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		He woke not with a sharp intake of breath, but with a slow, viscous ripple that shuddered through a body Kian no longer recognized. He expected the stiffness of his cheap mattress or the blinding glare of a morning sun. Instead, he felt flat. Compressed. There was no up or down, only a suffocating, lukewarm darkness pressing against him from all sides. He tried to open his eyes, but he found no eyelids to lift. He tried to thrash, to flail his arms and kick his legs, but the impulse to move merely sent a sluggish, sickening undulation through his mass. He was a puddle. A coherent, thinking puddle of pale, semi-solid flesh tucked inside a cramped, wooden box.

		The panic that surged wasn't the heart-pounding variety—he realized with a distinct horror that he had no heart to pound—but a vibration of sheer existential terror that shivered through his gelatinous form. He pushed blindly against the boundaries of his prison. The surfaces were lined with rotting velvet, ancient and dusty, while the corners felt like cold, unforgiving iron. He was trapped. Buried alive? No, poured alive.

		Then, blue text burned itself into his awareness, hovering in the darkness like a neon brand, unaffected by his lack of physical eyes.

		[System Error: Human Soul detected in Object Class: Mimic.]

		[Calibration sequence initiated...]

		[Error resolution: Soul incompatible with Standard Mimic physiology. Race Adjusted.]

		[New Race: Desire Mimic (Variant).]

		Kian’s thoughts churned, a mental scream echoing in a void. LitRPG? He had read enough of the trashy novels to recognize the tropes, but being the monster wasn’t how the fantasy usually played out. He was supposed to be the hero with the broken cheat skill, not the slime monster waiting to be farmed for XP in some dungeon. He tried to form a mouth to speak, but the substance of his body only bubbled uselessly.

		[Passive Skill Acquired: Psychosexual Mirror]

		[Description: Your physical form is unstable. In the presence of a conscious observer, you will involuntarily restructure your biomass to match their deepest, most specific desires. Warning: Transformation is mandatory and overrides user’s default shape.]

		"What?" Kian tried to scream, but the sound was a wet gurgle that vibrated against the heavy lid of the chest. Restructure his biomass? He didn't even know how to hold a shape, let alone restructure it to suit someone else. He felt like a blob of sentient jelly, vulnerable and exposed despite the heavy wood surrounding him.

		Before he could process the horror of his new existence, the environment shifted. A heavy thud reverberated through the floorboards beneath him, vibrating through the wood of the chest and into his fluid body. Heavy, metallic footsteps approached, growing louder with terrifying inevitability. *Clank. Clank. Clank.*

		Kian froze—or stilled his ripples. Someone was here. An adventurer? A looter? If they found a mimic, they’d hack him to pieces. He tried to shrink into the corners, to disguise himself as mere residue, but he had no control. The lock clicked with a rusted screech that tore through the silence. The heavy lid groaned, lifting slowly. Blinding torchlight poured in, searing his newfound senses. Dust motes danced in a beam of harsh illumination that cut through the gloom of the dungeon. Through the widening gap, Kian sensed a presence looming over him. It wasn't just sight; it was a magnetic pull, a sudden, violent suction deep within his liquid core. The [Psychosexual Mirror] ignited. It felt like a hook had been driven into the center of his being and yanked hard. His substance began to boil, churning and stretching, the slime of his body convulsing as it desperately prepared to please the eyes that were about to fall upon him.

		The heavy lid crashed back against the stone floor, the impact shaking dust from the arched dungeon ceiling. Kian’s gelatinous vision was instantly filled by a grotesque visage of scarred green skin, jutting yellow tusks, and piggish eyes that gleamed with sudden avarice. The stench hit him even without a nose—a thick, oily reek of unwashed sweat, cured leather, and dried blood. It was primal and overwhelming, but before Kian could attempt to retreat into the corners of his wooden prison, the [Psychosexual Mirror] seized total control.

		It wasn’t a decision Kian made; it was a violent biological mandate. The [Target: Orc Barbarian] was locked in, and the volatile slime that constituted Kian’s existence reacted to the creature's subconscious lust as if it were a direct command from a god. Kian felt his fluid mass boil. The sensation was agonizing, a rapid-fire knitting of matter that felt like being crushed and stretched simultaneously.

		*Snap. Crack.*

		Phantom agony lanced through him as a skeleton was forcefully calcified from his jelly in seconds. Ribs expanded and snapped together like a bear trap closing. A spine unspooled with a wet, popping sound, forcing his mass upright. The lukewarm slurry of his body hardened, smoothed, and stretched. He wasn't shrinking; he was condensing. The bloated volume of the mimic compressed into dense muscle and soft curves. His lack of breath was replaced by a sharp, stinging inhalation as lungs inflated for the first time. His vision sharpened, shifting from 360-degree vibration awareness to clear, binocular focus. He looked down—not at a puddle, but at a chest that was rapidly swelling, twin mounds of pale flesh pushing outward, tipped with sensitive, hardening nubs.

		[Transformation Complete: High Elf Maiden (Noble Cast)]

		[Status Effect Applied: Shape Lock (Duration: Indefinite while Observed)]

		The pain subsided into a trembling weakness. Kian gasped, the sound high and melodious, startling him more than the transformation itself. He—she—was kneeling in the chest, shivering violently. Looking down, he saw slender, elegant hands clutching the rotting velvet lining. His skin was the color of moonlight, flawlessly smooth, starkly contrasting with the filth of the dungeon. Long, silky platinum hair cascaded over his bare shoulders, obscuring his vision slightly. He tried to scramble away, to revert to his liquid form and slide through a crack in the wood, but his body refused. He was solid. He was flesh. And he was terrifyingly small.

		"Hah!" The grunt was like thunder in the enclosed space. Throg, the Orc, stared down into the chest, his initial confusion melting into a leering grin that exposed gums retreating from rotted teeth. "No gold? Bah. Better prize. Point-ears in a box. Fresh meat."

		Kian shrank back, his new back pressing against the hard wood of the chest. He felt exposed, naked save for a thin, filmy layer of white mucus that had solidified into a makeshift, gossamer loincloth around his hips. The Orc didn't hesitate. A massive hand, wide enough to crush a melon, shot into the chest.

		Rough, calloused fingers clamped around Kian’s upper arm. The grip was bruising, tearing a whimper from Kian’s throat that sounded entirely too feminine. He was hauled upward with terrifying ease, dangling like a limp doll in the behemoth's grasp. The size difference was dizzying. Kian’s toes barely brushed the Orc’s knobby knees. He stared up, wide-eyed and paralyzed by the interface’s [Shape Lock], forced to play the role of the terrified spoil of war.

		"Soft," Throg grumbled, his voice a gravelly vibration that Kian could feel rattling in his new, delicate bones. The Orc pulled him close, the smell of rancid musk assaulting his sensitive elven nose. Throg’s free hand, a monstrous claw of dirt and scarring, reached out and grabbed Kian’s left breast. There was no gentleness, no romance—just brutal ownership. Throg squeezed hard, his thumb digging ruthlessly into the tender flesh, testing the weight and reality of the transformation.

		Kian cried out, a sharp "Ah!" escaping his lips as pain and a sickening jolt of simulated arousal spiked through his nervous system. The mimic body was biologically engineered to react, to be the perfect victim, and it flooded his brain with overwhelming sensory feedback. He could feel the heat radiating from the Orc’s palm, searing his cool skin. He could feel the coarse texture of the barbarian's fingerprints rasping against his nipple. It was horrifyingly vivid. He tried to push the hand away, his slender fingers scrabbling uselessly against the thick, corded muscle of the Orc’s forearm, but it was like pushing against a stone pillar.

		"Good squeal," Throg chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating in his massive chest. "Real flesh. Magic box keeps 'em fresh and tight."

		Throg didn’t care about the how or why. To him, the dungeon provided loot, and this was just another type of treasure. He shifted his grip, one arm wrapping around Kian’s waist and lifting him entirely off the floor. Kian felt the hard iron of the Orc’s buckle digging into his soft abdomen. The world spun as he was carried three heavy steps and thrown.

		Impact. Kian slammed onto a rough-hewn wooden table, the air driven from his lungs in a sharp wheeze. Dust plumed up around him, coating his sticky, pale skin. He lay there, dazed, staring up at the torchlit ceiling, his heart hammering a frantic rhythm against ribs that felt too fragile to contain it. Before he could even attempt to scramble off the table, Throg was there, looming between his spread legs like a fortress wall.

		The Orc’s gaze was heavy, physical, raking over Kian’s trembling form. With a single, brutish motion, Throg reached down and hooked a thick finger into the flimsy silken material covering Kian’s groin.

		*Rrrrrip.*

		The fabric shredded instantly. Cool, stale dungeon air washed over Kian’s crotch, bringing with it a sudden, absolute clarity of his situation. He felt the specific absence of his male anatomy, replaced by a smooth, exposed vulnerability that seemed to pulse with the rhythmic heat of the nearby monster. He squeezed his thighs together instinctively, a flush of shame burning his cheeks, but Throg just laughed, a low, guttural sound of hunger. Kian stared up at the towering greenskin, watching as the barbarian began to undo the messy, distinct knots of his leather breeches, realizing with dawning terror that the interface wasn't going to save him—it was facilitating this.

		Throg’s rough hands yanked the leather trousers down to his knees, liberating a shaft that seemed impossibly large for any humanoid frame to accommodate. It swung heavy and dense, a slab of dark, purple-veined meat that glistened with pre-seminal fluid in the torchlight. To Kian’s horrified, heightened senses, the member looked more like a blunt weapon than an organ of reproduction, thick as a forearm and crowned with a mushroomed head that dripped hungrily. Kian whimpered, the sound pitiful and high-pitched, instinctively trying to crab-walk backward on the splintered wood of the table, but Throg was faster. The Orc planted his heavy paws on Kian’s thighs, forcing them wide apart until Kian felt his hip joints pop in protest. There was no romance, no gradual easing in. Throg was an engine of pure, brutal impulse. He shoved his hips forward, guiding the tip of his cock against Kian’s glistening, exposed slickness. Kian gasped, his breath hitching as he felt the blunt, heated pressure threatening to tear him apart. The mimic’s biology, betraying his terror, had already drenched his nether regions in slick nectar, but the sheer physics of the intrusion seemed insurmountable. Then, with a grunt of exertion, Throg drove forward.

		Time fractured into a blinding white singularity of pain. Kian screamed—a genuine, ear-piercing shriek of feminine agony—as his new body was invaded. He felt the thick head breaching the tight ring of muscle, forcing the delicate folds of his elf-flesh to stretch taut, thinner and thinner until they threatened to split. It was a sensation of being utterly filled, of being impaled on a stake of burning iron. Throg didn’t stop for the scream; he barely seemed to hear it. He pushed relentlessly, burying his length inch by agonizing inch deep inside Kian’s womb. Kian’s back arched off the table, his spine bowing, toes curling so hard they cramped. He could feel every ridge and vein of the Orc’s member sliding against his internal walls, reshaping him from the inside out. When Throg finally bottomed out, slamming his pubic bone against Kian’s buttocks with a wet, fleshy slap, Kian felt breathless, stuffed full to the point of bursting, his stomach distending slightly beneath the Orc’s gaze.

		"Tight," Throg grunted, sweat already beading on his forehead, dripping down to sizzle on Kian’s pale, heaving chest. "Elf pussy best pussy." He began to move. At first, the rhythm was slow, shallow drags that allowed Kian to feel the friction of the withdrawal and the terrible fullness of the return. But the pace accelerated rapidly. The table legs groaned against the stone floor, scuffing rhythmically as Throg began to piston into him. *Schluck. Plap. Schluck. Plap.* The obscene noises filled the dungeon chamber. Kian was tossed ragdoll-like with every thrust, his small hands gripping the edge of the table until his knuckles turned white. His breasts, heavy and unfamiliar, bounced violently, the sensitive nipples rubbing raw against the cool air. He wanted to pass out. He wanted the system to crash. He felt degraded, reduced to a biological sleeve for a monster’s pleasure.

		Then, the text flared in his vision again, not blue this time, but a pulsing, crimson red.

		[Combat Initiated.]

		[Skill Auto-Activation: Vitality Drain (Lvl 1)]

		[Effect: Converting kinetic trauma and semen into Essence.]

		The agony didn’t vanish, but it transmuted. As Throg slammed into him with renewed ferocity, Kian felt a strange, cold fire ignite in his belly, right where the Orc’s cock was churning his insides. It wasn't normal pleasure; it was something predatory and electric. With every brutal stroke that should have been bruising his cervix, Kian felt a jolt of energy rushing into his veins, like caffeine injected directly into the heart. The pain of being stretched beyond capacity softened into a dull, throbbing heat that demanded more friction. His mimic physiology began to react autonomously to the input. Kian gasped, his head rolling back, eyes losing focus as the [Vitality Drain] took hold. He could feel the energy being siphoned from the Orc—Throg’s thrusts were becoming wilder, more desperate, not out of stamina, but out of a sudden, confusing depletion he couldn't identify.

		Inside, Kian’s flesh rippled. The vaginal walls, previously just tight with fear, began to undulate, grasping and milking the intrusive shaft with a muscular precision that Kian had no conscious control over. He was eating him. He was devouring the Orc’s strength through his cock. "Ah... aaah!" Kian moaned, the sound turning from a cry of pain into a wanton, delirious vocalization that echoed strangely in his own ears. He felt high. Dizzying waves of dopamine and stolen vitality crashed over him. He lifted his legs, wrapping his slender ankles around Throg’s massive, sweaty waist, pulling the monster deeper, needing the contact to maintain the flow of energy. The smell of the Orc—musk and sweat—suddenly smelled appetizing, like a banquet to a starving man.

		Throg roared, his eyes rolling back in his head as the unnatural suction of the mimic’s body dragged him toward the edge. "By Crom’s tooth!" the barbarian bellowed, his green skin flushing a sickly grey as his life force was tapped. He slammed down one final time, burying himself to the hilt and grinding his hips in a frenzy. Kian felt the Orc’s body seize, muscles locking up in a rictus of release. A second later, Kian felt the pulses—heavy, distinct throbs at the base of his womb. Then came the flood. It was hot, scaldingly hot, and incredibly voluminous. Thick ropes of seed erupted into him, painting his insides with a searing warmth.

		[Consuming Essence...]

		[+50 XP]

		[+50 XP]

		[+100 XP (Critical Load)]

		The interface scrolled rapidly in Kian’s peripheral vision as he lay there, pinned and shuddering, accepting the deluge. He could feel his belly swelling physically with the sheer amount of fluid Throg was pumping into him, a bloated, heavy sensation that was perversely grounding. The "Life Essence" wasn't just biological material; it was pure XP, liquid power radiating through his nervous system, repairing the micro-tears in his nether regions instantly and knitting his mimic flesh into a more durable configuration. Kian’s toes curled, and a genuine, terrifying orgasm ripped through him—a full-body convulsion triggered by the overdose of vitality. He cried out, arching his back, his vision whiting out as the stolen energy fused with his soul.

		Throg stayed buried for a long minute, his heavy breathing sounding more like the wheeze of a dying animal than post-coital exhaustion. Finally, the Orc pulled out with a wet, squelching pop that left Kian feeling suddenly, aching hollow. A copious amount of thick, white fluids leaked from Kian’s stretched opening, pooling on the wooden table, but Kian’s body was already absorbing much of it, drinking it through the skin like a sponge. Throg staggered back, his knees buckling slightly. The massive Orc looked deflated, his skin ashen and dry, muscles lacking their previous definition. He fumbled with his breeches, his hands shaking as he pulled them up, casting a fearful, confused glance at the pale elf panting on the table.

		"Too... much," Throg muttered, his voice raspy and thin. He didn't offer a second round. He didn't even check Kian’s restraints. The barbarian turned and practically shambled out of the room, leaning heavily against the doorframe before disappearing into the gloom of the dungeon corridor.

		Kian lay there, chest heaving, sweat matting the platinum hair to his forehead. He felt violated, confused, and strangely, undeniably powerful. The weakness from the chest was gone, replaced by a hum of borrowed vitality buzzing under his skin.

		[Feeding Complete.]

		[Level Up!]

		[Current Status: Desire Mimic - Level 2]

		[Mana Capacity Increased. Transformation Library Updated.]

		Silence descended upon the dungeon chamber, heavy and damp, broken only by the distant dripping of condensation. Alone, with the monstrous Orc gone, the [Shape Lock] holding Kian’s form together began to unravel. It was a sensation like melting wax. His high-elf bones softened, the tension in his muscles dissolved, and gravity reclaimed him. With a wet, collapsing sigh, his pale limbs lost their definition, fusing back into the amorphous, lukewarm slurry of his natural state. He sloshed against the rotting velvet of the chest interior, feeling a strange, hollow ache pulsing through his gelatinous mass. The Orc’s essence had leveled him up, expanding his volume and darkening his color to a translucent amber, but the hunger—the deep, biological craving for *more*—remained a persistent itch at the center of his being. He lay there for hours, a puddle of sentient hunger in the dark, listening to the dungeon breathe, waiting for the next meal to walk into his trap.

		The sound, when it came, was barely a whisper. There was no heavy thud of boots this time, just the faintest scuff of soft leather against stone. Kian’s liquid body tensed, ripples freezing on his surface. He sensed the proximity of a soul, quieter and sharper than the barbarian’s. Metal scratched against the iron lock of the chest—delicate, probing scrapes. A pick. *Click. Snap.* The mechanism yielded with a soft groan. The heavy lid eased open, not thrown back with violence, but lifted with practiced, stealthy caution. Light from a glow-stone filtered in, soft and blue, revealing a hooded figure peering down. The [Psychosexual Mirror] didn't wait for permission. It surged violently, reacting to the complex web of fantasies buried in the newcomer's psyche. Kian felt the familiar, agonizing boil as his slime lurched upward, guided by the intruder’s hidden desires. This time, the template was sleek, agile, and distinctly predatory.

		Bone knitted rapidly, forming a frame that was petite but powerfully athletic. His mass solidified into tanned skin, dusting over with a faint, velvet fuzz in places. His ears stretched and pointed, migrating to the top of his head, twitching instinctively. A tail—long, sinuous, and ringed with fur—extended from the base of his spine, curling playfully in the air. By the time the lid was fully open, Kian was no longer a puddle or an elf. He was a lithe human-feline hybrid, a classic Cat-Girl Thief clad in impossibly tight, buckled leather straps that barely covered his modest breasts and groin. He gasped, the air hitting his throat with a purr, staring up with wide, slit-pupiled eyes.

		"Well, well," the man whispered, pushing back his hood to reveal a scarred, handsome face and eyes that danced with a mix of suspicion and delight. "I came looking for gold, and I find a stray kitten." Jareth, the rogue. The interface tagged him instantly: [Level 12 Shadow Walker]. He didn't reach for a weapon. Instead, his gaze lingered on the exposed expanse of Kian's midriff and the twitching tail, his grin widening. "Locked in a box? Naughty girl. What were you trying to steal?"

		Kian opened his mouth to protest, but a low, involuntary meow escaped instead. Humiliation burned through him, hot and confusing. Jareth leaned over the edge of the chest, his leather-gloved hands hovering. "Let's see if you're trapped," he murmured, the professional jargon thick with double entendre. His fingers were quick, deft instruments of his trade. He reached down, running his hands along Kian’s leather-clad ribs, searching for hidden mechanisms or daggers. The touch was electric. Jareth treated Kian’s body like a complex lock he was dying to pick. He traced the line of Kian’s hip, his thumb rubbing circles into the soft flesh exposed by the high-cut leg of the leather gear. "Soft. Real. No illusion magic here."

		"Please," Kian managed to whimper, the word sounding breathless. His new physiology was treacherous; the feline instincts wired into this form responded to the rogue’s touch with arching desperation. His tail lashed, wrapping around Jareth’s wrist as the man’s hand slid lower, venturing between Kian’s spread thighs.

		"Checking for hidden compartments," Jareth teased, his voice dropping an octave. He hooked a finger under the thin strip of leather protecting Kian’s modesty and pulled it aside. The cool air hit Kian’s wet, exposed folds, immediately followed by the intrusion of two skilled fingers. They didn't jab; they slid in with supernatural dexterity, curling and pressing against the internal ridges with a precision that made Kian’s vision blur. "So slick," Jareth noted, watching Kian’s face flush. "Greased right up for me, aren't you? Like a good little thief." He worked his fingers in a scissoring motion, stretching Kian open, finding the sweet spot with unerring accuracy. Kian’s hips bucked off the velvet lining, a keen, vibrating cry tearing from his throat. The hunger flared again—he wanted this essence. He needed it.

		Jareth’s breathing hitched. He withdrew his glistening fingers and began to undo his belt, his eyes dark with intent. "Alright, kitten. Let’s see if you can take a lockpick of a different size." He was freeing himself, the promise of XP dangling right in front of Kian’s nose, when a sharp whistle echoed from the corridor.

		"Jareth! Stop lagging, you wanker! We hear movement ahead!"

		The rogue froze. A curse hissed through his teeth. "Dammit. The Cleric's awake." He looked down at Kian, hungry and disappointed, his erection straining against his breeches. "Don't go anywhere, darling. I'll come back for my loot once I've cleared the room." Before Kian could reach out, could beg for the meal he desperately needed, Jareth slammed the lid shut. Darkness swallowed Kian instantly. The click of the lock re-engaging was the loudest sound in the world, leaving him trapped in the suffocating silence, throbbing, wet, and ravenously empty.

		The silence that followed Jareth’s departure was a tangible weight, pressing down on the lid of the chest with suffocating indifference. Kian lay in the absolute dark, his feline form dissolving into a wretched, vibrating soup of unfulfilled need. The rogue’s teasing had jump-started the mimic’s biological furnace but denied it fuel, leaving Kian in a state of starvation that felt less like hunger and more like a physical hollowing. He was a void seeking matter to fill it. His consciousness floated in the tepid slurry of his own body, the interface flashing a low-battery warning that manifested as a dull, rhythmic throb at the core of his being. Time lost meaning in the oubliette until the silence was shattered not by stealth, but by the heavy, imperious cadence of sabatons striking stone.

		*Clang. Clang. Clang.*

		The footsteps were righteous and unyielding. Kian’s fluid mass recoiled instinctively against the back of the box, ripples of apprehension shuddering through him. This was no scavenger; this was a juggernaut. The lock, already picked by the rogue, offered no resistance as a gauntleted hand slammed against the wood. The lid was thrown back with such violent force that the hinges shrieked, bouncing off the stone floor behind the chest. Light—blinding, sterile, white light—flooded Kian’s vision, emanating from the halo of a towering figure outlined against the dungeon gloom.

		[Entity Detected: Paladin of the Eternal Flame (Lvl 15)]

		[Psychosexual Mirror Activated]

		[Scanning Target Subconscious...]

		[Core Desire Identified: Divine Retribution / Correction of the Fallen.]

		[Restructuring Biomass...]

		The transformation hit Kian with the force of a battering ram. There was no seductive slide into this shape; it was a rigid, painful constriction. His amber slime hissed as it solidified, bleaching itself into a stark, unforgiving black and white. Skeletal structures snapped into place with a sickening crunch, forcing him upright, not in a pose of allure, but in a kneeling posture of forced contrition. Heavy fabric wove itself from his flesh, draped in distinct, scratchy layers—a habit. A wimple clamped around his skull, tightening until it felt like a headache made manifest. When Kian looked down, his vision blurred by a sudden, programmed welling of tears, he saw he was no longer a cat-girl or an elf. He was a human woman, clad in the tattered, compromised vestments of a nun. His breasts were bound tight beneath the heavy cloth, but the habit was scandalously torn at the hips and rear, exposing pale, sinful flesh to the cool air.

		"Abomination?" The voice was a baritone rumble, resonant with authority. Sir Alaric stood silhouetted in the light, his polished plate armor gleaming like a second sun. He peered into the chest, his face hard, square-jawed, and utterly devoid of mercy. But as his gaze fell upon the kneeling, trembling figure of the 'nun,' the zealotry in his eyes darkened into something thicker, hotter. "No... a Sister. Lost to the dark. Stained by the dungeon's filth."

		Kian tried to speak, to plead for his life, but the [Shape Lock] twisted his intent. "Father, forgive me," he gasped, his voice breathy and desperate. "I have... I have been unclean."

		Alaric’s lips curled in a sneer that was half disgust, half predatory satisfaction. "Unclean flesh must be purified, Sister." He reached down, his hands encased in heavy steel gauntlets. There was no gentleness in the retrieval. The metal fingers clamped onto Kian’s upper arms, the cold steel biting through the thin fabric of the habit. With a heave that spoke of terrifying strength, Alaric hauled Kian out of the chest and threw him roughly against the stone wall. Kian’s cheek scraped against the damp masonry, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.

		"Turn," Alaric commanded.

		Kian obeyed, the mimic programming overriding his terror. He turned and bent forward, gripping the rough edge of the open chest for support, arching his back to present his torn robes to the Paladin. He heard the metallic rustle of armor shifting, the unbuckling of a codpiece, and then the heavy thud of Alaric’s gauntlets resting on his hips. The steel gripped his flesh, pinching hard, bruising the soft, simulated skin.

		"You require chastisement," Alaric growled, leaning close enough that Kian could feel the heat radiating from the man’s armor. "You have let your body become a vessel for sin. I shall burn it out of you."

		Before Kian could brace himself, a wide, open palm struck his exposed buttocks. *Crack!* The sound echoed like a whip-crack in the chamber. Kian cried out, a high, startled yelp as the sting blossomed instantly into a red-hot welt. The pain was real—shockingly so—but underneath it, the hunger in his core flared. The kinetic energy of the blow was absorbed, digested, and converted into a tiny trickle of Mana.

		"Again," Alaric barked. *Smack.* "For your vanity." *Smack.* "For your weakness."

		Kian sobbed, his knuckles white as he gripped the wood, his hips twitching with every impact. His rear was on fire, glowing red against the black of his habit, but the interface was buzzing with activity. [Damage Converted: +5 Mana]. It wasn't enough. He needed the source. He needed the essence.

		Then he felt it—the tip of the Paladin. It wasn't just a physical intrusion; it was a brand. Alaric was thick, unforgivingly hard, and radiantly hot.

		[Warning: High Concentration of Holy Energy detected.]

		[Digestion difficulty: Extreme. Adaptation required.]

		"Open yourself to the Light!" Alaric roared, and thrust forward.

		Kian screamed, his head thrown back, mouth agape in a silent howl. It wasn't just penetration; it was cauterization. Alaric’s member felt like a rod of heated iron, searing its way past Kian’s sphincter and burying itself deep in his gut. The 'sinful' biology of the mimic reacted violently to the 'holy' intrusion. Smoke—actual, spiritual smoke—wisped from the point of connection.

		"It burns!" Kian shrieked, thrashing against the wall, but Alaric’s armored grip on his hips was immovable.

		"The burning is the cleansing!" the Paladin declared, finding his rhythm. He pulled back almost all the way, leaving Kian aching and empty for a split second, before slamming back in with righteous fury. *Thud. Sizzle. Slap.*

		With every thrust, a jolt of high-voltage agony coursed through Kian’s nervous system. It felt like swallowing lightning. The Holy Energy was toxic to his monster physiology, dissolving his internal structures, but his high-level mimic traits fought back, frantically knitting the flesh back together as fast as Alaric tore it apart. It was a cycle of destruction and regeneration that bordered on torture, yet the XP gain was astronomical.

		[System Alert: Holy Energy Siphon Active. Danger Level: Critical.]

		[XP Gain Multiplier: x3.0 due to Elemental Incompatibility.]

		"Oh god, oh god," Kian moaned, the words garbled as pleasure began to fuse with the pain. The sheer intensity of the sensation was overloading his sensory input. He felt stretched, filled, and dominated by the rhythmic clanking of the Paladin’s codpiece against his buttocks. Alaric began to recite a prayer, his voice guttural and strained, punctuating every holy verse with a brutal, hip-bruising thrust.

		"By the Flame..." *Thrust.* "...that purges..." *Thrust.* "...the wicked!" *Slam.*

		Kian’s toes curled inside his boots. The walls of his rectum clamped down on the burning shaft, milking it, desperate to drain the energy and end the torment. He felt the Paladin swell, the textured ridge of the head catching deep inside him. Alaric let out a roar, a sound of pure, fanatical release, and drove himself to the hilt, grinding Kian against the chest.

		"BE CLEANSED!"

		The eruption was catastrophic. If the penetration had been hot iron, the ejaculation was molten lava. Kian’s eyes rolled back into his head, blinding white light filling his vision as the 'Holy Seed' flooded his womb. It sizzled against his insides, a chemical burn that scoured him hollow. His body convulsed, seizing in a rigorous, terrifying orgasm that felt less like release and more like an exorcism.

		[Processing Critical Volume of Holy Essence...]

		[Internal structure damage: 40%]

		[Regenerating...]

		[XP Acquired: 850.]

		[Level Up!]

		Kian collapsed, sliding down the side of the chest as Alaric finally withdrew. He lay in a heap of torn black fabric and bruised flesh, gasping for air, clutching his stomach where the burning heat still roiled. Fluids—a mix of glowing white semen and mimic slime—leaked from him, pooling on the floor.

		Sir Alaric adjusted his armor, his breathing returning to a steady, rhythmic calm. He looked down at the shivering, broken heap on the floor not with lust, but with the cold satisfaction of a job well done.

		"Your penance is paid, Sister," the Paladin intoned. He turned on his heel, signaling to the rest of the unseen party in the hallway. "The room is clear. Just some dungeon filth. Let us move on."

		As the heavy footsteps faded into the distance, Kian was left alone again, his body smoking faintly, level 3, and aching in places he didn't know existed, the burning seed slowly integrating into his reserves like a glowing coal in his belly.

		Silence reclaimed the dungeon, but it was a brittle, fragile quiet. Kian lay in the dark, a pooling slurry of exhausted amber liquid, his consciousness drifting in a haze of phantom pain and residual holy fire. The burn from the Paladin had settled into a dull, thrumming ache deep within his nucleus, a constant reminder of his precarious existence. He didn't know how long he drifted—minutes, hours—before the air inside the chest began to change. The stale scent of mildew and damp stone was slowly displaced by the sharp, metallic tang of ozone. The fine hairs of his sensory perception stood on end, prickling with static electricity. It wasn't the heavy, plodding vibration of footsteps that warned him this time; it was the hum of the very atmosphere, a tension that tightened the air like a drawn bowstring.

		Kian’s fluid form coalesced instinctively, retreating from the corners of the box as the lock began to glow. There was no pick, no key, only a murmur of incantations from the other side. *"Aperio,"* a voice commanded—cool, feminine, and dripping with intellectual arrogance. The iron mechanism didn't click; it dissolved, the metal running like water before evaporating into mist. The lid levitated, floating upward with eerie grace to reveal a silhouette framed by the swirling purple nebulae of active magic.

		[Entity Detected: High Sorceress Morgana (Lvl 18)]

		[Scanning Target Desire Profile: Unbounded Curiosity / Domination of the Arcane.]

		[New Race: Arcane Conduit Nymph (Variant)]

		The [Psychosexual Mirror] seized Kian with a jolt that felt less like biology and more like a rewiring of his soul. The transformation was swift and intricate. His gelatinous mass didn't just harden; it refined itself, spinning into matter with the complexity of spun glass. Bones formed from crystal lattice, delicate and light. His skin knit together in a hue of translucent violet-pearl, soft to the touch but humming with potential energy. Glowing cyan runes etched themselves painfully into his flesh, spiraling up his thighs, encircling his naval, and converging in a brilliant, pulsating sunburst over his heart. When the restructuring settled, Kian gasped—a sound like wind chimes—and looked down. He was undeniably female, possessing a beauty that was alien and severe. His breasts were high and small, tipped not with pink flesh, but with nipples that glowed a soft, neon blue, leaking faint trails of mist. Between his legs, he felt smooth, exposed, and frighteningly open.

		"Fascinating," Morgana murmured, her eyes—glowing with the use of [Mage Sight]—sweeping over him. She was beautiful in a terrifying way, clad in robes of deep indigo that seemed to absorb the light, her dark hair floating around her as if she were underwater. She didn't look at Kian as a person, or even a monster. She looked at him as a battery. A prize. "A self-sustaining mana core trapped in a biological mimicry shell. The ancient texts were true."

		Kian tried to press himself back against the velvet, feeling a sudden, intense vulnerability. "Please..." he whispered, his voice echoing with harmonic distortion.

		"Shh. Do not speak, construct. You are vibrating with excess mana," Morgana observed clinically, stepping closer. She didn't reach out with her hands. Instead, she flicked a finger.

		[Status Effect: Arcane Bindings.]

		Kian yelped as ropes of pure, crackling violet light manifested from thin air. They snapped around his wrists and ankles, yanking his limbs wide. He was hoisted into the air, suspended spread-eagled above the open chest, hovering helplessly before the Sorceress. The magical bonds hummed against his skin, sending little shocks of stimulation through his nervous system that made his toes curl.

		"Let's inspect the flow," she said, stepping between his floating legs. Her fingers, cool and dry, traced the glowing runes on his inner thigh. Kian shuddered, a jolt of pleasure-pain arcing up his spine. Her touch was maddeningly precise; she wasn't fondling him, she was tracing the ley lines of his new body, pressing on pressure points that triggered involuntary spasms in his pelvic floor.

		"The containment seal is here," she noted, pressing her thumb firmly against his clitoris.

		"Ah!" Kian cried out, his hips bucking against the air. The sensation was electric, a direct neural override. The contact point flared with light.

		"Sensitive," she noted, unbothered by his distress. She leaned in, her tongue darting out to taste the air near his navel, then dragging a wet, hot stripe up his stomach, right to his breast. She closed her mouth over one of the glowing nipples and sucked hard.

		It wasn't a kiss. It was a vacuum. Kian felt his energy being siphoned, literally pulled out of his chest through the sensitive nub. A wave of dizziness crashed over him as [Mana Siphon] engaged. It felt cold, as if she were drinking his body heat. He whimpered, thrashing in the binds, but the loss of energy made his limbs heavy and useless.

		"Rich," Morgana purred, pulling back. A trail of blue, luminescent saliva connected her lips to his nipple. "But extracting it surfacely is inefficient. I need to tap the core directly."

		She waved her hand, and the air in front of Kian’s groin shimmered. Mana coalesced, solidifying rapidly into a translucent, phallic shape. It was a conjured dildo, vibrant pink and pulsing with a heartbeat of its own, ribbed with magical textures designed to harvest energy. It hovered, aiming unerringly at his entrance.

		"Open," she commanded.

		Kian’s body betrayed him. The [Desire Mimic] physiology, sensing her need for access, relaxed his internal muscles. His entrance slicked not with natural fluids, but with a glowing, viscous nectar. The magical phallus drifted forward and pushed.

		It was cold at first, a shocking intrusion of solidified magic that filled him completely. Kian gasped, his head thrown back as the device slid inside, stretching him wide. It didn't stop at the entrance; it pushed deep, hunting for the sweet spot, the nexus of his new nervous system. When it seated fully, Morgana twisted her hand, and the device began to rotate inside him.

		"Oh god—stop!" Kian begged, tears leaking from his eyes as the friction burned him from the inside out.

		"Focus," Morgana snapped. She grabbed his hips, grounding him as she channeled her magic through the device. "Now, yield it to me."

		The drain began in earnest. The phallus wasn't just stimulating him; it was a pump. With every rotation, Kian felt his essence being ripped away. His vision grayed. The interface screamed red warnings.

		[Warning: Mana Reserves Critical.]

		[HP Depletion: 15%... 20%...]

		[System Defensive Protocol Engaged: Invert Flow.]

		Kian’s mind raced. He was going to die. She was going to drain him until he was a husk. He had to fight. But he couldn't move his arms. He couldn't strike. He only had one weapon.

		*Grip.*

		He focused on the sensation of fullness inside him. He concentrated on the intruder. [Grapple: Internal Walls]. Kian gritted his teeth and clamped down. His vaginal muscles, reinforced by the mimic’s strength, seized the magical phallus in a vice-like grip. The rotation stopped with a grinding halt.

		Morgana frowned, looking up at him. "Resistance? Unexpected."

		"Mine," Kian hissed, the word surprising him. The panic turned into desperate aggression. He squeezed tighter, his internal walls undulating, milking the device not to give, but to take. He reversed the polarity.

		Instead of the cold sucking sensation, Kian suddenly felt a rush of heat flooding into his womb. The magical construct was connected to Morgana's own mana pool—she was sustaining it. If he pulled hard enough, he could drain *her* through her own tool.

		[Mana Siphon Reversed.]

		[Draining Target...]

		Morgana gasped, her eyes widening. The blue glow of the connection flared white. "You little parasite!" she hissed, but she didn't pull away. The sensation of the drain—the sheer, forceful suction of Kian’s body pulling at her magical reserves—sent a flush to her cheeks. She was losing control, and to a mage of her caliber, that was the ultimate aphrodisiac.

		"More!" she challenged, driving the phallus deeper with a thrust of her hips, grinding her pubic bone against his suspended form. "Take it if you can!"

		It became a war of attrition. Kian clamped and milked, his hips bucking in a frantic rhythm, desperately drinking in the high-tier arcane energy flooding his system. Morgana pushed back, flooding the connection with power, trying to overload him. The pleasure was blinding, a white-hot fusion of agony and ecstasy. Sparks showered from their joining point. Kian’s glowing tattoos flared brighter and brighter until he was a beacon in the dungeon darkness.

		"Nngh!" Kian threw his head back in a silent scream as his capacity breached. He couldn't hold anymore. He was overfilled.

		With a wet, popping sound, the magical phallus shattered inside him, dissolving instantly into liquid mana. The bindings snapped. Kian fell, crashing into the chest with a splash, drenched in glowing fluids.

		Morgana staggered back, catching herself against the stone wall. She was panting, her hair wild, her eyes blown wide with an exhilaration she hadn't felt in decades. She looked at Kian, who lay twitching in the chest, his body humming with stolen power.

		"Adequate," she breathed, straightening her robes with a trembling hand. "A very... educational specimen." She didn't kill him. She looked almost afraid to touch him again. With a swirl of her cloak, she turned and vanished into the shadows, leaving Kian drowning in the aftermath of the magical overload, his level ticking upward once again.

		The aftermath of Morgana’s departure left Kian in a state of vibrating, supersonic sensitivity. The borrowed mana hummed through his gelatinous suspension like a plucked wire, keeping his liquid form agitated and frothy. He sloshed weakly against the rotting wood, the glowing fluids of the sorceress mixing with his own amber substance until he felt like a toxic cocktail shaken too hard. But as the electrical storms in his nerve endings subsided, he became aware of a specific, foreign density lodged deep within his central mass. It wasn't organic fluid or dissolved energy; it was solid, cold, and undeniably metallic. With a conscious ripple of his internal currents, Kian rotated the object, pushing it toward the surface of his puddle-form. A gold band breached the surface of his slime, set with a heavy, unyielding onyx stone. It was one of Morgana's rings. It must have slipped from her slender finger during the violent magical backdraft of their climax, trapped in the sticky, eager clutch of his internal muscles.

		The blue text of the interface flickered into existence immediately, hovering over the jewelry that floated in his chest-meat.

		[Item Acquired: Ring of Endurance (Uncommon)]

		[Item Properties: +5 Constitution. Resistance to Physical Exhaustion.]

		[Mimic Physiology Detected: Absorb Object Properties? Y/N]

		Kian paused, his thoughts swirling. He didn't have fingers to wear it, not currently. He was just a soup of instincts and stolen XP. But the prompt suggested an alternative—a racial ability he hadn't tapped into yet. If he could eat light and semen, why not metal? Driven by a sudden, predatory curiosity, Kian mentally selected [Yes].

		The reaction was instant and violently efficient. The ring didn't just sink; it hissed. Kian felt his internal acidity spike, a caustic heat wrapping around the gold band. It was a sensation like swallowing a hot coal that refused to cool down. He felt the metal losing its integrity, the gold structure liquefying and diffusing into his bloodstream—or whatever sludge served that purpose now. The magic enchantment within the ring unraveled with a taste like ozone and copper, flooding his system.

		[Item Consumed.]

		[Constitution Increased: +5]

		[New Trait Unlocked: Iron Gut.]

		A wave of stability washed over him. The trembling that had plagued him since his rebirth slowed. His liquid form felt denser, heavier, less like water and more like mercury. He wasn't just a trap anymore; he was a walking disposal unit. If he could eat adventurers' gear, he could become indestructible without ever swinging a sword.

		But relying on looters to trigger his form was maddening. He needed agency. He needed to be more than a reactive puddle waiting for someone to stick a body part inside him. Kian focused. He visualized the shapes he had been forced into—the high elf, the cat-girl, the nun, the conduit. He tried to grab the concept of 'limbs' and pull them out of the slurry. It was like trying to sculpt water with mental hands. He strained, his core tightening, pushing against gravity with sheer will.

		[Warning: No Observer Detected. Manual Shapeshifting is structurally unstable.]

		"Fuck... you," Kian gurgled, the voice bubbly and indistinct. He pushed harder. A glob of amber flesh rose from the chest. It thickened, twisting into a torso. Arms spurred from the sides, fingers fused together like mittens before separating with a wet *pop*. A head formed, faceless and smooth at first, then gaining the vague indentation of eyes and a mouth. He wasn't mimicking a specific desire this time; he was just trying to be *something*. He stood up in the chest, legs wobbling like fresh gelatin. He was a mannequin of translucent slime, wavering in the damp air. He held up a hand, watching it quiver.

		One second. Two. Three.

		He felt the strain mounting, a headache building in a brain that barely existed. The mana consumption was exorbitant. Holding a shape without the crutch of a viewer's libido was like holding his breath at the bottom of the ocean.

		Eight. Nine.

		"I... am..." he tried to say, to assert his existence.

		Ten.

		[Mana Depleted. Stability Failed.]

		Gravity won. With a wet, defeatist splat, Kian lost cohesion. His legs dissolved into puddles, his torso collapsed in on itself, and he splashed back down into the bottom of the chest, reducing himself once more to a breathless, formless stain on the velvet lining. But the notification that lingered in the darkness offered a sliver of hope.

		[Skill Progress: Voluntary Morphing (Lvl 1) - 1/100]

		The silence of the dungeon didn't last. It was fractured not by the solitary tread of a hero, but by a chaotic symphony of scuffling, scratching, and high-pitched gibbering. Kian, still a formless puddle recovering from his failed attempt at autonomy, felt the vibration of multiple entities approaching. They moved like vermin, quick and jerky, their steps lacking the rhythmic discipline of the Paladin or the stealth of the Rogue. The air grew thick with the scent of unwashed bodies, rotting meat, and rust. Three distinct signatures flared in Kian’s awareness, burning low and dirty like dying embers. Scavengers. The lock on his chest didn't even have time to reset before something jammed a jagged piece of metal into the mechanism. There was no finesse; just a frantic jiggling and a frustrated kick. With a rusty screech, the lid flew open, bouncing on its hinges, and three pairs of bulbous, yellow eyes peered into the gloom.

		[Entity Group Detected: Dungeon Goblins (Lvl 3, Lvl 4, Lvl 3)]

		[Scanning Collective Unconscious...]

		[Core Desire Identified: Breeding / Tribal Dominance.]

		[Restructuring Biomass...]

		The [Psychosexual Mirror] reacted with a jolt of violent efficiency. The desire here wasn't complex or romantic; it was a raw, biological imperative shared by the trio. Kian felt his liquid mass seize, churning not into the delicate lines of an elf or the severe beauty of a mage, but into something squat, dense, and hyper-fertile. His spine shortened and thickened, his pelvis flaring outward with bone-cracking speed to support a sudden, massive distribution of weight. His skin bubbled and set in a rich, mossy green hue, tough as cured leather but stretched taut over abundant softness. When Kian gasped, his voice was a throaty rasp, his mouth filled with jagged, sturdy teeth. He looked down to see a body built for one purpose: endurance. He was a Goblin Matron, standing barely four feet tall but possessing hips wide as a barrel and breasts that were heavy, swaying globes of green flesh, tipped with dark, pebbled areolas the size of saucers. He felt heavy, grounded, and radiating a potent pheromonal heat that made the air in the chest shimmer.

		"Matron!" the lead goblin shrieked, his voice cracking with lustful disbelief. He was a wiry creature with a necklace of finger bones, dropping his rusty shank instantly. "Big Mother! Found her! Mine!"

		"No, mine! Share! Share!" the other two gibbered, creating a cacophony of greed. They didn't hesitate. There was no seduction, no testing of boundaries. The trio descended upon the chest like a swarm of locusts. Kian barely had time to register his new, low center of gravity before grubby, clawed hands were all over him. They dragged him out of the box, his thick thighs bumping against the wood, and threw him onto the cold stone floor. Kian landed on his hands and knees, his heavy breasts swinging beneath him, presenting his widened backside to the horde. The smell was overpowering—a thick, ammonia-rich musk that, thanks to his goblin physiology, smelled not repulsive, but intoxicatingly commanding.

		[Combat Initiated.]

		[Passive Skill: Pheromone Cloud active.]

		Ragged loincloths were torn away in a frenzy of tangled limbs. Kian felt the sudden, hot press of small, frantic bodies swarming him. They were surprisingly strong for their size, their muscles corded and twitchy. "Good breeder! Soft!" one hissed, scrambling onto Kian’s back. He felt wiry legs wrapping around his waist, dirty claws digging into his generous hips to anchor the position. Before Kian could even brace himself, a hard, skinny cock—surprising in its length given the creature's stature—jabbed eagerly at his exposed entrance.

		With a wet *shluck*, the first goblin buried himself to the hilt. Kian cried out, a guttural sound that was half-growl, half-moan. The sensation was vastly different from the Orc's massive girth; this was sharp, quick, and insistent. The goblin on his back began to hump frantically, a rapid-fire piston motion that shook Kian’s entire frame. But there was no respite. A second goblin dove beneath Kian’s suspended torso, lying face up on the floor. He grabbed Kian’s heavy breasts, squeezing them with bruising force, his mouth latched onto a nipple while his own erection poked insistently at Kian’s face.

		"Eat! Eat!" the goblin commanded, shoving his hips upward.

		The third goblin, finding the vaginal passage occupied, wasted no time. He spat on his hand, rubbed it roughly over Kian’s other hole, and shoved. Kian gagged on the cock in his mouth as his sphincter was breached violently. It was a chaotic assault on all fronts. He was stuffed full, stretched wide, and pinned down by the manic energy of the hoard.

		[Sensory Overload Detected.]

		[New Skill Unlocked: Multitasking (Lvl 1)]

		[Effect: Allows independent neurological processing of multiple stimulation sources.]

		The interface flashed, and suddenly the chaos clarified. Kian’s mind fractured into three distinct processing streams. He could feel the frantic, rabbit-like thrusts in his pussy; the gritty, tighter friction in his ass; and the musky taste of the member gagging him in the throat. He wasn't overwhelmed anymore—he was managing it. His hips began to roll, finding a counter-rhythm that accommodated the two riders behind him. His head bobbed, taking the third goblin deep, sucking hard to pacify the creature. The chamber echoed with wet slapping sounds, grunts, and the high-pitched squeals of goblin ecstasy.

		"More! Faster!" the goblin in his ass screeched, biting down on Kian’s shoulder hard enough to draw blood. The pain sparked the [Vitality Drain] instantly. Kian felt the shift. He wasn't the victim; he was the heat sink. He clamped down. His vaginal walls rippled, gripping the shaft inside him like a milking machine. His sphincter tightened, squeezing the second invader until the goblin howled. His throat constricted, massaging the third.

		[Vitality Drain x3 Active.]

		[Warning: Excessive Flow. Resource caps ignored.]

		Kian felt the energy pouring into him—not the burning holy fire of the Paladin or the refined mana of the Sorceress, but a dirty, gritty sludge of raw stamina. It tasted like adrenaline and rust. The goblins’ movements became even more frenzied, their eyes rolling back, drool slinging from their mouths. They were thrusting not for pleasure, but because they couldn't stop. Kian was drinking them. He felt their frenetic life force siphoning out of their small bodies, flowing into his heavy, green frame, making his skin glow with a sickly, verdant light.

		"Ahhh-kaak!" The goblin riding his pussy stiffened, his claws shredding the skin of Kian’s hips. A torrent of hot fluid erupted inside Kian, followed immediately by the one in his ass, and finally, the one in his mouth. It was a synchronized detonation. Kian gagged, swallowing the load, while his nether regions were flooded. The rush of XP was instantaneous and staggering.

		[Absorbing Essence...] [Target 1: Critical Drain.] [Target 2: Critical Drain.] [Target 3: Critical Drain.]

		But Kian didn't stop. The hunger was too high. He kept milking them, his internal muscles undulating violently, sucking not just the seed, but the spark itself. The goblins convulsed, their shrieks turning into dry wheezes. Kian felt their bodies lighten, their muscles withering against him. The skin of the goblin on his back turned grey and papery. The one beneath him went limp, his eyes glazing over. Within seconds, the frantic humping ceased entirely.

		Kian shoved the dead weight off his back and spat the flaccid member from his mouth. He stood up, shaking, his matronly form dripping with sweat and fluids. Around him lay three shriveled husks, looking like dried prunes in loincloths, their mouths agape in a silent scream of terminal ecstasy. Kian panted, wiping his mouth with the back of a green hand. He felt incredible. Wired. Dirty.

		His eyes fell on the pile of discarded equipment. Rags, bones, and three jagged, rusted daggers. The hunger in his gut—the [Iron Gut]—churned. He didn't want to revert yet. He picked up one of the daggers. It was poor quality, pitted with rust, but to his senses, it smelled like a steak. He bit into the blade. His teeth sheared through the metal with a crunching sound, grinding the iron into paste. He swallowed, feeling the heavy, warm metal settle in his stomach.

		[Consuming Raw Materials: Low-Grade Iron.]

		[Constitution +1.]

		[Constitution +1.]

		[Constitution +1.]

		He ate them all. Blade, hilt, and guard. Standing amidst the desiccated corpses of his lovers, Kian burped—a loud, resonant sound that echoed in the dark dungeon—waiting for the next level up notification to fade so he could hunt for something better.

		The lingering metallic taste of digested iron had barely settled in Kian’s phantom throat when the dungeon’s ambient rhythm shifted. The skittering vibrations of the goblin horde were replaced by a rhythmic, tectonic shudder that traveled through the stone foundations and into the marrow of his fluid existence. *Thoom. Thoom. Thoom.* Dust drifted down from the vaulted ceiling, coating the shriveled goblin husks in a grey shroud. This was no scavenger; the sheer displacement of air and the depth of the tremors heralded something immense. A wandering boss. Kian’s amber slime recoiled, instinctively abandoning the goblin matron form which felt too small, too fragile for what was coming. He retreated into the heavy wooden chest, the lid slamming shut above him not by his own volition, but by the shockwave of a nearby door being smashed off its hinges. He huddled in the dark, a puddle of apprehensive jelly, listening to the heavy breathing that sounded like a bellows fanning a forge. The scent preceded the intruder—a suffocating wave of dry cedar, musk, and the copper tang of old blood, so potent it seemed to have a physical weight.

		[Entity Detected: Asterion the Labyrinth Warden (Minotaur - Level 25 Elite)]

		[Danger Level: Extreme.]

		[Scanning Target Subconscious...]

		[Core Desire Identified: Breeding Stock / Biological Receptacle.]

		[Restructuring Biomass... Warning: Significant Mass Increase Required.]

		There was no seductive slide into this transformation; it was an eruption of flesh. Kian screamed silently as the [Psychosexual Mirror] demanded more volume than he possessed, forcing his core to expand, aerating his slime and stretching his cellular density to the absolute limit. His bones calcified with the density of lead, forming a skeletal structure that was wide, sturdy, and unapologetically fertile. His skin thickened, blooming in patches of soft, creamy white and mottled jagged islands of russet brown. Velvet-soft fur sprouted along his calves and forearms. But the most violent restructuring occurred at his chest and hips. His ribcage expanded, pushing outward to support a bosom of colossal proportions—two heavy, swaying masses of mammary tissue that felt impossibly dense, tipped with pink, thumb-sized nipples that were already weeping clear fluid. His hips flared wide enough to bruise against the sides of the chest, creating a cradle of flesh designed for bearing unparalleled weight. When the transformation settled, Kian gasped—a wet, bovine lowing sound—and looked down. He was a Cow-Girl, a literal heifer in human-hybrid form, possessing curves that defied anatomical reason, designed solely to be bred.

		He didn't have time to process the humiliation of his swaying, udders-like breasts or the tail twitching nervously against the wood. The lid of the chest was ripped off. It wasn't picked or unlocked; huge, monolithic fingers simply curled under the rim and tore the wood apart like wet cardboard. Splinters rained down on Kian’s naked, spotted skin. Looming over him was a nightmare of muscle and fur. Asterion stood nearly nine feet tall, his bovine head crowned with horns that spanned the width of the hallway, scarred from a thousand charges. His eyes were dark, wet pools of dominant instinct that swept over Kian not with malice, but with the terrifying, placid ownership of a farmer inspecting a prize sow.

		"Hrmm," Asterion rumbled. The sound vibrated deep in Kian’s heavy chest, making his nipples ache. "Good stock. Wide."

		Kian shrank back, covering his massive breasts with his arms, but they were too large to hide. The motion only squeezed them together, emphasizing the deep cleavage and the sheer, yielding softness of his form. Asterion didn't waste words. A hand the size of a shovel reached down. The Minotaur didn't grab an arm or a leg; his gargantuan palm cupped Kian’s entire head, his thumb and forefinger pressing against Kian’s jaw. Kian was lifted bodily from the ruined chest, dangling helplessly as he was hoisted into the air. His new legs kicked uselessly, hooved feet scrabbling for purchase that didn't exist.

		"Open," the Minotaur grunted.

		He threw Kian against the dungeon wall. The impact knocked the wind out of him, pinning him against the cold stone. Asterion leaned in, his massive, hairy body caging Kian completely. One heavy hand pressed flat against Kian’s chest, pinning him in place, while the other reached down to the dark, furred loincloth covering the Minotaur's groin. When the leather was pulled aside, Kian’s breath hitched in a genuine, panicked squeak. It wasn't just a cock; it was a bludgeon. A dense, tapering pillar of dark meat, veined and throbbing, that hung halfway to the Minotaur’s knees. It was thick as Kian’s own thigh, crowned with a flared, crimson head that glistened with eager pre-cum. It looked less like a reproductive organ and more like a siege ram designed to shatter gates.

		"No," Kian whimpered, shaking his head, his bovine ears flattening against his skull. "It won't fit. You'll kill me. Please, I'm just a slime! I'll pop!"

		Asterion ignored the protests, guided by the silent, chemical signals Kian’s terrified body was emitting. The Minotaur hefted the massive member in one hand, weighing it, before stepping in close. He lifted Kian higher, sliding his hand from Kian’s chest to grip the curve of his waist, his fingers digging into the soft love handles. Kian’s legs were forced apart by the sheer width of the Minotaur’s hips.

		[Passive Skill: Elasticity (Max Level) Activated.]

		[Internal Lubrication: Overdrive.]

		Asterion lined up. The head of the cock, wide as a grapefruit, pressed against Kian’s trembling entrance. Even with the interface pumping lubricative slime, the friction was immediate and immense. Kian cried out, arching his back, his heavy breasts bouncing wildly as the first inch forced its way inside. It felt like being sat on by a giant. The pressure was radial, pushing his pelvic bones apart, stretching the ring of muscle until it burned with a white-hot intensity.

		"Soft," Asterion breathed, smoke huffing from his nostrils as he began to push.

		He didn't thrust. He leaned. He used his immense body weight to drive the wedge home. Kian’s eyes bulged. He felt his internal geography being rewritten. The invasion was slow, relentless, and terrifyingly thorough. Inch by agonizing inch, the Minotaur claimed him. *Slide. Stretch. Pop.* Kian could feel the ridges of the veins, the texture of the skin, the unnatural heat of the beast filling his abdominal cavity. He was being hollowed out, reduced to a sheath for this titan. When the flared knot of the Minotaur’s cock reached his entrance, Kian screamed—a high, keening wail that echoed off the stone.

		"Too big! It's too big!" Kian sobbed, pounding his fists against Asterion’s rock-hard shoulders.

		"Takes it all," Asterion growled, and shoved his hips forward with a final, brutal heave.

		Kian’s vision went white. The knot popped past his sphincter, locking inside with a sickening sense of finality. He was impaled. Asterion lifted his own legs, removing the support, leaving Kian suspended purely by the meat buried deep inside him. Gravity did the rest, pulling Kian down onto the shaft, burying it deeper than biology should allow. He felt the head of the penis bumping against the bottom of his stomach, crowding his lungs.

		[Warning: Internal Capacity at 95%. Structural Integrity Holding.]

		The Minotaur began to move. It wasn't a fast rhythm; it was a seismic churning. Asterion withdrew almost completely, letting Kian slide down the wall slightly, before driving upward and inward, slamming Kian back up against the stones. *Thud.* The wall shook. *Thud.* Kian’s head cracked against the masonry with every thrust. He was a ragdoll, a fleshlight pinned to the wall, his heavy breasts slapping against Asterion’s chest, milk leaking from his nipples to mix with the sweat matting the Minotaur's fur.

		"Mmmph... oh god..." Kian’s mind began to fragment. The pain was dissolving into a toxic, overwhelming dopamine rush. The sheer fullness was intoxicating. He felt full, safe, possessed. The [Vitality Drain] kicked in, but the Minotaur was a boundless ocean of stamina. Drawing energy from him was like trying to drink the tide with a straw. It only made Asterion grunt louder, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, punishing Kian’s cervix with the force of a pile driver.

		"Breed," Asterion roared, his voice losing all semblance of language. "BREED!"

		He slammed Kian against the wall one last time, holding him there, suspended and struggling. Kian felt the Minotaur’s shaft swell, becoming even harder, even hotter. The pulsing started deep in the Minotaur's root, traveling up the length of the cock like a shockwave.

		[Incoming Biomass: Extreme Volume.]

		[Prepare for Storage.]

		"Nngghhh!" Kian threw his head back, drool flying from his lips as the eruption started. It wasn't a stream; it was a deluge. Hot, thick ropes of minotaur seed blasted into his womb with the force of a firehose. The pressure was instantaneous and shocking. Kian looked down, his eyes wide with horror and fascination, watching his own belly. The flat, soft stomach of the cow-girl began to swell visibly.

		*Glug. Glug. Glug.*

		Asterion poured into him, a seemingly endless river of virile fluid. Kian’s abdomen rounded, pushing out past his hips, the skin stretching taut and shiny. He looked three months pregnant. Then four. Then five. The Minotaur roared, his legs shaking as he emptied his entire being into the mimic. Kian groaned, feeling heavy, waterlogged, stuffed to the gills with potent, high-level essence. The [Vitality Drain] gorged itself, leveling him up mid-orgasm, repairing the stretch marks as they formed, only for them to form again as more fluid pumped in.

		When Asterion finally stopped, he leaned his forehead against Kian’s chest, panting heavily, leaving the mimic pinned and full. Kian’s belly was now a hard, distended dome, heavy with pounds of seed. Slowly, gently, the Minotaur withdrew. As the massive girth slid out, the stretched opening gaped wide, but Kian’s internal muscles—honed by the mimic’s greed—clamped shut, sealing the prize inside.

		Kian slid down the wall, his legs too weak to support him. He collapsed into a sitting position, his massive breasts resting on top of a belly that looked six months along. He breathed in jagged gasps, patting the swollen mound, feeling the sloshing warmth of the stolen power churning inside him. Asterion looked down, satisfied, his primal urge sated, leaving the little "breeding sow" to digest the consequences of his visit.

		Kian couldn't move. He sat splayed on the cold dungeon floor, a portrait of biological excess, his Cow-Girl form anchored by the immense weight of the payload churning within him. His distended belly, stretched taut and glistening with sweat, rested heavily between his spread thighs, pulsing with a rhythmic heat that radiated outward like a fever. Every breath was a labor, his lungs fighting for space against the bloated magnitude of his womb. The seed Asterion had pumped into him wasn't merely fluid; it was a volatile slurry of magical density, heavy as lead and hot as molten slag. He groaned, his head lolling back against the stone, milk dripping lazily from his oversized nipples to pool on the curve of his stomach. The sheer volume was suffocating, threatening to rupture his construct from the inside out, but the [Iron Gut] trait he had acquired from the ring began to hum in synergy with his mimic digestion.

		[Processing Biomass: Minotaur Essence (Elite Tier)]

		[Digestion Time: Accelerated.]

		Inside, the cauldron of his stomach bubbled. Kian felt the thick fluids losing their viscosity, breaking down into pure, radiant energy that flooded his veins. It was a rush far more potent than the goblins’ meager offering—a tidal wave of strength that knit his muscles denser and fortified his internal walls against future assaults. The sensation was bordering on narcotic; he felt heavy, powerful, and frighteningly durable.

		[Integration Complete.]

		[Status Updated: Strength +10]

		[New Trait Acquired: Bovine Endurance (Rank 1) – dramatically increases resistance to blunt force trauma and internal stretching.]

		With the energy absorbed, the distention in his belly subsided slightly, though he remained comfortably full. Kian blinked, his vision clearing, and looked at the ruin of his previous shell. The wooden chest lay in splinters around him, destroyed by the Minotaur’s rough handling. Without a container, a mimic was just a vulnerable target. He looked at his own body—still holding the voluptuous bovine form—and felt the excess mass Asterion had gifted him. He didn't just have to store it; he could use it. He focused on the scattered debris, extending his will. His amber slime seeped out from his pores, coating the shattered wood and rotting velvet. He poured the excess nutrients into the reconstruction, not just repairing, but evolving.

		[Crafting Construct: The Gilded Trap]

		The wood didn't just mend; it darkened into a rich, polished mahogany, reinforced with the iron he had digested earlier. The rotting velvet was consumed and replaced with a plush, crimson silk lining that looked invitingly soft. Using the traces of gold from the ring, he manifested intricate filigree along the rim and a heavy, golden latch that gleamed in the torchlight. He dissolved his Cow-Girl form, flowing liquidly into the new, upgraded vessel. It was spacious, sturdy, and smelled faintly of expensive perfume rather than mildew. Kian settled into the corners of his new home, feeling like a king in a palace.

		But the satisfaction was short-lived. The dungeon air grew suddenly, unnaturally cold. The torches on the walls flickered and died, plunging the corridor into shadow. A pressure dropped upon the room, heavier than the Minotaur’s footsteps, a creeping dread that tasted of ash and ancient malice. Kian’s fluid body stiffened, ripples freezing in terror. This wasn't a wanderer. The Boss had left his throne room.

		The dread that had descended upon the room didn't materialize as a hulking beast, but rather coalesced into a silence so absolute it felt sharper than a blade. Kian, nestled in the plush crimson velvet of his upgraded form, felt the temperature drop another ten degrees. The air didn't vibrate with heavy steps; it parted like water around a shark. Something was sliding through the shadows, effectively invisible to normal senses, but to a mimic tuned to the frequency of desire and intent, the presence was a blazing beacon of cold, disciplined malice. A lockpick didn't scratch at his new, golden latch. Instead, a slender shadow melded with the darkness above him, and the lid was lifted with a terrifying, silent precision. A pale, monochromatic face framed by stark white hair peered down, violet eyes narrowing not with greed for gold, but with a weary, sadistic boredom.

		[Entity Detected: Sylara, Shadowblade of the Obsidian Court (Lvl 22)]

		[Role: Scout / Assassin]

		[Scanning Target Desire Profile: Dominance / Humiliation of the Weak.]

		[Restructuring Biomass...]

		The familiar agonizing boil of the [Psychosexual Mirror] seized Kian, but this time, the template felt strangely, disturbingly nostalgic. It didn't reach for an elf, a goblin, or a beast. It reached into Kian’s own memories, grabbing the image of his former human self, then twisting it through the filter of the Dark Elf’s cruelty. His slime condensed, shedding its monstrous bulk to form a lean, wiry human male frame. His skin paled to a vulnerable alabaster, bruises already blooming on his ribs and throat as if they were birthmarks. Heavy, rusted iron shackles manifested from his own flesh, clamped tight around his wrists and neck, the chains short and rattling against the velvet. He looked up, eyes wide and brimming with a manufactured terror that bled seamlessly into his real fear, to see the Dark Elf staring down at him with a sneer that exposed sharp, predatory teeth.

		"Pathetic," Sylara hissed, her voice like silk dragged over a tombstone. She was breathtaking in a lethal, angular way, clad in form-fitting spidersilk leather that hugged her dark grey skin like a second shadow. Sweat glistened on her clavicles, evidence of her arduous scouting mission. She looked exhausted, coiled tight with stress, and Kian realized with a jolt that she didn't want treasure. She wanted a punching bag. "A human? Here? The master will have no use for such trash. But I... I have a moment."

		She vaulted into the chest. It was a testament to Kian’s new upgrades that the structure held her weight without creaking. She straddled his waist, her knees pinning his arms to the crimson lining. The smell of her was intoxicating—dark lavender, cold steel, and the musky salt of exertion. She didn't speak again; she simply reached down and grabbed Kian by the throat, her fingers icy and strong as vice grips, squeezing until his vision spotted. With her other hand, she unlaced the front of her leathers, peeling the fabric back to reveal her torso, and then shoved her hips down, grinding her crotch against his face.

		"Useful only for one thing, worm," she spat, staring down her nose at him. "Clean me."

		It wasn't a request. Sylara shifted her weight forward, pressing the damp, heat-radiating center of her leathers directly against Kian’s mouth. The fabric was soaked through, salty and pungent. She pulled the material aside with a sharp tug, exposing her nether lips—dark, violet-hued folds that glistened in the low light. Before Kian could even take a breath, she sat down. Full weight. The world vanished, replaced instantly by the suffocating, hot reality of the elf’s groin. Kian gagged, his nose buried deep in her slickness, the oxygen cut off by the firm, muscular curve of her buttocks pressing against his cheeks. He tried to thrash, his chains rattling, but the struggle only seemed to please her. She bore down harder, using his face as a cushion, a low, cruel hum of satisfaction vibrating from her throat into his jaw.

		Kian panicked. He had no air. He had no leverage. But the interface flashed a lifeline in the darkness of his smothering prison.

		[Action Required: Oral Stimulation.]

		[Skill Adaptation: Tongue of the Deceiver (Lvl 1)]

		He had no choice. Kian opened his mouth, extending a tongue that he could manipulate with mimic-level precision. He found the center of her heat, the swollen, sensitive pearl of her clitoris hidden beneath the hood, and he swirled. It wasn't the clumsy motion of a human; his tongue flattened and vibrated, rippling like the surface of a pond. He tasted her fully—a rich, metallic tang mixed with the sour-sweetness of her arousal. He licked broad, desperate strokes, collecting the nectar that leaked from her, forcing it down his own throat just to clear a pathway for air.

		"Mmn..." Sylara’s thighs twitched against his ears. The suffocation eased slightly as she lifted her hips, just an inch, allowing him a gasp of ragged breath before she slammed back down, grinding specifically against his tongue. "Better. Be useful, pet. Get in there."

		She wasn't gentle. She rode his face with the same aggressive athleticism she likely used to kill. Kian’s jaw ached as he worked, his tongue diving deep into her vaginal canal, then retreating to flick mercilessly at her button. The sheer friction was beginning to burn his lips, but the [Psychosexual Mirror] demanded he perform. He sucked hard, creating a vacuum seal against her flesh, drinking in her fluids. He needed energy. He couldn't fuck her—he was chained, and she had no interest in his cock—so he had to drain her this way.

		[Vitality Drain Active.]

		[Source: Mucous Membrane Contact.]

		[Siphoning Stamina...]

		As his tongue battered her nub, Kian activated the drain. It was subtle at first. He felt a trickle of spicy, cold energy flowing into his mouth along with her juices. It tasted like mint and static shock. He grew bolder. He lashed his tongue faster, turning his mouth into an engine of extraction. Every time she ground down, trying to crush him into the velvet, he stole a little more of her strength. Her moans shifted from dismissive grunts to high, breathless whines. Her fingers, which had been bruising his throat, loosened, threading instead into his hair to pull him closer.

		"Y-yes... right there, filth," she gasped, her voice losing its steely composure. "Don't stop. Don't you dare stop."

		She was getting close. Kian could feel the tremors starting in her thighs, the way her internal muscles clamped down on his intruding tongue. He increased the suction. He wasn't just drinking fluid now; he was pulling at the core of her endurance. He felt her mana reserves dipping, the potent magic of a high-level Dark Elf flooding into his system, turning his veins to ice. It was dizzying. He drank greedy gulps of her climax before it even fully arrived, robbing her of the energy required to sustain it.

		"I... I demand..." Sylara stuttered, her back arching, her nails digging into his scalp. She bucked wildly, slamming against his face again and again, but the rhythm was growing sloppy. "Cumming... I command you... ah! AH!"

		She shrieked, a raw, breaking sound, as her orgasm hit. It should have been a release of tension, but Kian twisted the valve wide open. As she pulsed against his mouth, soaking his face in a torrent of slick, musky fluids, he inhaled her essence. He felt the strength bleed out of her legs. The iron grip on his hair went slack. The heavy weight of her pressing him down became dead weight.

		[Critical Drain.]

		[Target Stamina Depleted.]

		[Warning: Overfeeding.]

		Sylara’s cries dissolved into a wet, breathless wheeze. She slumped forward, collapsing entirely onto him, her forehead knocking against the rim of the chest. She twitched once, twice, and then lay still, her breathing shallow and ragged. Kian, half-drowned in her juices and buzzing with her stolen cold-energy, realized with a spike of horror that she wasn't moving to get up. She was unconscious.

		He struggled, wriggling out from under her heavy, limp form. He pushed her slumped body aside, gasping for sweet, cool air, wiping the mess from his face. He looked at the assassin. She was pale—paler than a Dark Elf should be—her lips tinged blue. He had taken too much. If the Boss found her like this... if she woke up and realized what had happened...

		"No, no, no," Kian whispered, the chains on his wrists dissolving into amber slime as he broke the shape.

		Panic overrode hunger. He couldn't be here. He couldn't be a person when the heavy hitter arrived. He needed to disappear. Kian scrambled back, his human form melting like wax in a furnace. Arms fused into torso, legs liquefied into sludge. He let gravity take him, flowing around the unconscious elf, sliding underneath her limp limbs until he was nothing more than the crimson velvet lining she lay upon, and the golden wood that encased her. He reintegrated with the chest fully, hiding his consciousness deep within the grain of the wood, praying that when the Master arrived, he would just see his scout taking a nap in a convenient box, and not the monster that had just eaten her strength from the inside out.

		Hours bled into the damp stone walls, measuring the passage of time only by the rhythmic dripping of condensation in the far corner. Sylara had eventually roused from her stupor, groggy and confused, attributing her weakness to a trap she couldn’t recall triggering before limping away into the shadows. Kian remained dormant in the form of the chest, a sentient trap waiting for the next tremor of life. It didn’t take long. The silence was shattered not by stealth or monstrous growls, but by the booming, unrestrained laughter of men who feared nothing in the dark. Heavy boots stomped with a synchronized cadence that shook the dust from the ceiling. The smell hit Kian before they even rounded the corner—a potent, bracing cocktail of pine resin, roasted meat, spilled ale, and the sharp, distinct tang of winter air clinging to fur cloaks.

		[Entity Group Detected: Bjorn & Sven, The Frost-Bound Twins (Human Barbarians - Lvl 14)]

		[Scanning Collective Unconscious...]

		[Core Desire Identified: Fraternity / The Shared Spoils / A Warrior Bride.]

		[Restructuring Biomass...]

		There was no subtle seduction in this shift. Kian felt his amber slime seized by a forceful, demanding geometry. The desire radiating from the twins was a shared frequency, loud and undeniable: they wanted something sturdy. Something that wouldn't break. Kian’s fluid form roiled and expanded, mimicking the density of oak and iron. His skeleton knit together with broad shoulders and thick, powerful hips. Muscles coiled along his limbs, not wiry like the assassin’s, but dense and ropey, built for leverage. His skin turned a flushed, healthy cream, dusted with freckles, while his hair erupted in a thick, unruly mane of flaxen gold that wove itself instantly into twin braids trailing over his breasts. He was no longer a victim-in-waiting; he was a Shield-Maiden, a Valkyrie of the lowlands, clad in nothing but a tattered leather skirt and a chest harness that struggled to contain a bust that was heavy, firm, and defiant.

		"Oho! Look at this, Sven!" a voice roared, the sound vibrating against the wood of the chest.

		"A gold box for a golden prize, Bjorn!" the second voice boomed, identical in timbre but slightly higher in pitch.

		The lid was thrown back with exuberant force. Light from a sputtering torch flooded the interior, illuminating two mountains of men. They were mirror images of brute vitality—towering figures with braided red beards, arms thick as tree trunks, and blue eyes that sparkled with a dangerous, cheerful lust. They stared down at Kian, who knelt in the center of the chest, chest heaving, blue eyes wide and feigning a warrior's defiance.

		"By the All-Father’s beard," Bjorn grinned, his teeth white amidst the red hair. "She’s a sturdy one. Look at those hips. Built for a long winter."

		"And wide enough for two," Sven agreed, reaching in.

		There was no negotiation. Two pairs of hands, rough as sandpaper and hot as hearth stones, grabbed Kian by the upper arms. He was hauled out of the chest and into the air as if he weighed nothing. Kian gasped, his feet dangling a foot off the ground, caught between the two giants. They didn't throw him down; they held him suspended, inspecting him like a prized cut of venison. One hand squeezed his thigh, fingers digging deep into the muscle, testing the resistance. Another hand cupped his breast, weighing it with an appreciative grunt.

		"Please," Kian managed to say, his voice a husky contralto that surprised even him. "Put me down."

		"Down? Nay, lass," Sven laughed, spinning Kian around so his back pressed against Sven’s massive chest. "We share everything. The kill, the coin, and the warmth." He wrapped a thick arm around Kian’s waist, pinning his arms to his sides, lifting him higher. Kian felt the hard ridge of Sven’s arousal pressing against his buttocks through the thin leather skirt.

		Bjorn stepped in front, eyes dark with intent. "Start the fire, brother. I’ll tend to the front." He didn't waste time with trousers. He simply lifted the hem of his chainmail hauberk and freed himself. Kian’s eyes widened. The Nord’s member was intimidating—a thick, pale bludgeon of flesh, topped with a crimson head that looked swollen and angry. It bobbed heavily as Bjorn stepped closer. Behind him, Kian felt Sven fumbling with his own breeches, the friction of a similarly massive shape prodding insistently at the cleft of his buttocks.

		"Ready the shield-wall!" Bjorn cheered, grabbing Kian’s thighs and hoisting them onto his shoulders.

		Kian was now completely airborne, suspended by the twins. He was spread wide, exposed and vulnerable to the air. "Wait! It’s too much!" he cried, panic flaring as he realized the geometry of what they intended. The [Psychosexual Mirror] had built him tough, but the sheer physics of two Nords simultaneously seemed impossible.

		"Nonsense!" Sven growled in his ear, his beard scratching Kian’s neck. "A proper maiden takes what she is given!"

		Bjorn surged forward. He didn't ease in. He gripped Kian’s hips and drove his hips forward with the force of a battering ram. Kian screamed as the thick head breached his vaginal entrance, stretching the ring of muscle until it felt like it was tearing. Bjorn filled him completely, a suffocating fullness that plugged his womb. But before he could even process that intrusion, Sven made his move.

		"My turn!" the brother shouted. He spat on Kian’s exposed anus and shoved.

		*Thrust. Stretch. Burn.*

		Kian’s vision whited out. The dual penetration hit his nervous system like a lightning strike. He was being split in half. Sven’s thick shaft forced the tight sphincter open, invading the cramped space alongside his brother. The internal pressure was immense; Kian could feel the two distinct ridges of flesh grinding against each other through the thin membrane separating his canals. He was stuffed solid, transformed into a mere connector for the brothers’ lust. His mouth gaped in a silent howl, saliva dripping from his chin, his eyes rolling back.

		[Warning: Sensory Input Exceeds Normal Parameters.]

		[Neural Pathways Overloaded.]

		[Activating Skill: Dual Processing (Lvl 1)]

		The interface flashed, and suddenly the chaos clarified. Kian’s mind fractured into two parallel streams of sensation. In one, he was focused entirely on the crushing, grinding pleasure of Bjorn stretching his pussy, feeling every ridge and vein of the barbarian's cock rubbing against his cervix. In the other, he was hyper-aware of Sven, the invasive, taboo burn of the anal intrusion turning into a deep, vibrating heat that radiated through his prostate. He wasn't overwhelmed anymore; he was experiencing a panoramic view of his own defilement.

		"Tight! By the gods, she clamps down!" Bjorn roared, slamming his hips against Kian’s buttocks, sandwiching him against Sven.

		"Grip is good!" Sven bellowed back, matching his brother’s rhythm.

		They began to move in a punishing, synced cadence. *Smack. Smack. Smack.* The sound of flesh slapping flesh echoed through the dungeon. Kian was tossed back and forth between them, a ragdoll of pleasure and pain. Every time Bjorn thrust deep, Kian felt the pressure against his bladder; every time Sven slammed home, the friction in his rear sparked a white-hot jolt of stimulation. The [Dual Processing] allowed him to isolate the sensations, to ride the waves of agony until they transmuted into a blinding, ecstatic high.

		"Yes... break me... fill me!" Kian moaned, the words tumbling out of him, fueled by the Valkyrie persona’s lust for intensity. His internal muscles, guided by the skill, began to ripple. He milked the front. He squeezed the back. He played them against each other, using the internal pressure to massage both shafts simultaneously.

		"She’s hungry, brother!" Sven gasped, his rhythm faltering as Kian’s anal walls clamped down like a vice.

		"Then feed her!" Bjorn yelled, his face flushed red with exertion.

		The tempo increased to a frantic, brutal hammering. Kian’s head thrashed from side to side, his braids whipping through the air. The smell of sweat and musk was overwhelming, drowning him in the scent of male aggression. He felt the energy building in both men—huge reservoirs of raw, unrefined stamina. The [Vitality Drain] roared to life, hungry for the double offering.

		"NOW!" they shouted in unison.

		Kian felt Bjorn stiffen, burying himself to the hilt in front. A split second later, Sven bottomed out in the back. The double impact knocked the breath from Kian’s lungs. Then came the flood. It wasn't a trickle; it was an eruption on two fronts. Kian felt his womb flooding with hot, viscous fluid, swelling his belly instantly. Simultaneously, his rectum was filled with a searing heat. The sheer volume was staggering. He felt inflated, heavy, effectively ballasted by the twins' essence.

		[Vitality Drain x2 Active.]

		[Consuming Norn Stamina...]

		[+150 XP]

		[+150 XP]

		Kian threw his head back and screamed, a long, keening wail of pleasure as the stolen energy rushed into his core. He clamped down hard on both of them, dragging every drop of life force he could reach. The pleasure was electric, vibrating through his mimic physiology, hardening his bones and toughening his skin.

		For a long minute, the only sound was the harsh panting of the three figures locked together in the torchlight. Finally, Sven chuckled, a breathless, satisfied rumble against Kian’s neck. "A good feast," he muttered, slowly pulling out.

		The loss of fullness in the rear was followed by a wet, hollow ache. Bjorn withdrew a moment later, leaving Kian’s front gaping and leaking a mix of fluids. They dropped him unceremoniously onto the stone floor. Kian collapsed, his legs shaking uncontrollably, his belly visibly rounded and sloshing with the twins' contribution. He lay there, dazed, a mess of sweat, seed, and tangled blonde hair.

		"Keep the warmth, lass," Bjorn said, patting Kian’s cheek with a heavy hand. "We have trolls to hunt."

		They didn't look back. With booming laughter and the clanking of gear, the brothers marched deeper into the dungeon, leaving their used shield-maiden shivering in the aftermath. Kian lay in the puddle of their excess, breathing hard, feeling the profound, stretching ache in both his canals slowly fading as the [Shape Lock] began to loosen.

		[Feeding Complete.]

		[Experience Threshold Reached.]

		[Level Up!]

		[Current Status: Desire Mimic - Level 9]

		[Notice: Evolution Criteria nearly met. One final catalyst required.]

		Kian melted. The sturdy bones of the shield-maiden dissolved, the blonde hair liquefied into amber slime. He sloshed back into the safety of his chest, heavy, sated, and thrumming with power, waiting for the final push that would change him into something... more.

		The heavy oak door at the far end of the chamber had barely ceased rattling from the Nords’ boisterous exit when Kian’s sensory perception latched onto something they had forgotten. Leaning against the rough-hewn stone wall, shrouded in shadows that seemed to coil aggressively around it, was a weapon of jagged, malevolent beauty. It was a Greatsword, easily five feet of black, meteorite iron, etched with runes that pulsed with a sickening, necrotic crimson light. The interface hovered over it immediately, the text glitching slightly as if the object’s aura was corrupting the scan.

		[Item Detected: The Throat-Singer (Cursed Greatsword)]

		[Properties: Induces madness. Vibration Aura. Vorpal Edge.]

		[Mimic Analysis: High Metallic Content. Essence of trapped souls. Delicious.]

		Kian’s core rippled with a dark, gluttonous flutter. The Nords’ seed had filled his reserves, but this... this was the mineral density he needed to harden his evolution. He didn't want to just absorb it through touch; his biology screamed for a more direct, encompassing method of consumption. The hunger twisted his form. The amber slime rose from the chest, not solidifying into a full person, but manifesting only the most necessary parts for the task. A pair of shapely, powerful Shield-Maiden legs formed, joined by a wide, heavy pelvis and a lower abdomen that glistened with anticipatory slickness. He was a torso-less groin, a floating pair of hips controlled by the liquid intelligence in the box.

		With wet, slapping footsteps, Kian’s partial form walked the sword over to the chest. He knocked the heavy weapon flat onto the crimson velvet, hilt resting against the wood, the tip pointing towards the center. He didn't use hands—he didn't have them. Instead, he positioned his floating hips directly over the blackened blade. He lowered himself.

		The initial penetration was a shock of freezing cold. The blade was broad, double-edged, and razor-sharp, but Kian’s [Bovine Endurance] and malleable internal geometry accommodated the width. He gasped—a sound that vibrated from the chest itself—as the tip pierced his entrance. He sank down, swallowing the steel inch by inch. His vaginal walls, coated in thick, protective mucus, stretched taut, hugging the flat of the blade. It was a terrifying fullness, hard and unyielding, scraping against his insides with a metallic rasp that set his nerves on fire.

		Then, the sword woke up.

		[Curse Activated: Violent Resonance.]

		The weapon realized it was being eaten. It didn't lash out with magic bolts; it screamed physically. The blade began to vibrate. It wasn't a gentle hum; it was a furious, bone-rattling oscillation that blurred the edges of Kian’s vision. Kian’s hips slammed down onto the mattress of velvet as the sword turned into a jackhammer inside him.

		"Nnnngh!" The vibration tore through his nervous system. It was stimulating him from the inside out, churning his guts with a frequency that threatened to liquefy his bones. The sword thrashed, battering against his cervix, trying to slice its way out, but the mimic’s flesh was stubborn. The pain was searing—a thousand micro-cuts opening up inside his womb—but the pleasure was overwhelming. The curse was meant to shatter bones, but inside the wet, tight confines of the mimic’s sex, it acted like a massage device set to a lethal intensity.

		[System Warning: Internal lacerations detected.]

		[Regeneration Speed matched to Damage Output.]

		[Digestive Acids: Max Acidity.]

		Kian fought back. He clamped down. His internal muscles, stronger than any biological creature's had a right to be, seized the vibrating blade in a death grip. He ground his hips against the hilt, riding the violent shuddering of the weapon. His inner walls undulated, pumping gastric acids directly into the metal pores of the blade. The sensation was maddening—a chaotic war between the cold, sharp thrashing of the sword and the hot, crushing pressure of his womb.

		"Break... break..." Kian’s thoughts chanted in the dark.

		The sword howled, the vibration reaching a fever pitch that made Kian’s legs twitch uncontrollably. His thighs clamped the hilt, squeezing until the iron groaned. The necrotic red light flared, illuminating the inside of his translucent belly, before suddenly flickering out. The structural integrity of the weapon failed under the dual assault of the acidic secretions and the crushing muscular pressure.

		*CRACK.*

		The sound was muffled, a dull thud deep inside Kian’s gut. The blade snapped in three places. The vibration died instantly, replaced by the sizzling sound of high-grade metal dissolving into slurry. Kian groaned, a long, shivering sound of release, as his body went limp, melting around the shards of the broken curse.

		[Combat Ended.]

		[Consuming Cursed Alloy...]

		[Attack Power Increased: +15]

		[New Skill Unlocked: Bladed Vaginal Walls (Active)]

		[Description: User can manifest razor-sharp ridges and teeth within the vaginal canal to shred intruders or digest objects. Toggle: ON/OFF.]

		Kian dissolved his legs, sinking back into the safety of the chest, clutching the warm, heavy sensation of the digesting steel in his core. He was stronger now. Deadlier. And the next adventurer who tried to force their way inside him would find that this trap had teeth.

		The silence that followed the consumption of the cursed blade was not the empty quiet of abandonment, but the held breath of a predator acknowledging a rival. The dungeon itself seemed to recoil. The damp, dripping atmosphere evaporated instantly, replaced by air so dry and hot it cracked the stone mortar in the walls. Shadows lengthened, peeling away from the corners of the room to pool in the center, swirling like black ink in water. There were no footsteps. One moment, the room was empty save for the upgraded chest; the next, the shadows solidified into a figure of terrifying, majestic ruin. Lord Malphas had descended from the obsidian throne. He did not wear the patchwork armor of a scavenger or the polished plate of a paladin. He was clad in his own infernal biology—scales of midnight blue that shifted like oil on water, horns that curled back to frame a face of aristocratic cruelty, and wings of leathery smoke that dripped embers onto the floor.

		He stood before the chest, his eyes burning with vertical slit pupils of molten gold. He didn't reach for the latch. He didn't check for traps. He simply crossed his arms over his broad, chitin-plated chest and smiled, revealing rows of teeth designed to tear souls from bodies. "You have been busy, little parasite," Malphas purred, his voice a subsonic thrum that vibrated the iron hinges of Kian’s lid. "Goblins. Nords. My own assassin. And now... you digest my favorite blade." The Demon Lord leaned closer, his presence pressing down like gravity amplified tenfold. "Do not hide. I see the soul squirming in the wood. I see the potential. You are no mere trap. You are a crucible."

		[Entity Detected: Lord Malphas (Demon Lord - Rank 7)]

		[Danger Level: Catastrophic.]

		[Scanning Target Desire...]

		[Desire Profile: Imperial Lineage / The Brood Mother / Apex Consort.]

		[Status: OVERRIDE. Maximum Biomass Commitment.]

		The interface didn't just flash; it screamed, burning a blinding white across Kian’s consciousness. The [Psychosexual Mirror] ignited with a ferocity that felt like being thrown into a star. Kian didn't choose to transform; he was unmade. The wood of the chest exploded outwards, not as splinters, but as raw matter converting instantly into biological mass. The gold, the iron, the velvet, the digested curse—all of it was fuel for the reconstruction. Kian screamed as his spine lengthened, shattering human limitations. His lower body erupted, bones fusing and branching outward into eight terrifying, segmented limbs of glossy black chitin. He was rising, towering, his form filling the chamber. From the waist down, he was a nightmare—a sleek, armored arachnid behemoth, his abdomen a swollen bulb of velvety black abdomen striped with crimson, pulsating with the promise of thousands of eggs. But from the waist up, he was the perfection of carnal desire. His torso was that of a Succubus Queen, skin the color of polished amethyst, breasts heavy and perfect, crowned with obsidian piercings. His hair was a mane of white fire that floated without wind.

		[Transformation Complete: Drider Matriarch (Royal Caste)]

		[Traits Applied: Ferality, Infinite Womb, Demonic Resonance.]

		Kian—or the creature he had become—chittered, the sound echoing from a throat designed for command. He towered over the Demon Lord, his eight legs bracketed against the walls and ceiling, suspending his magnificent, terrifying bulk in the center of the room. He felt alien. He felt magnificent. The urge to hunt was gone, replaced by a deep, hollow aching in his spinnerets and his womb, a biological imperative to be filled that was so intense it made his new, multifaceted eyes water.

		Malphas looked up, and for the first time, there was genuine hunger in his gaze—not for food, but for legacy. "Magnificent," the Demon Lord breathed. He shed his cloak of shadows, revealing a body that was a landscape of scarred, grey muscle and pulsating veins of magma-light. He grew in size, matching Kian’s scale, his demonic form expanding to meet the challenge of the Matriarch. "A vessel worthy of the Infernal Seed. Come down, my Queen. Your King requires a throne."

		Kian descended, his sharp legs piercing the stone floor for stability. He lowered his human torso, presenting himself. The sheer heat radiating from Malphas was blistering, smelling of ozone and musk. The Demon Lord reached out, his clawed hands tracing the line where soft violet skin met hard black carapace. "So strong," Malphas murmured, his fingers finding the sensitive junction between Kian’s arachnid legs. He pressed a hand against the underside of the spider-abdomen, right over the genital slit which was slick with iridescent, viscous nectar.

		"My Lord..." Kian gasped, his voice a harmonic chorus of woman and insect.

		Malphas didn't wait. He gripped Kian’s arachnid hips—a span of flesh five feet wide—and pulled. From the chaotic fur and scales of his groin, the Demon Lord unsheathed a weapon of mass creation. It was terrifying. A shaft of knotted, black-purple flesh, ridged with bony spurs and glowing veins, thick as a tree trunk and dripping with a caustic, glowing red fluid. It radiated heat like an open furnace door. Kian’s internal biology panicked for a microsecond before the [Infinite Womb] trait kicked in, forcefully relaxing the heavy muscles of his ovipositor.

		"Take it," Malphas roared, and drove upward.

		The impact was tectonic. Kian shrieked, his eight legs buckling, skittering violently against the stone as he was impaled. This wasn't pain; it was structural realignment. The demon’s cock forced its way past the heavy guard muscles, tearing through the natural resistance with brutal, fiery indifference. The ridges on the shaft acted like hooks, dragging Kian down onto him. Kian felt himself being filled not just physically, but spiritually. The essence entering him was heavy, toxic, and overwhelmingly powerful. He was being skewered on a pillar of hellfire.

		"Yes!" Malphas snarled, his claws digging into the soft flesh of Kian’s human waist, anchoring him. The Demon Lord began to piston, his hips snapping forward with the force of a siege engine. *Schluck-THOOM. Schluck-THOOM.* Every thrust lifted Kian’s massive spider body into the air before slamming it back down. Kian’s head rolled back, his mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy as the sheer friction set his nerves ablaze. The demonic ridges scraped against his internal walls—walls that he had previously armored with blades, but which now softened and rippled to massage the king.

		"Breed me! Fill the hive!" Kian screamed, the Drider instincts taking the wheel. His spinnerets began to leak silk, webbing the floor in sticky strands as he lost control. He wrapped his two front legs around Malphas’s shoulders, pulling the demon deeper, needing that burning friction to scratch the itch deep in his core.

		Malphas laughed, a sound of pure triumph. "I will fill you until you burst, little trap!" He picked up the pace, a blur of grey and violet. The friction was generating actual sparks between their joining. Kian felt the pressure building—not the simple stamina of the Nords or the mana of the Sorceress, but a dense, heavy accumulation of reality-warping power.

		The Demon Lord roared, his eyes flashing white. He shoved one final time, burying the entire length of his knotted phallus deep into Kian’s brood-sac. The knot at the base—a bulb of flesh the size of a melon—popped inside, locking them together with a wet, vacuum seal.

		"RECIEVE!"

		The eruption was cataclysmic. Kian arched so hard his chitin cracked. He felt the Demonic Seed hit his womb like molten lead. It was hot, heavy, and endless. He looked down to see his black spider-abdomen swelling visibly, the red stripes glowing brighter and brighter as gallons of glowing crimson fluid were pumped into him. It burned. It burned deliciously. The [Vitality Drain] tried to activate, to siphon the energy, but the density was too high. He couldn't drain this; he had to endure it. He had to become it.

		[Critical Biomass Ingestion.]

		[Demonic Essence Overload.]

		[Evolution Catalyst: MET.]

		As Malphas continued to pour his soul into the lock, clutching Kian’s waist, the interface shattered into jagged fragments of red text. The seed wasn't just filling him; it was rewriting his genetic code. Kian convulsed, his spider legs twitching and curling as the heat consumed him from the inside out. He was drowning in fire, held fast by the mating knot of a god, transforming in real-time as he accepted the burden of the heir.

		"Evolve," Malphas whispered into his ear, biting the lobe until it bled. "Become the Dungeon."

		And as the world dissolved into red and black, Kian felt the final shackle of his mimic form snap, giving way to something ancient, hungry, and absolute.

		The withdrawal was not gentle; it was the uncorking of a pressure vessel. As the knot at the base of Malphas’s phallus finally deflated enough to slide backward, the seal broke with a wet, squelching suction that echoed obscenely in the quiet dungeon. Kian gasped, his breath hitching as the colossal girth slid free from his overtaxed interior, leaving his entrance gaping, red, and twitching. A gush of hot, iridescent fluids—a mix of the Demon Lord's crimson seed and the mimic’s own lubricative nectar—spilled out, splashing onto the cold stone floor and coating the twitching black legs of the Drider form. Malphas stepped back, his chest heaving, wiping the glistening fluids from his groin with a dismissive, arrogant swipe of his claws. He looked down at the shivering, pregnant abomination he had created, his golden eyes filled with a terrifying paternal pride. "Bear them well, my Queen," the Demon Lord commanded, his voice shaking dust from the arched ceiling. "The dungeon hungers for new blood." With a final, lingering look at Kian’s enormously distended abdomen, the master of the labyrinth turned and dissolved back into the shadows, leaving Kian alone in the wreckage of the room, stuffed, broken, and fundamentally changing.

		Kian tried to move, to chitter, to drag his arachnid bulk back to the safety of the dark corners, but his body refused the command. The bio-feedback loop was deafening. The crimson seed churning in his womb wasn't just inert matter; it was alive, aggressive, and catalytic. It burned through his veins like liquid wildfire, seeking every trace of the amber slime that constituted his old self and incinerating it. The heavy, armored legs of the Drider cracked, turning to ash and drifting away. The human torso convulsed, arching off the floor. The sensation was excruciating—a total molecular dismantling that felt like being unzipped from the inside out.

		[Experience Threshold Shattered.]

		[Level 10 Reached.]

		[Evolution Condition Met: Seed of the Apex ingested + Survival of Lethal Trauma.]

		[Initiating Evolution: Greater Desire Mimic -> Dungeon Matriarch.]

		[Stabilizing Core... Anchoring Soul... System Reset.]

		The blue text of the interface fractured, bleeding into a deep, imperial purple. Kian screamed, the sound shifting from a monstrous hiss back into a melodious, distinctly feminine cry. He didn't melt into a puddle this time. That weakness was gone. Instead, his flesh grew dense, knitting together with a permanence he had never known. Bones fused from the mana-rich atmosphere, harder than steel. Organs manifested not as temporary constructs, but as functioning, biological realities. The chaotic shifting of his form slowed, settling into a shape of decadent, overpowering femininity. He lay on the stone floor, his body steaming as the transformation cooled. He was a woman—tall, Amazonian, with skin the color of twilight mist, glowing faintly with subcutaneous bioluminescence. His hips were terrifyingly wide, flared to accommodate the burden of a hive, leading to thighs thick with muscle and soft flesh. His breasts were heavy, swaying mounds that spilled over his ribcage, tipped with nipples that leaked a sweet-scented colostrum. But it was his belly that dominated his awareness. It remained massively swollen, a tight, shiny dome of life that pulsed independently of his heartbeat.

		[Status: Stable.]

		[Race: Dungeon Matriarch (Unique).]

		[New Ability: Spontaneous Generation.]

		[Incubation Complete.]

		"Incubation... complete?" Kian whispered, his voice husky and rich, vibrating with a new authority. The panic that usually accompanied his shifts was absent, replaced by a deep, biological tranquility. He pushed himself up into a kneeling position, his legs spreading wide instinctively. The pressure in his pelvis shifted. It wasn't the bloating of liquid anymore; it was the writhing of solid bodies. The seed Malphas had poured into him had found purchase in the [Infinite Womb], accelerated by the evolution, and had blossomed instantly into life.

		A cramp seized him—a tightening wave that started under his ribs and rolled downward like a boulder. Kian groaned, clutching his distended stomach, feeling the distinct shapes of limbs and heads shifting beneath his skin. "Oh... oh gods," he moaned, throwing his head back as the first contraction hit its peak. His vaginal canal, already stretched loose from the Demon Lord’s exit, dilated with wet ease. He bore down, not out of fear, but out of a primal, overriding need to be empty.

		With a slick, rushing sensation, the first offspring crowned. Kian panted, looking down between his thighs. A head emerged—not a baby, but a malleable, translucent sphere of shifting violet matter, possessed of two large, curious eyes. He pushed again, a guttural grunt tearing from his throat, and the creature slid out in a rush of warm fluid. It plopped onto the stone floor, shaking off the slime. It was a Mimic Spawn—a fist-sized blob that immediately shifted, forming a tiny mouth to chirp at him.

		But there was no time to coo. The pressure returned instantly. "Another..." Kian gasped. He grabbed his knees, spreading himself impossibly wide. *Slurp. Plop.* A second one tumbled out, this one darker, bearing tiny nubs that looked like horns. Then a third. A fourth. It became a rhythm of delirious release. Kian rocked his hips, sobbing with the intense, stretching pleasure of passage. His canal was an open highway for the brood, slick and yielding. Each birth sent a jolt of endorphins crashing through his system, a chemical reward for populating the dungeon. They poured out of him—a wet, chaotic pile of shifting slime-creatures, each carrying a spark of the consciousness he had stolen from his lovers. Some looked like tiny oozes, others like miniature chests, still others tried to form swords or shields.

		After the twelfth spawn slid free, Kian slumped forward, his belly finally softening, the skin loose but rapidly regaining its elasticity. He breathed heavily, sweat matting the dark hair to his forehead, the heavy scent of birth and musk thick in the air. He was empty. He was sore. He was perfect.

		The swarm didn't scatter. They chattered and chirped, a dozen tiny voices vibrating in the air. They crawled over his exhausted legs, nuzzling against his thighs, seeking warmth. Kian reached down, his hands—tipped now with elegant, sharp black claws—scooping up one of the violet spawn. It melted against his palm, purring.

		[The Brood acknowledges the Matriarch.]

		[Control Level: Absolute.]

		Kian smiled, a slow, predatory expression that felt entirely his own. He looked around the room—at the shattered remains of his old chest, at the stains of fluid on the floor, at the dark corners where adventurers would inevitably stumble. He wasn't the trap anymore. He wasn't just a hole to be fucked or a box to be looted. He gathered his children close, his heavy breasts leaking milk that the spawn eagerly began to lap up from his skin.

		"Eat up, little ones," Kian cooed, his eyes flashing with a sudden, violet light in the darkness. "We have a lot of work to do. The next party that walks through that door... belongs to us."

		Time warped in the dungeon, moving not in seconds or minutes, but in the slow, rhythmic pulse of Kian’s recovering body. He had reshaped the chaos of the chamber into a tableau of terrifying allure. The splintered remains of the old chest and the stone rubble had been swept aside, replaced by a mound of glittering decadence that Kian had constructed from the dungeon’s ambient matter and his own secretions. In the center sat a throne of fused gold and dark iron, high-backed and imposing, draped in the shredded, blood-red velvet of his former prison. Kian lounged upon it, his Amazonian form draped in shadow and bioluminescent light. The swelling of his pregnancy had subsided to a soft, inviting curve of the belly, skin glowing with the twilight hue of his new evolution. His legs, thick and powerful, were crossed languidly, barely concealing the slick, recovering heat between his thighs. Around the dais, his children waited. They were no longer shifting blobs of violet slime; they had learned their lessons well. They sat in stillness, hardened into the shapes of heavy iron strongboxes, overflowing sacks of gold coins, and ornate jewelry stands, their breathing shallow and imperceptible, their jagged maws hidden beneath illusions of wood and brass.

		The heavy iron-bound door at the far end of the hall didn't creak open; it exploded inward, blasted off its hinges by a pulse of concussive force. Dust billowed, and through the haze stepped a trio of confident silhouettes. A Knight in gleaming silver plate, a Mage clutching a crackling staff of frost, and a Ranger with a bow already drawn. They were loud, brash, and practically vibrating with the aura of 'Heroes.'

		"Clear right!" the Ranger shouted, scanning the corners before his eyes locked onto the spectacle in the center. His bow lowered slowly. "By the Gods... look at the loot."

		"Forget the gold," the Knight breathed, stepping forward, his sabatons clanking heavily against the stone. He pushed his visor up, revealing a face flushed with instant, reckless desire. "Look at the Queen."

		Kian didn't flinch. He uncrossed his legs slowly, allowing the dim light to catch the sheen of milk that still glazed his heavy, dark-tipped breasts. The scent of the room hit the adventurers like a physical wall—a thick, heady perfume of birth, musk, and ancient magic that diluted their caution and amplified their greed. To them, he wasn't a monster; he was the ultimate quest reward, the damsel waiting at the end of the crawl.

		"Careful, Gareth," the Mage warned, though his eyes were glued to the curve of Kian’s hips. "It could be an illusion."

		"I am no illusion," Kian purred, his voice a low, resonant thrum that vibrated in the chests of the men before him. He leaned forward, resting his chin on a hand tipped with lethal black claws, watching them with eyes that swirled like nebulas. "I am merely... waiting."

		The Knight took another step, emboldened. "Waiting for what, my lady? We are the Silver Vanguard. We have slain the Troll King. We have cleared the lower halls. We are here to... liberate this chamber."

		Kian smiled. It wasn't the terrified grimace of the elf, or the shy smile of the shield-maiden. It was a wide, indulgent expression, sharp with teeth that were just a little too perfect, a little too white. He could feel the anticipation of his brood rippling through the floorboards—a dozen hungry minds chittering in the psychic web, begging for permission to snap their lids shut on fresh fingers. The [Dungeon Matriarch] instinct flared hot and bright. These weren't rescuers. They were food. They were toys. They were experience points wrapped in tin cans.

		He extended a hand, palm up, gesturing to the 'treasure' scattered around his feet—the hungry, waiting mouths of his swarm.

		"Welcome, heroes," Kian intoned, the bioluminescence under his skin pulsing in a hypnotic rhythm. "I have such... rewards... for you."

		The Knight didn't wait for his companions. Driven by the pheromones and the promise of the hoard, he sheathed his sword and charged, arms wide, intent on claiming the woman on the throne. The Mage and Ranger followed, distracted by the piles of gold that seemed to glitter with an inviting warmth.

		Kian’s smile widened until it split his face. He snapped his fingers.

		The illusion broke. Twelve lidless eyes snapped open on the treasure chests. Lids threw themselves back to reveal rows of spinning, needle-like teeth. Coins melted into sticky pseudopods that lashed out to snare ankles. As the Knight reached the dais, Kian stood up, towering over him, his shadow stretching long and monstrous against the wall. The scream that tore from the hero’s throat was cut short as the Matriarch descended, and the darkness of the Feeding Frenzy swallowed them whole.
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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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