't noticed before. The ceiling was ringed in that glowing moss and there was a crude, straw bed in the center of the room.
I felt his big hand caressing my ass, then he yanked down my crimson bottoms, and began to run his thick, rough finger from stem to stern (SP: 15). My legs quivered and a ticklish shudder crept up my spine. The tip of his finger pushed into the soft folds on my labia, brushing my clit and I let out a moan (Stim 16-17-18).
I squirmed, crawling away from that rough digit. I snaked around his shoulders, kicking playfully as he tried to keep hold of me. Seeing his thick neck, I pushed his stringy black hair aside and bit down hard! I'm not sure exactly what I was thinking, but I felt a tremor shake his massive body. Suddenly I knew what I had to do. I sank my teeth into his flesh a little deeper, then began to kiss and suck his neck!
"Oh...my...little wh-whore..." he groaned, swaying under me. "Birtle likes that!"
I climbed around to his back, continuing to devour his neck. I wrapped my legs around his waist for purchase, dragging my soft, warm tongue from his shoulder all the way to his ragged earlobe. I bit down hard, and Birtle moaned again, sinking face first onto the bed.
He rolled over, reaching back for me. We wrestled around for a moment, his big hands groping my curvy body and my bikini came off in a flash. I was utterly powerless against his strength, but managed to squirm my way back on top in the end. In the split second I had to catch my breath, I noticed his Stim counter flashing: BIRTLE SP: 13.
I leaned down, kissing his broad chest before he could grab me again. Then I swung around bracing my shins on his shoulders and giving him an eyeful of my naked underside. He let out a lusty chuckle, then grabbed my plump booty with both hands. He squeezed tightly and spread me wide open, making me gasp and tremble (SP: 20). But I had him where I wanted him...sort of.
His massive erection stood before me, big and green and intimidating. No time to waste though, I grabbed it with both hands and began to stroke. I could feel it continuing to swell, growing hot and stiff in my dainty hands. Ignoring the earthy musk and taste, I leaned forward and began licking the bulbous head. Instantly I felt his hands fall off my backside, and his massive body melted down onto the crude straw bed. Smiling, I slid my lips down around the fleshy helmet sucking firmly. I felt a sudden little charge rush through me, was I starting to like having dick in my mouth? (SP: 21)
Pushing that aside, I sucked the head of his cock for only a few moments before I felt his body quake beneath me. Still new to this whole cock-sucking thing though, I didn't realize what that meant. Birtle's hips bucked suddenly, forcing his cock deeper into my mouth and spraying hot ORK giz down my throat! Reflexively I gulped down most of the thick fluid, but his cock continued to gush filling my mouth until it dribbled out between my lips. I pulled back, coughing and sputtering as shiny strands of cum stringed between my lips and his cock. It was so thick and salty, and I could feel it coating my throat and the sloshing warmth of it in my stomach. I shuddered, spitting a little more and heaving a deep breath.
YOU HAVE MAXED OUT BIRTLE'S STIM!! Flashed before my eyes, followed immediately by LEX HAS LEVELED UP! And then NEW SKILL ACQUIRED: TEASE!! And then MAX HP +5 and finally MAX StimP +5.
I could hardly believe it! I turned back to look at Birtle, who was already sound asleep, snoring. Above his head in flashing red letters was: BIRTLE STIM: 20!
I cocked my head... he only had a MAX of 20? I guess it made sense, if he hadn't been allowed to mate for years. It was kind of a clever weakness, actually. Who would walk into a BOSS battle with the intention to seduce the monster?
I pulled up my PLASMA PISTOL and blasted the sleeping ORK (CHG: 0). He exploded in a starburst of sparkling pixels, leaving behind two BLAST PACKS and a MED KIT on the bed. Huge flashing letters appeared over the bed: BIRTLE'S BUNKER CLEARED! And then CONGRATULATIONS!!
I charged up my PLASMA PISTOL (CHG: 8) with the BLAST PACKS. However, I could only carry one MED KIT in my inventory, so I used the new one (HP: 55). Then I wiggled back into my bikini and turned back towards the door.
"Hey, you did it!" I nearly jumped out of skin hearing Clay's voice from the doorway.
"Scared me, jerk!" I squeaked. "But, uh yeah...I guess I did."
"I'm impressed!"
"Don't be," I groaned as we walked back out into the arena chamber. "So did you get your extra life?"
"Just like we planned," he affirmed. "And I think that's for you."
He pointed towards the throne, where Birtle's rifle was now floating and spinning in midair. Above it were the words; PLASMA RIFLE. I ran over and grabbed it. PLASMA RIFFLE ACQUIRED (CHG: 3).
"I leveled up too," I told Clay as I inspected the new weapon. It was long and skinny with a flared glowing barrel, and fit my arms and frame perfectly.
"That's great," he said. "You'll need it when we make the run at the main STAGE MISSION."
I nodded, walking up to Clay. "And...?"
"And now you want me to release your prisoner status," he sighed heavily. I didn't respond, just looked into his face expectantly. "I'm sorry, Lex, I'm not going to do that."
Next... Boss Battle
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Stage 1-4: Boss Battle
I was standing in front of Clay looking up at him expectantly. I had defeated the dungeon BOSS Birtle Toothless, he had gotten his precious extra life, it was time for his part of the deal.
"And now you want me to release your PRISONER status," he sighed heavily. "I'm sorry, Lex, I'm not going to do that."
I wish I could say I was surprised, I wasn't. Glancing back at the bed chamber where I'd just thoroughly debased myself, I felt a keen sense of humiliation. I felt stupid for trusting Clay, ashamed of the things I'd done with Birtle the ORK (things I could still taste btw), and worst of all I was still completely powerless in my situation. A rush of emotion flooded through me, further reminding me that I was trapped in this female body, as I felt my eyes brimming with tears once more.
I dropped my head and took a step away from him, fighting back the tears. I crossed my arms under my ample breasts and felt the cold air beginning to seep in. I was still wearing the red and gold bikini forced upon me by my status as CLAY'S PRISONER. It was scant and flimsy, and I wasn't sure it was any more substantial than wearing nothing at all. My boobs bulged around the meager strips of fabric making up the top, the bottoms rode extremely low on my hips and were cut to leave most of my firm, round ass cheeks on full display. I was constantly adjusting both pieces, as much because I simply could not get used to being so exposed, as because of the way every sway of my curvaceous body seemed to cause them to shift one way or another.
I felt a few frustrated tears escape to roll down my cheeks, but I refused to acknowledge them. I couldn't bring myself to look at Clay either, so I dropped my eyes to the floor and kicked absently as the loose dirt with my dainty toes.
"So, fine, what's the plan now," I asked, unable to keep the quaver out of my voice.
"It'll be dark by now," I could feel his eyes on me as he spoke. "And there are really dangerous random encounters in the jungle at night, so I think we should wait here till morning."
"Fine."
"In the morning we'll head back to the SAFE ZONE," he went on. "And discuss how we're going make our run at Gnash One-eye's fortress."
"If you say so," I replied with as little emotion as possible.
"Look, I know you're angry," he had that not-quite-apologetic tone again. "It's just, we don't really trust each other and this way you can't hurt me...I promise once we get you to the end of this stage I'll release you."
"Yeah, great," I murmured and walked over to the ramshackle throne.
I flopped down, it was way too big for my rounded backside, designed for a Space ORK's butt. I turned sideways and hugged my legs into my chest, resting my chin on my knees. Clay made some joke about "queen of the something or other" but I ignored him. I could feel myself on edge too. My Stim points were too high, not close to MAX but high. I was keenly aware of my body, and every inch of exposed skin. Checking to make sure Clay wasn't looking, I slipped one hand between my legs to touch myself. A pleasant sensation swept through the curves of my hips, but my Stim counter didn't move.
"Fuck," I whispered to myself, realizing Clay hadn't unlocked my MASTURBATION skill yet! Which meant I was going to have sit here half horned-up until god-knows-when, or go ask my CAPTOR to let me MASTURBATE. ...Or ask him for something else.
The prospect of that small humiliation brought all my emotions flooding back. As a man I'd never felt too susceptible to my emotions, course we weren't supposed to be; "big boys don't cry" and "man up" were common sentiments. In my new female body the emotions seemed so much stronger, even overwhelming at times. The more I tried to hold them back the more powerless I felt. Before I knew it, I was bawling again. I did all I could to do to keep as quiet as possible, not wanting to add the humiliation of letting Clay see or hear me blubbering.
I was still crying my eyes out, when I felt something lay across my shoulders. Looking up, I found Clay draping one of the blankets from Birtle's bedchamber over me.
"What are you doing," I sniveled, wiping my cheeks even as new tears spilled down them.
"I know you must hate me right now," he said, sitting in the dirt next to the throne. "But I really am going to live up to my end of the bargain, as soon as we get you through the STAGE MISSION."
"And why do I need to be your PRISONER for that?" I whined. Hearing my voice in that high female register was strange enough, without my emotional state making me shrill and uneven.
"Just... I don't...I guess cuz I'm just an asshole," he stammered.
"Got that right," I whimpered. The tears continued to flow, deepening my embarrassment.
The truth was, I didn't exactly blame him. Blame him for duping me, and taking me PRISONER in the first place, rather than asking for my help? Yes! Blame him for keeping me PRISONER until I had no reason to hurt him? Well, that kind of made sense. Not that I'd tell him that.
"I'm not just crying because you're a bastard, you know," I whined after a few moments of silence.
He turned towards me. "No?"
The tears were slowing now, I was starting to compose myself a bit. I started to pull the blanket around me, then thought about Birtle wrapping himself in it, and shrugged it off onto the ground.
"I mean you are being a bastard," I said, sniffling. "But it's everything else too, being trapped in a game where everything wants to rape or molest me, not knowing if I'll ever be able to log out, and I haven't even had a great chance to learn the game, so it's all extra nerve wracking...I don't know what's going to happen to me?"
"I know what you mean," he said, sliding his arm around my shoulder. I guess I hadn't noticed him move into the throne beside me. "It's definitely freaky but it can be just as freaky IRL, don't you think? Not like you can just get an extra life out there."
"Yeah, but..."
"IRL there are no rules, anything can happen," he went on. "In here, everything is set by game mechanics, you just have to learn what they are and you can exploit them."
"Like you exploited me," I pointed out.
"Right, sorry," he started to stand.
"Wait," I sighed grabbing his arm.
He looked at me curiously, and I snatched my hand back. "You want me to stay?" he asked.
I swallowed, did I? "Yes," I replied reluctantly. "Look I'm wearing the skimpiest bikini I've ever seen, in an underground ORK lair, I'm freezing."
"I brought you the blanket."
"Sorry, if I don't want to wrap myself in a filthy ORK fuck rag," I said with a little more ire than intended. "Will you just sit here and keep me warm?"
"Of course," he sank back into the seat, and put his arm back around me.
Despite myself I leaned against his side. Once again, I became hyperaware of how delicate my feminine body felt against his rigid frame. My skin seemed to absorb the warmth of his body, and I felt myself relax a bit. There was a sensitive tingle between my thighs. Damn Stim points!
"You know," I said, wanting to change the subject. "You almost sound like you like it better in here than out there."
"Why not?" he responded quickly. "Out there I'm just some schlubby tax analyst! In here..." He swept his free arm over his perfect body. "I'm Clay the ISN AGENT, a combat specialist with a laser sword!"
"I guess you have a point," I said. "It's a tiny and miniscule point, but still..."
He laughed and said something I missed. My mind turned over his words. Would I be less freaked out by this if I wasn't trapped in a female avatar? If it all just felt like any of the games I've enjoyed playing before? I pushed the thoughts from my mind, I didn't want to be stuck in a VRG forever, no matter what avatar I was in! The uncomfortable thoughts made me squirm slightly, and when I did he hugged me a little tighter. An arousing warmth snaked lazily around my spine (StimP: 23). Fuck.
"Uhm, Clay," I began so meekly I'm surprised he heard me.
"Yes?"
"I n-need you to..." I swallowed, feeling my cheeks flush crimson. "...unlock my skills." I couldn't look him in the face just then, but I swear I heard his smile.
"Oh," he said. "Which skill is that?"
"Nevermind!" I snapped.
He knew damn well what skill! I only had the two, and he didn't even know about the new one: TEASE. I stood up and walked to the edge of the earthen dais, hugging my chest self-consciously. I knew he'd be looking at my butt, barely covered and shaped like an upside-down heart, how could he not? The thought made me embarrassed all over again, but now in that slightly peculiar, almost fun way.
What was going on with me? Did I hate him? Was I attracted to him? Was I just horny because of my Stim points, or was there some part of me getting very comfortable in this feminine body? Distracted with my own thoughts, I jumped when I felt Clays's hands on my shoulders (StimP: 25).
"Oh did you mean your MASTURBATION skill?" I felt his warm breath blow over my neck and shoulders, and the sensation made my knees wobble (StimP: 27). "You know I could just help you with that pesky little Stim bar."
"No thank you, just unlock the skill and give me about five minutes alone." Is what I really wanted to say, however I suddenly couldn't form words as his hands moved from my shoulders to my chest. I did make some incoherent breathy murmurs, that I thought sounded protestive, but the instant his firm grip seized my plump, nubile breasts I felt myself getting wet (StimP: 30).
I leaned back against his solid chest, as he kneaded my sensitive orbs, flooding my chest with heat (StimP: 34). Hearing myself moaning at the feel of a man's hands still felt off, confusing. Feeling the fullness of my heavy breasts in his gasp, rolling my hips to press my round, protruding backside against the growing bulge in his pants, I gave in so quickly. That's what confused me more than anything.
Kneading my boobs aggressively Clay groaned, and the vibration seemed to reverberate straight through me (StimP: 38). He scooped me up with ease, cradling me in his arms just long enough to dump me back on the throne.
"Wait, no!" I finally protested as he whisked off my bikini bottoms. There was no conviction in my objection and Clay ignored it altogether. He pushed my knees apart, and leaned down licking my smooth, hairless slit, peeling a deep moan from my plump lips (StimP: 45).
My pussy was gushing already as he devoured it. His lips clamped around my mound, sucking me in. I felt his fine teeth nipping at the edges of my pussy lips, making me jump and quiver. Then his velvety tongue pushed through my sensitive petals, squirming around and sending shockwaves through my hips and down my legs! When that hot tongue hit my clit I orgasmed, squealing and writhing in the throne (StimP: 50).
I was shaking as Clay dragged that tongue through my slit, over my pelvis, along my tummy, between my quivering breasts, up my throat, and then kissed me deeply. Tasting myself on his lips made my head spin. I threw my arms around his neck and returned the kiss ravenously. I moaned into his mouth as his cock slid into my pussy. I hadn't even realized he'd whipped it out. He pumped once and I MAXED (StimP: 55!).
I cried out again, mid-kiss, climaxing and clutching him as tightly as my meager strength could manage. He moaned against my throat, as I felt a jet of hot semen flooding me. He pulled out, crumpling to a seated position at the foot of the throne. I continued to writhe on the throne, my head swimming, feeling like I was still having the orgasm. When the sensation finally subsided, I collapsed, draped limp across the throne. My toes, fingers and head were numb, and I couldn't think straight for several long minutes (StimP: 0).
I saw the now familiar CLAY HAS MAXED OUT YOUR STIM!! And YOU LOSE! Appear before me. For the first time, I didn't feel like a loser.
"Congratulations," Clay said from his seat on the floor. "You have acquired multiple orgasms!"
He chuckled. I would have laughed too but my brain still wasn't working. A male body just could not cum like that! There was definitely a part of me getting used to being a woman. Despite the skimpy clothes, the overwhelming emotions and unfamiliarity of my feminine body, somethings about it all just felt too good. Maybe that was just the post-coital bliss.
According to Clay, once you cleared a dungeon, none of the enemies respawned until you left. Still, we each took turns sleeping while the other kept watch, just in case. When morning came we left without incident.
It was still miserable trekking back through the jungle in my skimpy bikini. I had expected to be a little tougher, after dealing with the giant bugs in the dungeon, but found that had actually made me more squeamish to every little thing I thought was crawling across my copious amounts of exposed skin. By the time we got back to the SAFE ZONE campsite, I was flustered, embarrassed and keenly aware of how often Clay was rolling his eyes at me.
I flopped onto one of the empty LOOT BOXES arranged around the dormant fire pit, grumbling to no one in particular. My feelings on the bikini were beginning to shift from embarrassed resentment, to outright hatred...and I still had the actual STAGE MISSION to get through in it.
After letting me get settled down, Clay sat opposite me and we went over the plan. He knew a way to by-pass the jungle section of the mission, another secret entrance that would get us into Gnash One-eye's fortress. However, we would still have to fight our way up three levels to Gnash's chamber for the BOSS BATTLE. The fortress was apparently crawling with ZAUKs and the more dangerous TORNOIDS as well. Information that gave me more than a little anxiety, recalling all too well their big groping hands and slimy, violating tentacles. Clay assured me it wasn't as hard as it sounded, just had to stay focused and keep our eyes peeled for BLAST PACKS because I wouldn't be able to skimp on plasma blasts this go-round.
He wanted to wait and go first thing in the morning, it was already midafternoon by the time we were ready to leave. I insisted we get moving. I had no desire to spend another night anticipating this ordeal. He accepted my decision, and we set back out into the jungle. I steeled my nerves and was much less fussy by the time we reached Gnash's fortress.
It was a huge cylindrical tower, with thick green vines crawling up the sides. The top was a massive satellite dish, which Clay assured me served no actual purpose, except that it looked cool. We circled around the facility, carefully avoiding the lookout ZAUKS positioned here and there. Luckily, Clay had committed their routes to memory.
My heart sank yet again, when we reached Clay's secret entrance. It was a garbage chute. Not only that but we would have to climb an enormous pile of garbage, then climb up that disgusting tube, to get into the tower. I looked down at my bikini clad body, chewed my bottom lip for a moment, then looked back up at Clay.
"Oh...hell...no," I said, flatly.
He sighed. "Don't be such a girl, this is the easiest, safest way in."
"I AM A GIRL, dick!" I was momentarily shocked how quickly and easily that had come out of mouth. "Look at what I'm wearing! Thanks to you no less, and you want me to go crawling through a garbage heap, then climb up that disgusting chute? No way!"
"So, you want to traipse back through the jungle, charge up about a mile of hanging platforms crawling with rapey little aliens, just because your grossed out by a little trash?"
I'm a little embarrassed at how long I fought this. Disgusting as it was, it was also obviously the better plan. So, after far too long of an argument, I gave in and crawled my scantly clad booty through the garbage pile. It was stinky, and buggy, and gross, and I got stuff on me that I didn't know what it was, and stepping my bare feet in things I didn't want to know what it was. At the top Clay boosted me into the chute and I scrambled up through a narrow, stinky, slimy disposal tube and into the fortress. I crawled out of there feeling like I was covered head-to-toe in garbage, longing for the creepy crawly underbrush of the jungle.
"See, wasn't so bad," Clay said, exiting the chute in his pants, and boots, and giant red trench coat.
I didn't bother making a reply, just shot him the most scathing glare I could manufacture.
He shrugged and drew his LAZER BLADE. "This way."
We ran into a pair of ZAUKS rounding the very first bend in the hall. Clay cut them down and we kept moving. We didn't make it far before running into another pair. We pulled up short, and I leveled my PLASMA PISTOL blasting one (CHG: 7) as Clay charged the other. Suddenly a door opened on either side of the hallway, each releasing a ZAUK. They barked their usual greeting at me ("Nice tits!"). I lifted my gun and blasted the one on the left (CHG: 6). Unfortunately, that left me completely open to the one on the right. He grabbed me, and immediately began groping my breasts with those oversized hands (HP: 49, StimP: 8). The instant he let me go, Clay was back, cutting him in half.
The hallway ended at an elevator, and when we hit the button the doors hissed open unleashing two snarling ZAUKS and a tentacle-armed TORNOID! My stomach lurched seeing the mutant emerge. Before we could attack two more doors opened behind us again, releasing two more ZAUKS. This time Clay rushed the closer two, and I took aim at the advancing three. I blasted the TORNOID and it recoiled, squealing in pain (CHG: 5). I was able to pop one of the ZAUKS too (CHG: 4). By then the third was close enough to clock me right in the face (HP: 47). I turned him into a shower of pixels (CHG: 3), only to feel the TORNOIDS tentacles coiling around my ribs. Repulsed, I cried out as the tip of each tentacle snaked under my bikini top, wrapping around my boobs! They squeezed, squirming over my nipples, spreading unwelcome tingles throughout my chest (HP: 43, StimP: 18). I dropped to my knees when he released me, just as Clay rushed past, making short work of the MOB. When the TORNOID popped it dropped a BLAST PACK.
Clay kicked it over to me and we got on the elevator. I recharged my PLASMA PISTOL (CHG:7). We shared a look, each knowing that that level hadn't gone very well. I readjusted my top, feeling tentacle residue still covering my chest.
There were two TORNOIDS waiting when the doors opened. One immediately whacked Clay and he was STUNNED! I dodged a whipping tentacle, blasted one and it staggered backwards (CHG: 6). I spun towards the other, just as it whacked me (HP: 36)! I staggered as a ring of stars appeared around my head, I was STUNNED! Before the TORNOID could get to me though, Clay recovered, hitting it with his throwing knives and splitting it in half with his LAZER BLADE. Almost immediately, Clay was hard pressed dodging the attacks of the other. Fortunately, I recovered, blasting the MOB and destroying it (CHG: 5). It dropped another BLAST PACK too (CHG: 9).
We continued up the hallway killing another group of four ZAUKS with no incident (CHG: 7). At the end of the hall was another elevator and two more TORNOIDS. I was STUNNED by another hard hit during the fight (HP: 29). Clay kept them off me until I recovered, and we put them both down (CHG: 5).



"Last level," Clay said as the elevator doors hissed shut.
"I'm ready!" I assured him, tugging at my top again.
I was not, neither of us were. Suddenly two ZAUKS dropped in through the roof of the elevator. I screamed in surprise, and they both turned and punched Clay, STUNNING him! I lifted my PLASMA PISTOL and popped one of them (CHG: 4). But in those close quarters the second was on me immediately!
"Nice tits!" He ripped off my bikini top and forced me to bend over, even as he yanked down my bottoms, stuffing one thick finger in my pussy (HP: 23, StimP: 26). I whimpered helplessly as he pumped my tight little hole, sending tendrils of unwanted arousal curling through my hips. He pushed in deep, making me squeal miserably, then pushed me to the ground and chortled with laughter. His head hit the floor, while the rest of him shattered into thousands of glittering pixels. Clay had recovered.
I was on my hands and knees, looking down at my now naked body, flush with humiliation. My tits heaved between my arms, tipped with little pink bullets and beyond that my hairless slit was totally exposed. The remnants of my bikini was scattered hopelessly across the floor. I had a MED KIT in my inventory, but I knew I needed to save that for just before we faced Gnash One-eye. Which meant running this third level naked. I stood on shaky legs, and avoided making eye contact with Clay.
"I'm ready," I whimpered, before he could say anything.
The doors hissed open, but there were no MOBs waiting. Clay led the way, cautiously checking for other enemies. There was a BLAST PACK on the floor, so I scooped it up and charged my weapon (CHG: 8). We kept moving.
Just around the corner we were ambushed by a group with six ZAUKS and two TORNOIDS. Clay charged the ZAUKS while I fired at the tentacled mutants in the rear. I destroyed one right away and got a shot off on the second (CHG: 5). By then one of the ZAUKS had broken away and was rushing at me.
"Nice tits!" he said, right before I kicked the little bastard, knocking him back a step. As I lifted my PLASMA PISTOL to roast him, I noticed the TORNOID moving to within striking distance of Clay. My stomach lurched uncertainly, I decided to blast the TORNOID, eliminating the more dangerous enemy (CHG: 4). This gave the ZAUK more than enough time to close the distance and get his hands on me. One big hand grabbed my naked slit, immediately shoving a finger up inside me, while the other hand closed around my tit! I whined as his finger slammed in and my cunt gushed around it. Squirming frantically, I was totally helpless as his other hand mashed and twisted my sensitive breast (HP: 17, StimP: 34). His attack cycle flooded me with arousal, and when he threw me down I crumpled, moaning and trembling in frustration.
Hearing his chortled laughter, I rolled to my back and blasted him just as Clay was about the halve him with his LASER SWORD (CHG: 3).
"Come on, we're almost there," Clay said, helping me stand.
I stumbled after him, my heart sinking as my legs wobbled beneath me. I could feel my own warm juices running down my thighs, and my nipples were so hard and achy I thought they might blow off any second. There was only one paltry ZAUK guarding the entrance to the BOSS ARENA and Clay dispatched him before I even saw it, I only rounded the corner to the welcome sight of dissipating pixels.
"This is it," Clay said, and I could hear the uncertainty in his voice.
Feeling the same apprehension, I leaned against the wall. Feeling my breasts heaving I knew what I had to do. Or rather, what I needed him to do.
"I need you to MAX me," I said.
Clay looked at me, and cocked an eyebrow. "Here? Now?"
"I can't go into a BOSS BATTLE with 34 Stim points," I said. "You'll get it done faster than if I MASTURBATE since I'm still your PRISONER. Please?"
He grinned, walked over to me, kissed my cheek and reached between my legs. I shut my eyes, feeling his fingers wiggle into my dripping petals (StimP: 40). His first two fingers slid into my soaking vagina, while his thumb pushed through my lips in search of my clit (StimP: 44-48).
"There it is," he whispered, as his thumb rubbed across my hot little nub and I sucked in a breath.
He rubbed my clit in a firm, circular motion, setting my hips on fire along with those thrusting digits in my cooch MAXing me immediately (StimP: 55!). I cried out, feeling as if I was blowing through two orgasms at once. My hot little pussy soaked Clay's hand and I sank down, right there, on my naked ass, gasping for breath (StimP: 0).
CLAY HAS MAXED OUT YOUR STIM!! Yeah yeah yeah. YOU LOSE!
He kept watch while I gathered my wits, no small task in that moment. Fortunately, no other enemies spawned in. Once I was able to get to my feet, my head cleared rather quickly and the strength returned to my legs.
"Alright, I think I'm ready," I said. "Just let me use my MED KIT, and..."
"Wait," Clay said. "There's something else before you do."
I looked at him, he was wearing an expression I hadn't seen before. Something like affection, maybe? "What is it?"
He took my wrists and pressed a button on the manacles. They buzzed and then fell off. "I release you from being my PRISONER."
Immediately my HUD opened on its own. The PRISONER status dropped, and all my skills unlocked. I even felt my silky green hair fall back around my shoulders. I leapt at him, hugging his neck tightly. I blushed and hopped back quickly, remembering I was still completely naked.
"Thank you," I said, popping my HUD again and using the MED KIT in my inventory (HP: 55).
As the glow of the MED KIT washed over me, my clothes came back at last! My black, high heeled boots were back on my feet. The rest of my legs were still bare, but I was amazed at how covering my skin-tight booty shorts felt after a few days wearing nothing but bikini bottoms. My boobs were tucked back into the blue tube top, and my shiny purple jacket was back. Even the belt and holster for my PLASMA PISTOL reappeared, hanging askew across my hips. Looking down at myself, I breathed a huge sigh of relief.
In the next instant I felt a little silly. I was still pretty scantly clothed, my purple shorts still didn't even cover the lowest curves of my ass cheeks and my top displayed an ample amount of cleavage. And why was I so excited to be wearing such girly clothes? I pushed those thoughts from mind, it was time to finish this stage!
I headed towards the door but paused when I realized Clay wasn't following. "Come on, let's go."
He looked down sheepishly. "I can't go with you."
"What, what do you mean?" I said. "We had a deal."
"Yes," he nodded. "I got you here, and I set you free, I'd say that upholds my end of our deal. But I mean I really can't go with you, see..." He walked to the door and pressed the open button, nothing happened. "I've already completed this mission so I can't go in with you to face Gnash."
"Oh." My heart dropped into my stomach. "I only have three charges left though? How can I beat a STAGE BOSS with three charges?"
"You'll find a way," he said, and his tone had all the certainty I needed to hear in that moment. "I don't doubt it, nor do I doubt that you'll figure out a way to log us all out of this game."
I blushed. "Now you're just trying to flatter me."
He grinned. "No way, you took down Birtle Toothless, when I never could, you're one of those smarter, better, stronger players I'm waiting on to rescue me."
"Waiting on," I echoed. "So, you're just going back to your SAFE ZONE to do nothing?" His eyes dropped and he didn't reply. "Well, thanks for getting me here, and thanks for holding up your end of the bargain...even if you didn't give me a ton of choice on the terms...asshole." I hit the button and the door to the BOSS ARENA slid open.
"Watch it out there," he said. "Remember not every player is playing to escape."
"Take care of yourself, Clay," I nodded, stepping through the door into a pitch-black hallway.
"Shit, wait!" I heard Clay yelling. "Watch out for his-" the door slid shut before he could finish. I checked for another button but there was no was way to reopen the door. I was locked in now.
As I turned back down the hallway words began to flash across my vision: STAGE ONE - BOSS BATTLE and then GNASH ONE-EYE!! And finally GET READY!!
All the lights flickered on as I moved toward the BOSS ARENA. I still wasn't sure how I was going to defeat Gnash One-eye. I only had three shots with my PLASMA PISTOL. I certainly didn't relish the idea of getting into a Stim battle with another ORK BOSS, and if this one was the "ruler" of this planet, I doubted he'd have as weak a Stim bar as Birtle had. Still, maybe my TEASE skill would give me an edge? That's when I remembered I had a new weapon!
I paused, opening my HUD and activating the PLASMA RIFLE! It only had three shots too, but the damage rating was much higher than my starting gun. Three shots...had to make them count! If nothing else maybe it'd weaken him enough for me to finish him off with the pistol!
Swallowing my nerves, I stepped into the arena. The chamber was vast, with a high domed ceiling. There were cables, and other electronics adorning the walls. Directly in front of me was a gigantic video screen. Standing in front of that was the biggest ORK I'd seen so far. The eyepatch he wore made it pretty obvious this was Gnash One-eye.
Gnash had to be close to seven feet tall and built like a bodybuilder. There was a charcoal vest stretched across his muscular chest, with black and green fatigues under that. He had metallic wrist-guards, with buttons and flashing panels on them, a handgun strapped to one hip and a rather large knife on the other. His black hair stood straight up in a mohawk, and his protruding jaw featured two sharp tusks!
"Welcome! ...to die..." he growled.
I clutched my rifle a little tighter, uncertain if I should make the first move or wait to assess his attack pattern. "Surrender now, Gnash!"
"Surrender?" he chortled with laughter. "To a lowly BOUNTY HUNTER? Never!" He hadn't drawn any weapons, so I waited to see what happened next, I could not afford to waste a single shot. "I know you're working with the Intergalactic Space Navy, why throw your life away for a corrupt government? Join us..." His hand moved, going for a weapon, nope, going for his crotch. "...and I'll make you one of my wives!"
Ugh, this game! "Never!" I shouted reflexively. "Hand over the... uh, component...and I'll let you live!"
He laughed again, this time pulling his weapons, gun and knife. "If you won't be my wife," he howled. "Then I'll make you my whore!"
The ORK charged, closing the distance quickly. He fired at me but I rolled sideways easily dodging. When he got close enough, he swung the knife at me. I dove behind him, somersaulting right up to my feet and taking aim. The PLASMA RIFLE hummed with energy and kicked hard as a focused beam of energy ripped from the barrel. I hit Gnash square in the back, hearing his flesh sizzle as he recoiled and roared angrily (CHG:2).
The rifle buzzed, and a light appeared on the side that said RECHARGING with a progress bar under it: 2%. Oh, great.
Gnash lifted his gun and started firing. I rolled out of the way, but he swung towards me and fired again! I rolled away, narrowly avoiding the second shot but a third clipped my shoulder. Pain rippled through me, and the jolt knocked me off my feet (HP: 50).
Gnash cackled and charged again. I scrambled back up, checking the readout on my rifle: 88%. It climbed fast but not fast enough. He was right on top of me then...damn, he moved fast. I ducked the knife swipe, but ate a powerful backhand from his other arm (HP: 46).
I fell back, rolling across the floor, thankfully out of range for any more CQC attacks at the moment.
"Nice tits, bad fighter!" I heard him rumble as he turned toward me. Then I heard a beeping and felt my rifle hum to life: 100% READY!
He stalked forward, not charging this time, so I rolled to my back and fired! The plasma beam lanced across his chest and face diagonally, causing him to howl in pain and recoil once more (CHG: 1). This time I noticed the health counter above his head: GNASH HP: 30.
Suddenly I felt like I was doing better than I initially thought. His health was already lower than mine!
He whipped his gun towards me, firing three times again. I dodged to the right twice, but back left to avoid the third shot. Hearing the blast fizzle along the floor harmlessly, I jumped to my feet feeling a surge of excitement! The rifle RECHARGE flashed at 85%.
"Clever bitch!" he snarled in frustration. "You'll make a fine addition to my harem...once I've broken you!"
"Broken me?" I scoffed. "Birtle Toothless couldn't handle me, and I hear you're not even as big as him!" I tensed ready to dodge his next charge.
"Birtle...!?" he snarled. "Think that's funny bitch, I'll show you!"
Instead of charging, he made a punching motion at me. Shit, a new attack! A crackling beam of energy looped out from the glowing panel on one of his wrist guards. Before I could react at all it looped around my torso like a lasso, pinning my arms down and making me drop my PLASMA RIFLE! (HP: 45)
"No!" I cried out, and then I was yanked forward, pulled right into Gnash's waiting hands.
He pulled my arms behind my back, forcing my ample chest forward and grasp both wrists with one powerful hand. I tried futilely to pull free, even as his free hand went straight for my tits. He groped and squeezed over my tube top, flooding my chest with heat (HP: 39, StimP: 9).
"Nice tits," he grumbled lustily. "A fine addition indeed!"
When the ORK released me, he immediately started moving to grab me again. I swatted at his tusked face, doing no damage and not budging him an inch, I had no chance to get away. His big hands closed on my shoulders, and I was lifted right off the ground and thrown over his shoulder. I squirmed, kicking to get loose but his arm wrapped over my back and I was trapped. Then his broad, rough hand whipped across my butt!
I yelped in pain, and was shocked to see a new counter appear below my Stim bar: PAIN: 2. Oh, god...apparently I was subject to the torture mechanics as well. I gasped again as his hand whipped across my defenseless backside (StimP: 11, PN: 4). The ORK began to spank me again and again! I felt the stinging fullness of my ass under his hand with every wicked swat. Heat and pain spread through my rounded cheeks and started crawling up my back, as I kicked and screamed helplessly on his shoulder, watching my counters tick up: PN: 6-7-8, StimP: 12-13-14.
Finally, he shrugged me off and I fell back onto the floor, whimpering in pain. Gnash stood over me and howled with laughter.
"Silly bitch!" he cackled. "Surrender now and I won't have to break you!"
"Not a chance you son-of-a-bitch!" I said, scrambling to my feet. I glanced towards my PLASMA RIFLE, still on the floor all the way across the room. I made the dash for it! Behind me I could hear Gnash laugh again. Just before I reached my weapon, I felt the heat of his energy lasso ensnare me once more (HP: 38). I screamed in frustration as it yanked backwards, reeling me right back into his waiting hands.
His big, grubby mitt closed around the back of my neck, and he knelt down, forcing me chest first over his knee. Then I felt him spank me again (PN: 10, StimP: 16). Unable to fight back, I yelped every time his hand lashed across my peach-like ass (PN: 11-12-13). This was really starting to hurt, so badly I actually felt tears brimming my eyes (PN: 14). As intense as the stinging pain was spreading through my round butt cheeks, it crawled up my spine turning to sensual heat making my neck and chest flush crimson (StimP: 18-19-20-21). By the time my PAIN counter reached 15 I was sobbing, and my yelps had become agonized cries.
A wave of humiliation crashed over me, as I realized that Gnash had put me over his knee and spanked me until I was bawling. Never mind the fact, I was getting more and more turned on by the torture cycle. This was a twisted game! Shit, I had no idea what happened if my PAIN MAXED, or even what my MAX PN was? Feeling the hot tears streaming down my cheeks, any confidence I'd had drained away. Finally, the ORK shoved me off his knee and stood over me again.
"Your tears are as attractive as your fat udders!" he chortled.
Fat udders!? I thought crawling sorely away from the BOSS monster. As if this all couldn't get any more degrading. I knew I couldn't make it to my PLASMA RIFLE this time, so I popped my HUD and retrieved the pistol. Scrambling to my feet, I turned and aimed just as he was bearing down on me! The beam burst against his chest, shredding his vest and singeing his green skin (CHG: 2): GNASH HP: 22.
He snarled in pain, but the blast did not stop or even slow his advance. He was already winding up for a heavy attack, so I aimed and fired again (CHG: 1): GNASH HP: 15. The plasma beam clearly hurt the ORK but did not interrupt his attack cycle...which I now had no hope of dodging.
He pistol-whipped me with the butt of his gun, and I staggered back groaning in pain (HP: 28). My arms dropped to my sides, and my legs sagged weakly as that all too familiar ring of stars spun around my head: STUNNED.
NO! I was a sitting duck now...and from the sound of Gnash's laughter we both knew it.
Drawing his knife, he wound up another heavy attack, which I would be utterly defenseless against. I shrieked as the knife sliced up the front of my body, slashing my purple booty shorts and splitting my tube top! (HP: 18) I hit the ground, feeling my clothes falling off and hearing my PLASMA PISTOL skitter across the floor.
At least this wasn't a gory game, so there was no blood or wound, but cutting me like that had hurt big time! Looking down at my naked female body, I noticed a line of glowing pixels running from my hip up between my quivering breasts. It quickly faded back to my normal skin tone...freaky a little.
I pushed up on all fours, trying to clear my head and started crawling. I had to get some distance, recover one of my weapons and get back in this fight! When I felt his big, rough hands grab the curves of my hips, I couldn't hold back a frightened whimper.
"Now whore," he grumbled pulling me towards him. "You find out if that toothless fool is bigger or not!"
A terrified tremor ran through my chest and I glanced back. Gnash had his cock out now (which incidentally was not bigger than Birtle's) and was positioning himself at my backside. I tried to scramble away but his grip on my hips was much too strong. He yanked back again, and I felt him enter me in the same motion! I cried out as his thick ORK cock thrust into my pussy (HP: 12, StimP: 26).
He may not have been so freaky-big as Birtle, but Gnash was still huge. I felt his cock swelling inside me, stretching my violated vagina until my hips ached. I moaned shrilly, trembling as he began to fuck me (StimP: 28). He leaned over me, so he could grope my breasts with one hand while he humped me. Feeling his massive torso engulf me, I felt so small trapped underneath the ORK, weak and helpless! His enormous cock pumped in and out of my cunt, forcing it to gush hotly around the invading shaft (StimP: 32-34-36). I moaned lustily, as his powerful hand mashed and kneaded the firm flesh of my plump breast, my nipples already hard and achy (StimP: 38-40-42).
A tremor of emotion ran through me, turning my insides to mush. Gnash had totally dominated me. My new female body was too weak to fight back or resist, and so susceptible to these forced pleasures I wasn't sure I wanted to anymore! Feeling his immense ORK cock surging deep inside left me feeling utterly powerless, and sent hot girly juices streaming down my thighs. His hips bucked against the padding of my pert, round ass, rocking every curve of my feminine form. My entire chest flushed with heat feeling the fullness of my plump breasts yielding to his powerful grip. Even my full-lipped mouth hung open, issuing sensual, gasping moans as I was completely overwhelmed by the sensations (StimP: 48). I had lost.



"You're moaning like one of my wives, whore," Gnash rumbled right beside my ear. "Are you ready to surrender?"
"Y-yes," I heard myself whimper as he continued to pound my tight, wet pussy. "I'm yours..."
Suddenly, Gnash pulled out of me with a wet slurp. I gasped, falling to my side and looked back at him unsurely. He stood, his throbbing erection pointing straight at me. He glared down, those vicious looking tusks lifted in something like a grin. Above his head I noticed his counter: GNASH StimP: 43.
"Then come and suck this high chieftain cock!" Gnash ordered.
Dropping my head and swallowing a sudden rush of shame, I crawled towards the towering ORK. I could feel my breasts hanging between my arms, bobbing from side to side as I crawled, and my naked tail swayed in the air behind me. It all felt so degrading, trapped in a woman's body, stripped against my will and forced into submission by this alpha male ORK...degrading and just a little thrilling.
As I arrived before Gnash I looked up at him meekly and licked my lips. They felt so plump and soft as I began to kiss his steel rod. My tongue darted out, licking at his thick, veiny shaft and tasting my own pussy juice still coating it. The taste caused a fluttery feeling in my chest (StimP: 49) and I hungrily devoured his cock! Gnash groaned as I sucked him in deep. I closed my lips around the shaft and began stroking and sucking. His member swelled in my mouth, radiating heat that made my head spin (StimP: 50). A slow, gentle orgasm crawled through my body making me shake, and causing a few erratic breaths, even as I sucked on the ORK.
His hips bucked reflexively and I felt his tip jab the back of my throat. I gagged, sputtering around his shaft. Growing more eager, I leaned forward and grabbed his balls. They were heavy and warm, and felt like tennis balls in my dainty hands. As I began to fondle his sack, I sensed his knees wobble and heard him issue a quivery moan. Feeling a little surge of excitement, I sucked his cock even more eagerly, rolling his balls around in my delicate fingers (StimP: 51). Absently, I placed my free hand on his hip and felt him flinch. Almost grinning around his throbbing member, I pressed my thumb into that sensitive hip crease and heard the ORK groan loudly.
It was as if I'd hit some kind of release valve, his cock spasmed between my lips and filled my mouth with hot spunk! I pulled back reflexively, sputtering, only to feel a jet of ORK cum splashing across my face and down onto my naked tits. I rocked back on my round butt, watching as Gnash One-eye staggered backwards, a dopey smile splitting his face and GNASH StimP: 50! Flashing above his head.
YOU HAVE MAXED OUT GNASH'S STIM! Appeared before me, and I almost squealed in surprise and relief. A ring of stars appeared around his head.
Ignoring the slimy giz dripping down my face and chest, I dove for my PLASMA RIFLE! I felt it humming eagerly as my hands closed around the weapon. I took aim and fired! The beam ripped viciously through the ORK's massive chest, blowing it wide open (CHG:0).
Gnash stumbled backwards, howling as a geyser of pixels burst from his chest and his health bar dropped to zero: GNASH HP: 0! He toppled backwards, shattering across the floor in a wave of fading pixels.
"YEAH, BITCH!!" I shouted in a sudden surge of relief and excitement.
Then an ear-slitting high-pitched tone ripped through the room. The huge screen before me flashed static, and then blinked on. Staring down at me was a grey, bearded, alien face that I instantly recognized to be CAPTAIN KORVAS, the game's main villain.
"Impressive, you have defeated one of my most valued lieutenants," Koras growled. "Unfortunately for you, he already delivered to me the component for the Immi-imminennnn...Dom-dom-Dominnnnbzzt..."
I stared in confusion as the screen wavered and Captain Korvas stammered. At first, I thought it was just another bug, then it cleared and Korvas looked around in confusion. Eventually his eyes refocused on me.
"It's you!" he said excitedly. "Th-the code-code-code prompt..." He paused. "Must explain...must reach fi-fi-fi bzzzt final stage..." Then it snapped back to regarding me with a threatening glare. "You'll never stop me from assembling the machine!" He laughed maniacally and the screen faded out.
What the hell was that? It seemed to be looking right at me and talking to me, but that couldn't be. Had it called me a "code prompt"? I supposed anything could be possible in this crazy game.
I looked around with a sigh, but then words began to flash before me. LEX HAS LEVELED UP! Followed by NEW SKILL ACQUIRED: BLOWJOB after that MAX HP +5 and then MAX StimP +5.
JUNGLES OF CIRKON CLEARED! appeared in the air before me, amid a little shower of digital fireworks. CONGRATULATIONS!
A STAGE COMPLETION graphing came up next, clearing my STIM bar, filling my HEALTH bar, and tallying points. I ended up with big penalties for all the times Clay had MAXED OUT my stim points, and an immense deduction for being taken PRISONER. My final score was actually kind of pathetic.
"Yay," I sighed to no one in particular.
I went to retrieve my PLASMA PISTOL and noticed that Gnash had left a few things behind when he'd shattered. Walking over, I saw there was a MED KIT, which I snatched up and tucked into my inventory. There were also two BLAST PACKS! I used one to charge my PLASMA PISTOL (CHG: 5). The second I used for my PLASMA RIFLE and very disappointedly found out that the BLAST PACK was only good for one charge on the heavier weapon. I tucked both weapons back into my inventory and moved to the final item.
Floating before me was one of Gnash's wrist guards, with the flashing panels and diodes. I tentatively slipped my arm through it and it began to glow, constricting to fit my tiny wrist. ENERGY LARIAT ACQUIRED flashed before my eyes. Cool!
Realizing I was still naked, I went back to where my clothes had come off. They had been mended, I suppose when the end screen filled my health. As I started getting dressed, I heard static in my ear and then the voice of Lt. Commander Dreg.
"Goddammit, Lex where the hell are you?" he buzzed. "Our intelligence reports indicate that Captain Korvas has the first component for the Imminent Dominator! What the hell happened to you?" The AWAITING RESPONSE prompt flashed.
"I killed Gnash but he had already delivered it," I sighed, only half interested as I shimmied back into my shorts.
"Killed Gnash? Well, hot damn that ain't nothing!" Dreg went on. "And a sizeable bounty for you to collect, but we haven't got any time to lose if we're going to stop Captain Korvas! There should be a portal in Gnash's command center, use it and find the next component before that sonovabitch!"
I was still tucking my boobs into the tube top as a doorway slid open next to the giant screen. Above it STAGE SELECT flashed, with a little arrow pointing down at the doorway. Getting excited again, I tugged on my boots and walked to the door. I needed to find some players and find out what was really going on. See if they had experienced similar bugs to the one I had when Korvas addressed me through the screen.
I slung my jacket onto my shoulders and glanced down at my body. It was still so strange seeing, and feeling, the full breasts, round hips, and long, sexy legs below me. A small part of me seemed to be getting used to it, maybe even liked being a girl. But a bigger part of me still wanted to get out of this female body ASAP...and ALL of me wanted to logout and get home.
But until then, I guess I had no choice but to play the game. I stepped through the portal and vanished into the formless white void.
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Stage Select
The formless white glow of the LOADING void was intense. There was no shielding your eyes, or even closing them against it. Just a few moments of blinding pain and nothingness. Then I began to feel the sensation of upward movement, and in an instant I was rising through a shimmering portal into a somewhat familiar chamber.
The room was a perfect cube, with seamless metallic walls. It was just like the place I'd began this crazy game. This time there was a huge computer console in front of me. Lights and buttons flashed across the top and the words STAGE SELECT READY glowed in the air above it.
I glanced down at my body -greeted by the still unfamiliar sight of cleavage. My plump round breasts were still tucked into the skintight, blue tube top, framed by my purple half jacket. Below that my flat stomach was still bare, and then the purple booty shorts clinging to the wide curves of my hips. Finally, long shapely legs extended down into a pair black, high heeled boots- confirming, just for the sake of it, that I was still in the soft, feminine body of LEX. Guess it was too much to hope I'd be able to change between levels or something.
Feeling the involuntary sway of my hips, I stepped down off the portal and approached the console. It was a very user-friendly interface, and I quickly figured out how to operate it. Just as I had been told, I found a screen that provided a read out of my real body-my male body's vitals. My core temperature was listed at near freezing, and my pulse rate was well under one beat per minute. There were several other readings I didn't understand. At the bottom were two panels, one labeled VITALITY and the other SUSPENSION. Both pulsed with big green letters that read: NOMINAL.
It was true then. All of it. I realized Clay was right to suspect this whole ordeal was more than buggy game play. This wasn't just happening to us, someone somewhere was doing this to us.
I closed that screen and scoured the control panel for anything that might allow me to logout. I wasn't even considering what it'd be like to bounce my consciousness back into a nearly frozen body. In that regard, it may be a good thing I wasn't given that option.
The other feature offered here was an extended profile for LEX. I activated it and was greeted by a profile picture, which was the first time I got a good look at Lex's, my, face. Framed by a lush mane of neon green hair were soft features with high cheek bones, big (almost oversized) emerald eyes, a petite nose and full, pouting lips. I really was the stereotypical video game babe.
Reading through her bio, I found out that she was an intergalactic BOUNTY HUNTER, but her tactics focused on: "Using her feminine wiles to acquire information about, and then get close to a target in order to apprehend them." Which added a little bit of context at least to why I was such a sexpot!
I was also able to take a look at my full STATS.
LEX (human) BOUNTY HUNTER (level 3)
Strength: 3Stamina: 4 Max Health: 60
Agility: 8Speed: 8 Max Stim: 60
Charisma: 12Intelligence: 5 Max Pain: 20
Combat Specialization: Energy Weapons
Weaknesses: Close Quarters Combat, Pain Threshold
Skills/Abilities: Masturbation, Tease, Blowjob.
Traits: Allure, Beguile, ?#$^*\/*{file corrupted}.
Right away I noticed the red-flashing TRAIT tagged file corrupted. What the hell was that? I couldn't get it to open or respond to any commands. Hopefully it was just a display error and not some kind of bug in my avatar or immersion systems. Although by now, very little would surprise me.
The other TRAITS responded, opening to give me brief description of their effects. ALLURE: NPCs are drawn to Lex. Whether this is a favorable reaction or an aggressive one depends on the function of the NPC and their interaction with the player. Which I took to mean that whether an NPC tried to rape me or not depended on how I played the game. BEGUILE: NPCs are more likely to give Lex information, and/or give her better information, when their STIM points are high. So if I seduce NPC's they'll give me better info, great.
I was also able to access similar descriptions of my skills and abilities. MASTURBATION: This skill allows Lex to clear her STIM bar manually with no negative results. TEASE: This skill allows Lex to raise an opponent's STIM bar with no effect to her own. BLOWJOB: This skill allows Lex to use oral sex to for double STIM on opponents.
Great. Reading through my skills and traits, I realized just how much Lex really was designed to be a seductress type character. Having spent my whole life as a man, how was I supposed to play a character like that? VRG's like this were designed to give as real an experience as possible, so most NPCs interacted realistically, to say nothing of the other players who were actual people. It was role-playing, if I couldn't play the role my traits and skills were useless.
Pushing those thoughts from my head, I decided now was not the time to over think my gaming abilities. I was stuck in a woman's body regardless. What I needed to do next was find some other players and find out if anyone was making headway figuring out how to logout.
I returned to the STAGE SELECT. There were six stages. the first of course was the option to return to the JUNGLES OF CIRKON, featuring a darkened picture of Gnash One-eye. I looked over the other five, my options were; DEVIL SETH and the Mines of Sonhadra, The GALACTIC CARTEL and Planet Jeotania, DELTON ZINDO and The Bloody Whore, BELLIDONNA CALIGARI Queen of the Xenogladiators, and one other which was currently locked. I had no idea where to go.
The picture for DEVIL SETH featured the scowling face of a bald-headed cyborg. He had an electronic eye, that glowed menacingly, and robot components replacing parts of his face and jaw. He also had a long, bushy, orange mustache that reminded me of the villain from one of my favorite antique home-console games. Probably misguided, but that little bit of familiarity prompted me to choose the MINES OF SONHADRA.
I touched the picture and a glowing white door slid open in the wall beyond the console. I walked to it, heaved a sigh and stepped through.
Stage 2-1: The Wryglen Express
A blast of hot air hit me before the blazing white void had even begun to clear. Then just as shapes and colors began to appear, I felt a sudden lurch like the bottom had dropped out from under me. I was falling!
I dropped onto a metal platform, luckily nimble enough to land safely. Immediately my curvy body was buffeted by a hot, dry gale. Everything around me was blurred, and the platform lurched unsteadily beneath my feet. I blinked trying to get my eyes to focus, and even had to duck, leaning into the wind to keep from being blown over. After a moment I realized that nothing was blurry, it was all moving...or rather I was moving. I had dropped onto the top of some kind of high-speed train! I could see the metallic cars stretching out behind me, glinting in the afternoon light of dual suns. The train lurched again, and I glanced around for something to hold onto.
Before I found a handhold, there was a familiar buzz in my ear, followed by the gritty voice of Lt. Cdr. Dreg: "Lex, can you hear me?" he barked. "Not the warm welcome I'm sure you were expecting, but we've got a situation that requires your immediate attention! Turns out the mines on Sonhadra 6J are the only place in the galaxy that produces a certain mineral needed to power the Imminent Dominator! Captain Korvas has sent his taskmaster DEVIL SETH to round up the required amount." On cue, three air ships whipped past me, swooping down right alongside the train. They were long and flat, with open platforms near the rear. I could see teams of ZAUKNOIDS huddled on those platforms. "Our intelligence reports that he's got a mine of his own set up somewhere, but he's also hijacking every shipment he can! Shut his operation down and we may just cut off any hope Korvas has of ever using the Imminent Dominator!" I watched as the ZAUKS began jumping from the air ships to the train. "It might also interest you to know that the ISN has just doubled the bounty on Devil Seth and upgraded his wanted status to 'DEAD OR ALIVE!' Good luck, Lex!"
As he finished talking, a fourth air ship buzzed right over my head. It swung around to face me, and I could see the driver was none other than Devil Seth, as I recognized his bushy orange mustache immediately.
"There she is!" He shouted to the ZAUKS on his ship. "She's the one who took out Gnash One-eye...make her pay!"
On his command, three ZAUKS jumped onto the car in front of me. Then his ship veered off, headed for the rear to oversee the stealing of the shipment.
MISSION: SAVE THE WRYGLEN EXPRESS! flashed overhead. BEGIN!!
I pulled my PLASMA PISTOL and took aim at the nearest ZAUK. The beam of blue energy ripped through him, and the ensuing burst of sparkling pixels scattered into the wind (CHG: 4). I took aim on the next, and gave him the same treatment, destroying him with a blast of plasma (CHG: 3). By then the third had closed range and I was just barely able to duck under his punch, somersaulting past the MOB. Whipping around, I blasted him in the back, and he burst too (CHG: 2).
I proceeded towards the back of the train. With only 2 shots left, I needed a BLAST PACK or four. As I reached the end of that car, a ZAUK popped up out of the gap in between. He slugged me before I had a chance to react (HP: 58), then lunged at me. I tried to dodge the little monster, but we ended up in a struggle that took us right over the edge!
Fortunately, we landed on the walkway connecting the two cars. Unfortunately, he came down on top of me and in the moment it took to regain my bearings, his stubby legs straddled my hips, pinning me down as his meaty paws closed around my boobs! It was still strange and unfamiliar, feeling the fulness of my female breasts as he squeezed and kneaded them. Equally so how sensitive they were, making me gasp and squirm as the warmth of arousal spread through my chest (HP: 52, SP: 8).
I was trapped and molested by the green alien for several moments before his attack cycle ended and he let me go. I immediately scrambled to my feet, and when he came at me again I kicked him! It didn't do any damage but knocked him back...and off the side of the little bridge, where he disappeared under the train with a satisfying little scream.
I opened the door to the next car. Inside a group consisting of two ZAUKS and a blue-skinned, tentacled TORNOID was terrorizing the passenger MOBs. I blasted the closest ZAUK (CHG: 1) then ducked behind the seats. What was I going to do with one shot? The TORNOID alone took two! Before I could formulate a plan, the other ZAUK found me!
"Nice tits!" He barked, lunging around the seats.
I squealed as it clobbered me with his heavy fist (HP: 50), cringing slightly at the high pitched feminine register of my voice. I kicked him back before he could grab me, but then hesitated to use my final shot. Which gave him the chance to slug me again! (HP: 48). When I kicked at him this time, he surprised me by dodging out of the way and hitting me again! (HP:46) My head snapped to the side, and my arms dropped limp at my sides as a ring of yellow stars encircled my head: STUNNED!
This left me defenseless as the horny little creature grabbed me! His long arm trapped me against his torso, groping my left breast while the other reached between my legs. I could feel his rough fingers sliding over the thin material of my skimpy shorts, before grabbing my smooth mound. The softness of my female body left me feeling extra vulnerable as he began rubbing my pussy (HP: 40, SP: 16). Hot tingles spread through my hips, making me squirm and forcing a soft moan from my lips.
Finally, he released me and stepped back, chortling lewdly. I didn't hesitate this time (CHG: 0).
I got back to my feet, peering around the seats cautiously. The TORNOID was already coming my way, too close for comfort. I quickly opened my HUD and swapped my gun for the more powerful PLASMA RIFLE! (CHG: 1) I stepped out from behind the seats, taking aim...only to find the tentacled alien much closer than I'd expected.
I yelped in surprise as one of those tentacles slapped the weapon out of my hands! "No!"
Before I could even react, his other tentacle whipped out...catching me full on! (HP: 33) I staggered back a step, seeing the bright yellow stars reappearing around my head: STUNNED again!
The TORNOID wasted no time, closing the distance. One tentacle encircled me, pulling my arms behind my back and trapping my wrists. The other slithered upwards along my throat, then forced itself into my mouth! Thick, round and covered in warm slime the tentacle slid all the way to the back of my throat, then began thrusting! I gagged and choked, but felt a sudden rush of heat flood my cheeks (SP: 17-18). I expected to be repulsed by the slime coating the thing, but it actually tasted sweet and as it spread through the inside of my mouth, it tingled excitingly, as if...shit, it must have some kind of aphrodisiac affects! (SP: 19-20)
Almost involuntarily I found myself sucking on the tentacle as it pumped deeper into my mouth and throat (SP: 21-22). Quickly it began to gush, filling my mouth with slime, or cum, or whatever, swelling my cheeks until it spurted between my lips and dripped down my chin. The TORNOID pulled back, releasing me as I dropped to my knees coughing and sputtering mouthfuls of the stuff onto the floor!
Trying to keep my head, I scrambled for the PLASMA RIFLE. I just got my hands on it, as I felt tentacles squirming around my ankles! Quickly I rolled onto my back, took aim and blasted the TORNOID (CHG: 0). It burst into a shower of pixels, thankfully leaving a BLAST PACK behind.
I got to my feet, still trying to spit out its slimy residue. Opening my HUD, I swapped the rifle back for the pistol and recharged it (CHG: 4). This stage was already proving to be quite a bit tougher than Cirkon. The enemies seemed to be moving quicker, the ZAUKs were dodging some of my attacks... I wondered if I shouldn't have stayed in the jungle, leveling up a bit further before moving on. Had I been in too much of a hurry?
I moved to the end of the car, scanning the passengers for any other players but they all seemed to be cowering NPCs. At the end, I opened the door and stepped out onto the Bridgeway between cars.
"Nice tits!" There was a ZAUK waiting for me.
He came at me quickly, but I fought down a little rush of panic and let him get just within attack range. When he cocked his arm to slug me, I kicked him! He let out a little scream, tumbled off the walk way and disappeared under the train. Smiling, I pictured a little burst of pixels rolling around between the wheels and the track.
Fortunately, across the bridge was another BLAST PACK, which I scooped up gratefully (CHG: 8). I then proceeded into the next car.
I pulled up short, stifling a surprised squeak as a man whirled to face me just inside the door. He was slight of frame, bordering on skinny and wearing a slate grey tie and vest combo over a black shirt and pants. His roguishly unkempt hair was brown, topping a sharp featured face with dark eyes and a viper's grin.
His character ID read: CROWTHER - ASSASSIN (lvl 5).
"My dear, you are a some kinda sight for these sore eyes," he spoke in a heavy, slightly-disingenuous attempt at a southern accent. Silly accents weren't uncommon among VRG players. "Welcome to Sonhadra 6J!"
"I'm sorry do I know you?" I asked.
"Most assuredly not," he replied. "But I most assuredly wish you to! I am attempting to save this locomotive, and you seem to be the only other player on board...assuming you are acting on the same objective, might I suggest a combination of our efforts?"
I regarded him for a moment, wondering if I should really trust an ASSASSIN class player. On the other hand, I wasn't sure I had a lot of choice in the matter.
"Yeah," I said after a moment. "That sounds good!"
"Woo!" he barked excitedly. "Let's get a move on!"
I followed him through that car, which he explained he had just cleared before I arrived. In the next car, four more ZAUKS and a handful of passenger NPCs were waiting for us.
"Do you mind terribly?" Crowther asked, turning to me and pulling a grenade from his vest.
My eyes widened. "Be my guest?"
A broad smile split his face, displaying teeth that might've been a little too big for his mouth. He pulled the pin and tossed the grenade into the middle of the ZAUKS, shouting; "FIRE IN THA HOLE!"
The explosion killed all four ZAUKS and many of the NPC MOBs standing around them. The survivors cowered away, now as scared of us as they had been of the ZAUKS.
"Hot damn!" Crowther hooted. "Nothin' like the smell of incinerated ZAUKS!" He turned to me with that viper's grin. "That would be no smell, on account of th'incineration... come on!"
He hurried through the blasted car and I followed, beginning to feel a little more reluctant. I wasn't entirely sure how I felt about him wiping out most of the MOBs in that car, they were just computer programs after all and would likely respawn on the next train anyway. I wasn't sure I was comfortable with the amount of glee he took in doing it. It didn't even seem like he took time to check for other players...
Regardless, we moved through the car and out the back where Crowther indicated we should move back up to the top of the train. There was a ladder here that made it easy enough. Back on top I could see we were now only one car away from the cargo that was being stolen. There were two of the airships on the left, one on the right, and Devil Seth's hovering further back over the caboose.
Between us and the in-progress-heist were four more ZAUKS and another pair of MOBs I'd never seen before. They were larger than the ZAUKS, about my height or even a bit taller. They had the same proportions though; oversized oval heads with over-long arms and large hands. Their skin looked green as well, although it was tough to tell because they were wearing ramshackle suits of armor that looked to have been constructed from scrap. They were also carrying weapons that looked like a cross between a rifle and a tuning fork.
"What the hell are those?" I shouted, grabbing Crowther's arm and pointing at the unfamiliar foes.
"They're called ALPHAs," he replied. "They're the ZAUKNOID breeders; bigger, stronger, and I hear they got sumpin' swingin' down below!"
My stomach lurched at the word "breeders," remembering the tutorial warning: If my HEALTH gets too low or my STIM gets too high, I can be taken PRISONER for breeding.
"Takes a hell of a wallop to kill 'em too!" he concluded.
"Got any more of those grenades?" I asked.
"Fraid not," he replied. "Hope your pistol is ready for a workout."
I frowned, seeing all those enemies, and glanced down at my measly eight charges. Then I noticed something else I'd nearly forgotten. On my wrist was the ENERGY LARIAT I'd gotten after clearing the first stage.



"I got a better idea," I shouted to Crowther. "How's your CQC?"
"I ain't never shied away from a fight!"
"Good! Get ready!" I hadn't used the device yet, but I didn't imagine it could be too complicated. There were three buttons on it labeled: PULL, GRAPPLE and SWING. I pointed it at one of the ZAUKS and pressed the PULL button.
A burst of energy leapt forth, ensnaring the nearest ZAUK and yanking him right to me. I sucked at CQC and here I was pulling an enemy right within range. This could go bad! Fortunately, as soon as the E-LARIAT disengaged, Crowther lunged forward punching the enemy, then tossing it right off the side of the train!
"Now that is a handy device, my dear," he cackled.
We repeated the tactic with another. Hearing the ZAUKs scream as they went over the side was something that made me smile every time. Another one was getting close by then, so Crowther pulled a device from his vest pocket, it was a metal bead about the size of a grape. He tossed it at the MOB and the tiny sphere stuck to the side of its face...then exploded!
"Any chance of that bracelet getting us over to that airship?" Crowther asked, pointing to the nearest one.
"Not sure," I replied, glancing that way. There was only one ZAUK piloting the vessel.
"I can fly it if so," he pressed. "On board weapons might give us an edge..."
"Only one way to find out!" I shrugged.
The final ZAUK was closing in, with the two ALPHAs close behind. I aimed my E-LARIAT at the first airship and hit the GRAPPLE button, then stuck my hand out for Crowther. He grabbed it firmly. The energy beam rushed forth, attaching to the front of the ship and then pulled us right towards it!
It happened fast, but we both managed to grab on and scramble up onto the ship. The pilot ZAUK gibbered at me as I climbed up and drew my PLASMA PISTOL. I vaporized the MOB, his dissipating pixels spilling out the side as the thing lurched suddenly. Crowther scrambled into the driver seat and grabbed the controls, righting the ship. I hopped nimbly into the cockpit beside him. We accelerated forward, then whipped around back towards the high-jacking.
"Where are the guns on this thing?" I asked, searching the controls around me.
"Don't worry," Crowther shouted. "We won't need 'em!"
"What? Why not?"
"Cuz long as they're busy with you, they won't chase me!"
Before I could fully register his words, Crowther turned in his seat and kicked me in the side (HP: 32). At the same time, he shoved the controls, rolling the airship sideways and sending me tumbling out of my seat. Too surprised to even cry out, I fell back to the roof of the train (HP: 31). Looking up just in time to see the ASSASSIN give me a salute as he veered away, my blood boiled, and I leapt to my feet, aiming my E-LARIAT at the ship again.
"Nice tits!" - "Hot piece of ass!"
Shit! I suddenly realized he'd dropped me right in the middle of that remaining ZAUK and the two ALPHAs! Immediately I went for my PLASMA PISTOL. The ZAUK was already grabbing for me, but I kicked him back out of range! Whirling towards the advancing ALPHAs, I blasted the closer of the two (CHG: 7). The blue plasma beam ripped into his armor, sending pieces of it flying and revealing vulnerable green skin! I took aim at the bare spot, but before I could fire the other ALPHA pointed his own weapon at me.
Energy rippled along the two prongs, gathering in a glowing ball between the ends, then a bolt of purple lightning blasted me! (HP: 21) I screamed in pain as the bolt ripped through me, and felt my clothes vaporizing right off my body. I collapsed onto the roof of the train, whimpering weakly.
The STA icon glowed bright red before my eyes. In addition to doing major damage, the ALPHAs weapon had completely drained my stamina, seemingly leaving me too weak to even stand! I laid there, gasping for breath, naked and helpless...feeling the full vulnerability of my female body.
The ZAUK reached me first. "Nice tits!"
I squealed helplessly as it pulled me into its clutches, one big hand going straight for my naked breasts! His other hand reached between my legs, shoving his rough fingers into my delicate pussy lips. With one hand kneading my boobs and the other groping my pussy, unwanted arousal surged through me (HP: 15 SP: 30).
Despite the peril of my situation, it was still strange feeling him kneading the soft lips of my labia, and being reminded that I had a pussy at all. I could feel the delicate petals getting wet and slippery in his hand, as warm tingles crawled through the curves of my hips and butt. Likewise, feeling the pliant firmness of my breasts as he groped and fondled my chest. All I could do was squirm, moaning helplessly as the little green pervert molested me.
When his attack cycle ended, I crawled away but my STA icon continued to flash red. I wasn't stunned but I was too weak to fight back in any way. I was a sitting duck as the ALPHAs closed in!
"I'll take a piece of that!" the first one chortled, reaching down for me.
He pulled me up to a kneeling position at his feet, then removed the codpiece of his armor. A fat, green cock flopped out before my widening eyes, and an icy titter danced through my chest. Grabbing me by either side of the head, he yanked me forward!
"Please, no-ohhm!" His cock plunged into my mouth, mid plea, sending a rush of humiliation through me. Keeping hold of my head, he began to pull and thrust, fucking my face! I felt his cock swelling between my lips, filling my helpless mouth a little more with each thrust (SP: 31-32-33).
Soon his alien cock was stabbing the back of my throat, gagging me. I tried to pull away but of course I was trapped by his attack cycle. His musky taste and smell overwhelmed my senses, making my head spin as he slid and thrust aggressively through my mouth (SP:34-35-36).
After a few salty spurts of precum, he shoved me away, groaning happily. I was able to stand at last, as my STA icon had turned orange and seemed to be fading yellow quickly. I lifted my gun and blasted the ALPHA, still tasting his cock. However, this was the one I hadn't attacked yet, so the plasma beam merely blasted away pieces of his armor.
Before I could make another attack, the ZAUK clobbered me from behind with his heavy fist (HP: 13). I cried out in pain and stumbled forward right into the waiting hands of the other ALPHA.
"No!" I moaned in frustration as he trapped my arms against my side and forced me to bend over. His free hand reached around my backside, grabbing my pert, round ass, then reaching down to shove a finger in my vagina! I squealed as the penetration sent an erotic surge down my legs, making my knees quiver (SP: 39).
"Let me go!" I yelped as the thick digit began pumping into me (SP: 40-41).
Feeling my body penetrated that way, seemed to steal any masculinity I was hanging onto and left me feeling soft and vulnerable. The sensation of his knuckles sliding back and forth inside me, forced shrill feminine moans from my lips and I could feel myself getting even wetter. Hot juices were dripping down my thighs, and spirting around his finger every time it plunged into my pussy.
"Please! Stop! Let me go!" I begged helplessly as the ALPHA continued to finger-bang me (SP: 42-43-44).
When he was finished, he shoved me back down to the roof of the train. I scrambled backwards, lifting my PLASMA PISTOL and blasted the ALPHA's bare spot! (CHG: 6) This time it hollered and staggered back, clutching at singed flesh.
Fuck! Even the mutated TORNOIDS die after two hits! I prepared to fire again; "Third time's a charm, you green bast-hey!? NO!"
I had forgotten about the ZAUK behind me and before I could fire, he snatched my gun away! Kicking and screaming I was helpless as he pulled me back into his grasp. He snagged my ankles and folded me in half, pinning me to the roof of the train with my nether regions thrust up in the air.
With my knees by my ears, he straddled my legs and grabbed my hips. I squirmed, hopelessly pinned as the ZAUK began licking my defenseless pussy. I could feel his hot, wide tongue wiggle into the wet slit, sending hot tingles racing down my spine. I couldn't hold back a moan. Tasting my juices he began to lap more eagerly, spreading my labia with his tongue and finding my swollen clit. The sudden surge of erotic energy set my head spinning, and a long sensual whine burst through my lips! I could feel the energy building as he licked faster, and even nipped my clit with his razor sharp teeth! Feeling every stroke of his velvety tongue through my hot sensitive slit, finally his lapping reached a fever pitch and the ZAUKNOID forced me to orgasm! (HP: 9 SP:52)
I cried out, feeling every feminine curve quiver with orgasmic energy, as my hot little cunt gushed into his mouth. I felt the ZAUK's mouth clamp down around my flowing pussy, sucking up every drop of my hot girly juices he could. Satisfied, he stepped away letting me sprawl out on the roof of the train. I was gasping and moaning, my female body still trembling with the aftershocks of the orgasm.
Despite the circumstance I found myself thinking again how I'd never cum that intensely as a man.
Trying to keep my head, I pushed up onto my hands and glanced around for my PLASMA PISTOL. The ZAUK was effectively STUNNED after taking my orgasm, swaying dazedly with a dopey smiled splitting its green face. He'd dropped my weapon right near his feet, and if I could just get to it...
"I'll take a piece of that!"
...Too late.
Before I could reach my gun or even react, one of the ALPHAs grabbed me! To be honest, I wasn't sure which, still a bit woozy from my orgasm. However, being on my hands and knees, completely naked, I was already in the perfect position! Big hands gripped my wideset hips, and a thick, hard cock slid into my pussy with no resistance. I moaned, loud and hard as a wave of heat rolled through me. Every curve trembled as the ALPHA began to fuck me.
"No! Don't!" I pleaded, feeling his penetration.
Gliding smoothly through my soaking wet vagina, I could feel his cock swelling inside me! I squirmed and trembled, each thrust triggering a surge of sensual electricity. His steel rod plunged deep inside my body as I groaned helplessly. His hips slammed against my backside, rocking my curvy frame over and again, each jolt causing my breasts to lurch and swing between my skinny arms.
I felt utterly powerless, raped by the ALPHA and unable to resist in anyway. The violation of my female body stripped away any trace of my manhood and replaced it with a uniquely feminine sense of vulnerability. I became hyperaware of the bounding sway of my breasts, as well as every quiver running through my soft curves. Humiliation washed through me with every unwanted wave of erotic energy, as his cock plowed deeper and deeper inside me.
"No more...please, stop this!" I mewled, knowing it was already too late. I was trapped, the ALPHA's attack cycle had already drained my Health Points and maxed out my Stim Points (HP: 1 SP: 60). He just wasn't quite finished with me yet...
My head was spinning, my mouth gaped open as the MOB forced moan after desperate moan from my throat. My heart hammered between my breasts, as a sensual heat built within my chest. His rigid member pounded my pussy, harder and harder, until finally I couldn't take any more! Orgasmic energy shook every curve on my body, and I screamed out as the climax took me!
I felt his grip tighten on my hips, squeezing almost painfully and then a rush of warmth inside. He continued to pump, flooding my pussy with hot, sticky cum! I whined, trembling from the sensation of him gushing inside me. He filled me so full that I could feel his thick giz spurting out of my pussy around his cock. Finally, he pulled out, allowing me to collapse. I could feel his warm load inside me, seeping out between my violated pussy lips as I lay there, gasping for breath and dreading what I knew came next...
Red letters flashed before my eyes: YOUR HEALTH HAS BEEN REDUCED TO 1 POINT! That quickly followed by: YOUR STIM HAS BEEN MAXED OUT! And then: YOU HAVE BEEN CAPTURED BY THE ZAUKNOIDS!!
"This is one hot piece of ass!" one of the ALPHA's chortled on cue. "Let's take her back for breeding!"
Next...the Breeding Pits.
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Stage 2-2: The Breeding Pits
Sticky alien cum seeped between my violated pussy lips, dripping down my naked backside onto the roof of the Wryglen Express. I could still feel the warmth of the ALPHA's load inside me and couldn't help but wonder if I was already pregnant. Knowing that if I was defeated by the ZAUKs I'd be taken prisoner for "breeding" but did that mean right away, or something else...? Guess I was about to find out. As I lay there, gasping for breath, watching the crimson glow of my Health bar (HP: 1) and my maxed out Stim Points (SP: 60) dread settled over me. Even by the standards of this twisted game, I felt utterly violated; I was a man, yet here I was fearing pregnancy after being raped by an alien creature.
Red letters flashed before my eyes: YOUR HEALTH HAS BEEN REDUCED TO 1 POINT! That quickly followed by: YOUR STIM HAS BEEN MAXED OUT! And then: YOU HAVE BEEN CAPTURED BY THE ZAUKNOIDS!!
"This is one hot piece of ass!" chortled the ALPHA who's load was still warm inside me. "Let's take her back for breeding!"
The ZAUK approached, holding my PLASMA PISTOL. Bending down to grab my arm, he pulled the E-LARIAT off my wrist as well. Then my HUD opened by itself, displaying my inventory to be EMPTY as he confiscated my PLASMA RIFLE. Next, all my skills returned to a LOCKED state, as he reached down and wrapped a cold metal chain around my neck. My Stim bar cleared (SP: 0) but then shrank by half (Max Stim: 30) as my class and level were overlaid with the status: BREEDER!
Additionally a new progress bar appeared as well, this marked: PREGGERS (MAX 30).
Pushing myself back to a kneeling position, waves of fear and humiliation rolled through me. I couldn't believe this was happening, I wasn't supposed to be able to get "preggers," I was supposed to be a man! A dreadful shudder climbed up my spine, sending a jiggly quiver through my naked breasts as if specifically to remind me that that was not currently the case. At least it was empty, I took that to mean I was not currently pregnant. Maybe I could still get out of this...
The ZAUK reached for me again, attaching a long leash to the chain around my neck. I couldn't hold back a dejected whimper, dropping my face into my dainty hands. Once again overwhelmed by emotions, I could feel tears welling but tried my best to fight them back. I looked up hearing an air-ship approach, it was Devil Seth's.
"Another whore for the pits, eh boys?" the taskmaster cackled, seeing me naked and leashed. "Big udders and wide hips, she'll make great breeding stock by me own eyes!"
Hearing him talk about me like that made feel about two inches tall. I could not let this happen!
He guffawed again, lowering to about level with us and extending a ramp to the platform of his vessel. The ZAUK tugged my leash, pulling me to my feet and then leading me up onto Devil Seth's ship. I couldn't seem to resist, as my mind was flooded by an overwhelming urge to obey and follow.
I did not like that one bit! It meant that aside from pumping female hormones and emotions into my head, the game could compel me to do things. How much further could it go?
Once I stepped onto the air-ship, more notifications began to flash before me: DEVIL SETH HAS ROBBED THE WRYGLEN EXPRESS! and then MISSION FAILED! YOU LOSE!!
The air-ship veered away from the train, trailed by the other two remaining vessels. I could move around on the platform, but any time I reached the length of my leash the ZAUK would give it a harsh yank, pulling me right back to his side. Eventually I gave up and just stood next to him obediently.
The Sonhadran desert whizzed past, and it wasn't long before we were slowing down. The ship veered into a valley between a rise of slate grey mountains, as more words appeared before me: DEVIL'S MINES DISCOVERED. There were openings carved into the sides of the mountains, with hundreds of ZAUKs moving in and out, some with wheelbarrows full of ore, others carrying pickaxes or other tools. ALPHAs moved among the crowd too, corralling and directing the smaller MOBs.
As the air-ship landed, Devil Seth swiveled his chair around to face us. He was much larger than me and the other MOBs, just like Gnash One-eye had been. He had one robotic arm, and a robotic peg-leg.
"Bring the bitch over here!" he demanded.
I'd only been a woman for a few days, but I already hated being referred to as "bitch" so often and so casually.
The ZAUK walked over and handed him my leash. His eyes scanned my naked body as he pulled me forward. I could tell from the way he looked me over, he was an NPC like Gnash as well, not just an enemy MOB.
"So you're the one that took out ol' Gnash?" he seemed unimpressed.
"And I'll do the same to you if-hey!" I began but Devil Seth seemed to ignore my words, instead grabbing my breast with his one organic hand (SP: 1). He gave the fleshy globe a good squeezing, before reaching between my legs. "Get off!" I whined, feeling his fingers sliding along my naked seam (SP: 3). I tried to step back, but a firm yank on the leash pulled me back to his hand for more fondling.
"Captain Korvas'll be glad to know you're finally out of his hair," he said, passing my leash back to the ZAUK. "Even more so when he hears you're trapped in the pits, breedin' new ZAUKs for his army!"
My stomach twisted and a little shiver crawled up my spine. I did not want to find out just how far this game would take that threat!
Suddenly I remembered some of the things I'd learned about Lex and what my role in this game was supposed to be. I was meant to be a seductress. Too bad I'd never seduced anyone in my life, especially not a man! Of course, this was an NPC so the game play should be on my side...if I could play it right!
His hand was still between my legs, so I grabbed it and leaned forward invitingly, pushing his rough fingers into the soft folds of my labia. This sent a tingling rush through my curvy hips (SP: 4-5-6) and for once I didn't try to hold back my moan. At the same time, I thrust out my tits and tried to put a sexy pout on my face.
"Surely you can think of a better use for me than that," I purred.
Devil Seth ogled me for a moment, but a notification flashed in my periphery: ALLURE FAILED -- BLOCKED BY BREEDER STATUS.
"You'd like that wouldn't you?!" Devil Seth shook with laughter. "Well not as much as I'd like to see you popping out new ZAUKS for me! BWAHAHA!"
I hung my head in defeat. It felt so degrading to be standing there completely naked, the chain of a leash hanging down between my tits. I had no idea what would happen next. This didn't seem like a GAME OVER scenario, which meant I should have an opportunity to escape at some point. However, that meager hope seemed far far away as I stood there powerless and chained by enemy MOBs.
"She's all yours boy-O's," the task master went on. "Haul her down the pits and enjoy the show!"
I didn't like the sound of that, but said nothing, only clenched my jaw and continued to obey the tug of my leash. I thought about fighting back and or running away, but any defiance was overridden as my mind was flooded with a submissive compliance. I couldn't resist the compulsion, unable to even drag my feet as I was led off the air-ship by my captor.
The miner-ZAUKs quickly began to gather, and I couldn't help but become hyperaware of my nakedness; large breasts bobbing, wide curvy hips swaying from side to side, plump round booty rolling with every step, and of course the prim, hairless pussy nestled between my thighs. I tried to cover my chest with one arm, and my mound with the other, blushing furiously as a chorus of "Nice tits!" rippled through the crowd.
Their big green hands began pawing at me, some grabbed handfuls of my prominent ass, squeezing or spanking my firm round cheeks. Others reached for my chest, tugging my arm aside so they could grope my perky melons.
"Back off, back off!" barked the one holding my leash. "She's for the ALPHAs in the pit!"
The miner-ZAUKs seemed to ignore him completely, continuing to molest me as I was dragged through the crowd. Feeling more and more helpless, my dread was turning to panic, with a garnish of humiliation.
"Stop it! Stop it, you little pervs!" I squealed, feeling tears brimming.
Finally, we broke through the crowd, and I was led toward one of the cave openings. Crossing into the darkness we proceeded down a long dark tunnel. There was a single strand of light tubing running down the center of the ceiling, providing just enough light to cast the tunnel in eerie shadows.
Every so often I heard insectile skittering, too close and sounding a little too big for comfort. Several times I glimpsed movement just at the edges of the shadows. I found myself just as jumpy as I'd been in the jungles back on Cirkon, although now being completely naked, I longed for the then-frustratingly-skimpy red and gold bikini!
I began to hear a rumble coming from the end of the tunnel. The noise of a huge crowd. My stomach twisted into a knot as the air thickened with a musky, sweaty smell. For a moment my mind pictured the prospect of a huge ZAUK orgy; all green skin and huge hands, groping and fucking me... A disgusted shiver crawled down my spine.
When the tunnel opened out at last, we entered a huge, domed chamber. It was an arena of some kind, with tiers of stone and wood benches encircling a deep pit. There were hundreds of ZAUKs gathered, sitting and standing on the benches. They were shouting and waving their big green hands. The hollowed-out center was several feet deep, and maybe twenty across.
The notification flashed before my eyes: ZAUKNOID BREEDING PITS DISCOVERED.
I was led to the edge of the pit where the ZAUK holding my leash stopped. I looked around, feeling the pit of ice in my stomach growing colder.
"Quite agreeable mammaries!" shouted an approaching ZAUK. This one was different, taller than the rest, but skinnier than the ALPHAs. It was wearing what looked to be denim coveralls, and he had a bristly gray goatee. He took my leash and scanned my naked body. "Welcome to the Pits, breeder," he said with a strange accent. "I am the Pit Boss!"
"Great," I grumbled. "How do I get out of here?"
"There is no escape!" the Pit Boss declared. "You will have the honor of breeding new ZAUKS!" He tugged my leash, leading me around the perimeter of the pit. "In the pit you will be paired with a mate, now don't make things hard on yourself, he'll only hurt you as much as you hurt him but once you have been subdued, the ALPHA will begin to impregnate you, assuming he can hold his load long enough to..." He paused for a moment, reaching up and beginning to remove my leash from the chain, which remained around my throat. "If you prove to be too much for your mate, you will be studded more suitably tomorrow!"
My HUD opened as he removed my leash, and my skills (MASTURBATION, TEASE, BLOWJOB) unlocked! However, before I could do anything else the Pit Boss shoved me backwards and I fell into the pit.
The ZAUK audience cheered.
I got to my feet, trying to cover my naked body, but quickly realizing my two skinny arms just weren't enough to hide from the eyes of the surrounding crowd. My cheeks got warm as embarrassment rushed through me.
The walls of the pit were at least eight or nine feet high, no way I'd be able to jump high enough to climb out. There were stains splattered all across the floor. I now noticed there was also some furniture in the pit. There was a bed, something that looked like a cross between a bench and a sawhorse, a stockade, and what looked like a torture rack...or maybe not torture per say...
There was an opening at the far end of the pit, and the crowd began cheering as an ALPHA came through it. He was completely naked. Without their armor, the ALPHAs looked just like a regular ZAUK. Green skin, long gangly arms with oversized hands at the end. His head was big and oval with grey almond shaped eyes. The only difference was that he had a thick, green cock hanging between his stubby legs.
The ALPHA threw up his hands, playing to crowd as his cock rose into a long, stiff erection. The audience cheered again as he pointed (aimed?) that erection directly at me!
"LET THE BREEDING BEGIN!" the Pit Boss shouted from above.
Then in big red letters before me: BREEDER STIM BATTLE! Quickly exchanged for: ROUND ONE!!
I backed away as the ALPHA came towards me. I couldn't actually fight him, not only were my CQC skills worthless, I only had one hit point left.
The alien MOB lunged at me and I ducked under his arms, scrambling away. All around us the crowd's cheers turned to boos.
I knew what I had to do, but I'll be honest and say I just didn't want to. The Pit Boss had said "Assuming he can hold his load long enough" which meant this was a Stim battle I could win. However, as I watched the green skinned alien coming at me with his huge erection bobbing, every one of my male instincts rose up in revulsion.
"Come back here, you hot piece of ass!" the ALPHA grinned at me. "Nowhere to run now!"
He charged at me again. This time I dove to the side, avoiding his rush and rolling nimbly to my feet. My human body was never so agile, it would have been cool under different circumstances.
Again the crowd booed. I didn't care but I was beginning to realize I couldn't run forever. Or maybe I could, but where would that really get me? I had no choice, I was going to have to seduce that ALPHA and try to make him cum first! Maybe if I won, they'd let me go...
I glanced around, then dashed to the bed. I crawled onto the mattress, then looked back towards the ALPHA.
"Alright, er, big boy," I stuttered. "Come and get me..?"
On my hands and knees, I arched my back and thrust my round little butt towards him. Thinking back, I tried to mimic some of my favorite porn stars. I felt so silly, but the crowd shouted their approval.
The ALPHA sauntered over, checking me out. Batting my eyes at him, I tried to look shy and innocent. He gave my ass a slap, making me yelp (PN: 1). His big hand caressed my backside, sliding over my curves and up along my spine. A rush of warm tingles spread through my legs and stomach (SP: 7-8).
"Hot piece of ass!" he grumbled.
I turned quickly, pulling him onto the bed with me. Butterflies swarmed my stomach feeling his green, rubbery skin against my soft, naked curves. His big green hands crawled all over me as I squirmed into top position, straddling his midsection. A sharp toothed grin split its alien face, seeming all too happy to let me on top. My stomach did a back flip feeling his cock prodding my bare ass.
My hands slid over his chest as I leaned down and buried my face in his neck. My plump lips pressed against his rubbery skin as I began kissing and sucking at his throat. The ALPHA shifted underneath me, groaning. Sinking into the moment, I moaned against his throat, running my tongue from his sternum to what passed for his chin. The gangly body shivered between my legs and at the edge of my vision I noted the word TEASE flashing.
I glanced up and saw a Stim counter glowing over the ALPHA's head: StimP: 3!
I almost grinned, but instead licked my lips at him. Then I leaned down to his chest, using my pillowy lips to plant a flurry of wet kisses. Feeling him squirm in response to my efforts was a rush of its own, despite the weirdness of it all. I began eagerly licking his chest, spreading my warm saliva over his rubbery alien flesh, errantly realizing he had no nipples.
Suddenly his big hands clamped onto my head and I was pulled up to his face. TEASE BLOCKED! flashed at the corner of my eyes. The ALPHA drew me in, clamping his thin alien lips around mine. A long forked tongue forced my lips apart and snaked into my mouth! I tried to pull away instinctively, but he held me tight. My cheeks flushed hotly as his tongue squirmed in my mouth and even slid down my throat (SP: 9)!
Once I was caught up in the alien kiss, his big hands slid down my neck and grabbed my breasts (SP: 10)! Feeling him squeezing the firm bulbs sent an irresistible rush through my chest. My nipples tingled, perking up against his rough palms and I couldn't hold back a little moan (SP: 11-12).
Breaking the kiss, he leaned me back and his forked tongue slithered down my chest. The sensation made me tremble (SP: 13). His hand kept a firm grip on my breast, as his long, slimy tongue coiled around my hardened nipple. It gave a tug that made me throw back my head and squeal in a mix pain and pleasure (SP: 15, PN: 2).
The crowd cheered loudly!
Watching my Stim counter tick up, I realized I'd lost control of the battle. I had to get it back, I was not going to end up PREGGERS in this damn game!
I reached back, groping blindly for his cock. My slender fingers closed around the ALPHA's thick shaft and I felt him tense beneath me. When I gave a gentle tug, his tongue went slack around my nipple and his grip loosened. Quickly, I spun around on his torso, and found myself facing a big green erection. Just the sight of it sent a surge of anticipation through my chest.
That anticipation gave me pause. I couldn't deny that I wanted to suck that dick. Who was I becoming? Was it the game messing with my mind? Or was it something else...? That hesitation cost me.
Big hands clamped around my butt cheeks and pulled me backwards. His slimy tentacle of a tongue slithered through my slit (SP: 16-17-18). I moaned loudly, my hips quivering as fireworks of arousal burst through them! Glancing between my tits, I could just see that forked tongue lapping at my pussy, before it parted my lips and squirmed into the sensitive flesh in between! My breath caught in my throat, as a flood of heat raced through my torso, making my nipples ache and my head spin (SP: 19-20-21)! I felt my pussy gushing, his strong hands continuing to knead the still-unfamiliar fullness of my female ass.
Hooting and hollering, the crowd urged their guy on, as I was nearly overwhelmed by a flood of submissive urges. It wasn't the game this time, just my own confusing willingness to give in as I sensed my building orgasm.
Struggling to regain focus, I reached for his cock. Grabbing it with both hands, I began pumping. The ALPHA groaned, and more importantly his tongue withdrew from my quivering cleft. I continued stroking with one hand, reaching for his balls with the other. Heat spread through his entire package as I began fondling his sack.
Feeling the stiffness and warmth in my dainty hands made my mouth water! The desire to suck that dick came rushing back and this time I didn't resist or hesitate. Leaning down, I devoured the big green erection!
It was the ALPHA's turn to moan, and his gangly body went nearly limp underneath me. I heard the crowd "Ooh and Ahh" but I was fixated on the hard, hot cock filling my mouth! My plump lips slid down the shaft, as a rush of excitement filled my chest. Pulling back, I gasped a quick breath then began licking every inch. I couldn't believe my own eagerness as my soft little tongue slipped over every vein (SP: 22-23).



BLOWJOB pulsed red at the edge of my vision. Even though my Stim points were climbing, that meant I was doing double to the ALPHA!
Once the entire shaft was slick with my own saliva, my hot little mouth engulfed him once more! I pushed down all the way, gagging on the head of his cock. Growing even more eager, I bobbed and sucked hungrily. My tongue writhed against his rigid member. Spit and precum soaked the fullness of my lips. Whether it was the game or not, giving into my desire only made me more ravenous (SP: 24-25)!
Suddenly, the ALPHA grabbed me by the hair and yanked my head back! His cock pulled out of my mouth with an audible "pop!" and I couldn't stop a disappointed whimper from escaping. My legs slipped out from under me as I fell back onto his chest, gasping in surprise. I sprawled across his body, tits jiggling, legs splayed open in full display.
The crowd roared their approval!
The ALPHA kept his grip on my hair, wrestling me into a new position. I could only whine in protest as he easily overpowered me. Before I knew what was happening, I felt the bulbous head of his cock rubbing my inner thigh!
"Oh no!" I gasped and glanced over the top of his ovular head: StimP: 19. I had no idea what his MAX would be, but I doubted I'd be able to outlast him if he penetrated me...which at 25 Stim, part of me actually wanted!
I tried to squirm away, but his arm wrapped across my torso and trapped me against his chest. His other hand untangled from my hair and reached between our legs. The crowd thundered their approval as his big green cock slid into my slick little pussy!
I cried out feeling him enter me (SP: 27)! I squirmed helplessly against his grip as his alien member began to pump in and out. Erotic lightening raced up my spine, making me moan with each thrust. I could feel every rigid inch sliding deep inside my cunt, as a wave of orgasmic submission rolled through me (SP: 28-29-30!)!
I moaned loudly, cumming as the ALPHA's cock maxed my reduced Stim points! My pussy gushed around his green shaft and my long legs quivered in the sudden rush.
YOU STIM HAS BEEN MAXED OUT!! Appeared before my eyes, followed by: PREPARE FOR BREEDING!!
My mind was swimming in orgasmic energy, or I would have been terrified. A flood of submissive urges flooded through me and I didn't even protest as the ALPHA flipped me onto my hands and knees. The crowd was going wild as he took up position behind me...and I can't deny that I was too, arching my back to present like a cat in heat!
My arms and legs trembled weakly, while the rest of my curvy body continued to buzz with erotic energy, and my wet little pussy ached for more. The bulbous head of his cock rubbed through my dewy petals, triggering a rush of tingles that made me whimper. In the back of my head, my male mind was screaming in protest but the rest of me was now fully willing!
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as the ALPHA's cock plunged back into my dripping cunt!
The PREGGERS counter appeared before me, ticking up with every thrust as he began fucking me (PREGGERS: 1-2-3-4).
His big hands gripped the curves of my hips, tugging my ass against his pelvis. I dropped my head, moaning as waves of hot pleasure rolled through my body! My tits were swinging between my outstretched arms, as his alien member pumped in and out of me (PREGGERS: 5-6-7).
My feminine curves felt soft and yielding, and a wave of submissive desires crept into my mind. Fleetingly I thought the game must be flooding my brain with sensual endorphins. Regardless, even the vague realization I was about to be impregnated by an alien MOB dissolved in an orgasmic haze (PREGGERS: 8-9-10)!
I climaxed again! My head spun maddeningly as erotic energy surged through me. I cried out breathlessly and felt my own hot juices streaming down my thighs. Instinctually I bucked and writhed against him, barely able to spare myself the humiliation of pleading for him to fuck me harder!
Somehow the crowd cheered even louder.
The ALPHA kept his hold on me! His hard alien cock continued pounding my pussy and all I could do was whimper and moan! Every sexual nerve ending I had was buzzing and raw, and he seemed to hit every one with every thrust. His grip tightened, my mewling grew shrill, and his green alien rod plunged so deep and hard I thought I could feel it in my throat (PREGGERS: 11-13-15)!
The harder he fucked me, the faster the PREGGERScounter climbed, and I no longer cared. My mind was numb with orgasmic bliss. The ALPHA's cock had completely dominated me. I was his. (PREGGERS: 17)
Suddenly the ALPHA groaned and I felt his stubby legs give out. He released my hips and pulled out. Already pouting, I glanced back just in time to see him collapse. His Stim counter was flashing: StimP: 30!!!
The ALPHA continued to groan and his cock erupted, spraying a little geyser of cum straight up. All around us the crowd began to boo.
He was maxed out? But he had me... I sank back onto my padded ass, knowing I shouldn't be as disappointed as I was.
BREEDER STIM BATTLE -- 1/3 Flashed before me. YOU WIN!!
One of three? Fuck...
My PREGGERS bar cleared and my Stim reset to zero (PREGGERS: 0, SP: 0). My head began to clear, that disappointment replaced with an immeasurable relief!
Although I still couldn't figure out what the hell had happened to me? As soon as my Stim had maxed I'd become completely submissive. Moreover, by the time my second orgasm hit I had actually wanted...well, I didn't really want to think about what I had wanted...
Two normal ZAUKs scurried out from the back and began dragging the post-coital ALPHA away.
I forced myself to stand, my long slender legs wobbling. I was breathing hard, making my breasts heave and bob, reminding me I was still completely naked. In fact, I suddenly became aware of every ZAUK eye in the crowd, ogling my naked body even as they booed relentlessly.
Swept with self-consciousness once more I tried to cover myself. I glanced around for a way out and realized the Pit Boss was coming towards me.
"Calm down, now calm down!" he shouted to the crowd. "It seems this piece of ass was TOO HOT!"
Boos.
"But that's good!" he went on. "That means she'll breed strong ZAUKS!" This brought some cheers.
"Like hell I will!" I snapped, starting to back away. "Let me the hell out of here!"
Before I could get too far, he grabbed my arm and pulled me back. His free hand reached out and reattached the leash to the chain I had all but forgotten was still around my neck. The instant I was leashed, he gave a tug and I felt that irresistible compulsion return.
"Tomorrow she will breed Draknut!" the Pit Boss shouted, punching one fist up in the air.
The crowd began chanting. "Draknut! Draknut! Draknut!"
"This way breeder!" he said, leading me towards the tunnel at the back of the pit.
I couldn't help but follow obediently. As we crossed into the darkened tunnel my heart sank. This wasn't over...I was still trapped in the ZAUKNOID BREEDING PITS.
Next... Draknut!
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2-3: Draknut
"This way BREEDER!" The Pit Boss urged with a tug on my leash. The ZAUKNOID audience continued to jeer as he led me towards the tunnel at the back of the arena.
I followed obediently, unable to resist the compulsion flooding my mind. These immersive games weren't supposed to be able to affect the impulse or control centers of the brain, there was already legislation against that. The development companies claimed not to even have that capability yet. I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised that this game was capable of actual mind control, after all it had kept my male brain marinating in a river of female hormones and emotions ever since I'd accidently logged in as the femme fatale BOUNTY HUNTER, Lex!
Feeling the still unfamiliar sway of my curvy new figure, I suddenly became aware of the hundreds of ZAUKs ogling me. I was a naked woman after all, sweaty and sticky from the Stim Battle I'd just won...barely. I quickly wrapped one slender arm across my ample chest as instant heat blushed my cheeks and dropped the other hand to cover the slit between my thighs. The femininity of this body left me with a perpetual sense of vulnerability as it was, now that was even being intensified by the humiliation of being collared and leashed.
Once again, I was overwhelmed by a flood of emotions; frustration, anger, embarrassment, all tied together by a feeling of utter powerlessness. Tears filled my eyes as I realized my time in the Breeding Pits was far from over.
"It's hard enough being stuck as a woman without being a crier too," I sniffled, brushing a few errant green tresses back from my face.
"What was that BREEDER?" the Pit Boss glanced back as we finally crossed into the darkened tunnel.
"Nothing," I murmured, blinking back the tears. Without the constantly jeering audience, my nerves calmed slightly. "So how does this work, what happens now?"
"Now that you've proven to be too hot a piece of ass for common ALPHAs," he began, leading me down an alcove off the main tunnel. "I'll take you to the bathing ponds to be cleaned. Then you'll be taken to a chamber to rest and first thing in the morning I'll bring you back to the arena to mate with Draknut!"
The word mate dropped a ball of ice into my stomach. I still wasn't clear on how serious this game was about the whole breeding aspect of these Breeding Pits. But judging from the PREGGERS bar in my HUD, and how seriously it took everything else, I expected it was more than just an empty tagline.
"So what happens if I lose to Draknut?"
"Don't think of it as losing," the Pit Boss corrected me quickly. "You'll be winning the honor of becoming a mother of the ZAUKNOID warriors!"
Now the word mother twisted my stomach into a knot around that icy pit. I'd only barely survived the Stim Battle with a normal ALPHA, Draknut would surely be tougher, like an elite enemy or a boss. I felt a few hot tears slide down my cheeks as anxiety, tinged with fear, added itself to my emotional flood. I was a man, the possibility of getting pregnant wasn't supposed to be a worry for me!
I was still trying not to cry when we reached a small cavern with three bubbling pools in it. The air was humid and I could see steam rising from the surface of the water. For a moment my spirits lifted at the idea of a hot bath. Then I noticed that there were several ZAUKs running around the chamber. The now familiar sight of their short green bodies, big oval heads and long gangly arms, immediately clued me in that this was not going to be a relaxing soak.
"Nice tits!" the closest one barked, coming towards us.
The Pit Boss passed him the chain serving as my leash. "See that she is thoroughly cleaned, and then taken to rest," he instructed. "I'll come for you in the morning, BREEDER, first thing!"
The ZAUK tugged my leash, triggering those compliant urges. He only came up to about my shoulder and if I'd had my PLASMA PISTOL, I could've popped the thing with one shot! Instead, he was leading me around like a big breasted pet! I followed him down to poolside, where two more ZAUKs approached.
"Nice tits!"-"Nice tits!" They barked in turn.
"Don't you guys say anything else?" I groaned, wrapping both arms around my ample chest.
BATHING POOL - BONUS ROUND! Suddenly appeared in big red letters over the steaming ponds, followed by: RESIST THE ZAUKS FOR BONUS STIM POINTS!!
The two MOBs grabbed me by the arms. Then the one holding my leash reached up and unclipped it from my chain-link collar. Even without the leash's control, I wasn't physically strong enough to resist the little green men as I was dragged backwards and shoved into the pool! Nor was I able to stifle an embarrassingly girlish shriek as I fell in.
The warm water enveloped me, and for a moment it was heavenly, relaxing even. I found my footing and stood up, peeling soaked green locks back from my face. All three ZAUKs were following me into the water, holding rags and bars of soap.
I backed away, trying to figure out how to resist them. Thanks to my pitiful CQC skills, I couldn't fight them in any useful way. Despite being horny little aliens, they didn't have cocks for me use my BLOWJOB skill on. Was I just supposed to TEASE them into submission?
The ZAUKs pounced on me all at once! They dunked me under the water and I came up sputtering and disoriented. Six huge hands grabbed me, trapping my arms and groping my breasts! A wave of heat flushed through my chest as they squeezed and kneaded my firm orbs (SP: 1-2-3-4-5). I groaned, trying to pull free but they were too strong and continued fondling my perky melons (SP: 6-7-8-9-10).
Realizing my Stim counter was climbing more quickly than usual, (SP: 11-12-13-14-15) I thrashed desperately and managed to slip one arm free. Shoving and twisting, I fought out of their grip and swam for the side to get some distance.
How could I TEASE three MOBs at once?
Then I noticed my Stim Bar began falling (SP: 14-13-12-11). So this bonus round was about sustained stimulation? Got it!
I reached the edge of the pool, but it was too slick to climb out (SP: 10-9-8-7). As I was figuring that out, an oversized hand closed around my ankle and dragged me back to the center of the pool. I kicked and thrashed but the three MOBs easily overpowered me, and I was dunked again. This time when I came up, they began cleaning me!
One of them held my arms pinioned behind my back, while the other two started to rub me down and soap me up. Warm tingles danced through my curves as the slick bars slid over my shoulders and collarbone (SP: 7-8-9-10). I squirmed, swallowing a moan as they moved down to lather up my tits. Feeling the bars sliding and caressing my soft flesh, while the bubbles slipped and dripped over my sensitive nipples sent a rush of heat through my neck and chest (SP: 11-12-13).
Despite my growing arousal, I knew I had to get free if I was going to win the bonus. I assumed I would need all the extra Stim Points I could get when I faced Draknut. I strained against the grip on my arms, trying desperately to pull free. I could only groan in powerless frustration as the ZAUK easily restrained me.
All but ignoring my struggles, the soap slid down my hourglass figure, stirring up butterflies in my stomach and sending a quiver racing between my legs (SP: 14-15-16). Feeling big hands grab at my thighs, I tried to squeeze them together but the ZAUKs pried my legs apart with relative ease! Then one of them reached in with his soap to begin stroking my defenseless pussy (SP: 20)! I couldn't hold back a whimpery moan as hot tingles crawled through my hips and up my spine. He pressed in, rubbed the sudsy bar into the soft folds of my labia, sending anxious tremors down my long legs (SP: 21-22-23).
Writhing in their clutches, I suddenly realized how slippery my skin had become thanks to the soap! I twisted one way, then the other, feeling their grip slip in the suds. They grunted in frustration as I squirmed loose and scrambled out of the middle. I sighed in relief seeing my Stim bar dropping once more (SP: 22-21-20-19-18).
I needed to figure out some kind of offensive strategy though, so I grabbed the nearest ZAUK, clinging onto his back. I slid my arms around his scrawny chest, pressing the fullness of my breasts against his back and began kissing his neck. Immediately I heard him let out a delighted gurgle. Just in my periphery I saw the word TEASE glowing. My Stim points continued to drop as he lurched in the water, clearly enjoying my tactics (SP: 17-16-15-14). Meanwhile, the other two struggled to get around him for a moment (SP: 13-12-11).
By the time they got their hands on me, the ZAUK in my clutches had gone basically limp. Still they peeled me off, overpowering my meager resistance and dragged me back to the center of the pool. I noticed their fellow roll onto his back, floating contentedly while a bright red StimP:15 flashed above his big green head. It was a short-lived satisfaction as the other two quickly wrestled me back into a fairly helpless position; arms pinned, legs flailing in the water.
Now they began scrubbing me with the soapy rags. Their grip tightened as they rubbed and kneaded my sensitive breasts (SP: 12-13). The coarse texture of the clothe rippled over my nipples, stimulating the excitable pink nubs and filling my chest with anxious tingles (SP: 14-15). I squirmed, unable to mount any strength as they wiped down my curves and flat tummy (SP: 16-17).
I twisted towards one of the ZAUKs, pulling him in so I could get my lips on his chest. I planted a flurry of kisses on his rubbery skin, causing him to falter momentarily and I was able to pull loose a bit. Before I could get free though, I felt the other's hands grabbing my ass! He began rubbing and kneading my plump, round cheeks with a sudsy rag, sending a distracting charge racing up my spine (SP: 18-19-20)!
Then the first readjusted his grip, cinching my arms even tighter! I whined in helpless frustration, barely able to squirm now, much less pull free! Then I gasped, feeling the rag push between my butt cheeks, before sliding down between my legs! I let out a simpering moan as he began stroking my pussy once more (SP: 25). Lightning shot through my torso making my nipples ache (SP: 26). Strong fingers massaged the plaint flesh of my smooth labia, spreading an irresistible warmth through my hips and stomach (SP: 27). Overwhelmed by the slippery sensation of the sudsy fondling, I couldn't resist spreading my legs to give him better access (SP: 28)! My head was spinning as he rubbed the soapy rag through my pussy lips and over my swollen clit (SP: 29-30!)!
A rush of hot electricity crawled up my spine, making every curve and appendage quiver in ecstasy! My hips writhed, bucking involuntarily as my pussy gushed into the warm sudsy water. I heard myself squeal and whine in abject surrender, as my body went limp in their hands.
Predictably YOUR STIM HAS BEEN MAXED OUT! Appeared before my eyes in big red letters. YOU LOSE!! Then it began listing my "cleaners": ZAUK 1 StimP: 0 (no bonus). ZAUK 2 StimP: MAXED (bonus). ZAUK 3 StimP: 3 (no bonus). After that my Stim bar increased slightly: LEX Stim POINTS +5. Before the final declaration: BONUS ROUND FAILED!!
I felt weak and numb as I was dunked once more to be rinsed off. Then the two ZAUKs basically dragged me out of the pool. I was on my hands and knees, sputtering for breath, as they reattached my leash. Those compliant urges flowed into my post-orgasmic brain, leaving me too submissive to even be embarrassed about having been molested into orgasmic bliss by the ZAUKs. A simple tug of the leash brought me to my feet, eager to please, and I followed my captor obediently as I was led away from the pool.
As we meandered through a network of smaller chambers, I began to hear whimpers and moaning from some of the chambers we passed. There were other ZAUKs moving past us, carrying little bundles of...of something...small and squirmy, they didn't exactly look like babies. As my mind began to clear, I remembered that I was here to be impregnated with whatever was wiggling in those bundles, and my stomach dropped.
Before I could get a good look at what they actually were, the ZAUK led me inside one of the chambers. It was small and roughly spherical. I immediately noticed a set of metal shackles bolted into the floor, and ice crawled up my spine.
"You can't be serious," I whined dejectedly.
I started to back away, wanting to run but a simple tug on the leash brought me trotting over to the chains. I turned away from the MOB in desperate frustration...and was startled to realize the cell had another occupant!
She was sitting on the floor, just behind the chamber's door, watching me with something like pity in her eyes. Like me she was completely naked, with a chain-link-collar around her neck. Hers was locked and connected to another length of chain, extending down and bolted to the floor, but her arms were free.
The ZAUK pulled my leash again, now forcing me down onto my knees. I didn't bother resisting as he grabbed my wrists and clamped the rusty manacles around them. Then he connected the end of my leash to the bolt fastening them to the floor. Once I was chained, the MOB left and my attention returned to the other prisoner.
She was every bit the video game babe that I...that Lex was designed to be, with a cutsie face and blond hair cascading down her back, long enough to touch the floor. I thought that maybe her breasts and figure weren't quite as bodacious as mine...but what really drew my attention was her round, protruding belly!
Once the door shut and locked, she scooted closer to me. Her chain allowed for a great deal more movement than my shackles, which were only about a foot and a half long. Still trying to regain my bearings, I tested the bonds.
"They're not going to budge," she frowned. "Lex, is it?"
"I didn't think so," I murmured. "My avatar is pretty weak anyway."
I glanced up, able to see her player ID: EYLA - BREEDER.
"You're a player!" I gasped, relieved to find she wasn't some pregnant NPC.
She nodded. "Yeah, Eyla."
"So even our ID card displays as 'BREEDER'!?" I groaned. "Well that's just a little extra humiliating."
"Just a little," she agreed with a chuckle. "Did you know that if the boys get captured they just go to a jail cell for a little lock picking mini-game?"
"Well that's kinda bullshit!" I snorted, trying not to dwell on the fact that that should be me right now!
"I guess maybe there's some torture involved or something," she shrugged. "But still."
"This is some game," I sighed. "Torture, rape, breeding, who the fuck designed this?"
"That's what we all want to know," she reached out and put a hand on my shoulder.
"We?"
"We...the players?" she explained.
"Right," I sank back to a seated position, feeling the still unfamiliar padding of my round booty under me. "The only other players I've met have taken me prisoner or used me as a distraction so they could get away."
She frowned. "Yeah, you'd think being trapped in a malfunctioning game would bring us together, but there's still a bunch of assholes running around out there."
"Apparently," I groaned. "So...I can't help but ask..." My eyes dropped pointedly to her stomach.
"It's okay," Eyla looked down and caressed her swollen tummy. "Actually this is my third time... I lost round one the first time, but then Draknut has beaten me twice."
I groaned, feeling a little sick. "So they're completely serious about..."
"The breeding part of the breeding pits?" She half grinned. "Afraid so."
"Fuck," I groaned.
"It's not that bad, actually," she went on. "A little weird, sure, but the pregnancy only takes a couple days, and then-"
"I don't want to know!" I cut her off. I wasn't ready to try wrapping my brain around getting pregnant, much less having to give birth to baby alien. "Sorry...not trying to be rude, just not sure I'm ready for all that."
"I understand," she chuckled. "So I guess you've never been pregnant IRL either?"
"Obviously not!" I snapped a little too quickly. "I mean," glancing down at my body I realized it wasn't so obvious. "No, I haven't."
"Ok."
"So is Draknut really that tough?"
"Yeah? But I may not be the best judge," she said. "My avatar's specialty is hand-to-hand fighting but I'm actually kinda weak at the sex stuff, so it's extra tough for me."
"Oh, really?"
"Yeah," Eyla blushed. "Raised by celibate monks to be a warrior, so apparently I'm inexperienced and all pent up or something. I have a low Stim bar and I max super easy."
"That's the exact opposite of me," I said. "I'm a bounty hunter who uses my, uh, feminine wiles to get close to my targets before taking them in. So far, all my skills revolve around seduction and sex."
"Sounds like you're quite the little slut?" Eyla teased.
"Yeah, that's me," I groaned, but couldn't help chuckling a little, it felt good. "I can't do any damage up close though, like at all."
"That's great!"
"Yeah, it's super great," I rolled my eyes. "Who needs CQC when every enemy just want to rape me?"
"I'm actually being kinda serious," Eyla explained. "Maybe you'll be able to do better than me in the stim battles, and then you can get us both out of here!"
"Can...can I do that?"
"Everything else is so interactive," Eyla explained. "I assume players can rescue each other."
"I hadn't really thought of that," I admitted. "I guess since the rest of this twisted game seems designed just to victimize the girls, I just assumed that it'd leave us pretty much on our own down here too."
"Well, there's no way to escape on our own without going through the Stim Battles," she shrugged. "So you might be right. I have been hoping my boyfriend would figure out a way to come rescue me, but I have no idea what even happened to him after I was captured."
"You were in here with your boyfriend?" I gasped.
"Yeah, he's the one who talked me into playing this damn game after a friend emailed him about it," she explained. "It was a blast at first, we had already played through Cirkon before even realizing there was a problem with the logout."
"Really? So, have you completed any of the other levels?" I asked. "Or did you come here after Cirkon too?"
"Oh definitely not, this is supposed to be one of the tougher levels!" she said. "We went to Planet Jeotania second, that's where everyone goes to grind up levels. There's a city there, with all kinds of side missions and bonus games. What level are you?"
"Three," I murmured.
"Oh."
I could tell from the look on her face that was probably too low for Sonhadra. My heart sank, finally realizing why I'd gotten my butt kicked so completely back on the train.
"Guess I'm pretty screwed whether we escape the pits or not then?" I sighed.
"Don't worry about that for now," she replied. "Just focus on getting through these next two stim battles!"
"Yeah, great," I groaned. "Just out-fuck a couple of alien monsters and we're in the clear!"
"I know," Eyla laughed. "But if you can do that, and get me out of here, I can help you clear this level."
I nodded, staring down at my rusty manacles. Eyla's laughter sounded a little forced. Was she really the optimistic type, or just trying to keep things positive? Glancing at her pregnant belly, I decided either was both admirable and appreciated.



"Alright, I'll do my best," I said.
"To out-fuck a couple aliens?" she smirked. "Don't act like you won't like it!"
I let myself chuckle and shrug. "You know me, the slut."
"You might want to try to get some sleep," Eyla said, scooting back to her side of the cell. "Pit Boss'll come for you first thing in the morning."
"Yeah, right," I groaned shifting in my manacles.
"Just try," she said. "It's not like IRL sleeping and you'll get a few stat bonuses for when you take on Draknut."
I rolled my eyes but then nodded and laid out on the cold, rocky floor. Eyla did the same. I hadn't actually slept since before going into Gnash's boss tower back on Cirkon. That seemed like so long ago now! Why hadn't Clay warned me about which level to go to next? Was he that cowardly of a prick? I guess it was possible he didn't know...
The next thing I knew, I was being awoken by the boisterous voice of the Pit Boss. "Good morning, BREEDERS!" he boomed. "Ready to mate?"
I groaned, sitting up. "Don't suppose I can take a rain check?"
"Weather's always the same in the pits!" he laughed, unlocking my bindings.
Despite having spent the night, in shackles on a stone floor, I felt surprisingly refreshed. None of the stiffness or restlessness you might expect in the real world.
"Good luck," Eyla said, looking up from her place on the floor. The trepidation was evident in her tone.
"Thanks," I murmured, unable to keep my eyes from staring at her pregnant belly.
"Don't be jealous," he said to Eyla. "Having a sister-wife of Draknut is a great honor!"
"I fucking doubt it," I grumbled.
"Don't worry," Eyla laughed, patting her stomach. "Remember it's still just a game."
Just a game? Optimist or not, how could she be so matter-of-fact about this? Was it because she was a woman IRL, so a two day pregnancy that didn't ravage her body seemed like no big deal? Or was I just too freaked out and being a big baby about it all?
Before I could decide either way, the Pit Boss pulled on my leash and that now all-too-familiar compulsion to obey flowed through my head. He led me out of the cell and back through the tunnels towards the arena.
As we got closer, I began to hear chanting. At first I couldn't make out the words, but it quickly became pretty clear.
"Draknut! Draknut! Draknut!"
Ahead of us, the voices of the ZAUKNOID audience waiting to see me get impregnated, thundered in near perfect unison.
"Draknut! Draknut! Draknut! Draknut!"
Crossing from the dim tunnel into the brightness of the arena was an assault on my senses. The light seemed blinding and the noise deafening.
"Draknut! Draknut! Draknut! Draknut! Draknut!"
The Pit Boss held up his hand and the crowd went silent immediately.
"A fine morning to you, my good ZAUKs!" he shouted, garnering a raucous response. "Today we have a special treat!" he went on. "This BREEDER has proven herself worthy to mate with..."
"DRAKNUT!!" the crowd finished for him and the chanting resumed immediately. "Draknut! Draknut! Draknut!"
I heard footsteps behind us and turned back to the entryway. The MOB sauntering into the arena was taller than me. He was green skinned like the rest but built like a human man. His head was ovular, with the red almond shaped eyes of a Zauknoid. A long, thick cock hung between his legs, and just the sight of it set butterflies fluttering in my stomach. As he approached, two long tentacles unfurled from his back, stretching towards me, twitching eagerly.
"What the fuck?" I gasped backing up a step.
"Don't be afraid BREEDER!" the Pit Boss said, reaching out to unclip my leash. "Draknut will be gentle!" Then he turned to the audience and cried, "Let the breeding begin!"
On cue, huge red letters appeared in the air between us: BREEDER STIM BATTLE! Then replaced by: ROUND TWO!!
"Come to daddy!" Draknut growled coming forward.
I glanced around, trying to formulate any kind of plan. The bed, an X-frame rack, the sawhorse-thing and a stockade were still scattered around the pit. I'd had good luck on the bed, so I decided to make a dash for it.
Before I took more than a few steps, one of the tentacles whipped around my waist! I gasped as it coiled tight and began pulling me towards Draknut.
"Get over here!" he demanded.
Digging my heels into the dirt, I tried to twist free. The tentacle was just too strong and pulled me right into the clutches of my intended stud. His big hands found my tits immediately (SP: 1-2). Bracing my hands against his muscled chest, I quickly realized I had no chance of pushing him away. The other tentacle coiled around my left wrist, twisting that arm behind my back with me unable to offer even the slightest resistance. I sucked in a few panicked breaths, realizing how powerless I was against those tentacles!
"Firm and perky!" Draknut appraised, squeezing and jiggling my plump breasts (SP: 3-4-5). "Nice tits!" he shouted to the watching ZAUKs.
The audience cheered wildly, echoing his words with their catchphrase: "Nice tits!"
Knowing I had to do something, I wrapped my free arm around his neck and pulled myself closer. The fullness of my breasts pressed against his rigid frame, as his hands slid behind and down my back to cup my firm, round ass. I immediately began kissing and licking his neck, relieved to feel his grip loosen immediately. TEASE appeared in my periphery, and I managed to pull my twisted arm free of his tentacle. Hugging his neck, I pulled closer, dragging my tongue across his throat and nuzzling my plump lips into his clavicle. His arms went slack as I took control of this battle!
Draknut groaned and I felt the warmth as his cock stiffened against the curve of my hip. Feeling the feminine softness of my own body yielding against his masculine frame stirred a distracting yearning in the back my mind. Instinctively, I wrapped one long leg around his hip, grinding my pelvis against his growing erection and moaning hungrily as I continued to devour his neck.
What was I doing? Why was being pressed against a male body turning me on? I pulled back, trying to clear the confusing desire from my head. The instant I did, Draknut squeezed my ass, sending a rush of tingles up my spine (SP: 6)! Before I could react, his tentacles coiled around my ankles and swept my legs out from under me! The arena lurched and spun around me and I ended up dangling upside down in front of him.
Shit! Had I really let my male insecurities just cost me the advantage in this Stim Battle?
The tentacles lifted me effortlessly. His hands caressed my hourglass figure, sending chilling tingles dancing through my torso (SP: 7). Before I could even begin to regain my bearings, I felt my legs being pulled apart and a warm tongue slid over my defenseless seam (SP: 8-9)!
"Oh shit!" I whimpered, as it slithered into my hairless pussy lips (SP:10-11)! Electricity raced up my thighs making my knees quiver as Draknut's mouth clamped down between my legs (SP: 15). I couldn't keep from moaning as he devoured my cunt. White heat sizzled through my pelvis and stomach feeling his sharp teeth nipping at the delicate flesh of my labia (SP: 16-17). His snakelike tongue found my clit, teasing the swelling nub and triggering a surge of erotic energy that nearly turned my brain into soft pink mush! (SP: 20)
Dangling upside down, watching helplessly as my Stim bar jumped and climbed, I realized how Eyla had lost twice already. Femme fatale or not, I didn't seem to have much chance against Draknut either! He already had me more than halfway to maxing out, at which point I'd turn into a submissive little fucktoy and take his seed willingly and then...oh god...
Fortunately, I was distracted from my defeatist thoughts when a stiff cock brushed across my forehead!
Glancing up, I saw my would-be stud's big green dick bobbing enticingly. I grabbed it, feeling the rigid warmth in my soft hands as I began to stroke. Reaching up, or down, or wherever, I pulled my face to the hardon and dragged my soft, wet tongue along the shaft! Right away, his own lapping slowed. I slathered him with my sweet saliva, stroking and fondling as his rod continued to swell between my dainty fingers.
Draknut's cock was so big I wasn't quite sure how to handle it. Feeling the heat and hardness in my grasp sent a tremor of excitement up my spine and set my mouth watering. Insecurities aside, I could not deny my growing affinity for sucking cock. I wrapped my plump lips around the head and pushed down, straining my jaw to accommodate his girth. The thick shaft filled my mouth, but I sucked as best I could, squirming my tongue against it as I pulled back.
Draknut groaned and I felt his legs wobble. His tentacles did not release my ankles but drooped a bit allowing me to get an even better angle to suck his dick. Most importantly, his mouth pulled away from my pussy, giving me and my Stim bar a much-needed reprieve.
Focusing on his rigid member, I bobbed and sucked eagerly, savoring the salty little spurts of precum splattering my tongue. Stroking in rhythm with one hand, I reached up to fondle his balls with the other. The heat of his package permeated my palms and lips, seeming to crawl through my head, making it spin hungrily (SP: 21-22-23). BLOWJOB glowed in my periphery, which meant as much as I was enjoying having his big, hard cock in my mouth, he was taking double Stim point damage!
Growing more eager, perhaps a bit too much so in retrospect, I began trying to deepthroat his massive rod. Gagging myself on the bulbous head, I felt his grip and tentacles go completely slack as his legs buckled! I dropped to the ground, landing with a hard, painful thud as Draknut collapsed out from under me.
The crowd "ooo"ed neverously, as we both struggled to regain our bearings.
Scrambling towards my stud, I knew I needed to get my mouth back on his cock if I was going to win this! He still seemed disoriented as I crawled over and straddled his legs. Seeing his erection standing straight up, as if it was waiting for me, I reached out eagerly, telling myself the surge of excitement I felt just then was merely for maintaining my advantage in the battle.
His tentacles seized my wrists before I could get ahold of his cock. "Not bad," Draknut grunted. "You nearly had me!"
I could see DRAKNUT StimP: 23 glowing over his head. Fuck! I'd hoped for a lot more than that...What even was his max?
I was completely helpless as the tentacles yanked up, pulling me backwards as he sat up. Those big red eyes devoured the sight of me, arms stretch overhead, plump, naked tits quivering as I tried to pull free! His big hands closed around my tits, so roughly I couldn't help but whimper (SP: 24). He squeezed and kneaded, stroking his rough thumbs over my nipples and wringing another moan from my lips (SP: 25). He pinched the sensitive pink nubs, rolling them between his fingers and making me squirm as a starburst of tingles rippled through my chest (SP: 26). Then he twisted them until I squealed in pain (PN: 1, SP: 27)!
Draknut stood, lifting me up off the ground as he did. I was powerless against those tentacles, and with both arms securely trapped, I was little more than his plaything at that point. He turned me towards the crowd, letting them ogle my dangling naked figure. I kicked and squirmed futilely, whimpering in frustration, accomplishing little more than putting on a show for the murmuring audience.
"Looks like this BREEDER needs to learn her place!" Draknut shouted.
The crowd roared their agreement.
His hand whipped across my ass and I yelped in surprise (PN: 3, SP: 28). He spanked me again, hard enough to leave a stinging hand print on my firm round cheek (PN: 5, SP: 29)! He swatted me once more, sending a bolt of lightning up my spine (PN: 7, SP: 30)!
"Ow! Fuck!" I squealed shrilly. "Stop that!"
"The BREEDER wants me to stop," Draknut called out. "Should I stop?"
The Zauknoid audience responded in unison with a clear and resounding "NO!"
I cried out as he spanked me again, this time with enough force to leave my dangling body swaying (PN: 8, SP: 31). My pussy spilled warm juices down the insides of my thighs, even as the erotic pain brought tears to my eyes.
Hanging haplessly, I knew I was in deep shit when Draknut decided to carry me across the arena to the stockade. Icy dread crawled through my stomach as we approached. It was a classically simple device, made of smooth wooden planks, with holes cut out to entrap my head and arms. Panic surged as the tentacles lowered towards it.
"No! Please don't do this!" I begged, utterly helpless as he forced me into the device.
Hearing the shrill desperation in my voice, feeling the complete powerlessness of my situation, a wave of humiliation crashed over me as the stockade locked in place. I was swept with a keenly feminine sense of vulnerability, bound and naked, feeling my tits hanging and my assailable backside thrust out. Draknut was going to have his way with me, I couldn't stop that now.
Before I knew what was happening, a tentacle whipped across my defenseless, outthrust booty! (PN: 11, SP: 32) I couldn't help but squeal, as every curve shivered in pain, while my pussy quivered with excitement.
"Now you will learn your place, BREEDER!" Draknut hooted. "I want you to beg to receive my seed!"
Before I could even think about how to respond, I received another lash (PN: 14, SP: 33)! The sting of it ripped through my entire body so intensely I began to cry. Another vicious flogging left me sobbing in anguish (PN: 17, SP: 34). Despite my tears, the throb in my ass turned to a sensual heat as it seeped through my dripping slit and down my legs.
"Beg me, BREEDER!" I heard Draknut yell as he whipped my ass again (PN: 20!, SP: 35!)
I mewled pathetically as the pain shuddered along every curve, followed confusingly by a rush of orgasmic energy. Moaning through my tears, I writhed in the stockade feeling the throbbing welt across my booty, even as my hot little cunt gushed.
PAIN MAXED OUT! Appeared before my eyes. STAMINA REDUCED. INTELLIGENCE REDUCED. I was suddenly exhausted, and a fog descended over my brain, making it difficult to think straight. Now I knew what happened when I reached my pain threshold!
That was quickly replaced by the words: YOUR STIM HAS BEEN MAXED! And the inevitable. PREPARE FOR BREEDING!
As expected, a flood of submissive urges flowed into my already foggy brain. My fears and insecurities dissolved, along with whatever will I had left to resist. My pussy ached to filled and my male sensibilities fell silent as I suddenly yearned to be impregnated!
"Please," I whimpered, hanging in the stockade. "Please breed with me!"
The Zauknoids cheered wildly, and I heard Draknut's triumphant cries over them all. Then I felt his hands grip the curves of my hips and pull my backside into position. His tentacles slithered along my sides, encircling my breasts and squeezing them. A wave of molten desire flushed through my chest and stomach.
"Please, please, mate with me!" I begged as the moment seemed to stretch out in unbearable anticipation. "Breed me! Breed me!"
Draknut's huge cock plowed into my pussy, and I cried out as the force rocked my body! His grip tightened on my curvaceous hips and he began to pump! Every hard thrust made me gasp and moan as the PREGGERS bar appeared before my eyes. I barely noticed. My head was spinning from the sensation of his thick rod swelling in my vagina, driving into me again and again (PREGGERS: 1-2-3-4-5)!
I could feel my pussy stretched around his massive member. Every ridge and vein sliding through my wetness triggered little starbursts of erotic energy (PREGGERS: 6-7-8). The way my feminine body yielded to his, surrendering on a physical level, made me feel even more submissive. Each stroke seemed to fill me completely, building an irresistible pressure between my thighs (PREGGERS: 9-10!)
"Yes! Yes!" I cried out and climaxed again!
My hot little cunt gushed around his cock, but my stud didn't slow his pace. If anything, he fucked me harder making me moan with each rugged thrust (PREGGERS: 11-12-13). Every nerve in my body seemed to come alive, every inch of my skin buzzed with electricity. The sensation of his cock pumping and sliding through my pussy was intoxicating (PREGGERS: 14-15-16).
With my head and arms trapped in the stockade, I was completely at Draknut's mercy. His tentacles remained coiled around my breasts, pulsing rhythmically to send flashes of tingly heat through my chest (PREGGERS: 17-18). His powerful grip kept control of my hips. I couldn't move or think, I was just his simpering fucktoy now! Of which Draknut took full advantage, pounding my pussy relentlessly, even as another orgasm shuddered through my hourglass figure (PREGGERS: 19-20!)!
"Oh fuck yes!" I squealed. "Give me your seed! Oh fuck! Fill me up...please!"
Hearing myself whine and beg, I knew something wasn't right, but I had surrendered completely by that point. Each hard thrust stretched my pussy and sent a rush of ecstasy up my spine that left me panting for more! Draknut's rock-hard member plowed into me so intensely my hips began to ache (PREGGERS: 21-22)! I writhed against him, unable to match his rhythm but craving his cum, yearning to feel that hot sticky burst flood my womb (PREGGERS: 23-24). His tentacles constricted suddenly, making me squeal as a rush of heat sizzled up my neck into my cheeks (PREGGERS: 25-26). His grip tightened on my hips, yanking me back and plunging so deep it stole my breath (PREGGERS: 27)!
Hearing Draknut's eager moan, I braced myself to be impregnated...only to feel his cock slide out of my quivering pussy! White hot cum splattered across my ass and back, then drizzled down my thighs.
"No! What?" I whimpered despite myself.
All at once, his grip and the tentacles went slack, sliding off my curves as I heard Draknut collapse behind me. The locks on the stockade popped open as well, and I was able to free myself. Still clinging to the bondage device, I turned to see my stud in a heap on the ground.
DRAKNUT StimP: 50! Flashed above his head in red letters.
BREEDER STIM BATTLE - 2/3 appeared before me. YOU WIN!!
The had crowd had fallen silent. I slumped against the stockade, barely able to hold myself up. STA and INT were still glowing a faint orange in my periphery. Guess I hadn't fully recovered yet from having my PAIN maxed out.
"Unbelievable!" shouted the approaching Pit Boss. "This piece of ass is too hot...even for Draknut!"
Now the audience booed. A pair of ZAUKs scurried out, gathering up Draknut's tentacles and dragging him away. My eyes fixated on his cock, still drizzling cum as it went limp.
"No, no! This is a good thing!" he tried to assure the angry crowd. "Now she will mate with THE CHAMPION to breed the strongest ZAUKs!"
A smattering of cheers rippled through the boos.
"Well done, BREEDER!" he said to me.
"G-go to hell," I mumbled meekly, still feeling my achy slit leaking hot juices down my quivering legs. I'd be relieved later of course, but at the moment I couldn't seem to shake my disappointment.
"The Zaunkoid do not believe in an afterlife," he replied, clipping the leash to my chain-link-collar.
"Because you're all soulless computer programs?" I grumbled.
The Pit Boss looked at me with what could have been a knowing grin. He tugged on the leash, flooding my still foggy brain with that compulsion to obey. As I came forward in abject compliance, I couldn't help but wonder if he meant to illustrate my soul's own susceptibility to such a computer program. A fresh sense of vulnerability swept over me, standing before him in my naked female body and staring into those cold, ovular eyes. I couldn't help but drop my graze in deference, wrapping my arms across my chest.



"Come, BREEDER," he said, clearly taking some satisfaction in seeing me wilt. "You've earned another dip in the bathing pools!"
Next...The Boss's Pit.
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2-4: The Boss's Pit
The Zauknoid audience booed my victory enthusiastically.
Leaning against the stockade, feeling my achy slit leak hot juices down my quivering legs, I had a hard time disagreeing. I had been trapped in that device mere moments before, but without it now, I would have collapsed right there.
I could feel the weight of my breasts heaving as I struggled to catch my breath and calm my nerves. Brushing damp green hair back from my face, I tried to remind myself just how relieved I would be once my head cleared. However, at that moment, my mind was still buzzing with orgasmic energy, swimming in a soup of submissive urges pumped in by the game and fogged by the INTELLIGENCE penalty from having my PAIN maxed out, so there was no quelling my disappointment. In fact, hanging on the verge of my fourth climax after Draknut had failed to impregnate me, I was having a hard time even remembering I was supposed to be a man.
"Well done, BREEDER!" The Pit Boss congratulated me.
"G-go to hell," I gasped meekly.
He smirked, reaching out to reattach the leash to my chain-link-collar. "Actually, we Zaunkoid do not believe in an afterlife."
"Because you're all soulless computer programs?"
The Pit Boss looked at me with cold, oval eyes as the gray bristles of his goatee lifted in what seemed to be a knowing grin. He gave the leash a tug and my mind flooded with an irresistible compulsion to obey. I came to him in abject compliance, and his grin widened showing a row of pointed teeth. It was almost like he was trying to illustrate my so-called-soul's susceptibility to his computer program.
I knew the Pit Boss was an NPC, unlike the ZAUK soldiers who were basic MOBs. That meant he could think and react outside of a set program pattern...but was his AI that advanced? Usually even NPC's were programed to ignore any direct reference to their programming.
Standing there with his cold red glare slithering over my naked female body, I was swept by a fresh sense of vulnerability. Knowing I couldn't fight or resist him in any way, especially with the leash keeping me submissive and docile, I couldn't help but drop my own gaze in deference. I wrapped one arm across my chest, dropping the other to cover my prim mound, hoping that a bit of modesty might counteract those callow feelings.
"Come, BREEDER," the Pit Boss said, clearly enjoying the sight of me wilting before him. "You've earned another dip in the bathing pools!"
Another tug of the leash and I trotted obediently after him. The few hundred ZAUKs surrounding the pit jeered and ogled as I passed. As we crossed into the dimly lit tunnel at the back of the arena, I was beginning to feel my strength return.
"No one warned me Draknut would have tentacles," I said, my head clearing as the STAMINA and INTELLIGENCE penalties ended. "So what's this CHAMPION like?"
The Pit Boss walked briskly, tugging my leash periodically to make sure I kept up. "He is the most virile and fertile of the Sonhadran Zauknoids!"
"Sonhadran Zauknoids?" I echoed. "So the Breeding Pits are different for each level, er world, huh?" It seemed obvious, but hadn't occurred to me before.
"There are Zauknoids on most planets, yes," he agreed. "With their own Breeding Pits."
This realization started me wondering about the other creatures I'd encountered in this game. The creepy bug men back in Birtle's dungeon for example, what would have happened to me if they had maxed out my Stim Points?? On second thought, maybe I didn't want to know!
He led me back to the cavern with the hot spring bathing pools. where I had failed a bonus round the day before. While I didn't relish the idea of trying to resist being molested by a group of horny ZAUKs, I knew I needed to do better today. Something told me I was going to need the extra Stim Point bonuses when I faced the Breeding Pits' CHAMPION.
"Everybody out!" the Pit Boss thundered, dragging me down to the pool side. "Out you slime!"
The six or seven ZAUKs meandering about, jumped as if they'd been startled and then quickly scurried out of the room.
"What's going on?" I asked, turning to find the Pit Boss leering at me.
"I must say, BREEDER," he hissed, licking his lips. "After watching you the last two days, you truly are one hot piece of ass!"
BATHING POOL - BONUS ROUND 2 suddenly appeared in the air over his head. RESIST THE PIT BOSS FOR BONUS STIM POINTS!!
Shit.
He yanked me forward and I couldn't resist practically falling into his arms. I squirmed, helpless as his spindly limbs enfolded me. Rough fingers tickled up the back of my neck, snagging a handful of hair and jerking my head back. Was he going to kiss me?
"I've been dying to taste you since you first arrived!" he groaned.
"Ugh! Hands off you piece of slime-uulk!" A snakelike tongue slithered over his pointy teeth and into my mouth mid-protest.
I squealed in disgust, feeling his slimy tongue writhing against mine! He moaned hungrily, letting it squirm over my lips, before licking the side of my face. My stomach twisted into a knot, but I couldn't push away. Skinny as he was, I still wasn't a match for his strength. As the feel of his tongue on my skin sent shivers down my spine, he reached up to unclip the leash. Then he shoved me backwards into the pool!
I plunged in with a surprised yelp. As good as the warm water felt, I came up quick, trying to stay focused. I still needed those bonus Stim Points!
"It's been some time since a BREEDER made it past Draknut," the Pit Boss said from the edge of the pool. "That's what I'm supposed to say," suddenly his face twitched awkwardly. "But there's something special about you!"
"Oh really?" I asked. "And what's that?"
He removed his coveralls, tossing them away and revealing his spindly body. He was taller than me and built like one of the ALPHA Zauknoids, huge groping hands, long arms and torso, with a prominent green cock between his stubby legs. I backed away as he sank into the water with me.
"You're not like the rest," he went on.
"What do you mean? How am I not like the rest? The rest of who?"
His face did that twitchy thing again. "I simply must have you before the CHAMPION breeds you!"
As he came forward, I knew what I had to do but hated the idea. It was tough enough getting used to this feminine body without having to play seductress in these sexual encounters. Unfortunately, those were the only skills and attributes LEX seemed to have.
I let the Pit Boss back me up against the side of the pool. When he reached out for me, I slipped under those big hands and threw my arms around his neck. Using my TEASE skill, I latched onto his neck, kissing and sucking at his rubbery flesh. I sensed a little shiver crawl through his shoulders, as his arms wrapped around my hourglass figure.
"I'll admit," he murmured. "I did not expect you to be so receptive!"
I moaned against his neck, running my tongue from his clavicle, up his throat, to what passed for a chin on these aliens. He shifted in my arms, big hands crawling down my back to grab my ass. I still wasn't used to having a such a big, round booty, so I was keenly aware of my firm fullness in his grip. He squeezed tightly, sending a little tremble down the backs of my thighs. He pulled me closer, and I instinctively wrapped my legs around him.
As I was distracted nibbling on his neck, the Pit Boss pressed my back against the side of the pool. His hands left my backside, sliding up along my hourglass curves to my chest. I realized too late, grabbing at his wrist just as his grip closed around my tits! He pushed me back, squeezing the fleshy orbs and when his rough thumbs swiped over my nipples a starburst of tingles filled my chest making me gasp!
TEASE BLOCKED flashed before my eyes. Crap, didn't realize that could happen!
As his grip tightened on my firm flesh, warmth flushed through my chest and my Stim bar began to climb (SP: 1-2). He continued playing with my nipples, teasing them into hard pink nubs (SP:3-4-5). My neck and cheeks flushed hotly and I had to swallow a moan as he fondled me (SP:6-7-8).
"Nice tits!" he groaned. "The nicest tits!"
Feeling my sensitive nipples rolling between his fingers sent a wave of heat cascading down my stomach, ending in a needy quiver between my thighs (SP:9-10-11). Caressing his sinewy arms, I tried to pull his hands away. He basically ignored the feeble effort, and I couldn't hold back a moan as he responded by kneading my plump bulbs even more firmly (SP:12-13-14).
Keeping me pinned against the side of the pool, the Pit Boss lifted my left breast to his mouth. Leaning down, he clamped his bristly goatee around my stiff, defenseless nipple (SP: 15). Feeling his sharp teeth nipping the delicate nub sent butterflies dancing through my stomach (SP: 16-17). Then his slimy tongue swirled around the sensitive areola flooding my chest with achy tingles (SP: 18-19). Whimpering and squirming, I was helpless as he switched to my right breast, driving me crazy all over again (SP: 20-21-22-23-24)!
I was moaning shrilly as his teeth and tongue continued to torment my rosy bud (SP:25). Even in the warm water, I could feel my pussy getting slick and slippery as my legs quivered against his sides (SP: 26-27).
Did he have me already? That easily?? Even though I had just been thoroughly plowed by Draknut in the arena, part of me was aching for the Pit Boss to fuck me now too!
Twisting desperately, I forced myself to squirm out of his grasp. His big hands groped after me, but I thrashed and kicked, slipping away. I swam to the far side of the pool, gasping a few calming breaths (SP: 26-25-24).
"Where are you going?" he barked. "I know you were enjoying that!"
"N-no, no way!" I lied, pushing sopping green hair out my face (SP: 23-22-21-20). "How could I ever enjoy being with a freaky alien like you!" I glanced over his head: PIT BOSS StimP: 12.
"Come back here and I'll show you how!" he grinned, lunging for me.
I ducked out of the way, but his limbs were too long and snagged me by the arm (SP: 19-18-17). I tried to pull free, but he yanked, dunking me under the water. I came up sputtering and disoriented, but at least my Stim Points continued to drop (SP: 16-15-14). I hadn't lost yet!
Big yet...I thought as he pulled me back in.
Now with my back to his chest, his arms snaked around my body pinning mine to my sides. One hand went straight back to my breast, squeezing the fleshy orb firmly (SP: 16-15-16). The other hand reached down, pushing between my thighs to grab my pussy (SP: 17). He began to knead my smooth, pliant labia, while doing the same to my firm, round boob (SP: 20). Warm electricity crawled up my spine, arching between his two fondling hands. I felt him spreading my lips to stroke my sensitive clit, at the same moment his fingers seized my stiff, achy nipple (SP: 25)!
I moaned loudly, quivering in his arms and melting against his body. Fuck he was good! I didn't stand a chance...
I could feel one finger sliding through my slippery petals, searching for a soft spot. I knew if he got that digit inside me, it'd be all over! So once again, I summoned my will power and twisted, writhing out of his grip! I retreated to the opposite side of the pool, this time hearing him splash after me (SP: 24-23-22).
I maneuvered out of his way just as he pounced (SP: 21-20-19)! I was surprised and more than a little impressed at just how smoothly my feminine curves seemed to glide through the water (SP: 18-17-16). Feeling like I'd found something of a rhythm, I was able to keep away from the Pit Boss now using my high AGILITY score (SP: 15-14-13-12-11). We splashed around, playing the tensest game of cat and mouse I'd ever been involved in (SP: 10-9-8-7-6).
Eventually, he learned my pattern and outsmarted me, feigning a lunge only to snag me as I dodged the wrong direction. I thrashed and writhed, feeling so stupid for letting him catch me! He quickly overpowered me. Hearing my feminine whines somehow made me feel even more helpless as he dragged me back to the side, shoving me chest first over the edge.
"Let me go!" I squealed impotently.
He grabbed my left wrist, twisting that arm behind my back to hold me in place. His free hand reached straight between my legs, and before I could so much as squirm in protest, he shoved his long, thick finger into my vagina (SP: 8)! I whimpered, feeling each knuckle slide all the way inside me (SP: 9-10-11). He thrust twice, making me moan each time (SP: 12).
"See," he gloated, wiggling his finger inside me (SP: 13). "You do like this!"
I whined in frustrated denial, unable to keep my body from quivering around his penetrating digit. I knew it was over as he started pumping that finger in and out of me (SP: 14). I could feel his erection brushing my thigh as he fingerbanged me (SP: 15). It was just a matter of time before he stuck it in and fucked me silly!
Realizing his dick was pressed against my right thigh, I reached back with my free arm and grabbed it! Instantly, the Pit Boss groaned, and his grip loosened slightly. I squeezed gently and began to stroke, gasping softly as his finger slid out of my cooch. I sensed his strength draining and freed my other arm. His hardon swelled in my hand, and he became incredibly responsive. Using his cock like a handle, I turned and guided the Pit Boss against the side of the pool, then up so he was sitting on the edge.
The heat from his erection permeated my soft palm, racing up my arm and making my mouth water. I maneuvered between his legs, and without waiting or teasing, devoured his big green cock (SP: 17)!
Not nearly so massive as Draknut, the Pit Boss slid easily to the back of my throat, gagging me (SP: 18). I pulled back, sucking as I did and savoring the long moan this drew from him (SP: 19). Closing my plump lips around his rigid shaft, I began to bob my head, only errantly noticing BLOWJOB begin to glow in my periphery. The thick member continued swelling against my tongue, spreading my jaw a bit wider (SP: 20). The heat from his erection blushed my cheeks, and I grew more eager, bobbing and sucking excitedly (SP: 21-22-23-24-25)!!
The Pit Boss fell back, moaning loudly and coating my mouth in precum (SP: 26). The taste sent a rush through my torso that left my nipples aching and my pussy gushing (SP: 27). I moaned with his cock still in my mouth and the reverberation caused his hips to buck, forcing his cock down my throat and gagging me again (SP: 28-29). I pulled back, gasping a breath and sputtering on the thick web of precum and saliva streaming from my lips.
As I swallowed the stiff green rod once more, I felt his legs tremble against my sides (SP: 30). Absorbing his energy, my curvy figure shivered in response, making me moan and gag as I deepthroated his rock-hard cock again (SP: 31).
I no longer cared that my Stim Points were about to max and I was about to lose the bonus. I only wanted his cum! Draknut may have denied me, but the Pit Boss would not!
Gripping his hips in my dainty hands, I pushed down sliding his cock into my throat and gagging (SP: 32). I did it again, feeling the veiny, rigid shaft glide over my velvety tongue as he plunged down my throat (SP: 33). I gagged, whining desperately for my reward! Sucking hungrily, I drove down, gagging again as his dick filled my tight little throat. I gagged around the smooth head, pressing down to hold it in my warm, yielding throat as long as I could!
The Pit Boss shuddered beneath me, sending a quiver through his cock that tickled my esophagus and gagged me one last time. Finally he moaned, spraying hot cum down my throat! The sensational burst of heat in my chest sent an orgasmic rush through my body, making me climax as well! As I pulled back to gasp for breath, he filled my mouth with warm, salty, sticky, delicious ooey gooey cum! I swallowed my mouthful of spunk gratefully and sank back into the delightfully warm pool to catch my breath.
As I floated on my back, head still buzzing blissfully, an unexpected message appeared above me: THE PIT BOSS STIM POINTS HAVE BEEN MAXED OUT!! Followed by the surprising but more than welcome: YOU WIN!! Then LEX STIM POINTS +15 And finally: BONUS ROUND COMPLETED!!
My Stim Bar flashed red 34 then cleared (SP: 0). I had thought for sure he had me! I guess I assumed his max was too high for me to catch up, even with my BLOWJOB doing double Stim Points. Wait! What even was his max?
The Pit Boss was already crawling towards his coveralls when I looked at the already fading: PIT BOSS StimP: 0. Guess, I missed it. Oh well, by tomorrow I'd be facing The CHAMPION and hopefully be on my way out!
"Well...well...well done, BREEDER," he groaned, pulling his clothes back on. "Now, come here to be leashed...you've certainly earned your rest this evening!"
"I'm getting real sick of being called 'breeder'," I pouted in the middle of the pool.
Sure, I hadn't been a woman for that long, but the objectification of this game was already wearing on me. It was bad enough that everything in this game seemed designed to molest or otherwise sexually exploit me, being stuck in a section trying to forcefully impregnate me was even more degrading.
"I say so with the utmost respect," he balked. "Breeding young ZAUKs is an honor and a privilege!"
"Not to me!"
"No, I suppose not," his face did that weird twitch again, it almost looked like he was trying to hold back his words. "Would you prefer sow or broodmare?"
I didn't bother to respond, just kept pouting.
Stepping to the edge of the pool, the Pit Boss held out my leash. "If I have to come in and get you," he began, his face twitched weirdly again, then split in a sharp toothed smile. "I'll get to punish you."
What was up with his face? Some kind of glitch? Regardless, I didn't want to find out what kind of punishment would be in store for me, so I swam over and climbed out of the pool.
"There's a good, sow," he said, clipping the leash back on. "This way!"
As he led me through the tunnels back to my cell, I realized I still had the taste of his cock in my mouth. Outside the heat of the moment, with my Stim Bar zeroed, I couldn't help but wonder what was happening to me. My stomach twisted with guilt, and it was like I could feel his warm load still sloshing around in there. I'd been so willing, eager even, did I really enjoy sucking cock this much? Or was this game getting that deep in my head?
The more I thought about it, the murkier things seemed to get. I was feeling pretty confused and despondent by the time we reached the cell. I walked in without even looking for Eyla and knelt dejectedly at my manacles.
"It seems you're learning your place, sow," the Pit Boss gloated, stooping to bind me. "It is easier this way," he assured, locking the shackles around my wrists. "And after you mate with the CHAMPION tomorrow, you will certainly be the pits' prized broodmare!"



"Can we go back to 'breeder'?" I mumbled.
He straightened with a grin, petting me before he left. "As you wish, BREEDER!"
I stared at the floor, until the door had shut.
"Long morning?" I heard Eyla ask quietly.
"You could say that."
"So...are we...sister-wives?" her voice was light.
"No," I replied without looking up. "I survived Draknut...but afterwards the Pit Boss took me to the bathing pools and..." I trailed off, embarrassed to admit what had happened. "...and let's just say I survived him too."
"Oh, I didn't realize there was another bonus round," she said, and for the first time I realized her voice sounded strained and tired. "Well, at least you're not pregnant...yet..."
"Yet..." I echoed finally turning towards her.
I nearly jumped out of my skin when I realized there was another figure standing there. My eyes climbed from his black boots, up his long legs and past his gray tie and vest combo, to see a familiar sharp featured face, topped with unkempt brown hair.
"Crowther!" I snarled, recognizing him instantly. "You son-of-a-bitch!" In a flash of rage I tried to stand, but my manacles yanked me back on my padded ass!
"I know I owe you a huge apology!" he said quickly, holding out his hands in surrender. "I just didn't know what else to do!" I couldn't help but notice he wasn't talking in that bullshit accent now.
"Didn't know what else to do?" I seethed. "Other than leave me to be raped and captured, and imprisoned down here as a Zauknoid broodmare?? How about, oh I don't know, fucking anything else!?"
"I know, I know, but please understand, after Eyla was taken, even after I located the Devil's Mines," he explained quickly. "I couldn't figure out where the Breeding Pits were, there are miles of tunnel dug around here, I needed..."
"You just needed to fuck me over!"
"Lex, I know you're pissed," Eyla interjected. "And you have every right to be, but...this is the boyfriend I told you about and he's here to rescue us!"
I looked past Crowther to where she was laying against the wall, drenched in sweat. Her pretty face was clenched in pain and she was clutching her tummy.
"Eyla are you...?" I began.
"In labor?" she groaned. "Yes."
"Jesus."
"Yeah, and he," she nodded to Crowther. "Has to leave before the nursery ZAUKs come in to 'help' me," she went on. "So please, let him explain-quickly-so we can all get out of here...and then I promise I'll help you kick his ass for what he did!"
"And I'll deserve no less," Crowther said, squatting down across from me. "But I do have a plan here, not a great one maybe, but it's something."
I noticed his eyes drift down my chest, and remembered I was still completely naked. Amid a slight rush of embarrassment, I crossed my shackled arms trying to cover my breasts and shifted my hips to conceal my prim, little slit. When his eyes snapped back to my face, I couldn't help but feel a slight pang of guilt remembering the times I had unashamedly ogled women back in the real world.
"Fine," I spat through grit teeth. "What's your plan?"
"After doin' some research I found out that there's a key that unlocks them collars," he pointed to the chain around my neck. "After, if, you win the third contest then the CHAMPION takes it out and sets you free, declaring you to be too hot of a piece of ass for breeding or some such."
"If I still have to win the final Stim Battle to get the key," I snapped. "What the hell do we need you for?"
Eyla groaned in pain, trying to stifle the noise.
"Well there in lay the problem," Crowther went on, his phony accent starting to return. "He doesn't give you the key, just sets you free, you don't even get your gear back till you leave the pits, so I dare presume you're in no position to fight him and take it...that, my dear, is where I come in!"
Chewing my bottom lip, I glanced at Eyla. Holding her stomach and grimacing in pain, more focused on silencing her groans. I assumed once the ZAUKs heard her, they'd come in to deliver the...baby? I still didn't know exactly what was growing inside her...
"So I still have to go win the third and final Stim Battle before you can rescue us?" I pointedly rolled my eyes as dramatically as possible.
"Well, I was thinking more along the lines of sneaking into the arena," Crowther explained. "And then if you can get him to show you the key, I'll swoop in right there and take it off the big lug."
"Alright," I sighed. "That's the first sensible thing you've said!"
"It takes me a while, admittedly," he replied. "But I get there eventually."
"Don't try to be cute," I grumbled.
"Great! All on the same page now?" Eyla gasped, the urgency clear in her voice.
"Right, right," I said. "Alright, get the fuck out of here so she can give, erm...birth..." Just saying it twisted my stomach.
"Right!" Crowther said, rushing back to her side. "I promise I won't be far away!" He kissed her on the forehead, dashed to the door, peeked out cautiously, then disappeared into the darkness beyond.
I turned back to Eyla, concerned. "Shit, are you-" before I could finish she screamed! The sound bounced around the little stone chamber painfully. I would have plugged my ears but my hands were chained to the floor.
"Fuck!" she grunted. "It-it's fine...I'll be fine."
Another agonizing scream ripped through her lips. Seemingly before she had even finished, two ZAUKs scurried through the door.
"Oh deary me," one said. "She's about the pop!"
"Nice tits!" the other agreed.
I watched as they eased her onto the floor. Eyla laid back, breathing heavily and spread her legs. One of the ZAUKs, apparently programmed with some kind of midwife routine encouraged her to push. The other positioned between her legs, so I couldn't quite see what was happening. Eyla screamed and groaned, but it was all over fairly quickly.
"Don't look, Lex," I heard Eyla say, even as relief flushed through her voice. It was too late though, I couldn't look away.
The ZAUK between her legs straightened and turned towards me, cradling a squirmy larval Zauknoid, more like a tadpole than a baby. It had an oval head with big pink eyes, but the rest of it was a slimy, worm-like tail. My jaw and stomach dropped in unison. The midwife ZAUK hurried over, making cooing noises as she wrapped the larva in a white cloth.
"You should be very proud," the ZAUK said to Eyla. "He'll grow up to be an ALPHA for sure!"
Writhing on the floor, gasping for breath, Eyla couldn't begin to reply. With that the ZAUKs left and it was all over. She crawled over and curled up in a ball against the wall, still breathing heavy. I didn't know what to say for a long moment.
"You okay?" she asked after a while.
"Shit...are you?"
"The labor maxes my PAIN, so it drains my STAMINA," she explained. "I'll be fine in a little bit."
"I see," I was still a bit at a loss for words. "Wait, just your STAMINA?"
She shrugged and nodded. I vaguely remembered that Lex's character profile listed "pain threshold" as a weakness, that must be why my INTELLIGENCE was also affected.
"So, can I just say," I began pushing that thought for another time. "You seem pretty fucken cool about having just given birth to an alien worm?"
Eyla chuckled tiredly. "Don't know if 'cool' is the word, it did kinda freak me out the first time," she explained. "But actually, it does make things easier, not like it's a cute baby MOB or anything confusing...weird alien larva? Reminds you it's all just a game."
Just a game? I guess I understood a little better. Hell, her body was already back to sporting six-pack abs under a pair of perky boobs.
"Game or not," I said. "Think I'll try to avoid the experience."
"I mean..." Eyla smiled. "By no means was that intended as a recommendation!"
After a bout of relieved laughter, we both seemed content to sit in silence for a while. My mind drifted back to contemplations of what effect this game was having on me.
Being in the body of a woman, if I was exploring my feminine side or learning a few new things about myself, that was one thing. Making me into a submissive sextoy by incepting irresistible compliance and overwhelming desires, was entirely different. How could I possibly know the difference?
Once Eyla felt more recovered she apologized again for what Crowther had done to me. Assuring me it was out of character for him and, echoing some of my personal concerns, that she thought the game might be influencing him to act more like his avatar: the "treacherous assassin."
Is that what was happening to me? Was the game pushing my mind closer and closer to the mindset of the seductive, femme fatal that Lex was meant to be?
Even after our conversation had petered out, I didn't sleep that night. Not that I was able to settle on any answers by the time the Pit Boss returned in the morning.
"I hear congratulations are in order," he said to Eyla, throwing the door open. "Three strong ZAUKs, two of them ALPHAs, you are indeed a proud mother of the Zauknoids!"
"What's this?" Eyla asked, pushing herself up off the floor. "You've never congratulated me before..."
"No? I-I should have," he replied, his face was twitching again. "Regardless, did you rest well? Draknut is eager to breed you again!"
"Yeah, I'll bet," she said. "What's going on here? What's wrong with your face?"
"He was doing that yesterday after I beat Draknut," I said.
"My face?" he questioned, reaching up to touch the wrong side. "Fe-feels fine...fine..."
"Really?" Eyla glanced from him to me. "That's odd, I've never noticed it before."
"I'm taking this BREEDER to the arena now," he said, kneeling and beginning to unlatch my manacles. "We'll return for you afterwards."
Eyla and I exchanged nervous glances as the Pit Boss hauled me to my feet. Despite all her "just a game" optimism, I could clearly see her fear and disgust at the idea of another Zauknoid pregnancy. I still didn't trust Crowther, nor the reliability of his information and subsequent plan.
"Don't be long," she said, forcing a smile through her trepidation.
"Yeah," I replied as I was dragged from the chamber. "Be right back."
After a night mulling over the effects this game was having on my mentality, I felt particularly cowed and helpless as the leash flooded my mind with compliance. Not that I had any choice but to follow obediently, despite the icy pit forming in my stomach. What little confidence I had seemed to drain away as we reached the arena. The cheering, raucous crowd of ZAUKs seemed to have grown, filling the stands from wall to wall.
"Guess they really come out to see the CHAMPION," I said meekly as I was led to the center of the pit.
"Yes, indeed," the Pit Boss replied. "Especially for such a special event!"
"Special? What do you mean special?"
The Pit Boss replied with a sharp toothed smile, sweeping his spindly arm in and overly dramatic gesture. I followed his pointing finger to the X-rack and realized someone was chained to it. Dressed in black and gray, with messy brown hair, it was Crowther. He looked up at me, the apology clear in his eyes, since he couldn't speak having been gagged as well.
"Shit!" I gasped. "Oh you idiot!"
"I caught this impotent squib skulking the tunnels last night!" the Pit Boss howled to the audience, inciting a round of scathing boos. "You know him, BREEDER?" Before I could say anything, a yank on my leash brought me to my knees. "Do not deny it!" As the crowd cheered and jeered, the Pit Boss leaned down and pulled a gleaming, golden key from the pocket of his coveralls. "I suppose you thought he could help you retrieve this?"
"If that's the key to our collars," I replied, figuring there was no sense in lying. "Then yes."
"She admits it!" he shouted to the boos of the crowd.
"I thought the CHAMPION held that?"
"I hold it now!" The key was hung on a thin leather necklace, which he slipped over his big oval head. "But I will give you the chance to win it!"
"What do you mean?" I asked. "What chance?"
His face began to twitch again. "I told you, you are special," he began. "And special BREEDERs require special breeding..."
The Pit Boss took a step back, displaying those pointed teeth in a malicious grin. The crowd's cheers became nearly deafening. I turned to see a figure lumbering into the pit with us. It had the head of a Zauknoid, ovular with big almond shaped eyes, but its skin was golden. This creature was about the same height as Draknut had been, only it had four arms ending in the oversized hands of a ZAUK. As it sauntered towards us, my eyes dropped to his crotch, where he had two huge cocks!
"Allow me to introduce the CHAMPION!" the Pit Boss gloated. "The most virile and fertile among us!"
Unable to speak past the lump in my throat, I looked from the CHAMPION to the Pit Boss, my mouth hanging open in shock.
"You'll have to open a bit wider than that I'm afraid," he said mockingly.
"If I beat him," I struggled to regain my composure. "You'll give me the key and let the man go?"
"Special breeding," the Pit Boss reiterated. "You're very special remember?" His facial twitching grew more severe than it had been before. "If you can resist The CHAMPION and myself...yes, I will give you the key to set both of your friends free, you do wish to take the other BREEDER with you as well, do you not?"
"I do," my shoulders slumped. "And if I can't 'resist' you both?"
"What else?" A broad smile split the gray bristles of his goatee. "You'll be claimed as The CHAPMION's prized broodmare and have the honor of mothering an army of ZAUKs!" Without waiting for my reply, he reached up and unfastened my leash.
"Are those my only options?" I asked, getting tentatively to my feet.
"Well," the Pit Boss began, stripping off his coveralls. "You could always submit to us willingly and take your place as top broodmare with some pride?"
"Yeah, right."
BREEDER STIM BATTLE! Appeared in the air between us in big red letters that flashed as if they were glitching. ROUND THREE!!
Staring at the two naked aliens and the three cocks in front of me, the ice in my stomach crept up my spine. Like most guys, I'd always fantasized about having a ménage a trois, preferably with two lovely ladies. I never even considered the possibility that not only would there be two guys in my first three way, but that I'd be the girl!
I continued to back away as they advanced, trying desperately to formulate some kind of plan. I started to circle towards the Pit Boss. I'd already beaten him in the bonus round, so maybe if I could keep him between me and the champ, I'd stand half a chance. He took the bait as I let him close in on me, moving into position between me and his two-dicked partner.
Suddenly my back hit the wall and panic shot through me! I hadn't been baiting him in, he'd been backing me up. The Pit Boss was on me in an instant, seizing my wrists and pinning them to the wall.
"Got you!" he hissed, leaning in.
I tried pushing away but he easily held me in place. He extended his tongue slowly, no doubt enjoying the revulsion that played across my face. I squirmed helplessly as it slithered over my lips and forced itself between them again. I whined in disgust, feeling the slimy tentacle writhe against my soft tongue, then slide deeper to tickle the back of my throat.
Pushing down my revulsion, I began sucking his tongue. Reaching out with one leg I stroked the side of his hip, trying to draw him a little closer. He drifted in, continuing to wiggle his tongue in my mouth as I sucked on it. His warm package pressed against my mound, but he wasn't hard yet. Hooking my leg around his thigh, I pulled him closer and rolled my hips against his pelvis. My sensitive pussy couldn't help but absorb the heat rushing through his package as I ground against him (SP:1).
On the other side, I noticed the CHAMPION watching us intently, one hand on each cock, and a hand for each set of balls.
The Pit Boss leaned into me, pressing against the fullness of my plump breasts. His tongue thrust more eagerly into my mouth like an excitable lover. I sucked a little harder, feeling his cock stiffen between my legs. As it extended along my seam, I rubbed back and forth feeling my soft pussy lips clinging around the growing shaft, sending subtle tingles crawling through me (SP:2). Grinding my hips and thrusting my tits against his chest, I even manufactured a soft whimper, continuing to suck his slimy tongue.
My efforts were rewarded as he let out a begrudging moan and his shoulders slumped, loosening the grip trapping my wrists. I writhed against him with my entire body and TEASE flashed in my periphery. I spit out his tongue, finally able to pull my arms free and flung them around his neck. The Pit Boss melted into my embrace, and I immediately nuzzled in to start kissing and licking his neck.
I glanced up right as the CHAPMION was grabbing my wrists. "Think I better get some of that!"
He pried my arms loose, trying to pull me away. I quickly wrapped both legs around the Pit Boss, holding on for dear life! PB grabbed my ass, his big hands squeezing as he turned me away from the wall. Before I knew what was happening, I was sandwiched between them, with the champ already holding my arms. The Pit Boss grinned as I tried futilely to get free. His grip tightened on my round little booty, letting me know it was my mistake that put me in this position.
The CHAMPION's extra hands slid along my curvy sides, firmly cupping my breasts (SP: 3). Maintaining his grip on my lower body, the Pit Boss leaned down slathering my nipples with his slimy tongue, even as the champ began to knead my supple tits (SP: 6-9-12)! Heat rushed through my chest making me gasp, and I realized what kind of trouble I'd be in if they continued to double team me!
Squirming, yet completely unable to get free, a moan slipped past my lips as my nipples stood up into little pink top hats (SP: 15). Right away, PB nipped one of my rosy buds with his sharp teeth making me yelp in surprise and pain (PN: 2, SP: 16). He moved to the other, teasing, letting me feel the pointed tips graze the defenseless nub before biting down (PN: 4, SP: 17).
I squealed in agony and kicked reflexively! He stumbled back, caught off guard, and as I fell one arm slipped free from the CHAMPION's grasp. Immediately I scrambled up on my knees and grabbed both his cocks, one in each hand! Still not quite sure what I was going to do, I began pumping and licking at their bulbous heads, each in turn.
"There's a good BREEDER," he groaned, reaching down with all four hands; caressing my shoulders, playing in my hair, and tickling the back of my neck (SP: 18).
I could feel both cocks swelling in my hands, the heat of them seeped up my arms, stirring an eagerness in my chest (SP: 19). I wasn't quite ready as one of the four hands pushed on the back of my head, guiding me towards one of his cocks. As the shapely head parted my lips, and the veiny shaft slid over my tongue, a rush of excitement tumbled down my torso to slick my little pussy (SP:20).
As I began to suck and bob, one of his hands guided my pace while another coiled into my hair, and the others continued to stroke my neck and shoulders (SP: 21-22). Even as I closed my plump lips around his shaft, the CHAMPION bucked his hips forcing his cock deep into my mouth (SP: 23). His four handed grip tightened, taking full control as his cock began to thrust too hard and fast for me to manage.
BLOWJOB BLOCKED BY FACEFUCK flashed in my periphery! Shit, I hated learning this stuff on the fly! What did facefuck mean?!
He showed me.
All I could do was whimper helplessly, as the CHAMPION's rock-hard member pumped in and out of my hot little mouth (SP: 24-25-26)! Try as I might to suck or lick, his stiff, warm rod plunged heedlessly down my throat (SP: 27). I couldn't even resist as he pulled out to begin alternating cocks (SP: 28-29). I tried to keep up, slobbering embarrassingly as I gagged on each of his dicks. Finally, I had no choice but to give in, letting my jaw go slack as he fucked my face (SP: 30)!



The crowd cheered wildly watching their CHAMPION dominate me.
Suddenly, I felt a fifth hand grab my shoulder and pull me free from that four-handed grip. I fell on my side, half choking on a mouthful of spit and precum, as the Pit Boss interjected himself between us.
"Now now, don't be greedy!" he said.
"Out of the way!" the champ shouted. "That BREEDER belongs to me!"
Willing myself to stand, I hugged the Pit Boss from behind, reaching around to grab his cock. As soon as I began stroking his engorged member, the Pit Boss leaned back against me, letting out a throaty groan.
"Do this my way, boys," I began. "And there'll be enough of me to go around!"
"Come to me and you will cum for me!" the champ demanded.
He lunged to either side trying to get at me, but using my cock-handle, I kept the Pit Boss between us. I pumped his cock, watching his Stim Bar climb: PIT BOSS StimP: 14-15-16. Still I knew I couldn't keep this up for long, my legs were already wobbly and having a hard cock in my hand just seemed to make me wetter. I needed to clear my head, figure out some way to keep one of them isolated so I could max him out and then...a finger slid through my pussy lips and electricity surged through my hips and thighs (SP: 31)!
I had been so focused on avoiding the CHAMPION, I hadn't noticed the Pit Boss reaching back between my legs. He squeezed my pussy and lightning shot down my legs, buckling my knees (SP: 32). I had to cling to him just to stay standing, even as he began firmly kneading my sensitive labia (SP: 33). Electrifying warmth crawled through my stomach and into my chest as he stroked and teased my sensitive petals (SP: 34).
He slipped out of my grip easily and I couldn't resist as he turned on me. I moaned helplessly as two of his fingers found my soft spot and pushed inside me (SP: 35). I felt myself gushing, soaking his hand as those thick digits began thrusting deep inside my hot little cunt (SP: 36). My legs trembled as I felt his knuckles gliding in and out of my tight, wet tunnel (SP: 37). All I could do was whimper as each thrust grew harder, plunging deeper, making my hips buck involuntarily (SP: 38)! Erotic lightning raced up my spine, making my head spin as the Pit Boss fingered me (SP: 39).
Suddenly the CHAMPION pushed between us. Without the Pit Boss holding me up, I collapsed immediately. I could hear them arguing over me, but with my head still spinning I couldn't quite make out what they were saying. My legs felt weak, my pussy was hot and dripping, even my breasts ached and tingled with erotic energy. As I lay there gasping for breath, I realized I had already lost. I was only ten points from my max Stim Points, and I hadn't even had a chance to do much of anything to the CHAMPION yet.
"...Watched you long enough," the Pit Boss was growling. "There's something special about this BREEDER and I have to fertilize her!"
"I am the CHAMPION of these Pits!" the other replied. "I have the right to her!"
Forcing myself to focus, I struggled up onto my hands and knees and crawled away from them. The stockade wasn't far off and I made my way towards it.
"Wait," I heard the CHAMPION bark. "Where'd she go?"
"There!" the Pit Boss spotted me immediately.
I pulled myself up on the wooden contraption as they closed in together. The Pit Boss moved a little quicker, and as he reached out for me, I grabbed his wrist and yanked him forward! He shouted in surprise, stumbling into almost perfect position. I grabbed the top half of the stockade to slam it shut...but he caught my arm, blocking the attempt easily and shoving me backwards. I stumbled, crying out in frustration and falling back on my round ass.
"Clever BREEDER," the Pit Boss grinned at me as he started to straighten.
Then to my utter surprise, the CHAMPION grabbed him by the back of the neck. Using three arms he forced the Pit Boss into the stockade, shutting and locking it with the fourth! The Pit Boss howled in a rage but was securely bound by the device.
"I am The CHAMPION," the four-armed ZAUK gloated. "Now I will claim what's mine!"
Seeing my door crack open, finally, I scrambled to my feet and pounced on the CHAMPION's back! I wasted no time, burying my face in his neck, biting, sucking and licking his rubbery gold skin. He groaned immediately, and TEASE appeared in my periphery!
Wrapping my legs around him, I pressed my breasts against his back, writhing with every curve. He let out a moan and I felt a shiver crawl through his massive frame. He took a few lurching steps away from the stockade and its seething captive. My delicate fingers tickled across his chest, as I pushed in devouring his tender flesh. My soft tongue slid over his clavicle, and I felt his shoulders drooping. I had him!
Two of his hands caressed down my legs, then closed tight around my ankles. As he began to pry my legs apart, he seized my wrists with his other hands. I clamped down on his neck, sucking hard in a desperate attempt to distract him. I felt one hand leave my wrist, only for it to coil into my hair. I whined in helpless frustration as he pulled my head back and TEASE BLOCKED flashed through my periphery.
I kicked and squirmed defiantly but didn't stand a chance against his dominating strength. He wrestled me to ground easily. I was barely able to keep track of his four hands, much less resist them in any way. Before I knew it, I was pinned beneath him. He'd managed to capture both my wrists in one hand, holding them down over my head. Two more hands immediately began groping my breasts, while the last one reached between my legs!
"This isn't fair!" I whined, powerless beneath him. "Let me up! No, please, stooohhhhuungh!" My protests peeled off into a helpless moan as his fingers wiggled into my hot, wet slit! Hot tingles crawled through my hourglass figure as he stroked and kneaded my sensitive pussy lips (SP: 40)!
I felt so small as his big hands tightened around my plump breasts, sending a wave of heat through my chest and neck (SP: 41). My heart thumped a little faster as he squeezed the firm flesh, teasing my hard, sensitive nipples with rough thumbs (SP: 42). I squirmed, feeling every supple curve quiver with sensual energy (SP: 43). He overpowered my feminine body so completely, panic began clawing at the edge of my mind. Strong fingers peeled open my defenseless slit, finding my clit and stroking the hot little nub (SP: 46)! My hips bucked and my head spun as white-hot lightning shot down my trembling legs (SP:47)! I moaned helplessly as the CHAMPION took full control of my body (SP: 48). In mere moments he'd max my Stim and turn me into his willing, submissive broodmare. I whimpered in frustration, knowing it was already too late, as strong hands continued kneading my achy tits (SP: 49). His thumb pulsed against my swollen clit, as he slid one then two fingers into my gushing vagina (SP: 50!)!
Completely overwhelmed, I came before he could even begin finger-fucking me! Writhing, squealing and bucking against his penetrating hand, orgasmic energy rushed through me!
The Zauknoid crowd roared in approval, watching me quiver and cum beneath their CHAMPION! His fingers slid out of me and he jumped to his feet, roaring in triumph! Our audience echoed his elation, their cheers reaching a fever pitch!
Once again; YOUR STIM HAS BEEN MAXED! Flashed before my eyes, then: PREPARE FOR BREEDING!
Any strength and will power I had left vanished as a flood of submissive desires melted my brain into soft pink mush!
"Come and breed me, my CHAMPION!" I whimpered, forgetting everything except the yearning I suddenly felt. "Take me! I'm yours!"
The CHAMPION wasted no time swarming on top of me! All four hands crawled over me, electrifying my skin wherever they touched. I squirmed and whimpered, surrendering to his strong grip as he took control of me once more. He rolled me onto my side, stroking his thick fingers through my drenched slit. Those digits slid through my tingling lips, spreading my hot juices into the crack of my shapely ass.
"I am the most fertile of all the ZAUKs!" his hot breath hissed across my neck. "And you belong to me now!"
"Yes, yes!" I whined. "Fertilize me, my CHAMPION!"
It wasn't until I felt his grip tighten, pinning down my hips and legs that I realized what was about to happen. His two dicks began prodding my two holes! A rush of dread cut through my mind, not enough to undercut my incepted yearning, just enough to force a fearful whimper through my lips.
The CHAMPION surged forward and I screamed as he double penetrated me! White heat seared through my body as my pussy and my ass stretched around his rock-hard cocks! I groaned, my head already spinning from the intense pressure!
My PREGGERS Bar lit up immediately, this time accompanied by a red flashing: DOUBLE PENETRATION x2!
I mewled in sweet agony as his hips bucked and he started fucking me. My own curvaceous hips began to ache immediately. I could feel the scintillating slide of his rigid member thrusting deep into my vagina. At the same time the hot pressure of his other rod plunging deep in my ass! Waves of pleasure and pain crashed through my body with every powerful thrust (PREGGERS: 2-4-6-8-10!)!
Another orgasm crawled through my hourglass figure! I trembled against his hands, which kept me tightly pinned. My pussy gushed hotly and my ass relaxed all at once.
"Oh fuck! Oh yes! Oh fuck!" I moaned feeling myself opening to his twin members.
He leaned in, pounding his hips against my ass and the backs of my thighs, driving both cocks into me as deeply as he could. I moaned, squirming as the unrelenting slide of his two steel rods built up pressure, spreading through my hips, into my stomach. My breasts and nipples ached from the intense heat flooding my chest. Every thrust rocked my body, sending erotic shudders through every curve as I felt his cocks sliding inside me side by side (PREGGERS: 12-14-16-18-20!)!
As I climaxed again, spasms began to ripple through my hips and booty. My ass and pussy clenched and squeezed around the two hard members plowing into me! I squealed and moaned as white-hot ecstasy seared through my chest and head!
"Oh my god!" I screamed. "Oh fuck oh yes!!"
I had no hope of resisting the DOUBLE PENETRATION of the CHAMPION! The smooth, hot glide of the cock in my ass built irresistible pressure throughout my curvaceous body. The rigid pump driving every vein and ridge through my sensitive pussy sent pulses of orgasmic energy with every thrust. I moaned and begged and whimpered as my entire body felt stretched and electrified by the driving, plunging, swelling pair of dicks (PREGGERS: 22-24-26-28-30!)!
Suddenly he plowed into me so deeply I thought for sure the two massive cocks would split me up the middle! The CHAMPION growled and deep inside my body I felt the hot, sticky rush as he filled me with cum! The sudden rush of warmth, the deep pressure, sent and electrifying wave of orgasmic energy shuddering through every curve on my body.
"Oh my god! Oh YES! Fill me up, my CHAMPION!!" I squealed and moaned as the two cocks continued to pump hot spunk into my ass and womb.
When he finally pulled out, every nerve and muscle in my body went numb and I slumped deliriously onto the ground.
YOUR PREGGERS HAS BEEN MAXED! Appeared above me. BREEDER STIM BATTLE - 3/3 followed by: YOU LOSE!! And then inevitably the big red letters reading: YOU HAVE BEEN IMPREGNATED BY THE ZAUKNOID CHAMPION!!
Next...Tunnel Chase.
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2-5: Tunnel Chase
I had no hope of resisting. The CHAMPION had me pinned down with all four of his powerful arms, and both of his massive cocks were already buried deep inside me. He had effortlessly maxed out my Stim Points and now I was trapped in his breeding cycle. Even without the fact that my strength score was uselessly low, my mind was totally overwhelmed by the submissive urges being incepted by the game.
I was so lost in the sensation of the hot hard dick pounding my pussy, that I could barely even remember, and didn't exactly care, that I was supposed to be a man. Orgasmic energy pulsed through my curvaceous body with every thrust. An irresistible pressure crawled up my spine as another rigid cock throbbed in my ass. I was moaning, squealing and begging for more as he plowed me into the dirt floor of the Breeding Pit! My body stretched around his driving members, electrified as they seemed to plunge deeper and deeper! All the while, watching helplessly as his DOUBLE PENETRATION ability quickly maxed out my Preggers bar (PREGGERS: 22-24-26-28-30!)
I heard him growl in triumphant ecstasy, ramming his twin cocks into me so deep and hard it stole my breath! I felt a hot, wet gush as he filled me with cum! The sudden rush of warmth made my head spin and the intense pressure sent an electrifying wave of orgasmic energy shuddering through every curve on my body.
"Oh my god! Oh YES!" It was still weird to hear myself squeal and moan in that distinctly feminine register. "Fill me up, my CHAMPION!"
I squirmed against the tight grip of his four big hands, mewling as both dicks pumped hot spunk into my ass and cunt. I felt the spurt and drip as my holes overflowed and cum oozed down my backside. Then there was an odd pressure, almost a spreading sensation as something firm and solid pushed through my vagina into my womb!
When the CHAMPION finally pulled out of me, every nerve and muscle in my body seemed to go numb all at once. I slumped onto the ground, gasping and nearly delirious. As my orgasmic tingling began to subside, I curled into a fetal position. I could feel something inside me, a warm, hard fullness, almost like there was a small round object lodged in...oh god, had he implanted an egg inside me?
YOUR PREGGERS BAR HAS BEEN MAXED! Appeared above me. BREEDER STIM BATTLE - 3/3 followed by the inevitable: YOU LOSE!! And then finally big red letters reading: YOU HAVE BEEN IMPREGNATED BY The CHAMPION!!
I could hear the Zauknoid audience roaring in approval as their gold skinned CHAMPION paraded before them, pumping four fists victoriously in the air. As my senses returned, I pushed up on my hands and knees. It was humiliating, watching him march triumphantly around the arena with his cum still dripping from ass and pussy.
I glanced at Crowther, bound and hanging on the X-frame across the pit. So much for our escape plan. It was hard to read the expression on his gagged face, somewhere between pity and disappointment. Realizing he had watched everything that had just happened to me brought a fresh sense of shame and I dropped my face into my dainty hands.
Hearing footsteps behind me, I started to turn but before I could do more than glance around, I was grabbed by a pair of big green hands! They pulled me up off my knees, and I found myself gazing up at the Pit Boss. He grabbed a handful of my green hair and yanked my head back. I let out an embarrassingly shrill yelp as he clipped the leash back onto the chain-link-collar around my neck!
"No!" I whined, grabbing at the leash far too lately.
He gave one simple tug, a wave of obedience crashed over my mind and my hands dropped to my sides. The corner of his bristly goatee lifted slightly as I wilted under the glare of his emotionless oval eyes.
"It is done," his voice seemed to carry a hint of disappointment. "You will now take your place and become a proud mother of ZAUKs!"
On cue, a new notification began to glow yellow at the periphery of my vision: PREG.
I hung my head as another wave of humiliation rolled over me. The word "mother" wasn't even supposed to be applicable to me. I was supposed to be a male, but now I was trapped in this female body, being used as breeding stock by an all-male race of aliens! Game or not, this was all so degrading.
After my stunning defeat and impregnation, I further realized I'd be used this way, over and over and over... just like Eyla. Despite my success in the first two rounds, I hadn't stood a chance against the CHAMPION. How would I ever? I couldn't maintain TEASE with four arms grabbing me, his FACEFUCK ability countered my BLOWJOB skill, and I had no way to withstand his DOUBLE PENETRATION. I was going to be trapped in these Breeding Pits as long as I was trapped in this game!
"Your CHAMPION is like an SNK Boss," I murmured, trying to ignore the growing tightness in my chest.
"He is your CHAMPION, as well," the Pit Boss grinned, displaying a mouthful of needle-like teeth that sent a chill down my spine. "...if I heard you right."
"I mean," I growled trying to hide my blush. "He doesn't play by the same rules...he's just going to impregnate me every time, isn't he?"
The Pit Boss pulled me closer and I came to him obediently. I noticed his face twitching slightly as he reached down and caressed my lower belly with a long gangly hand. We both felt the growing warmth within.
"You belong to the ZAUKs now, BREEDER."
That word made my stomach tighten around the hardness filling my womb. Before I'd always taken it as an insult or maybe a threat, but now that there was a larval Zauknoid growing inside my body... I was a BREEDER...
Two normal ZAUKs approached and the Pit Boss began giving them instructions regarding Crowther.
I didn't pay attention, instead fighting down the panic swelling through my chest. I wasn't even supposed to have a womb, and now a gross alien tadpole was going to grow inside mine. Then I was going to have to give birth to it!
Eventually the Pit Boss tugged the leash and began leading me towards the back of the arena. I looked up at him and noticed he was still wearing the key to my collar. A very slim ray of hope beamed.
I glanced back at Crowther. Since I'd been distracted during their conversation, I wasn't sure what would happen to him. I still wasn't sure I trusted him, and he hadn't done much to instill my confidence so far. I couldn't do anything to help him just then anyway, but if I could get the key and rescue Eyla, then we could go after Crowther together!
I followed the Pit Boss, mind filled with compulsory obedience and feeling my boobs jiggling with each step. I crossed my arms over my chest, providing a bit of support and to cover up a little. I still hadn't adjusted to the curves and sways of my female body, so I was hyperaware of my constant nakedness. That small embarrassment seemed to compound my submissive mindset. I felt more and more like the vulnerable young woman I looked like, and with that damn leash dominating my mind, getting that key began to seem like an impossible task. As long as the Pit Boss held my leash, I was just a powerless broodmare.
As we left the pit, he took me a different direction than usual. Instead of heading back towards the cell I shared with Eyla, we veered through a narrow passage to the left.
"Where are you taking me?" I asked.
"To a safe birthing chamber," the Pit Boss responded.
"But, Eyla gave birth in our chamber."
"After your attempted escape today," he snarled. "It seems unwise to put you two back together."
"Oh, I see," I murmured hanging my head. "Keep us separate, keep us docile..."
"Perhaps when you have both fully accepted your roles as BREEDERs," the Pit Boss almost sounded almost apologetic. "I will allow you share a birthing chamber with your friend again."
When I glanced up, he quickly looked away, but I saw his face doing that glitchy-twitch again. Before I could say anymore, he dragged me into another roughly hewn cell.
It wasn't much different from the one I'd shared with Eyla; twenty feet or so, roughly spherical with chains and manacles hanging from the wall. I still couldn't resist as the Pit Boss led me to one of the longer chains and attached it to my collar. I tugged at the chain, knowing it'd be more than enough to hold me, but at least I'd be able to move around this time.
"So what happens now?" I asked sullenly.
"You will grow and birth a strong young Zauknoid," he replied, unclipping my leash and stepping back.
My eyes drifted downward, lingering on the key around his neck. I had to get it! "And then I face the CHAMPION in the pit again?"
"Yes," that hint of disappointment returned to his voice. "The CHAMPION takes great pride in fertilizing the few BREEDERs who reach him."
"And what about you," I asked. "Will it be a three way every time?"
"No, not now..." he trailed off, his face twitching.
"Then why was it today?" I crossed my arms under my breasts and tried subtly to push them up and towards him.
"I...I have wanted you, s-since you arrived," his gaze dipped towards my chest.
"Because I'm special, right?" I tried to put a sultry edge in my voice and cocked my hips to accentuate my feminine figure. "That's what you said when you changed the rules: 'special breeding'..."
"Y-yes," his face was twitching hard. "But now you're bearing the CHAMPION's seed and you will no doubt birth strong ALPHA's, bringing great strength to the ZAUKs!"
"You could have me now." I walked to the end of the chain, switching my hips from side to side. Feeling the grace in their roll even gave me a little charge! My own eyes dropped to his cock and part of me imagined how warm and hard it would feel in my hand, how good it would feel thrusting into me!
Blinking those kinds of thoughts away, the other part of me lifted my eyes to his and licked my lips. They felt plump and pillowy under my tongue. For some reason the Pit Boss thought I was special and seemed to want something more from me. Maybe if I gave it to him, he'd be distracted enough for me to grab the key and get free. I was the seductress after all, wasn't I?
"You want me to accept my place as a breeder," I purred. "You can teach me..."
Finally, the Pit Boss came forward. I reached out to wrap my arms around his neck and get my hands on that key... but he grabbed my wrists and shoved me back against the wall! Without the leash connected to my collar, there was no flood of submissive urges, but the Pit Boss was still much stronger than me. He pulled my arms above my head, crossing my wrists and pinning them in place with one hand. Instinctively, I tried to pull loose but I was far too weak.
I grit my teeth against a little rush of frustration, reminding myself this was part of my role as seductress. I didn't have brute strength, I had wits, charm and a rocking body. The plan wasn't to hold him down and take the key. I had to be patient, use my vulnerability to draw him in, get him to drop his guard!
I squealed in surprise when his free hand grabbed my breast and a starburst of sensation rippled through my chest (SP: 5)! He kneaded my firm orb gingerly, making me absolutely writhe as wave after wave of scintillating tingles flowed through my torso (SP: 6-7-8). I moaned loudly, changing pitch and tremor for every squeeze and twist as he fondled me (SP: 9-10).
He grinned, playing me like an instrument before sliding his thumb over my stiffening nipple. My mouth dropped open as he began rubbing my sensitive areola in an agonizingly slow circle (SP: 11). I trembled, breath caught in my throat, gazing up into his ovular eyes and wordlessly begging as his teasing quickly became tortuous (SP: 12).
"Yes, quite responsive," he said in mocking appraisal. "Your breasts are extremely sensitive, aren't they?" Mouth still gaping, I could only offer a shuddery nod. "Good, tomorrow you'll be ready to be milked."
"M-muh-milked?!" I whimpered through trembling lips. I hadn't even considered that possibility! Eyla hadn't mentioned anything like that. Of course, I had cut her off not wanting to hear about the entire process. Now I was about to live it.
I noticed the PREG status notification, glowing a deeper yellow now.
"It will become a regular part of your life as a BREEDER," he said, pinching my nipple between his thumb and finger (SP:13). "Your children will be born with a full set of teeth," he explained, gnashing his own needles as a visual aid. "As you can imagine this makes breast feeding quite impossible, as these delectable little udders would be shredded beyond repair!"
I couldn't help but imagine the squirmy green larva sinking his fangs into my boob! I winced, a chill racing up my spine.
"That's right," he grinned seeing my reaction. "And a prized mare like you should be treated much more...delicately..."
I trembled, biting my lip to keep from whimpering as he rolled my captured nipple back and forth between his thumb and finger (SP: 14). Anxious heat rose through my chest, chasing away the fearful chill and flushing my neck and cheeks. He began to stroke and pull on the firm rosy nub, and I began gasping and moaning at each firm tug (SP: 15-16-17).
"You will likely give birth in two days," he went on. "So tomorrow you will need to be milked, and the milk saved to feed your baby." My nipple ached, swelling between his fingers as he continued tugging on it (SP: 18-19). "And if size and sensitivity is any indication, you'll provide an extra full portion!"
His big hand tightened around my breast, triggering a starburst of anxious sparks that left every curve on my body shivering. He held me firmly in place, squeezing tightly, kneading the firm mound until I groaned and white liquid trickled from my swollen nipple (SP: 20)! My knees quivered together as a matching wetness pooled between my thighs.
"Oooh!" the Pit Boss leaned forward, his long tongue swirling over my leaking nipple (SP:21) as he lapped up the milk. "Quite delicious!"
I couldn't believe how sensitive my tits were as he continued to grope me. Feeling his rough fingers curled around my plump orb sent electricity racing through my chest (SP: 22). I moaned shrilly as his tight grip coaxed more of the white liquid from my nipple (SP: 23). I'm not sure which was stranger, seeing my chest producing milk, or watching his slimy alien tongue lick it off my breasts!
I slumped against the wall gasping for breath as erotic energy set my heart pounding. Another tremor crawled down my long legs as I felt the slickness between them.
"So delicious," the Pit Boss was licking his lips, even as they twitched. "Makes me wonder how the rest of you tastes!"
"The rest of me!?" I gasped even as his hand dropped from my tit to my pussy! His thick fingers slid through my slit, coating themselves in my wetness (SP: 24). "Hey...wait a sec..." I whimpered as he spread me wide open and stroked the silky folds of my labia. I couldn't hold back a tremulous moan or keep myself from melting as he pushed two thick fingers inside me (SP: 25). He pumped me twice and my pussy gushed in obedient response (SP: 26-27).
"The rest of you..." He withdrew his fingers, lifting them to his mouth and licking them clean of my juices! "So very delicious!"
My head was buzzing. So much so I couldn't seem to form any words...not that he waited for me to speak. Before I knew it, I was on my back with the Pit Boss spreading my legs. I wasn't quite sure what he wanted but I knew I was going to give it to him! He leaned down and I felt his tongue slither though my slit! An electric current surged up my spine making me whimper as my entire bottom half shook (SP: 30).
I felt his hands on the backs of my thighs, pushing my legs up and splaying my cunt wide open. He nipped at my delicate petals with those needle-like teeth, holding me in place when I jumped and squirmed. Then his slimy tongue slid between my pussy lips, squirming against the silky flesh as an irresistible heat rushed through my torso (SP:31). I moaned loudly, feeling the tip pushing in to find my clit (SP: 34)!
My pussy continued to gush as the snake-like tongue writhed over my button (SP: 35). I quivered in response as scintillating tingles danced through my hips and down my legs (SP: 36). I could feel my clit swelling against his squirming tongue, somehow becoming even more sensitive as he began to tease my hot little nub ruthlessly (SP: 37). He lapped and slurped, sending shockwaves of pleasure surging through me (SP: 38-39), even nipping the vulnerable node with those sharp teeth (SP: 40) and laughing when I yelped anxiously.
Pushing my knees down against my side, he dragged his tongue through my pussy, sending a bolt of lightning up my spine. I moaned pleadingly, feeling every curve shake. He did it again and again, lapping at my electrified cunt, keeping me pinned no matter how hard each lick made me buck (SP: 41-42).
Finally done teasing me, his tongue slid down through my soaked pussy lips and slithered into my vagina (SP: 44). I squealed feeling his tongue coiled inside me, writhing slickly against my walls and turning my insides into molted lead (SP: 47). His lips engulfed my pussy, sucking urgently at my gushing juices, even as his tongue squirmed deeper inside me (SP: 48). Sharp teeth scraped and teased the delicate folds of my labia (SP: 49). I could feel him wiggling and sliding through my pussy, triggering pulses of orgasmic energy (SP: 50!).
My legs kicked and spasmed as the building pressure released all at once! The scintillating rush surged through me as I climaxed, screaming and clutching his big, rubbery head between my trembling thighs. His tongue squirmed even deeper, coiling and wriggling inside me, making me shake and quiver, mewling as every twitch seemed to prolong the orgasm.
My cunt flowed with hot sticky juices and it wasn't until the Pit Boss seemed to have his fill, that he finally released my legs. I sprawled on the floor, squirming and gasping.
"Delicious," he murmured, getting to his feet. "I must go now," he said, looking down as me with a satisfied grin. "The other BREEDER will face Draknut soon."
"Eyla... Oh no..." I murmured, realizing through my orgasmic haze, she was about to find out our plan had failed...as she was taken to the pit to be impregnated once more.
I remembered the look she'd given me just before I was taken. The fear and disgust of enduring another Zauknoid pregnancy playing clearly across her face. The shame of having let her down brought the sting of welling tears to my eyes. Likewise, remembering her anxiety brought a rush of dread for my own pregnancy.
"Wait..." I whimpered, pushing up on my elbows. "Please, take me back there? I need to be with her. Please?"
The Pit Boss paused at the door and I noticed the key around his neck. I had forgotten about that all together!
"As I said, when you've accepted your role, BREEDER."
He shut and locked the door, leaving me chained and alone. I pushed myself back to a seated position, leaning against the wall. The day had turned out a colossal failure on every level: the escape plan being discovered, losing my Breeder Battle, letting the Pit Boss turn my attempted seduction against me. Even without the leash attached to my collar, he'd dominated me almost effortlessly. If I was going to play seductress, I had to learn how to keep my head in these situations! Maybe I wasn't the femme fatale after all, just a horny bimbo.



I could feel my eyes brimming with tears as my mind spiraled back over the events of the day. The shock of seeing Crowther had already been captured. The futility of having to face both the Pit Boss and the CHAMPION. How helpless I'd been against the CHAMPION regardless. The feeling of utter powerlessness as I was held down and forcibly impregnated. An audience cheering as I was raped. The humiliation of being used as breeding stock. Realizing I may never escape the Breeding Pits. The shame of beginning to accept the hopelessness of my role as a BREEDER.
Overwhelmed by the flood of emotions, I began to cry.
As a man, I'd become fairly adept at holding things back, pushing them down. Now that I was a woman, everything just felt so much more intensely. The fears and degradations of the day coalesced, drenching me in the overflow. I quickly lost control, bawling as everything I'd struggled through and fought past that day came rushing back. Even on the occasions I had cried as a male, it wasn't like the deep emotional sobbing I was experiencing in my female body.
Hugging my legs into my chest, I laid my forehead on my knees and cried my eyes out.
I awoke the next morning in a naked coil against the wall. I actually felt better though, like a clear sky after a hard rain. Maybe a good cry was just something I had to get used to, and even needed from time to time as a woman.
As I began to unfold myself, a sudden flash of heat rushed through me. The sensation emanated from my lower abdomen and I looked down to see that my belly had swollen considerably overnight. I shouldn't have been surprised, given that the pregnancy only lasted two days, but I certainly wasn't prepared for it.
I also noticed that little trickles of milk were leaking from my nipples. When I reached up to wipe them away, my own touch triggered a burst of anxious tingles and I gasped! My boobs felt full and tender and even more sensitive than they had been for the Pit Boss.
In my periphery PREG was now glowing orange.
Heaving a sigh, I leaned back against the wall, clutching my belly. It was a firm rounded bulge, warm and smooth under my fingertips. I could feel the egg, or whatever, inside me as well. A foreign object filling me up, stretching my womb. Having seen Eyla's pregnancy, I knew it would get bigger but at that point it already seemed huge to me.
The morning crawled by, and my belly continued to grow. The strain of my body stretching around the egg gradually grew uncomfortable. Along with the warmth of it, a growing internal pressure spread throughout my body. My boobs continued the fill, as well. Soon they felt over-full, almost hard to the touch. When I could touch them, they were almost unbearably tender and beginning to ache.
I'd half expected a visit from the Pit Boss. Maybe to rub it in my face that Draknut had impregnated Eyla yet again, or even to have his way with me again. He never showed up.
Eventually, the door opened and two ZAUKs entered. They were pushing a cart with several glass bottles on it, and some other equipment.
"Nice tits," they greeted in tandem.
Big red letters appeared above their heads; BONUS ROUND: then MILK MAID. This followed by: FILL AS MANY BOTTLES AS POSSIBLE BEFORE YOUR PAIN MAXES!
Great... My Pain Threshold was explicitly one of my weak points. Again, I'm not sure why I was surprised this was part of the game, but I was. Although, to be honest, part of me was just glad something was happening!
I struggled to my feet as one of the ZAUKs came towards me. I clutched my bulging stomach, feeling the weight of it as I stood. It had seemed big already but now that I was standing it felt heavy and awkward.
The ZAUK grabbed my arm and led me to the bottle cart. I tried to see what items they'd brought but before I could, he forced me onto my knees.
"Hey! Watch it!" I groaned feeling my achy tits jiggle. "How does this challenge work anyway?"
They didn't respond, but I knew there was no sense in resisting. I couldn't overpower them, and I was still chained to the wall. I had no choice but to play the game. Maybe once I'd been milked my tits wouldn't be so tender...
Suddenly there was a commotion in the tunnel outside my cell. Me and the two ZAUKs turned in surprise at the sound of...fireworks?
One of them started towards the door, but even as he reached for the handle, it burst open! A lithe, shadowy form rushed in, blasting the MOB with a powerful kick that sent it smashing against the wall. The ZAUK shattered into a shower of fading pixels.
"Eyla?" I gasped as the figure turned towards me.
She was dressed now, but I recognized her instantly. She was wearing what was basically a black bikini, with decorative straps entwining her svelte figure. A vibrant red sash wrapped around her slender hips. Black thigh high boots climbed up her long legs, with red ribbons tied around the tops. Likewise, her arms were sheathed in long black gloves, also decorated with red ribbon tassels. Her mouth and nose were covered by a black half-mask, and her cartoonishly long blond hair was now gathered in a pair high pony tails, bound up by more red ribbons.
The other ZAUK charged her but Eyla met it head on. She hit it with a vicious punch, stopping it in its tracks, followed with a wicked cross, and finished it with a front kick that toppled the MOB backwards. It hit the ground and shattered into dissipating pixels!
"Excuse me miss," Eyla said, pulling down her mask, to reveal a relieved smirk. "But I'm looking for a distressed damsel in need of rescuing?"
"I think that's me," I sighed. "You look incredible!"
Her beaming blue eyes dropped to my swollen stomach as she rushed to my side. "You look..." she tried but failed to hide her dismay. "...pregnant...are you alright?"
"I guess," I replied embarrassed, my hands drifting over my alien baby bump.
"She in there?" asked a familiar voice, as Crowther stepped through the doorway. He was still wearing his grey on black, vest combo.
"Found her!" Eyla responded already crouching beside me.
I threw my arms around her neck. "I can't believe you came back for me!"
"I'm just sorry it took so long," she began, hugging me tightly. "But we knew there was no way to rescue you while I was still stuck in BREEDER status...so we had to escape the pits and then sneak all the way back in..."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah, we can explain later!" Crowther interjected. "Let's get out of here for now!" He was crouched by the door, watching out and down the tunnel.
Reaching into her boot, Eyla produced the key that had been around the Pit Boss's neck! A flood of relief and gratitude washed through me, and I felt tears beginning to well. Trying to hide them, I lifted my chin as she began fidgeting with the lock around my neck.
"The Pit Boss is he...?" I began to ask.
"Out there looking for us right now!" Crowther answered shortly. "With an army of ZAUKs in tow...So if we could hurry-"
"Shit!" Eyla swore. "I was afraid of this..."
"What?" I asked, reaching up to tug at the chain link collar still locked around my neck.
"I don't think we can remove your collar while you're pregnant!"
"Of course..." My heart sank, realizing I was stupid to think I could escape any of this.
"Lemme see that," Crowther rushed over to us. He jammed the key in the lock and also failed to open it. "Fuck, we don't have time for this." He grabbed Eyla's arm. "We'll come back for her tomorrow after-"
"I'm not leaving her!" Eyla snapped, wrenching her arm out of his grip.
"Maybe you guys should get out of here," I agreed, letting my head droop.
"I'm not leaving!" Eyla insisted, crouching beside me. "There has to be some way to get you free."
She hugged me with one arm and stroked my belly soothingly with the other. I let myself sink into her comforting embrace for a moment, then I'd insist she get to safety...
Crowther glared at us and my bonds for a long moment. "Fuck, alright, get her up and as far back as the chain will allow."
Eyla helped me up, while Crowther knelt down and began working at the bolt in the wall. When he stepped back, we could see he had packed some kind of yellow clay-like substance around the bolt. He backed out of range quickly, holding up a push-button remote.
"Brace yourselves," he warned and clicked the button.
The explosion knocked us all on our asses! Rubble showered and ricocheted off the walls, skittering across the stone floor, while the entire chamber filled with a cloud of dust and smoke.
"Did it work?" Crowther coughed, waving his hands trying to clear the cloud so he could see.
"I think so," I groaned, laying on the ground and clutching my swollen stomach. I was pretty sure I'd felt the chain come loose, but it was hard to be sure in the chaos.
"That was awesome!" Eyla laughed, springing to her feet. "Good job!" She threw her arms around Crowther's neck and kissed him...and I'll admit I felt a pang of jealousy.
"Oh yes, so very awesome!" said a voice through the settling dust cloud.
We all turned to see the Pit Boss standing by the doorway. A group of ZAUKs marched past him into the small cell.
"Shit!" Eyla groaned. "I thought we'd have more time!"
"Your time is up!" he snapped. "Now you must be returned to your birthing chamber...and your impotent squib will be killed!"
"Impotent?" Crowther shouted, grabbing his crotch. "Everything works just fine over here, you wanna see?"
"Babe!?" Eyla laughed. "Don't be gross!"
"Uh...guys?" I pushed myself up on my hands and knees. Finally able to see, I realized the chain connected to my collar had been blown back behind us, practically laying at the Pit Boss's feet.
"Don't worry, Lex," Eyla said. "We're just gonna have to fight our way out!"
"Eh, shit...here we go..." Crowther sighed.
"Fight?" the Pit Boss balked. "No one escapes the ZAUKs! Get them!"
"No, guys...the chain!" I grabbed the chain, but the Pit Boss stomped on it, grinning at me with that mouth full of needles.
The mob of MOBs charged. Eyla sprang into action, feet and fists flying as she whirled into battle. Crowther circled wide, pitching those grape sized grenades and popping the ZAUKs in tiny explosions.
With them distracted by the fight, the Pit Boss reached down for the chain and began dragging me across the chamber. I dug in my heels, trying to stop myself but I simply wasn't strong enough to resist.
"Don't worry, BREEDER," the Pit Boss said pulling me into his arms. "I've got you now!"
I was helpless once he had me in his grasp. He forced my arms behind my back and captured both wrist in one big hand. I groaned desperately trying to twist free, but he held me easily.
"Let her go!" Eyla shouted, diving towards us and leaving herself open.
"Watch out!" I screamed.
Too late. One of the ZAUKs tackled her in mid-dive. As they fell, he landed on top of her, and immediately latched onto her breasts. She looked up at me in dismay, squirming as he groped and fondled her perky melons.
"Get off her! Let me go!" I squealed in helpless frustration.
"Calm down," the Pit Boss yanked me against his chest. "You're safe now." He held the leash up before my face.
"No! Not again!" I thrashed, trying to pull my arms free.
His grip tightened, and a helpless sob crawled out of my throat as he clipped the leash to my collar. Those familiar submissive urges took hold in my mind and my arms dropped to my sides. I stood docile at the Pit Boss's side.
"See, you belong with the ZAUKs now," he said, reaching out to caress my pregnant belly.
I hung my head, as we headed towards the door.
"Where do ya think you're goin'?" Crowther dashed in front of us, arm cocked to throw one of his grenades.
The Pit Boss pulled the leash and I quickly moved in front of him.
"What are you doing?!" Crowther snapped at me. "Watch out!"
"I can't help it," I sobbed. "I'm sorry..."
"Back away from the door!" the Pit Boss demanded, crouched safely behind me.
Grinding his teeth in frustration, Crowther did as he was told. As soon as he could the Pit Boss shoved me forward and we ran out into the tunnel beyond. I stumbled, pulled off balance by the weight of my belly and wincing as my aching breasts bounced around. Thankfully, I managed to stay standing.
As soon as we were out, a contingent of naked ALPHAs charged past us into the room. Behind them stood the huge, gold-skinned CHAMPION.
"Ah! You have rescued my BREEDER!" the CHAMPION grinned coming towards me.
I backed away, clutching my stomach and staring at his two huge cocks. Back in the cell, I could hear Eyla shouting, and the firecracker-bangs of Crowther's grenades. Meanwhile I could only stand at the Pit Boss's side, trying not to think about how hard the CHAMPION had made me orgasm.
"The ones inside killed DRAKNUT yesterday!" the Pit Boss snarled, stepping between me and the CHAMPION. "See that they don't escape! If you can, return the other BREEDER to her cell, if not kill her, kill them both!"
The CHAMPION smiled broadly and nodded. He moved towards the door and I wondered how he would even fit through it. The Pit Boss never gave me the opportunity to find out, tugging my leash he led me away from the battle, deeper into the pits. I had no choice but to follow obediently.
Letting my head droop in frustration, I stumbled along, clutching my bulging stomach. Rescue had seemed so close!
"Where are you taking me?" I asked.
"Into the labyrinth," he said, glancing back. "Where we'll be safe, and you'll be able to give birth in peace."
"Of course this place has a labyrinth," I sighed.
He took me through another forked tunnel, where we arrived at a small antechamber. There was an arched doorway ahead of us, rimmed with bushy, iridescent moss.
A notification appeared: DEVIL'S MINES MAZE DISCOVERED.
Utterly dominated by the leash, I couldn't even try to resist as he led me into the twisting tunnel system. The maze was dim, the only source of light was the glowing moss crawling along the walls. Every so often we heard insectile skittering far too close for comfort. The Pit Boss assured me they would not attack while I was with him. I quickly lost track of how long we'd been in the maze, as he led me through turn after turn.
With no choice but to follow, I trudged along. My belly continued to grow, hanging heavier as we went. My breasts ached, twinging painfully as they jiggled with every step.
"How much further," I whined eventually.
The Pit Boss slowed. "I hadn't really thought of that..."
"You mean you don't know where we're going?"
His face twitched as he considered the question. "Deeper into the labyrinth."
"So we're just wandering aimlessly?" I snapped, a shrill irritation edged my tone.
"Trying to get us to safety," he replied.
"Safety," I scoffed. "I'm burning up, I'm lugging around this pregnant belly and my tits feel like they're about to burst-"
"Oh, of course," he seemed almost to brighten. "You need to be milked!"
"-I...wait, what?"
"If there's one thing we've learned in the pits," he went on. "There's nothing bitchier than a BREEDER who needs milking."
"I'm not bitchy because I need to be milked!" I squealed, stomping a foot indignantly.
The Pit Boss only grinned, backing up against the wall as he pulled me to him.
"Ugh! Please, don't make me do this," I murmured, as he turned my back against his chest.
"Relax," he ordered, giving a tug on the leash.
The irresistible urge to obey flooded my brain. I melted against him and we sank to the floor with me in his lap. I crossed my legs to let my swollen tummy settle between my hips. He coiled the strap around his forearm, leaving his hand free but maintaining his control over me. Then his arms snaked around my sides, big green hands cupping my tender boobs.
"Wait..." I winced.
"You asked me before to teach you your role as a BREEDER," he went on. "You will feel much better after you have been milked!"
With no way to resist, I could only whine as he clenched my breasts (PN: 2). His grip tightened sending pain rippling through my chest (PN: 4). His rough fingers pinched my nipples, drawing a slight wetness as they began to seep cloudy droplets (PN: 6). I grit my teeth as he began to knead in earnest (PN: 7-8-9). Shivers of pain crawled over every curve, as I clutched my pregnant belly, trying desperately to deny him the sound of my whimpering (PN: 10).
Pressure began building through my chest as he mashed and groped my soft mounds. He continued to tweak my nipples, until the sensitive buds were swollen and tingling (PN: 11). Those rough hands began to twist slightly (PN: 13). My mouth fell open, breathless as this new motion seemed to draw that excruciating pressure into my already aching tits (PN: 15)!
Barely able to take it I squirmed against his chest, whining in anguish...but then there was a sudden release. I gasped, feeling that pressure surge forward in a wet rush. Milk gushed through my swollen nipples, running down my chest and stomach. His tempo quickened, his undulating grip coaxing more and more of the white liquid from my fleshy orbs (PN: 16).
The release of pressure had eased the strain, however, those big groping hands continued sending pulses of agony through my chest (PN: 17). Tears began to well as I squirmed in his arms, squirting milk for every squeeze. My nipples ached and stung even as they gave up gush after gush. Still the Pit boss pumped my tender bulbs, twisting as if trying to wring out the last few drops (PN: 18). Brimming tears overflowed, rolling down my cheeks as my teeth chattered in anguish (PN: 19). I writhed, arching into his merciless grasp as the squeezing twist wrung streams of milk from my agonized breasts and finally, clasping so hard and tight my pain limit maxed (PN: 20!)!
"OW! Stop-stop-stop! PLEASE!!" I mewled desperately. "Please! I can't take any more!"
PAIN MAXED OUT! Appeared before me. STAMINA REDUCED: 1. INTELLIGENCE REDUCED: 1. My head spun, fogging over and any strength I had seemed to drain away. Then STA and INT began to glow bright red in my periphery, stacked over the dark orange PREG notification.
Almost immediately the Pit Boss released me, and I scrambled out of his lap. I found a dry spot on the ground and collapsed onto my side, clutching my throbbing breasts. I could still feel the trickles of milk dripping across my curves, as my body shook and shivered. I gasped for breath between pathetic mewling noises, but thankfully, the pain did subside pretty quickly (PN: 0).
BONUS ROUND: ZERO BOTTLES FILLED!! Flashed above me. RATING: POOR! YOU LOSE!!.
"Don't you feel better?" the Pit Boss gloated after a moment of silence.
Still on my side, I curled around the warmth of my alien baby bump. The ache and pressure were gone now, but I wasn't about to give him that satisfaction! Unfortunately, my dazed state made it impossible for me to manufacture the desired vitriol when I spoke.
"Screw you," I sighed in an undeniably relieved tone.
He chuckled. "I suppose a bit of defiance is also part of your role as BREEDER, otherwise the breeding pits would be much less entertaining."
I didn't bother to respond this time. The Pit Boss sat in silence long enough to allow my nerves to calm and my maxed pain status to pass.
"Why are you doing this?" I asked without uncurling.
"So your friends cannot disrupt your pregnancy."
"I don't believe you," I replied, lifting my head to look at him now. "You called me special. You changed the rules of the breeding pits and now you've dragged me down into this labyrinth with you...so tell me, why are you doing this?"
Even in the dim moss light, I could see his face twitching as he looked at me. He gave the leash a tug and the irresistible urges flooded my brain. I practically scrambled onto my hands and knees, crawling the short distance, until I was face-to-face with him. He reached out and cupped one of my dangling breasts. I flinched, expecting more pain but now that I'd been milked, the feel of his rough hand triggered a scintillating rush throughout my chest (SP:2).



"You are right," he admitted. "I've wanted you from the first moment you were brought before me."
"W-why?" I grunted.
His face began to twitch, as he squeezed my boob, kneading the sensitive flesh (SP: 3). I sucked in a breath as warmth blossomed through my chest (SP: 4).
"I've never had a BREEDER while she was carrying a Zauknoid baby," he groaned. "You're so beautiful and round."
"T-t-tell me," I moaned as he teased my nipple into a hard, tingling nub (SP: 5). "Why do you think I'm sp-special?"
He continued groping me with one hand (SP: 6), keeping a firm grip on the leash with the other. If I started to pull away, a simple tug brought me right back.
"I-I could see your c-code was special from the start," he went on. "I knew I shouldn't but I wanted you badly." His hand slid down from my breast to once again feel the smooth warmth of my pregnant belly. "Now that you are a true mother of the ZAUKs, and so ripe I cannot resist any longer!"
He tugged the leash at the same time he called me "mother" and I crawled onto his lap, straddling his hips so my belly rested against his abdomen. An irresistible charge tickled up my spine, feeling the hardon in his pants pressing against my cleft, reaching for me so hungrily. I pulled his other hand up to my breasts and once he had me in the palms of his hands, he began to fondle me more eagerly (SP: 10).
My head fell back and I sighed as sparks flew through my chest (SP: 11-12). Once again, I tried to keep my equilibrium, but as his big hands squeezed and groped my extra-sensitive tits I knew I was already losing ground (SP: 13-14-15).
"W-what's different about my c-c-code?" I stammered, running my hands up the rubbery flesh of his spindly arms.
This time he glitched so hard his face contorted, and he squeezed my tits savagely (PN: 1-2).
"Oww!" I whimpered.
"F-Fi-F-File Co-co-coCorrupted..." he bleated with an electronic buzz.
He pulled his hands away and I fell back, clutching my twinging breasts.
"I told y-you, I can't say!" he scrambled to his feet, rubbing his face where it twitched...and dropping the leash!
Right away, I scooted backwards, trying to drag the leash nonchalantly out of his reach. If he noticed he didn't let on, instead reaching up to unclip his overalls and letting them fall down his stumpy legs. I saw his thick green cock, and felt butterflies begin dancing around the baby ZAUK inside me. I pushed that from my mind, scrambling onto my hands and knees, and trying to get back to my feet.
"I c-can't say, and I can't resist any longer!" he came at me. "I must have you!"
Slowed by the sagging weight of my pregnant belly, he caught me still on my knees. I tried to gather up the leash before he could get it, but he pulled me to my feet and took it away from me. I groaned in frustration, as he trapped me against his chest, and I could only watch as he wound the strap around his hand. He gave the leash a simple tug and I couldn't resist melting against him.
I shivered, feeling something wet and warm on my neck. His snake-like tongue slithered over my collarbone before sliding up my throat. At the same time his free hand slid downward, caressing my bulging belly as he reached underneath it to find my pussy. I felt his big, rough fingers on the soft skin of my labia as he spread me open. My legs trembled as he stroked the silky folds, sending a rush of heat through my hips and belly (SP: 20!)
I moaned, soaking his hand instantly!
"So ripe, and so juicy," he hissed into my ear.
His slimy tongue writhed against my cheek, before sliding over my pillowy lips. I squeezed them together, refusing to let him into my mouth. When his thumb pressed into my slit and found my button (SP: 25) my mouth dropped open as I failed to hold back a breathy moan. That slimy tentacle slid right into my mouth, squirming over my own soft tongue.
Between my legs his fingers continued to tease my hot little clit (SP: 27). He prodded and stroked, coaxing the swelling nub until it felt tight and achy (SP: 29). Every touch sent an anxious wobble down my legs, and when a rush of heat flowed through my abdomen, I felt something lurch inside me!
I whimpered around the Pit Boss's tongue, clutching my belly as the larval ZAUK within began to squirm. Feeling it move sent a confusing flood of emotions through my mind: empathy and disgust, anxiety and protectiveness. Beginning to feel even more vulnerable, I leaned back against the Pit Boss, and turned to gaze up into his cold, oval eyes. He really had me now and we both knew it...some seductress I was.
His thumb throbbed against my clit, as one of his other long fingers shoved into my vagina (SP: 32!). I trembled and my pussy gushed around his penetrating digit. Trying to swallow a moan, I found myself sucking his tongue and feeling hot juices rolling down my thighs. I couldn't keep my hips from bucking and rolling in rhythm as his grip tightened, sending pulses of erotic energy racing up my spine (SP: 34).
Suddenly his hands released me, and his tongue slid out of my mouth. I coughed, sputtering on his thick saliva as I tried to suck in a full breath.
"On your knees," he ordered.
I knelt obediently, allowing him full control over me without even using the leash. Once I was down, he shoved me forward onto my hands and took up position behind me. I could feel his cock bobbing between my legs and a tremor crawled up my spine.
I hung my head in shame, hiding behind a curtain of green tresses but eager for what came next. I spread my legs and arched my back, presenting my soaking wet cunt like a cat in heat. It was utterly pointless to resist...and with my Stim Points at thirty-four, I was aching for his hard, green cock.
"I've been waiting for this since you were first brought before me," he groaned, stroking the rounded head of his dick through my silky, sopping folds (SP: 35). "Watching how easily you advanced past that first ALPHA!"
I trembled, feeling my jiggling tits and pregnant belly hanging beneath me. The teasing slid of his dickhead, parting my pussy lips, spreading my juices and casually bumping my clit, drove me wild (SP: 36).
"Seeing you succumb to DRAKNUT only made it worse," he went on. "Especially when you proved simply to be too much for him despite your submission."
He continued to tease me, bouncing the tip of his member against my button until I was panting and shaking (SP: 37-38). Still he made me wait, open and arched, surrendered and vulnerable.
"However, after I had you in the baths, I knew you would be no match for the CHAMPION," he continued. "So I changed the rules, hoping to get what I needed from you before he made you his..."
I moaned loudly when he finally pushed inside me (SP: 40). His rigid member swelled against my inner walls, sending a rush of white heat through my abdomen. My skinny arms shook and my nipples hardened achingly as he plunged to his full length. I gasped feeling his hips pressed against my backside, and his big hands gripping my supple curves.
"Yessss," he hissed, and I couldn't help but echo. "It is everything I dreamed..."
His second thrust made me moan again (SP: 41). His grip tightened and he began to fuck me! I wrapped myself around his hard cock, feeling it glide through my slick juices. My pussy continued to gush, quivering eagerly. Every hard thrust sent a pulse of erotic energy through the curves of my body (SP: 42). I whined feeling my tits bounce and bob as he pumped me, spreading an anxious pressure through my chest (SP: 43). My pregnant belly lurched with each thrust, and I felt the larva squirming inside when it swayed.
Helpless revulsion crept into my mind. The Pit Boss would use my body however he wanted, and I couldn't do anything but beg for more. Then eventually I'd give birth to a Zauknoid tadpole. What was happening to me!?
His steel rod continued to swell inside me, getting harder and hotter (SP: 44). I felt my tight little cunt stretching around him. My hips began to ache as he yanked them back, plunging so deep and hard I couldn't help but buck in response to every thrust (SP: 45)!
For an instant, I thought he might be getting close to maxing his Stim Points when I felt him let go with one hand. Before that relief could be more than a passing thought, he began to pull back on the leash. With his thick rigid cock plowing my pussy, the wave of submissive urges brought on by that tug melted my mind into soft pink mush. He drew me back into a half-arched position, not quite choking me but creating a tension through my whole body. Then he began fucking me even harder! Every thrust rocked through my body, reverberating against the tension held by the leash. Every pulse saturated my mind with submissive urges, but with no directions to follow I merely melted into a thoughtless drooling fuck toy!
Mewling desperately, I begged and bucked against the Pit Boss's plunging cock! Orgasmic energy strummed through my tense body like a guitar string. The pressure built through my chest until my nipples ached so intensely, I thought they might blow right off!
The Pit Boss began to sync gentle tugs on the leash with sharp thrusts into my quivering cunt! I cried out, begging for more, harder! The pressure in my chest released downward in a sudden wet rush through my trembling hips! At the same time orgasmic lightning raced up my spine, flash frying what was left of my brain (SP: 50!!)!
I came in a warm, forceful gush as the Pit Boss plunged all the way inside me and blew his load! Every curve on my body shook, and my pussy spasmed around his cock, as if it were trying to milk every last drop of cum.
Finally, we both went limp. He released my hips, slouching back against the wall and letting the leash slip from his other hand. I slumped onto my side on the dirt floor, careful of my bulging stomach and my precious larval baby within. I curled around the alien baby bump, feeling it squirm as climactic aftershocks trembled through my body.
Still drenched in orgasmic energy and leftover submissive urges, my mind was numb. I couldn't even think about grabbing my leash and making a run for it. Instead, I laid in the dirt, hugging my pregnant belly and feeling a confusing intimacy with the squirmy monster growing inside me.
In my periphery, the PREG notification was now glowing red.
Next... Maze Escape.
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Stage 2-6: Maze Escape
I barely noticed that the PREG notification in my periphery was glowing red now.
I was completely naked, laying on the dirt floor of the maze, or labyrinth, or whatever, hugging my pregnant belly. Not far off the Pit Boss was slouched against the rough stone wall, groaning in satisfaction. He’d dropped my leash after filling me with cum, but at the moment I couldn’t even think about grabbing it or making a getaway. The submissive desires that had left my mind numb were receding slowly, not to mention I was still reeling from an explosive orgasm.
I pushed up into a seated position, looking down at my skinny, feminine arms and feeling the heavy sway of breasts on my chest. Sitting back on the padding of my full, round butt, I settled my bulging stomach between a pair of curvy hips and crossed my long, slender legs. I could feel the Zauknoid larva starting to squirm inside. It was a bit unsettling, but I couldn’t deny a growing sense of affection for the little worm. More evidence of the game flooding my mind with female hormones and emotions. I didn’t, or shouldn’t have any mothering instincts, so it couldn’t be any kind of natural reaction, mentally I was still a man...wasn’t I?
Suddenly, the Pit Boss lurched into motion. I looked up in surprise to see him jerking awkwardly and kicking his feet. As I watched, I realized it looked like his entire body was glitching the same way his face had been the past couple days. When he writhed to standing position, I forced myself to do the same. My boobs felt heavy, and my bulging stomach swayed uncomfortably, forcing me to use the wall for support.
Once on his feet, the Pit Boss seemed to freeze in place. His limbs were twisted awkwardly, sticking out in unnatural directions like there was something wrong with his animation sequences. His green oval head swiveled towards me, the expression frozen in a glitchy twist.
“It-it-it’zzzz You!” his twisted mouth flapped unnaturally. “The code...c-code prompt.”
Suddenly my mind flashed back to the end of my boss battle with Gnash One-eye. Captain Korvas had appeared on a giant screen, glitched out, and said something very similar!
“Who are you?” I asked quickly. “What is this?”
“Not much-much time!” he replied. “The virus-ware will debug me quickly...”
“Wait, what virus?”
“Pro-pro-progrrram corrupted...code prompt must reach fi-fi-final **BZZZZZT!!!**” He trailed off into a deafening buzz that seemed to come, not from his malformed mouth but all around.
“Are you calling me the ‘code prompt’?” I asked, not sure if he could still answer. “And before you, er, the Pit Boss or whoever kept saying there’s something special about me...”
**BZZZZTT!!!** Another loud buzz shook through the tunnel.
“Special-special-special...” it looped robotically. “Programs can read dev-dev-deviation in code...”
“So there is a deviation in my code,” I gasped, taking a step towards him. “Is that the corrupted file on my character profile?”
“Yezz...Co-Co-Code prompt,” he buzzed.
“What’s that mean, what code prompt?”
“Muzzt-must reach fi-fi-final stage to activate ant-ant-anti-**BZZZZRRT!!**” He stumbled back, glitching again and hit the wall with a shudder.
There was a loud clear BING and a glowing orange progress bar appeared in front of him that said REBOOTING... He seemed to force one arm to reach toward me, holding out a twitchy finger.
“Quick-quick-quick!” he blurted. “The lo-lo-lock!”
I took another step forward, somewhat unsure but having the undeniable urge that I should listen. He also took a step towards me, reaching for my neck. I hesitated, what even was this? Before I could make up my mind, he lurched forward and poked the padlock on my collar. To my astonishment I heard and felt the lock click open, then the chain-link collar fell off my neck!
I stumbled back in shock, reaching up to touch my naked throat.
“Must escape!” the glitch asserted. “Reach final sta-sta-sta- **BZZZZRRT!**”
He froze as the progress bar reached 50%. His limbs and face started flickering back into their normal shape.
Somewhat in shock, I opened my HUD. Unfortunately, everything was still the same. None of my skills had unlocked, and my status still read: BREEDER.
What was it Eyla and Crowther had said? They had to get Eyla out of the Breeding Pits before her status reset.
At least I was free of the leash, now nothing could stop me from running. I turned and started down the tunnel. Feeling a sudden lurch of my pregnant stomach, I paused clutching it. Okay, maybe I wouldn’t exactly be running.
Looking down the tunnel, which was only dimly lit by the iridescent moss clinging to the walls, a nervous twinge crawled up my spine. I remembered the skittering in the shadows and the confusing twists and turns we’d come through. I had no idea how to get back! No idea what those skittering monsters would do to my slow moving pregnant self. And speaking of; no idea what would happen when I had to give birth. A wave of insecurity washed over me, and I felt tears brimming...man, I hated being such a crier in this body.
Glancing at the Pit Boss and seeing his reboot percentage reaching the 90’s, an idea popped into my mind. I hurried forward, scooping up the leash and collar. He looked back to normal but hadn’t unfrozen yet. I reached out tentatively, made sure I could still touch him, then quickly wrapped the collar around what passed for his neck and clicked the lock into place!
Holding the end of the leash, I then stepped back as far as I could, and waited.
The progress bar reached 100% then flashed and flickered out. The Pit Boss glanced around, looking slightly confused before fixing those grey oval eyes on me.
“What happened, BREEDER?” he took a step towards me, then noticed the swing of the leash. “What is the meaning of this?” He grabbed at the collar around his neck.
“Hands off!” I snapped with a slight tug.
The Pit Boss’s hands dropped to his sides immediately. I couldn’t repress a grin as anger flared across his inhuman face and he looked at me.
“What happened? How are you doing this?”
“Nevermind all that,” I replied quickly. “You know the way out of here don’t you?”
“We are in the Labyrinth...?” It was part question and part statement. He looked around as if acclimating himself.
“Yes! Where you brought us,” I said. “Do you remember that?” He’d been glitchy for a few days, I couldn’t be sure if the program had rebooted him back to before any of that had happened?
“Yes,” his angry glare flashed back at me. “Mostly...the past few days seem a bit...”
“Choppy?” I offered when he trailed off.
He nodded.
“Yeah, I know the feeling,” I sighed and then gave the leash a little tug. “Get dressed, now you are going to lead us out of here!”
He grimaced, sort of gritting his pointed teeth and glared down at the leash. I think he was trying to resist, but then he bent down and started pulling on his coveralls.
“This way...” he hissed, turning to start down the tunnel.
I could see and knew what he was going through, that desire to resist being overwhelmed by the forced obedience of the collar and leash. I took silent enjoyment in that small revenge. I followed cautiously, keeping the leash basically at full length between us.
“How did you get that leash off, BREEDER?” he asked a short time later.
“Doesn’t matter, just keep moving.”
He grumbled but kept stomping along ahead of me. We hadn’t gone far when a sudden wave of agony spiraled through my stomach, then down into my hips (PN: 1). I groaned in surprise and pain, doubling over and clutching my bulging stomach. Inside I felt the larval ZAUK lurch, then a warm rush of liquid spilled down my inner thighs.
“Shit!” I gasped as the pain passed. In my periphery the PREG notification was starting to pulse brighter.
The Pit Boss stopped, turning back towards me. “Ah ha! It is time!”
“Time for what?” I grunted...although I knew the answer.
“Time for you to become a mother of ZAUKS!” he declared, that needle-toothed grin spreading across his face. “Remove this collar so I can-”
“Not fucken likely,” I groaned. “I can walk, keep us moving.” I lashed the leash like reigns on a horse. He snarled at me but turned and kept moving.
I followed after, my body now feeling tense and heavy. We made it several yards before another wave of pain coiled around my stomach (PN: 2). I had to pause again.
The Pit Boss turned back to me. “We should stop until-”
“No, we shouldn’t,” I spit through grit teeth. “I need you to get me out of this maze!”
He scowled but turned and led on. We didn’t get far before I had to stop for another contraction (PN: 3). This one was so intense, it left me gasping for breath afterwards. I pushed us on a little further, when the next one gripped me. This time I couldn’t keep from crying out (PN: 4). The pain felt as if I was going to explode, or implode, or possibly just tear right in half.
I’ve always been told women had a higher tolerance for pain than men, but apparently that perk didn’t come with my female body. This was nearly unbearable!
We kept moving a bit further, but when the next contraction came, I knew we would have to stop. I stumbled, having to lean against the wall and whimpering in pain as a crushing pressure constricted around my hips and stomach (PN:5). They were coming quicker and getting more painful. I could see the writing on the wall.
“Alright, shit,” I groaned. “What do you know about this whole birthing process?”
The Pit Boss grinned. “Remove the leash and...”
“Oh fuck ooohhhhFF-” my voice pealed out into a screech as I was seized by another contraction (PN: 6).
I slumped against the wall, then sank to the floor. I was gasping for breath. It felt like everything had shifted downward. My stomach was churning. My hips were aching. I could feel the larva wiggling around inside, it seemed to be moving more deliberately now.
I tried desperately to remember any conversation I’d ever had with the women I knew IRL about giving birth. Then any scenes from movies I could think of. I knew Lamaze was some kind of breathing method but not much more than that.
“We should probably get moving,” the Pit Boss said. “I’ve got to lead you out-”
I screamed as another contraction coiled around me and wrenched the leash so hard he stumbled and fell backwards (PN: 7). I gathered up the leash, reeling him towards me and glaring into his lifeless grey eyes.
“I’m not letting go of this leash,” I snarled. “Which means you have to do what I say and I’m saying help me goddam give birth!”
“Of course,” he replied, grinning and taking up position at my feet.
I cried out again as pain shot through me (PN: 8). It was getting harder to think with each contraction, so I wrapped the leash around my hand to make sure I wouldn’t accidently drop it.
“Spread your legs and lay back,” the Pit Boss instructed.
I did as he said, laying back against the wall and opening my legs as much as I could. All the pressure building through my abdomen gathered between my hips. The squirmy larva inside me seemed to move down as well, almost as if it were looking for the way out.
“Of course, normally the nursery ZAUKs are here to handle this part,” the Pit Boss said. “But I believe it’s time to push.”
I suddenly wished I’d paid more attention when I’d been there for Eyla’s birth. I took solace in remembering at least how quick it had been. So when I felt the next contraction beginning I leaned into it. The pain intensified so sharply I cried out and my head spun (PN: 10). The moment passed but left me gasping for breath.
The PREG notification was now flashing red. Watching my PAIN meter climb I remembered Eyla saying that it maxed out her PAIN points. This was still part of the game, right? Guess I had figured out how to play.
As I began to feel the next contraction, I braced myself and began to push! The pain flared right away, an unbearable pressure building between my hips (PN: 11-12-13).
“Shit!”
“Doing well, BREEDER,” the Pit Boss encouraged from between my legs.
“Fuck. You.”
The next contraction began and I pushed again. I could sense myself opening in response to the pressure. Everything pushing downward until it felt like I was going to burst. Sweat beaded across my forehead and tears spilled down my cheeks (PN: 14-15-16).
“Almost there...”
I was in too much pain to even cuss at him this time. I knew if I could hold the pressure just a bit longer, this would all be over... I sucked in a deep breath feeling the contraction begin. I screamed, pushing with everything I had (PN: 17). My hands clawed the dirt, my heels dug in, and I clenched my teeth against the agony (PN: 18). The larval ZAUK moved further down, wiggling toward my opening. I felt my hips spreading, the pressure becoming so intense I was certain they were going split apart (PN: 19). Something thick and slimy began to ooze through my labia as his head pressed from the inside out. I threw my head back, crying out as searing pain ripped through me and I felt my vagina forced open, stretching around its big slimy head (PN: 20)!
The Pit Boss reached in and pulled. My entire body shuddered as every inch of its squirming body slithered out of my pussy. A sudden wave of relief was almost immediate, a complete release, and I slumped onto the floor, gasping for breath.
Big red letters appeared in the air before me: YOU HAVE GIVEN BIRTH TO A ZAUK!! Finally that PREG notification faded. PAIN MAXED OUT! flashed before my eyes. STAMINA REDUCED: 1. INTELLIGENCE REDUCED: 1. I was already exhausted, and now that fog descended over my brain, making it difficult to think.
“Congratulation, BREEDER,” the Pit Boss said.
I propped up onto my elbows. He was still kneeling between my legs, now clutching a squirming, green larval Zauknoid. It had the big oval head, and writhing tadpole like body. It seemed to turn towards me, blinking with big pink eyes. I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about it, so I laid back with a groan, waiting for my head to clear.
“You must feel incredibly satisfied,” he went on. “Surely this one will grow into a strong ALPHA...” He launched into one those diatribes about my purpose and place as a BREEDER, fortunately I was too spent to really pay attention.
Eventually he’d trailed off, and I got a few minutes of silence to regather my wits. I squeezed the leash in my hand to make sure it was still there. Then with my head beginning to clear, I rolled over and scooted back to the wall. The Pit Boss was standing somewhat idly, holding my baby-I mean, the larval ZAUK.
“So what happens to the little worm now?” I asked, running a hand through my damp, green hair.
He glanced over at me. “Your child needs to be taken to the nursey caves so they can feed him.”
My child... It sounded so natural, but this was all too surreal. I had to admit that looking at the slimy little tadpole, knowing it had grown inside me, that my body had nurtured it, stirred some confusing feelings. It was almost cute and I felt a subtly possessive urge...I shook my head, and reminded myself it was just a program, just part of the game.
“Well, unfortunately the little guy’s gonna have to wait,” I said, getting to my feet. It was an almost unexpectedly huge relief to have my body back to normal. Without the huge bulging stomach, I stood easily and felt as nimble as I had before the pregnancy. “You’re gonna lead me out of this place first!”
“But the baby-” the Pit Boss started to protest but I gave the leash a little shake.
“Nuh uh! Quickest way out, now!”
His big grey eyes narrowed, gritting his needle-like teeth as he nodded. “Quickest way out then.”
I let out a little more length to the leash as he turned and headed into the tunnel. The dim light cast by the iridescent moss seemed less creepy now, and I barely noticed the skittering at the shadowy edges. I was mostly distracted by the relief in every step now that my pregnancy had ended. I felt lighter on my feet once again, walking normally.
I did however begin to notice that we hadn’t taken an actual turn for a while. Looking around I realized the tunnel was carved with more of a gradual, but continuous curve to it. Getting the very distinct sense and feeling that we were going deeper into the labyrinth, I began to wonder if the Pit Boss had somehow overcome the control of my leash.
“Where are we?”
“Almost there.”
“Almost where? It really seems like we’re going deeper in.”
The Pit Boss glanced back, and I could see the smirk on his green face. “Yes, we are.”
I yanked on the leash, jerking him to a stop. “I thought you were leading me out? I told you-”
“You said the quickest way out,” he cut me off. “The quickest exit is located at the center of the labyrinth.”
I huffed. Of course that could only make sense in video game logic. “How much further?”
“It’s just ahead now,” he replied continuing forward.
True to his word it was a short distance when we rounded a final bend and reached a pair of rusted metal gates. Just beyond I could see the tunnel opened into a much larger chamber. The air before me lit up in big red letters: YOU HAVE DISCOVERED THE ZAUKNOTAUR’S LAIR!
“What the fuck is this?” I huffed again, crossing my arms in frustration. How could I not have realized that video game logic also dictated some kind of a boss battle.
“This is what you asked for,” he replied. “All you must do is satisfy the ZAUKNOTAUR’s lust and he will allow you to use his secret escape tunnel.”
“You tricked me,” I pouted. “And just what the hell is a ZAUKNOTAUR?”
“Why he is the master of this labyrinth, of course.”
“Of course,” I sighed, walking to the rusted metal gates. They weren’t locked. Looking into the arena I could see that the walls and ceiling were domed. That iridescent moss covered almost every inch, making that room much brighter than the tunnels we’d taken to get here. I glanced back at the smug expression the Pit Boss was giving me. Then I looked down at the leash in my hand.
“Maybe I should make you satisfy his lust...”
“You could,” His smirk only widened. “But the beast will only allow those who have sated him to pass through the secret tunnel.”
“Of course...and what happens if I lose?”
“Those who cannot sate his lust, will sate his hunger.”
“Fucken great,” I sighed. “And I suppose you think once I’m distracted by this thing, you’ll scurry off back the pits?”
“The little one does need his milk.”
I scowled and shoved the gates open, yanking the Pit Boss in behind me. He began to protest but couldn’t resist. I quickly pulled the gates closed and used the leash to tie them shut.
“What do you think you’re doing?” he snarled.
“I know you wanted me and probably still do,” I said stepping back from the ugliest, most convoluted knot I could manage. “So much so it made you bug out and alter your programing.” I stepped in close, running my hand up his arm. “You may have tricked me, but you know what if I have to fuck this thing to escape, I’m gonna make you watch me do it!”



I’ll admit, I took great satisfaction in the way his inhuman face twisted from confusion to anger as I spoke. I grabbed the short length of leash between him and the gates, gave it a slight tug. “Stay!”
I wasn’t sure how long that would work, or if the control would be broken as soon as I let go, but it hardly mattered. As I walked toward the center of the arena, I wiggled my naked ass and glanced back to make sure he was watching.
An ominous rumbling shook through the walls, drawing my attention. At the far end of the arena, I noticed a seemingly secret door opening. Heavy footsteps tromped the ground as a dark figure lumbered through into the eerie mossy lighting. It was the largest Zauknoid I’d seen yet, bigger than the CHAMPION had been. Two massive arms hung from a muscular body, dragging knobby knuckles through the dirt. The skin was brown, with furry tufts sticking up here and there. The typically large oval head had very atypical horns sprouting from either side. Glowing red eyes glared at me across the chamber, sending a chill up my spine. Instead of feet, its stubby legs ended in hooves, and I couldn’t help but notice that, like the CHAMPION, it had a pair of massive cocks hanging between them.
BONUS STIM BATTLE! The words appeared between us. BEGIN!!
The ZAUKNOTAUR roared and began stomping towards me.
Despite the butterflies in my stomach, I held my ground. No sense in running. I glanced down at my female body to remind myself that it was built and designed for this kind of thing. However, seeing my plump tits and feeling my heart thumping between them, and every soft, slender curve below completely naked, it just left me feeling vulnerable. Looking back at the approaching beast, the closer he got the smaller and more vulnerable I felt!
“H-hey there, big boy,” I stammered trying to think of something sexy and clever to say. Nothing came to mind, except for how pointless it probably was to try and seduce the sex-crazed alien-bull-thing coming for me.
With a deep breath I walked towards it, making sure to thrust my boobs out and switch my hips as I walked. He stopped when I started moving, glowing red eyes dipping towards my chest. Pawing the ground with one hoof, his creepy gaze scanned over the rest of my naked body.
“Like what you see?” I murmured.
He snorted wordlessly in response and took a lurching step forward. I fell back on instinct, holding up my hands. A long thick tongue slithered between flat, square teeth as he licked his lips.
“Yeah, you do,” I swallowed, then lunged forward!
Big hands came up quick to grab me, but I slipped past them. Grabbing at brawny shoulders, I pulled myself up to bury my face in his neck and began kissing. The beast hesitated, so I pressed my body against it. Unlike the rubbery ZAUK flesh I was used to, this hide felt rough and leathery against my soft skin. That didn’t stop me from squirming my curvy hips against his pelvis. I felt a rush of warmth and the prodding as both cocks began to harden. Thick arms enfolded me, squeezing my plump tits against a muscular chest. I moaned softly and began licking and sucking his neck.
I noticed TEASE light up in my periphery and a slight swell of confidence rushed through me. The ZAUKNOTAUR shuddered and a groan rumbled through its chest.
Big hands moved over my back, pulling me in tighter, before sliding down to cup my ass. Squeezing tightly, it pulled one of my legs up to hook around its hip. I took the hint, grinding my pussy against the two swelling cocks. Feeling the stiff shafts rubbing against my sensitive lips sent a rush up my torso that made my nipples tighten. I sucked in a breath, grinding against his cocks a little more eagerly than I meant to (SP: 1-2). Keeping an arm hooked around that neck, I reached down with the other to grab one of those cocks. I continued to devour his neck until my saliva was dripping down his shoulder. I began to stroke and felt the thick shaft hardening against my palm.
“Oh wow!” I gasped, glancing back towards the Pit Boss. “Just one of his cocks is so much bigger than yours!”
The ZAUKNOTAUR moaned, squeezing my ass with one hand, while the other slid up and into my thick green hair. Grabbing a handful, he peeled me off his neck! I reached back to try and pull his hand loose, but before I could the hand on my ass lifted me off the ground!
Its cock slipped out of my hand and TEASE BLOCKED flashed.
That thick tongue rushed out of its mouth and began slithering over my chest. It swirled around my plump breasts, lapping my nipples into stiff, tingling nubs (SP: 3-4), even as I was trying, and failing to twist out of his grasp.
I needed to reengage TEASE! If I lost this battle and the ZAUKNOTAUR ate me? I’d lose a life and probably respawn back in my Breeding Pit cell, chained up again!
I managed to wrap both legs around his waist and pulled myself back in against him. He continued slathering my plump tits with his thick warm saliva (SP: 5). Every time his rough tongue dragged over my nipples a stimulating burst of sparks flooded my chest (SP: 6-7).
I reached up and grabbed one of his horns, yanking his head to the side. He grunted, momentarily distracted and I lunged forward biting down hard on his neck. I pulled myself tight, rubbing my slimy tits against his chest and devouring his neck once more. TEASE flashed again and he moaned against me. His big hands caressed down my side, sending chills racing over my curves (SP: 8).
“That’s right, big guy,” I moaned against his neck. “Just let momma take care of you.”
Momma? The word just slipped out without my even thinking about it...
I realized he was too strong to keep under control with just my TEASE ability but while he was distracted, I let myself slide down his body. I held close and planted a string of kisses down his burly chest, even though his rough hide chaffed against my soft lips. In short order I was nuzzling into his crotch. I sensed him reaching down for me, so I didn’t waste any time. Grabbing a thick cock in each hand, I began kissing, licking and stroking both shafts.
Now, the ZAUKNOTAUR let out a loud moan and I felt it sway on its hooves.
I could feel the heat flooding through both cocks. They were getting hard in my hands and rigid against my tongue. The musky scent and salty taste triggered a rush of desire that I still wasn’t fully comfortable with (SP: 9). Without dwelling on that, I wrapped my lips around the head of one cock, sucking gently before pulling away and swirling my tongue around the tip. Its hips twitched when I did, a squirt of precum splattered across my tongue, sending a sudden quiver between my legs that made me wet (SP: 10)!
My hand pumped that cock, as I switched to the other and sucked it into my eager little mouth. It was hot and hard and already so big I had to open wide just to get it in (SP: 11). I sucked hard, then switched back to the first. Those big hands were crawling over my shoulders and playing in my hair as I struggled to find a rhythm, trying to activate my BLOWJOB ability. I sucked one cock then the other, making sure to keep stroking the alternate shaft as I did.
As I wrapped my lips around one hard cock, his hand clamped down on the back of my head...then his hips bucked forward! His rigid shaft slid over my tongue, racing to the back of my throat and making me gag (SP: 12). He didn’t let me switch, keeping his grip on my head and pulling back to thrust in deep again! I gagged and sucked as he pumped in and out, the sensation of the hot slide sending a rush through my torso (SP: 13).
When the ZAUKNOTAUR pulled out and switched sides, I didn’t resist in the slightest, sucking the new cock hungrily as it plunged into my mouth! I gagged on the head, feeling the tingle of precum in my throat (SP: 14). I reached under grabbing his balls, both sets, and rolling the four firm orbs in my dainty hands. I felt his hips tremble, even as they bucked against my face. Each thrust and subsequent gag was like a lighting bolt through my body, making my tits quiver and my pussy even wetter (SP: 15).
I knew I had lost control but part of me didn’t care. As he switched me back to the other cock, I sucked it like an eager little whore (SP: 16). Somewhere inside my male mind was screaming in protest but something about having his hand on the back of my head, forcing his thick hard shaft down my throat only fueled my lust (SP: 17). Feeling the simultaneous thrust of his shafts, one in my hand the other down my throat, gave me an idea.
Gathering just enough wits about myself, I pulled away and laid back on the ground. The ZAUNKOTAUR grunted in confusion but I kept hold of both cocks and pulled him down towards my chest. I glanced quickly above his head to check his Stim Counter: ZAUKNOTAUR StimP: 20. Not quite the gap I wanted, needed really. Especially with him having two cocks, it was just a matter of time before he used DOUBLE PENETRATION on me, costing double Stim Points just like when I’d been impregnated by the CHAMPION! But I was hoping I’d figured out a way to do a little double stimulation of my own!
The ZAUKNOTAUR knelt down, straddling me as both cocks thumped heavily on my chest. I quickly pressed my boobs together around his shafts. Then I leaned forward, darting my little tongue towards the tips. At that angle I could suck and tease the head of one cock while the other slid between my soft tits, which were still slick with his spit. Getting the idea, he thrust forward and I was actually a little surprised by how much dickhead filled my mouth (SP: 18). The ZAUKNOTAUR wasted no time taking full advantage of our new position!
His horned head rocked back, letting out an animalistic groan as he began pumping his hips. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, letting him slip in, out then back in again. The sensation of his rigid cock sliding between my sensitive tits sent tingles rushing through my chest (SP: 19). The heat of his shaft flushed through my neck and into my cheeks. He was so hard, sliding back and forth, my nipples tightened, aching more intensely the faster he pumped. The salty tingle of precum spurting into my mouth only made me want more (SP:20). I could feel it stringing from my lips and tickling my neck as he oozed over my chest too.
I groaned as his hips rocked against my torso. Big hands covered mine, squeezing my tits even tighter around his driving shaft. I slurped eagerly on the head of his cock as it slipped between my lips and caught myself making pouty little whines when it pulled back. The heat of his two throbbing erections radiated through my torso, creeping down my arms until even my fingertips were tingling. He squeezed my tits so tight every thrust made me gasp for breath and sent an erotic charge through the firm bulbs (SP: 21-22-23)!
I tried to stay focused, but my head was swimming with desire. I hadn’t thought letting him tit-fuck me would be this arousing but the sensation of his hot rigid shaft sliding against my sensitive flesh was driving me wild! Never mind the taste of his cock on my lips. I may have outsmarted myself this time... Between my legs I could already feel my pussy gushing and trembling with need.
A shudder ran through his hips, vibrating through my chest and we both moaned together. His big hands grabbed my wrists, yanking them out to the sides as his head lolled, and that thick tongue rolled out to lick his lips. He was so strong I couldn’t do anything but lay beneath him, squirming and panting. When he began to move down my body, I didn’t resist...hell, I wanted what was coming next at that point.
As the ZAUKNOTAUR turned my hips, sliding his hands over my curvy ass and along my trembling legs, I glanced over at the Pit Boss. He hadn’t freed himself, and his big grey eyes were fixed on me. I noticed one hand was shoved into his cover-alls, and when I glanced over his head I was shocked to see: PitBoss StimP: 23.
He was getting off on watching me with the ZAUKNOTAUR!?
As I felt two rock-hard cocks prodding at me, I blew the Pit Boss a kiss and wiggled against them. I was looking right into those emotionless oval eyes as the ZAUKNOTAUR penetrated me. My mouth fell open and I cried out! “Oh fuck!”
My head spun as electricity raced through my body (SP: 27)! My ass stretched around his thick steel rod painfully. At the same time my pussy quivered against his rigid shaft. The intense rush of pressure stole my breath as the ZAUKNOTAUR’s two cocks filled me all the way up. I squirmed, whimpering as my body strained to take them in but with no choice as he pressed forward insistently!
“Oh fuck fuck...oh shit!” I moaned as he pulled back, then shoved in again...deeper (SP: 29). DOUBLE PENETRATION lit up in my peripheral notifications. My heart might’ve sank...if it didn’t feel so good!
I grabbed his wrists, just attempting to anchor myself somehow. The ZAUKNOTAUR growled and bucked his hips against my ass hard! I squealed underneath him as both cocks rushed so deep inside me (SP: 32). The hard dick in my ass shot lightning along my spine, while my pussy gushed around a driving shaft. The sensation was overwhelming. Every thrust sent a burst of heat through my torso that left me tingling. With both cocks plunging inside me, the scintillating mix of pleasure and pain was constant, I couldn’t settle-in or relax.
Without really thinking about it, I glanced back at the Pit Boss. “He’s so fucking hard...” I squealed between thrusts. “...So fucking deep!”
The hot pumping in my ass built an irresistible pressure through my hips. It crept down my legs and my knees started shaking. I could feel every ridge and vein sliding through my cunt, electrifying every nerve. I squirmed anxiously against his grip, unable to move as he fucked me. My head spun, my heart raced, and his pace quickened.
I began moaning like a whore. He began thrusting hard enough to make my tits bounce. Every jiggle ached. My nipples felt tight enough to shoot off. I could barely stand it, so I pulled one of his big hands up to my chest. He grabbed my breast so hard I cried out! When he began to knead the sensitive flesh a rush of energy flooded through my torso!
Suddenly every hard thrust sent waves of heat and pleasure crashing over me! My mind went numb with the sensation! I was screaming out as both cocks plunged so deep I could almost feel them in my stomach. My hot, slick pussy was pulsating around his throbbing shaft. My tight little ass ached with every pulse. Scintillating tension built through my body, quivering over every curve until even my long legs were shaking from hips to toes.
“Oh fuck yes!” I heard myself squealing. “Please please make me cum!”
The ZAUKNOTAUR grunted and made me scream again! He plowed into me even harder and deeper...somehow. I could feel his two steel rods inside me, sliding, pumping, stretching and only separated by a small piece of me. Every thrust bounced my tits even as the heat and pressure built until I thought my chest would burst. Orgasmic energies flooded into my mind, throbbing between my ears and even drowning out the hammering of my heart.
I couldn’t stand it! I wanted to cum so badly I began squirming against his hips, meeting every hard thrust and pushing his twin cocks a little deeper. One throbbing in my tight little ass, stretching me past my limits. The other like a piston pounding my hot wet pussy. I was drowning in the mix of pleasure and pain, numb and dizzy and my only thoughts were of begging for more!
The ZAUKNOTAUR threw his head back and let out a deafening roar! He shoved in so deep I felt like I was splitting up the middle! Then I felt a burst of heat inside my body, a sticky flood of warmth that finally made me cum! All at once the tension seemed to snap and the building pressure seemed to flow out through every curve and limb. I cried out, clawing at the dirt floor as the orgasm overwhelmed me. I rocked and writhed against his hips, milking his cocks with my ass and pussy at the same time. I shook and quivered as the climax dragged on, and the ZAUKNOTAUR emptied all four of his balls into me.
When he pulled out, I could only lay on the floor, squirming and gasping for breath. I barely noticed as he stumbled, rocking back on his hooves and falling flat on his back.
YOU HAVE MAXED OUT THE ZAUKNOTAUR’S STIM!! Flashed before my eyes. BONUS STIM BATTLE -- YOU WIN!!
Realizing I’d completely lost track of my own Stim Counter, I propped myself up on my elbows more than a little surprised. NEW SKILL ACQUIRED: TIT-FUCK!!
But then another notification flashed: YOU HAVE MAXED OUT THE PIT BOSS’S STIM!! This followed by: ACHIEVEMENT UNLOCKED: CUCKOLD!!
In confusion I glanced towards the Pit Boss who was sagging against the metal gate I’d tied him to. I noticed a wet spot dripping down the leg of his overalls and over his head in red flashing letters: PIT BOSS StimP: 50!
I slumped back onto the floor, barely able to believe how this had gone down. In the air above me I saw: DEVIL’S MINES MAZE CLEARED!!
I couldn’t hold back a delighted little giggle.
When I heard the ZAUKNOTAUR stirring, I sat up again. He clamored back to his hooves, then turned towards me. His glowing red eyes were now a dim yellow, and his mouth twisted in a crooked smile. He nodded at me groggily, then sauntered over to the moss covered wall and shoved a section of it aside. When he did, I received the notification: SECRET TUNNEL DISCOVERED!
I was still weak and feeling the occasional orgasmic aftershock, but I forced myself to stand. I headed unsteadily towards the tunnel, squirming a bit with every step. The ZAUKNOTAUR’s cum was still leaking from both my ass and pussy, dripping down my legs.
Reaching the tunnel, I peered in cautiously. It actually split off in two separate branches. One led away into darkness, I couldn’t see anything, but I could hear a guttural snoring emanating from that direction. The other way sloped upwards and I could see light at the far end. Excitement surged through me and I started up the tunnel without a second thought. As I proceeded, the cool damp air turned dry and hot. After a short distance, the tunnel opened out into a small cave. Beyond the mouth of that cave, I could see slate grey mountains rising up from the sands of Sonhadra 6J.
YOU HAVE ESCAPED THE ZAUKNOID BREEDING PITS!! Appeared in the air before me. CONGRATULATIONS!!
Next... Boss Battle -- Devil Seth!
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Stage 2-7: Horny Devil Pass
YOU HAVE ESCAPED THE ZAUKNOID BREEDING PITS!! Appeared in the air before me. CONGRATULATIONS!!
The cool damp air of the tunnels had once again turned hot and dry. The light at the end of those tunnels had opened into a small cave. Excitement surged through me as I looked out through the mouth of that cave at the slate grey mountains rising up from the sands of Sonhadra.
All at once my HUD opened on its own. The PREGGERS bar blinked and disappeared, then my STIM bar returned to a maximum of 60! My skills: Masturbation, Tease, and Blowjob all unlocked. And last but definitely not least my BREEDER status vanished, returning my class and level to BOUNTY HUNTER (level 3).
LEX HAS LEVELED UP! BOUNTY HUNTER (level 4)! Flashed next, followed by: MAX HP +5. MAX StimP +5.
I felt a sudden surge of excitement and couldn't restrain myself from jumping up and down, shouting, or rather squealing, in triumph. When the action set my heavy tits bobbing and bouncing, I had to stop and grab them. My cheeks flushed and I couldn't help but giggle, seems I still wasn't used to the nuances of my female body.
Near the mouth of the cave I noticed a flashing box floating in midair. It was a MED PACK white with a red glowing cross on it. I hurried over and grabbed it. The warm glow dissolved into my hands the instant I touched it, spreading through my body and refilling my health bar (HP: 65).
There was a dusty crate below where the MED PACK had been. The top was slightly ajar, so I opened it. Inside was all my clothes and gear. Reminded that this was still a video game, I wasn't sure whether to laugh or roll my eyes.
I pulled on the tight purple booty shorts that didn't quite cover all of my ample. After days of nakedness even their scant covering was still an immense relief. It was the same with the blue tube top as I tucked my plump breasts back into the skimpy bandeau. Next, I tugged on the purple jacket that matched my shorts. The best though, was sliding my feet back into the knee length black boots. I took a few experimental steps, loved not being barefoot anymore, and found I still felt unnaturally comfortable and agile on the high heels.
The crate also contained my PLASMA PISTOL (CHG: 6), as well as the belt and holster for it, all of which I slung around my hips, where they hung slightly off center. The PLASMA RIFLE was there too, it had no charges, but I tucked it back into my somewhat nebulous inventory. And finally, the E-LARIAT techno-cuff, which slid easily onto my wrist and reactivated.
Heading for the mouth of the cave, I hesitated for just a moment feeling the heat and the light of the dual suns wash over me. Finally. It was a little taste of heaven after all that time in those dank caves. There was a trail leading away and down the side of the mountain. This being a video game, I was confident it would lead me back to Devil Seth's mining complex...head quarters...hideout? Whatever it was.
I needed to find Eyla and Crowther. Glancing toward the back of the cave, where the tunnel led down to the ZAUKNOTAUR's lair, I realized I had no idea how long it had been since they'd tried to rescue me back in the pits. Hours? A day, even two? Long enough for me to give birth and wander around that damn labyrinth with the Pit Boss for a while. Hopefully, they had been able to escape the CHAMPION and his minions, but would they have followed us?
Trying to navigate that place on my own seemed like a terrible idea. Especially on the slim chance of finding my friends similarly wandering through the dark twists and turns. Following video game logic, there was likely a map of the maze hidden somewhere. Savvy gamers like them would think of that and go to looking for it, wouldn't they? Regardless, I decided that's what I would do, and what I was going to do.
The trail descended at a sharp angle. Luckily, I was incredibly agile in Lex's body, so even in high heels I moved quickly. It was dusty and hot and every once in a while a stinging gust of hot wind would blast me with the Sonhadran sand. I had never been an outdoorsy type, even as a man, so I wasn't sure which direction I was going. I guessed it to be about midmorning though, the suns seemed to be climbing higher, not dropping towards the horizon. Nearing the bottom, I rounded an outcropping of rock, absently shielding against another stinging gust.
Suddenly I heard the sound of something disturbing the gravel to my right. I hopped back, spinning towards the sound, my hand flying to the handle of my Plasma Pistol. Of course, there was nothing there. Scanning the area, I continued along the trail more cautiously.
I hadn't gone far before a similar noise came from my left. This time I just barely caught a glimpse of something moving behind one of the slate gray boulders scattered along the path. It was shiny black and low to the ground and my stomach tightened as an anxious prickle crept over my skin. I took out the Plasma Pistol and kept moving. I had only taken a few steps when there was a flurry of motion on the ground to my right. I spun towards it, my eyes bulging at the sight of a huge black scorpion skittering towards me!
Its body must have been almost two feet long, not counting the long, curved tail, and standing more than a foot off the ground. A startled shriek sprang through my lips and I back pedaled frantically. Two huge claws snapped eagerly at my legs. Avoiding their swipes made it nearly impossible to aim my Plasma Pistol.
I came to a sudden stop, distractedly backing into one of the boulders. The scorpion hesitated just a split second, then its tail shot forward! I dove out of the way, hearing it slam into the rock behind me. A nimble summersault carried me right to my knees, weapon at the ready. When I blasted the creature, it flipped onto its back and curled up like a dead bug (CHG: 3).
I watched it cautiously, feeling like my skin wanted to crawl right off my body. When it didn't move again, I determined that one shot would kill these things. I also realized that there would be more of them, which tightened the knot in my stomach as I surveyed the trail ahead.
Then in big red letters HORNY DEVIL PASS appeared before me. This wasn't just a trail, it was a LEVEL. Of course it was, I don't know why I hadn't anticipated that to begin with. Looking further down, I began to make out conspicuous outcroppings and rocky platforms. At least that meant it should take me somewhere useful.
Absently tugging up my tube top, and gripping my Plasma Pistol a little tighter, I started the LEVEL. Almost right away there was motion on the ground in front of me. One of the scorpions scurried out from around one of the boulders. I drew my gun but it didn't come at me, instead disappearing behind another. I followed it, intent on disposing of the thing but it was gone.
Then I heard the click of segmented legs above me. Glancing up, I saw the creature looming on top of the boulder I'd just chased it around. I raised my Plasma Pistol but the scorpion was already leaping at me!
The huge bug slammed into me, knocking me flat on my back (HP:61). Once on top of me, its huge claws snapped around my wrists trapping my arms. I was too weak to pull free of them, but even as I tried to, its jointed legs folded around my hourglass figure immobilizing my torso and hips! I felt its chitinous head nuzzle between my breasts but then I saw the tail coil forward. Before my very eyes the tip of the stinger bulged and swelled, becoming much more...phallic.
"Oh fuck..."
I couldn't move as the tail descended towards my face, dripping something viscous from the tip. The venom tingled wherever it landed on my skin, the feeling surprisingly pleasant. Which meant it had to be some kind of aphrodisiac. Of course it was. I clamped my mouth shut and tried to turn my head away, but it hardly mattered as the tail just followed wherever I turned. The head of the engorged stinger pressed against my lips, and even though I squeezed them as tight as I could, it was able to push between them. Then it drove forward with enough force to spread my jaws!
Squirming helplessly, all I could do was moan in protest as the thick stinger began working in and out of my mouth (SP: 1). The shaft was firm and warm and oddly smooth as it moved over my tongue. It pushed to the back of my throat, making me gag and shiver against the hard insectile body. It slid out, then back in, again and again, pumping a little quicker each time (SP: 2-3). Soon my mouth was coated with the syrupy venom, tangy and tingling as it seeped down my throat.
I gagged on every stroke, which were now coming with the quickness and intensity you would expect from a scorpion's sting. I found myself sucking on the phallic stinger, savoring the taste and sensations. Every swift deep pulse seemed to trigger wordless submissive urges that spun through my head and made me want to suck even harder (SP: 4).
Suddenly the tail stopped thrusting and flooded my mouth with the aphrodisiac venom! I gulped a sticky mouthful, shuddering as the sensation sent goosebumps rippling over my skin (SP: 5). The stinger twitched and pulsed between my lips, then slid all the way out as the scorpion released me. I rolled onto my hands and knees, sputtering and coughing on the mouthful of thick sour liquid.
My arms were trembling and I felt dizzy, but forced myself to focus enough to lift and aim the Plasma Pistol. The bright beam of energy sizzled through the air, flipping the bug into a ball on its back (CHG: 2).
I took a few shuddery breaths, coughing on the tangy taste lingering in my mouth as I got to my feet. What a twisted game...
Continuing on, I noticed something glinting on top of the first raised platform I came to. Pulling myself up, I was a little relieved to find a BLAST PACK waiting for me and scooped it up (CHG: 6).
Hearing footsteps scraping in the gravel, I noticed a pair of ZAUKs approaching below the next platform. They didn't seem to notice me, even as I inched up to the edge. Trying to stay as quiet as possible, I sprang across to the next platform.
I landed nimbly and noticed another of the giant scorpions crawling over the side of the platform. I blasted this one before it could charge me (CHG: 5). When I heard the ZAUKs making inquisitive noises below, I hurried to far side. The next platform looked a little far away, so I held up my arm and activated the SWING function of my E-LARIAT.
A rope-like beam of energy erupted from the techno-cuff on my wrist and attached to the side of the mountain. I used it to swing across, landing effortlessly!
Just as I was feeling pretty impressed with myself, there was a ZAUK pulling itself onto the platform in front of me. I aimed my Plasma Pistol but realized there was another MOB pulling itself up behind me, considerably closer. I whirled around realizing this one had blue skin and long tentacles instead of arms: shit a TORNOID!
I lifted my gun and blasted it (CHG: 4). The bright beam sizzled into its blue hide, making it stagger and hiss. Before I could fire again, one of those long tentacles lashed out and whipped me viciously (HP: 54)!
A glowing ring of yellow stars appeared around my head. I staggered back a few steps as my arms dropped to my sides, and my legs bowed weakly: STUNNED.
This meant I was defenseless as the ZAUK grabbed me from behind. His big hands crawled up my bare sides, before sliding over my blue tube top and grabbing two firm handfuls (HP: 49, SP: 13).
"Nice tits!" he growled hungrily, yanking me against him.
I groaned as his big hands began to knead my plump breasts. Every squeeze and twist sent shivers through my chest. I felt my nipples tighten, tingling anxiously under the blue material. The stars seemed to spin a little faster and I couldn't resist squirming in his spindly arms and letting out a soft girlish moan.
I heard him chuckle, then finally let me go. With the TORNOID in front of me, I blasted it immediately (CHG: 3). The blue skinned MOB burst, leaving behind another BLAST PACK. Before I could grab it though, I had to deal with the ZAUK or else he'd help himself to another serving of me.
He was already swinging as I turned, and his big green hand crashed into my neck and shoulder (HP: 48). I yelped in pain and retaliated with one of my incredibly weak kicks. He bounced back a step, then reached for my chest with both hands. "Nice tits!"
I turned him into a shower of sparkling pixels (CHG: 2) then picked up the BLAST PACK the TORNOID had dropped (CHG: 6).
My heart was beating faster as I moved to the next platform. This one was clear, but from there I noticed another blue skinned TORNOID on a platform higher up. It hadn't seemed to notice me yet, so I aimed and blasted it with my Plasma Pistol (CHG: 5). The MOB howled in pain and surprise, staggering as it turned to find the source of the blast. I fired again (CHG: 4), watching in satisfaction as a cascade of pixels spilled over the edge, and I noticed the glinting of another dropped BLAST PACK. Just as I'd hoped!
Tapping the GRAPPLE command on my E-LARIAT, a crackling stream of energy shot out from the techno-cuff, latching onto the platform and pulling me up to it. I scrambled over the edge and grabbed the BLAST PACK (CHG: 8). I noticed the skittery movement a split second too late.
The scorpion's tail whipped at me in a blinding flash! This time the stinger stayed sharp and I couldn't move, could barely even gasp in fright before it had pierced my left breast (HP: 43). I screamed and then felt the searing rush of venom being pumped through my chest. Immediately my heart began to race and I felt my cheeks flush hotly. I grabbed at the tail, but it pulled out and away too quickly. I aimed the Plasma Pistol at the scorpion, which didn't react just seemed to stare up at me expectantly.
The gun was trembling in my hand. The heat of injected venom flowed down my stomach and spread through my curvy hips. It gathered around my pussy like a hand taking a tight grip. I bit my lip to hold back a moan as pulses of arousal flashed through me (SP: 23).
EROTI-TOXIN lit up before my eyes. StimP PENALTY!
I began to get wet. The sensation throbbed between my legs, growing more intense. My pussy gushed, soaking my shorts as my hot juices began to trickle down the insides of my shaking thighs.
I couldn't believe how turned on I was!
The scorpion came at me again. But I couldn't move or defend myself in that state...it was just like being stunned only I felt on the verge of orgasm!
Huge pinchers clamped around my ankles, yanking my legs out from under me. I hit the ground with a grunt, helpless as the huge big pulled me towards it. It pushed my legs out of the way, then buried its head against my sopping mound. It nuzzled in, moving my shorts to one side, then I felt its weird insectile mouth nibbling at my silky labia. I recoiled, letting out a frightened yelp but realized it was only sucking up my juices. My disgusted groan melted into a breathless whine at the unexpected scintillation of being eaten out by the bug (SP: 26).
My pussy continued to gush. Immobilized by the EROTI-TOXIN, I couldn't move as the scorpion drank my hot juices greedily (SP: 27-28). All I could do was moan and shiver as the strange oscillations of its segmented mouth drove me wild (SP: 29-30)!
The creature released me when it finally had its fill. My head was spinning, my legs were shaking, but I did my best to scrabble away. I pointed the Plasma Pistol where I thought the scorpion was and let off a blast (CHG: 7). I never saw whether or not it hit - I was suddenly disoriented and slamming painfully into something very very hard! (HP: 40)
I groaned, wondering why I was suddenly laying on my back staring up at the two Sonhadran suns. I thought maybe the scorpion had got me again, but it wasn't on top of me. Rolling onto my side in the dust and sand, I began to get my bearings. I must have lost track of my footing and fell over the ledge, dropping all the way to the ground below.
I pushed up onto my hands and knees with a groan, trying to tug my soaking shorts back into place. Then I heard the thump of approaching feet and an all too familiar phrase: "Nice Tits!"
Two more ZUAKs approached, one on either side. I scrambled to my feet, still a bit shaky but it was already too late! They were right on top of me...
The closer one swung his big green hand and slapped me hard across the face and head (HP: 38). The blow made me whimper and stumble backwards. I tried to raise my weapon but the other one stepped up and slugged me in the stomach (HP: 36). I doubled over, gasping for breath and feeling a cold pit form in my stomach. Before I could react, I felt rough oversized hands grabbing me!
That first ZAUK wrapped one arm around my waist, holding tight and keeping me bent over. His free hand slid down and groped my ass. His long fingers and rough palm grabbed and squeezed my pert round cheeks, moving from one to the other and back. He squeezed hard, spreading anxious tingles through my ample backside. I squirmed against his side as they spread through the small of my back and then tickled up my spine.
I winced as he tugged my shorts all the way up, turning the already skimpy garment into a thong. Then the ZAUK began jiggling and swatting my peach-like ass. I yelped at a particularly wicked spank but couldn't ignore the excited rush it sent up my spine. Then he reached down and started to tease my pussy with one long green finger. My hips squirmed involuntarily, grinding against the probing digit and a moan slipped past my lips. Erotic chills raced up my curvy sides feeling the soaked shorts bunched between his fingertip and my sensitive pussy lips (HP: 29, SP: 37).
When he let me go, I immediately rolled onto my back, aiming the Plasma Pistol with both hands and blasted! The buzz of the weapon shuddered up my arms as the bright beam cut straight through the MOB. It burst into a shower of glowing pixels (CHG: 6).
I barely had the chance to sigh in relief before the other ZAUK pounced on me! It'd only been a few days but I guess I'd kinda forgotten how these fights went. He felt so strong, I couldn't even resist as he took the Plasma Pistol away from me.
"No! Stop! Get off!" I whined, struggling helplessly beneath the little green pervert. Maybe it was the sense of vulnerability as I was completely overpowered, but my voice seemed particularly shrill and feminine.
He quickly captured both my wrists, pinning them to the dusty ground with one hand. Then the ZAUK went straight for my breasts with the other. He grabbed my flimsy tube top and snapped it with a simple tug. My breasts sprang free, hard pink nipples on full display! Next, he reached down and tugged the shorts off my hips and halfway down my thighs (HP:22, SP: 44)!
I trembled, squeezing my legs together but was utterly helpless as his hand pushed between them. I squealed feeling his rough green fingers rubbing my silky flesh. My heart thumped as his mouth went straight for my naked tits! His forked tongue writhed across the plump orbs, slathering my chest with warm saliva. He pushed deeper into my wet slit, stroking more insistently, sending a rush of heat through my hips that made me moan out loud! A tremor ran down my legs to my knees, where my shorts were still bunched and tangled. Anxious sparks flashed through my chest as he nipped at my rosy buds with those needle-like teeth. I yelped feeling their bite!



As he worked me over, I couldn't stop myself from grinding against him. Feeling his rubbery green skin against my naked flesh, my feminine curves trembling against his gaunt frame, I began to feel pliant and soft, submissive and vulnerable. How was I going to fight back without my weapon? Hell, how could I accomplish anything in this game when even the lowest tier of enemies could overpower and molest me so easily?
Lex was just a poorly designed character for an action game!
When the ZAUK let me go, I rolled over, crawling away, flustered and frustrated. Glancing back, I saw he had dropped the PLASMA PISTOL to grab me, but now the MOB was between me and it. Which meant he had me right where he wanted me. No way I could get past without getting grabbed again.
Gawd, I hated being stuck as a woman in this game!
For some reason my mind flit back to the ZAUKNOTAUR. Had I really gotten past that two-cocked behemoth only to be outmatched and re-captured by a bottom level ZAUK? But I guess that was different kind of challenge, Lex was designed for that kind of thing...
And that's when it finally occurred to me. I wasn't using all my skills. Lex wasn't designed to be a warrior, but I was playing her that way. As soon as I'd gotten my hands on that Plasma Pistol again I acted like it was the only option I had... If I was going to survive this game, I was going to have to start playing the way Lex was designed.
I kicked my shorts the rest of the way off and got back to my feet. The ZAUK was already moving in. My stomach fluttered nervously as I watched his red eyes scanning up and down my naked body. When he reached for me, I slipped around his grabbing hands and slid my own across his shoulders. I coiled around him like a snake, hooking one leg over his hip and pressing my plump tits against his back. My mouth was on him right away and the ZAUK tensed in my arms. I clamped my lips against his neck, licking and sucking.
TEASE began to glow yellow in my periphery and now I had him right where I wanted...sort of. He couldn't resist me that was for sure. Sliding my dainty hands over his chest and shoulders, pulling closer to squeeze my tits against him and grinding my dripping pussy on his hip, all while continuing to devour his rubbery throat. He shivered and groaned and feeling him respond to every move I made was a little more exciting than I want to admit. However, I was able to max out his Stim Points in short order!
The ZAUK stiffened in my arms and let out a blissful moan. Feeling him go rigid triggered an unexpected surge of erotic energy. I buried my face in his neck, moaning as something like a very weak orgasm crawled through me (SP: 0). Once it passed, I let the ZAUK topple back, flat as a board, the bright red StimP: 15! flashing above his head.
"Well that was just much easier," I mumbled, feeling surprisingly refreshed, if a bit flushed and sticky. Picking up my PLASMA PISTOL, I tucked it back into the holster on my naked hip.
I didn't exactly relish the idea of becoming some kind of succubus to get through these encounters. Although, it was nice to realize I actually had some very effective tactics at my disposal. Not to mention a way to turn those perverted little aliens' RAVISH attack against them and clear my own Stim Points in the process.
I went to pick up my booty shorts, but they were a twisted mess, soaking wet and now caked in sand. I dropped them with a sigh. My tube top was ruined as well. As usual, when my Health Points dipped below 25 my clothes were destroyed. At least I still had my jacket? My breasts were slimy with ZAUK saliva, and I noticed a few marks where he'd bitten me, but I did my best to tuck them in and zip up the jacket. It didn't quite cover them, leaving an ample amount of under-boob on display, but at least it was something. Although I was pretty sure they'd slip out right away at the next bit of action.
I continued on, only feeling a little silly in my high heeled boots, belt and holster, half-jacket, pants-less ensemble. I could tell there were no enemies in front of me for a little way, but I watched the platforms and outcroppings for ambush. I avoided a ZAUK on one platform, creeping underneath by listening to his footsteps and making sure he didn't see me. A few times the skittering of scorpions set my flesh crawling... but I could never find the source.
The trail curved gradually, cutting between two of the slate gray mountains. Eventually, I reached a dip in the path that led down to a bowl-shaped clearing. Immediately I noticed figures moving around the area and ducked behind a nearby boulder. Creeping back to the edge, I peeked around to see what I was up against. I could barely believe my eyes.
It was Draknut, the mid-boss of the Breeding Pit Stim Battles. He was unmistakable, large ovular head and the red almond shaped eyes of a ZAUK, but with the body of a well-built human man. Except, of course, for the two long tentacles growing out of his shoulder blades. Instead of being naked though, he was now wearing patchwork armor like the ALPHA's did. And he had two of those damn scorpions on chain leashes.
I gulped, ducking back behind the boulder. My stomach twisted around an icy pit as I considered the obstacle. Sure, I'd beaten Draknut in the pit but this was completely different. He was dressed for a fight, not a stim battle. I had no idea how the armor would affect my seductive tactics; would I have to strip it off? Even if I was able to get close and use them on him, how would the scorpions factor in?
So much for my realizations of how to play this game...
Suddenly a clicking sound from overhead caught my attention. A scorpion was perched on top of the boulder I was hiding behind. It pounced! I swallowed a shriek and dove out of the way. I hit the ground, scrambling just out of reach as its huge pinchers snapped at my ankles. The creature came forward in a rush as I fumbled with my Plasma Pistol. My guts lurched as it crawled up my bare legs...but somehow I was able to keep my focus and blasted it (CHG: 5).
The bug flipped off me and curled up in the sand. I didn't have time to feel relieved before hearing Draknut's voice from the clearing.
"Hey! I heard something!"
I could see him clearly, turning towards me. Realizing I was out of cover, I scrambled to the nearest rock. It wasn't quite as big as the last, but it seemed big enough to conceal me.
"What was that?" I heard him wondering out loud like the video game enemy he was.
Five shots left in my Plasma Pistol. I had no idea how many it would take to kill an enemy like Draknut. Even just a normal ALPHA would take three, plus one more for each scorpion. I was fucked. Now I could hear them coming towards me.
"I know someone's out here!" Draknut called.
I glanced out from my hiding place as cautiously as possible. Draknut and his pets were moving up the path, scanning for me. There was a boulder at the edge of the clearing, it looked big enough for me to hide behind. They weren't looking my way at that moment, so I hurried over to the new hiding place.
"What was that?"
I held my breath and pressed myself against the rock as far as I could. It sounded like they were coming towards me. I inched around the rock trying to keep it between us.
"I know someone's out here!"
Across the clearing I could see a building just around the corner. That had to be the mining area I'd been brought to after being captured on the Wryglen Express. Which meant I just had to make it past this and...and I'd be walking into a boss battle stage with 22 Health Points and no clothes on. Not to mention; still no clue where my friends were.
Could I make a run for it and avoid Draknut altogether? There was nowhere else to hide between here and there. Judging from my previous interactions, I was fairly certain the scorpions were fast enough to catch me even if Draknut wasn't.
I could hear them moving again, so I crept around my boulder to take a peak. The scorpions were crawling all over my previous hiding spot like dogs picking up a scent. Was it just for show, or did they really have tracking capabilities? If so, hiding wouldn't be an option for much longer.
Then I noticed Draknut. He was standing with his back to me, watching the scorpions. His armor was open all across his upper back where those tentacles sprouted from. Two leather straps crisscrossed between them, making an "X" in the middle of his back.
"X marks the spot," I smirked, aiming the Plasma Pistol.
The bright blue beam seared into the unprotected green flesh and Draknut howled in pain (CHG: 4)! The blast vaporized the two straps and his armor came off almost all at once. He lurched forward, tripping and stumbling over the pieces. However, he also dropped the two leashes. Both scorpions turned immediately and rushed my way.
I took aim and fired, hoping when I hit the first it might trip up or at least slow down the second long enough to get another shot off (CHG:3). Instead, they split off in opposite directions and my plasma blast burned a wasted line in the sand!
"Shit," I spat, trying to readjust my aim. One disappeared around the far side of the boulder. The one I could see leapt before I could get another shot off. "Shit!"
Using all of Lex's agility I threw myself out of the way...but still got clipped by the airborne bug. As we tumbled to the ground, I felt my tits slip loose and the jacket bunched around my sternum. Hearing the eager snap of huge pinchers, I twisted through the dust, narrowly managing to avoid them. I kicked frantically, knocking it away enough that I was able to roll to my knees and take aim.
Before I could fire, a weight dropped onto my back (HP: 19). I screamed as it knocked me onto my hands and knees. The Plasma Pistol slipped out of my grip, clattering across the ground. Hard chitinous legs latched around me. The other scorpion must have climbed the rock and attacked while I was distracted.
It was too heavy and tightening its grip on my naked curves until I couldn't move. I was just barely able to twist enough to see what was happening. Over the creatures back, I could see its stinger was fully engorged and dripping with that EROTI-TOXIN. Instead of coming towards my face, the long black tail curled backwards... A fearful tremor raced up my spine realizing what a vulnerable position I was in on all fours, my naked ass stuck up in the air.
All at once I felt the legs clench, its body flex and the sudden penetration as the stinger slammed into me! I screamed, shrill and helpless as the long slick rod stabbed deep inside my vagina (SP: 3). Every curve shivered in pain from the piercing intrusion. I recoiled, whimpering, but it held tight and pumped in again and again, fucking me with quick, hard thrusts right away (SP: 4-5-6). Despite the pain, my pussy began to tingle as the EROTI-TOXIN spread through it. An electric warmth rushed through me as the powerful aphrodisiac soaked into my most sensitive flesh (SP: 8). My nipples tightened as a scintillating pressure began to build through my chest and a moan crawled up my throat (SP: 10). Before I knew it, I was panting beneath the perverted scorpion, arching my back to take the engorged stinger even deeper.
The insectile legs squeezed tight, and I let out a shuddery moan as the stinger pumped me full of venom (SP:15). I could barely stand it. The sensation was hot and electrifying and felt like my insides were turning to mush...and I wanted it so bad! When it pulled out and let me go, I felt venom and my own warm juices dripping and tingling down my thighs.
EROTI-TOXIN StimP PENALTY! flashed red in my periphery.
My skin was buzzing as the creature crawled off me. Every touch triggered a scintillating pulse of erotic energy. Pushing damp green hair out of my face, I had to remind myself it was a gross giant bug. I glanced around for my Plasma Pistol, started to reach for it when the other scorpion came rushing at me.
I scrambled away, rolling onto my back and kicking at the creature to keep it at bay. I didn't realize my mistake until it had already clamped both huge claws around my ankles!
"No, let go!" I whined as it pulled me forward and pushed my legs up in the air.
I was kicking and trying desperately to twist loose but couldn't get away. The creature crawled forward, spreading my legs and buried its head between them. I squealed as it began devouring me (SP: 17)! Repulsive as the idea of it was, feeling its weird buggy mouth gnawing on my tender pussy lips sent a rush through my chest that left me breathless (SP: 19-20-22). Once again it seemed only interested in the juices I was gushing after being filled with the aphrodisiac. Fully under the effects, I was moaning in pleasure, writhing as the creature drank me up (SP: 24-26-28).
When the creature had its fill and let me go, I crawled away. My head was spinning. My stomach twisted in a knot. Why would a gross giant bug be one of the more arousing encounters in this twisted game!? More to the point...why was I surprised?
Both scorpions were between me and the Plasma Pistol now. I was trying to calm my nerves, trying to figure out a plan. Trying to figure out if I could seduce two giant bugs. Both enemies were on a wind down after such intense attacks, but it wouldn't be long before they were on top of me again! I had to improvise.
Extending my arm and the E-LARIAT, I tapped the SWING command. A bolt of energy ripped out and snared one of the scorpions! It recoiled, insectile legs scrabbling at the ground but couldn't seem to resist as I swung it towards the other. That one didn't even try to move, and they smashed together with a clatter of hard exoskeletons. To my surprise and relief, one of them curled up and died. The other scurried around frantically, seemingly disoriented for a moment. Almost grinning, I dove for the Plasma Pistol, scooped it up and spun back to finish the scorpion.
Before I could fire, something thick and strong and tubular coiled around my stomach.
"Come to daddy!" Draknut groaned behind me.
I gasped as the powerful tentacle lifted me off the ground, easily, then turned me to face my attacker. He was naked now, and his alien face was twisted in a needle-toothed snarl. I aimed the Plasma Pistol, but the other tentacle slapped it out of my hand, then belted me across the face for good measure (PN: 1).
"I remember you," Draknut hissed, drawing me in close but keeping my feet off the ground.
"I remember you," I said quickly. "Remember your big..." I let my voice melt into a sultry moan and reached for his cock. I had to get control of the situation quickly.
The tentacle whipped between us, snaking around my wrists and trapping my arms. "Embarrassed me in the pits," he snarled. "When I bring you back and breed you, they'll make me the new CHAMPION!"
I was trying futilely to pull my hands loose, so it took a second to realize what he'd said. "New Champion?" I looked at him. "What happened to the CHAMPION?"
I groaned as the tentacle yanked my arms up over my head. I couldn't resist at all. Draknut's big hands reached out to fondle my naked breasts. Still under the effects of the EROTI-TOXIN, his touch sent lightning flashing through my chest (SP: 30). I gasped as he kneaded the plump fleshy bulbs, swiping rough thumbs over my sensitive nipples (SP: 32). He grinned feeling them spring to attention at his touch.
"Killed." His grin widened seeing how I cringed and whimpered anxiously every time he flicked my sensitive little nubs.
Despite my predicament, a little excitement trickled through my brain. "Killed by who?! Was it-" His hand whipped across my face (PN: 2). "OW!"
"No more questions, breeder!"
Draknut leaned close, his long, forked tongue slinking out between sharp teeth. It snaked towards my throat, writhing and slimy, then licked up my cheek. When I recoiled, he grabbed the back of my head, holding me in place as it slid over my lips, then slithered between them into my mouth! I groaned in disgust feeling it wriggling over my own soft tongue and tasting his foul saliva. He chuckled and pushed deeper gagging me with his tongue.
I pulled against the tentacles knowing there was no point. A sense of helplessness settled over me. I was trapped.
That slimy tongue wormed around my mouth for what seemed like minutes. When it finally slid back out, I shuddered, sputtering on his spit. Before I could be too grateful the revolting makeout session was over, I lurched backwards.
The world seemed to spin around me as the tentacles turned me upside down! I kicked feebly, utterly powerless against the appendages. They laid me down, pinning my shoulders in the sand, with my hips and legs in the air. The tentacle binding my arms uncoiled. Not that my arms would be any help in that position.
Draknut loomed over me, I could see him between my legs, red almond eyes glaring down. A chill prickled along my spine.
Then a tentacle slid over my pussy, sending a rush through my hips (SP: 34).
"Hey!" I murmured, already squirming. "No fair!"
Draknut only chuckled. He didn't keep me waiting either. I felt the tip of the tentacle snaking through my soft labia, bumping my clit (SP: 38). I gasped at the flash of erotic energy. In the next instant the appendage found my vagina and plunged inside! I couldn't hold back a deep moan (SP: 46) and the EROTI-TOXIN status flashed.
The tentacle pumped all the way in. I felt every thick inch as it drove deep, bottomed me out...and then again as it pulled all the way back out. I cried out as a sudden rush of orgasmic energy made my head spin (SP: 50). My body clenched around the tentacle. My pussy gushed and I felt the warm juices dripping down over my stomach.
Draknut didn't give me the chance to catch my breath.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned as it shoved in again, a little faster this time but still deliberate, letting my cunt quiver around the entire length. My hands clawed into the sand, trying to brace myself. I spread my legs as he plunged in again, filling me completely and seeming to swell inside. I was pulsating around the intrusion, waves of scintillating heat washing over me (SP: 54)! A hand whipped across my naked ass, a sudden shock to my already over-stimulated system and I couldn't help but cry out!
Draknut chuckled and plunged so deep it took my breath away! I could feel my pussy stretch around the violating tentacle, trembling and gushing. He raised the tempo until I could barely take it, screaming as he plowed into me again and again! An electric pressure began to build through my hips as the tentacle pumped relentlessly inside me. The strain of taking it in made my body shake, the sensation of its slide made my curves shiver (SP: 59).
The tension released all at once and I came in warm rush, mouth gaping and eye lids fluttering! Feeling my pussy spasm and clench around him, Draknut wriggled the tentacle around inside me. I whimpered and whined, squirming beneath him as I grabbed at the tentacle. He laughed at me, slapped my hands away and gave me another spanking (PN: 4). I squealed.
My head was fogged over in orgasmic haze, drenched in submissive urges. Getting fucked by the tentacle was driving me so wild, I was thinking it might not be so bad to be Draknut's full time broodmare. Part of me had even kind of liked being pregnant...even if it was with a squirmy larval Zauknoid. I was trapped, cumming hard for Draknut and powerless to get away. Might as well give in...
"No!" I gasped out loud. "No, I don't want that!"
Draknut ignored me, pumping in and making me cum again right away (SP: 61¬)! I squealed, struggling to keep my wits as my mind flooded with orgasmic bliss. My pussy was pulsating around the long aching strokes (SP: 62). I looked around desperate for anything that I could grab or - a deep thrust scrambled my brains. I cried out and couldn't resist spreading my legs even wider, hips twitching and rolling involuntarily as the tentacle stretched my aching cunt (SP: 63). My entire body tensed as that scintillating pressure rushed along my spine. I wanted to cum so bad, wanted to give in and let Draknut max me out... (SP: 64!)



Then a glimmer at the corner of my eye drew my attention. In one motion I twisted my body, stretched out my arm and slapped at the PULL button on the E-LARIAT! A beam of energy whipped out, lashing around my Plasma Pistol and pulled it back to me. I couldn't even think of aiming with Draknut's tentacle plowing my aching pussy, but I swung the gun towards him and let off a blast (CHG: 2).
Draknut screamed as the plasma burst seared across his face! All at once the tentacles yanked out of my pussy and uncoiled from around my waist! I slumped to the ground, gasping for breath. My assailant was stumbling backwards, clutching his scorched face. I leveled the Plasma Pistol and fired again, this time hitting him square in the chest (CHG: 1).
Draknut howled again, arms and tentacles flailing wildly. I scrambled back, heart pounding between my breasts. I only had one shot left. What if it didn't take him down? I took a deep breath, trying to steady my aim, hoping a headshot would do more damage, maybe finish him.
Before I could fire one of the tentacles lashed out and whipped the weapon out of my hand!
"No!" I cried, scrambling after it.
The other tentacle coiled around my ankle and yanked me towards him again! I felt panicked tears flooding my eyes, realizing if he so much as touched me, I'd max and cum and be dragged back down to the Breeding Pits! The other tentacle was already snaking towards my quivering pussy. I heard Draknut chuckle, already tasting my orgasm, already savoring my defeat.
A scurry of motion drew my attention. I reached towards it, hit the SWING button on my technocuff. A bright beam of energy snared an unsuspecting scorpion and in a last ditch effort I whipped around towards my attacker. The bug flew haplessly through the air and collided with Draknut's big oval head!
He howled in surprise and confusion, then burst in a glittering pixelated shower! I scrambled towards my Plasma Pistol, but once I had it, realized the scorpion wasn't moving either, balled up amidst the dissipating pixels that had been Draknut.
I rocked back onto my ass and took a deep shuddery breath. I felt so on edge. Glancing down, it was still so strange to see breasts and curvy hips, I spread my long legs and reached between them. I spread my pussy lips and stroked my throbbing clit once, then threw my head back as the orgasm rushed through me (SP: 65)! MASTURBATION flashed yellow in my periphery, then my Stim Points zeroed, and the EROTI-TOXIN penalty faded.
I flopped back in the sand, breathing heavy and listening to my hearth thump. My mind went mostly blank as I laid there feeling every curve tingle numbly. I could never have multiple orgasms as a man. I still couldn't believe how detailed this game was. Plenty of VRG's had sex programs, and most included general fatigue or stamina effects if you overexerted yourself. This one had breathing mechanics, a beating heart, female hormones and multiple orgasms, everything about my body felt so real.
I rested another moment, but once my mind had cleared, I sat up. There was a white box with a red cross on it floating in the air where Draknut had been. I got back to my feet and grabbed it. The MED PACK dissolved into my palm, spreading a warm glow up my arm and through my chest (HP: 65).
Unfortunately, it didn't restore my clothes. I was still feeling a little weak, so I took my time crossing the clearing. I was fiddling with my jacket, trying to straighten it out and tuck my breasts back in as I went.
HORNY DEVIL PASS - CLEARED!! Appeared above my head. WELL DONE!
Next...Boss Battle - Devil Seth (No, for real this time.)
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Stage 2-8: Boss Battle -- Devil Seth
HORNY DEVIL PASS -- CLEARED!! Appeared above my head. WELL DONE!
By then Sonhadra's two suns were starting to dip towards the horizon, and I was laying in the sand staring up at the blue sky. The numbness of a fading orgasm tingled over the feminine curves of my body. I took another moment, letting my mind clear before sitting up. The bowl-shaped clearing was quiet now, the slate gray mountains reaching up on either side of me as if watching to see what I'd do next. A hot wind kicked up dusty clouds as I got back my feet.
Near one of the boulders scattered around, I saw a white box with a red cross on it. It was floating over the spot where Draknut had died. I walked over and grabbed it. The MED PACK dissolved into my palm, spreading a warm glow up my arm and through my chest as it restored my health points (HP: 65).
Unfortunately, it didn't restore my clothes, which meant I was still naked except for my purple half-jacket, high heeled boots and the belt and holster slung across my curvaceous hips. Not that that covered anything.
I took my time crossing the clearing, fiddling with my jacket as I went. After straightening it out, I zipped it up and managed to tuck my big breasts into it. I knew they wouldn't stay once the action started back up, but at it was something for now. As a man I'd never have given a second thought to running around without a shirt. It was interesting to realize how quickly having a pair of tits had made me self-conscious of it. Was it yet another impulse the game was implanting in my mind? Was it just my own societal expectation that women were supposed to keep their breasts covered? Maybe it was just that they were big and bouncy, and since I hadn't developed them naturally, I was aware of every single jiggle and bob as I walked around.
Pushing those thoughts out of my head, I thought back to my encounter with Draknut. He had told me the CHAMPION was dead. It must have been Eyla and Crowther that killed him. After all, the last I saw they were facing off with him and a crew of ZAUKs. Relieving, even exciting as that thought was, I still had no idea where they might be now or how to find them.
On the opposite side of the clearing, the trail curved a final time and I reached a row of ramshackle buildings. They were barely more than sheds really, but beyond was a familiar location. I didn't need DEVIL'S MINES to flash through my periphery to recognize the dusty valley I'd been brought to after being captured by the ZAUKs.
Once again, I could see the masses of ZAUK miners milling about. Mostly they were carrying pickaxes or pushing wheelbarrows in and out of holes in the mountainous walls of the valley. At the far end I noticed five air ships like the ones that had been used in the train robbery mission I'd failed. They were parked in a line next to a bigger building that looked straight out of an old western movie. It was two stories, with patchy weathered walls that may have been colorful once but had spent years being sand blasted by the wind. A wide porch stretched across the front of the building, with a rickety awning that looked like it might collapse at any moment. There were two ALPHA Zauknoids patrolling that, both wearing hodgepodge armor and carrying those odd rifles that were shaped like huge tuning forks.
At this end of the valley, I was hiding behind a row of three identical sheds. I could hear MOBs moving around on the other side. Just across the way was one slightly larger shack. There was an ALPHA stationed by the door to that building as well.
I scanned the DEVIL'S MINES for any sign of Eyla or Crowther. Maybe I could find them lurking somewhere or skirting the edges of the valley same as me. The entrance to the Breeding Pits was maybe halfway between my row of sheds and the big building. Not surprisingly, I didn't see any sign of them.
The big building was probably Devil Seth's HQ. I had no idea if I was ready for a boss battle yet, but I didn't know where else to look for a map or any information on my friends. I also had no idea how I was going to make it to the other side of this valley with one charge left in my Plasma Pistol. Even at my sexiest I doubted I could seduce an entire valley of ZAUKs.
As I considered my next course of action, it occurred to me that this was still a video game. I was looking at the boss level, which meant there almost had to be a way for me to gather supplies. What was in these sheds?
I crept along the side and peaked around the front to see what enemies I was dealing with. More ZAUKs were ambling to and from the three sheds. They seemed to be picking up or dropping off their tools. Glancing at my own dainty hands, I doubted that I could even lift one of the pickaxes. With my nonexistent CQC skills, I'd certainly never be able to wield one as a weapon.
It wasn't too difficult getting to the other side of the valley to investigate the other shack. All of the mining was happening further in, so I was able to circle a little further out and hurry across without being noticed. Creeping up to the building, I found an open window on the side. Fortunately, I had a high agility score, so climbing through it wasn't a problem. Inside I found almost exactly what I was looking for: weapons.
There were crates stacked along the walls, some of which were labelled "Boom" and had pictures of bombs painted on them. There was a whole row of those tuning fork rifles the ALPHAs used. I saw something that looked distinctly like the energy sword Clay had used back in the jungles on Cirkon. There were lots of weapons in here, this was definitely some kind of armory; probably stocked with something for any character who found this place. For me, I noticed a whole pile of BLAST PACKS on top of one of the crates.
"Hot piece of ass!" I nearly jumped out of my skin when an ALPHA chortled at me.
I couldn't believe I let myself get so distracted by the weapons stockpile, that I hadn't even noticed him! Never mind the fact that I'd climbed in here without even checking for enemy MOBs! I had to act quickly before he sounded an alarm or something.
"See something you like?" I stammered turning towards him.
Red almond-shaped eyes scanned down my body. The way they lingered on my naked bottom half sent a nervous titter through my chest. He was actually a little taller than me, though still sporting those Zauknoid proportions with an oversized oval head and gangly arms nearly long enough to drag his knuckles on the ground. His green skinned body was covered in that ramshackle armor, and his big hands clutched one of those odd rifles.
"Hot piece of ass!"
I turned around, arching my back the give him an eyeful of my big round booty. "You mean a piece of this ass?"
Glancing back over my shoulder I noticed a grin tugging at the corners of his green lips. I swiveled my hips side to side, bending a little more to accentuate my curves. It felt so natural, almost like my body wanted to move that way. Taking a few steps closer, his eyes widened slightly and glued themselves to my ass. I stepped my legs a little wider apart, bent a little further, and rolled my hips like I'd seen girls do in music videos. I felt my plump cheeks jiggle a bit.
A giggle that was half embarrassment and half excitement crawled through my chest. My real-life male body probably couldn't even move this way. It certainly didn't have the kind of ass to make it enticing if I tried. I was feeling so feminine, aware of every rolling curve as I swayed. I popped my hips, felt my ass shake and I'll admit: felt incredibly sexy.
I jumped and let out a little squeak when the ALPHA's big hand grabbed my shaking rump! "Hot...piece...of ass..."
I hadn't noticed how close he'd gotten. Turning to find him barely inches away, I painted a vixen smile on my face and slowly unzipped my purple half-jacket. The ALPHA stared as I revealed my big soft breasts. A forked tongue licked green lips. Feeling the hand on my ass gripping a little tighter, I took the tuning-fork rifle out of his other hand.
"You're not going to use this on me, are you?" I pouted.
He didn't resist at all, just shook his head and let me toss the weapon out of reach. As soon as I had though, both hands were on me! The one I'd just freed went straight for my breast, while the one with a handful of booty, pulled me even closer. I was startled by his strength. Having my naked body pressed against his craggy armor sent an anxious flutter through my stomach. I ran my hands up and over his shoulder plates, searching for some kind of latch or release. Feeling his rough palms scraping over my soft skin already had me on edge, and one firm squeeze triggered a burst of warm tingles in my chest (SP: 3).
I overemphasized a moan and arched into the groping, even hooking a leg around his hip. When I tried grinding against him, the sensation of his metal armor, so cool and hard against my warm sensitive slit, sent a tremor through my hips, and caused my voice to catch when I spoke. "C-can't do m-much for you with this armor on..."
He shoved me back so suddenly I gasped a little bit. He looked supremely proud, reaching for his waist and unlatched a strap on either side. I watched as his codpiece fell to the floor and a fat green cock flopped out. My eyes widened, and I'm embarrassed to admit a distinct eagerness tittered through my chest. I stepped back to him and got down on my knees. I didn't give my lingering male instincts a chance to protest, reaching for his fat cock right away.
I gripped the warm shaft gently and began to stroke. Meeting his red eyed gaze, I licked my smirking lips. Immediately a tremble jumped down his stubby legs and I heard him groan. The sound stirred my own excitement (SP: 4). I made a show of opening my mouth and licked the tip. I felt a rush of heat against my palm as he began to swell, getting firm in my grip. My dainty hand slid back and forth along his growing length, while my tongue worked over the head, slathering him in my sweet saliva. A little surprised at how big and hard he already was, I planted wet kisses all the way down the shaft, then licked slowly from base to tip (SP:5).
BLOWJOB was already glowing yellow in my periphery. Still, I wasn't quite prepared when the ALPHA grabbed my head and pushed his cock straight to the back of my throat. He let out a deep groan as I gagged below him (SP: 7). When he pulled back, I was barely able to cough in a breath before he thrust back in. My whole body tensed as the head of his cock filled my throat. This time I sucked when he pulled back and precum splattered across my tongue, the salty pang making me shiver (SP: 8).
BLOWJOB blinked off when his hips began to buck, fucking my mouth. Immediately tears filled my eyes as he forced his rod down my throat (SP: 9-10). I had lost control but it was so hard to resist; I was on my knees, drooling all over his cock and he had such a tight grip on my head. He yanked me forward, plunging even deeper and it only made me want to suck him even harder (SP: 11-12).
Urgently, I grabbed his hips, flipping my tongue around his slippery shaft and swirling around the head as he pulled back. His grip loosened slightly on the next thrust (SP: 13). I reached for his balls and gasped around his rod, a little surprised at how big they felt in my delicate hand. The sack was rubbery, but they were firm and warm as I rolled them between my slender fingers. The ALPHA moaned, his hips twitched happily and BLOWJOB flickered back on.
I pulled back, sliding my free hand along his spit-soaked shaft and taking a quick needed breath. Then, before he could get impatient, I leaned in to lavish his sack with my warm, wet tongue. I nuzzled in, sucking one ball into my mouth, rolled it around a bit, then did the same to the other. They felt firm and pleasant, and I couldn't help but wonder if I could've fit them both in my mouth at the same time (SP: 13).
My male mind instantly recoiled at the thought, but I pushed the revulsion aside. It was probably the game still messing with my head but I kind of liked being on my knees like that. Taking control by being submissive...it felt almost natural.
My scalp tingled as big fingers coiled into my hair. The ALPHA yanked my head back, sending a rush down my spine that made me gasp. His grip tightened, tilting my face up and locking my gaze. I opened my mouth for him, wrapped my lips around his dick as it slid back in (SP: 14). My tongue writhed against the rigid shaft as it began moving in and out (SP: 15). Each thrust came a little quicker making me suck a little harder as he pushed a little deeper (SP: 16-17). Being on my knees, drooling all over that hard cock, I felt almost hypnotized by those red almond eyes (SP: 18). Even when he shoved into my throat, I maintained eye contact letting him see me wince and watch the tears roll down my cheeks as I gagged (SP: 19).
Suddenly the ALPHA threw his ovular head back, gripping me so tight it hurt a little. The unexpected pain caused me to choke as hot sticky cum spurt down my throat. I sputtered around his cock unable to swallow or breathe, trying to brace against his hips as he pushed deeper. He twitched and groaned, pumping me full before finally pulling back. I doubled over on my hands and knees, coughing mouthfuls of milky white jizz onto the floor. I shuddered, feeling it stringing off my lips, thick and slimy, as I tried to draw in a breath.
The ALPHA staggered over to the wall, slumping contentedly. StimP: 30! glowed red above his sagging head. My own Stim Points had returned to zero (SP: 0).
I took a moment to compose myself, wiping my lips and cheeks as best I could. I was more than a little impressed with myself that that had worked so well. No alarms or reinforcements, no fighting, no damage taken; I guess I could use my skills to get through this game more effectively. I got to my feet, still coughing a little on the salty taste lingering in my mouth. Glancing down, I realized that my still naked body was now splattered with spit and cum. I couldn't help but wonder if there was a third option, as I zipped up the half-jacket and tucked my slimy breasts back in.
I walked over to the BLAST PACKs I'd seen before. There was, to my immense excitement, seven of them! Glancing at the front door to make sure the guard ALPHA wasn't coming in, I immediately started charging my Plasma Pistol (CHG: 5-9-13-17). I paused, remembering I had the Plasma Rifle as well. I opened my INVENTORY and took it out, charging it with the remaining three packs (CHG: 2-4-6).
Before I left, I checked the boxes labeled "explosives." Maybe there was something I could hold onto for Crowther. Instead, when I opened the lid, four fist sized balls flashed at me. They looked like pool balls, with glowing blue stripes around their middles. I picked one up tentatively and a notification flashed before my eyes: PLASMA GRENADE OBTAINED (PG: 1).
A broad smile spread across my face. There was a clip on the grenade and it just so happened to hook securely on the holster belt I was wearing. I quickly grabbed the other three, attaching them likewise. PLASMA GRENADE OBTAINED (PG: 4).
I checked a few other crates but there was nothing else for me. I had no idea what any of the rest of it was, so I didn't bother taking anything to try and pass on.
I headed back for the window and crawled through. As soon as my nimble feet hit the ground a piercing noise split the air. I ducked, cupping my hands over my ears, looking around frantically. Had I tripped some alarm after all?
When the sound stopped, I heard a cry from further down the valley. "QUITTIN' TIME BOYOS!!"
I realized it was darker now. Glancing upward, I saw that one of the suns had already disappeared behind the mountains, with the other quickly following. I slunk to the corner of the armory shack, glancing carefully around. The guard ALPHA and every other ZAUK in the valley was heading towards the big house now.
Devil Seth stood on the porch, his cyborg arm and robotic peg leg gleaming in the dwindling light. He was wearing brown pants and a dark leather vest that left the line down his chest visible where metal joined flesh. Half of his bald head was metal too, and even at this distance I could clearly see his bushy orange mustache.
"A good day's work, ya maggots," he shouted to the gathering MOBs. "Get some food, get some sleep, I want the next shipment full up afore noon tomorrow!"
The ZAUK miners shouted wordless agreement, then they began meandering off. Some headed into the Breeding Pits, others into other holes and caves. To my astonishment, within moments the entire valley had cleared out, except for a few patrolling ALPHAs. Devil Seth went back inside the big house.
I circled behind the armory shack, then headed down the valley. It was surprisingly easy going. There were a lot more rocks to hide behind than there were guards. The darker it got, the more confident I became. I reached the big house without any incident, crouching behind a particularly large boulder to decide my next move.
The front of the building had a large picture window. It was covered in a thick layer of dust but inside I could make out a group of MOBs gathered in what looked like a saloon area. I definitely couldn't fight a group by myself. Even with a growing comfort in my seduction tactics, I wasn't sure how I could contend with more than one enemy at a time. There were two more windows on the second story above the porch. Maybe I could use the awning to climb up and sneak in, but after a closer look I wasn't entirely sure the rickety structure would hold even my body's meager weight. Plus, there was still two ALPHA's standing guard there.
A hand touched my shoulder and made me jump straight out of my skin! Another hand clamped over my mouth before I could scream...which I totally would have.
"It's me!" came the hushed whisper. "It's Eyla!"
My eyes went wide and round as dinner plates seeing the svelte, darkly clad figure next to me. She pulled down the black half-mask covering her nose and mouth, unveiling a smile of her own. A flood of pure emotion washed over me, relief, excitement, happiness, reassurance, and more; tears welled immediately. She pulled me into a tight hug, seeing me start to cry.
"Sh-sh-sh, don't let them hear!" she warned. "It's okay we're here now."
I buried my face against her neck, keeping mostly quiet but couldn't hold back the emotional overflow. Clutching her tight, I bawled for several long minutes. Eyla was gracious enough to hold me close, stroking my hair and murmuring quiet reassurances.
"Alright, ladies, geez-us," said a familiar, exaggerated southern drawl. "Can we get back to work yet?"
"Sorry..." I sniveled, pulling back.
"It's okay," Eyla replied, taking my hand as I wiped at my flushed, tear-stained face. "We were worried too."
Even in the dim light, I thought I noticed a few streaks on her own cheeks and felt a little less silly...for a brief moment.



"I don't know why y'all women got, uh... t'be so... emotional..." Crowther started to trail off, staring at me hard.
My cheeks got hot remembering all I had on was the purple half-jacket, weapon belt and high heeled boots. I turned my hips noticing immediately the way his eyes locked onto the hairless slit between my thighs.
"Yeah, me either," I replied, blushing bright pink and thinking: if he only knew... as I began to fiddle self-consciously with my jacket, making sure my breasts were still tucked in.
"What happened to you?" Eyla whispered to me, while punching Crowther in the shoulder. He blinked, averting his eyes, even though I saw the smirk twisting his lips. "We did our best to search the pits but couldn't find you!"
"The Pit Boss led me into some kind of maze," I explained, accepting that there was no way to avoid the copious amount of under-boob displayed by the half jacket. "He waited for me to give birth, but then there was this glitch and he froze up... I think someone outside the game was helping me cuz the leash deactivated-"
"Outside the game?" they both gasped in unison.
"Maybe..." I thought back to the incident but wasn't quite sure how to explain it. "He froze after a glitch, and while he was rebooting it was like someone else spoke through him." They stared at me blankly. "I guess neither of you have experienced anything like that."
"Fuck no," Crowther said, any trace of accent gone.
Eyla blinked. "You're saying someone hacked the Pit Boss to talk to you?" I nodded. "What'd they say?"
"Something about me being the 'Code Prompt' and that I have to reach the final stage to activate or something."
"Bullshit," Crowther balked
"Why would she make it up?"
Crowther shrugged. "Why do people make anything up?"
"It probably sounds crazy," I admitted. "Maybe...the stress and uncertainty of all this...being stuck as a..." I glanced down at my female body. "...err, being stuck in this twisted game is getting to me."
"Maybe," Crowther agreed. Eyla shot him a glance and he shrugged. "Which would be understandable...?"
"If you say it happened, I believe you!"
I offered Eyla a grateful smile with an uncertain nodded. "It did, I just don't know what it means."
"Then I'll help you figure that out."
Crowther sighed overdramatically. "Jeotania."
Eyla looked at him and nodded. "Right. Jeotania is where most of the trapped players are gathered. The whole planet, or stage or whatever, is like one big cyberpunk city, maybe we can find someone who's experienced something like what you're talking about."
"Plus, it's the best stage to level up on," Crowther added. "Lots of short missions and side quests."
"That sounds good," I agreed. "But we have to get off Sonhadra first, right?"
Eyla nodded. "Which means we have to beat Devil Seth's Boss level."
"I'm pretty sure this is it," I turned back towards the big house.
"We've been staking out the place too, that's how we saw you," Crowther agreed. "Seems a little small for a boss tower, but I say we bum rush it and blow him all to hell!" He took out a few of those grape sized grenades and rolled them around his palm.
I frowned. "You know I'm not much good in a fight. I was thinking I might try to sneak in one of those windows."
"You may not be good close up," Eyla said. "But you're a ranged fighter, right? Now that we're together, you can hang back and use your guns."
Was she really having to explain this to me? I'd gotten so caught up in the sexual mechanics and feeling so weak whenever an enemy gets his hands on me, I'd been overlooking some pretty basic gaming principles.
"Plus," Crowther chimed in. "I'm guessin' you're one hell of a distraction." Again his eyes slithered down my mostly naked body.
Just watching him made me blush and sent a nervous titter through my chest. "Yeah, I guess so."
"Great!" Eyla said, giving him another punch in the arm. "I'm the ninja, so I'll sneak around the far side, you wiggle that hot little butt up towards the porch and when those ALPHA's are checking you out, we'll take 'em down at the same time."
"No alarms, no shots fired." Crowther actually looked me in the eyes this time.
"Alright, I can do that," I said.
Eyla pulled her mask back up, then headed for the big house. I couldn't help but watch her go. Her sleek body looked amazing wrapped in the skimpy black ninja-bikini. The way she moved was a sight to see, like a leopard stalking prey. The blood red tassels trailing behind her only added to it.
There was a subconscious tickle at the back of my neck, and I glanced out the corner of my eye at Crowther. With Eyla on the move and my back turned he was back to ogling me pretty shamelessly. I couldn't give the guy too tough of a time, hell I'd just been watching Eyla pretty hard myself. I swallowed a chuckle and let him look, it was kind of exciting knowing someone wanted to check me out.
"I'm gonna go," I told him a few moments after Eyla had disappeared around the big house.
Crowther nodded.
I headed out towards the front porch. I could feel my hips swaying and put a little extra switch in them. I also unzipped the half jacket and my breasts sprang out as if they'd been waiting. I arched my back to make them even more prominent.
"Good evening, boys!" The ALPHAs on the porch turned towards me at the same time.
"Hot piece of ass?" they grunted in unison.
I put my hands up as they turned their tuning fork rifles towards me. "You don't want to singe this hot piece of ass, do you?"
The one on the left jerked suddenly, and his head snapped to the side. His weapon clattered to the porch. Eyla was behind him, lowering his body beside it. To the right there was a sound like popcorn popping and that ALPHA's armor began dropping off in chunks. He spun around just as a few more of Crowther's grenades attached to it. When they popped he burst into a shower of pixels.
"Okay, that's impressive," I said, meeting them on the porch.
"You're with a couple badass assassins now," Eyla smirked, and gave my naked rump a swat.
"Looks like seven waiting in the bar," Crowther said, peering in through the window. "ZAUKs an' ALPHAs but I can't tell what's what."
"I can take out ZAUKs in one shot," I chimed in. "ALPHAs take three."
"Alright, so hang back and pop as many as you can," Eyla said. "We'll take the fight in close, hopefully keep them from getting their hands on you."
"Thanks," I said, only feeling a little embarrassed to be the one needing protection. I drew my Plasma Pistol as Eyla opened the door.
WELCOME TO DEVIL'S SALOON! Appeared in the air before us. GET READY!
We stepped into a picture perfect old western barroom. The floor was uneven wood slats, there was four or five worn out old tables. The bar looked both ancient and freshly polished, set against the wall opposite the big window. There was a mirror on the wall behind the bar, lined with liquor bottles. Near the end closest to us was a pair of swinging double doors leading into the kitchen. On the far side there was a flight of stair which led up to the second floor.
I was particularly surprised to see the bartender was an ORK. He was tall and had a burly frame, noticeable even under his white button up shirt and black bowtie combo. He had grayish, leathery skin and cropped, greasy black hair. His head and face had a squared shape, with beady yellow eyes and a pair of short tusks protruding from his lips.
There were seven other MOBs scattered through the room. One ALPHA sitting by himself at the bar, and another at the table behind him. Two ZAUKs sitting together closer to the window. DEVIL SETH was sitting near the bottom of the stairs, playing poker with a group that consisted of two more ALPHAs and another ZAUK. He was notably larger than all the other MOBs even the ORK. Devil Seth saw us right away and jumped to his feet, overturning the table and scattering cards and poker chips across the floor.
"Look out boyos! Intruders!" he shouted, orange mustache bristling.
The rest of the MOBs jumped up in a rush, grabbing weapons and overturning tables for cover.
Eyla gave a "kee-ya" and charged the two ALPHAs nearest the bar. Crowther rushed forward, flipping the closest table on its side to give us a bit of our own cover as the ALPHAs began charging up their tuning fork rifles.
"Cover me!" he shouted and made a dash through the tables towards Devil Seth's group.
I took aim at the first ZAUK I saw and fired (CHG: 16). It fell back with a little howl and scattered across the floor in glittering pixels. Right away, I swung towards its companion and fired, but it ducked behind their upturned table. The blue energy beam seared a hole right through the old wood but still missed the ZAUK (CHG: 15).
"Shit," I spat. "Stick that big green head back out here, you little prick!"
A sudden motion caught my eye and I looked up to see a heavy glass bottle soaring my way! Too late to react, it slammed into my left breast with a dull, squishy thud that sent pain ripping through my chest (HP: 63, PN: 2!).
"OW!" the piercing scream tore past my lips and I stumbled backward, shocked and breathless. I'd been a woman for a few days, but I guess I hadn't been hit in the tits yet...I was surprised that it really was just as bad as getting kicked in the balls.
Across the room the ORK bartender cackled and cocked his arm to launch another bottle.
"Not fucking cool!" I hissed, aiming my Plasma Pistol with one hand and clutching my aching breast with the other.
He dropped the bottle as my plasma beam lanced across his broad chest (CHG: 14). He howled angrily and ducked behind the bar before I could blast him again.
"Not so funny now is it!" Even in the middle of a fight, I couldn't help but notice how screechy my voice got when I was angry.
Eyla had already finished off her first ALPHA and was in close quarters with the second. They both had hold of his rifle, struggling for control of the weapon.
Hearing the firecracker pops of Crowther's mini-grenades, I glanced over to see him finishing off a ZAUK. An ALPHA staggered back, shaking off the explosion and took aim. Crowther ducked behind the table, narrowly avoiding the bolt of purple lightning.
That's when I noticed Devil Seth at the back of the room, winding up an attack of his own. He lifted his robotic peg leg and I saw several of the mechanical parts extend and crackle with electricity. I swung my weapon his way but before I could fire, he stomped! A sound like thunder shook the entire room as a concussive force rolled through the floor and knocked all of us off our feet, even the enemy MOBs. (HP: 58)
I hit the floor with a painful gasp and dropped my Plasma Pistol. Eyla and Crowther swore as well. We weren't STUNNED but I definitely felt a little dazed and disoriented.
"Have fun with 'em boyos!" Devil Seth chortled laughter. He turned and ran for the stairs, disappearing up to the second story before we could even get back up. To make things worse, the ZAUKs and ALPHAs all recovered before we did.
"Goddamit get off me!" Eyla snarled as her ALPHA pounced.
I could just see him laying on top of her, his big green hands swarming over her petite breasts. She squirmed beneath him, now looking more like helpless prey than a panther on the prowl. I felt a nervous, protective pang seeing the black-clad ninja in trouble. I looked around frantically for my Plasma Pistol, but what I saw was the ZAUK I'd fired at, running at me arms outstretched eagerly!
I scrambled back but it was too late, the MOB was already on top of me...literally. I slapped and tried to push it away but the ZAUK casually snagged my wrist, pulling my arm across my chest and pinning me down with one hand. It reached down and pulled my legs open, I couldn't even resist. I was barely able to squeak out a futile protest before its rough fingers stroked through my pussy lips sending a rush of heat through my tummy (HP: 52, SP: 8).
The ZAUK spread me open, fingering my clit right away. He worked the sensitive little nub with his rough, wide thumb making me squirm as anxious tingles crawled over my curvy hips. I bit my lip to keep from moaning for the little green pervert. He was stronger than me of course, so I couldn't get loose or turn the ravishment back on him and just had to take it.
At least from the position it held me down in, I could see my Plasma Pistol laying not too far away. As soon as the ZAUKs attack cycle ended, I kicked it back and scrambled for my weapon. I probably could have seduced and maxed the ZAUK's Stim Points, but I didn't exactly want Crowther, or especially Eyla to see me doing something like that. Just as I got close to my weapon, a bottle shattered in front of me. I recoiled, looking up to see the bartender glowering at me.
"Bitch!" he seemed to be gloating.
I scrambled to my feet, turning to aim my E-LARIAT at the ZAUK who'd just finished molesting me. I tapped the SWING command and the techno-cuff buzzed to life, lassoing the unsuspecting MOB. I was able to send it flying towards the bar and the thoroughly surprised bartender. Unfortunately, he was able to duck down, narrowly avoiding my "attack". The ZAUK crashed into the mirror and bottles behind the bar, shattering into an avalanche of glass and pixels.
I didn't waste any more time and dove for my Plasma Pistol. The bartender stayed hidden for the moment, so I glanced back towards Eyla. She was back on her feet, squaring off with the ALPHA. She landed a gorgeously graceful spin kick the set the MOB back on its heels.
"Eyla duck!" I shouted, taking aim to finish him for her. "I'll take him-" I was interrupted by a full liquor bottle smashing across my tits (HP: 50, PN: 4). I cried out, stumbling backwards and feeling the sting of tears threatening to well.
"You bastard!" I snarled, spinning towards the ORK bartender.
He only cackled and cocked his arm to launch yet another bottle. I almost grinned, aiming my Plasma Pistol. He wasn't ducking down, which meant I had him this time!
Before I could fire a pair of strong hands seized me by the hips, yanked back harshly, and slammed a big hard cock inside me all in one motion! I couldn't help but scream as the sudden penetration sent a shock through me (SP: 13). Immediately the dick began pumping in and out of my pussy. My mouth dropped open, gasping breathlessly for every frantic thrust (SP: 14-15-16-17). I glanced over my shoulder to find an ALPHA fucking me.
"Where... the fuck...did...you..." I hissed and moaned as a scintillating rush made my head spin. "Oh shit!"
I fell forward, bracing my hands on the uneven wood planks, getting wetter and wetter with every stroke (SP: 18-19). He had a tight grip on the curves of my hips, pulling my legs straight to keep my ass in the air, and plowed into me as deep and hard as he wanted. My tits were shaking and bouncing between my arms, I cried out with every thrust (SP: 20-21). The ALPHA ravaged me in that position, pounding my dripping cunt relentlessly (SP: 22-23-24-25).
"Lex!" I heard Eyla shout between my own screams. "Hold on, Lex, I'm coming!"
A wave of humiliation crashed over me. I'm not sure if it was the embarrassment of needing rescued...or realizing she was watching me get dicked so thoroughly down. Despite the rush of shame, I couldn't muster any new strength or resistance, utterly helpless as the ALPHA continued to have his way with me. His cock felt like a piston between my legs, sending tingling quivers over every curve each time it plunged inside me (SP: 26-27-28).
Eyla leapt over me, flattening the ALPHA with another of those elegant and deadly spin kicks. His cock jerked out of me so suddenly it took my breath away and I dropped to my knees, breathing heavy and shivering at the sudden emptiness of my vagina. Eyla squared up to finish the ALPHA.
The sound of a bell ringing drew both our attentions. The bartender was standing again, now furiously ringing a bell behind the bar.
"Order up!" he hollered.
"Sonovabitch," I hissed, sitting up enough to aim my Plasma Pistol at him.
Infuriatingly, he quickly dropped back down behind the bar. As an idea suddenly occurred to me, I got shakily to my feet and holstered my gun. I plucked one of the Plasma Grenades clipped to my weapons belt.
"What is that?" Eyla asked.
"New toy," I replied, giving it a twist.
The blue ring around the center lit up and then began to flash at steadily increasing intervals. I chucked it behind the bar (PG: 3). As soon as I did, the ORK popped up, giving a startled and decidedly concerned shriek. A blinding white flash erupted, washing over him in a disintegrating wave that left nothing but a charred ORK skeleton. He ducked behind the bar one last time in a clattering pile.
"Damn," Eyla said.
"Yeah, found those in an armory shed at the back of the valley."
Before we could take any satisfaction in his demise, the double doors to the kitchen swung open. Two ALPHAs came charging through, followed by a pair of ORKs wearing chef hats, dirty aprons and carrying large wicked looking cleavers.
"Ladies!" came the southern drawl behind us. We both glanced over to see Crowther, standing near and gesturing urgently towards the stairs. "Perhaps we could skip last call this once?"
Without a second thought, Eyla and I dashed his way. The four MOBs were hot on our tracks, but I didn't look back. Crowther stepped out of the way, flinging a handful of his grape sized grenades at our pursuers. Then the three of us ran up the stairs, as the firecracker bangs slowed them down some.
At the top of the stairs, I turned and pulled another of the Plasma Grenades off my belt. I gave it a twist and the blue line again started flashing.
"What's that?" Crowther asked, a tinge of excitement in his fake accent.
Eyla grabbed his arm and pulled him out of the way. The ORKs and ALPHAs were crowding into the stairwell, almost falling over each other like a Three Stooges routine. I dropped the fist sized ball down the stairs, walking calmly towards my compatriots as it bounced, bounced, bounced, then detonated in a blinding flash of light. The stairwell was silent after that (PG: 2).
"Explosives were supposed to be my thing," Crowther teased.
"Well, anything a man can do..." I replied with a shrug.
"Quiet, you two," Eyla shushed. She was crouched, head tilted and the fingers of one hand splayed out against the wall, the other on the floor.
"She has an ability that detects potential threats," Crowther whispered to me, earning another shushing.
We were at the end of a hallway which ran the length of the building. The only lighting was a few primitive electric lamps stuck to the walls. Dim and flickering, they gave the hall a dingy treacherous atmosphere. There were three other doors between us and the other end of the hall.
"I think Devil Seth's in the room behind that furthest door," Eyla said, straightening. "There's definitely enemies behind that first door, but I don't know if we can sneak past them or not."
"Only one way to find out," I shrugged, and started down the hall. Of course, the only thing I was wearing beside my purple half jacket and weapon belt, was a pair of high heeled boots. They thumped on the uneven wooden floor, despite my best attempts to move slowly and quietly.
Fortunately, the door remained closed and we reached the end of the hall without incident. There was a strange humming from the other side of the door, and we all crowded around trying to figure out what it was. I tested the knob, ever so gently...it was locked.
Eyla crouched, taking out a pair of lockpicks and went to work. She fiddled with the lock a moment when suddenly it spit bright sparks at her. Then Eyla screamed in pain as blazing arcs of electricity raced up her arms. She pitched back from the door.



Crowther caught her. "Shit! You okay?"
"I will be," she groaned.
Behind us that first door flew open! A crowd of MOBs poured out into the hall. It was hard to tell how many there were, or even what was a ZAUK or an ALPHA as they tried to step over each other. Acting on instinct I turned and threw my shoulder against the door! I bounced off uselessly, wincing in pain (HP:49).
"Crowther can you blow it open?" I asked, rubbing my shoulder.
"I recon so."
"Get to it, I'll cover you!"
He nodded, digging into his vest pockets as the first ZAUK emerged from the pack. I burst him easily with a plasma blast (CHG: 13).
"Good shot," Eyla said, moving up next to me. "Keep picking them off, if they get past you, I'll take 'em out close quarters."
"Right," I said, knowing we were already in trouble as I began to make out at least three ALPHAs in the group.
I blasted one (CHG: 12). The bright blue beam scattered bits of armor and knocked him back. Then before I could get another shot off, a ZAUK and another ALPHA squeezed into the hallway.
"Well so much for that," Eyla grunted. "Get the ZAUK, I'll handle the ALPHA!" I was already aiming as she charged forward. "Try to keep the other one off me too!"
The ZAUK gave a little shout and scattered across the floor in a burst of glittering pixels (CHG: 11). I quickly took aim at the ALPHA I'd already blasted. Before I could shoot, Crowther tackled me!
"Fire in tha hole!" he hollered as we flattened out on the floor and both hands slipped under my jacket.
Behind us an explosion rocked the building! I felt a blast of heat rush down the hallway...and Crowther's hands squeezing my tits! A shiver raced down my spine as his thumbs flicked over my still-hard nipples (SP: 29). He scrambled off me right away, so quickly in fact I actually found myself questioning whether or not he had deliberately groped me. Men!
I pushed up on my knees and saw both ALPHAs had been knocked down by the blast wave. Eyla sprang to her feet and finished off the one she was fighting.
"Quick! The door!" she shouted dashing towards us.
Crowther grabbed me, by the arms this time, and dragged me to my feet. We ran through the blasted doorway together. It was like stepping into another world. The old western motif vanished, instead this room looked like the command center for a spaceship. There was a computer bank against the far wall, and various other hunks of equipment with flashing dials and monitors. Devil Seth was standing on the far side of the room.
"Ya sneaking, scallywags!" he snarled. "You'll ne'er take me alive!"
I stepped forward, aiming my Plasma Pistol at him. "Don't worry, that ain't the plan!"
Devil Seth chortled like a mad man and kicked his cybernetic peg leg in my direction. I winced as it emitted a burst of light and then I screamed as a beam of energy blasted into me! (HP: 43) I flew backwards, slamming against one of the consoles.
"Lex!" Eyla cried.
"I'm fine," I grunted.
"My turn!" Crowther lunged, tossing a handful of his grape sized grenades at the cyborg.
Devil Seth held up his robotic arm, shielding against the explosions. He swore sharply, then slammed his human hand down on the console nearest to him.
The entire building began to shake. The deafening cry of rusted metal and splintering wood tore through the air. Then the wall behind him lurched and fell...no, not fell: lowered! It folded outwards, becoming a platform hanging off the side of the building. We all watched, a little stunned as Devil Seth ran out to the edge of that platform/wall, laughing maniacally. Lights appeared in the sky over him. We rushed to the newly opened hole in the side of the building. Passing over, just above the building was an enormous silver blimp!
"That is decidedly not what I expected," Crowther spoke the thought for all of us.
The airship drifted over, trailing long steel cables. Devil Seth grabbed one of them and swung away from the end of the platform.
"This is fucken awesome," Eyla chuckled. "Don't let him get away!" Without waiting for us, she dashed across the platform/wall and leapt for the other cable!
I kind of wanted to cheer when she caught it and immediately started climbing. Instead, I turned and held one hand out to Crowther, raising my other, the arm with the E-LARIAT techno-cuff towards the dirigible. He grinned and instantly latched onto me. The back of the airship looked like it was open, maybe some kind of loading bay, so that's where I aimed. Tapping the GRAPLE control, I prayed it had that kind of range.
The next moment we were soaring through the night air. Crowther hooted as we flew past Eyla, still climbing hand over hand. Cold night winds whipped over my naked skin and by the time we reached the airship I was chilled to the core. We scrabbled up onto the rampway, then Crowther turned to help make sure Eyla made it up.
I moved a little further in, hoping it'd be warmer away from the door. It wasn't. I hugged myself futilely and looked around. We were in the cargo area. There were boxes and crates full to overflowing, and piles taller than me of the ore the ZAUKs had been mining; all fuel for Captain Korvas's Imminent Dominator.
"Wondering how much of this your ZAUK lovechild cut?" Eyla asked, coming up behind me.
"Well, he was j-just a l-little worm th-this morning," I said through chattering teeth. "So I doubt any of this...why are you?"
"Maybe a little," she laughed and swatted my naked ass, the cold giving it an extra bit of sting.
"Aren't you cold?" I asked.
"Nah, my martial arts discipline gives me a high tolerance for weather, pain, stamina, all that good stuff."
"Of course," I whined mid-shiver, making me sound even prissier than I was acting. Add to the list of things I was going to be more understanding of with women when I got back to my male body: being so cold.
Behind us, hydraulics hissed to life and the loading ramp began to close. As the huge door slammed shut bright red letters appeared in the air before us: DEVIL'S ZEPPELIN and then SONHADRA J6 -- BOSS STAGE!
At the end of the cargo hold was a doorway that had all the ear markings of a boss arena. GET READY!! flashed through the air as it slid open and a squad of enemies marched through. I counted six more ALPHAs.
"S-same p-plan," I shivered, opening my inventory. This time I took out my Plasma Rifle.
Eyla shot me a smirk. "On it!"
We started towards the advancing MOBs. The other two moving out ahead of me. I had to admit, it was nice to have allies this time. Real allies, not just Clay's dubious assistance.
The ALPHAs were spreading out, moving behind crates and piles of ore to serve as cover. I saw one charging up his tuning fork rifle and I quickly took aim and fired. The Plasma Rifle vibrated in my arms, unleashing a blast of blue energy with a sound like ripping silk (CHG:5). It blasted the ALPHA, scattering chunks of armor and bursting him into a shower of pixels.
"Good shot!" Eyla hooted, charging one of the others.
"Where's that gun been?" Crowther asked, dodging a behind a stack of crates to avoid a bolt of purple lightning.
"To be honest," I replied, glancing down at the weapon in my hand. "I didn't realize it would pop an ALPHAs in one shot!"
"Little help?"
"Recharging." I checked the meter on the side of the gun: 10%.
Eyla knocked her enemy flat on his back with a two-punch, high kick combo. "Stay back till your charged," she told me. "We'll keep them off you!"
Crowther was already chucking a handful of grenades around his pile of cover, then circling to the opposite side. I headed towards the nearest crate, planning to do just what Eyla said...until I noticed two more ALPHAs closing in on her. I checked the rifle: 40%. She was still finishing off that first one, whether she'd noticed or not they were both charging up their tuning fork rifles.
"Hey assholes!" I shouted. "Over here! Betcha can't hit me!"
The ALPHAs and Eyla all glanced my way. She quickly looked back at them, realizing how close they'd gotten. One of them turned towards me, firing off a blast of purple lightning. I dove behind that crate, avoiding the bolt so narrowly I felt the charge tickle my skin. I heard the other ALPHA fire and the crate I was hiding behind exploded in a shower of ore, knocking me on my ass.
"Lex?" Eyla called out, even as she was leaping into a spinning kick against the nearer of the two.
"Uhhh, little help..." I whimpered, scooting away as the other ALPHA came towards me. I glanced around for a new hiding place, my rifle was still only at 80%.
He was right on top of me before I could do anything else, and a sadistic smile spread across his green lips, aiming his tuning fork rifle at point blank range. With no chance to evade as the bolt of purple lightning erupted from the end, I took the full force of the blast, screaming in pain (HP: 33). I felt all my strength drain away and the red STA (stamina) icon glowed in my periphery.
"Hot piece of ass," the ALPHA gloated. He loomed over me, stripping off the cod piece off his armor, unleashing his big green cock.
There was no titters or excitement this time. I was a sitting duck, too weak to even stand up, much less seduce my adversary. The ALPHA chuckled, wagging his big cock at me. Then a black-clad foot slammed into the side of its head!
"Get away from her!" Eyla snarled. She wrenched the weapon out of his hands and whacked him with it! He staggered backwards, jibbering in frustration. Eyla spun back, grabbing my arm. "On your feet, missy!"
"Thanks," I mumbled as she pulled me up. I still didn't quite have the strength to stand so she slipped her shoulder under mine for support.
"Silly girl, I told you to hide-" her voice peeled out into a scream and I felt the charge race over her skin!
We both sank to the ground. I glanced up to see the other ALPHA coming towards us. She must not have been able to finish him off before coming to help me. We were both sitting ducks now, and a pang of guilt shot through me. I knew what was about to happen to us, to Eyla, and it was all my fault.
"Hot pieces of ass," one grunted at the other.
They laughed in unison, bending down and pulling us both onto our knees. I watched helplessly as a big green finger tugged down Eyla's mask, exposing her soft pink lips.
"Don't you dare, slime!" She hissed like an angry cat.
"Eyla, I'm sorry..." I murmured.
She glanced over, reaching out to weakly grasp my hand. Our eyes met and I think she started to roll hers, but then rough hands grabbed us both by the chin. Breaking our connection, the ALPHAs turned our faces to their thick green cocks.
Mine pried my jaw open, stuffing his into my mouth. I heard Eyla groaning as hers did the same. They gripped our heads tightly, hips bucking against our faces (SP: 32). The huge member got hard immediately, swelling between my lips and spreading my jaw even wider. His hard shaft slid back and forth over my tongue, working into my throat and making me gag on every thrust (SP: 33-34). With my Stamina depleted, I didn't have the strength to suck him back or take control. I was helpless and he took full advantage. Not far away I heard Eyla whining and slurping, both ALPHAs eagerly fucking both our faces (SP: 35-36-37).
When the ALPHA pulled out of my mouth, a stream of spit splattered over my naked breasts. Coughing and sputtering, I sank back on my round, padded butt. My STA icon was still glowing orange. His musky taste lingered in my mouth as I gazed up at him towering over me. Feeling so small and vulnerable, I could only wonder what he was going to do to me next.
Eyla was already getting to her feet and fighting back. Knowing I had to do the same, or something, anything...I scrambled onto my hands and knees and started crawling towards my Plasma Rifle.
"Hot piece of ass!" he chortled, and I gasped as he snagged a handful of hair.
He yanked up on my head, arching my back. I barely had the chance to realize I'd basically offered myself up to him in that position, before his hard, hot cock was sliding into my dripping pussy (SP: 42)! He pumped in deep, sending a rush of heat through my body that made me moan out loud (SP: 44). He pulled back on my hair, craning my neck and creating tension through my torso as he fucked me. Suddenly every thrust seemed to reverberate through my whole body, making my tits quiver and my nipples ache (SP: 46). I was panting already, mouth gaping open, feeling every ridge and vein sliding through my soaking cunt. Scintillating fireworks rippled up my spine as he seemed to hit every single nerve between my trembling legs, fucking me right up to the edge then over (SP: 48-50)!
I cried out as the climax burst through me! My pussy gushed around the ALPHA's cock and I couldn't resist pushing back, driving him even further in as I came. I was lost in the temptation of my orgasm, wanting desperately to feel him so deep inside me.
Suddenly there was a popping noise, the firecracker sound of Crowther's grenades. I flinched as the tension in my body vanished, my green hair falling around my shoulders and a rain of sparkling pixels cascaded over my electrified skin.
"You okay?" Crowther asked. I felt him gripping my shoulders, probably thinking to help me up but his touch sent needy shivers racing down my hourglass sides (SP: 51).
"Fine!" I blurted, scrambling back. "I'm fine!"
"Jesus," he pulled back, obviously confused. "You sure?"
"Oh back off," Eyla shouldered past him and squat in front of me. "It's okay, hey, it's alright..."
"I know," I sucked in a deep breath. "I'm okay...just...err, embarrassed." I crossed my arms over my tingling breasts and squeezed my legs together trying to calm my buzzing body.
"Don't be," her voice took on a soothing tone. "It's just this weirdo game." She rolled her eyes and looked so beautiful doing it, my pussy quivered at the sight.
I looked at her, biting my lip. "Thanks...are they...?"
"All gone," she replied. "Clear road to the boss arena, seems like anyway."
We all glanced towards the door the squad had come through. It was open, darkened beyond, waiting.
"I think, um," my cheeks flushed white hot just thinking about what I needed to say. "If we're going in there, I probably need to...well...um..."
"Max your Stim?" Crowther finished, letting his eyes slither over my body, noticeably lingering between my legs where my pussy was wet and glistening.
Turning my hips, my eyes dropped to the floor and I can't imagine how red my cheeks must have been.
Eyla slugged him in arm hard enough he winced. "Push your eyes back in your head, jerkface!"
"Geez, I was just gonna offer to help the little nymph-OW!" Crowther teased but Eyla punched him again, a little harder.
"Don't be an ass," she hissed. "Can't you see she's embarrassed enough?"
"Just trying to lighten the mood, babe."
"Don't, you're bad at it." Eyla turned back to me. "We'll wait by the door to give you some privacy. Just come on- I mean, follow up whenever you're ready."
"Thanks," was all I could muster.
They headed towards the ominous doorway, while I moved behind a stack of crates. Embarrassing as it was, I spread my legs to MASTURBATE. I couldn't go into a boss fight with my Stim Points so high, making me weak in the knees and filling my head with submissive urges. I bit my lip to keep from moaning out loud. I could hear them talking, hopefully they didn't hear me gasping and breathing heavy.
To be completely honest, rubbing my pussy was a lot more fun than jerking my cock had ever been. Masturbating IRL tended to be a few moments of awkward tugging, ending in a sticky splat and a frankly underwhelming climax. Here I spread my soft, hairless labia to tease and stroke my sensitive clit, slipping fingers in and out of my slick little hole, gently coaxing myself through three orgasms, each one a warm, exhilarating rush that tingled over every curve, before finally maxing and resetting my Stim Points (SP: 0).
I took another moment or two to let my head clear, then got up to join my friends. I wished I'd had a towel or something, I still felt slick and sensitive as I walked through the cargo bay.
"Feel better?" Eyla called upon seeing me.
"Much," I replied.
"Good, cuz I'm itchin' t'get off this sandy two-sunned ass-pit," Crowther said, conspicuously not looking at me now.
"Any idea what to expect in there?" I asked, checking over my things. I had two of the Plasma Grenades left, my pistol had eleven charges and my rifle had five.
"A fight," Eyla sighed.
"Don't suppose either of you have a MED PACK?" I asked. "My health's a little less than half full."
They glanced at each other, shaking their heads. I saw the trepidation in their eyes.
"Same plan," Crowther said. "You hang back, hit him at range. We'll close in for the fight."
"Guess that's all we can do," I agreed. "Who even knows if his cyborg ass has human parts for me to use my seduction skills on."
"You little nympho," Eyla chuckled.
"Ladies?" Crowther rolled his eyes and started through the door.
I glanced at Eyla, unable to keep the nervousness from my expression. I could see the same in her eyes, but she nodded reassuringly, took my hand and led me through the doorway.
We stepped onto the bridge of the airship as the big red letters appeared in the air: BOSS BATTLE -- DEVIL SETH...GET READY!
Devil Seth was standing at the helm on the far end. Behind him was a huge row of windows, through which you could see the night sky. The door slammed behind us and the massive cyborg whirled to face us.
"Ya made it further'n I expected," he snarled. "I'll give ya that!"
"This shipment will never reach Korvas, you dishonorable pirate!" Eyla shouted stepping forward.
"How's she still so into this stuff?" I murmured.
"She does like to play the game," Crowther chuckled. "Sometimes you can unlock certain advantages, the bosses tend to banter and monologue like cartoon villains."
It wasn't an uncommon feature in these games, built in to promote immersion and roleplay. I took aim with my Plasma Rifle.
Devil Seth was still arguing with Eyla. "...A buncha good fer nothin' do-gooders like ya selves'll never stop the Cap'n!"
"We'll just see about that!" I shouted. "But right now, we only gotta stop you, now reach!"
Seeing my rifle aimed and ready, the cyborg narrowed his eyes and slowly lifted his hands. Eyla glanced back at me with an approving grin.
She moved forward to take advantage of his apparent surrender but before she could reach him, he swung his robotic arm in a chopping motion. A tendril of bright energy flashed out, coiling like a whip and slashing Eyla to the ground! She cried out, writhing in pain and Devil Seth laughed that mad man's chortle of his.
"You'll never take me alive!" he thundered, raising his arm for another lash.
"Get away from her!" I leveled my Plasma Rifle and let off a blast (CHG: 4)! The bright blue bolt ripped into Devil Seth and he staggered back swearing.
Crowther followed close behind, launching a handful of his explosive BBs at the boss. The cyborg swatted and cursed at the stinging swarm of explosions.
"That energy whip is something else," Eyla hissed as Crowther was helping her back to her feet. "Watch it..."
"Three on one, ay?" Devil Seth growled. "What say I even the score a bit!" He slapped a control on his robotic arm and small round portals irised open all along the walls unleashing metal tentacles!
We barely had any time to react. One whipped the Plasma Rifle out of my hands (HP: 32). Then another from the opposite direction coiled around my wrists. I high stepped, narrowly avoiding the ones reaching for my legs and ankles.
"Ngh! Let go!" I was trying to pull my wrists free and didn't even notice the one that whipped across my naked ass (HP:31, PN: 1, SP: 2). Even as I yelped in pain, I heard Eyla squealing in frustration.



I glanced over to see her on her back. Her hands were free but one of the tentacles had coiled around her leg. She was kicking frantically with her free leg, trying to fight off another tentacle that was definitely trying to get to her pussy.
Anger flashed through me. I won't say I'd gotten used to enduring the pervy attacks of the game, but something about watching them happening to Eyla was a fresh sting. I winced as another tentacle stung my other cheek (HP: 30, PN: 2, SP: 4). Fortunately, the tentacles attack cycle ended after that. The Plasma Rifle wouldn't be recharged yet, so I drew my pistol.
Eyla was scrambling to her feet with Devil Seth already looming over her. She threw a kick which glanced off his metal arm. Following the momentum, she swung into a backfist that connected on his stubbly chin. Devil Seth took the blow, chuckled, then lifted his arm to retaliate.
I took aim and fired, catching his robotic shoulder (CHG: 10). The taskmaster lurched, then looked at me with a glare and a snarl. An explosion went off right in his face forcing the boss back on his heels, his orange mustache singed and smoking.
"Sons a bitches!" he howled, lifting his robot pegleg and stamping down on the floor! When he did a concussive blast-wave rolled out from the piston-like appendage. The entire ship seemed to shudder and all three of us were knocked off our feet!
I hit the ground with a groan (HP: 25). There was no STUN affect but again I felt dazed. Before I knew it, metallic tentacles were coiled around each of my wrists and ankles. I hadn't even noticed the portals re-open all along the walls. They jerked me flat out into a full spread eagle. I squirmed slightly, barely able to offer any resistance. I glanced over to see Eyla in the same position. When our eyes met the nervous expression in hers mirrored my own thoughts. We didn't need to speak to share the sentiment of knowing we were about to get fucked.
A fifth tentacle plunged into my vagina hard, fast and deep (SP: 9)! I threw my head back and cried out as a flash of heat ripped through my hips. I had started to dry out, so it hurt fiercely. The mechanical violator didn't care, pushing in and out relentlessly. My legs shook as my cunt stretched around the cold metal. Fortunately, it only took a few strokes to get me wet (SP: 10-11). As the tentacle began to glide back and forth, an anxious charge crawled up my spine.
I noticed Crowther's tentacles had him also spread eagle, but upright and suspended off the ground. He was getting whipped instead of fucked.
Not far off I heard Eyla whimpering, almost in time with the tentacle thrusting between my own legs (SP: 12-13). As the sensation became more and more arousing, I'm a little ashamed to admit thinking of the same thing happening to her became a little exciting this time.
"Hang in there," I gasped, trying to not moan between each word as the tentacle pumped into me a little faster (SP: 14-15). "It'll be over in a moment..." I hoped I was right.
"That's right, it'll a all be over in a blink!" Devil Seth gloated. He'd approached Eyla, but stepped right over her when he saw me. "Well, now ain't you a tasty strumpet..." He was already looming over me when the tentacles slithered out of my vagina, then released my arms and legs. "...Already peeled and ripe fer the takin'!"
I lunged for my Plasma Pistol, but he was close enough to kick it out of reach. I rocked back on my ass, looking up as he glared down at me smugly. He was too close to use one of my grenades, so I used the only other weapon I had. I licked my lips and arched my back thrusting my tits at him.
"These melons are perfectly ripe," I tried to put a little purr in my voice.
Devil Seth grinned and his eyes devoured my naked chest. "Always like to test the produce me-self."
I pushed up onto my knees, rolling my shoulders back and letting the purple half-jacket slip off them. He took the invitation, reaching down with his human hand to grab my breasts. His warm fingers sent and instant rush through my chest (SP: 15). He cupped gently, then gripped tighter, rubbing a wide thumb over my soft, rosy nipple (SP: 16-17). Excitement fluttered through my chest as I bat my eye lashes at the boss.
He didn't notice me crossing my arms under my prominent rack, and had no idea I was touching the PULL button on my E-LARIAT. Instantly the beam of energy crackled out, latched onto my Plasma Rifle and yanked into my waiting hands!
"What in blazes?" Devil Seth grunted at the bright flash between his legs.
As soon as I had hold of my Plasma Rifle, I threw myself backwards and whipped it up. He was so big and close enough I didn't even need to aim (CHG: 3). This time I heard the human skin sizzle as the beam blasted across his chest.
"Ye teasin' hussy!" he howled, clutching at his singed flesh.
As the cyborg staggered backwards, Eyla slid between his legs. In one motion she sprang to her feet and leapt into a gorgeously elegant spinning high kick which caught him right on the chin! The force knocked him off balance, and she followed up by launching a precision left-right-backfist combo he was unable to defend against. Devil Seth took a single swipe, which she ducked effortlessly.
With his attention focused on her, Crowther snuck up right behind the taskmaster and slapped him on the back. "Good game, compadre," he laughed then dashed away.
Devil Seth snarled, half turning to swat at the long-gone-assassin. Then we could see the bomb affixed to his back. It flashed, beeped and then just as me and Eyla dove into duck and cover positions, it exploded, engulfing the boss in a ball of fire and smoke.
"Holy shit," I gasped, sitting up and glancing over at Eyla. "Good job you guys!"
She gave me a thumbs up. "You set us up for it." We got to our feet, peering through the haze for Crowther. "Baby? Are you-"
Before she could finish, Devil Seth came roaring out of that black cloud and swung his metal arm at us. We had no chance to defend or evade as that electric whip lashed out! We both screamed in pain as the energy ripped through our bodies (HP: 20, PN: 7). I crumpled to the floor, gasping. It hurt so badly, I felt weak after.
"Eyla!" Crowther's voice cut through the thick gray fog. "Lex? Girls!"
The taskmaster laughed, but it was dry and malicious this time. He triggered the control on his arm and the portals opened once again.
"We have to get up!" Eyla gasped seeing the tentacles coming quick.
I nodded weakly. My entire body was still prickling from the charge, but I forced myself to stand. Eyla was already dodging tentacles when one of them snagged me...I quickly realized it wasn't a metal tentacle, it was a thick, fleshy arm!
"Get away from me!" I gasped, unable to resist as Devil Seth scooped me up off the ground. His big arm coiled around my torso, pinning me to his chest and slipping a firm grip back onto my perky breast.
"Heheh! Yer friend's can play with me toys," he rumbled. "But I'm gonna play with you!"
"Let me go!" I whined as he began to knead my firm bulb. An anxious warmth bloomed through my chest, and my nipple tingled as his rough thumb coaxed it into a hard, little nub (SP: 18-19).
I slapped and shoved at his half-metal, half-brawny chest. Both halves ignored me as his robotic arm reached between my legs. I tried kicking it away, but he ignored that too and grabbed my defenseless pussy. Feeling his cold metal fingers sliding through my warm, wet slit sent ice up my spine. I shivered in his arms as he spread me open and whimpered when his thumb found my clit (SP:23). Devil Seth grinned at me as if I'd just handed him a road map and pressed down, sending an electric rush through my hips and tummy (SP:25). Then his thumb began to vibrate!
My mouth dropped open, my cheeks blushed immediately and all I could do was stare at him in shock. His grin widened. That digit thrummed against my clit, stimulating my entire body as if it were resonating along every curve. My legs began to tremble, begging to be spread and when I did, two metallic fingers reached around and pushed into my tight, wet hole (SP:30). My hips bucked as they began to pump in and out, the sensation quaking along my spine. Brilliant sparks burst through my chest leaving my breasts even more sensitive and making my nipples stand point, aching deliciously (SP: 32-34-36).
"Ohhh fuck fuck fuck!" I moaned, unable to keep myself from arching into his hand.
"Get your hands off her, scum!" Eyla's voice cut through my haze of arousal.
"Oh no, I'm keeping this one!" the cyborg chortled, squeezing my tit so hard a starburst of pain flashed through my chest and rushed downward to mingle confusingly with the stimulating vibrations (SP: 38, PN: 8).
"I said let her go!" Eyla came charging in, throwing a high kick over my head.
I couldn't see where she hit him, but I felt the jolt. Devil Seth staggered, and his grip loosened. She landed in front of me, grabbing my shoulders and tugging urgently. Pushing down an intense desire for more of his vibrating hand, I reached out for her and squirmed out of his grasp. The instant we hit the ground she was tugging me into a run.
"Come on," she urged. "We gotta get out of range before-"
My legs wobbled on the first step, then buckled on the second and I dropped to my knees.
"Look out!" I heard Crowther's shout but couldn't see him. It was already too late anyway.
That electric whip slashed through both us girls (HP: 15, PN: 13). I screamed and heard Eyla's shrill echo as we collapsed at Devil Seth's feet. My entire body shivered in agony, and tears flooded my eyes. I couldn't believe how badly it hurt...or was it just my low pain tolerance?
I heard Crowther shouting and the firecracker rattle as he pelted the cyborg with explosives. He couldn't use anything bigger with us in the area of effect. The taskmaster retaliated, lifting his peg leg and unleashing an energy blast. Crowther took the full brunt and the force sent him tumbling across the room.
"Lex, we have to move!" Eyla was pushing up on her hands and knees, reaching for me.
"Just go," I sniveled. "I can't..." My body felt like lead, heavy and still thrumming with the sting of the whip.
She crawled to me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders. "I'm not just leaving you!"
I hugged her tight. It was nice not to be alone. The sound of footsteps behind us made my stomach clench. I could sense Devil Seth looming over us.
"Shit!" Eyla gasped, trying to move us both as I clung to her.
"Do you trust me?" I whispered urgently.
"Do I..." she blinked at me. "...I guess?"
I reached up, pulling down her mask and kissed Eyla full on the mouth! She tensed, grabbing my arms but I curled against her, coiling one of my shapely stems around her long, slim leg.
"What's this then?" Devil Seth hesitated right on top us.
Ignoring him for the moment, I leaned in to plant a string of kisses down Eyla's swanlike neck. I was surprised at how warm and soft her skin was, and feeling her shiver sent a wave of excitement through me.
"Take my jacket off," I whispered. "Kiss my shoulders."
"Huh?"
"Just trust me!"
Her strong skinny hands slid up my back, then yanked off my jacket. The cool air sent a shiver down my spine but feeling her lips on my skin warmed me considerably (SP: 40).
Now I did look back at Devil Seth, giving him a coy look over my naked shoulder while the sexy ninja planted hot kisses on my pale flesh. He was staring at us, one shaggy eyebrow cocked and a grin twitching under his bushy orange mustache.
"I can't believe this is working," Eyla giggled, licking up my neck and nipping my earlobe (SP: 41). "How long will this hold him?"
"No clue," I sighed, feeling her hands crawling up my sides towards my chest. "But I think there's a chance we can max his Stim this way."
"Really?" she murmured, clutching my firm, round bulbs. "Damn these're perfect..."
I sucked in sharply, arching into her grasp. My breasts felt big and heavy in her dainty hands. She squeezed tight, already teasing my hard nipples with her feminine fingers (SP: 42-43).
"Something like that happened when I escaped the pits," I moaned softly.
As if on cue, Devil Seth groaned above us. "Interesting way to surrender, but ya won't find me complainin'! Har har!"
"We'd better give him a good show then." Eyla laid me back at his feet, she seemed to be getting more and more into the idea every moment. She leaned back, sliding her own top up to reveal her perky petite tits. She moved between my legs leaning down to kiss me again. Our soft, velvety tongues squirmed together, wet and warm. Feeling her firm little orbs pressing into my big soft bulbs sent a wave of desire through me, and I hooked my legs around her narrow hips.
As we kissed deeper and hotter, I kept expecting the male part of my mind to surge forward. I'd felt it itch every time I looked at her, that male lust ogling her female form. Now that I was actually with a woman again, why wouldn't that part resurface to take control? Instead it seemed to recede even further. The sensation of our curves rolling against each other, soft skin rubbing up so sweetly together, I felt as feminine as ever.
It helped that Eyla quickly took charge. Any masculine urges melted away as she handled me gently, yet so assertive. Every curve she caressed sent a flood of affectionate warmth through me. She found places so sensitive the lightest touch made me squirm, and then she teased them until I trembled and moaned.
My own hands gripped and tugged at her black strappy outfit, clinging to her compulsively. It was all I could do to pull her in for a kiss or nuzzle into her neck when she leaned close enough. Each time Eyla just grinned, pushed me back down and continued driving me wild, savoring my helpless squirming and needy moans.
Finally, she leaned down to get her mouth on my breasts. Feeling her soft lips on my hard pink nipples sent an urgent rush through my chest. She sucked gently making me ache, and when her warm wet tongue slid over the sensitive nubs, I let out a long breathy whimper. I was so lost in the sensation I didn't notice her hand creeping between us and reaching between my legs. When her slender finger slid into my wet slit and spread me open, I gasped sharply.
Eyla leaned up and put her lips at my ears as her thumb stroked the silky flesh. "Truthfully," she whispered, finding my clit. A moan caught in my throat as she flicked my hot little button teasingly. "I've been dying for this since they brought your gorgeous ass into my cell back in the pits!"
Before I could fully process her words, Eyla bit my neck and thumbed my clit aggressively! I threw my head back, crying out as an orgasm sizzled over every curve on my body (SP: 50).
"M-me too, fuck!" I squealed, arching up sharply.
"Good girl!" Eyla purred. "Cum for momma!" Before I could recover my bearings, she switched her grip and slammed two fingers inside me. My hips bucked and rolled involuntarily against her hand as she pumped hard and fast. My pussy gushed, soaking her to the wrist in hot, sticky juices. Lightning raced up my spine making my nipples tingle and my head spin as I came again (SP: 55).
"Fuck! Yes!" I gasped.
Eyla leaned down, kissing me deeply. She continued to fingerbang me through the orgasm, making me moan into her mouth while every curve shook and trembled against her svelte figure. When she pulled away, we both looked up at Devil Seth. His eyes were wide open and staring, his face split in a massive smile. My vision was bleary, my eyelids fluttery and I was panting, but Eyla gave him a vixen grin.
"Enjoying the show, big guy?" she purred. "Ready to see me go down on this hot little strumpet?"
"Aye... aye!" he chortled eagerly. "And tell me how she tastes, lass!"
Eyla scooted back, slipping her hands under my knees to push my legs up and out. Her touch sent anxious tingles rippling down the backs of my thighs as she spread me wide open. She leaned down and dragged her warm velvet tongue through my soaking wet slit. An electric charge raced through my hips and up the backs of my thighs. I moaned (SP: 56). She looked at me with a confused expression. She licked my pussy again, sending that same erotic charge crackling through my lower half (SP:57).
She gave me that same confused look. Suddenly I was swept with uncertainty, feeling utterly exposed and more than a little embarrassed with my legs spread wide open and my pussy on full display. Finally, she shrugged and gave me a wink that didn't exactly alleviate my self-consciousness.
"She tastes like strawberries," Eyla admitted to Devil Seth. He chortled lustily as she leaned down to taste me again. I squirmed, swallowing a whimper as her tongue pushed through my soaked pussy lips (SP:59). She looked up at me, licking her lips. "You're so tangy and sweet!"
I could only shrug, feeling like I should blush but my cheeks probably could not have gotten much warmer. Her eyes flashed and she dove back in, devouring my hairless cunt! Her tongue slipped and squirmed through my slippery petals. My legs shook against her hands as she spread them even further, lapping and slurping at my pussy. My entire body went rigid and I whimpered inarticulately as electrifying heat tingled over every curve (SP: 60).
I gushed into Eyla's mouth. Tasting my cum, she seemed to grow more eager! She lapped hungrily at my hot sticky juices, ravaging my aching cunt. I felt her teeth scraping gently, nipping at tender pussy lips. I jumped and squeaked, but she held me in place and giggled.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned, reaching down to grab her ninja pigtails. I spread my legs even wider, arching into her and holding on for dear life.
Currents of hot need flowed through my stomach and chest as her tongue writhed slowly into my slit, pushing deeper. She found my clit hot and swollen and began to tease it. I couldn't help but quiver and moan at every lick and prod. She bit the sensitive nub teasingly and a flash of white heat sizzled through me. I whined, bucked and gripped her pigtails a little tighter. I could feel cum and drool dripping down my ass as she ravished me with her mouth. Then one of her hands slid down my leg, tingling everywhere she touched.
"Oh fuck, oh gawd yes," I begged, anticipating that digit's destination.
Eyla froze, looking up at me slyly. She flicked her tongue over my clit, barely touching it...just enough to send anxiety pulsing over my hips. I hung desperately on the verge, quivering, every curve tingling in anticipation.
"Please," I gasped. "Pleas please fuck!"
Eyla grinned and her tongue might have doubled in size as she dragged it through my aching pussy lips. Three of her dainty fingers pushed inside me so deep the sudden penetration left me breathless. My hips rolled on their own and I gripped her pigtails so tight my knuckles turned white. She licked and sucked and gnawed on my clit, all the while pumping her hand hard and fast until I couldn't take it.
I screamed out as fireworks rippled along my spine. A surge of orgasmic energy released a scintillating cascade of warmth ending in a hot rush between my legs. Every curve on my body tensed, quivered deliciously then relaxed completely. My mind went blank, numb, and I slumped completely limp beneath Eyla.
EYLA HAS MAXED OUT YOUR STIM POINTS!! Flashed before my bleary eyes. ACHEIVEMENT ULOCKED: VOYEUR (HLA)!
A glob of something sticky spattered my face.
"Oh god," Eyla groaned in disgust.
I opened my eyes to find Devil Seth stroking his cock over us, head lolling blissfully. He drenched us with spurt after spurt of thick white jizz.
YOU HAVE MAXED OUT DEVIL SETH'S STIM POINTS!! He staggered back, groaning happily with his maxed out StimP counter flashing bright red over his head.



I pushed myself to a seated position, feeling the sticky stuff dripping down my naked breasts. I could taste his salty cum on my lips, it was not fruity in any measure. Eyla was still kneeling between my legs, wiping milky slime from her face.
"Babe, can you finish him off?" she grumbled.
The only reply was a daze murmur. We glanced over and found Crowther with his pants around his knees, his own dick going flaccid in his hand.
YOU HAVE MAXED OUT CROWTHER'S STIM POINTS!! Glowed above him. YOU WIN!
"Of course," Eyla groaned.
"Does that mean I can go take him PRISONER?" I chuckled.
She smirked. "You do owe him one..."
"Nahhh," I groaned, detaching one of the Plasma Grenades from my belt. "Let's just get this shit over with."
Eyla helped me stand, then I activated the grenade (PG:1). I tucked it into the opened front of Devil Seth's pants and hurried back.
"Wha happun?" Crowther mumbled as Eyla dragged him safely out of range.
The Plasma Grenade detonated with a blinding white flash! Devil Seth exploded into a cartoonishly oversized shower of glittering pixels.
Then we heard rumbling from outside the airship. Eyla and I glanced at each other in confusion, then rushed to the helm looking out through the huge wall of windows. A huge rocket soared through the night, passing by us in a rush of fire and noise. Once it had passed there was a buzzing over the ships commlink.
"You fools!" cackled the familiar voice of Captain Korvas. "Did you really think Devil Seth would be bringing my shipment in that lead zeppelin!? Bwahaha! Now I've got all the fuel I need for the Imminent Dominator!! You'll never stop me!" Maniacal laughter faded out with a staticky buzz. We watched the rocket soar out of sight into the cosmos.
Eyla and I looked at each other and our shoulders slumped. Even though we knew it was just a continuation of the game, it seemed a little disheartening.
Words began to flash before my eyes: LEX HAS LEVELED UP! Followed by NEW TRAIT UNLOCKED: BI-CURIOUS after that MAX HP +5 and then MAX StimP +5.
Then between the three of us MINES OF SONHADRA CLEARED! appeared in the air, with a little shower of digital fireworks. CONGRATULATIONS!
A STAGE COMPLETION graph came up next, clearing my STIM bar, filling my HEALTH bar, and tallying points. Predictably I had penalties for being captured by the ZAUKs and a particularly large one for being impregnated and giving birth. The CUCKOLD bonus was substantial, though. I found it interesting that I was penalized for being maxed by Eyla, even though I also got a VOYEUR bonus for both Devil Seth and Crowther. Once again, my final score didn't seem to be very high.
"So, uh, I think we need to use that strategy in every boss fight from now on," Crowther said, having regained his composure and done up his pants.
"Don't fucken count on it," Eyla sighed, flinging a glob of Devil Seth's jizz towards him.
"Gross," he grunted, side stepping the goo. "Not on me!"
"Course not! Just on us girls?"
"Still," I put in with a chuckle. "Might be worth keeping in mind though..." Despite the sticky stuff still clinging to my naked skin, my mind drifted back to the feeling of Eyla's body against mine, her busy little tongue between my legs.
"You little nympho," she teased, rolling her eyes at me. "How did you even know that would work?"
"To be honest, I didn't," I admitted. "When I was escaping the Breeding Pits, I maxed an enemy while the Pit Boss watched and got a cuckhold bonus...I wasn't doing much good in this fight and my Health was almost spent, so I thought something similar might happen if you maxed me in front of Devil Seth."
"Well, it worked," she shrugged, then threw me a wink. "Might be worth keeping in mind."
"Hey, check it out!" Crowther was heading to where Devil Seth had died.
There were several items waiting to be collected. They were floating in midair, rotating slowly, each with a name over it. I walked up to mine. It was an odd little component, and when I plucked it out of the air a notification flashed: E-LARIAT UPGRADE ACQUIRED. The component had a plug on it that looked to fit a spot on the techno-cuff, so I clipped it on. The whole thing buzzed for a moment, and then a new command button lit up on the side: WHIP.
E-LARIAT UPGRADED: ENERGY WHIP NOW AVAILABLE flashed before my eyes. That was actually pretty sweet! Devil Seth had used his whip at close range, maybe now I would have at least some form of close quarters combat.
Additionally, there was a MED PACK and a couple of BLAST PACKs waiting to be collected. I put the MED PACK into my inventory. Then I gathered my Plasma Pistol and rifle and plugged a BLAST PACK into each one.
Eyla and Crowther were collecting their own power ups when I heard static in my ear. Glancing around, I seemed to be the only one that could hear it.
"When I told you Devil Seth was wanted dead or alive, I'll be honest, I never expected to see him in prison, HA!" It was the voice of Lt. Commander Dreg. "Unfortunately Captain Korvas still received his shipment of fuel, putting him one step closer to assembling the Imminent Dominator! Don't worry I'll see you get paid regardless. Without his taskmaster, Korvas'll have to regroup and re-organize his forces. We'll take them apart one at a time if we have to. Now, get the hell off that godforsaken planet, while I figure out your next bounty! Dreg over and out!"
As soon as he stopped speaking three glowing doorways appeared, with STAGE SELECT flashing above them. I opened my HUD but there was still no log out option.
"Guess it's time to go," Crowther said. He and Eyla had moved back up beside me.
"Do you guys get instructions from Commander Dreg?" I asked.
"Don't recognize that name," Eyla replied. "I get transmissions on this digital scroll from the High Counsel." She held up a pair of rods with a glowing screen between them.
"Every avatar has a different game essentially," Crowther explained. "As an assassin my missions come from different clients on each stage."
I shook my head. "That's a lot of work and programming for something to have gone so catastrophically wrong and not be noticed or fixed by someone."
Eyla and Crowther exchanged solemn looks.
"You guys think this is happening on purpose too," I said. "Don't you?"
They nodded.
"Yeah," I sighed. "It's pretty clear when you think about it."
"Somebody is gonna figure something out sooner or later," Eyla said, reaching out to touch my shoulder.
"Right, for now let's just get back to Jeotania," Crowther said.
"Jeotania," I echoed. "Okay."
"We have to go separately through our own stage selects," Eyla explained. "So when you get there, meet us at the Black Garden bar."
"Jeotania. The Black Garden. Got it." I stepped towards the door closest to me. "See you guys soon."
"Very soon!" Eyla smiled and stepped into her doorway. It brightened, then closed behind her.
Crowther hesitated. "Hey, I know I did you dirty but really thanks for helping me rescue Eyla...and I'm sorry it took letting you get captured and err, bred..."
As he said it, I couldn't help but glance down at my naked body. A small not-unpleasant tendril of warmth coiled through my stomach, thinking of it swollen and full when I was pregnant. He stepped through his portal before I could respond.
"Really?" I admonished myself as a shiver inched up my spine, the memory progressing to giving actual birth to a squirmy larval Zauknoid.
Seeing and feeling the full breasts, round hips, and long, smooth legs below me, I couldn't deny getting used to being a woman. I reminded myself I was still a man, I couldn't get distracted from getting out of this female body, out of this damn game and back home, ASAP! But until then, I guessed if I had no choice but to play the game...I was starting to get better at playing as Lex. And at least now I had some friends to play with.
I stepped through the portal and into the formless white void.
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STAGE SELECT
LOADING... The void. Formless.
LOADING... Blinding light stabbing into eyes I don't have.
LOADING... A sudden swell of motion through white nothingness.
Once again, I came up through a shimmering portal into the seamless metallic cube of the starting chamber. Now that I had eyes, a wave of disorientation swept over me as they readjusted. That passed quickly, and after a few deep breaths, I looked down at my body.
Big soft breasts were tucked into a clingy blue tube top, framed by my purple half jacket. Below that my stomach was bare, showing off an hourglass figure leading down to wide curvy hips, where a skimpy pair of skintight shorts clung to my voluptuous round butt. Long shapely legs extended down to a pair of black high heeled boots. Yup, I was still wearing LEX's body, Lex's extremely sexy female body.
Not that I expected any different. When I was in the action of the game, running, fighting, doing -umm...other stuff... I was beginning to feel comfortable, even natural in this body. But I had never meant to choose LEX as my avatar, so any time I had a moment to think, to remember that I was actually a man in real life, the weirdness of it all came rushing back.
I stepped down off the arrival platform unable to keep from noticing the sway of my hips and the way my large breasts bobbed. Which did feel a little sexy, I'll admit. I guess if I had grown up as a woman those sensations wouldn't be something I noticed at all. It's not like I was constantly aware of my penis and balls when I was walking around in real life. And if I was being completely honest, I was starting to like how much lighter and more graceful this body felt...when the game wasn't assaulting me with horny enemy MOBs.
Pushing that all from my mind, I approached the virtual console in front of me. Lights and buttons flashed across the top of it, and the words STAGE SELECT READY glowed in the air above.
I pulled up the user interface and checked the screen monitoring my real body's vitals. It was oddly relieving to see the stats marked within normal ranges, even though I didn't understand most of them. My core temperature was listed near freezing, but the two readouts labeled VITALITY and SUSPENSION were both still displaying as: NOMINAL. I took this to mean that whatever form of suspended animation I'd been placed in, that it was functioning as it should be.
There was still no way to log out, or quite the game.
I took a moment to check over LEX's extended profile.
LEX (human) BOUNTY HUNTER (level 5)
Strength: 3Stamina: 4 Max Health: 70
Agility: 8Speed: 8 Max Stim: 70
Charisma: 12Intelligence: 5 Max Pain: 20
Combat Specialization: Energy Weapons
Weaknesses: Close Quarters Combat, Pain Threshold
Skills/Abilities: Masturbation, Tease, Blowjob, Tit-fuck.
Traits: Allure, Beguile, Bi-Curious, ?#$^*\/*{file corrupted}.
New Achievements: Cuckold, Voyeur (HLA),
The trait tagged file corrupted was still flashing red, but I still couldn't access it in any way. It just sat there, pulsing, mocking me. In my gut something told me it had to do with whoever had tried contacting me through the Pit Boss back in the labyrinth on Sonhadra. What had they said? Something about a code prompt...could?#$^*\/* be some kind of code?
I did open the other TRAITS, scanning through their brief descriptions to check on the effects of my newly acquired upgrade.
ALLURE: NPCs are drawn to Lex more than other players. Whether this is a favorable reaction or an aggressive one depends on the function of the NPC and their interaction with the player. Meaning that whether an NPC tries to rape me or be my friend depended on how I played the game.
BEGUILE: NPCs are more likely to give Lex information, and/or give her better information, when their STIM points are high. Meaning I can seduce NPC's for better or more complete information.
BI-CURIOUS: NPCs of any gender are now equally susceptible to Lex's ALLURE and BEGUILING. I couldn't help but remember how I'd earned that one. I thought of Eyla's slim body entwined with mine. Actually, she was the only other woman I'd encountered in the game so far, so I guess it hadn't even occurred to me that my attributes wouldn't work on female NPCs and MOBs.
I also took the extra moment to check the descriptions of my new skills and abilities.
MASTURBATION: This skill allows Lex to clear her STIM bar manually with no negative results.
TEASE: This skill allows Lex to raise an opponent's STIM bar with no effect to her own.
BLOWJOB: This skill allows Lex to use oral sex to for double STIM damage on opponents.
TIT-FUCK: This skill allows Lex to gain a +1 STIM bonus for the duration of a Stim Battle after allowing an opponent to fuck her tits.
So far, every skill and trait I acquired only made LEX- made me into even more of a little sexpot. The character was intended to be a femme fatale type, specialized for information gathering and infiltration. It was a little embarrassing that I was getting better and more comfortable playing that role. I knew that these VRG's were designed to give as realistic an experience as possible, so I'd realized that my only chance of success (maybe even survival) was accepting and playing LEX the way she was intended. Which meant that, despite my entire life as a dude, I had to figure out how to become a seductive temptress.
But it was no time to dwell on that, my friends were waiting for me at the next stage!
Returning to the STAGE SELECT function, I saw that the pictures of both Gnash One-eye and Devil Seth were now darkened. As a gamer I still got that rush of excitement at completing another stage. The fact that my life was on the line might have even sweetened it some, and conversely, the fact that I couldn't quit the game, did not seem to dampen it much.
There were now four stages left: the one that was currently locked, hidden behind a sort of skull and crossbones shaped question mark; another titled DELTON ZINDO and The Bloody Whore; the one proclaiming BELLIDONNA CALIGARI Queen of the Xenogladiators; and my next destination: the Planet Jeotania, apparently home to the GALACTIC CARTELS.
The picture was of four mobsters in shadowy silhouette. What was it Crowther and Eyla had said about the place? It was like one big cyberpunk city. As a classic femme fatale, seemed like the perfect place for me.
My new friends had also said it was the best stage to level up, and so most of the trapped players gathered there. Maybe someone would be able to shed some light on the strange glitches I'd been experiencing. It had happened twice now, when I'd completed the Jungles of Cirkon, and with the Pit Boss in the Mines of Sonhadra. I still believed it was someone trying to contact me from outside the game.
I touched the picture and a glowing white doorway slid open in the wall to my left. A smile touched my lips and I walked to it, stepping through without hesitation.
LOADING...
3-1: Hi-tech Lowlifes
Once again there was that feeling of the bottom dropping out from under me as the loading void began to dissolve. It was a short drop onto the familiar feel of a concrete street. The air was humid and smelled stale, and right away I was hit with a cool drizzle of rain.
A body shouldered past me as my eyes were still adjusting, then another, and more. I was on a city street with a crowd of people hustling around me.
There was a familiar buzzing in my ear, followed by the gravelly voice of Lt. Cdr. Dreg: "Welcome to Jeotania, Lex...I know you aren't happy to be back on this wretched hive of scum and villainy, but this mission is too important and none of our operatives know Planet Sin like you do! According to our intel Captain Korvas is trying to forge an alliance with the CYBORK Cartel and if that happens, I'm not sure even the ISN will be able to stop him from assembling the Imminent Dominator! We need you to use your skills and connections to uncover the identity of Korvas's agent, and make sure those negotiations never take place!"
"Yeah, sure thing," I muttered, only half paying attention as I looked at my surroundings.
Neon lights clung to every building and florescent white spilled from every doorway and store front, giving the night an electric flicker. Skyscrapers reached up in every direction, disappearing into a smog that made the sky look like it was tuned to a dead TV station.
"We know the ZAUK street gangs work for the CYBORK Cartel," Dreg went on. "That ZAUK you've been tracking may be able to provide the information you need, don't let him get away! Good luck, Lex!"
On cue, a much shorter body emerged from the crowd and bumped into me. It was a ZAUK, the green skin and gray almond-shaped eyes were unmistakable. However, it was wearing a leather coat and sported a purple mohawk on top of its oversized head.
The diminutive creature sneered at me, then pushed on through the crowd.
Big red letters appeared over the crowd: MISSION ONE: ZAUK RUNNER A yellow arrow flashed over the MOB's location. BEGIN!
I started following the punk-ZAUK, nearly getting lost in the crowd at first. Even with high-heeled boots on Lex wasn't very tall...or maybe she was average height for a woman? Either way I was noticeably smaller than I was used to. This was the first time I'd realized that, since this was my first time being in a crowd that wasn't made up of the diminutive Zauknoids. Luckily, I caught sight of his purple mohawk before he put too much distance between us.
I had to shove my way through the crowd to keep up with him, which felt a little silly considering how much longer my legs were than his. Still, he seemed to be getting further and further ahead.
As I hurried along, I began to wonder if any of the crowd were other players, or just NPC's and MOBs. Was this part of the open world, or just set dressing for my beginning mission?
That obviously got me thinking of Eyla, waiting for me at the Black Orchid bar. I couldn't just blow off this first mission though, eventually I would have to be able to beat this level in case we wanted to leave Jeotania.
I broke through the crowd at an intersection. Impossibly sleek cars zipped past as the throngs of people paused. I caught sight of the punk-ZAUK cattycorner from where I was. He was looking right at me now, then turned and started to run.
"Shit!" I dashed into the street, narrowly dodging a passing car.
The crowd was thinner on this side of the intersection, easier to push through and I started gaining ground. Ahead of me the ZAUK was running, his stubby legs pumping almost comically.
I took out my Plasma Pistol, trying to take aim. "Stop or I'll shoot!"
He didn't even glance back over his shoulder, moving too erratically to draw a bead.
On the next block the punk-ZAUK cut down an alley. I doubled my pace, not wanting to lose him once he got off the main street. My heels skid across the concrete as I made the sharp turn. For a moment, I couldn't see anything as we left the bright neon glare.
"Nice tits!" Two more punk-ZAUKs were waiting for me just inside the alley. Both were wearing leather jackets and sporting mohawks, one yellow, one bright orange.
Beyond them, I saw the one I'd been chasing slow down and glance back, flashing a sharp-toothed grin.
I whipped my Plasma Pistol towards the MOBs, but before I could fire, the yellow haired ZAUK slugged me (HP: 68).
As I staggered a bit, the one with orange hair took a swing at me. I dove under his big fist and rolled nimbly right to my feet. I loved being so quick and agile in this body!
I blasted the yellow haired MOB shattering it into a pile of glittering pixels (CHG: 13). Before I could make another move, two long arms coiled around my body. Big green hands grabbed my breasts, squeezing tight. I gasped and glanced over my shoulder, it was the purple mohawk.
"Nice tits," he whispered right into my ear and began kneading roughly (HP: 62, SP: 8).
I grabbed his wrists, even though I knew I couldn't fight him off. An anxious rush flowed through me as his long fingers worked my firm tits. All I could do was grit my teeth and wait for his perverted attack cycle to end.
When he let me go, I spun around to blast him. He only gave me a leering grin as I lifted my Plasma Pistol, then two more big hands snagged me by the hips. Looking back I saw the orange-haired ZAUK pulling me backwards.
"You little shit!" I hissed, then squeaked in pain as he spanked me with one of those big hands (PN: 1).
I tried to pull away, but he had me. Reaching between my legs, two long fingers began stroking my pussy over the shorts. The other hand was groping and squeezing my plump round cheek, sending tingles dancing over my hips. I clamped my own hand over my mouth to keep from moaning as he rubbed a little harder, making my slit quiver (HP: 56, SP: 16).
While I was trapped and molested, the purple mohawk took the opportunity to turn and start running again. I couldn't let him get far, but I had to wait for this ZAUK to finish with me. I grit my teeth and swallowed another moan as he dug his fingers into my mound. When he finally let me go, I staggered a few steps, resisting the shiver crawling up my spine.
"Nice tits!" he said, literally licking his chops as his eyes scanned down my body.
He was too close for my pistol, so I kicked him with all my might! I couldn't do any damage at close range, but the kick caused him to take a little hop backwards. Then I remembered I had a new trick to try out. I glanced at the E-LARIAT Techno-cuff on my wrist. It had gotten an upgrade after defeating Devil Seth on Sonhadra. The function buttons now read; pull, grapple, swing and WHIP.
I tapped that new command and swung my arm at the advancing ZAUK. Blue energy crackled out of the device, lashing like a whip and coiling around the MOB. He shook and trembled as if he were being electrocuted. When the energy whip unwound and retracted, he toppled backwards and shattered across the alley floor.
"Hell yes," I chuckled. I finally had at a CQC weapon.
I didn't waste any time turning to give chase after the purple mohawk. He was already cutting down an adjoining alleyway a little further in. I followed, watching for the ambush this time.
The next alley stretched into darkness ahead of me. There were trash cans and dumpsters arranged sporadically. Above, rusty looking fire escapes clung to the dingy brick walls. Ladders hung from some of them, others were connected in unusual patterns.
The purple mohawk was running down the alley without looking back this time. Two more punk-ZAUKs stepped out from behind a dumpster as he ran past them. I immediately lifted my gun and popped one of them (CHG: 12).
The other rushed towards me, quick on his stumpy little legs. I avoided his attack and used the E-WHIP on him. He sizzled and burst.
I kept moving, trying not let my target get too far ahead, but watching for more enemies. I noticed a punk-ZAUK on one of the fire escapes. He hadn't seen me yet but that almost definitely meant there'd be others close by. I took aim with my Plasma Pistol and fired (CHG: 11). His glittery pixels spilled through the grated platform.
On cue another punk-ZAUK emerged from behind the dumpster I was standing next to. He was close, so I lifted my arm to take him out with my E-WHIP. Suddenly, the lid to that dumpster popped open and a big green hand snagged my wrist!
"Hey!" I squeaked. "What the-?"
The first MOB was on top of me before I knew it. He shoved me back against the dumpster, both hands immediately tugging down my tube top. My tits popped out and he wrapped his rough green finger around them. Warmth crawled through my chest as he kneaded the sensitive bulbs. My nipples tightened, tingling against his palm (HP: 50, SP: 24).
"Get off me!" I grunted in frustration.
"Nice tits."
I couldn't stop him from groping me now, but I did manage to reach up and peel the hand off my wrist. The punk-ZAUK mauling my breasts was chuckling excitedly and my heart was beginning to race. I shoved away as soon as he released me, then whirled on him with my Plasma Pistol. The blast slammed him against the side of the dumpster, where he crumbled into pixelated remains.
Suddenly the ZAUK in the dumpster hopped up onto the lip and dove at me! Caught more than a little off guard by this, I couldn't get out of the way in time. He tackled me, slamming my back to the ground and causing me to drop my Plasma Pistol. It skidded well out of reach, as the dumpster-diver pinned me down. I squirmed and thrashed but couldn't get away. He captured both my wrists this time, holding them down above my head with one hand.
"Nice tits," he gloated, free hand gliding over my naked chest.
I bucked hard, trying to throw him off but it was pointless. I squeezed my thighs together as he reached between my legs. His big fingers pressed in, then slipped under my thin purple booty shorts. Right away, anxiety rushed through my tummy feeling his rough digits wiggle between my hairless slit. A tremor crawled through my hips and I moaned out loud as he began teasing and manipulating my soft, pliant pussy lips (HP: 44, SP: 32).
The ZAUK leered down at me, rubbing harder and faster. Arousal flooded my head as I squirmed helplessly under him. Biting my lip, I felt myself getting wet.
When he released me a moment later, I pushed up on my knees trying desperately to clear my mind. Before he could move in to attack again, I managed to hit him with my E-WHIP and he crumbled into a glittery pile. I got to my feet, pulling my top up, and tucking my big breasts back into it. I did my best to push the arousal to the back of my head. I had to keep moving.
I was watching the dumpster's a lot more closely now. When one of the lids popped open and another dumpster-diver emerged, I caught him in midair with a plasma blast (CHG: 10). I used the E-WHIP to kill two more punk-ZAUKs that tried to ambush me. I took a punch from one of them, but at least I conserved plasma charges (HP: 42). I also eliminated another lurking overhead before he had a chance to jump down off the fire escape and attack me (CHG: 9).
All in all, it felt like a successful little run. I was starting to get the hang of the gameplay at least.
By then I had reached the end of the alley and stepped back into the neon glare of the city. Although still lined with people and MOBs, this street was not as busy as where I'd started. I caught sight of my purple mohawked target a little ways up the block. He was rushing past a line of people, pushing his way into one of the buildings.



I trotted up the block, the wetness between my thighs sending a little shiver up my spine. The building was some kind of nightclub. There was huge neon sign, glowing toxic green that read: TECH VERT.
As the punk-ZAUK disappeared inside, a large ORK stepped out. His black hair was cropped short and he was wearing an open leather vest. Like most of his species he had a prominent, squared jawline, but his was made of metal. Even the tusks protruding from it were a gleaming silver.
Aaaahhh, I see: CYBORKs.
The CYBORK took up the typical bouncer position, crossing his arms and glaring down the line of people waiting to get in.
I holstered my gun and approached, putting an extra sway in my curvy hips. I got the feeling shooting my way in wasn't an option. Luckily, I had other skills at my disposal. I arched slightly to make my boobs more prominent. Adding to the effect, my nipples were still hard, straining through the thin purple tube top.
This got the bouncer's attention immediately. His sickly yellow eyes scanned down my body, lingering pointedly over my chest before relishing the rest of my scantily clad curves.
"It's a little chilly out here," I said, crossing my arms over my breasts and faking a shiver. "You're not going to make me wait in that line, are you?" It was still weird sometimes to hear that feminine pitch coming out of my throat. It had a way of making me feel timid.
His eyes darted up from my chest. "Everybody waits."
"Everybody? Can't you make an exception?" Although, it did seem a lot easier to put a seductive throb into my voice at this pitch, which I was doing then. "Please? I'm sure I could make it worth your while..." I reached out, tracing delicate fingertips over his muscular arm, and looked into his beady yellow eyes while I licked my lips.
A nervous titter danced through my stomach as he glanced towards the line again. Then he opened the door and motioned me inside. I grinned up at him and couldn't help but wonder if human men in the real world were this easy to manipulate with boobs and a pretty face.
Stepping through the door, I found myself at the top of an ominously dark stairwell. Music was coming from down below.
I'll admit I was congratulating myself for having so expertly deployed Lex's sex appeal, until the door shut behind me and I realized the bouncer had followed me. I guess I thought I'd sweet talk my way in but hadn't considered being expected to follow through.
The CYBORK's big arms wrapped around me, hands pawing my chest. Reflexively, I reached for my Plasma Pistol. Then he cupped my breasts, squeezing hard and scrambling my thoughts with a flood of renewed arousal (SP: 34).
"Shit," I murmured as he pulled up my tube top to get at the plump bulbs underneath. His hands were rough and strong, and made my tits feel small, almost tender in his grasp (SP: 36).
"Let's make it quick," he grunted in my ear. "Gotta get back to my post."
His hot breath sent a chill through my neck and shoulders. I sucked in sharply as he pulled me against his broad chest, groping and kneading eagerly (SP: 37-38). I grabbed his muscular forearms, clenching my teeth as heat rushed through my body. My nipples ached, his palms scraping over them as he wrung a breathless moan from my lips (SP: 39-40).
I couldn't resist the rush of excitement brought on by my climbing Stim Points. I knew I needed to clear them, but it was my lust in the driver seat by then, and this CYBORK was about to reap the benefits.
I twisted around in his arms, guiding his hands down to my full round ass. He happily grabbed two big handfuls. I grinned up at him while I ran my hands down his brawny chest. Before I fully realized what I was doing, I had unbuckled his belt and was pulling down his zipper.
"Too bad we have to be in such a rush," I purred, slipping my hands into his pants.
The CYBORK gave me an awkward expression, his metal jaw not quite designed to grin. "Gotta get back to work." He was already hard...and pretty fucking big.
I stroked my dainty fingers down his enticing length and felt myself blushing. I couldn't help but wonder why that was so exciting? As an impatient quiver crawled between my legs (SP: 41), I reassured myself it was just the climbing Stim Points, the mental intrusion of the game.
My heartbeat sped up as I got down on my knees and pulled out his long hard cock. It was thick and smooth and made my mouth water, despite being a greyish-green color. Well, to be honest, most of my men so far had been ORKs, so...wait, was I becoming an ork-slut? In that moment, I didn't care, already working my tongue over that rigid green shaft, coating every inch and vein in warm spit (SP: 43).
Groaning already, the CYBORK put both hands behind his head and slouched back against the door.
Leaning in I laid his cock on my chest, then squeezed my tits around it. He took the hint, pulsing his hips against me. Thanks to the slickness of my spit, his steel rod glided between my soft breasts. I could feel the heat spreading through my torso and my heart seemed almost to thump to his rhythm.
Although this wasn't much of a fight, my Stim points were already halfway to the max. At least I was thinking clear enough to know I needed to make sure I had an edge when our Stim points started climbing. Right away TITFUCK began to flicker in my periphery.
I squeezed my tits tighter, more than a little surprised how good it felt to have that hard, hot shaft sliding between them. I bounced up and down, stroking my firm bulbs against his thrusts. Looking down, I lapped at the tip as it peaked out between my creamy mounds. When I did that, the bouncer thrust a little further slipping the tip between my lips. Opening my mouth wider and sticking out my tongue, I let him pop in and out as he pumped back and forth between my tits.
In my periphery TITFUCK flashed bright green then BONUS +1 STIM DMG!
Almost panting by then, I pulled his cock up to my mouth and wrapped my pillowy lips wrapped around it. The heat of his erection flushed through my cheeks and I moaned softly (SP: 44). I bobbed up and down slowly, then again. His earthy taste and musky smell flooded my senses.
In the back of my mind there was still a part of me repulsed and ashamed by how much I was coming to enjoy sucking dick. Luckily, that part was easy to ignore with a deliciously hard cock in my mouth.
Feeling him slide back and forth over my soft tongue sparked excitement, I began moving faster, growing more eager (SP: 45-46-47-48). The harder I worked, the more he continued to swell, his hardon spreading my jaw. I pushed down, taking him deep and sucking hard as I pulled back. He moaned above me, the sound causing a little thrill to tickle through my chest (SP: 50).
In my periphery, I barely noticed BLOWJOB lighting up.
Wrapping my dainty fingers around his slick shaft, I began stroking, slow and firm. He was dripping, drenched with my saliva as I swirled my velvety tongue around the head, teasing and coaxing his tip. A few tangy spurts of precum tingled over my tongue, and my heart thumped between my breasts as they jiggled with my enthusiastic motion (SP: 52).
"Fuck yeah," the ORK grunted. "Look at me."
I glance up, letting his beady yellow eyes lock my gaze.
"Take it deep," he instructed, reaching down to put a hand on the back of my head. "Go deeper!"
I opened wide and let him push me down until I gagged (SP: 55). Feeling him twitch in my throat, I braced my hands on his hips. His fingers coiled into my hair, gripping tight and guiding my tempo. My eyes stayed fixed on his, letting him know he was in charge as I slurped and moaned around his thick shaft (SP: 56-57-58). I choked, drooling as each thrust pulsed a little quicker, and a lot deeper. His hips were trembling erratically against my palms. I could hardly believe how eager I was, so comfortable on my knees, stroking with my tongue as I sucked so hard for him (SP: 59-60).
Suddenly his big hands grabbed either side of my head, shoving my face against his crotch. His hips bucked, plunging that throbbing cock down my throat. I gagged violently, even as an orgasmic exhilaration surged down my spine. He came in a warm burst, gushing down my throat and filling my mouth. My pussy quivered between my legs, electrified, as I gulped a mouthful of CYBORK spunk.
His hands went slack a moment later and I pushed away, coughing. I sat back, gasping a breath and sputtering on the salty cum still stringing off my lips (SP: 0).
The bouncer sagged against the door, breathing heavy. Wiping my lips, I glanced above his head to see StimP: 50! flashing red.
I got to my feet, feeling a little lightheaded but relieved. I leaned against him, running my fingers over his chest and looking at him with my best puppy dog eyes.
"Hope that was worth it."
"Yeah," he responded dazedly.
"Say..." I went on, pressing my still naked tits against him. "That little ZAUK you let in before me, any idea where he might've gone?"
"Oh yeah," the CYBORK moaned. "He's here to see CLAMPER."
"And who exactly is CLAMPER?" I felt like I knew the answer.
"He's the boss around here."
"How do I find CLAMPER?"
"You have to get the bartender to let you into VIP," he explained. "CLAMPER's always in the VIP lounge."
"Well, let's hope the bartender's as much fun as you." I gave him a wink and tucked my tits back into the tub top.
He slapped my ass as I turned to walk away (SP: 1). I couldn't help but giggle and wagged my round little tail at him.
Who was I becoming? Still tasting his cum in my mouth, I had to question myself. Yes, I was playing Lex as she was intended but...I had kind of wanted to suck his cock, and I had more than "kind of" enjoyed it. It had to be the game influencing my mind, and more pointedly my desires...
I tried to push those thoughts out of my head and started down. The sound of my heels clinking the metal stairs seemed almost too pointed of a reminder that, for the time being I was a woman. What that meant for my desires was...confusing.
Don't worry about it for now, just keep playing, that seems to be the only way through.
At the bottom, I came into a crowded night club. The place was dimly lit, save for the array of multicolored lasers weaving overhead. The music was thunderous, some throbbing retro synthwave song.
The crowd started right at the base of the stairs. ORKs, a few humans, some other things, all packed in tight and dancing. The floor was flashing beneath their feet in a grid of lighted panels. I spotted the bar on the far side of the room and descended into the mob.
The crowd pressed in around me. The rhythm was infectious, not the music as much as the bodies, so close, bouncing and swaying. Some of the men reached out to pull me into the dance. As I pushed through, there seemed to be something almost choregraphed about their movement. Once more I wondered if they were MOBs or players.
When I reached the bar, there were only a few patrons sitting there drinking. Any bar in the real world would have been overrun with shouting partiers, demanding their next drink. That was probably the biggest indication this was just part of the set dressing for my mission.
The bartender was another CYBORK. This one had longer hair, and a regular jaw with one yellowing tusk sticking up. I couldn't see his eyes though, they were covered with some kind of mirrored lenses. He was wearing a black button-up with the sleeves ripped off and cleaning a glass as I approached.
"What's a girl gotta do to get a drink around here?" I had to shout over the music.
He set the glass down and looked towards me. "What'cha drinking?"
I climbed onto one of the stools, propping my elbows on the bar so I could lean forward to give him a good look at my rack. "Um, what's good here?" I asked.
The CYBORK shrugged. "I mix a pretty good Sonhadran Sunrise, or uh, we got beer..."
"Ooh, I just came from Sonhadra," I giggled. "That sounds good."
He nodded and started making the drink.
I began playing with my tube top, pretending to absent-mindedly pull it down little by little. Even though I couldn't track the motion of his eyes, I saw his head tilting my direction. I was pretty sure he was looking straight down the front of my top as he set the drink in front of me.
Smirking, I picked up the glass and took a sip. It was bitter and burned my tongue like cheap alcohol. It was also ice cold and washed the taste of the bouncer's cum out of my mouth. I took a bigger drink, coughing as it hit my throat.
The bartender chuckled. "Too stiff?" he teased.
"I like stiff things," I said and licked my lips.
Embarrassment rushed through me. I wasn't sure if it was that part of my brain that wasn't quite comfortable flirting with a male, or the part of my brain that couldn't believe I'd say something so cheesy ...to either sex.
The bartender leaned forward to get a little closer to me. "Play your cards right, you might get something a lot stiffer."
I was teasing my tube top down even further, letting my areolas just peak out. "So what cards do I gotta play to get invited back to the VIP lounge?"
"VIP..." he echoed. I didn't notice his hand creeping towards my chest. "Ain't too many humies get invited back to VIP. Course..." Now his finger hooked my top and pushed it down, letting my nipples pop out. "...the few who do..." He smirked, licking his lips. "...look a lot like you."
I was a little caught off guard and pulled away, tugging the top back into place. "Well, I hear you're the expert," I said, regaining some composure. "Or do you need to see a little more," I flashed a vixen grin, "to be sure?"
"You seem to like putting on a show," the bartender said, rubbing his chin.
I shrugged coyly and finished my drink.
"We might have a use for you then," he said, and a grin spread over his face.
Suddenly I swayed on the barstool. I reached out to steady myself, or I meant to, but instead my arms dropped limp at my sides. Shiny stars appeared and began to circle my head. I was STUNNED??
ROOFIED flashed red in my periphery. What the fuck?
"Zauknoids are dumb little critters," the bartender was saying. "But did you really think he'd come in here to hide without warning us you'd be right behind him?"
That really hadn't occurred to me at all. Just like the idea that I could be roofied. Shit! This game really did have everything!
I was beginning to panic as he moved away from the bar. There was a panel on the wall behind him. He leaned down, putting his face to it and those mirrored lenses lit up, flashing and sparkling. The panel glowed in response and then a section of the wall slid open. Two more CYBORKs came out from the hidden door.
"Didn't expect a BOUNTY HUNTER to be this dumb," chortled one with a metal plate covering the left side of his head. The eye on that side was glowing red.
"Or this hot," chimed the other, like the bouncer he had a mechanical jaw. His yellow eyes were crawling up and down my limp body.
My heart was racing as they came towards me. I was a sitting duck while I was stunned.
"Make sure you get her weapons," the bartender was saying. "Then take her back to see BLITZ."
The one with a metal jaw came over and took off my weapons belt. When he did my HUD popped open and all my weapons disappeared: my Plasma Pistol, the Plasma Rifle, even the one Plasma Grenade I had left. Then he picked up my limp arm and took off the E-LARIAT techno-cuff.
Then the other one, metal-head, scooped me off the stool almost effortlessly and slung me over his shoulder. In real life I weighed probably twice what this body did. I wasn't used to being manhandled. The way the men in this game could pick me up and toss me around, made me feel insubstantial, vulnerable.
Draped over his back, I couldn't even see where we were going as he carried me off. Limp and bouncing on his shoulder, my panic grew with every step.
Why hadn't I blown this stupid mission off and go to meet up with Eyla and Crowther? How long would they really wait for me? How would I even find them after... god, I didn't even know what was going to happen to me now.
The CYBORKs took me through the secret door, and when it slid shut the music was all but entirely muted. I could tell we were moving down a dimly lit hall but little more. It was a kind of surreal experience as the stars continued circling my head even though I was hanging upside down.
Fortunately, we didn't have to go too far before turning into another door. Inside the CYBORK dumped me onto a plush couch. When he stepped back, I got a look at the room. It was a dark round chamber, the walls of which were lit by purple neon. The ceiling was sort of vaulted, with lighting focused on the center of the room. There a gleaming silver pole ran from floor to ceiling, surrounded by a ring of these plush couches.
As I tried to get my bearings, hoping that my STUNNED status cleared before the two CYBORKs decided to have their way with me, big red letters appeared in the air before my eyes: YOU HAVE ENTERED BLITZ'S BROTHEL!
On cue, another door slid open at the back of the room. A tall female ORK sashayed through it. She was wearing a red gown, cut low on a pair of bodacious tits that put mine to shame. The skirt was slit up to her hips on either side, and the whole thing looked to be made entirely of glittery sequins. Her greasy black hair was twisted into long braids that intermingled with the bushel of boas hung around her neck. Two sharp tusks, tipped with gold caps, extended up from over-painted red lips.
"It figures," she growled, coming to stand in front of me. "That bartender is constantly sending me these skinny humies!"
"Yeah, but look at them tits," grunted Metal-head, reaching down to give my breasts a jiggle.
"Got an ass on her too," added Jaws.
"Oh, so I guess you boys are into this pink-meat?" she shook her head.
I was noticing my stars were slowing their spin, signaling my STUNNED status was winding down. Not that I was sure how that mattered, I wouldn't be able to fight my way past three ORKs with no weapons.
"Lucky for you," the lady ORK was talking to me now. "CLAMPER wants you put to work. So I gotta know if your good for the brothel, or if you're only fit for slave-meat." She sauntered over to the far side of the couch. "You'v got one song on the pole to show me what you got." She flopped onto the couch, crossing her impossibly long legs with a dramatic flair. "You boys are welcome to stay for the show."
The two CYBORKs perked up noticeably. "Thank you, Miss Blitz!" They moved to sit on couches of their own.
Right then my stars vanished, and I could move again. Before I could make a run for it, AUDITION CHALLENGE! flashed in bright red letters in the center of the room. Then PERFORM A STRIP TEASE FOR BONUS STIM DAMAGE!
Oh crap, what did I know about stripping? Or dancing at all.
Music began to play, another generic synthwave song but slower, more sensual, I guess. A yellow 2:48 appeared in my periphery, then began counting backwards. 2:47...2:46...
I glanced around but couldn't see the door we'd come in by, or any other means of escape. After scanning the room, my eyes found their way back to the stripper pole. Guess I wasn't getting out of this one.
2:39...
I got up and walked to the pole. I touched it lightly, walking a small circle around it. I'd been to strip clubs in the real world, but it wasn't like I was there to study. And I wasn't much of a dancer on my own at normal nightclubs. I tested my weight on the pole, taking another lap as I tried to figure this out.
"Come on, get moving!" barked Jaws, and he reached out to slap my ass (SP: 2).



I jumped a little bit and felt my cheeks blush. I started shimmying and shaking back and forth. They were jerky movements even though I could almost feel my body wanting to move smoother.
The music tempo built slightly. ...2:33 - 2:32 - 2:31...
The two male CYBORKs booed and laughed. A pang of humiliation ran through me.
I turned around and let my purple half-jacket slip off my shoulders and down my arms. Maybe if I'm wearing less clothes?
Turning back to face the leering MOBs, I leaned back against the pole. Then I pulled my hands slowly up my curvy sides and grabbed my tube top. I began playing with the flimsy garment, teasing it down pulling it back up, letting my nipples peak out.
"Nice tits," Metal-head grumbled. "But get the rest of that sexy body moving!"
2:01 - 2:00 - 1:59...
Embarrassment was starting to give way to frustration. Swaying back and forth, I kept trying to find some kind of rhythm with the music. I let my feminine hips slip into a sort of rocking motion, and it started to feel more natural. I switched a little sharper side to side, felt my body loosen.
1:44 - 1:43 - 1:42...
I also realized the counter was flashing to the beat and noticed that the pulse brightened when I matched it.
I heard the two CYBORKs make approving grunts. Suddenly I remembered this was, ostensibly, a game. No one was judging my actual dance skills, it was just figuring out the mechanic... which seemed to be moving with the beat.
I grinned, sliding my top over my head and swaying my body, so my naked tits bobbed in time to the bass. The CYBORKs were watching more intently now. I grabbed my breasts and jiggled them, then teased my nipples into stiff little nubs.
My audience grunted and I watched with some satisfaction as their Stim counters began ticking up above their heads: StimP: 01-02.
Now I undulated my entire body, feeling every curve move in rhythm. I'm not sure if it was my agility score, or being a woman, but it felt good to move like this. I felt sexy and began dancing a little more enthusiastically.
I turned around, arching my back to thrust my round booty towards them. I rolled back and forth, practically feeling their beady yellow eyes on my ass. I gave a little shake, heard them groan, then reached back to pull my shorts up like a thong. I bent over and twerked, grinning at the feel of my soft cheeks jiggling.
Hooking my thumbs into the waist band, I straightened my legs and slid the shorts all the way down. Caught up in the moment, I dipped low then brought it up slow, letting them devour the sight of my round naked backside, and the smooth, pink slit tucked between my thighs.
Suddenly my face flushed warmly, realizing I was bent over showing all of myself to a couple of men - males, anyway...and that I felt sooo fucking sexy doing it!
I reached between my legs, covering my mound with both hands, then straightened up. I shot bashful winks over each shoulder but continued moving to the beat. Grabbing the pole, I swung a tight circle, covering my breasts and continuing to feign shyness. Then I hooked one leg around the pole and rocked against it, humping it lustily. Feeling the cool metal slide through my slit sent a shiver through my curvy figure.
The two CYBORKs were now on the edges of their seats, mouths hanging open, practically drooling. Above their heads StimP: 10 glowed red.
...0:44 - 0:43 - 0:42...
Miss BLITZ hadn't moved, just continued to glare at me with a seemingly unimpressed expression.
I was pretty lost to the moment by then. I loved feeling my curves tick to the beat, rolling and bobbing as the synth whined through my body.
Turning back to Metal-head, I fixed him with a vixen stare and spread my legs. His eyes dropped, devouring the sight of my pretty hairless pussy. Two fingers spread my lips wide open, while a third stroked the wet pink flesh within. An anxious tremor crawled up my spin.
Fuck, I really was wet. Was I really enjoying this that much? My own stim counter was still on zero. That was probably a good sign for the challenge at least.
I swiveled over to face Jaws and gave him the same lurid display, moaning a little bit as I teased my pussy for him. He groaned and gnashed his metal tusks.
...0:03 - 0:02 - 0:01... I had barely realized the song was winding down.
"Alright, pink-meat, not bad," Miss BLITZ said as the timer flashed 0:00. "Hardly seems fair to get the boys so riled up though," she went on, "without giving them a taste."
The two CYBORKs stood up at the same time, letting out lustful chortles. I backed up against the pole reflexively, suddenly feeling very small, and very naked.
Glancing above their heads, I checked their counters: StimP: 17.
They quickly stripped off their pants, unleashing two monstrous, green cocks. Nerves and excitement tittered through my chest in equal measure. I guess I should have realized another Stim Battle was coming, and I did but...well, it was too late now.
Jaws already had his hands on my narrow shoulders, pulling me away from the pole. He was so much stronger than me it was a little startling. I grabbed his cock and began stroking right away. He felt so hot and hard in my dainty fingers, and his grip loosened on my shoulders. I leaned forward, pushing his vest out of the way and kissing his chest. His body seemed to soften, as I moved my lips over his taut green nipple. I kissed and teased it with my tongue.
TEASE flickered in my periphery, but before it could activate another hand crawled into my hair.
The tight grip jerked me away from Jaws's chest and I found myself staring up into Metal-heads red and yellow eyes. He leaned down and kissed me. It wasn't a normal kiss, his wide mouth clamped over mine, sharp tusks pressing into my cheeks as his slimy tongue squirmed between my lips. My entire faced seemed to blush (SP: 3).
They each grabbed one of my breasts and began to knead roughly (SP: 5-6). Hot sparks burst through my chest feeling their coarse palms on my soft skin (SP: 7-8). They mashed and twisted and squeezed my plump breasts, so forcefully I couldn't keep from groaning into Metal-head's mouth (SP: 9-10).
Damn, they were closing that bonus gap in a hurry. I couldn't use my TEASE skill on one without leaving myself open to the other.
I grabbed Metal-head's cock with my free hand and began stroking urgently. He was just as hot and just as hard as Jaws. They're groping slowed slightly as I jerked them at the same time. I pulled away from the kiss and gasped a few deep breaths.
My stomach was twisted in a knot. The last time I'd taken on two MOBs in a stim battle, I'd ended up pregnant with a squirmy larval Zauknoid! I had to play this right...
A rough finger slid into my slit, sending a bolt of lightning up my spine that made me squeal (SP: 13). Jaws had gotten his hand between my legs while I was trying to regain my bearings. He worked in deeper, stroking through my soft wet pussy lips (SP: 14-15-16). Warm electricity pulsed through my hips, and before I knew it, he had me moaning. When he spread me open and thumbed my clit my knees buckled, and I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out (SP: 20).
Luckily, dropping to my knees momentarily pulled my body away from their groping hands. I took a shuddery breath. Now at eyelevel with their cocks, I knew I had to act quickly. I pulled Metal-head's dick into my mouth and sucked (SP: 21). When he groaned approval, I turned my attention to Jaws. My velvety tongue swirled around his head, teasing the tip until I felt him flinch against my lips (SP: 22). My hands kept pumping their shafts, but I slowed to a steadier, less frantic motion.
This was my second three-way stim battle, although I'd never had one in real life. As a guy, of course I'd always fantasized about a three-way; with two hot chicks crawling all over me. But here I was, again, the one on her knees with two raging hardons in my face.
So why did this feel so right?
I was taking frantic turns between the two CYBORKs. Slathering Metal-head's tool in warm spit, before wrapping my lips around Jaws and sucking urgently (SP: 23-24). My mouth slipped back onto the first, and I bobbed eagerly for a few delicious moments. Then I turned back, licking every ridge and vein on that other hard shaft (SP:25). Soon, both dicks, my hands and lips were all dripping with saliva and precum, and my heart was pounding between my breasts.
The earthy scent of two male ORKs had overwhelmed my senses, and my head was spinning. Their husky masculine grunts of approval sent shivers down my spine and between my legs as I devoured their rock-hard members (SP:26).
I wasn't even sure who's cock was in my mouth when I lost myself. It was so hard between my lips, sliding smoothly and spurting tangy precum over my tongue (SP: 27-28). I looked up into his yellow eyes and bobbed faster. Eagerly sliding my tongue under his shaft, I sucked harder and felt the heat of the erection flush my cheeks (SP: 29-30). I wanted his cum so bad in that moment...that I gave the other CYBORK time to get impatient.
It was Metal-head who pulled me up and away so quickly Jaws' cock popped out of my mouth...and I let out an embarrassingly disappointed whine.
"My turn!" he barked, shoving me onto one of the couches.
I gasped, startled by the rough handling. I tried to hide my excitement as he grabbed me again. He was so aggressive, controlling me, forcing me towards the arm of the couch. I stared up into his red and yellow eyes, letting him put me exactly where he wanted me: laid over the arm with my head hanging off the side. His tight grip coiled into my hair, tilting my head all the way back.
"Open your mouth and stick out your tongue."
I obeyed immediately.
He brought the tip of his cock to my mouth, when I started to suck at it, he pulled back and slapped me!
"Ow!" (PN: 2)
"Open," he reiterated.
I did as he said.
Metal-head slid his cock into my gaping mouth, pulled back, then in again. I laid there, trembling anxiously as he pushed in a little further (SP: 31-32-33).
Jaws wasn't waiting idly by either. His big hands pushed my legs apart and he leaned down between them. Chills raced through me as his cool metal tusks touched my warm skin. Then his hot, wide, rough tongue licked through my slit (SP: 37). The sensation rippled through my body, my hips bucked instinctively, and I moaned around the thick cock in my mouth.
Metal-head grunted, "yes, use that tongue!" Whether he was talking to me or Jaws, I did my best to move mine around his shaft (SP: 38).
He was working in and out of my mouth. I was gagging and slurping, with tears and drool rolling back over my face. He was deep in my throat now, I could feel it bulge around him with every thrust. My fingernails were digging into the soft cushions, desperate for something to hang onto as Metal-head fucked my throat (SP: 39-40-41-42).
At the same time, Jaws was devouring my cunt. My hips were almost vibrating against his metallic tusks as he lapped and nipped at my gooey petals (SP: 43-44). My legs hooked over his shoulders, clutched just as desperately as my hands clawed the couch. His tongue wiggled into my hole, then writhed through my sensitive slit to lap at my aching clit (SP: 46-48). Each time he repeated the cycle I shook and trembled and moaned around the cock stretching my throat (SP: 50!).
Suddenly my entire body went stiff. I arched up sharply as my first orgasm shuddered through my body. My pussy gushed into Jaws's mouth and I cried out...or tried too, but I was choking on Metal-head's dick when I came.
After the orgasmic wave began receding, Metal-head pulled back, slowly, letting me feel every inch sliding out. I gagged with my whole body, coughing and sputtering on a torrent of saliva and precum. At the same time, Jaws finished an achingly slow final lick that made every curve on my body shake.
I melted over the couch, trembling and gasping for breath. I realized then that I'd lost this Stim Battle. I knew these ORKs had me right where they wanted me... or they were about to.
I'm not sure whose hands were on me first, maybe both, but my excitement surged as they pulled me up off the couch. They were so aggressive and quick, I wouldn't have had the chance to resist, even if I wanted to. They turned me around and laid me forward over the arm of the couch this time. My legs stretched over the side, feet on the ground, round little ass in the air.
Before I'd even caught my breath, Metal-head was stroking his dick through my soaking wet pussy. I arched up for him, presenting like a cat in heat. Lifting my face, Jaws's hard cock was already poised at my lips. I opened wide, eager and willing. Rough hands gripped my hips, at the same time fingers were coiling tightly into my hair. A shiver crawled down my spine, nerves or excitement, I wasn't sure. I was sure that I was fucking theirs.
Metal-head thrust in deep and fast, stretching my pussy. I cried out, pitching forward onto Jaws. His swollen member plunged down my throat, cutting off my squeal.
SPITROASTED! flared to life, bright red in my periphery. (PENALTY x2 Stim DMG).
I barely noticed, gagging and pulling away on reflex which pushed my aching cunt back on that penetrating dick (SP: 56). White heat rushed up my spine and I came again. My body tensed so tight it almost hurt. They weren't going to let me recover this time either. Metal-head was slamming into me, his thrusts forcing me so far down on Jaws's cock I couldn't even scream.
They fucked me back and forth. Despite my orgasm, I started to feel panicky. I couldn't breathe, could barely even suck. The moment I tried, the hands on my hips yanked, plowing that hot hard rod deep into my cunt. The force of which drove me forward to take that throbbing member down my throat. I didn't even know how to enjoy what was happening to me as I bounced between the two horny CYBORK cocks (SP: 60).
I shuddered, shivered and moaned around the dick in my throat as another orgasm rippled through me. I felt every ridge and vein sliding through my pussy, hitting every raw nerve. I slouched between them as my body released all tension, my head spinning.
Somewhere in the room I heard Miss BLITZ cackling: "Pink-meat comes quick, don't she!"
Metal-head and Jaws grunted their agreement. I only made desperate slurping noises as my brain melted into hot pink mush. My legs were shaking, barely able to stay up as Metal-head pounded my pussy. My throat stretched and strained every time Jaws plunged in. They held me up, not near finished with my sloppy holes. Both hard cocks plunged into me at the same time and I came again (SP: 66).
The CYBORKs began fucking me simultaneously, mouth and cunt, they pumped in and out on the same rhythm. Drool spurt through my lips, while my own hot juices gushed down my legs. My entire body buzzed, even though, or maybe because it was being hammered at both ends. I couldn't believe how loopy I felt. My entire world had become a throb of pleasure. I was barely even gagging now, my throat and jaws having relaxed around the thick hard cock pumping back and forth. My hot wet pussy was pulsating around the steel rod stretching it, every thrust sending a nearly orgasmic wave through me (SP: 68). I felt electrified and numb.
Suddenly both cocks pushed all the way in. Now I did tense, whimpering and shaking as they both filled me with cum. The hot, sticky burst flooded my womb, triggering a final orgasm. My pussy squeezed and clenched, milking Metal-head's cock for every drop of semen. I wrapped my lips tight around Jaws's shaft, sucking and gulping as ORK spunk filled my mouth and spurt between my lips.
When they pulled out, I had no strength left and collapsed over the arm of the couch. I could feel the sticky, ORK cum leaking from both ends; dripping and stringing off my lips and sliding down my legs. I didn't care, my whole body was warm and buzzy.
I noticed my two CYBORK lovers stagger over and collapse next to each other on the couch. To be honest, I had to resist the urge to crawl over and snuggle onto their laps.
I did manage to pull myself onto the couch, a much more comfortable spot than draped over its arm. Barely awake and only vaguely interested in what would happen next, I glanced towards Miss BLITZ. To my surprise she was grinning at me, nodding ever so slightly.
"Not bad, pink-meat," she said.
CONGRATULATIONS! Flashed before my eyes. AUDITION CHALLENGE - COMPLETED!!
New skill acquired: LAPDANCE.
My stim counter cleared (SP: 0) and I realized, I'd stop paying attention to it once I'd become convinced I would lose. Seems my little strip tease had gotten me far enough ahead that my two sexy CYBORKs just couldn't keep up, even after I'd completely submitted to their lust.
Miss BLITZ stood up and sashayed towards me. "I might have some use for you after all," she said.
BLITZ'S BROTHEL CHALLENGE appeared in the air between us. USE YOUR SKILLS TO INFILTRATE THE CYBORK CARTEL. - BEGIN!!
Next... Britz's Brothel.
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3-2: Blitz's Brothel
"Not bad, pink-meat," Miss BLITZ said, grinning through two gold-capped tusks. "I might have some use for you after all."
I was still buzzing from my last orgasm, splayed out on the couch where I'd just been spit-roasted by her two CYBORK studs. Ork cum was leaking out of my pussy, thick and warm and even though my Stim Counter had already cleared (SP: 0) I could still taste it coating my mouth.
CONGRATULATIONS! Flashed before me in those familiar red letters. AUDITION CHALLENGE -- COMPLETED!!
The female ORK stood up and sashayed towards me. Her overly-sequined red gown was slit up to her hips on either side, showing off long grey skinned legs. Greasy black braids swished with every step, intermingled with a bushel of colorful boas hanging around her neck.
My vision was still bleary as she took something from behind her back, and then leaned down towards me. Her grey hands slipped around my neck, buckling a collar tightly in place.
"Shit!" To be honest, I didn't realize what was happening until it was too late. I was probably too dazed to offer much resistance, but still...
"You belong to the ORKs now," she said.
Before I could react, my HUD opened and a new status appeared: UNDERCOVER (ORK HO).
I tugged at my new collar. It was tight, already uncomfortable and stirring unpleasant memories of the chain collar I'd worn in the Sonhadran Breeding Pits. Had I been captured again? My class hadn't changed like it did before, and what did "undercover" mean?
Before I could formulate any guesses;BLITZ'S BROTHEL CHALLENGE lit up in front of me. INFILTRATE THE CYBORK CARTEL. -- BEGIN!!
"Come on," she said. "We gotta get you to work."
"Hold on, what is this?" I blurted, still pulling on the collar.
BLITZ grinned and held up a small black remote. The next thing I knew white hot electricity ripped through my body (PN: 3-4-5!). I screamed, writhing on the couch.
"It's just a little obedience collar," she said casually as the pain subsided. "Do I need to explain what it's for?"
"No," I groaned.
"Good."
The lady ORK grabbed my arm and hauled me up off the couch. Standing next to her I realized just how much taller she was. I was basically at eye level with her massive breasts, which put even my voluptuous tatas to shame. She led me past my blissed-out "lovers" and towards the back of the circular chamber. A doorway slid open for us.
"When CLAMPER told me to put you to work, I had my doubts," BLITZ said, leading me through the door. "I thought maybe it was just the green hair he liked, but turns out you take ORK dick like a pro."
A rush of embarrassment warmed my cheeks. Was that supposed to be a compliment?
"When do I get to meet CLAMPER?" I asked, reminding myself I needed to finish this mission so I could get to the Black Orchid and meet Eyla and Crowther.
She barked with laughter. "Don't count on that, pink meat," she replied. "He may want you put to work, but you're gonna have to build up quite the reputation before you get to meet CLAMPER."
"What does that mean?" I asked as we made a short walk down a dark hallway.
BLITZ turned on me, scowling. "Think you can just walk in here and get the best client in the house? As a human no less..."
Clients? Reputation. I was starting to get the picture.
We had stopped in front of another doorway, BLITZ pressed her thumb to a keypad and it slid open.
"This is the CHANGING ROOM," she explained before I could press further on how to get to the boss. "If I'm gonna make any money off you, we're gonna have to ork you up a bit, so get in there and slip into something slutty."
"Yeah, great." I swallowed a protest, absently fingering the collar around my neck.
As I stepped into the room, the door slid shut behind me. It was a small, unfurnished chamber, with a circular platform in the middle. Hanging in the air above that were the words: DIGITAL CLOSET -- STEP ON.
Before I did, I took a second and opened my HUD. The status bar, UNDERCOVER (ORK HO) was flashing green. I tapped on it and a text box opened: Lex is now UNDERCOVER! While undercover you play as a captured class, without accruing the penalties of that class. You also retain full use of Lex's SKILLS and TRAITS. However, if you are found out you will revert to the captured status, suffering all class and ability penalties.
BEWARE: If Lex's Stim Points or PAIN threshold are maxed you will be TURNED and forced to reveal your undercover mission.
Reading this I realized there had probably been other undercover missions on the previous stages. I had missed them in the rush to get through each world. This was the kind of thing Lex was designed for, if I had been playing to my character's strengths then, I'd already be leveled up better...and maybe I wouldn't have spent so long as a Zauknoid broodmare. Better late than never?
Bolstered a bit, I stepped onto the Digital Closet platform and it lit up under my feet. Several screens appeared in the air around me, featuring a reflected image of me, like digital mirrors.
ACCESS UNLOCKED: DIGITAL CLOSET flashed in my periphery. Then two menus opened before me. The first read: LEX'S OUTFITS. The other said: STORE -- Currently Locked.
I couldn't resist checking out the mirrors. This was actually the first time I was getting a look at myself from an outside angle. My upper body was slim, particularly my dainty arms, it was no wonder I couldn't do any close quarters damage. But my breasts were beautiful, perky and round, and tipped with sweet pink nipples. And they looked as big as they felt...I reached up to cup them, they were heavy and firm in my small hands. Not being used to having them, they felt massive, and I do think they were a bit too big proportionally to the rest of my voluptuous body. Not that I had much of a frame of reference.
Along with those boobs, my figure had a dramatic hourglass shape. A tight waist and a flat tummy led to curvaceous hips and a full, round ass. I couldn't resist sticking it out and giving a little shake, smiling as I felt and watched it jiggle. It was fun feeling so sexy.
From there, long shapely legs extended all the way to floor. I lifted up on my tip toes, the way I'd seen girls do, making them seem even longer and noticing how my booty perked up even more. Suddenly I understood why my outfit featured high heels, and was glad that the game let me be so nimble in them.
It was no wonder everything in this game was trying to fuck or molest me, I really was hot as hell.
Turning around my eyes fell on the tight, hairless slit tucked between my thighs. Chewing my bottom lip, my hand drifted between my legs. I watched myself touch my pussy, felt the soft warm labium and the undeniable tingle that crawled through my hips. MASTURBATE flickered in my periphery.
Something in the back of my mind shouted that there was supposed to be a hard cock there, not a soft pussy. My stomach twisted and I snatched my hand away.
Looking up at my face was a bit of a lurch, not seeing the me I was used to staring back. Instead, I was looking into a soft round face with plump red lips, a petite nose and slightly oversized eyes. All framed by bright green hair, which cascaded well past my narrow shoulders. I was cute and cartoony and it made me smile a little bit.
It was surreal seeing myself that way though. I had, more or less, gotten used to being inside this female body, but actually seeing her - as myself... Watching this woman move as I moved, feeling my body - her body. It was like seeing myself for the first time, and if I'm honest, I was having a little trouble remembering how my real body, my male body looked and felt.
I swallowed all those confusing thoughts and emotions, telling myself they didn't matter right now. I had to stay focused on getting out of the game. Figuring out the next step. Completing this mission!
I opened Lex's Outfits. The first item in that menu read: Bounty Hunter Clothes. That must be my normal outfit. BLITZ had told me to slip into something "slutty". I'm not sure what's sluttier than a skintight tube top and skimpy little booty shorts... but if anything was, it was probably the second outfit: Prisoner Bikini (Red). This must have been the itsy bitsy thing I was forced to wear for most of my time on Cirkon, when I was held prisoner by Clay. That outfit had barely covered me at all. However, the third option made it obvious: ORK HO DISGUISE. So, I clicked on that.
The Digital Closet flashed beneath my feet and a circle of sparks rose up around me. My skin tingled as the ring ascended all the way over my head, then fell back and dissolved into the glowing platform. I looked back at the mirrors.
My green hair had been pulled up and braided into a sort of mohawk, with a ponytail that hung halfway down my back. I didn't know much about makeup, but mine seemed a lot more garish now, with an almost warpaint quality to it and my lips were green too.
My breasts were tucked into two leather straps, the tops of which connected to my obedience collar. The bottoms were connected to a leather band that wrapped around my ribs, just under my breasts. The straps were just big enough to cover my nipples and had silver studs running up them. Below that, a black thong was all that clung to my hips. It was made of some tight, glossy material, and more studs ringed the "waist band"...if you could call it that. Basically my entire ass was on display. My legs were sheathed in thigh-high fishnets, and the outfit was completed by a pair of stiletto heels, made of green snakeskin, or something like it.
I certainly looked like an ORK HO.
ACHIEVEMENT UNLOCKED: INCOGNITO MODE!! flashed before my eyes and I laughed out loud. There was nothing incognito about this outfit!
The Digital Closet shut down on its own, then the door slid open behind me and Miss BLITZ was waiting there.
"Took you long enough!" she grumbled, looking me over appraisingly. "Not too bad... at least now you look like something an ORK would wanna fuck. Come on." There was an underlying threat in her tone, and she none too subtly brandished the remote to my collar.
I hurried out the door.
Following the tall female ORK down that dark hallway, I realized how intimidated I was by her, or at least by her remote. I may have been "UNDERCOVER" but that obedience collar still hurt. With Lex's low pain tolerance, I imagine I wouldn't last long against it without being forced to reveal my "mission." So, even though I wasn't a captured class, I also didn't exactly have the upper hand.
A bit of embarrassment was trickling through me as we walked too. I could feel my tits bobbing and slipping in the straps of my top, scraping my sensitive nipples until they started to tighten just from the friction. I was also keenly aware of how my ass was on full display in that thong. It was almost as if this slutty outfit made me feel more exposed than when I'd been naked.
That male voice in the back of my mind reminded me I was supposed to want a girl like this, not be a girl like this.
Luckily, I didn't have time to dwell on that before we reached the lounge area. It was lit entirely in blue and purple neon, with a bar stretching the length of one wall. The rest were lined in shaded booths, some even with privacy curtains drawn. The music in here was more generic synth, albeit with a more sensual jazzy sound.
There was no dance floor here, only tables with half, or fully naked females dancing on them. Not all the tables though, and some of the girls were carrying drink trays. The customers were mostly male CYBORKs, their various metal parts gleaming in the neon lights. I did notice a few punk-ZAUKs mingled with them, as well as some humans. I couldn't help wondering if they were MOBs or players?
Absently, I tried to adjust my breasts in the straps, realizing quickly there was simply no covering them any better. Again that exposed feeling inched up my neck.
"Like I said you're going to have to build up your Reputation to get better customers," Miss BLITZ said, glancing over me.
A new status bar blinked to life in my periphery: REPUTATION: Fresh Meat.
"You'll need to pick up some clients and get them talking," she went on. "Of course, from what I saw that shouldn't be a problem. You can head over to the bar and see if they need any drinks delivered, it's a great way to make introductions."
I couldn't help but roll my eyes. "Yeah, sure."
I guess I'd expected as much. I knew Lex's whole design was for seducing my way to whatever objective I had, but how much was it going to take to raise my REPUTATION enough? From Broodmare to prostitute, this was some game - I stopped myself.
Game. Right. I still had use of my traits like Allure and Beguile, not to mention all my sex-based skills. If I was a "captured" Ork Ho, I'd have to work my way up but maybe because I was undercover I did have the upper hand, just not in a way I was used to. Play the game!
"And don't think I won't be watching," BLITZ added, waving the remote my way again. "Now get going!"
I headed to bar.
"Well, it ain't VIP but you look a little more like you belong." As soon as I approached one of the CYBORK bartenders spoke to me, it was the same one that I'd talked to in the dance club area. He grinned at me, those mirror-lensed eyes glittering.
"You spiked my drink!" I snapped.
"Got you in the door, didn't it?" he shrugged. "You're welcome."
"Not the door I wanted," I replied fixing him with a scowl.
He set two toxic-looking drinks onto a clear tray with a glowing purple rim, and slid it towards me. "Take these to HACKS over at table six," he said. "And be quick about it, you know he's CLAMPER's right-claw-ork, so he doesn't like waiting."
Wait, was this bartender trying to help me? I picked up the drinks, eyeing him warily. "Can he get me back to VIP?"
The bartender gave a quick headshake. "HACKS ain't been in VIP lately, he's been too busy being the liaison between the CYRBORK CARTEL and the Zauknoid Gangs. Now get moving, ho!"
I took the tray and turned back to the room, having no idea which one was table six. I moved towards the closest one, looking to see if they were numbered somehow.
"Nice tits!" barked the first punk-ZAUK I passed. He reached out and grabbed one of my breasts (SP: 1).
"Hey!" I hopped back, clutching the tray and not knowing how I'd fight off a ZAUK with no weapons.
He didn't follow or attack though, just chortled and turned back to the ORK girl dancing on his table. Then a hand grabbed my ass, squeezing tight, and I yelped spinning around (SP: 2).
"Why don't you park that ass right here," said the CYBORK sitting behind me. He had a metal headplate and eye, but winked at me with the organic side.
"Err...Maybe I'll come back after delivering these drinks," I said, thinking quickly. "You know where HACKS is sitting?"
He scowled and thrust a thumb over his shoulder. I followed the gesture to a large CYBORK sitting a few tables back. He was bald with glowing metal clamps implanted in a row down the middle of his skull. I headed towards the table.
I was grabbed twice more on my way, but I did my best to ignore them and keep moving (SP: 3-4).
HACKS was sitting with a group of Zauknoids; two punk-ZAUKs and what looked to be Jeotania's version of an ALPHA. Instead of a mohawk, blue spikes jutted out around his head. He was wearing shiny leather pants and a jacket that was covered in patches and metal spikes.
"You guys waiting on some drinks?" I asked, approaching the table and exaggeratedly cocking my hips.
"Nice tits!" hooted the two ZAUKs and they clinked beer cans together.
"Set the drinks down and beat it," the CYBORK barked. "We're talking business here."
I frowned and started to do as he said. As I leaned forward to set the tray down, I noticed his beady yellow eyes dip towards my breasts. I picked up one of the glasses, bending further to give him a more enticing view, and reached across the table with his drink.
"I thought I was the business here?" I said, trying to put a mischievous smirk on my green lips.
All three ZAUKs made appreciative noises. The ALPHA slapped my ass, his hand making the exposed cheek jiggle (SP: 5). I yelped reflexively, then wagged my cute round tail at him.
"Nice piece of ass!" he chortled, taking the opportunity to grab me and give another squeeze (SP:6).
"You?" HACKS rolled his eyes at me. "You'll be spit in half the first time a real Ork gets his hands on ya!"
He took the glass I was holding out. I slipped my hand onto his wrist before he could withdraw it. He glanced up at my face.
"Promises, promises," I purred.
A grin tugged at his lips and he didn't pull away. I took that as an invitation, sliding around the table, right onto his lap. A big gray hand dropped immediately onto my thigh.
HACKS was bigger than he'd looked when I'd been standing. Just sitting on his lap made me feel small and sort of vulnerable. He had big muscular arms, and a very broad chest, with a kind of techno-tribal tattoo scrawled across it. I couldn't quite make out what it was under his plain leather vest. I could also see now that the cybernetic clamps on his head, actually continued all the way down his spine.
Play up the sexy, I reminded myself. I tried fleetingly to remember how the strippers had acted anytime I'd been to a club in the real world. It wasn't exactly their tactics I had been paying attention to though.
I settled onto HACKS lap, squirming just a little so he could feel how big and soft my ass was. Then I slipped an arm around his massive shoulders, and positioned myself so my boobs were pretty much right in his face. He didn't need any more invitation than that, wrapping his own arm around me to cup one of my breasts (SP: 7).
"You look thirsty," HACKS said, lifting his drink towards my face.
I tensed instinctively, remembering the last drink a CYBORK had given me. I started to pull back but he held me tight, his arm flexing around me and a charge rolled up my spine. This was his drink so it was probably safe. Obediently I opened my mouth to let him pour the toxic looking liquid down my throat.
It burned, cloyingly sweet and harshly alcoholic. I gagged and coughed, shuddering as half the drink spilled down my tits.
STA flickered in my periphery but nothing else happened.
All four MOBs were laughing at me as I sat sputtering and embarrassed on his lap.
"Oops, thought you'd be able to handle that," HACKS said. "Guess you're not so tough after all, pink meat."
I looked up at him, cheeks hot. I wiped my lips with two fingers, then sucked them while he sneered at me. His eyebrow began to rise. I leaned back on his arm, arching slightly thrusting my tits forward. I tugged the skimpy straps of my top to either side, exposing my pink nipples and those beady yellow eyes widened.



"Nice tits!" the Punk-ZAUKs blurted.
HACKS was fixated on my plump round boobs. I did feel a little silly, a little more so nervous, and a lot slutty...but fuck it. I was an undercover Ork Ho in a cyberpunk brothel, what else was I supposed to do?
"You got me all wet," I pouted, swirling my fingers through some of the drink splattered on my chest. "Aren't you going to clean me up?"
I pulled on his head slightly and he instantly buried his face in my cleavage. I felt his tongue licking my chest, wide and velvety and warm, it sent shivers over my skin (SP: 8-9). His mouth moved to my breast, tusks scraping as he lapped. When he sucked on my nipple, the sensitive nub got so hard so fast (SP:10!) I let out a moan and squirmed over his lap. A hard bulge began prodding my ass.
HACKS groaned against my chest, the vibration was exhilarating, as was realizing I had him. He continued devouring my tits, his hand beginning to move up my thigh. I spread my legs to let him grab my mound. Warmth flooded my hips as he began rubbing over the slick material of my thong (SP: 14-15-16). Feeling how soft and malleable my pussy was in his hand sent a rush through me and I let out another moan without thinking about it.
The punk-ZAUKs tittered excitedly and I heard the ALPHA make an envious; "hot piece of ass."
Fuck, maybe he has me... As good as HACKS's mouth was feeling on my tits, I had to focus. I couldn't just let the CYBORK tease and max me here in front of the ZAUKs. I needed information and, I guess, a reputation bump.
"Don't you wanna take me in back," I purred, leaning close to his ear. "Find out if my pink meat can handle a real ork?"
He straightened up, licking his chops with a glint in those yellow eyes. "Gonna split you half."
I gulped.
Before I could say anything else though, he stood up with me still on his lap. I let out a little squeal as HACKS tossed me up over his shoulder like I weighed nothing at all. I started to squirm, not exactly to resist but just to get my bearings, when his big hand slapped my ass hard (PN: 1, SP: 17). I yelped and stopped squirming.
With the Zauks cheering him on, HACKS turned and carried me away from the table.
Draped over his big back, I couldn't do anything but wait. He took me out through one of those side doors, where'd I seen other girls being led when BLITZ first brought me in. I couldn't really see where we were going though, and when I tried to push up and take a look around, it earned me another spank (PN: 2, SP: 18).
We arrived in a dimly lit room. As he carried me through the door red letters appeared before my eyes: CLIENT CHALLENGE (Stim BATTLE) then under thatCurrent Rep: Fresh Meat.
HACKS threw me down on a bed and pulled my panties off before I even stopped bouncing. The CYBORK swarmed on top of me, his body heavy, his hands pawing, and my heart instantly began thumping between my breasts.
"Whoa! Hey," I gasped, bracing both hands against his chest.
HACKS wasn't waiting though. He reached between my legs and shoved two thick gray fingers inside me!
White heat flashed though my hips and I groaned, "oh fuck" (SP: 21).
His free hand groped my boobs, squeezing and kneading right away, sending sparks through my chest and shoulders (SP:23). I couldn't help but arch into his hands, grabbing his wrists to hang on as the intoxicating sensations rushed through me. I even spread my legs as he worked me over, hard and fast, my pussy getting wetter and slicker with each pump (SP: 24-25-26).
I was panting already but I forced myself to squirm away, pushing his hands off and out of me.
"Where you going?" he growled, chasing me up onto the bed.
I just grinned and grabbed his shoulders, thinking to turn him onto his back, but HACKS didn't budge. An anxious twitter rolled through me, feeling completely weak as I tugged on him uselessly.
It was his turn to give me a tusky grin. Snagging both wrists, he pinned them to the bed and maneuvered his hips in between my legs.
I glanced up to check his Stim Counter:StimP: 13.
Fuck, I'd let him play way too much! I had no idea what his max was, but I could probably close that gap if I could get control...which seemed like a big if at this point.
He pulled my arms up over my head and trapped both wrists in one gray fist. He was so much stronger I could hardly even resist. His free hand reached down and began undoing his pants. I looked up into those beady yellow eyes and caught his attention.
"Oh baby," I said, licking my green lips. "Let me get that big ork cock in my mouth!"
"Promised to split that pink meat in half," he growled, already pulling his cock out. "I'm an ork of my word..."
Too late now, he was already stroking the bulbous head through my wet slit (SP: 27). An electric charge rolled through me. I tried to pull my arms free, but his grip tightened and he just kept teasing me. Relishing how I whimpered and squirmed as he rubbed through my tingling petals, prodding my clit (SP: 28-29-30).
It all felt so good. My head was spinning. In previous Stim Battles it seemed like I was given a chance to get my bearings, but HACKS had been in firm control from the jump. And as my stim points climbed, those submissive urges the game was implanting in my brain grew stronger. Fuck, I just wanted to give in and let him have his way with me.
Finally, he went for my hole and plunged in (SP: 35). Lightning raced up my spine and I cried out loud. He didn't split me in half, but my vagina stretched and ached around his big hard dick.
Being penetrated was one of those things my male brain just had not - could not get used to. Every time it still felt...humbling? Invasive?...penetrative? It made me feel soft and vulnerable.
And it felt so fucking good... HACKS began fucking me with deep, rhythmic thrusts. Each stroke strained my cunt and sent a warm electric pulse through my torso (SP: 37-39-41).
"Oh shit," I gasped, hooking my legs against his thighs and rolling my hips to meet his thrusts (SP: 43-45).
I knew I needed to stay focused, find some way to turn this around but, damn, it was like I couldn't resist. HACKS was fucking me so good, pumping in and out, so deep, stretching my hot wet pussy the whole way (SP: 47-49).
The first orgasm rushed through me. Every curve trembled and I gushed around his hard ork cock (SP: 51!).
"Oh fuck fuck fuck!" I moaned and bucked.
When I did, his grip slipped just a little. Just enough! I pulled my arms free right away, then squirmed further under him. My head was loopy from the orgasm, but I knew I had to get control of this Stim Battle.
"No ya don't," HACKS grumbled. "Get back here."
He reached for me, but I was already wiggling between his legs. I grabbed his cock and wrapped my lips around it immediately. I sucked him in so deep, I gagged myself right away (SP: 52).
BLOWJOB flared to light in my periphery.
His cock was coated in my pussy juices, sweet and tangy and the taste sent an urgent rush through my chest that made my nipples ache (SP: 54).
I devoured HACKS's cock, slurping and drooling all over his thick gray shaft (SP: 53). It was slick and warm and so hot between my lips. Precum was already tingling across my tongue (SP: 54).
I felt the tension ease through his body. This time when I grabbed his hips, he let me turn him onto his back. Relief washed through me; I had him now.
I wrapped my slim fingers around his cock and started stroking as I leaned down to lick his balls. Now it was his turn to spread his legs for me as my soft warm tongue slid all over the firm orbs, covering them in spit. He was salty and musky, and I found myself relishing his masculine earthiness (SP: 55).
A gentle girly orgasm melted through me, and suddenly I was even more eager to please my CYBORK stud. I don't know and didn't care if it was the game messing in my head, or something in me, I just sank into the feminine feelings and lost myself in the submissiveness.
I moved back up to suck his cock. Taking him all in at once, I gagged again (SP: 56). I started bobbing my head, up and down, so eager now. Flipping my tongue around his rigid shaft, spit and precum leaking through my lips (SP: 57). He swelled between my teeth, so hot and hard now it sent a rush of heat through my cheeks and down my neck (SP: 58). I sucked and bobbed even faster, starting to crave his cum.
His hips twitched and flexed as HACKS gushed into my mouth! The sudden rush, the thick salty spurt sent a surge of excitement through me. Numbing tingles crawled over my curvy little body as I came with him (SP: 59).
YOU WIN!!
I slurped and sucked and gulped down the sticky mouthful, savoring every drop. HACKS went limp beneath me and when I glanced up at him, his Stim Counter was flashing red: StimP: 60!
YOU HAVE MAXED HACKS'S StimP! Appeared over him. This followed by CLIENT CHALLENGE BONUS!
"ORK girls can't suck like that," he groaned. "You know the tusks get in the way."
Reputation Upgraded: SUCK SLUT! I shouldn't have been surprised but somehow, I was. Some "upgrade."
I sat up on my knees, still wiping cum from my lips and chin, watching his hardon wilt before my eyes... and trying not to be too disappointed. (SP: 0)
"So, HACKS," I began to regain my bearings. "I hear you're some kind of go-between for the CYBORKs and the ZAUKs?"
"That's right," he grumbled.
"Are you all working together or what?"
"Nah, those little punks work for Korvas and his pirates," HACKS explained. "But there's a lot of 'em so CLAMPER don't want a war, until he's sure we can win."
"Wait, you don't work with Captain Korvas?"
"Hell no!" HACKS barked. "He can have the whole damn cosmos but Planet Jeo's CYBORK territory!"
"I see." Oh the intrigue. "Hey, I saw one ZAUK with a purple mohawk earlier, you know him?"
"Huh? Oh yeah I saw that one around here earlier," he grunted, rolling over. "Think he was headed in back." He gestured vaguely.
I frowned. "You sure? What's in the back?" He didn't respond but just sort let out a rumbly snore. "Hey!" I gave him a shake.
"We'll go again in a minute..." he grumbled, sort shrugging me off.
"Well, fuck..." So that's what it feels like...
I swung my legs off the bed and tucked my breasts precariously back into the scant leather straps of my top.
It was my first chance to really see the room, not that there was much to see. The bed, a couple of plain chairs, I guess for if the "client" wants a lap dance or something. This soft neon light came from a ring around the ceiling, just like that room where I auditioned for BLITZ.
I found my thong on the floor where HACKS had tossed it and slipped it back on, then headed for the door. Outside the corridor was pretty nondescript, with four or five doors just like the one I was coming out of.
Remembering what HACKS had said, I turned away from the night club area and headed further in. Past the fuck-rooms, the hallway forked. Neither direction seemed remarkable, so I just picked one and headed down it.
My high heels clicked and clacked noisily, so there was no hope of sneaking around back here. Not that I had any clue where I was going, or what I hoped to find... the purple haired punk-ZAUK, I guess? I at least wanted to get an idea of the layout for the CYBORK hideout, surely this level of the game couldn't just be all fucking.
"Hey! Where do you think your going?" As I rounded a corner there was a CYBORK guard standing there. He was tall with gleaming metal tusks and one mechanical hand.
"I'm just, uh, looking for...y'know..." I stammered sweetly and tried to trail off as I continued down the hall past him.
He grabbed my arm with that robotic hand. "Hold on. Hoes ain't allowed back here, you know that."
"Oh really? No, I'm kind of new here."
"I can tell," his yellow eyes scanned over me, lingering on my chest.
I cocked my hips and pushed my tits out a little further for him. "Why? What's back here?"
"Just get your soft pink tits back to the tables," he was rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "Maybe I'll come see them later..."
I grinned and took a step closer, playing with one of the skimpy leather straps barely containing my breasts. I pulled on it, just enough to let a bit of areola pink peak around the side.
"Why wait?" I purred.
His slimy tongue lapped at those metallic tusks, and he glanced up and down the hallway before nodding eagerly. I slipped the straps to either side of the plump orbs and his beady yellow eyes widened as they bounced free. He didn't hesitate to reach out and grab them, I was just another ORK HO after all. His eager grip sent a rush through my chest (SP: 4). It was surprisingly enticing to feel the warmth of his organic hand on one boob, and the cool metal of his robot grip on the other.
I looked up at him, licking my pillowy green lips and before I knew it, I was on my knees sucking his thick ork cock, with BLOWJOB glowing bright yellow in my periphery.
He was so hard and salty in my mouth, with a pungent musk filling my nostrils. My head was bobbing, quick and eager, sliding my lips back and forth over his veiny shaft. My tongue squirmed and flipped around him, coating the ork's cock in my saliva until it was slick, and sliding easily. My tits were bobbing from the motion, and when he reached down to grope them needy tingles burst through my chest and shoulders. I sucked him even harder and couldn't resist reaching down to rub my pussy over the thin black thong. I began making embarrassing slurp noises as he swelled between my lips. Heat from his erection flushed my cheeks.
Then I felt the robot hand on the back of my head. He pushed firmly and the head of his cock slipped down my throat. I gagged, my whole body shivered, and I pulled back...only to let him guide me forward to gag again. Tears filled my eyes, and my hips began to twitch anxiously.
Before I could get too worked up, I was sucking down his slippery load. Something like a gentle orgasm crawled pleasantly through me. I grabbed his shaft, stroking and gulping and purring up at him.
"Damn, you could suck start a space freighter!" the CYBORK groaned, falling back against the wall.
YOU WIN!flashed briefly before my eyes, and then SUCK SLUT BONUS +1 flickered in my periphery.
To be honest, I hadn't even been paying attention to our Stim Points, I guess I knew I could handle this CYBORK easily. Still a little wave of embarrassment rolled over me, realizing how comfortable I was on my knees, how quick I'd been to get down and suck his cock...and how good I'd gotten at it.
Over the CYBORK's head the flashing red StimP: 30 drew me back to the business at hand.
"Have you seen a Zauk around here with purple hair?" I asked, getting back to my feet.
"Came this way a little while ago," he replied dazedly. He pointed further down the hallway, but didn't move from his slouched position.
"Thanks!" I squeaked and blew him a kiss.
I headed further down the hallway. The game did seem to be easier when I played to my strengths -er, LEX's strengths.
Rounding another corner, I pulled up short at the sight of three punk-ZAUKs walking ahead of me. Immediately I saw that one of them had the purple mohawk I was looking for!
"Hey!" I shouted without thinking. "You...um, stop...I found you?" I suddenly realized I had no idea what to do once I caught him.
All three whirled towards me, and the purple mohawk pointed urgently and barked, "Nice tits!"
Right away the other two started after me, one with a yellow mohawk, the other orange. It only took me a moment to realize I was at quite a disadvantage now. ZAUKs were pretty weak enemies, but I didn't even have any weapons. That meant I'd have to max their Stim Points, which further meant I'd have to get close to them without taking much damage.
As the others advanced, the purple mohawk hung back, watching. I decided my only course of action was to attack...well, kinda. I lunged at the orange haired MOB, thinking I could grab him and start putting some sexy moves on him.
The yellow haired punk-ZAUK slugged me as soon as I got close (HP: 40). The blow staggered me and before I could recover, orange grabbed me! His big green hands jerked my top straps out of the way unleashing my big boobs. He immediately began groping them. All I could do was gasp and grab his wrists, helpless as he mashed and kneaded the pliant orbs, sending hot sparks through my chest and shoulders (HP: 34, SP: 8).
When his grope attack ended, he let go and started to pull away. I clung onto him though, snaking my arms around his bulbous head and pressing my lips against his neck. I felt him stiffen in my arms and TEASE lit up in my periphery. My soft hands slithered all over his rubbery skin, and I began licking and slobbering over his neck.
When I felt the yellow one's hands on my ass, squeezing and jiggling my perky cheeks, I didn't think much of it. I even stepped back and bent over, assuming it'd keep him busy while I finished maxing his ally. Then a bright shock rushed through my hips and tummy as two thick fingers pushed between my legs, sliding over the slick material covering my mound.
I couldn't even hold back a sharp moan as he began rubbing my pussy. Right away I lost concentration and couldn't seem to resist spreading my legs. The punk-ZAUK pressed in so firm, stroking and sending flashes of heat that had me soaking my panties (HP: 28, SP: 16).
The orange haired ZAUK took full advantage of my distraction, pushing my hands away and grabbing my breasts again. He squeezed so tight, I couldn't help but arch into his grip, whimpering slightly as twinges of pain and an urgent rush flooded my chest. Then he leaned in to get his mouth on my nipples.
"Ow fuck!" I squealed as his needle-like teeth nipped at my sensitive bud (HP: 20, SP: 24).
As their grope cycles wound down, I urgently squirmed away. Slipping behind yellow, I positioned him between me and orange then latched on. He went stiff in my hands and TEASE flickered back to life.
I stroked his rubbery chest, drooling over his neck with wet kisses and savory licks, and pressed my full naked, slightly sore, tits against his back. I paid just enough attention to keep us turning, so that his ally could not get around to grab me until I was done.
Within moments, the yellow haired ZAUK let out a squeal as his Stim Points hit 15 and he maxed out. I let him drop to the floor, completely rigid and moaning contentedly.
Orange pounced on me immediately! I kind of knew it was coming and that I had no way resist, so I didn't even try. His strong green hands made my nerves tingle as he forced me down and pulled my legs open. He tugged the damp thong out of the way and didn't waste a moment shoving two thick fingers into my moist vagina.
I arched up sharply as the rush of penetration flashed over my skin. I bit my lip to keep from moaning as he began pumping in and out (HP: 14, SP: 32). The push and pull of his knobby knuckles sent pulses of enticing heat through me.
As I lay there, soaking his hand with pussy juices and watching my hit points tick down while my stim point ticked up, it occurred to me that I considered ZAUKs weaker enemies because they couldn't take many hits... but their molestation attacks were nothing to take lightly!
His attack cycle ended a moment later, and he pulled those fingers out of me. Before he could back off though, I coiled my arms and legs around him. I pulled him back on top of me, burying his weird oval face between my tits. I began squirming and writhing around him, and even leaned down to plant a string of wet kisses on the top of his oversized head.



He went stiff, chortling excitedly and maxed fast: StimP: 15!
I heard the purple mowhaked punk-ZAUK already running off down the hallway as I shoved his friend's little body off of me. I scramble to my feet and gave chase, awkwardly tugging my thong back into place as I did.
"Get back here you little son of a bitch!" I shouted, having to hold my bouncing breasts as I ran.
Further down the hall he cut to the left, dashing through another doorway. I slowed as I reached it, taking a moment to tuck my boobs back under the skimpy straps of my top before following him through.
The room inside seemed bigger than it should have. Harsh white lights flickered on the high ceiling, which was looped with tubing and wires. There were a few rows of strange looking machinery there too. They sort of looked like stationary bikes, no, more like stationary motorcycles? They seemed to have seats and handles, but there were no wheels. Some of them even had straps and buckles, and there were empty glass bottles arranged near each one.
CYBORK DAIRY DISCOVERED appeared in my periphery.
I barely had time to be confused about what kind of livestock space ORKs would keep on a cyberpunk city planet before a heavy green fist clubbed me (HP:12)! I lurched and staggered sideways as the purple mohawk jumped out from behind the door and came at me.
Before I could recover, his big hands were all over me. I braced for his grope attack, but instead he shoved me into one those machines! I didn't exactly realize what was happening at first.
One of the other things I still could not get my male brain wrapped around was being so weak physically. I felt vulnerable and panicky as the punk-ZAUK easily overpowered me. He forced my arms into metal cuffs, which immediately clamped down tight. Then he pushed and pulled my legs back, and even though I tried to kick him off, he was able to secure my ankles into the contraption's shackles.
I was trapped! Bent over and locked into this strange machine and...and suddenly, I realized what kind of livestock this dairy was used to milk.
"Let me out of here!" I demanded, looking up at the purple haired ZAUK.
He just grinned a needle toothed grin at me. "Nice tits."
I jerked and squirmed, but only realized how hopelessly I was caught. The punk-ZAUK leaned down and removed my strappy top, letting my big tits dropped free. I became acutely aware of their weight hanging and swaying on my chest, and another nervous titter crawled up my spine.
The purple haired ZAUK flipped a switch on the machine and two cups extended up from beneath me. They were affixed to metal arms with long hoses hanging from them. They pressed into my tits, perfectly cupping my nipples. The ZAUK threw another switch. The machine hummed to life with a scintillating vibration that rolled through my entire body.
Then I felt the suction begin pulling on my nipples (SP: 35-37).
"What are you doing to me?" I balked as if I didn't know exactly what was happening. "Let me out of this thing."
The ZAUK just ignored me. He was turning a dial now and the metal arms began pumping up and down (SP: 39-41).
Heat flushed through me, anxious tingles crawled over my shoulders and down my back. There were handles by my wrist restraints and I couldn't help but clench onto them. The machine pulled at my breasts, tightening its grip and intensifying the suction as it tugged one, then other, over and again, so deliberately (SP: 43-45-47).
"Fuck," I gasped. "Please stop it!"
He just chuckled a bit and cranked it up further. The pumping, up and down, was so steady, so relentless, up and down, that my breasts began to ache (SP: 49-51-53) The suction pulled at my nipples until I could barely stand it (SP: 56). Pressure began building through my chest, making my heart race.
I tried to pull away but that just added to the pull on my tender tits and I let out a moan, sinking furthering into the machine. Warmth flowed through my chest, pouring and pooling down into my breasts. They grew hot and heavy, and I could feel them swelling in the cups...which never stopped sucking, never stopped pumping, up and down, pulling and tugging (SP: 59-62-65).
I was shivering anxiously now, the pressure in my chest grew into urgency. It pressed down on the hot weight of my tits making them feel so tight, so... full. My nipples began to throb, the suction tightening until I thought they were going to burst, until I couldn't stand how badly I needed to relieve the building pressure. The pumping continued, up and down, tugging and sucking and pulling until finally I did burst!
The pressure, the ache, the anxiety and urgency surged downward all at once in a hot wet rush (SP: 70!)!
I looked down to see my swollen nipples gushing frothy white milk. It was a little humiliating to watch. My creamy liquid filled the cups only to be sucked away down the long tubes connected to them. My tits continued to ache as the machine milked me for every drop. Up and down, each pump drew a scintillating throb through my chest and shoulders, up and down, each tug sucking a warm milky release through my tingling nipples.
My whole body was trembling by the time the machine shut off. I glanced over blearily as the punk-ZAUK with the purple mohawk removed an overflowing bottle of frothy white milk from the machine.
"Niiiiiiice tits," he hissed, tipping it towards me in mock appreciation.
Then I watched as he threw back his big oval head and greedily guzzled down my breast milk.
Next....Turned.



        