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“You said you found someone to GM, right Jill?”

Three women were communicating with each other not in person, but over digital call through their computers from within their own homes. It was just after noon – the only real time that the three of them were typically up at the same time and not working. Because Jill Valentine was a bartender, Dorothy Haze was a sex worker, and Stella Hoshii, well… she was rich? She seemed to have a lot more free time on her hands than the others.

“Yeah, just someone online. She should be joining the call shortly.” The three were on call together for one reason and one reason only: to play a game. A new and digital rendition of Dungeons & Dragons had taken Glitch City by storm, and the three of them had all gotten into it at Dorothy’s recommendation. They had all made their own characters, but none of them had any experience as a Dungeon Master. So… Jill outsourced the job!

She hadn’t been aware that the one she had outsourced that job to was Anna Graem, a mysterious and powerful existence that she had suffered very uncanny encounters with in the past. She was mischievous, and she’d seen the perfect opportunity to play a little ‘prank’ on her favorite ‘friend’ and her ‘friends’. And since they had uploaded their character data into the game…

DING!
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The ring of their mysterious Dungeon Master joining the call signaled an unexpected and almost impossible phenomenon. “H-Huh!?” Jill had definitely been in her bedroom in front of her computer, but all of a sudden? She was standing in front of a cauldron in a dimly lit room. “What the fuck?” There wasn’t anything modern about the room from what she could see. No screens, no electricity, only candles illuminating rickety wooden walls.
It looked like the type of setting you’d find in a Dungeons & Dragons campaign, which definitely wasn’t a coincidence at all. “Did the DM activate VR mode or something? It’s not like I was wearing my headset though…” Besides, it all felt a little bit too real to be virtual reality. She could smell the musty air and feel the heat of the cauldron; one’s senses couldn’t be deceived this well even with modern VR technology. So… why and how had she even ended up there?

Evidently, whatever had brought her there had no intention of giving her time to process what she was enduring, because her attention was pulled away by a very strange sensation. Because she’d been at home in the middle of the day, Jill was dressed casually. She was wearing a loose T-shirt without even a bra underneath it overtop a pair of panties. What was strange was that it didn’t feel as loose all of a suddenly – mainly around her chest.

“…Huh?” Confused and vaguely alarmed, the young woman shot a glare down at her bust of all places. Her breasts felt swollen. Was it that time of the month? No, that usually came with an aching sensation at the same time. Not only was that ache not there, but the swelling seemed to amount to some sort of tangible… growth? “Uh…?” Both hands raised to grab onto her breasts where she gave them a little shake. They definitely felt heavier. They looked bigger. Like they had grown to D-cups rather than resting at their usual B-cups.

“Okay. Assuming this is in a game, and this is somehow VR, is someone altering what’s supposed to be my avatar?” Jill was trying to stay calm, even though it felt a little too real for it to be some sort of virtual reality trick. Making matters worse? It hadn’t been isolated to her breasts alone. She could feel her panties riding up into the crack of her ass too. She curled her back and pawed at her cheek with one of her hands. It was definitely several inches fuller, as were her thighs.
But these were just the things she had directly noticed. She couldn’t really be blamed for not realizing that the shape of her face had grown more angular, particularly her eyes. Nor that her hair had darkened from purple to black, and in the process its style had shifted to something choppier and messier. “Mrrow!? But what if…? Eh?” It had already been strange that Jill’s panic had dried up so quickly. In fact, she was beginning to feel far more curious about her condition than anything.

“Did I just meow? Like a cat? Wait… Hehe! Why do I sound like this?” Was this really a laughing matter? Her voice sounded coarse and kind of sketchy. But it just made her more intrigued. And as that intrigue grew? A golden yellow overwhelmed her eyes aside from the black of her pupils, which had pulled into cat-like slits. There was a clear theme being established, and so maybe it wasn’t all that surprising when her skin began to itch.

It wasn’t just an isolated itch, either. It spread all across her body, prompting Jill to look down at her exposed skin while that skin became significantly warmer to the touch. “Oho! Look at that!” The growing elation that she felt was becoming harder to repress, despite the fact that she probably should have felt alarm at what she was seeing. Patches of black hair were growing all across her skin. No, not hair. Fur. Soft, fluffy fur rapidly coated her entire body. 
Largely? Her shape remained humanoid, but there were some places where things differed from a normal human’s shape. Her fingers thickened for example, while nails turned into pointy retractable claws upon their tips. Her pinkies were robbed from them, as were her pinky toes as her feet were subjected to a similar phenomenon. Her feet definitely looked more like paws than human feet, so it wasn’t at all surprising that her ears also began to twitch as they rose and stretched atop her head into a pair of cat ears.

“A cat… Nay, a Tabaxi!” The Tabaxi were a curious, cat-like race from D&D – which explained why her curiosity had welled up as she changed. She was almost entirely coated in fur by the time whiskers extended from her cheeks, and her face was pulled forward into a slight snout complete with a flat, wet nose. She licked at thinner, leathery lips, paying no mind to how the back of her shirt had been lifted by the flicking back-and-forth of a long, black tail.

If anything seemed to be out of place now? It was the woman’s outfit. But as a glitching effect flickered around it, it was soon changed into a tattered, purple witch’s robes with a matching hat and boots. It was a little boring, but it came down to the tastes of the individual that had ‘designed’ her in the first place.
[image: image2.emf]“Mrrow!? My name is…” Smooth Cake? Deep down, the new Tabaxi Warlock knew that the name sounded familiar. She was still Jill deep down, and while aspects of her personality had clearly been altered? She was still aware of who she had once been. Her memories were still the same… mostly. Smooth’s own history was mixed in. “Isn’t that the name of Stella’s character? I wonder what sort of phenomenon could lead to this mix-up? No, it’s going to bother me if I don’t figure it out!”

She could remember Stella introducing that character. A black Tabaxi woman obsessed with knowledge. The name had been a little silly at the time, but now? It was Smooth’s own name. She couldn’t introduce herself as anything else. A side effect that also piqued her bottomless curiosity. “Am I in the bottom of an inn? Am I supposed to brew a potion? But if I’m Stella’s character, then… Hehehe! Curious…”

“Doesn’t that mean we might all be mixed up?”

[image: image3.emf]“This is… I’m in the game!?” Being a Lilim, Dorothy was much more in tune with the technological and the digital. She could tell that she was inside a virtual world, but she didn’t have an explanation for how it had happened. She was standing inside what looked like a bedroom. No, an inn room? The type you could see in fantasy games all the time. And since they had been trying to play Dungeons & Dragons? Then she could only assume that she had been pulled into the game.
She had a hunch as to why. Or, at least, who the culprit was. “Did the GM do this? Jill didn’t know who she was, but…” That didn’t explain how it had happened. No human should have had a power like that. It might have been possible to trap an android’s mind in a game like this, but what about the other two? They had to be okay, right? “There should be a procedure for me to reverse manufacture the code that brought me here…” Of course, that was assuming it had been done through code and not some sort of…

Vague, magic power?

Magic wasn’t real. Dorothy knew that as an existence that was only possible through the power of science. But what if something changed about that existence to shake her faith in that belief? What if… she was no longer a Lilim? Such an outcome should have been utterly impossible, and yet? The red head stumbled in place all of a sudden as she was hit by a wave of what she could only assume was nausea. She could only assume it was nausea because… Lilims weren’t supposed to get nauseous.

“Huh? What’s—?” She felt hot. Her entire body did. Being a sex worker Lilim however, it wasn’t like Dorothy had much shame. She quickly stripped down until she was wearing just her bra and panties, and it was done quickly enough that she was able to just barely catch the tail end of what could only be described as her joints… filling in? Lilims tended to have clear lines around their joints, almost like a doll. It was important to make it clear that they weren’t humans.

But whether it was around her fingers, elbows, shoulders, hips, knees, or toes; those joints were all smoothed away until her skin, now pinker than before too, appeared far more human. “Th-That’s impossible…” She could have written it off as her avatar data being tampered with, but that wouldn’t explain how it felt. A pounding erupted in her chest – a human heart. The warmth she was feeling? It was newly created veins pushing blood through her now organic flesh. She even winced briefly as her digital vision became natural, stealing away any optical benefits she’d received from camera-like eyes.

“I’m human? Of course… I am…?” The girl’s brain hitched. Contradictory information was being fed to her, both from who she was supposed to be, and who she was being ‘reprogrammed’ to be. Even as she attempted to piece together whether she was human or not, the reds of her eyes brightened to a gorgeous sky blue, and her red hair had been possessed by a soft silver that lengthened her mane down past her shoulders.
Dorothy was so focused on trying to preserve her memories and personality (and failing miserably) that it was having the unintended side effect of making her more ignorant to her changing body, even though those changes were becoming much more pronounced. “Is this… just?” Was what just? Since when did she care about things like justice in the first place? Night City wasn’t a place where justice really had a place. But that city felt so foreign to her somehow.

In the meantime? The young woman’s body steadily shot upwards. Her height grew from under five feet up to 5’4” – increasing the lengths of her fingers and the size of her bare feet in the process. Her hips and shoulders broadened to better suit this added height, as did a maturity that seeped into her facial features. Fuller lips, rounder eyes, a longer nose… until she didn’t look like ‘Dorothy Haze’ at all.

Her previous identity was already lost, but she still seemed to be out of it. After all, she was unclasping her bra without thinking much about why, even though it was clearly because that bra had begun to dig into her shoulder blades. The A-cup breasts they had been wrapped around were becoming much more pronounced, both because their fat deposits were deepening as they became rounder and bouncier, and because her body was becoming more muscular. Her pecs simply became more pronounced. By the time her bra slipped off her arms? Her tits had swollen into a pair of E-cups.

[image: image4.emf]“A different outfit would certainly suit me. My old attire wouldn’t suit me now at all.” The older looking woman – surely around twenty-one or so – scoffed at the growing pile of modern clothes that had been thrown to the side before she moved her fingers down to slide her panties over her legs. A small bush of silver was revealed while she struggled to slide off the undergarments over an ass and thighs that had burgeoned until she had a peach-shaped lower half. It was soft and muscular in all the right ways.
Not that it was visible for long. A glitching effect filled the air, and not only did Dorothy’s old clothes just disappear, but she was soon dressed in a hooded, long-sleeved, blue cloak worn over a pair of tight, black pants and even blacker, leather boots. She wore matching gloves and a pair of swords worn at her hip now. It was all very fashionable, but she also looked like she had just stepped out of a certain Soulsborne game.
“There’s nothing just about this! There’s no way for me to undo what has been done!” The human Paladin could not stop herself from prattling on about what was just or not. A strong sense of justice had welled within the heart of Cynthia LeGrange, a name that she could recall had been given to the D&D character of Jill’s design. “How could it be that my form has been rendered in such a state?” It was problematic for numerous reasons.

The fact that her body was technically ‘human’ now meant that she couldn’t tap into the game’s coding. The world felt much more authentic to her now that she couldn’t perceive it through an android’s eyes too. Cynthia did her best to hold onto her sense of being the girl she had been before, but now and again? She’d lose herself in talk of justice and chivalry. Memories of her new life as Jill’s character were mixed with her own. “But does this mean I wasn’t the only one brought here?”

The one that had brought them there would certainly face justice. That much she was sure of!
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The red-headed Cat Boomer found herself in the same building as the other two, but she was in what appeared to be the main lobby of the old-fashioned inn? “Erm…?” Stella didn’t feel at all equipped to deal with the predicament she had found herself in. She could only draw the same conclusions that Jill had, that she was standing in what was likely a replication of a Dungeons & Dragons setting. But she didn’t jump to any plausible explanations.

“Am I dreaming? D-Did I fall asleep at the computer!?” She couldn’t imagine suffering such shame! Jill and Dorothy would definitely make fun of her when she woke up! Of course, that was assuming she actually was dreaming. Was it odd that while she was in the lobby, there wasn’t anyone behind the nearby counter? In fact, things were pretty quiet in general. “…Hello?” Stella blinked. Was that a trick of her ears? Why did her voice sound strangely… hollow?

“Test… Test…? It isn’t going away?” It was like her voice had a metallic echo, and the underlying voice sounded higher than it should have in the process. Stella had to wonder why that was, but she was promptly provided with a hint courtesy of a sharp drop that made her think the floor had opened up beneath her. It clearly hadn’t. Her feet remained firmly on the ground. But at the same time? Her dress was much too big for her, and her leggings slipped down past her knees. She couldn’t deny that her boots were now too big, and her gloves had slipped off.

It was almost like…

“I-I shrunk!?” That was the reality of things, and that was difficult to deny, all things considered. She was shorter than even Dorothy, now standing at a mere 4’4”. And if that wasn’t concerning enough on its own? She felt very cold, but she didn’t shiver even once despite that. Looking down, the woman realized why. But she didn’t understand why. “My skin!? It’s so cute…!?” Cute!? That definitely wasn’t the word she would have used to describe it.

Her skin was darkening. Not to black or brown, but to a metallic grey that left her flesh feeling almost impossibly heavy. That was by design, because it wasn’t just her skin. Her flesh and bone were all hardening in a similar fashion, and in the process? The weight of her breasts and ass flattened away as they metal plates that coated her body became incapable of maintaining the shape of a woman’s natural curves. There was still a roundness to the comparable A-cups that existed upon her chest, but overall…?
Her body had taken a shape that was almost more akin to a caricature of a human’s body than anything. Her ass was flat, and her arms had slimmed, but her legs proportionally appeared too wide, and her feet almost cartoonishly large – splitting and pushing out of her boots. There was a reason for that, and it was signaled by these feet flattening the heels of her boots.
Even though she was roughly a foot shorter, she now weighed four times more than she had seconds ago. “I’m… an adorable robot? Oh, I bet I could make the ladies swoon!” That wasn’t what ‘Stella’ had wanted to say, but it was what the woman she was becoming wished to communicate. Joints were etched into her fingers and toes, with similar lines running down her torso and around her hips. She didn’t even blink as her red curls straightened and shortened, become a dark grey bob that was a little choppily cut.

Despite how robotic everything else seemed, though? Strangely, Stella’s face had remained ‘human’ until this point. But that was… fleeting. Her eyes not only inherited a lime green color to start, but… In a very uncanny sight, a pitch black began to spread across those facial features otherwise. Her nose, lips, cheekbones; it was almost like the defining features of her face were melting into the black. The front of her head ended up looking more like a panel.
A panel upon which her eyes stretched into two lines, and a tiny green mouth appeared. The woman was blushing, and blush marks appeared under her ‘eyes’ to show as much. “Strange. Did I just suffer a malfunction? My systems registered an error. Of course there would be. I am not… supposed to be like this!” That mouth that she ‘spoke’ through was a lie, but it still moved when she ‘spoke’. Unfortunately, she would never eat through it again, but she could lift up the panel to deposit food if she wished.
The glitching effect returned one final time, replacing Stella’s dress with steel shoes, steel white shorts, and a steel grey top that seemed to be part of her body now that it had been adorned. She had a matching hat which was removable, but the power cable that dropped from the back of her neck was definitely a new fixture. She could kind of wiggle it back and forth like a tail too! Unlike her Cat Boomer ears, which had melted into the rest of her head.
[image: image6.emf]Pleaser was the name that Dorothy had given to her Warforged Bard, and it was now incidentally the name that the new robot girl referred to herself with both internally and with her own voice. “I wonder if Cynthia and Smooth are ready? I know I am. I… no. I need to stop doing that!” While her words sounded metallic, there was a flirty sound to them that was wholly intentional. As expected of Dorothy, she’d designed her character to be as interested in flirting and fucking as she was.
And now Pleaser couldn’t stop doing it. …Was that why she was named that way? The memories of being created as a Warforged were mixed within her memories as Stella. She could remember using her artificial body to have her way with plenty of men and women alike, including her two fellow party members! All three of them were bisexual, and it wasn’t like they could impregnate each other. So, what was the harm when they were in the mood?

And speaking of being in the mood…

AND THE THREE WOMEN REUNITED IN THEIR SHARED INN ROOM FOR AN AFTERNOON OF FUN AND FROLICKING.

A voice boomed. The GM? Pleaser was able to acknowledge as much, but the words that left her mouth next didn’t address them at all. Like they were law. “I’m not waiting anymore! I’m dragging Smooth up to Cynthia’s room and we’re going to totally get off before we head out!” The other two were overcome with lust as well, and they’d soon meet within that bedroom.
After all, they didn’t need to meet with the king until the next day!
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