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Editor’s Note

Welcome to our most endowed issue yet.

This month, we sit down with a true legend of lusty dungeon delving: Veyla, the Bunny Mage—known for her outrageous magical assets and even more outrageous training methods.

What starts as a simple interview quickly turns into full-blown confession.

Enjoy. We did.

—Dungeon Damsels Editorial Staff

Interview Segment: Veyla the Bunny Mage

DDM: Veyla, you’re practically glowing! What’s your secret to staying so radiant during those long dungeon delves?

Veyla (laughs, her plush bunny ears flicking as she leans forward, letting her cleavage do the talking):
Oh, that’s easy—natural assets, rigorous hands-on training, and a healthy love for deep, sweaty dungeons. While my sister might be blessed in other areas, my breasts are rivaled by none. And I’ve put them to excellent use honing my Lewd Arts all the way to Platinum Tier.

DDM: And despite such impressive proficiency, you still chose the path of a dungeon delver?

Veyla: Of course! There’s nothing better than a bit of spell-slinging to get the blood pumping, then keep it pumping as I straddle a wide-eyed adventurer and milk his mana dry. On their own, both can be rather dull.

DDM: You’re also known for recruiting rather… fresh-faced companions.

Veyla: Well, the adventurer’s guild has all these stuffy little rules—no one under eighteen, something about liability and “untimely mishaps”.
That makes it nearly impossible for bright-eyed youngsters to get real dungeon experience until they’re already pushing thirty. Especially the ones who aren't exactly prodigies.
Meanwhile, all the girls are chasing after sword-swinging legends with wyvern-skin cloaks and bard songs written about their bedposts.
So what happens? All these strapping rookies are left standing around—full of potential, brimming with mana, and not a girlfriend in sight.

DDM: And that’s where you come in?

Veyla: Mm, someone has to help them reach their full potential. And I’ve always had a soft spot for ambitious young adventurers who need a little... hands-on guidance.

DDM: You must get quite the number of volunteers.

Veyla (smirking): Oh, more than enough.
Did you know that seven out of ten adventurers report never having a girlfriend until the age of thirty?

DDM: Yes, that was our magazine’s report—Guildwide Romantic Readiness: A Crisis of Companionship.

Veyla: Silly me—I should have remembered.
In any case, with perfectly healthy urges and a knack for teamwork, I’d be wasting my talents not putting together a party or two. Why bother with mana potions when the guild halls are overflowing with willing, able-bodied sources just waiting to be tapped?

[End of Interview Segment – Dungeon Damsels Magazine]




Chapter 1 - The Gathering

I walked into the adventurer’s guild that afternoon, my heels clicking on the wooden floor. I’d dressed to catch eyes, though really, it was impossible not to. Just the bounce of my heavy breasts with each step turned heads; the skimpy top was just the finishing touch. I did keep my long white gloves on, though. No need to accidentally overstimulate the fresh ones with a touch.

The hall was loud—veterans bragging over ale, newbies scrambling for quests. But I already had a job in mind; I just needed willing participants. And my plan was simple.

I pinned a notice to the board:

“Dungeon-trained mage seeks eager young adventurers for intimate high-mana delves. Must be 18+. High stamina preferred. You know exactly who to find.”

Then I leaned against a pillar, arms crossed just high enough to prop up my chest. It didn’t take long. Naturally, they came running.

First was Liam, a soft-lipped cleric of nineteen whose eyes practically trembled with holiness. His robes were so oversized I half expected him to trip on the hem and fall face-first into my cleavage, which, really, would’ve sped things up.

“You’re Veyla?” he stammered, blushing as he glanced at my chest and clung tighter to the silver figurine in his hands, like it might save him from the sinful thoughts staining his holiness.

“That’s me,” I said, stepping closer. “I hear you’re a cleric, Liam. A well-rounded party always needs someone with your devotion.” I trailed a gloved finger along the edge of his robe, letting it linger over his waist. “Don’t worry—I’m very reliable, and I always take care of my healers.”

Liam gulped. I stepped back slowly, giving him a moment to imagine all the ways I might rejuvenate him between battles, while letting his wide blue eyes drink in the sway of my hips as I turned toward the next candidate.

Dren was impossible to miss—a towering half-orc with shoulders wide enough to block a hallway. His armor was barely above scraps—mismatched pieces strapped together with too-tight leather cords and hand-me-down iron that clinked like someone’s pantry was missing a few pots. It only made him look more endearing, especially when he stiffened as I turned my gaze his way.

His mossy green skin bore the strength of his orcish lineage—his father’s seed clearly dominant in that gene pool—and his long black hair was tied in a warrior’s braid that screamed tribal, trained, and probably virgin.

“I’m Dren,” he said softly. “Saw your notice.”

Maybe he needs some encouragement before we head out? I wondered.

I stepped close and squeezed one of his thick biceps. “You look strong, Dren. I’ll be relying on you.” I tilted my head, my chest brushing against his torso just enough to make his breath catch—and to feel that ripple of tension under his skin as every muscle in his body tried not to respond.

Dren tried not to look at my cleavage, bless him. He simply nodded fast—too fast—and turned his head to the side, the flush climbing his neck giving him away. So sweet.

Then came the last one—Elias, the elf. Slender, graceful, practically gliding across the floor. His silvery hair shimmered in the sunlight streaming through the windows, carefully combed and braided down to his lower back in a way that made me suddenly self-conscious about my own locks. He definitely spent more time on his hair than I did. Hells, I half-wondered if he’d braid mine and call it spiritual bonding.

His green eyes held that signature elven stillness—like he was above all this—but the way they flicked down to my hips? That twitch at the corner of his mouth? He wasn’t as aloof as he pretended to be.

I glanced at the long moonwood bow on his back and smirked. “So this is the famed elven hardwood. Let’s hope it performs just as well under pressure… and inside tight spaces.”

Elias blinked once, his detached façade cracking. “Elven... coupling is a sacred rite of spiritual alignment,” he said carefully, as if trying out the words in front of me. “A ritual of shared resonance and… deeper convergences.”

“Uh huh.” I gave him a once-over. “You’ll be watching my backside all dungeon long. Let’s see how long that sacred composure lasts.”

He stiffened, mouth opening and closing like he had a retort but didn’t quite dare voice it. Not with the heat climbing up his pointed ears.

Now we were four: a curvy, dungeon-trained bunny mage with a dangerously high mana threshold, a blushing cleric already sweating through his layers, a soft-spoken half-orc in armor held together by luck, leather, and an elf desperately pretending he wasn’t imagining me spread over an altar. A perfect team.

As I slung my pack over one shoulder, Dren leaned down to help Liam adjust the straps on his oversized robes.

“Too loose,” he said quietly. “Might snag on something underground.”

Liam blinked, clearly not expecting the help. “Oh—thank you.”

Dren nodded, his hands gentle for someone who looked like he could split boulders just by flexing.

I caught the exchange and smiled to myself as I turned toward the door. Elias stood nearby, face composed, chin high—but the slight tilt of his stance gave him the perfect view of my hips as I walked past. This time he didn’t even pretend not to look.

Outside the guildhall, the sunlight framed me like a saint for their enjoyment. I turned, let the breeze catch my hair just right, and faced my freshly gathered party.

“Well, boys,” I said, grinning, “hope you’re ready. The dungeon ahead is deep, hard, and ready to swallow us whole.”




Chapter 2 - The Dungeon

The dimly lit dungeon was intimate and familiar, the torchlight flickering just enough to make everything feel closer than it was. Rough stone walls, dripping ceilings, the faint hiss of something skittering in the dark. And my three adorable companions—trying very hard not to humiliate themselves.

Elias loosed an arrow that bounced harmlessly off stone and hit absolutely nothing. Dren let out a guttural yell and swung wide at a goblin that had already ducked away. Liam—sweet, trembling Liam—stood frozen at the center of the formation, clutching his staff like a prayer stick.

And me? I adjusted my gloves.

“Flank left! Wait—no, two behind us!” Elias called out, spinning with his bow half-drawn. His next shout cracked an octave higher. “We’re surrounded!”

Dren snarled, “They’re trying to split us up!”

“Oh Radiant One, guide my spirit if we fall…” Liam muttered, eyes darting between shadows, sweat streaking down his cheeks like tears.

“Deep breaths, boys,” I said, voice warm and slow like honey over a flame. “It’s just goblins.”

Dren, for all his strength, had no real concept of battlefield awareness. A fine distraction—terrible at protecting the vulnerable. Another goblin leapt from the shadows—small and shrieking, teeth bared—straight toward our praying cleric.

I flicked two fingers. A quick, quiet arc of magic cut through its chest mid-air. It dropped, twitching and sizzling. Liam was none the wiser.

I let him keep praying.

The barrier I’d cast behind us still shimmered, a dome of pale pink mana sealing off the second chamber and keeping the rear clear. But it was draining me. Fast. I could feel it crawling up my thighs, an ache blooming upward, spiraling hot beneath my skin. Every pulse of energy tugged at my reserves—already dwindling fast because I hadn’t recharged that morning.

And gods, did I need to recharge.

“More coming!” Elias cried out, loosing another arrow into the dark. In his panic, he didn’t notice the goblins crawling across the ceiling above him.

I raised my hand and traced a rune mid-air. Fire bloomed overhead with a hungry hiss. Two goblins dropped with a yelp and a rather unpleasant smell of singed flesh.

My breath hitched—not from fear, but from the pressure building inside me. The longer I kept the barrier up, the hotter my body got. My magic didn’t just burn—it begged. My thighs pressed together with every wave of arousal sparked by each cast. And with each cast, Dren’s bulging, sweaty muscles looked all the more enticing.

I looked at his big hands, tight on the hilt of his sword. I imagined those hands grabbing my hips instead, holding me down as he thrust his thick orcish “sword” deep inside me.

I turned to Elias, watching him loose arrow after arrow from his sturdy moonwood bow, and all I could think of was what else he could pull back and aim at my face. That haughty, flustered focus of his—I imagined it shattering as I swallowed him whole, dragging sweet little gasps from his lips until his legs gave out.

“Ah,” I exhaled softly, lips parting as another pulse of magic rolled through me. My knees buckled slightly as I realized that my robe clung to the wetness between my legs. “Fuck…”

That’s it. We needed a room. And not for strategy.

I turned toward the far wall, where a sealed iron-banded door loomed half-sunken into the stone. I raised my hand and let loose a sharp burst of force magic. The door cracked, then blew inward with a satisfying boom.

“Over here!” I called out, turning on my heel. “Get inside!”

They followed without question—I could only hope they’d follow my next suggestion just as eagerly. I ushered them through one by one: Dren moved fast, eyes scanning for threats, all protective instincts and pounding heart. Elias was right behind him, loosing one last shot before ducking in.

And Liam? Liam stumbled, eyes wide and stunned, and landed face-first between my breasts. I caught him there, pulling him in tighter—snug, safe, buried deep in the softest trap imaginable. The outer barrier shimmered and vanished behind me. I spun to cast a new one over the entrance. Magic bloomed; pink light sealed us in.

I let Liam breathe again, peeling him off my chest—his gasp just barely audible under the goblin snarls still echoing beyond the seal.

Then, silence.

A dead-end. Small. Sealed tight. Magic in the air. Moss on the walls. No escape.

Perfect. My grin might’ve been inappropriate for the situation.




Chapter 3 - The Trap

“We’re trapped!”

“We’re never getting out!”

Poor things. All that panic, none of the perspective.

“Oh, my, looks like we’re in real trouble, hm?” I played along, though I shared none of their panic.

“Well, if these are to be our final hours...” I leaned back against the wall, drawing my skirt aside—slowly, teasingly.

“Might as well enjoy them, don’t you think?” I tilted my head, wink lingering as the fabric parted.

They froze, eyes locked on the spot just below my navel.

I lifted just enough to reveal the pink heaven they’d been craving since the moment they met me. Just above my clit, a neat triangle of hair pointed them home.

Liam’s muttered prayer faltered. Something stiffened beneath his robes.

I licked my lips. That cleric’s cock wasn’t long for virginity.

“Ah, fuck it,” Elias blurted.

And that was all it took—his mask slipped, and hunger took over. He dove forward—straight into my tits. No hesitation. No holding back. Just raw, desperate hunger. His face disappeared between them. Didn’t even bother taking my top off first—just shoved his way in and started nuzzling, licking, moaning, all without a trace of that touted purity.

I didn’t stop him. He noticed.

His boldness bloomed. His fingers trembled as he tugged the white fabric down, but his mouth didn’t hesitate. Tongue first, then teeth.

“Such a good elf,” I purred, letting him suck and lick and rediscover the true meaning of elven ritual.

I looked over—and yes, my other two companions were watching. Blushing hard enough to burst. Dren’s jaw clenched, eyes locked on my chest like he’d fight Elias for a taste.
Liam was frozen, trembling, mouth half open.

I held out my hand. Just a simple, silent welcome.

Dren came to me without a word. The big half-orc let out a low growl as he touched me—his usual hesitation vanishing the moment he felt my skin against his.

Now I had two of them. One at each breast. Worshipping. While Liam prayed. Maybe for courage. Maybe for control. Didn’t matter. Those who held back always made for the most wonderful lovers when they finally gave in.

“That’s it,” I moaned, pressing their faces deeper. “Don’t hold back.”

“I won’t!” Elias gasped—and sank his teeth into my nipple.

“Ohhh, and here I thought the orc would be the aggressive one,” I grinned and slid my hand into his pants. “Mmm. And ready, too,” I teased, stroking him.

“Me too!” Dren barked and bit into the other breast like he was proving something.

I met the challenge gladly. “Oh, certainly.”

I had a cock in each hand now—hot, pulsing, virginal. My fingers wrapped around their lengths with slow, possessive strokes. I didn’t rush. I eased them into the world of pleasure, making sure they didn’t spill too soon. Not before I’d really tasted them.

Dren moaned, barely holding it together, hips jerking at even the lightest touch.

“Well, Liam,” I teased, catching his stare—he couldn’t stop sneaking glances. “Regretting your restraint?”

His hands were shaking now, his knuckles white around the figurine. If he squeezed it any tighter, I feared he might’ve shattered it with all the pent-up frustration.

I knew exactly how to help him.

I slid down the wall, pulling Elias and Dren with me. My thighs parted with a slow, deliberate ease, my soaked pussy catching the shimmer of the pink barrier—wet, open, hungry.

“Look at this mess,” I murmured, parting my lower lips with two fingers and letting my juices flow. “Three young studs, throbbing with vigor, trapped in a room with one needy mage? Of course it aches.” I dragged a finger across my clit, felt it twitch with anticipation. “Won’t you come help me?”

Of course he came to help. They always do. Liam crawled toward me on his hands and knees, eyes locked between my legs, lips slightly open like he was already tasting me. His tongue crept out unconsciously, aching. I could see the thought bloom in both of us at once—him buried between my thighs, licking me thoroughly. He let out a gasp as he breathed me in— the heady, hot smells. His tongue slid forward.

“Ahh—” I moaned the moment his tongue touched me. It only took him a second to completely lose himself. He grabbed my thighs and buried his face between them, eating me like it was his last meal. And I had no intention of letting it be his last.

With my lower lips worshipped, my urge shot to my upper ones.

“Up, you two,” I said, glancing at Elias and Dren. “I want to work with my mouth too.”

The way their eyes lit up—I could tell they’d figured out exactly what I meant. Innocent, yes, but not stupid.
They shot up straight—just like their cocks—and in a heartbeat, I had two hard, twitching shafts right in front of my face, eager for their first taste of a woman’s lips. I gave them a long, slow look, letting my fingers trail up from their thighs.

“Such big, strong cocks,” I whispered to their wonderful dicks as I caressed them gently. I licked my lips, hovering just close enough to tease as I savored the trembling anticipation of their first blowjob. “Which one should I start with?”

“Mine, obviously,” Elias blurted. “It’s at least a whole inch longer.”

“No mine! It’s so much thicker!” Dren argued for his cock.

“Oh, look at you go!” I chuckled. “Just this morning you both could barely look me in the eyes, and now you’re fighting to get into my mouth.” I grinned. “I think I know how to solve this. Ahn~!”

I opened wide, let them see my tongue, and guided both cocks toward my lips.

“Fuck—!” Elias gasped, trembling.

“Oh gods—!” Dren’s hand darted to my head, trying not to thrust too eagerly.

Their hips stuttered the moment they finally felt a woman’s tongue on their poor, neglected cocks. And they weren’t lacking in size, either. I couldn’t fit them both all the way in at once—not fully—but that didn’t stop me from trying. I stroked what didn’t fit with slow, coaxing pumps, while my tongue played between them.

I pulled back with a sloppy gasp, spit glistening across both shafts. “To think all those gold diggers passed up cocks like these,” I said, giving them one last teasing stroke. “Chasing after named swords and wyvern cloaks when the real treasure’s right here.”

I took them one at a time then, burying myself deeper with each suck so that I could enjoy the taste of cock to its full extent—the heat, the weight, the thick, untouched promise of them both.

“And this,” I said between licks, locking eyes with Elias, “is a deepthroat.”

I swallowed him down until my lips kissed his base and his knees nearly gave out.

“F-fuck!” he gasped, both hands flying to my shoulders.

I kept him in my throat and watched him tremble from sensations he never dreamed of feeling. Five… Six… Seven…

“Pthuaaah—Dren, you’re next.” I grabbed his hips and dragged him forward.

He barely managed a breath before I devoured him too, slower, deeper, until his whole body shuddered. The faces that cute brutish orc was making… I couldn’t wait to make his big muscles pour with sweat.

“Make sure you cherish this,” I said after pulling back, breathless as my spit followed the orcish cock out of my mouth. “First deepthroats are sacred.”

“We will! We will!” they blurted together, cocks twitching in my hands.

“Ohhn!?” I moaned louder than I expected when Liam’s tongue hit a particularly pleasant rhythm. I glanced down and saw our cleric working hard. “Keep that up and I’ll make very sure you’re rewarded.”

“Hmm… how about this?” Liam said from between my thighs, and chanted something into my pussy.

A bright pulse of magic flared, and suddenly I was filled—heat and pressure and a rhythmic pulse that made my toes curl.

“Oohhn!?” I nearly lost my balance in surprise. “Don’t tell me… Phantom Cock of the Lewd Arts? Is that what they teach young clerics nowadays?”

“I practiced in my spare time,” he said, peeking up, “hoping to one day impress my future wife.”

For the first time since I met him, I saw pride in his eyes. Not just faith or courage—pride in his own skill. And I felt the skill—in every deep, perfect thrust of that glowing shaft.

“Well, you have certainly impressed me,” I groaned, rocking my hips against the hot magical cock that filled me. “Keep that up, and your future wife will never be unsatisfied.”

“Hey! Don’t ignore us!” Dren and Elias called to attention.

“Sorry, sorry,” I said lovingly and went back to work like any woman proud in her mouth-skills would.

I sucked them harder, deeper, feeling those cocks swell with the promise of delicious semen while I rode Liam’s magic cock like a girl starved. His tongue never left my clit. His spell never slipped. I was on fire.

“Veyla!” Elias gasped—and just as I switched back to Dren, I felt the elf’s cum splash across my cheek in a hot, messy stream.

“Mmmph—!” I groaned as the first surge of mana lit up my body. My pussy clamped wonderfully around Liam’s Phantom Cock. But that was just a tease—my cum-starved body reacting to the first drop of the day. Just getting my face plastered wouldn't cut it. Not when this was a young elf’s first blowjob, and he’d worked so hard to offer me such a gift. It deserved a loving swallow.

I wrapped my lips around Elias’s cock again, taking him deep into my mouth, determined not to let another drop land anywhere but down my throat.

And then Dren lost it too. With a cry, he grabbed my bunny ears, tugging for attention so I had no choice but to take both cocks into my mouth and let them shoot their copious, pent-up loads together, flooding my mouth with so much thick and salty cream that even my experienced throat struggled to keep up.

I swallowed greedily and my body shuddered as the second wave of mana hit, more potent than the first. My body finally got its first real dose of cum for the day, sending hot pulses throughout my hot flesh. I rode Liam’s magical Phantom Cock harder, hips snapping, riding the pleasure of refilling cum. I couldn’t imagine living even a day without this feeling.

“Ahhn—!” I gasped, finally pulling free, breathless and soaked, their cocks coating me. “Gods, that’s why I love young men like you.”

I stroked their still-hard cocks in both hands, smiling up at them as I showed off the sticky mess they’d left on my face. Then I went right back to work, licking the mix of cum and spit from their lengths—slow, deliberate, every inch.

“Filled a girl’s mouth with cum and still both as hard as minotaurs... I clearly picked well.” I kissed their tips, savoring the taste. “I was going to pace you better, but Liam threw off my rhythm in the best possible way. I may have gotten a little carried away.”

I looked up at them, stroking their sticky, aching lengths. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all!” Dren blurted.

“Me neither!” Elias squeaked.

I grinned, Elias’ release still glistening on my cheek. “As long as I satisfy you properly, eh?” Their cocks twitched in answer.

“Ahh, that settles it,” I said, giving their cocks a parting stroke before turning back toward Liam. “Sorry, love—you’ll have to practice your Phantom Cock summoning later. I need the real thing now.”

He was still on his stomach, face glistening with my arousal. I leaned down, traced a finger along his spine, and curled it under his chin.

“Up,” I murmured, coaxing him onto his knees.

He rose slowly, blinking up at me like he’d just seen heaven—my juices smeared across his lips, mouth soft and parted. I stroked my thumb across them, then eased it between.

“Mmm.” I pressed it in deeper. “You’ve never made a woman drip like that, have you?”

He shook his head.

Perfect.

“Let’s see what all that devotion did to you,” I purred, pushing him gently onto his back. “Lie down.”

“Ugh—!” he grunted as I pushed him down. No resistance. Just wide, reverent eyes as I slowly crawled over him, ass up, pussy dripping, perfectly presented toward those who’d take it. I pulled his white robes aside and freed his cock—it practically jumped into my hand, aching for a turn with me.

“I hope you don’t plan to leave my pussy empty for long,” I teased, glancing over my shoulder.

Elias and Dren nearly tripped over each other. I held up a finger.

“Since Dren did last a little longer…” I gave a slow roll of my hips, “he gets first honors. Fair’s fair.”

Elias groaned in protest. I shifted just enough to lean over and kiss the flushed head of his cock, still slick from my mouth. “Patience, elf. You won’t regret the wait.”

And with that, I turned my full attention back to Liam—ready to reward my cleric for all his excellent, tongue-blessed work between my thighs.




Chapter 4 - The Fall

I started slow with Liam. He deserved that. He was still untouched—hadn’t even earned the beginner’s badge the other two just did. His whole body shuddered at the first warm kiss on his cockhead, as if he wasn’t sure it was real. I licked it slowly, gently, dragging my lips across it, tongue teasing just beneath, controlling his every sensation so that he would last long enough to really feel what I could do.

But before I could ease him properly into the blessings of my mouth, Dren grabbed my hips and shoved his cock inside me.

I gasped, my body jolting forward from the force of it. No warning. No gentleness.

Just hot, primal need.

“Dren—!” I moaned, surprised but not protesting. His cock filled me so suddenly, so deeply, that my whole body locked around him. He didn’t pause. He just fucked me—hard and hungry, like an orc overcome.

Really? You won’t even ease in? Just rough, greedy thrusts—like I’m nothing but a wet hole to fill?

How wonderful♡

His rough thrusts had me moaning against Liam’s cock, mouth stretching wider as I took him deeper in response.  My earlier blowjob had done the trick—Dren was lasting far longer than he dared hope. And if he wanted to use my pussy like a toy, then I’d make Liam feel like a blessed relic being worshipped with every inch of my throat.

Liam whimpered, hips jerking, hands fluttering like he didn’t know where to touch—completely at the mercy of my mouth. I just kept working him, determined to blow his mind along with his cock as I played with his balls and sucked him deeper, every stroke smoother, wetter, messier.

He wasn’t going to last. I knew it. But I wasn’t stopping—not when he was panting my name, not when he looked at me like I was the divine one. I took his cock into the depths of my throat, letting him savor the first time a woman’s throat squeezed around his shaft while I let my tongue out at the base of his shaft and slid it to his balls.

Of course, the inexperienced cleric couldn’t handle that. His climax hit with a stuttered cry, warm and sudden, shooting deep into my throat. I swallowed on instinct, working his cock with my lips and tongue, milking him for everything he had while Dren kept pounding me from behind, fingers digging into my hips like he couldn’t bear to let go.

Liam twitched and gasped, calling out to his Radiant One as I coaxed every last drop from him.
I wondered if next time, it might be my name on his lips when he prayed. So I kept going—stroking, circling, milking out every shiver of bliss—until the only divinity he felt was mine. I didn’t stop. I coaxed him through his climax, keeping his cock from softening. Just enough energy to drag him across that trembling post-orgasmic edge and into new territory.

“V-Veyla,” he gasped, his body trembling under me.

Perhaps I got a bit carried away.

When I finally pulled off, my lips glossy and throat full, I licked the taste from my smile and looked over my shoulder.

Dren was still at it. His rhythm was frantic now—sloppier, desperate. I looked toward the elf. His cheeks were flushed to the roots of his silver hair, cock in hand, eyes fixed on my dripping, used holes—pussy pounded, mouth wet with spit and cum.

I have more than two, I reminded him silently, with a debauched smile.

“Liam, it’s time for you to-oh!?” my words were interrupted when Dren growled, low and guttural, digging his fingers into my soft flesh and slammed his hips into mine as he came, cock pulsing, hot cum spilling deep inside.

“O-OOOhn!!” I cried out, rising from Liam’s thighs as Dren pumped me full of life and energy. That first creampie always hit different. It wasn’t an orgasm, not quite, but it was close. As close as I could get without getting stuffed with three cocks at once.

If I wanted to, I could’ve cleared the whole dungeon on that rush alone. But I wasn’t about to stop myself just when things were heating up. Besides—if Dren was the only one who got to cum inside me? That wouldn’t be fair at all.

I gave a slow exhale, catching my breath as Dren eased out of me.

“Ah, right,” I said, stretching. “Elias.”

He straightened like a startled deer.

“I was hoping for all three of you at once, but Dren might need a moment. So—tell me.” I turned, pussy dripping with fresh cum, smile sweet as sin.  “Do you want the same hole he had... or would you prefer the one that hasn’t been touched yet?”

“E-Eh?” Elias blinked.

“Some men get squeamish about creampies,” I said, giving my freshly-filled slit a gentle squeeze, just to watch it glisten. “But if you want somewhere tighter, untouched—”

I arched my back, spreading myself open for him.

“—then I’d be very happy to take that pretty elven cock in my ass. As you rightfully pointed out—you have a long reach,” I winked, sealing Elias’s decision.

Elias stepped closer, still stroking himself, his movements a little wobbly—like he was sleepwalking through a dream he never dared to have. And really, who could blame him? I doubted he woke up thinking he’d get his cock milked down my throat and get to fuck an ass as fine as mine.

And I wasn’t about to settle for just one cock inside me.

“Well, Liam,” I purred, crawling over my cleric, keeping him pinned beneath me, “I think you know what that means for you.”

Liam’s lips parted to speak, but they didn’t get the chance. My breasts hung low, right above his face, and instinct took over. His mouth latched onto my nipple like he’d been parched for days.

“Oh?” I arched my back, letting the weight of my breasts smother his eager little face. “And here I thought you couldn’t wait to fuck my pussy. But of course… why not both?”

His cock twitched under me, too hard to pretend otherwise, and I reached between us to guide him in. My pussy welcomed him with a slow, wet slide, and the whimper that escaped him—a blissful moan into my hard nipple—was delicious. His fingers dug into my heavy tits, greedy for more, as I rocked down onto his shaft.

“Good~” I moaned, feeling him pulse inside me and suckle at the same time. “Still so hard, even after cumming down my throat? Is it my tits that do this to you? Or are we just now discovering your true potential?”

Then Elias stepped in.

“Come here,” I said, reaching up to wrap my fingers around his cock. “Let’s get you nice and ready.”

I pulled him closer, licking the tip, teasing him with a slow swirl before opening wide and taking him in deep—down, all the way, until he was buried in my throat. I coated every inch with my very special throat lube, turning his shaft into something fit for anal worship. When I pulled off, it was with a wet gasp, my lips glossy and breath ragged.

“Mmh—there you go~” I exhaled, filthy and glowing. I used one hand to smear the slick coating from my throat evenly down his shaft, then gave him a soft kiss and nudged him toward my hips.

Elias nodded. Nodded, like a good student who’d just been handed an assignment from his favorite teacher. He stepped behind me, hands trembling slightly as they found my hips.

“Have fun~” I teased—then gasped as Liam bit down, sucking and squeezing so hard it felt like he expected milk to pour from my breast.

“Oh? Do you really want to drink that badly?” I asked, watching his flushed cheeks and desperate mouth.

He nodded, but he didn’t have to. His sucking only got more frantic, hungry, confirming everything I needed to know.

“Well, then—ahhh~!” My body tensed as Elias pushed in. My ass hadn’t been properly warmed up, and that pent-up elf was thicker than his uptight demeanor let on. But I never backed down from a challenge.

I welcomed Elias’s eager pushing as I took a deep breath and harnessed some of the raw, delicious energy they were giving me, channeling it into a spell. Just a simple one—something soft, just enough to make things… flow. After all, if even clerics had time to practice Lewd Arts, I had to show off a little as well.

And right as the spell settled, Elias shoved forward with one eager thrust, burying half his thick cock in my ass—and that pressure sent the first warm squirt of milk straight into Liam’s thirsty mouth.

“Mmmhh!” he moaned into my tit, lapping greedily as his fingers squeezed me tighter. He was sucking like I’d been made to feed him.

“Oh yes, such a good mouth~!” I moaned, losing myself for a moment. His cock throbbed inside me, reawakened by the taste of my milk, while Elias bottomed out in my ass. I was stuffed—tight and full in both holes, shivering as they filled me and made my body sing.

And with Liam drinking greedily from my tit, Elias gripping my hips and thrusting deeper… I was going to cum. Right there, in the middle of the dungeon. But I needed one more thing.

“Dren!” I gasped, reaching out blindly for the third cock in our party—the one still slick with cum and my juices. “Please… come here!”

I needed his cock in my mouth.

Bringing three strapping adventurers into a dungeon and not having all of them inside me at once? Unforgivable. But thankfully, Dren’s youthful vigor came through once more—his cock sprang up, greedy for another round inside his busty bunny slut’s slobbering mouth.

“Ahhh—fuck, this is the best,” I moaned between licks, slurping up the taste of cum and pussy off Dren’s dick, making him as hard as the first time I took him into my mouth. “Fucking is the best, isn’t it?”

Liam answered with muffled moans against my tits while Elias groaned something breathless about the tightness of my big fat ass—but Dren’s reply was more direct. He grabbed my long bunny ears with both hands, yanking them hard enough to send sparks down my spine.

“Dumb bunny whore!” he growled, yanking me down onto his cock while he thrust forward. “Dragged us into a trap just so you could get railed? Take some responsibility for all the anxiety you caused!”

He fucked my throat without restraint, his grip tight on my ears like reins, using my mouth like it was his personal fuckhole.

“Elias! Liam! This slut needs a lesson!” he barked.

To no one’s surprise, Elias and Liam both proved eager to help.

“Mmmh!” Liam nodded furiously, groping my tits hard as he slammed into my pussy with messy, frantic thrusts—like he meant to fuck the breast milk out of me.

“Oh yes!” I gurgled around Dren’s thick, orcish cock, grabbing his ass and pulling him deeper, helping him violate my throat.

“Y-Yeah!” Elias stammered, slapping my ass with a loud smack before grabbing my fluffy tail and pulling it hard, trying to imitate Dren’s aggression. “You act like we’re just toys for your pleasure—like you’re some goddess and we’re just cocks to worship you! Tighten up your ass and pleasure us properly if you want our cum that bad!”

Weren’t you moaning about my ass just seconds ago? I thought, even as I gagged on Dren’s cock. But gods, it felt so good to be properly used—fucked, stuffed, taken from all sides by three hard, eager cocks.

And whether they knew it or not, my experience was showing. I swayed my hips just right, syncing their thrusts, angling my body until both cocks inside me pressed together with each slam—rubbing each other through my tight, trembling walls. I made sure they could feel it. Feel each other. Feel how stuffed and stretched I was. How completely filled up and violated I’d let them make me.

“Finally this slut learns how to move her hips!” Elias groaned, spanking my ass again and again. He was getting into it—finding the rhythm of dominating a needy bunny in heat. Honestly, I could already picture him making some lucky girl scream her throat raw one day.

I even cast another Lewd Art mid-fuck—Speaking While Throated.

“Yes, I’m just a dumb bunny slut!” I gurgled around Dren’s cock, his length bulging in my throat, voice vibrating with every wet thrust. “So please fuck me up and put me in my place!”

“Bunny sluts need to earn their right to speak,” Dren growled, slapping my cheek hard enough to make my ears twitch. “Shut up and suck!”

“I’m sorry~” I giggled, voice vibrating in my throat as I rolled my eyes up to meet his. I couldn’t help it—seeing how far they’d come, how rough and filthy they’d let themselves get for me... it made me melt.

And that look—me giggling, gagging, eyes rolling, loving it—was all it took. His cock throbbed in my throat. He was going to cum just from seeing me like that.

The more I worked my hips and throat, the more their cocks swelled inside me, the greater all our pleasure was as they thickened, twitched, and throbbed—swelling with that wonderful cum I couldn’t wait to milk.

“Let it all out inside me!” I moaned, my voice ringing lewd and loud through the chamber. “Fill up this bunny slut with your thick seed!”

“Fucking take it!” Dren pulled on my bunny ears as hard as he could, burying my nose in his abs as he let his cock erupt into my throat and blasted his cum straight into my stomach.

“Holy fuck, sluts are the best!” Elias groaned, his nails digging into my hips as he emptied himself into my ass—right in sync with Liam, who slammed forward and flooded my pussy while still sucking my tits dry of milk, filling both my holes at once.

“Ooooohh!!” I rolled my eyes from the pleasure and came so hard I nearly blacked out. Three guys going primal on me—filling me, using me, fucking their mana-rich loads into every hole—was enough to make even me cum like a brainless, heat-drunk bunny. I shuddered and clamped down around their cocks, milking them dry, my body spasming and twitching as I saw nothing but cock and cum and light in my eyes and in my mind.

After such an experience, it took us all a few long, trembling minutes to come down from the blissful aftershocks. But I was the first to stir—recharged, dripping with mana, and more than ready to handle whatever else this dungeon thought it could throw at us.

I brushed my fingers across my pussy lips and licked the juices, just in case a drop had slipped by. Then I made my rounds—thoroughly licking each cock clean while they lay back, twitching and dazed, still trembling from the aftershocks of fucking my divine body.

“Holy fuck,” Elias groaned, half-conscious in the corner. “That was... that was unreal.”

“Yeah,” Dren managed, still catching his breath. “We weren’t too rough, were we?”

“Not at all,” I said brightly, pushing up to my feet with a sway that made my tits bounce. I felt glorious. Radiant. Reinvigorated—brimming with more energy than most mages could dream of. “You were perfect.”

“I’ll never forget this,” Liam murmured, blinking slowly.

“You better not,” I teased, smoothing my top back into place.

“B-but we’re still trapped!” Liam added, glancing toward the barrier.

“Oh, right.” I licked the last of the juices from my fingers and turned toward the barrier. It was already flickering, trembling under the weight of goblin fists.

“You guys rest,” I said, stretching my arms overhead. “I’ve got this.”

I raised my hand, focused my mana, and with one breathless pulse—unleashed. The barrier exploded outward in a beam of light, blasting goblins and dungeon stone alike into dust and ash.

I stepped through the carnage and smoke, radiant with more than just cum, and flexed my fingers, sparks dancing at the tips. ‘Now… who wants to be next?’”

“Eeek! It’s the busty bimbo bunny!!” one of the goblins shrieked—right before I raised a glowing hand and showed them what a well-fucked mage can really do.

***
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