
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: image-3HDP0OHL.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: image-3HDP0OHL.jpg]
		

		

	
		 

		The Divine Vessel: A Gender Swap LitRPG

		 

		Kira Rook

		 

		Published by Kira Rook, 2025.

		

	
		 

		Also by Kira Rook

		 

		
			The Ultimate Upgrade
		

		
			A Night in Her Body
		

		
			The Succubus Build: A Gender Swap LitRPG
		

		
			Trapped in Aurelia: A Gender Swap Story
		

		The Divine Vessel: A Gender Swap LitRPG

		
			The Incubus Dungeon: An Erotic LitRPG
		

		
			The Pleasure Chest: A Gender Swap LitRPG
		

		
			Critical Hit: An Erotic LitRPG Collection
		

		
			Chrome Doll: Forced Cyberpunk Feminization
		

		 

		


		Table of Contents

		 

		
			Title Page
		

		 

		
			Also By Kira Rook
		

		 

		
			The Divine Vessel: A Gender Swap LitRPG
		

		 

		
			Further Reading: Critical Hit: An Erotic LitRPG Collection
		

		 

		
			Also By Kira Rook
		

		
		Sensation returned not with the reassuring, grinding weight of steel plate, but with a terrifying, airy lightness that made Lucas feel as though he were drifting in zero gravity. His mind, conditioned by thousands of hours piloting a max-level Vanguard tank build, instinctively braced for the crushing burden of his 'Bulwark of the Titans' armor set—three hundred pounds of enchanted mythril and monster gore. Instead, his senses were assaulted by the cloying scent of lavender incense and the unforgiving bite of cold marble pressing against bare skin where his gambeson should have been. A draft teased across his thighs and belly, eliciting a shiver that his high-Constitution avatar never would have permitted.

		He attempted to sit up, executing the kip-up maneuver he used to intimidate raid bosses after a knockdown, but the motion failed catastrophically. His core muscles, usually thick as braided cables, were virtually nonexistent. Worse, his center of gravity had shifted violently upwards. As he leveraged his torso off the stone altar, a massive, shifting weight on his chest threw him completely off balance. He gasped, a sound that emerged as a breathy, melodious whimper rather than a grunt, and flopped back down onto the stone with a soft, fleshy slap.

		Confusion warring with rising panic, Lucas looked down. His breath hitched, and for a moment, his brain simply refused to parse the visual data. There was no battered breastplate. There was no hairy, scarred chest. Instead, two immense, pale mounds of soft flesh spilled over his ribcage, swaying gently from the impact of his fall. They were draped in a garment of translucent white ceremonial silk that did absolutely nothing to hide the dark, heavy areolas or the hard nubs of his nipples beneath. The fabric clung to the curves like a second skin, pooling in the deep cleavage between the breasts and pulling tight over a stomach that was shockingly flat and soft.

		"What the hell..." he whispered, but the voice wasn't his. It was a contralto purr, rich and husky. He brought his hands up to his face, staring in horror. These weren't the callous-ridden paws of a shield-bearer. They were slender, elegant things with long, tapering fingers and manicured nails painted a shimmering pearl white. He flexed them, feeling the abject lack of grip strength. Trembling, he reached down to touch the impossible anatomy on his chest. His fingers sank deep into the softness, the sensory feedback overwhelming and immediate—a jolt of electric sensitivity shot through his nervous system at the contact, making his toes curl. They were real. They were heavy, warm, and agonizingly sensitive.

		Lucas scrambled backward, or tried to, his legs tangling in the long, sheer skirts of his vestments. He managed to prop himself up against the base of a golden statue, panting. He felt naked, exposed, and ridiculously fragile. His hands roamed lower, driven by a desperate need to confirm the extent of the disaster. He skimmed over wide, flaring hips that felt like plush cushions, down to the juncture of his thighs. Through the thin silk, he felt... nothing. No bulge. No familiar weight. Just a smooth, warm curve and a damp heat that made his face burn with a sudden, intense flush. He was gone. Lucas, the tank, was deleted.

		A chiming sound echoed in his skull, followed by the familiar blue glow of the System initialization. Text scrolled across his vision, crisp and mocking.

		[SYSTEM INITIALIZATION COMPLETE.]

		[WELCOME, USER.]

		[PROFILE UPDATED.]

		Lucas focused on the stats, hoping this was some kind of debuff or illusion event. The numbers appeared, cementing his nightmare.

		[NAME: Saintess Anya]

		[CLASS: Holy Maiden (Mythic)]

		[LEVEL: 1]

		[ATTRIBUTES]

		[STRENGTH: 1] (Warning: Encumbrance limit critical)

		[AGILITY: 4] (Warning: Balance compromised by physique)

		[VITALITY: 3] (Warning: Extreme fragility detected)

		[INTELLIGENCE: 15]

		[CHARISMA: 25] (God-tier)

		[SPIRIT: 50] (Limitless Mana Source)

		[PASSIVE TRAIT: DIVINE VESSEL]

		[Description: Your body is a conduit for the Goddess's pleasure and power. Defense rating is reduced to 0. All physical sensations are amplified by 500%. Aggro generation is permanently maximized toward all male entities.]

		Lucas stared at the Strength stat. One. A single point. He had possessed over two hundred on his main account. He was weaker than the tutorial rats. And 'Divine Vessel'? He read the description twice, feeling the blood drain from his face. Defense zero. Sensations amplified. He looked down at his new body again, the sheer silk riding up his thighs, the massive breasts heaving with his panicked breathing. He wasn't a warrior anymore. He was a loot drop. He was a distinctively high-value objective designed to be protected—or captured.

		Before he could process the horror of his new existence, the heavy oak doors of the cathedral groaned open. A shaft of golden light cut through the dim interior, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the air. A figure stepped through, clad in the opulent, gold-threaded robes of a High Priest. The man was tall, bearing a staff tipped with a sunburst, his eyes widening as they landed on Lucas—or rather, on Anya, sprawled across the altar in disarray.

		Lucas instinctively tried to scramble for cover, to find a shield, anything, but his arms trembled under his own body weight. He let out a small squeak of exertion that sounded mortifyingly aroused. The High Priest stopped ten paces away, dropping to his knees with a thud that echoed in the silent hall. He bowed his head so low it nearly touched the floor.

		"The prophecy..." the Priest murmured, his voice thick with reverence and awe. "The Goddess Reborn has awakened. Saintess Anya, your humble servants have waited an eternity for your return." He raised his head, his gaze traveling over Lucas's new form with a mix of religious fervor and undeniable hunger that made Lucas's skin crawl. "We are here to serve your every need... and to guide you in the rituals of restoration."

		Lucas attempted to stand, his legs trembling like a newborn fawn's limbs, but the High Priest moved with surprising speed to intercept him. The older man’s hands gripped Lucas’s bare shoulders—soft, uncalloused skin meeting the rough texture of gold-threaded velvet—and the contact sent a shocking, sizzling jolt of pleasure straight to Lucas’s groin. He gasped, his knees knocking together, horrified by the betrayal of his own nervous system. "Careful, Your Holiness," the Priest soothed, though his dark eyes remained fixated on the way the sheer white silk strained against Lucas’s heaving chest. "You are fresh from the Aether. Your vessel is... utterly pristine. You are not a warrior, Saintess. You are a conduit."

		"A what?" Lucas managed to choke out, the foreign, breathy voice sounding wet and desperate in the cavernous hall. He tried to pull away, but his strength stat of one meant he couldn't even break the grip of an elderly NPC. He felt trapped, his heart hammering against ribs that felt too delicate to contain it.

		"A Living Battery," the Priest clarified, his tone bordering on zealous ecstasy. "The System does not grant you the ability to regenerate Mana on your own. That is the burden of common mages. You, Saintess, are designed to receive. You must absorb Life Essence to fuel your miracles. You must be filled before you can give." The man’s gaze dropped lower, lingering on the apex of Lucas’s thighs where the silk was becoming darker, clinging to a burgeoning dampness that Lucas hadn't realized was there.

		Before Lucas could process the horrifying implication of 'absorbing essence,' a searing heat bloomed in his belly. It wasn't the slow warmth of a healing potion; it was an inferno. A violent crimson flush raced up his neck, turning his pale skin a vibrant, feverish pink. A new notification pulsed in his peripheral vision, flashing urgent red.

		[WARNING: DIVINITY OVERLOAD]

		[Current Mana: 5000/100]

		[Status: CRITICAL OVERFILL]

		[Effect: The vessel is too low-level to contain the Goddess's full power. Excess magic is converting to physical stimulation to prevent detonation. Immediate release required.]

		"Oh god," Lucas whimpered, his hands flying to his chest. The heavy mounds felt like they were vibrating, swollen and impossibly tight. The sensitivity was excruciating. The mere friction of the silk moving over his nipples felt like raw electricity, dragging a shattered moan from his throat that echoed loudly in the church. "It... it hurts... too much..."

		He collapsed. His legs simply dissolved beneath him, and he hit the marble floor, not with a thud, but with a fluid, uncontrolled slide of soft curves. The cold stone against his burning skin offered a microsecond of relief before the internal fire roared back, stronger than before. He writhed, his back arching involuntarily, pressing his chest upward as if begging for a touch he terrifiedly didn't want. The magic was trying to escape, bubbling under his skin like champagne, pooling heavily between his legs. Every nerve ending was screaming, amplified five hundred times over, turning the air dragging across his skin into a sensory assault.

		Lucas’s hands, betraying his mind entirely, clawed at the silk vestments. He needed friction. He needed pressure. His slender fingers dug into the soft, yielding flesh of his breasts, kneading them clumsily. A shockwave of pure, blinding pleasure shattered his vision, white-hot and debilitating. He cried out, a high, keen sound of feminine desperation, his hips bucking against the hard floor in a rhythm he couldn't stop. He was drowning in it, a feedback loop of magical arousal that threatened to burn his mind out completely. The wetness between his thighs was soaking the thin fabric, the scent of aroused musk and ozone filling the small space around him.

		"Magnificent," the High Priest whispered, watching the display with trembling hands, though he did not touch. He seemed to realize the tactical failure just as Lucas felt his consciousness wavering. "But dangerous. She is running hot. Too hot. If we do not ground this energy, the vessel will break before the ritual begins."

		The Priest stood abruptly, his robes swirling. He turned toward the massive doors just as the heavy timber boomed, pushed open by a gauntleted hand. "Get the Grounding Agent!" the Priest bellowed, panic finally bleeding into his voice. "The Hero Party—now! The Saintess requires immediate stabilization!"

		The man who stepped through the cathedral doors was a walking fortress, a sight that would have once filled Lucas with professional admiration but now instilled a primal, shrinking dread deep in his gut. It was Beric. Even without a UI tag, Lucas recognized the silhouette of a max-strength Vanguard build. The warrior was massive, his broad shoulders encased in blackened iron pauldrons that scraped against each other with a heavy, grinding dissonance. A greatsword the size of a grown man was strapped to his back, the leather grip worn smooth from use. He moved with the heavy, purposeful stomp of someone who knew nothing could knock him down—a swagger Lucas himself had once possessed. Now, lying helplessly on the cold marble with his skirts hiked up to his waist, Lucas felt like a Level 1 slime mob staring up at the endgame boss.

		"High Priest?" Beric’s voice was a deep baritone that vibrated through the stone floor and straight into Lucas's sensitive spine. The warrior lifted his visor, revealing a rugged, scarred face and eyes the color of tempered steel. He frowned, taking in the chaotic scene: the hysterical cleric, the shimmering air charged with ozone, and the writhing, scantily clad woman gasping on the altar steps. "The quest log said 'Escort Mission.' It didn't mention... whatever this is."

		"The vessel is critical!" the High Priest shrieked, pointing a shaking finger at Lucas. "She is a conduit for the Goddess's Aether, but the flow is too strong! She has no capacity to store it. The magic is burning her nerves away! She needs a ground, Beric. She needs a heavy, earth-aligned constitution to absorb the surge before she detonates!"

		Lucas tried to protest, to shout that he wasn't a bomb and definitely didn't need a 'ground,' but his mouth refused to form the consonants. His lips were numb, swollen with the rush of blood, and all that escaped was a desperate, airy moan. A blue system window strobed violently in his vision, obscuring Beric’s face.

		[CRITICAL MANA OVERLOAD]

		[Current Capacity: 150%]

		[Solution Detected: DIRECT MUCOSAL DISCHARGE]

		[Instruction: Initiate intimate contact with High-Vitality Entity to transfer excess mana. Failure to comply will result in System Shock and reset.]

		"Direct mucosal... are you kidding me?" Lucas thought, panic spiking his heart rate. The magic boiling inside him flared in response to the spike, sending a lance of searing pleasure-pain shooting from his nipples to his clenching womb. He arched his back, a ragged scream tearing from his throat, his heels drumming uselessly against the floor. Blue sparks of raw mana began to arc off his skin, snapping against the nearby stone like miniature lightning bolts.

		Beric didn’t hesitate. A true tank didn’t flinch at danger. He marched forward, the heavy sabatons of his boots clanking loudly. He dropped to one knee beside Lucas, his armored bulk blocking out the light from the stained-glass windows. Up close, the smell of him—sweat, iron, and leather—was overwhelming to Lucas's heightened senses, triggering a dizzying wave of pheromonal lust that had nothing to do with Lucas's mind and everything to do with Anya’s treacherous biology.

		"Hold still, Saintess," Beric grunted, his tone strictly professional, as if he were applying a bandage rather than preparing to ravish a clergyman. He reached out, his gauntleted hand hovering over Lucas's heaving chest before realizing the metal might conduct the magic too violently. With a curse, he ripped his gauntlets off, tossing them aside with a clang. Then he went for his belt. "Priest, turn around. I'm not doing this with an audience."

		The Priest scrambled away, muttering prayers, leaving Lucas alone with the titan. Beric’s large, calloused hands grabbed Lucas’s ankles, parting them with an effortless strength that terrified him. There was no resistance; Lucas had literally one point of Strength. His legs were spread wide, exposing the damp, trembling epicenter of his heat to the cool cathedral air.

		"No, wait, pause game—" Lucas gasped, his hands scrabbling feebly at Beric's breastplate. "Don't... don't do this... I'm a guy, I'm a tank..."

		"You're delirious, Saintess," Beric said flatly, unlacing his codpiece. A thick, heavy length of flesh sprang free, already semi-erect and twitching. To Lucas’s horrified gaze, it looked like a bludgeoning weapon, veined and formidable. "The magic is cooking your brain. I need to draw it out. Brace yourself."

		He didn't wait for consent; the quest timer was evidently ticking. Beric positioned himself between Lucas's splayed thighs, lifting Lucas's hips onto his own armored thighs to get a better angle. The position left Lucas utterly exposed, his heavy breasts falling to the sides, his breath coming in shallow pants. When the tip of Beric’s cock brushed against his entrance, the reaction was immediate and violent. A spark of blue mana jumped from Lucas’s wet flesh to Beric’s glans with an audible *snap*.

		Beric hissed, his jaw clenching. "By the Light... you're running hot."

		With a singular, devastating thrust, Beric drove himself inside.

		Lucas threw his head back, his mouth opening in a silent scream. It wasn't just the physical intrusion—which was massive, stretching him beyond anything he could have conceived possible—it was the energy transfer. The moment they connected, the burning inferno in Lucas’s belly found an exit. The excess mana surged toward the point of contact, flowing out of him and into the warrior. It felt like being grounded after touching a live wire, a sudden, jarring rush of relief mixed with blinding, eye-rolling intensity.

		"Easy," Beric gritted out, his hands gripping Lucas's hips tightly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh to anchor them both. "I can feel it... it feels like liquid fire."

		Beric began to move, establishing a heavy, rhythmic cadence that rocked Lucas’s entire world. *Slap. Slap. Slap.* The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed obscenely in the holy space. With every deep, pistoning stroke, Lucas felt a chunk of the agonizing pressure leave his system, replaced by a dull, throbbing fullness that was quickly spiraling into overwhelming pleasure. His Passive Trait—[Divine Vessel]—was working against him, taking the friction of Beric’s girth and multiplying the sensation until Lucas was a sobbing, whimpering mess.

		"Please... too much..." Lucas babbled, his hands finding purchase on Beric’s shoulders, his pearlescent nails digging into the man's skin. He hated this. He hated that his hips were lifting to meet the thrusts on their own accord. He hated that his internal muscles were clamping down on the invader, milking him, desperate for more of that grounding friction. "Beric, stop... I can't..."

		"I can't stop," Beric growled, his face flushed, sweat beading on his forehead. The magic flowing into him was acting like a stimulant. His eyes were beginning to glow with a faint, golden light. "You're... tight... and you've got enough mana in you to level a city. I have to drain it all."

		He picked up the pace, his armored greaves scraping against the floor for traction. Lucas was tossed like a ragdoll, his breasts bouncing violently, his vision whitening at the edges. The friction was a roar in his ears. The feeling of being impaled, filled, and used was eclipsing his male ego, rewriting his reality in real-time. The pleasure built like a pressure wave, terrifying in its magnitude. The mana discharge was accelerating, blue sparks dancing wildly between their joined groins, lighting up the dim alcove like a strobe light.

		"Almost... there..." Beric roared, his composure cracking.

		Lucas felt the coil in his belly snap. He screamed, a high, feminine wail of pure release as his body spasmed uncontrollably. His inner walls fluttered violently against the intrusion, squeezing the warrior with crushing force. Simultaneously, Beric groaned, a deep, guttural sound from the bottom of his chest, and slammed his hips forward one last time, burying himself to the hilt.

		Lucas felt the pulses—hot, thick jets of fluid flooding his interior, impossibly voluminous. But it wasn't just biology; it was the mechanism of the spell. As Beric poured his seed into the Saintess, the [Grounding Agent] took effect, neutralizing the volatile mana and crystallizing it into a buff.

		They stayed like that for a long minute, panting heavily in the silence, the only sound the ragged breathing of two people and the soft chime of the System interface. Beric collapsed forward, resting his forehead on Lucas’s shoulder, his weight heavy and oppressive. Lucas stared up at the vaulted ceiling, tears pricking the corners of his eyes, feeling the sticky warmth leaking from him and the strange, hollow ache that replaced the burning fire.

		Slowly, shakily, Lucas lifted a hand to summon his interface.

		[MANA STABILIZED.]

		[Current Mana: 100/100]

		[Status: Normal]

		[SYSTEM NOTIFICATION]

		[Skill Triggered: HOLY BLESSING - HERO'S VIGOR]

		[Target: Beric (Warrior)]

		[Effect Applied: All physical stats doubled for 24 hours. Regeneration +200%. Armor Rating +50%.]

		Beric pulled back, wiping sweat from his brow. He looked down at Lucas, his expression dazed, like a man waking from a strange dream. He flexed his hand, and the air whistled around his fingers. He looked stronger, larger, practically vibrating with the power Lucas had just involuntarily fed him.

		"My stats..." Beric whispered, checking his own view. He looked at Lucas with a new, intense reverence that made Lucas want to crawl into a hole and die. "Saintess... your blessing... it's incredible."

		Lucas let his head loll to the side, closing his eyes against the humiliation. He was a max-level tank. He was the shield of the team. And now, he was a buff dispenser that required injection.

		"Just..." Lucas whispered, his voice hoarse and broken. "Just help me up."

		The journey to the Crypt of the Fallen was a lesson in humiliation. While Beric stomped through the underbrush in heavy plate and Luna glided silently through the shadows, Lucas stumbled over tree roots, his breath coming in short, heaving gasps. The ceremonial silk robes offered zero protection against the brambles that snagged the delicate fabric, nor did they shield his hyper-sensitive skin from the damp, chill air of the crypt entrance. When they finally descended into the gloom of the stone corridor, the smell of rot and stagnant water hit him like a physical blow, his heightened senses turning the stale odor into a nauseating fog.

		"Stay behind me, Saintess," Beric ordered, his voice echoing off the damp walls. The warrior held his greatsword easily in one hand, his posture relaxed but ready. "These are just reanimated skeletons. Low-level fodder. Just focus on not... glowing too much."

		Lucas gritted his teeth, or tried to, but the action just made his soft cheeks tremble. He wanted to shout that he knew how to handle trash mobs, but before he could formulate the sentence, the sound of bone scraping on stone announced the enemy. Three skeletons clattered out of the darkness, their eye sockets glowing with faint necromantic green fire.

		"Contact front," Luna whispered, blurring forward with daggers drawn. She moved like quicksilver, ducking under a clumsy sword swing to drive her blade into a cervical vertebra.

		Battle instincts, honed over thousands of hours of gameplay, hijacked Lucas's brain. He saw the second skeleton wind up for an overhead strike, its rusty longsword aiming for Luna’s exposed back. In his old life, this was routine; he would Step-Intervene, pop 'Iron Skin,' and soak the damage to trigger his vengeance stacks. Without thinking, Lucas lunged forward, throwing his body between the rogue and the blade.

		"No! Get back!" Fynn shouted from the rear, but it was too late.

		Lucas didn't glide; he tripped. His heavy breasts swayed violently with the sudden motion, throwing off his balance, and his bare feet slapped helplessly against the slime-slicked flagstones. He managed to interpose himself, throwing his arms up in a guarding posture that would have deflected the blow if he were wearing gauntlets. But there was no steel. There was only soft, pale skin.

		The rusty blade didn't clang. It bit. The sword edge sliced through his forearm with sickening ease, parting the meat like warm butter.

		[COMBAT LOG]

		[Received Hit: Rusted Longsword]

		[Defense: 0]

		[Damage: 60 (Critical!)]

		[HP: 40/100]

		[Effect Applied: TETANUS RISK]

		[Warning: PAIN THRESHOLD BREACHED]

		The pain was not a signal; it was an event. It was a blinding, white-hot explosion that erased the world. The [Divine Vessel] trait took the sensation of torn flesh and amplified it into a symphony of agony. Lucas shrieked—a high, blood-curdling scream that tore from his throat—and collapsed to his knees, clutching his bleeding arm to his chest. He could feel every jagged nuance of the rusty metal that had just violated him, the burning stinging of the air touching the open wound making him sob uncontrollably.

		"You idiot!" Luna hissed, rolling away from the skeletons.

		A shadow fell over Lucas. Beric was there, a titan of blackened steel. He didn't even use a skill; he simply backhanded the offending skeleton with a gauntleted fist, shattering its skull into bone dust. With a grunt, he kicked the second pile of bones away and spun, dropping his sword to kneel beside the weeping Saintess.

		"Fynn! Heal! Now!" Beric bellowed, his hands hovering uselessly over Lucas's trembling form.

		Golden light washed over the wound as Fynn cast a basic restoration spell. The skin knit together, but the phantom echo of the pain lingered, leaving Lucas gasping, tears streaming down his face, ruining the perfect makeup that seemed to have spawned on his face automatically. He looked up, his vision blurry, to see Luna wiping bone marrow off her dagger. She looked down at him with a mix of pity and utter disdain.

		"Nice peeling, 'tank'," she sneered, holstering her weapons. "You nearly got yourself killed by a tutorial mob. You're not the shield anymore, Princess. You're the loot. Try to remember that before you bleed on my boots next time."

		Lucas stared at the smooth, unblemished skin where the gash had been, his body still shaking from the shock. The realization hit him harder than the sword. He couldn't protect anyone. He was soft. He was weak. He was the one who needed saving.

		The descent into the Oakhaven Sewers was an assault on senses that Lucas had never realized could be so acute. In his old life, a sewer level was just a brown texture map and a generic 'Poison' debuff icon. Now, through the heightened, delicate sensorium of Saintess Anya, it was a suffocating nightmare. The air was thick and humid, clinging to his exposed skin like a greasy film, carrying the stench of centuries of rot, offal, and stagnant water. Every drip of condensation echoing in the tunnels sounded like a thunderclap to his ears. Worst of all was the footwear; instead of his steel-toed sabatons, he was barefoot. The Robes of the Seraph, for all their legendary stats, did not include shoes. Every step on the slime-slicked cobblestones sent a revolt of texture—cold slime, gritty sand, and unidentifiable mush—squishing between his manicured toes. He gagged, clutching the high collar of his diaphanous robes, though the garment did little to filter the smell and nothing to hide the swaying, heavy bounce of his breasts which seemed to have their own momentum.

		"Watch your step, Saintess," Beric’s voice boomed from the front, the warrior wading thigh-deep through a channel of muck without flinching. "Slime trails ahead. Green ones. Acidic." Lucas nodded weakly, trying to balance on a narrow ledge of dry stone. He placed a trembling foot on a patch of moss, but his Agility stat of 4 betrayed him instantly. His foot slid outward as if on ice. With a high-pitched shriek that he couldn't suppress, Lucas pinwheeled his arms, his center of gravity—thrown off completely by his top-heavy build—tipping him irrevocably forward. He plummeted off the ledge and splashed violently into the depression below, landing not in water, but in a pulsating, viscous mass of neon green.

		Panic flared white-hot in his mind. *Acid Slimes*, his gamer brain screamed. *Corrosive damage. DoT stacking. Armor melting.* He squeezed his eyes shut, bracing for the searing agony of his skin melting away. He felt the cold, gelatinous weight of the mob surge over him, enveloping his legs and waist instantly. But the burning never came. Instead, a soft, chiming melody erupted in his ears.

		[PASSIVE ACTIVATED: HOLY AURA]

		[Interaction Detected: Holy Divinity + Acidic Slime]

		[Reaction: PURIFICATION ERROR]

		[Result: The Divine nature of your vessel has neutralized the corrosive acidity. The Slime has mutated.]

		[New Mob Type: APHRODISIAC SLIME (Rare Variant)]

		[Behavior: Hunger for Mana. Seek and Absorb.]

		Lucas’s eyes snapped open just as the first wave of sensation hit him. It wasn't pain. It was a shivering, invasive coldness that suddenly turned fever-hot as it reacted with his skin. The slimes weren't eating him; they were eating his *gear*. The legendary Seraph silk, despite its magical weave, dissolved like cotton candy in water upon contact with the mutated jelly. In seconds, the bodice disintegrated, and the skirt melted away, leaving Lucas completely naked, sprawled on his back in a churning pit of living, translucent goo. The slime wasted no time. Driven by a mindless hunger for the immense mana pool radiating from the Saintess, the creatures surged.

		"No, get off!" Lucas gasped, trying to push himself up, but his hands only sank deeper into the quivering green mass. The substance was thick, heavy, and impossibly slick. It slithered over his thighs, coating his stomach in a thick layer of vibrating gel. He watched in horror as a tendril of slime struck his chest, engulfing his left breast. It swirled around the heavy mound, massaging the soft flesh with a rhythmic, sucking pressure. As it covered his nipple, a jolt of pleasure so intense it bordered on violence arc through his spine. The slime tightened, mimicking the suckle of a mouth but with the unrelenting, vacuum-seal perfection that no human could achieve.

		"Ah!—Gh-Gods!" Lucas arched his back, splashing helplessly in the pit. The [Divine Vessel] trait amplified the friction of the slime five-hundred-fold. Every bubble popping against his skin felt like a static shock; every slide of the heavy gel felt like a lover's caress. And they were everywhere. A second mass moved between his spread thighs, seeking the source of the mana leak. Lucas clamped his legs together, sobbing with a mix of humiliation and sky-rocketing arousal, but he had zero Strength. The slime simply forced his knees apart, relentless and amorphous.

		He felt the cold tip of the jelly press against his entrance, and then, with a sickeningly wet *shlorp*, it pushed inside. It didn't stretch him like Beric; it poured into him, filling every crevice of his canal, expanding to perfect fullness. Lucas threw his head back, his mouth opening in a silent scream as the slime pulsed inside him, vibrating against his prostate—no, his *womb*—drawing out streams of golden mana. The sensation of being harvested from the inside out was maddening. His vision blurred, swimming in a haze of pleasure.

		"Mmmph!" Another tendril slapped over his face, forcing its way between his lips to silence him. It filled his mouth, tasting of ozone and sweet syrup, sliding down his throat to coat his esophagus. He was completely encased, a prisoner in a cocoon of vibrating, sucking green jelly. He could feel himself twitching, his hips bucking involuntarily against the slime floor, grinding into the mass that was violating him. His body was betraying him completely, responding to the efficient, chemical stimulation of the monsters. He was glowing now, his skin radiating a golden light that illuminated the translucent green goo covering him, showcasing his naked, writhing form to the darkness of the sewer.

		"By the light..." Beric’s voice cut through the wet sounds of suction. The warrior stood at the edge of the pit, his greatsword raised but hesitant. He stared down at the spectacle: the Saintess, stripped bare, coated in shimmering green fluid that pumped and pulsed around her heaving curves, her muffled whimpers echoing in the tunnel. "Fynn! Don't use Fireball! You'll cook her!"

		"Freezing spell!" Fynn shouted, skidding to a halt beside the tank. "Target the mass, avoid the core!"

		A blast of frost magic hit the pit. The outer edges of the slime shattered into ice, but the core attached to Lucas remained viscous. Beric jumped in, his heavy boots crunching the frozen mobs. He reached into the mess, his gauntleted hands finding purchase on Lucas’s slime-slicked arm. With a grunt of effort, he hauled Lucas upward. The sound of the suction breaking was obscenely loud—a wet, squelching *pop* as the slime was ripped from Lucas's body, dragging trails of thick, glowing fluid from his mouth and from between his legs.

		Lucas collapsed against Beric’s chest-plate, coughing up green bile, his body trembling violently in the aftershocks of the forced pleasure. He was coated head to toe in the sticky, translucent residue, strands of it stretching between his limbs. He looked up, eyes rolling back in his head, completely delirious, unable to focus on the warrior who was holding him. He was a level 100 tank, the bulwark of the team, and he was currently draped over an NPC, naked, sticky, and vibrating from an orgasm induced by a puddle of trash mobs. "Too... sensitive..." he slurred, before the darkness of unconsciousness mercifully took him.

		Beric carried her like a trophy from a war he hadn't meant to fight, his armored boots splashing heavily through the muck until they found a raised dais of ancient, dry stonework—likely a maintenance platform for the sewer's architects. He laid Lucas down on his own cloak, the thick bear fur offering little comfort against the cold stone, but Lucas was too far gone to notice the chill. The [Aphrodisiac Slime] residue coating his body was a living nightmare; the neon green gel wasn't drying. Instead, it was foaming, reacting to the Holy properties of the Saintess's skin and turning into a corrosive, narcotic lather that sizzled with dark energy. Every bubble that popped on Lucas’s breasts or thighs sent a jolt of depraved heat straight to his core, muddying his thoughts with a thick, syrupy haze of need.

		[SYSTEM WARNING: CRITICAL CORRUPTION DETECTED]

		[Status: Corrupted Lust]

		[Progression: 35%]

		[Effect: Divine Alignment is shifting to VOID. If corruption reaches 100%, Class: Holy Maiden will evolve to Class: VOID WHORE.]

		[Time Remaining: 5 Minutes.]

		"Fynn! Check her!" Beric barked, his voice tight. He was kneeling over Lucas, his large hands hovering over the Saintess’s writhing form, afraid to touch the glowing slime. "Her eyes... they're turning purple."

		Lucas gasped, his head thrashing side to side. The world was tilting. The damp sewer ceiling was replaced by visions of undulating shadows. His body felt heavy, incredibly full, and empty all at once. The slime that had forced itself inside him during the fall was still there, deep in his womb, dissolving and releasing a steady stream of corrupted mana into his bloodstream. "It’s... it’s rewriting me," Lucas moaned, his hands clawing at his breasts, desperate to rip the burning skin off. "Get it out... please..."

		Fynn skidded onto the platform, his robes hiked up, breathless. He slapped a diagnostic talisman onto Lucas’s forehead. The paper instantly charred black. "Catastrophic failure," the mage hissed, his usual cool demeanor cracking. "The slime wasn't just hungry; it was a carrier for Void Rot. It’s binding to her libido. She’s generating Void Mana instead of Holy Light. If she climaxes on her own, the energy will permanently alter her Skill Tree."

		"So we stop her from cumming?" Luna asked, hopping onto the dais, wiping slime from her daggers.

		"No!" Fynn snapped, pushing his glasses up his nose with a shaking hand. "We have to force a System Reset. We need to induce a mana discharge so violent that it purges the Void taint before it settles. We have to flush her system manually, from every available port. Immediately."

		Lucas heard the words through a layer of cotton. *Every available port.* Fear spiked in his chest, warring with the supernatural lust boiling in his veins. He tried to sit up, to protest, but his body was jelly. He was a level 100 tank, a fortress of iron, but right now he was just meat—soft, glowing, corrupted meat waiting to be processed.

		Beric didn't hesitate. The time for modesty had dissolved in the acid pit. "Luna, hold her down. Keep her focused. Fynn, you said the rear channel accesses the core mana reserves?"

		"Directly," Fynn confirmed, already fumbling with the fastenings of his robes, his eyes fixed on the way Lucas’s hips jerked involuntarily. "I will stabilize the backend. You take the primary vessel. We have to sync the rhythm."

		Luna moved behind Lucas’s head, dropping to her knees. She grabbed Lucas’s wrists, pinning them firmly above his head. "Sorry, Princess," the rogue whispered, her voice husky. "This is going to hurt. But you’ll thank us later."

		Before Lucas could scream, Beric moved between his spread thighs. The warrior was massive, a mountain of plate and chainmail, but he had shucked his codpiece, revealing an erection that looked like it could crack stone. The slime coating Lucas’s inner thighs acted as a hyper-lubricant, slick and unnatural. Beric gripped Lucas’s hips, his fingers digging bruisingly into the soft, white flesh, and drove himself inside in one fluid, devastating motion.

		"AAAAH!" Lucas shrieked, his back arching off the bear fur. The intrusion was immediate and filling, stretching him wide, but the corruption inside him leaped to meet it. The Void energy swirled around Beric’s length, trying to infect the warrior, but Beric’s high Vitality crushed it. He began to pound, a brutal, punishing rhythm that shook Lucas’s entire frame.

		"Fynn, now!" Beric roared, his face twisted in concentration, sweat dripping from his nose onto Lucas’s heaving stomach.

		Lucas felt cool air on his exposed buttocks as Fynn lifted his legs high, hooking them over the mage’s slender shoulders. There was no preparation, no easing in—the urgency of the timer forbade it. Fynn used the slime residue dripping from Lucas’s body and pressed the head of his cock against the tight, trembling ring of muscle at Lucas’s rear. With a sharp, analytical thrust, he breached.

		Consider the impossible geometry of it: filled completely, front and back, stretched to the absolute limit of the avatar’s elasticity. Lucas’s mouth opened in a silent O of shock, his eyes rolling back until only the whites showed. The sensation was blinding. It was too much—the friction of Beric’s girth grinding against the sensitive front wall, the sharp, invading pressure of Fynn claiming the back, meeting in the center to sandwich his prostate in a vice grip of pleasure-pain.

		"Keep her breathing!" Fynn commanded, his voice strained as he found his rhythm, matching Beric thrust for thrust.

		Luna leaned over, her dark hair curtaining Lucas’s face. She saw the panic in the Saintess’s eyes, the way Lucas was checking out of reality. "Stay with us, tank," she murmured. She reached down with her free hand, her agile, calloused fingers closing over Lucas’s left breast. She squeezed hard, treating the heavy flesh roughly, her thumb digging into the erected nipple and flicking it with ruthless efficiency. "Focus on this. Focus on the heat."

		Lucas was drowning. He wasn't Lucas anymore. He was a vessel being careened between three distinct forces. Beric was the hammer, battering his cervix with relentless power, grounding the lightning storm in his belly. Fynn was the scalpel, his thrusts precise and sharp, hitting the nerves deep in the rear that Lucas didn't even know existed, extracting the corrupted mana with every pull. And Luna was the anchor, her mouth descending to capture his other nipple, sucking hard enough to leave a mark, her tongue swirling wildly.

		"Please... I can't... I'm breaking!" Lucas sobbed, the words fracturing into moan-filled gibberish. His hips were trapped in the crossfire, rocking uncontrollably. The slime between his legs churned with the friction, making wet, slapping sounds that echoed loudly in the damp tunnel. The green glow of the corruption began to darken, turning a muddy, bruised purple as it was forced to the surface.

		"It’s working," Fynn panted, adjusting his angle to drive deeper. "The toxicity is venting. Increase the tempo. Beric, hit the cervix!"

		Beric grunted, a primal sound, and increased his pace to a jackhammer frenzy. He slammed his armored pelvis against Lucas’s soft buttocks, the sound of metal-on-meat ringing out. *Slap-thud. Slap-thud.* With every impact, a cloud of dark mist puffed from Lucas’s pores, dissipating in the air.

		Lucas was wailing now, a high, continuous keen of overstimulation. The pleasure had bypassed 'good' and gone straight to 'blinding white noise.' His [Divine Vessel] trait was turning the ordeal into a sensory supernova. He could feel the exact shape of Beric inside him, the veins, the ridge; he could feel Fynn’s pulse against his interior walls.

		"Almost... cleared..." Luna gasped, lifting her head from his chest. Her lips were wet and swollen. She leaned down and kissed Lucas—hard, bruising, tasting of iron and desire—sealing his scream in his throat.

		"RELEASE!" Beric bellowed.

		Simultaneously, the two men buried themselves to the hilt.

		Lucas disintegrated. His body spasmed so violently that Luna had to put her full weight on his chest to keep him grounded. The climax hit him like a physical blow—a massive, purging explosion that started in his toes and ripped through his spine. A torrent of fluids erupted from him, but this time, mixed with the clear, holy nectar, streaks of black, oily sludge poured out, carried away by the semen filling his twin canals.

		[SYSTEM NOTIFICATION]

		[CRITICAL DISCHARGE]

		[Void Corruption Purged: 100%]

		[Holy Alignment Restored.]

		[Status: Divine Exhaustion]

		Beric and Fynn held him there, pinned in the aftershocks, riding out their own releases into his depths. The combined volume stretched him to a feeling of incredible, agonizing fullness. For a long minute, the only sound in the sewer was the ragged, desperate breathing of the four of them and the wet sounds of fluids settling.

		Slowly, Fynn withdrew, his legs trembling. He slumped back against the stone wall, wiping sweat and slime from his forehead. Beric pulled out with a wet slide that made Lucas whimper, the emptiness aching almost as much as the fullness had. The warrior didn't move away; he simply collapsed forward, pulling Lucas’s limp, abused body against his chest, wrapping the bear cloak tightly around the naked, shivering Saintess.

		Lucas couldn't speak. He couldn't move. He lay boneless in the warrior's arms, drool leaking from the corner of his mouth, his eyes unfocused and glazed. He felt clean—hollowed out, scrubbed raw, but clean. The dark, pressing weight on his mind was gone, replaced by a fuzzy, warm static.

		Luna sat back on her heels, watching them. She reached out and brushed a stray lock of blonde hair from Lucas’s sweaty face. Her expression had changed. The mockery was gone, replaced by a dark, possessive gleam as she looked at the marks on the Saintess's skin—Beric’s handprints on the hips, the redness of Fynn’s friction, the bite mark on the breast from her own mouth.

		"She's clear," Luna whispered, her voice rough. She looked at the two men, who were staring at the sleeping Saintess with the same intense, terrifying ownership. "We kept her. She's ours."

		Beric nodded slowly, tightening his grip on the bundle in his arms. "We move," he rumbled, his voice low and dangerous. "Anyone else touches her... they die."

		The heavy iron bolts of the Inner Sanctum slammed home, sealing the chamber in a silence so absolute it felt pressurized. Here, the air was warmer, perfumed with a stifling density of myrrh and heated rose oil that instantly made Lucas feel lightheaded. The handmaidens, faceless beneath their heavy veils, moved with the synchronized efficiency of scripted NPCs. There was no gentleness in their ministrations. They stripped the bear-fur cloak from Lucas’s shoulders, leaving him shivering and utterly nude in the center of the golden-tiled room. Without the heavy garment to obscure them, his breasts—those ridiculous, swaying burdens of pale flesh—seemed to dominate the space. They were heavy enough to pull at the delicate skin of his chest, aching with a low, throbbing fullness that had nothing to do with gravity and everything to do with the ominous mana pressure building behind his ribs.

		"The Restoration Ritual requires total submission," the High Priest announced, turning from a table laden with glass apparatuses and jars of shimmering unguents. His eyes did not meet Lucas’s gaze; instead, they dropped instantly to the heavy mounds spilling over Lucas’s ribcage. "You have been purified of the Void, Saintess, but your Essence Wells are congested. A blocked conduit cannot bless the flock."

		"I'm not... I'm not congested," Lucas stammered, crossing his arms over his chest in a futile attempt to hide. The gesture only served to push the massive globes upward, squeezing them together so that the nipples—large, pink, and traitorously erect—stared blindly at the clergyman. "I just need a mana potion. I don't need a ritual."

		The Priest clicked his tongue, a sound of disappointment. "Mana potions fill the reserve, child. They do not prepare the delivery system." He gestured sharply. Two of the handmaidens seized Lucas’s wrists, their grips surprising in their strength, and hauled his arms wide. Lucas struggled, planting his feet, but his Strength stat was a joke. He was dragged backward until his spine met the cold, curved surface of the marble altar. Leather cuffs were snapped around his wrists and ankles, spreadeagling him, arching his back so that his chest was thrust prominently upward, displayed like a feast on a platter.

		A chime echoed, not in the room, but in the marrow of his bones.

		[HIDDEN SUB-CLASS UNLOCKED: DIVINE MOTHER]

		[New Trait Discovered: HOLY LACTATION]

		[Description: The Saintess does not merely hold magic; she distills it. Excess mana is converted into 'Ambrosia,' a potent, stat-boosting fluid produced within the mammary glands. Requires external stimulation for extraction.]

		[Current Status: ENGORGED]

		"Oh, hell no," Lucas breathed, watching the text scroll across his vision. "System, disable! Toggle off!"

		"There is no toggle for grace," the Priest murmured, stepping between Lucas’s spread legs. He dipped his hands into a basin of warmed oil that smelled of vanilla and ozone. "The Duke pays a premium for the fresh draft. It grants a temporary +50 to all stats. You are sitting on a fortune, Saintess, and you are painfully swollen with it."

		The Priest’s hands descended, slick and glistening. When they made contact with Lucas’s breasts, the sensation was electric. The oil was hot, but the skin it touched was feverishly sensitive. The High Priest didn't fondle; he worked the flesh with the knowledgeable, impersonal roughness of a dairy farmer. He cupped the massive weight of the undersides, lifting the mounds and kneading the soft tissue with deep, circular motions of his thumbs.

		"Ah!" Lucas tossed his head back, a flush rising from his neck to his hairline. The friction was excruciatingly pleasurable. He could feel the structures inside his chest—lobes and ducts he shouldn't possess—awakening under the manipulation. They felt tight, knotted, and hot. "Don't... don't squeeze them... it hurts..."

		"It hurts because you are full," the Priest corrected, digging his fingers into the side of the left breast, pushing the glandular mass toward the center. "The ducts are tight. We must loosen them before the extraction." He moved his hands higher, ignoring Lucas’s whimpering protests, and began to work the areolas. He rubbed the oil into the darkened, bumpy skin, pinching the nipples between his slippery knuckles and pulling them taut.

		The [Divine Vessel] trait amplified every pinch into a jolt that traveled straight to Lucas’s womb. His hips bucked involuntarily against the marble, his inner thighs slick with a mixture of leaked seminal fluid from the sewer and his own traitorous arousal. The sight of his own body—shining with oil, breasts heaving and jiggling with every rough squeeze of the Priest’s hands—was psychologically shattering. He was a warrior. He was a man. But his body was screaming for release that only this humiliation could provide.

		"Excellent tension," the Priest noted, wiping his hands on a silk cloth. "The nipples are primed. Handmaiden, the Arcane Extraction Array."

		One of the silent women stepped forward, holding a terrifying contraption of brass tubes, glass spheres, and rubber hoses hooked to a mana-powered piston engine. The Priest took two large, bell-shaped glass cups. They were etched with runes of [Suction] and [Flow].

		"No, please," Lucas begged, eyes widening as he realized what was happening. "You can't... I'm not a cow! Put those away!"

		The Priest ignored him, centering the first glass bell over Lucas’s left breast. The cup was large, yet it barely contained the sheer volume of the flesh. He pressed it tight against the oiled skin, sealing it, and flipped a brass lever.

		*Hiss-THWUMP.*

		The vacuum engaged instantly. Lucas screamed—a high, breathy sound that cracked in the middle—as his soft flesh was violently sucked into the glass neck. The nipple was pulled out long, turning a dark, angry red as the pressure mounted. The breast tissue inside the cup swelled visibly, veins popping blue and stark against the pale skin as blood and magic rushed to the surface. Before he could recover, the second cup was slammed onto his right breast. *THWUMP.* Now both mounds were trapped, encased in unyielding glass, distorted and stretched by the relentless pull of the machine.

		[SYSTEM NOTIFICATION]

		[STATUS: EXTRACTION COMMENCED]

		[Production Pressure: 80%]

		[Endurance Check: FAILED]

		The piston engine whirred to life, creating a rhythmic, pulsing tug that tugged at his very soul. *Suction. Release. Suction. Release.* It was a mockery of a lover’s mouth, stronger and more consistent than any human could be. Lucas arched his spine, his fingers clawing uselessly at the leather restraints. The pressure in his chest built to a terrifying crescendo, a sharp, tingling heat that radiated from his armpits to the trapped nipples.

		"Come now, Saintess," the High Priest whispered, leaning close to watch the torture with clinical fascination. "Let it go. The pressure will break you if you hold it back. Release the blessing."

		And then, the dam broke.

		A sensation of intense, burning relief flooded Lucas’s chest—the Let-Down. He gasped, his eyes rolling back, as his body surrendered. Inside the glass cups, streams of fluid erupted from his nipples. It wasn't white milk; it was a glowing, pearlescent gold liquid that swirled with magical sparkles. The [Ambrosia] sprayed against the glass, coating the interior of the bells, pooling quickly at the bottom before being siphoned away through the brass tubes.

		"There it is," the Priest crooned, adjusting the valve to increase the suction strength. "High viscosity. Divine purity. The Duke will be pleased."

		Lucas sagged in the bonds, utterly defeated. The rhythm of the pumps controlled his entire world now. *Tug, spray. Tug, spray.* He could see the golden milk flowing through the clear tubes, gallon after impossible gallon of his own dignity being drained away to be sold in the gift shop. He felt hollow, used, and impossibly, sickeningly aroused by the sheer utility of it. He was being milked. And the worst part was the relief—the soothing emptiness spreading through his chest as the painful pressure was drawn out.

		"Leave her," the High Priest ordered the handmaidens after the flow had steadied to a rhythmic pulse. "The pumps are set to a slow cycle. By the time the nobles arrive, she will be properly docile." He turned to Lucas, patting his cheek with a patronizing smirk. "Do not struggle, Saintess. The machine stops only when you are dry. Or when a buyer wishes to drink directly from the source."

		The heavy door clicked shut again, leaving Lucas alone in the dim light. The only sounds were his own ragged, tear-filled breathing and the relentless, mechanical *hiss-glug, hiss-glug* of the pumps draining him, drop by golden drop.

		The adrenaline of the escape had burned off miles ago, leaving Lucas—Anya—trembling in the encroaching chill of the Densewood Forest. They had put enough distance between themselves and the smoldering ruins of the cathedral wall to feel momentarily safe, huddled in a depression beneath the roots of an ancient Ironwood tree. The fire Fynn had kindled was small and smokeless, offering meager warmth against the night air. But for Lucas, the cold was secondary to the lingering, excruciating pressure in his chest. The High Priest’s machines had started a process they hadn't finished, and his biology was now in open revolt. His breasts felt like lead weights strapped to his ribcage, rock-hard and radiating a feverish heat that made him dizzy. The heavy velvet tapestry he was wrapped in felt like sandpaper against his distended nipples, which were leaking a constant, sticky stream of golden fluid, soaking the fabric and matting the fine hairs of the fur cloak beneath.

		"You're shivering, Saintess," Beric’s voice was a low rumble in the quiet clearing. The warrior had shed his pauldron and gauntlets, sitting cross-legged on a bedroll. He looked at Lucas with a concern that was disarming in its intensity. "Is it the cold? Or the mana sickness?"

		Lucas shook his head, wincing as the movement caused his heavy bosom to shift painfully. He tried to adjust the tapestry, but his hands were shaking too badly. "It's... it's the pressure," he whispered, his voice hitching. "The trait... [Holy Lactation]... it didn't stop. It’s backing up. It feels like my chest is going to split open."

		Fynn looked up from his grimoire, pushing his spectacles up his nose. "That is a valid concern. The glandular production was magically accelerated. If the ducts aren't emptied, the concentrated mana will crystallize. That results in 'Arcane Mastitis.' It is supposedly agonizing."

		"It already is agonizing!" Lucas snapped, though the [Holy Maiden] filter turned the outburst into a desperate, tearful plea. He looked down at himself; the golden ambrosia had soaked through the velvet, creating large, glowing wet spots over his chest. "I can't... I can't do it myself. My hands are too weak to work the deep tissue."

		Luna, who had been sharpening her daggers on a nearby root, sheathed her weapons with a sharp click. She crawled over to where Lucas huddled, her movements feline and fluid. "The mage is right, Princess. We can't have you popping like a mana blister out here. And we can't exactly waste that gold-tier juice you're spilling."

		"What are you..." Lucas began, shrinking back, but Beric moved behind him. The large warrior positioned himself so his broad chest acted as a backrest, his legs bracketing Lucas's hips. He pulled Lucas back against him, his warmth seeping into the Saintess's chilled skin instantly.

		"Let us help, Anya," Beric murmured into his ear, his voice rough but gentle. "You're part of the unit. We maintain our gear. We maintain our healer."

		Luna reached out and pulled the heavy tapestry away. The cool night air hit Lucas’s exposed skin, making his nipples snap to painful attention. In the firelight, his chest looked obscenely swollen, the skin stretched tight and translucent, mapped with blue veins throbbing with the pulse of his heartbeat. The aureoles were dark, puffy, and glistened with the milk that wept steadily from the ducts.

		"Gods above," Luna whispered, her eyes widening as she took in the sheer scale of the engorgement. "You are absolutely stuffed." She didn't hesitate. She moved between Lucas's spread legs, leaning forward. "Beric, support the left one. It's too heavy for the tissue to support on its own."

		Beric’s large, warm hand came up, sliding under the massive weight of Lucas’s left breast. He hefted it carefully, his palm encompassing the entire underside, lifting the burden to relieve the strain on the skin. The relief was instantaneous—a groan of pure bliss escaped Lucas's throat, his head lolling back onto Beric’s shoulder.

		"Okay, Princess," Luna murmured, bracing her hands on Lucas's knees. "I'm going to drain the pressure. Just relax."

		She leaned in, her dark hair curtaining her face, and opened her mouth over the weeping nipple.

		The first pull was a shock of wet heat that sent a bolt of lightning straight to Lucas’s groin. Luna didn't nurse gently; she latched on with the greedy efficiency of a starving infant, her cheeks hollowing as she created a powerful vacuum. Lucas cried out, his back arching, his fingers digging into Beric’s forearms. It felt incredibly intimate, far more so than the sex in the sewer or the cold machinery of the church. This was flesh on flesh, a wet, hot mouth working his sensitive nipple with a rhythmic, demanding pull that drew the milk deep from the glands.

		"Mmmph..." Luna moaned around the mouthful, swallowing the thick, sweet fluid in gulps. A golden glow began to surround the rogue as the [Ambrosia] hit her system, buffing her stats in real-time. She used her tongue to lash against the underside of the nipple, stimulating the flow, milking him with an expertise that made Lucas’s toes curl.

		"It’s... oh god, it’s too much..." Lucas whimpered, thrashing weakly. But Beric held him firm, his other hand coming up to soothe Lucas’s hair, petting him like a frightened animal.

		"Easy," the tank rumbled against his neck. "Let it flow. I can feel the knots loosening." Beric’s hand under the breast squeezed gently in time with Luna’s sucking, massaging the hard lumps of trapped milk toward the exit. The combination of the warrior's firm, supportive grip and the rogue’s relentless, wet suction was overwhelming. The pain began to bleed away, replaced by a fuzzy, euphoric haziness that settled deep in Lucas's belly.

		Luna pulled back with a wet pop, a string of golden saliva and milk connecting her lips to the swollen teat. She licked her lips, her eyes hooded and dark with a mix of mana-drunk glazedness and lust. "Sweet," she rasped, wiping her chin. "Like honey and liquid lightning. Swap sides, big guy."

		Beric shifted his grip, supporting the right breast now, lifting the gargantuan mound of pale flesh toward the rogue. Luna dove back in, attacking the second nipple with renewed vigor. Lucas was practically melting now, his body softening against Beric’s hard frame. The shame of being milked like livestock was fading, replaced by a profound sense of safety. He was exposed, vulnerable, and functioning entirely as a biological support station, yet he felt cherished.

		"That's it," Beric whispered, kissing the side of Lucas's neck as Luna suckled loudly below. "You're doing good. You're feeding the party. You're taking care of us, just like a tank takes aggro. This is your way now."

		The realization hit Lucas harder than the pleasure. He wasn't useless. He wasn't just a victim of the system. He was the core. The battery. He looked down through half-lidded eyes at Luna, who was drinking from him with reverent desperation, her hand coming up to fondle the breast she was nursing from, kneading the soft skin. He felt the bond snapping into place—not a slave collar, but a party link.

		"I'm..." Lucas panted, his voice thick with the unique, floaty arousal of the lactation trait. "I'm filling you up..."

		"To the brim," Luna mumbled against his skin, slowing her pace as the pressure finally abated. The rock-hard tension left his chest, leaving his breasts soft, heavy, and pleasantly empty.

		As Luna finished, cleaning him up with slow, languid licks that felt more like worship than hygiene, Lucas slumped completely into Beric's embrace. The warrior wrapped his strong arms around Anya's waist, resting his chin on her shoulder, while Luna curled up against their legs, practically glowing with the buffs she’d imbibed. For the first time since waking up in this body, the terrifying lightness felt manageable. He was the heart of the team, and if that meant feeding them from his own body, perhaps that was a role he could—reluctantly, confusingly—learn to master.

		The landscape leading to the Demon Lord's Citadel was not merely dead; it was actively hostile to existence. The air shimmered with a purple, nausea-inducing heat haze that warped the blackened spires of rock rising from the ash plains like rotting teeth. Lucas—or Saintess Anya, as the UI insisted—felt the oppressive weight of the atmosphere pressing against her skin, a sensation like walking through chest-deep water. Above them, the sky was a bruised swirl of violet and charcoal, pulsing with the malevolent heartbeat of the dungeon's core. The only thing keeping their flesh from sloughing off in the toxic wind was the golden dome of the [Greater Holy Ward] that Anya maintained. It was a sphere of pure, consecrated light centered on her, a fragile bubble of life in a vacuum of death.

		A chiming alert drilled into her temples, relentless and rhythmic.

		[ENVIRONMENTAL HAZARD: VOID SIPHON]

		[Effect: Mana regeneration disabled. Mana pools drain by 5% per minute.]

		[Current Mana: 65%]

		[Warning: If Mana reaches 0%, [Holy Ward] will collapse.]

		"Fynn, the drain is spiking," Lucas gasped, stumbling over a jagged ridge of obsidian. Her legs, smooth and pale beneath the reformed, scant silk of her robes, felt leaden. The physical effort of walking was nothing compared to the metaphysical strain of keeping the shield active. It felt as though a thousand tiny hooks were embedded in her solar plexus, dragging energy out of her core with every heartbeat. The sweat causing her silver-blonde hair to plaster against her neck wasn't from exertion; it was the cold, clammy sweat of spiritual hypoglycemia.

		"We are three miles from the gate," Fynn announced, consulting a floating compass that spun erratically. He didn't look worried, merely calculating. "At the current rate of decay, the Saintess will be depleted in twelve minutes. We cannot stop moving long enough for a full meditation cycle." The mage adjusted his glasses, turning his clinical gaze onto Anya's heaving bosom. "We require a mobile refueling strategy. Beric, carry the pack. I will administer the injection."

		There was no debate, no flustered hesitation. Survival had stripped away the last vestiges of Lucas's modesty. Beric wordlessly shouldered Anya's meager supplies, while Fynn pointed to a flat, sheltered rock shelf shielded by an overhang. "Quickly. Assume the position. We need a rapid Mana spike to clear the canyon."

		Lucas didn't argue. He moved to the rock, hiking up the gossamer skirts of his vestments until they bunched around his waist. The cold stone bit into the soft flesh of his thighs as he lay back, spreading his legs with a practiced, desperate fluidity that made his stomach turn with shame even as his body wept in anticipation. He was a max-level tank, yet here he was, presenting himself like a camp follower because his magic meter was running low.

		Fynn knelt between Anya's thighs, unbuckling his breeches with efficient haste. "Focus on the transfer, Saintess," he instructed, guiding himself to her entrance. "Do not waste energy on vocalizations. Channel the sensation directly into the Ward."

		He entered her with a single, dry thrust. Lucas arched off the rock, his mouth opening in a silent cry as the mage filled him. Fynn was not like Beric; he wasn't overwhelming in size, but he was precise. He hit the exact angle required to stimulate the deepest mana receptors in the vaginal wall. As Fynn began a rhythmic, piston-like cadence, Lucas felt the terrifying cold of the Void Siphon recede, replaced by a blooming, vibrant heat in his belly. The connection acted as a closed circuit; Fynn’s own mana, catalyzed by the friction and the biological act, surged into Anya, refilling her reserves.

		[MANA RECOVERING: +2%... +4%...]

		"Harder," Lucas panted, his hands gripping Fynn's shoulders, his nails digging into the mage's robes. The shield overhead flared brighter, pulsing in time with the thrusts. The pleasure was a sharp, clarifying focus in the haze of the drain. "It's... it's working... keep going..."

		They didn't finish. They couldn't afford the cooldown of a climax. Once the bar hit 90%, Fynn withdrew abruptly, leaving Lucas gasping and empty, his body aching for a release that survival wouldn't permit. "Enough," Fynn said, adjusting his robes. "That buys us twenty minutes. Move."

		The trek became a blur of exhausted steps and desperate pauses. The closer they got to the Citadel, the stronger the drain became. The air grew thick with whispers that clawed at their minds. Luna took point, scouting for shadow traps, while Beric stayed glued to Anya’s side, his massive arm often the only thing keeping her upright.

		"I'm dropping again," Lucas moaned a mile later, the golden dome above them flickering ominously. "Thirty percent. It's eating me alive, Beric."

		"Luna," Beric barked.

		The rogue fell back instantly. They didn't stop this time; they merely slowed. As Anya walked, stumbling with fatigue, Luna matched her pace, sliding a hand up the Saintess's inner thigh. "Just keep walking, Princess," Luna whispered, dropping to her knees in the ash-covered path.

		It was an absurd, impossible gymnastic feat, achievable only by a high-agility rogue and a desperate vessel. Luna moved crab-wise, keeping pace with Anya's slow trudge, her face buried in the Saintess's crotch. Her tongue worked with wicked speed, lashing against the swollen pearl of Anya's clitoris. The sensation was electric, a constant spark that jump-started Anya's flagging spirit. Every flick sent a jolt of raw energy through Lucas’s nervous system, converting sexual tension into sustaining magic. Lucas had to bite his lip to keep from screaming, his hands tangling in Luna’s hair to guide her, his hips bucking involuntarily with every step. The Holy Ward stabilized, feeding off the frantic, mobile pleasure.

		Finally, the colossal doors of the Demon Lord's Boss Room loomed out of the fog—iron monoliths bound in chains of screaming souls. The drain here was absolute, a vortex trying to suck the soul straight out of the body.

		"Last push!" Beric roared. He grabbed Anya, spinning her around and slamming her back against the Boss Door itself. The cold iron froze her skin, but the heat of the warrior pressed against her front was an inferno. "Fynn, hold the perimeter! Luna, cover!"

		Beric didn't bother with foreplay. He lifted Anya by the waist, her legs wrapping instinctively around his armored hips, and impaled her. It was violent, heavy, and frantic. Lucas cried out, burying his face in Beric's neck, the sheer mass of the warrior filling him completely. The [Divine Vessel] trait screamed in overload, converting the crushing impact of Beric's thrusts into a torrent of blinding white mana. The shield expanded explosively, pushing the Void fog back fifty yards.

		"Fill me!" Lucas begged, not even knowing who was speaking anymore—the gamer or the Saintess. "Beric, please, I'm empty!"

		Beric drove into her with the force of a siege engine, grinding his pelvis against hers, crushing her soft breasts between their bodies. With a guttural roar, he poured himself into her. The transfer was cataclysmic. Anya’s mana bar shot from critical red to overflowing blue in a second.

		[MANA RESTORED: 100%]

		[BUFF APPLIED: SACRED BASTION]

		Beric held her there for a long moment, panting, their sweat mingling on the cold iron of the gate. Slowly, he lowered her sliding legs to the ground. Lucas slumped against the door, knees shaking, flushed and thoroughly ravaged, but the golden barrier held strong, humming with power.

		"We're here," Beric grated out, drawing his greatsword with a metallic ring. He looked at the disheveled, panting Saintess, whose robes were in disarray and whose skin glowed with the evidence of their journey. "Heal up, everyone. It's boss time."

		The massive iron doors groaned open, revealing an abyss that seemed to swallow the light of the Holy Ward. Inside, the throne room of the Citadel stretched into infinity, a cavernous nightmare of jagged obsidian and flowing magma. At the center sat Xylagar the Void-Eater, a demon of such horrific proportions that his horns scraped the ceiling darkness. He rose from his throne of skulls, a creature of shadow and muscle, wielding a greatsword wreathed in green necrotic fire.

		"Intruders," the Demon Lord boomed, the sound hitting Lucas like a physical shockwave that made his knees buckle. "Your Light reeks of desperation."

		"Formation Alpha!" Beric roared, charging forward. The battle erupted instantly. It was a chaotic blur of steel and magic that Lucas, even with his gamer instincts, struggled to track. He hung back, hands raised, spamming [Flash Heal] and [Holy Ray] on Beric, who was tanking hits that would have flattened a castle wall. Luna was a smudge of motion, darting in to hamstring the beast, while Fynn rained shards of ice from the perimeter.

		For a moment, it seemed like they might win. But Xylagar laughed, a wet, guttural sound, and slammed his fist into the ground.

		[BOSS PHASE 2 INITIATED]

		[WARNING: VOID NOVA IMMINENT]

		A pulse of black energy exploded outward. Beric raised his shield, the legendary Aegis of the Dawn, to intercept it. There was a sickening *crack*. The shield didn't just break; it shattered into glowing dust. Beric was thrown backward, skidding fifty feet across the stone floor, his health bar plummeting to critical red. Simultaneously, a whip of shadow caught Luna mid-air, slamming her into a pillar with a bone-crunching thud. The [Stunned] icon flashed above her head, leaving her helpless as the Demon Lord raised his sword for a finishing strike.

		"No!" Lucas screamed, his hands flying to his mouth. Panic, cold and sharp, pierced the haze of the battle. He was a tank; he knew the signs. This was a wipe. They didn't have the DPS to burn him down, and their mitigation was gone.

		[SYSTEM ALERT]

		[PARTY STATUS: CRITICAL]

		[Hidden Condition Met: Desperation of the Mother]

		[ULTIMATE SKILL UNLOCKED: GODDESS'S EMBRACE]

		Lucas stared at the flashing gold text that hovered in his vision, obscuring the terrifying sight of the Demon Lord advancing on his fallen friends.

		[SKILL: GODDESS'S EMBRACE]

		[Effect: Grants temporary Invulnerability to all allies. Restores 100% HP. Deals massive Holy Damage to all Void entities.]

		[Cost: 200% MANA CHARGE]

		[Current Mana: 95% (Stable)]

		[Requirement: IMMINENT OVERLOAD via TRIPLE SYNC]

		Two hundred percent. The number mocked him. His capacity was capped at one hundred. To cast this, he didn't just need to be full; he needed to be broken. He needed to be overfilled so violently that the excess energy would trigger the miracle. He looked at Beric, struggling to stand. He looked at Fynn, who was dry-heaving from magical exhaustion. He looked at Luna, limp and bleeding.

		He needed a surge. A massive, simultaneous injection of essence from all three sources at once to push his "Divine Vessel" past its safety limits into critical mass.

		"Get back!" Lucas shrieked, his voice tearing at his throat. He summoned the last dregs of his current mana to flair the protective bubble one last time, a beacon in the dark. "Retreat to me! Now! Into the Ward!"

		Beric looked up, dazed, blood streaming from his nose. "Anya? We have to fight..."

		"We can't win like this!" Lucas cried, grabbing the hem of his tattered Seraph robes and ripping them open, exposing his flushed, heaving body to the chaotic air of the dungeon. His breasts, still heavy and aching, swayed with his frantic movements, and his damp thighs trembled. "I have the ultimate! But I can't cast it alone! I need charge! I need *all* of you! Get in the bubble or we all die!"

		The golden dome of the [Holy Ward] snapped into existence around them with the sound of a thundercrack, sealing the four adventurers inside a sphere of distorted time. Outside the translucent barrier, the nightmare of the citadel froze in amber; the Demon Lord Xylagar hung suspended in the air, his blade inches from shattering the ground, wreathed in black fire that barely flickered. Inside, the air was pressurized, heavy with the metallic taste of ozone and the terrified, ragged breathing of the party.

		"Time dilation active," Fynn gasped, sliding to his knees, blood dripping from his nose onto the obsidian floor. "Five minutes relative time. Seconds outside. Talk fast, Saintess."

		Lucas didn't talk; he collapsed. His legs gave out, sending him sliding down the curve of the magical barrier until he hit the floor, splayed in a tangle of torn silk and flushed, trembling skin. "The Ultimate," he choked out, his eyes wide and frantic as he looked up at his battered team. "It’s... it requires a 200% charge. An impossible overfill. I need a triple sync. Simultaneously. Right now."

		Beric, clutching his side where his armor was dented inward, stared down at the sobbing vessel. He didn't ask for clarification; the desperation in Anya's voice was instruction enough. The warrior dropped his shattered shield and began to strip off his grieves with frantic, clumsy urgency. "You heard her," Beric growled, the pain in his voice buried under a layer of grim resolve. "Positions. Luna, take the head. Fynn, take the rear. I’m driving the core."

		There was no room for modesty, no space for hesitation. They were seasoned raiders, and this was just another mechanic—a visceral, biological puzzle that had to be solved to avoid a wipe. Luna, limping slightly, crawled over Lucas's prone form, her eyes dark and heavy-lidded with the residual lust of the dungeon's influence. Fynn shed his robes with clinical efficiency, revealing a slender, wiry frame humming with arcane potential.

		"Brace yourself, Anya," Fynn whispered, positioning himself behind Lucas’s spread thighs as Beric loomed over the front. "To exceed maximum capacity... we have to stretch the vessel beyond its limits. We have to break the seal on your reservoir."

		Lucas nodded, tears streaming down his face, and reached out to grab Luna’s hips as the rogue straddled his chest. "Just... do it," he pleaded, his voice a broken whine. "Fill me up. Before the barrier fails."

		Luna descended first, not with a kiss, but with a devouring hunger. She didn't offer comfort; she offered stimulation. Her mouth clamped over Lucas's right breast, sucking the swollen nipple deep into her throat with a wet, slurping noise that echoed in the silence of the bubble. Her hand dived between her own legs to wet her fingers, then shoved them roughly into Lucas’s mouth. "Suck," she commanded, her hips grinding against Lucas’s sternum. Lucas obeyed blindly, swirling his tongue around the rogue’s musk-slicked fingers, desperate for the connection.

		Then, the invasion began.

		Beric didn't ease in. He lined up his formidable girth with Lucas's glistening vaginal entrance and drove forward with the weight of a falling mountain. Lucas screamed around Luna’s fingers, his back arching off the floor as the thick, veined length stretched him wide, filling the front passage to an aching, absolute fullness. But before he could even process the intrusion, Fynn struck.

		"Syncing now!" the mage hissed.

		Fynn pushed into the tight, trembling ring of muscle at the rear. It was a sharp, splitting intrusion that made Lucas’s vision go white. The sensation of being claimed from both sides simultaneously was shattering. The internal geometry didn't make sense; he felt the two men meeting inside him, separated only by the thin, frantic membrane of his own flesh, pressing against each other, sandwiching his prostate and womb in a vice of living heat.

		[SYSTEM NOTIFICATION]

		[CONNECTION ESTABLISHED: TRIPLE LINK]

		[MANA SURGE DETECTED]

		[Current Mana: 105%... 115%...]

		"Oh god, oh god!" Lucas wailed, the sound muffled by Luna’s hand. The friction was a physical assault. Beric began to pound a brutal, rhythmic cadence against the cervix, his heavy hips slamming into Lucas’s buttocks with wet, meaty thuds. Every thrust injected a jolt of raw stamina into the Saintess’s core. Fynn matched him, thrust for thrust, targeting the arcane nerves in the rear with surgical precision, harvesting the pain and transmuting it into spirit.

		"More!" Fynn shouted, sweat flying from his hair. "The intake is accelerating! Push it!"

		The world dissolved into a kaleidoscope of golden light and crushing pressure. Lucas wasn't a tank anymore; he was a conduit. He was being used, thoroughly and completely, by every member of his party. He felt Beric’s thickness stretching him, polishing his walls; he felt Fynn’s intense, sharp angling opening him up; he felt Luna’s tongue lashing at his nipple, drawing out the Ambrosia that leaked down her chin to drip onto his heaving ribs.

		[Current Mana: 140%... 160%...]

		[WARNING: VESSEL INTEGRITY CRITICAL]

		"It’s... it’s too much!" Lucas tried to sob, his head thrashing from side to side, but Luna caught his face between her hands, kissing him deeply, swallowing his scream.

		"Take it, tank," Luna murmured against his lips, tasting of milk and desire. "Take it all. Be the vessel."

		The prompt hit something deep inside Lucas's psyche—the final surrender of his ego. He stopped fighting the invasion and leaned into it. He threw his legs harder around Beric’s waist, pulling the warrior deeper. He bore down on Fynn, gripping the mage with his internal muscles. He abandoned himself to the sheer, terrifying utility of being the party's recharge station.

		"I can feel the heat!" Beric roared, his eyes glowing gold. "She's going nuclear!"

		Inside Lucas’s belly, a sun was being born. The pleasure built not as a wave, but as a towering wall of fire. The friction of the two shafts grinding against his sensitive interior spots created a feedback loop of ecstasy that was blinding. Sparks of visible mana began to arc from his skin, snapping against the golden barrier. His veins glowed through his pale skin, pumping liquid light.

		[Current Mana: 185%... 190%...]

		"Almost there!" Fynn gasped, his composure cracking. "Beric, dump the load! Force the overflow!"

		Beric didn't need telling. He slammed his hips forward one final, devastating time, burying himself to the hilt, grinding his pubic bone against Lucas's clitoris. "ANYA!" he bellowed.

		Simultaneously, Fynn drove deep and Luna bit down on his lip.

		Lucas shattered.

		It wasn't an orgasm; it was a detonation. His entire body went rigid, heels drumming against the obsidian floor. A high, keen scream of pure, unadulterated power tore from his throat, shattering the silence of the time bubble. As his allies poured their essence into him—hot, thick jets of fluid filling both his canals to bursting—the magic inside him reached critical mass.

		[MANA CHARGE: 200%]

		[SKILL ACTIVATED: GODDESS'S EMBRACE]

		The sensation of being overfilled, of being stretched and stuffed with the combined life force of his team, triggered the miracle. The golden dome shattered outward.

		A shockwave of blinding, holy white light exploded from Anya's body. It didn't just push the darkness back; it annihilated it. The Demon Lord Xylagar roared as the wave hit him, his shadowy form dissolving like ink in bleach. The necrotic fire was snuffed out instantly. The citadel shook, stone pillars turning to dust as the sheer purity of the energy scrubbed the dungeon clean.

		Lucas hung in the center of the blast, suspended by the force of his own release, glowing like a newborn star, his body weeping gold and white fluids, his mind completely, blissfully blank. He was the Goddess Reborn, and he had just nuked the instance.

		Sunlight streamed through the high windows of the safehouse—a sprawling estate gifted to the Heroes of the Realm—illuminating the chaotic state of the kitchen. Lucas, now fully and irrevocably Saintess Anya, stood at the butcher block island, frowning at a defiant turnip. She wore nothing but a frilled, translucent silk apron that tied loosely at her neck and waist. The fabric did little to obscure the soft, pearlescent curves of her body, draping sheerly over her heavy, swaying breasts and framing the dark triangle of her pubic hair with tantalizing clarity. She raised the knife, her arm trembling under the negligible weight of the cutlery. With a grunt of exertion that sounded suspiciously like a breathy moan, she brought the blade down. It bounced harmlessly off the vegetable.

		[SKILL FAILURE: COOKING]

		[Reason: Strength (1) is insufficient to penetrate root vegetable armor.]

		"Dammit," Anya whispered, pushing a stray lock of silver-blonde hair from her eyes. Being a literal goddess of creation was exhausting when you couldn't even make a stew.

		"Need a hand with that boss aggro?" a deep voice rumbled behind her.

		Beric stepped in close, his chest pressing warmly against her naked back. He didn't ask; he simply reached around, his large, calloused hand covering her delicate fingers on the knife handle. With effortless, terrifying power, he guided her hand down, slicing the turnip cleanly in two as if it were air. The friction of his hardened body against her bare buttocks sent a familiar, pleasant shiver down her spine, pooling heat in her belly. He rested his chin on her shoulder, his free hand drifting up to cup the heavy weight of her left breast through the sheer silk, thumbing the nipple until it hardened into a distinct point against the lace. "You're supposed to be resting, Saintess. The [Gestation] status drains your stamina."

		Anya leaned back into him, surrendering the knife and letting her head loll onto his shoulder. "It's a buff, not a debuff," she corrected weakly, her hand drifting down to rest on her abdomen. It was swollen—a gentle, firm curve protruding just enough to be undeniable, glowing with a faint, internal golden light that pulsed in time with her heartbeat.

		[STATUS EFFECT: DIVINE GESTATION]

		[Type: Essence Accumulation. Contains the surplus magic from the Demon Lord fight. Grants +50% XP gain to all party members within 10 meters.]

		Fynn sat at the kitchen table, meticulously polishing his staff while analyzing a holographic scroll floating above his tea. "Technically, it acts as a passive aura generator," the mage noted, his analytical gaze sliding over the curve of her belly and the way the apron strings strained against her widening hips. "Though the physical side effects—morning sickness, extreme tactile sensitivity, and the craving for frequent 'Mana Injections'—are indistinguishable from biological pregnancy. It will take months to metabolize that much concentrated energy."

		"Months of downtime," Luna chirped, appearing from the pantry with a stolen apple. She hopped onto the counter next to Anya, disregarding personal space to slide a hand up the Saintess's inner thigh, her fingers teasing the wet heat already building there. "Plenty of time to farm that [Holy Lactation] skill. The guild market is paying top gold for the vials, and you're leaking like a faucet every time Beric looks at you."

		Anya swatted Luna’s hand away half-heartedly, her cheeks flushing a deep, pleased pink. She pulled up her main menu one last time, staring at the greyed-out 'Logout' button. The 'Character Reset' option was gone entirely. The stats remained pathetic: Strength 1, Defense 0. But beneath them, new titles glimmered.

		[NAME: Anya]

		[CLASS: Divine Matriarch (Mythic)]

		[PARTY ROLE: The Core]

		She looked at them—Beric, who shielded her from the world with unshakeable iron; Fynn, who understood every inch of her new biology; and Luna, who kept her sharp and satisfied. She was a glass cannon who would shatter if the wind blew too hard, yet she had never felt safer. She wasn't the tank anymore. She was the treasure they protected with their lives, the battery that powered their legend.

		"The Western Expanse unlocks next week," Beric murmured, kissing the sensitive spot behind her ear, his hand tightening possessively on her breast. "New raids. New monsters."

		Anya smiled, relaxing into the embrace of her warriors, feeling the heavy, comfortable fullness in her womb and the promise of the adventures to come. "Well," she purred, her voice dropping into that husky, natural contralto that made her party members stiffen in anticipation. "I hope the loot is worth it. I'm going to need a bigger apron."
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		CRITICAL HIT: An Erotic LitRPG Collection

		The System has glitched. The class selection is locked. And your body is no longer your own.

		Welcome to a collection where game mechanics meet carnal desire. In these seven stories of Gender Swap LitRPG Erotica, the protagonists don't just play the game - they become the loot, the monsters, and the fantasies. From hardened warriors reset into fragile maidens to gamers trapped in the bodies of their own dream girls, Critical Hit explores the ultimate surrender to the System.

		Here, XP isn't earned by killing mobs - it's earned by submission, seduction, and stamina.

		Inside the Collection:

		The Succubus Build: A min-maxing gamer respawns as a High Succubus Queen, using pheromones and lust to turn hero-slayers into a personal harem.The Divine Vessel: A top-tier Tank is glitched into a Level 1 Saintess who must physically absorb "essence" from her party to fuel her healing spells.The Incubus Dungeon: A sentient Dungeon Core builds the ultimate avatar to drain adventurers of their mana—and their inhibitions.The Ultimate Upgrade: A shy coder designs his perfect woman in a hyper-realistic VR simulation, only to wake up trapped in her flawless, responsive body.Trapped in Aurelia: A troll gamer creates a "joke character" with maxed-out submission stats, only to find himself living inside her skin when the server locks down.The Pleasure Chest: A mimic trapped in a dungeon must shapeshift into the deepest desires of orcs and minotaurs just to survive.Filling Her Slot: A rogue touches a cursed artifact and transforms into a sentient suit of Living Armor, permanently bonded to the curves of a ruthless female commander.

		Press Start to Surrender.
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