Spinel Murloc Tf

Spinel wondered if she was going to get killed. Currently her hands and legs were all tied to a pole. Her clothes were nowhere to be found, making her nude boy on full display. Hundreds of murlocs were all looking at her, gathered around the shabby altar-like structure she was placed in. 

Where did they all come from? The Vir’naal Jungle—now more like a swampland, perhaps affected by Hagatha’s foul magic—never had any murloc to begin with. The so called ‘plague of murlocs’ was definitely at work here. That was the reason why she had come here in the first place; the League of Explorers wanted to know how to deal with the plague. Suffice to say her mission had ended in a total failure. She briefly what happened to others when the party got separated by murlocs ambushing in the night.

Disgusting creatures, Spinel thought. She hated them. From their nauseating slick bodies they oozed slimes from their entire body. Their large grotesque filled with too many sharp teeth, and their wrinkly and bumpy toad-like skins, their hunched backs, and frog-like thin and long limbs; she absolutely hated them. Not a single redeeming feature could be found upon this misshapen abomination. The very fact that this race existed was an affront to nature.

“Mrrgghhlll!” The murlocs suddenly shouted. One cry was followed by another, until the whole place was filled with cacophony of murloc cries. Even the sounds they made were horrendous.

What happened next absolutely horrified her. She frowned. What were they doing? She couldn’t believe what she were seeing. 

Cocks. Hundreds of cocks, slowing poking their ways out from the creatures’ once smooth crotches. Did the creatures had some kind of genital slits? The red pointed appendages kept getting longer and thicker. Veins popped from the surface. The growth continued until it rested right above each murloc’s chest area. Soon the flesh right beneath the rods swelled, forming a pair circular orbs that quickly drooped downwards. It didn’t take much to guess what it was. The testicles were equally quite sizable as well compared to their body, expanding to the size of their hands. How were such monstrous things stashed inside these pesky little vermin? 

What happened next sickened Spinel more. The murlocs gurgled as some of them started rubbing their hands on their huge mast. Others followed, muttering obscene moaning, some closing their eyes, others moving their waists, humping in mid-air. They were masturbating in front of her!

And she was nude—which meant that they could see every part of her body. Spinel had a body that both men and women envied for. Her breasts were just the right size for groping, each as big as her face. Her plump bubble butt with their perfect round shapes stood out even while she was wearing her pants. Her belly had some plump fat that was pleasing to touch, but overall her body was well balanced between ample strong muscles and soft attractive flesh. 

And With her arms raised and legs slightly spread open, there was no way to hide her innermost depths. Her armpit was fully revealed, the white curly hair clearly visible. The murlocs didn’t mind the male genitalia she had on between her legs. They didn’t look away in disgust. Some were even smiling deviously. 

She suddenly felt embarrassed. Till now she assumed that the murlocs would kill her by offering as a sacrifice via whatever strange ritual the savage monsters had. But what if they had something other in mind? Like proudly jutting their members despite—or perhaps because of—her presence. 

Was she going to be raped? She knew some monsters delighted in forcing their captives to satisfy their lustful nature. Gnolls, quillboars, feral worgens…but murlocs? She had never heard murlocs abusing their prisoners in any kind of sexual way. But the way this group of murlocs were keep looking at her with a very malicious grin on their faces or sensuously licking their lips seemed more menacing than their usual bloodthirsty murderous nature they were known for.

And she was being affected by their lustful demeanor. It was hard not to. Seeing so many of them panting and moaning, lost in their own pleasures as they incessantly stimulated their maleness, made Spinel feel strange. And the smell! She coughed a bit. A smell of very horny murlocs that were about to cum. And they did. Soon the murlocs came by one by one, their perverse seeds staining the earth they stood in. 

The smell of cum was strong. Powerful. Extremely potent and virile. Spinel had smelt a fair degree of male cum during her life, including her own. She was a dickgirl, after all. But this was nothing like she had ever smelt (or tasted). The combined musk so thick and strong, it made her eyes roll a bit as her nose registered it. The smell had a strong physical presence; it felt like cum was directly being poured onto her nose and mouth. Her tongue could somehow taste the salty and somewhat bitter and sticky taste. And how long the monsters ejaculated! They were definitely not few spurts. Their cocks were still hard after several loads. Thick strands kept flowing out, adding to the dense stench. 

Her whole body was flustered. A heat that was definitely not due to the sweltering moisty air enveloping the area was building inside her. Her larger-than-average sized breasts now free from her bra sagged even more, her nipples becoming extra sensitive. Even her areola colored darker due to the growing lust. The very air coming into contact with her breasts caressed them.

Down on her crotch it was even worse. Until now, her male genitalia had remained in a modest half-flaccid size along with her testicles. But as the strong smell of male potency enveloped her, her cock and balls responded in their usual fashion. Her balls drooped downwards while her cock moved upwards, standing proudly on its own.

“Ngh…” Spinel moaned. She couldn’t move her legs and arms. And that was becoming increasingly problematic as her cock reached its full height, coming right beneath her bellybutton. The murlocs who were watching chuckled at the sight. The red scales on her face could not hide the blush she was having.

Was the murloc cum affecting her like some kind of aphrodisiac? The heat inside her was developing into a burning desire that longed to be sated. Just a while ago Spinel was disgusted with murlocs humping in mid-air. Now she was almost mimicking the movement as her body moved on their own. It was hard not to; her cock and balls were now physically aching. Never before did she feel this horny. The usual murloc scent—their mushy bog-like smell—was now nowhere to be found, replaced with the pungent smell of male cum with a faint tinge of endearing sweetness.

The creatures’ sounds were equally maddening as well. Hundreds of murlocs all panting and shouting. Even the spurting of cums she could hear them all. And soon Spinel was joining in their shouts, grunting and whimpering, begging to be released. From her erect cock constantly dripped pre that was growing thicker every passing moment. 

But without her hands to properly stimulate her member, she couldn’t achieve a proper release. Now she was struggling to break away from the bondage. Try as she might, the magically enchanted bindings wouldn’t budge.

“Fuck…fuck…let me cum…please!” Spinel shouted, her initial shock and embarrassment all gone. 

The murlocs surrounding her approached near. Spinel was both terrified and aroused as the creatures came towards her. It was very clear what they were going to do with her. They didn’t carry their usual weaponries of sharp daggers, pointed spears or crude wooden clubs. Instead they were all grinning with cocks still erect and occasionally shooting out their loads.

Her expression changed from a bewilderment to satisfaction. Suddenly murlocs didn’t look that disgusting. They were looking very sexy with their huge cocks and balls swinging below them. 

As the creatures finally came right next to her, Spinel could only pant heavily, ashamed that some part of her were wishing that they would perhaps pleasure her. They didn’t disappoint. Immediately they started groping and massaging her needy body. With three stubby fingers ending in small round pads, the monsters did not hurt her body in any way, but only gently slid across her flesh leaving slimy substances.

Spinel now couldn’t hold back her moaning as murlocs kept fondling her in a lewd fashion. They knew how to please; her breasts were constantly groped by multiple hands, some playfully rubbing her nipples and even going as far to insert a tip of their finger inside her nipple-slits, making her body buckle in immense waves of pleasure. Some hands kept touching her waist and belly in a soothing way, while others went for the prize down below; her cock was mercilessly stroked, the slimy entrails constantly being reapplied to her crotch area. They even kept touching her full sloshing balls, applying pressure and then releasing it, excellently teasing her.

Her round butt was not spared from the “assault.” A series of playful smacks were soon followed by more forceful touches. Her supple flesh easily gave in. It felt like she was being massaged and petted by several males at once, which was not far from the truth.

Spinel screamed in pleasure when some of the more adventurous murlocs started inserting their hands inside her anus. They were fisting her! The slimes on their body proved to be an effective lubricant as her ass soon relaxed and easily allowed to be penetrated, her inner passage squeezing the arms that went inside. Her fingers and toes curled as she felt her back passage getting stretched out massively. It would probably never revert to its original tightness, now always loose. 

Their arms went surprisingly deep, hitting her prostate in a manner she had never experienced before. With a loud grunt Spinel finally came. She felt her body and mind momentarily go blank as from her swollen balls a massive flow of cum travelled upwards. Her cock bloated in the middle, and then erupted with an unbelievable amount of cum. 

She thrashed madly as she moaned and screamed, shouting gibberish that were not unlike the murloc’s frenzied mrrrgl sounds. The murlocs nearby her was showered with the potent male cum. Spinel’s hip heaved and buckled, moving on its own. The pole she was tied to shook violently. 

From her cock gushed out several thick loads that splattered on the ground and the murlocs. It was so viscous and slimy, clinging to wherever it touched and not easily coming off. And there were lots and lots coming out. Spinel’s cock guzzled out cum as her balls were being rapidly emptied with the forced stimulations she had received by having her ass prodded in its depth. 

The murlocs came again, perhaps encouraged by the draconian’s unashamed ejaculations. Just like Spinel went into heat with their cum, they in turn were affected by her own. While their loads were not as prodigious as that of Spinel, their sheer number was enough to overwhelm Spinel with their hot sizzling cum, their intention very clear as they aimed their cocks towards her.

Spinel’s eyes rolled in bliss as she felt her body blasted with so much hot cum. Some part of her worried that coming into contact with murloc jizz would definitely make her infected with the plague, but that thought was quickly washed away as more cum splattered unto her. Some even went inside her mouth, of which she licked and slurped eagerly, finding the taste very creamy and thick. 

Her worries were correct as her scales started to absorb all the cum that was sprayed unto her. It was seeping into her body, affecting and twisting her very essence. The cum on her skin was to stay, creating a new thin mucous layer right above her body, making sure that her body would always stay wet and slimy, like any proper murloc should be. Her scales started to wrinkle slightly as well, turning into thick amphibian hides in certain parts of her face, arms and legs. The changes were slight, but Spinel definitely felt it. Something was happening to her.

But there was no way she could focus while her cock came every few seconds, shooting out cum and also being showered with cum. Only after several more minutes did her incessant cumming had come to an end. Her engorged cock finally began to recede a bit, and her balls shrunk, no longer about to burst with overflowing cum. 

After so intense pleasure, her body was nearly at its limit. Spinel suddenly felt exhausted all of a sudden. Drowsiness suddenly took of her. Her remaining fears and sexual pleasures vanished as she surrendered to the overpowering drowsiness. 

That didn’t stop the murlocs from keep cumming on her. Still they rubbed their cock and shot out their sticky loads, making sure Spinel’s entire body was thoroughly covered in cum for quite a while. And as her body was kept being drenched, her scale continued to change little by little, more wrinkles appearing on some parts, and overall becoming glossy and shiny. 


Hunger forced Spinel to wake up from her slumber. Her sleep had been riddled with lewd dreams. In her dreams, she was a murloc with a huge slobby body, easily towering over her original form, being 9 feet tall monstrosity. She had eight pair of sagging breasts, each easily surpassing F-cup. Her belly was a huge layer of jiggling flesh. Her body stank a great deal, much to her pleasure. With one sniff a silly grin appeared on her face.

With her huge maw, she was constantly devouring the fish the murlocs were offering her. Each fish she consumed seemed to make her body fatter; her ass would swell slightly, which was already obscenely fat and huge with a wide puckered asshole that could probably accommodate a full grown humanoid. Her breasts and belly followed suit.

Her gigantic rod was constantly drooling cum, forming a large puddle around her, making her body always wet and sticky. She didn’t mind. She loved how her huge balls were constantly churning out more cum for her to enjoy. Now she was always cumming, the act feeling natural as one might breathe.

She felt powerful. Other murlocs surrounded and worshipped her. She was their deity, a broodmother ensuring that there were always more murlocs in the world. They showed their devotion by fucking her, penetrating her slimy body with their cocks. Her entire body had become a giant slime-like body that could be fucked. With a grunt she grinded her cock on the ground. Her huge member was perfectly capable of withstanding the friction. If anything, it only excited further. Spinel growled—made that mrgggl sound—as she came especially hard. 

And then she woke up.

She was panting heavily. The ejaculation in her dream turned out to be happening in real life as well. Apparently the dream she had was enough for a stimulation.

Spinel blushed. Was the dream showing what she would end up as? Being a murloc and getting constantly fucked via her entire body used as some kind of penetrable hole…and yet why the image aroused her? 

“Mmfg…” Spinel whimpered as her cock spurted out more cum. Just like in the dream, the ground around her was covered in cum. Then her eyes shot wide open. The memory of the wild orgy came back. Though she wasn’t fucked, she was certainly abused like a piece of meat for the beasts. Her heart dropped when she saw how some parts of her body bore the marks of the frenzied sex.

Certain parts of her arms and legs had hardened into wrinkled scales, the color noticeably darker shades of green. The rest of her body wasn’t faring much better. As she squirmed, Spinel felt something flowing and dripping from her body. At first she thought she was sweating. But when she saw thick droplets of slime splattering on the ground, she nearly screamed. There was no denying it. She was turning into murloc! And how would she not? She was showered with murloc cum!

The sound she made must’ve alerted other murlocs, for they soon appeared out of nowhere and approached her. When she had just woken up, the whole place—an empty space surrounded by thick reeds and other swamp plants—was empty, but a dozen murlocs or so sprouted from wherever they had been hiding.

Spinel wondered if they were going to cum all over her again. The thought excited and terrified her at the same time. Though she had to admit she was more inclined to the former. The earthly and swampy scent of murlocs again made her aroused as she felt her cock rising from her crotch. Her balls tingled as it started to fill with cum.

But this time there was a different smell wafting in the air. And it made Spinel’s mouth salivate.

Food. The smell of raw fishes hit her hard. The murlocs came nearer and nearer, each holding one or two fishes on their webbed hands. They dropped them on the floor.

Spinel silently stared in shock as she saw the fishes. They were not normal. On their face three eyes glowed with a baleful red light. From their mouth protruded several tentacles that kept squirming despite the fact that the fishes were no longer alive. 

They were definitely influenced by the Old Gods. But corrupted or not, the sight of fishes strongly reminded Spinel that she hadn’t eaten anything since she was first dragged here. How long had she been sleeping? 

“Mrrfgghll…” The murlocs pointed their fingers towards the fish, making chewing sounds. Some brought the fishes close to her face. Spinel winced. Were they telling her to eat the fish? She turned her head. No. She would never willingly present herself to the insidious influence of the Old Gods.

Though with her tied up in the pole and surrounded by murlocs, she had no choice in the matter. What happened next shocked Spinel again. Seeing how she wouldn’t open her mouth and accept the offerings, the murlocs growled. 

But they didn’t threaten her. Instead, as if expecting that she wouldn’t eat the fish, they gathered around the pile of fish with nasty little smiles upon their faces.

“No…wait…” Spinel thought she could guess what was about to happen. Already she could sense that pungent smell of murloc cum filling the air. And indeed, from the creatures’ crotch the red appendage sprang up again. Before she could say anything in protest, they quickly rubbed their penises. Already her body was reacting to the monsters’ strong smell. 

The pile of fishes were soon completely covered with thick sticky murloc cum, steams rising from it. Spinel closed her eyes and gritted her teeth, but it was to no avail. The smell spreading inside her nose and to her depth was affecting her at a fundamental level. Her cock was already fully erect with balls dangling ever low, jiggling with cum. 

The murlocs once again brought the fish to her face. Spinel opened her mouth without thinking. Her tainted body moved on its own. Her very essence had been corrupted, aligning more and more to that of a murloc; she was yet to fully realize the change, but she could instinctively feel the tugging inside her, surrendering more and more to become a beast that she initially loathed.

Spinel opened her mouth. Her tongue rolled out, covered in saliva that was thicker than usual, dripping in more intensity that it once had. Panting heavily, Spinel whimpered. The murlocs understood what she wanted, instantly putting the fish inside her mouth.

The effect was immediate. Spinel instantly gorged on the food that was finally offered. The hunger combined with sexual lust was too much for her to bear. She thought she came a little as she chewed on the fish. It didn’t make sense. Did she just come from eating? But the smell of murloc com and the sticky taste, and the mushy flesh of the corrupted fish were all fantastic. She quickly gulped down several fishes that were handed to her. Again she humped in mid-air, unable to fully rein in her lust.

“More…more!” She shouted, not caring how the murlocs would smirk at her words. Devouring the fish was so satisfying. The electrifying sensation made her cum without her realizing it. She didn’t bother to wipe cum and fish flesh from her mouth. Her cheek bulged as she kept eating more and more. Her belly rumbled, and her face was stained with the leftovers. The depravity excited her further.

That’s when her body started to go through another change. It was just as Spinel had feared initially, though by now she was far too gone to care. The consumed fish inside her was affecting her. 

It was her stomach that showed the first sign of change. Spinel had always been a bit chubby, her belly, ass and breasts being grope-worthy with a layer of soft flesh. But now she was gaining weight in a speed that wasn’t normal at all. With how much fish she had been putting inside her, it swelled and swelled, until her belly rounded out into a large shape like she was at least several months pregnant. 

Her breasts and butt were to follow the rapid expansion. Her chest also swelled to monstrous degree as the pair started to sag downwards, squished against her enlarged belly down below. The nipples and areola spots also expanded as well, the color turning into a darker shade of brown from the pristine pink hue she was known for. 

Her bottom—which was already quite large to begin with, hypnotically swaying as she walked and acting as an eye candy for the onlookers—rapidly gained more mass and swelled sideways, accentuating the thick curves more. It now stood out more from her body, becoming almost as twice the size of her waist in an almost comical proportion, a child-bearing hip at its most extreme.

The rest of her body weren’t exempt from the fattening process. Her arms and legs, once mostly a nice chiseled slab of muscles, lost their statuesque proportions as they were also added with more fatty flesh, making her body soft and malleable. Even her sharp lean face became rounder and softer, her snout shortened losing its sleek lines. 

As her body became fatter, the color of her scales changed, becoming darker green shades like the murloc creatures. The vibrant red color was fading.

Spinel knew something was wrong. The changes were starting to take a toll on her. Unlike others, she didn’t transform right into a murloc. But she sure was becoming one. Besides some part of her scales hardened and wrinkled like murloc skins and her body physique and color changing, the way she was reacting to the creatures’ smell and fluids was a sure sign that her very essence was being corrupted and resonating more with the amphibian monster than her original draconic soul.

Yet she was powerless to do anything. Right now she continued to ravenously wolfing down the fish that the murlocs were keep feeding her. She must’ve eaten more than hundreds of fish by now. It just didn’t make sense. How could her body take so much? 

Even as such thoughts went inside Spinel’s head, she was behaving quite differently. Her cheeks bulged out like a squirrel storing the nuts inside its mouth. She burped loudly and then laughed, before realizing what she was doing. 

“Mmhjp…” Her dreamy expression was a sure sign how her body, contrary to her alarmed inner self, was reacting to the changes. No matter how hard she was trying to deny it—and she wasn’t doing much anyway to resist anyway—she was becoming more in common with the monsters surrounding her, and was less and less disturbed about the changes.

Indeed, as Spinel caught a new stronger scent, her eyes widened. Whoever it was, this murloc was definitely an alpha lording over others.

And she was right. With stomping sounds he appeared, a male murloc who was way bigger than others. His height almost matched that of Spinel, with large fins sprouting from his head and on his back, which looked regal and manly to Spinel’s eyes.

And he was big on other aspects as well. Spinel whistled as she took a look at the creature’s crotch. His veiny cock that stood at full mast was almost reaching up to its broad chest, the tip wet with pre already seeping out from the insides. His balls were equally marvelous as well, drooping so low that the pair of orbs dragged along the ground, his legs spread apart to make room. As he walked the massive balls slapped against his muscled thighs, which he didn’t seem to mind. She heard the sloshing sound of something moving inside his balls, along with a thick penetrating smell of musky male cum as the giant murloc came nearer and nearer. 

“No…” Spinel felt her body—especially her cock—giving way to the powerful smell. From her urethra her cum flowed out like a urine. It was not forceful series of ejaculations but rather a steady flow that lasted more than half a minute. The intoxicating smell was affecting her body in an unprecedented level. Just the smell was enough to make her cum!

Spinel moaned in a mixture of terror and arousal as the murloc stood in front of her. Her body still twitched, and her cock occasionally shot out cum and continued to stain the ground with her seed. Upon seeing her face, the murloc grinned, showing its wide mouth filled with numerous sharp teeth.

Much to her surprise, he kissed her

“Ummfg?!” Spinel shouted in surprise. She wanted to say something, but was quickly subdued as the huge murloc hugged her tightly. He was…gentle? Though his arms secured her in place, he didn’t apply any extra strength to hurt her. She was at the mercy of the beast, but at least he knew how to control his grip.

Still, he would not completely abandon his more bestial side. The kiss soon turned into a slobbery entanglement of mouths and tongues that was forced by one to another. And it was obvious which one was in control. The murloc’s long and dexterous tongue freely moved around Spinel’s mouth, leaving slimy entrails everywhere it went. Strangely Spinel found the taste and the sticky texture not bad for her liking. She found herself easily swallowing the substance without much problem. And like the corrupted fish, the slimy saliva felt good and fulfilling. 

Her response grossed her for a moment, but as the murloc pushed his tongue deeper, the pleasurable sensation of her mouth getting filled allowed Spinel to be more cooperative. The large murloc growled almost softly as if he was satisfied. Spinel responded in kind by her own moaning, which was now sounding a lot more like murloc mrggl sounds.

Inside Spinel’s mouth, the murloc’s tongue coiled Spinel’s own like a snake strangling its prey. But the movements were definitely mutual. Spinel relaxed, allowing the beast’s tongue to grasp her own more fully. Her mouth was soaked with the thick saliva. One was her own, the other the beast’s. Both were equally arousing, making Spinel’s body shiver. 

The murloc’s tongue explored to the depths of Spinel’s mouth. He was evidently a very skilled and amorous kisser, not neglecting every parts, making Spinel surrender more and more to his maneuver. And he wasn’t just doing it with her mouth. His hands that once grabbed her arms became confident and started to go for more. One hand groped her breasts, squeezing her nipples and massaging the plump breasts. He continuously brushed his hands over her breasts, cupping them and letting them gently fall. 

As the beast tugged Spinel’s own tongue, it began to be affected, growing longer and thicker, the saliva drooling out becoming extra thick as well. Spinel felt the changes happening, but was powerless to stop it. Her tongue willingly grasped the beasts, tangling and coiling, enjoying the tug-of-war that was happening inside her mouth.

Meanwhile his other hands roamed downwards, fondling her plump balls, sometimes squeezing it with extra strength to make Spinel growl in a lustful manner. He knew how not to hurt her orbs. Then his hands moved up a bit, rubbing her erect cock and not afraid to get his hand sticky with Spinel’s cum. 

“Mffh…mrghhj?!” Spinel exclaimed as for the second time the murloc did something she hadn’t expected. Already he and Spinel was in a tight embrace, but he took it even further as he approached closer, his cock squishing against her own.

This time the murloc began to grind his maleness into Spinel’s. She tried to say something, but couldn’t find any. Her labored breathing grew quicker and her body shivered, the only implications that she was feeling unimaginable pleasure. The two cocks came into full contact, causing pleasurable frictions and sending jolt of pleasures on both. 

Spinel never would’ve thought that her cock being rubbed against other penis would feel this good. The murloc’s penis felt soft and tenderly, and it almost enveloped hers with its huge size. Her cock felt like it was partially encased in a very soft and tight onahole. The sensations were truly electrifying. 

The two cocks spurted cum in unison, one cum mixing with another. Both Spinel’s and the murloc’s crotch were splattered with the mixed cum. With the two bodies squished together, there was no way to avoid getting wet from each other’s cum. 

Spinel again felt the changes taking place. This time it was more noticeable as she felt her body and mind both becoming “slimy” in a way. Her insides gurgled as if her huge expanded body was filled with gooey slimes and fat. The male’s pervasive stench never dulled, constantly remaining as a reminder that her body was constantly craving and responding to a murloc’s body odor. Adding to that smell was her own stench, which also stank. Both were different kinds of foulness.

As Spinel’s mouth admitted more of the murloc’s seemingly endless long and thick tongue, her mouth kept broadening to the sides, until with a loud cracking sound it spread open way wider than it should’ve been normally possible. For a briefest moment Spinel felt lie her jaw as being dislocated, but the sensation quickly dissipated as her mouth adapted to the change, the crack spreading to the sides without hurting her much.

“mrrfgh?!” Spinel still couldn’t say anything, but she could feel her mouth becoming a lot larger. And that was actually what was happening at the moment. Her mouth stretched to the sides, the shape forever gaped and ruined. Sharp small teeth soon sprouted from the empty gum, making her face more akin to a murloc with its wide mouth. 

These changes at least brought her to some of her senses. She was becoming hideous. She wanted to cry. First her pristine skin, now her beautiful face twisting into the monstrosity that was currently molesting her. But the changes wouldn’t stop. Something was happening to her tail now. She could feel its movement being slowed. Her tail was actually decreasing in its length, the long and lean reptilian tail retreating into her butt until just a short stub remained poking out from her behind like a tail of a deer, webbed flesh growing on the sides. It was almost identical to the short tail attached to the huge murloc’s behind.

Just when Spinel thought the changes couldn’t get any worse, she felt several itchy sensations on her back. At first she thought her back were producing more slime. But the feeling didn’t go away. The murloc grinned as he saw the changes happening. On the draconian’s back, the bumps appeared on regular intervals, which soon mushroomed into tumor-like growths. 

By now Spinel could feel something growing on her back. Her flesh was coalescing to add mass to the growth, hardening into thin spike-like shapes that went up. “Mrffgh!!!” Spinel shouted in perfect murloc sounds as the male murloc grabbed her back-growths. Whatever they were, they were definitely extensions of her body. She could feel the murloc’s hands groping her…fins! Yes, they had to be her fins. What else could they be? Murlocs all had them on their backs and on top of their head. The ugly protrusions, covered in slime and all kinds of various wet and sticky oozes that Spinel didn’t feel the need to know in detail, used to make her sick just by looking at it.

And now that abominable extensions was attached to her back as part of her own body. She could even feel something oozing from the tips.

Again she would’ve fell to despair…but that didn’t happen. Instead, only pleasures and more pleasures incessantly poured unto her. Her body becoming uglier and more murloc-like felt amazing. 

The two continued to be held tight against each other. Each could feel the other’s body being squished against his or her own body. Their bodies were stained with a mixture of cum, slime, and ooze. 

Then the murloc left her as suddenly as he came and kissed her. Spinel wanted to say something, her aroused body and mind desiring more. But she felt tiredness overtaking her. Maybe the fish she ate was drugged, otherwise she wouldn’t feel this drowsy and lethargic. Again covered in cum, Spinel lost consciousness.

And again the dream she had reflected her twisted body and lust. Like before, she was a huge creature with giant body physique like some sort of a fertility goddess. She looked exactly like a murloc with fins coming out of her head and on her back. Her flattened face had a wide mouth that was grinning, revealing many sharp teeth. Even her hands and legs were just like murloc limbs, having either three webbed fingers or toes on each, slimy with the gunk oozing out from her skin, making them perpetually wet and sticky.

Hundreds, perhaps thousands of murlocs were surrounding her. They were all prostrated before her showing respect to their powerful goddess. On front of her was a huge pile of cum-covered fish that were offered to her. Yes, she was a murloc goddess. Pride and power filled her body.

Something else was filling her body as well. Her body felt so bloated, and it was not just because her hands kept scooping up the fish and devoured them. 

Eggs. Just like the numerous creatures around her, there were so many of them, all inside her body. Almost every part of her body was filled with them. Her huge floppy breasts, each huge enough to completely block her view down if she looked, with deep-slit nipples that were almost like vaginas, vastly inflated stomach, and fat plump ass all contained massive amount of eggs visible through her semi-transparent skin. Even her balls were heavy with eggs, the weight holding them down to the ground. Her body now was more like huge squashy jellies that could be poked in almost every directions. 

Spinel laughed in almost delirious fashion as she shoved her entire arm into one of her breast. With a squishing sound it went in. She felt no pain, but immense pleasures of having her breasts acting like malleable holes that could be penetrated with ease. Instantly her arm were enveloped in thick goo that tightened around it, amplifying the sexual arousal she was feeling even more.

Her cock twitched madly in anticipation. Now she couldn’t hold back. Her both hands relentlessly groped and penetrated her entire body. This was so wrong, and yet it felt so right to be “fucked” in this bizarre fashion. Her heart beating translated into intense vibrations that shook her whole body and mind, resonating and amplifying inside her. Her eyes rolled upwards, her mouth opened in a silly expression, long, thick and slimy tongue rolling out. 

Words would fail to describe the exhilarating sensation. In her dream Spinel ejaculated in a thunderous degree, her head momentarily whitening out everything except sheer, raw, and unadulterated pleasure. Only her heavily mutated and corrupted body and mind could withstand the intense act. 

Her ejaculation was truly otherworldly. Even before she came, she could sense something big and powerful was coming up. Her balls tensed almost achingly, the huge orbs being swollen to extreme degree with veins popping out on the surface. From her cock leaked copious amount of pre that could be almost mistaken for cum with how whitish thick it was. 

There were other signs that pointed to her big load that was about to erupt. Her breathing grew more labored. Sweats rolled on her face and body, along with gooey slime that was now almost acting like another body fluid she secreted. Her vision grew dim, perhaps in an effort to redirect her energy into this huge orgasmic bliss that was about to happen.

And then she came. It was not just her cum shooting out from her cock, but more like an explosion that covered the nearby area. Every murloc in the vicinity with showered with falling cum that was ejected from her enormous cock. Her cock twitched and spasmed madly, aided by her huge quivering balls to cum in a successive fashion. Spinel made a fully mrrgggling sound, which was repeated by the murlocs basking in her glorious male essence, empowering them with her pure energy. 

There were something else that her body was letting out. All the eggs that had been stored inside her were slithering out as she came. Most of them came out through her urethra as she hosed down the surrounding with her cum, the sticky goo acting as a soft buffer to have the eggs safely land on them. Some came through her huge gaping nipples and anus as well. Her entire body had become a storage for conduit for eggs, her whole purpose being nothing else than a broodmother, to produce eggs and more eggs, and then lay them altogether. Forever she would do that. And the thought only served to excite her.

And Spinel found that extremely satisfying to her liking. The whole sensation she was feeling in her dream was intense. Her cock in her asleep state was wholly erect, occasionally shooting out cock and splattering her body with cum. 

This time, she didn’t know how she awoke. But she was caught by a sudden sadness. It was not because she had turned into a murloc. Her body wasn’t huge enough. There weren’t any eggs filling all the fat slobby parts of her body. Her holes weren’t continuously laying eggs. There weren’t hundreds of murlocs surrounding her, willingly offering themselves to be soaked with her cum to worship her. She felt so powerless. 

“No…mrrghl….why no eggs…” Something…something was wrong. Did she just make murloc calls? That abominable phlegm-filled sound, fit for a dirty worthless beast that deserved to be exterminated?

But wait…her hands and legs were no longer tied to the pole! Now was her chance. She could at least try to contact the League of Explorers and have the healers come and purify her corrupted body.

But her body didn’t heed to her commands. Why would she want that, especially when her body felt so good? For a while she just stood there, unable to make a decision. Even as she looked down and was hit with a piercing realization what she had just done, her body was doing its own job based on her instincts. Her hands were already roaming down to her crotch, which was anticipating what was to come with her cock growing longer and thicker, balls slightly tensing and expanding like they were living creatures trying to breathe.

“Mrghll…” Again, the murloc-like sound came out so naturally from her widened mouth, filled with slimy saliva that was constantly being produced from her insides. Her hands didn’t hesitate to pleasure her sensitive spots—though by now almost every part of her body functioned as an erogenous zone for her. Just going over her pudgy belly sent shivers down on her spine, making her cock wiggle a bit. 

Already pre formed at the tip of her cock, steadily flowing from the hole. The strong smell made Spinel giddy with excitement, urging her to fondle her body in a more assertive fashion. With one hand she cupped her plump balls, which were now quite swollen. Each orb was inflated enough to not to be properly held down in her palm. So she resorted to keep grabbing them with her single hand, doing best to apply just the right amount of pressure. Each time she did so, a partially sticky whitish liquid leaked from her cock, followed by a series of her own exhilarated panting.

Soon her hand moved to her cock, which was also so huge and thick that it would require some effort to pleasure it. Luckily her changed body was perfectly suited to the task, now endlessly producing a steady supply of ooze acting like a second layer of her scales. 

“Mrfg…mrgghl! Nrghhll!” A bursts of moans came out of her mouth as she felt her cock being smeared with her own products. Again she felt like her cock was being partially enclosed by a very tight and yet malleable flesh passage. No hole of male or female could feel this good. She felt the now familiar motion of her hips and waists gyrating in an obscene fashion, her massive balls and cocks flailing wildly.

They had definitely grown since last time. Now her cock could almost touch her bellybutton. Her lower belly was almost permanently stained with cum and pre, creating a distinctive smell that kept Spinel horny. Just when some clarity returned and she was appalled at what was happening to her, a whiff of her body odor down there was enough to make her fall to her own clouds of lust that was building around her.

Speaking of which, her body in general was growing to become more stinky every passing moment. All kinds of “bouquet” flourished and lingered around her. The hot and humid air of the bog around her was worsening her stench as well. 

Spinel was unfazed by all this, actually. Her changing smell only served to excite her further. Without showing any signs of disgust, she raised one of her arms, revealing a very hairy and wet armpit. Once she would’ve found the smell nauseating, an almost fermented kind of smell mixed with cum, sweat, and muddy slime secreted from her transformed body, but now it was like an aphrodisiac. With a silly expression on her face, Spinel buried her head in the armpit.

She gagged. Tears almost formed on her eyes. Yet it was not sadness nor disgust that she felt. Rather, she was surrounded by a euphoric feeling as her nose gradually got used to the exceedingly salty marshy smell emanating from her pit. The smell drove her wild. She was determined to enjoy her body thoroughly.

She resumed her fondling. Her cock became slightly taller and thicker, ever growing more to properly reflect her perverted psyche. Her hand firmly grabbed her thick log. Just the mere touch of her slimy hand made her veiny cock cum, thick strands shooting out.

Her other hands touched her expanded breasts, playfully moving them up and down. Her fingers touched her widened areola and nipple-slits, applying enough pressure to make them sink inwards a bit, only to be bounce back.

But just touching her body wasn’t enough. Her holes were physically aching to be filled. Preferably something thick and long, like that hunky murloc’s cock. Why did he live just after frotting with her? And where was he now? Spinel instinctively raised her voice to make another murloc call, her body naturally giving out a mating call, but there were no response. Some murlocs, smaller than the male who had rubbed his cock with hers, appeared. But they were not enough. They could pleasure her by groping her…but her hands were doing that already.

Once she realized the need, it was impossible to ignore. Moaning and whimpering, Spinel now dropped her remaining inhibitions. Her own stench was urging her to fully give in to the unimaginable pleasure. Others would never be able to understand this. Only by having one’s essence corrupted like her, his or her body and mind becoming more and more like murloc, could fully feel what it meant to experience unending and undulling self-sustained lust.

Spinel’s hands plunged into her awaiting holes. On her breasts, her fingers in two or three prodded in as a preparation for what to come. Even that made Spinel make a silly lustful expression as her tongues rolled out and her cock spurted another dose of cum. Her body was so saturated with slime that it was almost being turned into half-slimy body that could be adjusted and molded like a gooey blob.

And that’s what she immediately did upon finding out. First it was her fingers. Then whole fist entered her nipple-slits as they stretched impossibly wide. There was no pain, but only powerful ecstasy as her chest passages became permanently wide open, a long passage way being formed as her hand kept shoving in. 

“Fuck…fuck!” Spinel shouted as the pleasure was too much to handle. Now it was her arm that was being delved into her chest, almost to the half point between her hand and her elbow. And one her own of the breast was penetrated, she took it out with a large plop, turning the soft fleshes around her nipples inside out a bit as to make them extra sensitive and puckered. Her chest-hole was now to become more easily accessible.

Her other breast went the same process, the space growing larger while still retaining the original tightness around the insertion that was being made. Meanwhile her other hand wasn’t being idle. Her other holes demanded attention. So without delay Spinel also shoved her hand into her anus. Her slimy appendage and her lubricated hole made the penetration process smooth. A foreplay wasn’t necessary. Her fist slid right unto her awaiting anus.

Her holes—both top and bottom—were being filled. Spinel thought she was nearly going to lose her mind with the intense sensations. Since her changed body was more than sufficient to fully revel in the orgasmic pleasures she was to receive. 

And like her nipple-slits, her anus adjusted to the size of her arm being repeatedly moving in and out, the back passage becoming more spacious. The ring of flesh surrounding her anus deepened and spread more as her hole gaped more and more, making her backdoor more pronounced. It even protruded a bit outwards, the inner flesh exposed. A slight breeze would make her body shiver as it touched her wrinkly flesh around her nipple-slits and anus.

Spinel now closed her eyes, feeling some kind of energy enveloping her. Her essence was being irrevocably corrupted. She could sense it. She was definitely crossing a line that she could never come back. 

And she was loving it. The voice telling her to stop faded away. Spinel almost willed the changes to happen further. How could she go back now, anyway? The magical energy that had first infected her was reacting to her further downfall. The more she accepted her mutated body, the more powerful it became. On her crotch the energy began to accumulate. 

Spinel gasped. Something was happening, and she was loving it. It felt like her cock and balls were being massaged by dozens of invisible hands. Her own hands increased in pace as she kept fisting her holes. Unto her male genitals raw energy began to flow in. Her cock was being tugged upwards, becoming taller and thicker as it was added with more mass in tune with its growth. With each mighty thrust in the air with her lower body, her cock grew longer, surpassing her navel and coming right underneath her sagged breasts. And then it actually squished unto her breasts. More veins popped unto cock’s surface, making it look more grotesque.

Whereas her cock moved upwards, her balls went in the opposite direction. Her legs moved sideways as her testicles rapidly gained mass and had to make a room for them. Like a balloon being pumped full of air, her balls expanded flopped downwards, passing below her knees and eventually touching the ground. Her scrotums kept stretching downwards; they would now stay as that way, always being dragged on the ground. But With a thwamp her balls hit the ground, but it didn’t hurt at all. 

Actually, the pressure made her cock to cum again, shooting a series of load that came to her face now. With how huge her balls were, drooping on the ground, she would now have to walk in a more awkward fashion; but who cared as long as it felt so good? She shook her legs, making sure her balls kept being scrubbed on the ground. The soft muddy soil was acting like a masseur skillfully handling her orbs.

Her crotch was truly monstrous now, the size of her cock and balls well beyond the level of being well-endowed. They probably matched the huge murloc she had met earlier. Why wasn’t he still coming?

It seemed she had to satisfy her own urges alone for now. Soon a new idea begin to form inside her head. Spinel longingly gazed her huge cock, which was touching her breasts and liberally applying a steady stream of cum to her chest. With how large her cock had become, her urethra was quite wide open as well, perhaps big enough to insert one or two of her fingers.

What if she wanted to push in more?

Spinel licked her lips. The thought suddenly seemed appealing. Actually, it looked very logical. Her other holes were agape from her fisting; why not do the same to her remaining untouched hole as well?

God, it would feel so tight… One of her hands were already rubbing the tip of her cock, the fingers prodding the gap. Cum continuously flowed out, wetting her fingers and making them slick enough to slide right in.  

First went in two fingers. Spinel groaned from the sensation. Then more went in. Three, four, and a whole fist. Her fingers easily spread open the inside of her cock, which by now was not much different from the rest of her body, the fleshy walls easily bending to her will. The top part of her cock bulged with the shape of her round fist, which moved downwards as she plunged her arm deep into the depths of her cock. Now there was nothing to stop her. She flailed her arms as hard as she could, touching the inner walls and pushing them outwards. She didn’t care her penis looking more like a bloated meat rod.

The flaring sensation hammering down her head was anything but agony. She was spreading open her urethra, making it permanently gaping like her nipple-slits and anus. And her cock actually grew more to make room. It grew incredibly fat like a hefty log. Cum exploding from her balls passed through her hands, still erupting like it once used to. 

When she thought she had enlarged her urethra enough, Spinel took her arms out, which went out with a loud plopping sound. Though her cock passage was wide now, the flesh inside was still tight, tugging to her hands for extra pleasures. Her cock developed a hole that could be penetrated with ease and brought her more pleasure.

The whole process left the changed draconian incredibly horny…and hungry. When she gazed down at the gathered murlocs while still absently fingering her holes or touching her body, some of them withdrew, understanding what she desired. 

Soon they reappeared with something on their hands. Spinel grinned. Already her nose could smell what they were carrying. Fishes—some rotten, some extra slimy, some putrefied and bubbling with liquid. Spinel no longer cared. The important thing was that she could use the fish to satisfy her hunger as well as her lust, for in her mind a perverted thought had formed.

With just two arms, it was impossible to satisfy her urges all at once. And there was a new craving that she had to fulfil as well. But there was a solution to these issues. Once the murlocs had brought her a sizable pile of fish in front of her, Spinel scooped a handful of them and wolfed it down. The taste felt exquisite, so juicy and full of flesh. Her sharp teeth could crunch the bones as well. No feast could ever provide her with so fine taste.  

But it was not enough. Soon she grabbed another pile. This time she guided them to her breasts, pushing them into one of her nipple-slits.

The feelings were just as she had anticipated. The fishes went in her nipples, being mushed together and turning into a goop, absorbed into her body. The other slit was soon filled as Spinel’s hands busily supplied her chest with the fish. It felt like her nipples were getting fucked with two cocks. While it couldn’t beat the real one, still, it was nice to have her holes filled.

Her holes down there wouldn’t miss the fun, too. To her puffy anus dozens of fish went it. Spinel shoved it as deep as she could. Her urethra would have to be plugged once again; she didn’t widen it for nothing. So into her cock the fish went it, submerged inside the sticky and slimy inside, gradually disintegrating and further corrupting the draconian’s body and mind. 

The fish inside her holes top and bottom merged together under the pressure, creating a semi-solidified mush that acted like dildos penetrating her insides. The sheer depravity of the whole situation almost made her lose her mind.

She perhaps did, in a way, trapped in a mutated body, fat and slobby. And with how deprived her body had become, her mind was to follow, fully accepting what she had become. The dark energy flowed more unto her as she pushed the fish into her.

From the draconian’s face, her long luxurious white hair—one of the few remaining features indicating that she was once something else than a monster she had become—began to fall. And that was not the only change happening. Her face as a whole rounded out as a large circle shape, her snout retracing back to her face, followed by her horns. Even her ears were being reabsorbed into her smooth face. Her nose flattened like a pig’s nose, then remaining only as two small pinpoint holes. 

Her lower jaw jutted outwards, making her sharp teeth always visible. Some of her teeth grew rapidly in size and length until they became like upwards tusks. With such changes her face looked more bestial and monstrous.

Spinel could feel the changes. There was no need to see herself in the mirror. Her entire body felt wild and barbaric. And it was turning on her so much. No longer would she have to care about personal hygiene or etiquettes. It was liberating in a way, actually. With her body constantly dripping slime and goo, and with how huge her cock and balls had gotten, one constantly spurting and the other filling, it was impossible to have even a semblance of self-control. And that felt euphoric.

If she was hungry, she would eat. If she felt horny, then she would masturbate, or find a mate to have sex with. She was more of a murloc now, a monster who cared none of social restraints that she had carefully adhered to in the past. 

Speaking of mate, Spinel sniffed, her cock shooting out cum so naturally. It was him. She remembered the smell: so virile and earthy, a hefty male matching her size and libido—or rather, it was she who had become a matching pair for him.

From the distance he came close to her, his crotch as enormous as ever: cock coming almost to his chest, and balls dragging on the ground, sloshing with murloc cum. The male gurgled, and Spinel responded making the same mrgggl sound. He sounded so lovely.

And so she had to repay in kind to this amorous lover. Spinel turned back and fell naturally on all fours, presenting her eye-watering huge ass and wiggling as best as she could. She raised her short stubby tail as best as she could, exposing her wrinkly dirty anus still dripping with fish leftovers.

Neither of the two cared. No foreplay was necessary. With a grunt the male positioned on top of her, his thick hands grabbing her fat waist for securing himself. He prodded his huge member alongside her anus, making her moan. Then he plunged it right inside her.

There was no need to hold back. Her grown body was more than adequate to accept the male’s penetrating rod with ease. And this was what she had been waiting for. He wasn’t gentle, and she loved him for it. He started out fast, immediately burying his shaft all the way to the root. His balls slapped at her plump ass he continued his frenzied thrusting. Despite her huge body size, Spinel’s lower belly bulged quite a bit with how deep his cock inside her.

And as the male moved inside her, Spinel screamed at the top of her lung. The murloc relentlessly pounded her ass, hitting her prostate without much difficulty. From Spinel’s huge cock flowed cum like she was taking an extended piss. A puddle formed on the ground, consisting entirely of her viscous cum. 

Spinel was unable to do anything except to let her mate do whatever he wanted to do with her. There was nothing else on her mind other than being fucked raw. Her anal passage tightly squeezed around the male cock, causing numerable frictions that she found incredibly pleasant. Her eyes rolled upwards, and her tongue rolled out like a bitch in heat. She growled and roared like an animal.

The savage fucking was to trigger another kind of transformation. While she was penetrated in the ass kept cumming like a broken faucet, her fingers and toes started to merge together. They didn’t combine all into one, but to three digits on each of her hands and feet. In the process her once pristine digits, long and lithe, mutated into stocky shapes that would render sophiscated movements more difficult. 

Especially more so once the parts between her fingers and toes grew extra thin flesh, essentially making them webbed. 

Spinel didn’t mind. Why would one need to do fancy stuff with one’s hand when getting fucked by the ass gave her most satisfaction? All that she needed to grab with her hands were mostly fish or male cock.

Her twisted mind reflected more and more of her body. With a crack her back suddenly shifted from a straight position to a hunched one. Now she would walk with her face jutting forward with a stooped posture. No longer she looked like a proud draconian, but a lowly murloc almost crawling with hands and feet, her face positioned lower than her back.

The male panted heavily. His hot breathing Spinel could feel on top of her. It was getting close. His movement grew a lost faster. Then it came. With one especially forceful thrust, the murloc buried his shaft deep inside her. Soon a torrent of cum exploded her. In an instant her belly ballooned out like she was in the last stage of her pregnancy and could expect to deliver a child any moment. Then the murloc came again, and this time the draconian’s stomach further expanded outwards, doubling in size. 

“Mrfghlll…” As the murloc withdrew his cock, cum came out from her ravaged anus like a waterfall. Spinel didn’t care. She was a murloc. A murloc broodmother, a goddess deserving to be worshipped and bred. There was no way she could go back even if it was possible to do so. 


Time no longer mattered for her. Sun rose and fall, but she didn’t bother to notice the flow of time. What mattered for her was that her dreams were turning into a reality. She was now actually close to 9 feet tall. Her body grew slimier every day, until she found her flesh enveloping her fingers like a jelly if pressed hard enough. 

And though her entire body wasn’t filled with eggs, her balls at least were. On the surface of her testicles, round shapes kept moving, which made gurgling sounds. 

And it was time to let them out. Surrounding her were hundreds and hundreds of murlocs, including the giant male who watched her with a loving gaze. He was her mate, the one who had filled her balls in first place with his fertile seed. 

Spinel huffed and grunted as she rubbed her gigantic cock with her webbed fingers. She moaned and whimpered, her body twitching as she was unable to fully restrain herself. The eggs were moving inside her balls through a wide passage developed by her urethral fisting. The round shapes also appeared on her rod.

With an all too familiar mrrgll sound Spinel came, her erect cock shooting out cum and eggs. Just like in the dream—Spinel felt pride swelling inside her. And that was the last straw that sealed her transformation. As she kept popping out the eggs from her cock, her eyeballs protruded a bit from her eyes, making them more murloc-like. Then there was her pupils taking a vertical slit shapes. She was a complete murloc now, and she loved it. She couldn’t wait to make the rest of her dreams come true. Perhaps next time she could “reward” some of the murlocs by letting them fuck her chest while her mate again fucked her in the ass…or maybe even fucking her urethra as well?

[bookmark: _GoBack]Spinel sighed contently. Now this was happiness. The plague was actually a blessing. 
