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Chapter 1

Neliel steadied her breath at the edge of the sunlit training glade, fingers tightening around the hilt of her blade. Today’s test would decide whether she was worthy to face the final trial.

She watched their voluptuous commander cross blades with one of the hopefuls, armor molded tight around every lush curve that should have slowed her. Yet Vaelora moved with that impossible elvish grace, her heavy breasts rising and falling with every motion, the leather stretched thin over their bountiful shape. And even with such huge, inviting targets, the outmatched elf couldn’t land a single blow.

Not that it was Lira’s fault. Vaelora was beyond skilled. The tally marks on her soft, exposed thighs counted over thirty victories in life-and-death duels. Some found it strange that their commander marked her triumphs in such a way, but none dared question an Eve.

Many of them, Neliel included, had already ascended to the Elven Elite—a sisterhood of elite warriors who patrolled borders, guarded temples, and kept the ancient woods free of orcish incursion. To become one was already an honor most elves could only dream of.

But the true goal for every elven woman here was to stand among the Elven Vanguard Exemplar—the Eves—the most elite of the elite. They were said to be purity and discipline made flesh: untouchable, unbending, sworn not only to the kingdom but to perfection itself.

It also meant giving up both the chance and the thought of ever marrying or lying with an elven man. Neliel, like all elven women, still had her natural female urges that needed to be satisfied, but a few stolen moments beneath the sheets under cover of darkness, with her fingers slipping between her thighs, were enough to momentarily regain her focus.

The trainees often joked that they weren’t missing out on much anyway—elven men, for all their pretty looks and lilting voices, were never known for their size or prowess in bed.

One time, when the trainees got a little too excited, a few of them started showing off the dildos they’d made and hidden around the barracks. One thing led to another, and soon the room was filled with gasps and battle cries of a very different kind as it descended into a sweaty orgy, barely hidden in the dark. Later, they laughed that they were probably getting better cock from each other’s strapons than they ever would have from an elven male.

But putting their friendly banter about dicks aside, they were still in competition with one another. There was the Elven Elite, and there were the Eves. And though the Elven Elite were honored throughout the realm, every one of them knew, beneath the pride, that they were simply second-rate failures who had fallen woefully short of perfection.

Neliel’s gaze returned to the match. Lira—a skilled fighter and a good friend, but not nearly skilled enough to ever be a true challenge for their commander. Before the first strike, everyone knew she had no chance of being chosen.

Full of openings, Neliel thought, watching her footwork. Even during their own sparring sessions, Neliel had quickly concluded that Lira was far more skilled with her tongue than with her blade. And against their unwavering commander, she didn’t stand a chance.

Each time Vaelora parried Lira’s blade, her counterstrike cut the air within a hair’s breadth of skin—close enough that Lira could feel the wind of it against her thighs or the curve of her chest. Every movement was a silent reminder: had Vaelora wished it, she could have ended her student with ease.

Desperate to prove herself, Lira made a reckless charge, throwing her full weight behind the swing. Vaelora merely pivoted aside, turned her wrist, and let the strike slide past before answering with another whisper-close cut.

“Haah—!” Lira gasped, panting, sweat glistening down her flushed skin, frustration and awe mixing in her eyes.

“A foolish attempt,” Vaelora murmured, sliding her blade back into its scabbard with slow, deliberate grace. “The war-bred orcs would not even bother with you,” she added, the corner of her lips curling faintly.

“Y–YAHN!?” Lira gasped, instinctively crossing her arms over her chest and twisting to hide her bared elvish beauty while the others did their best to remain dignified and suppress their laughter. Only then did she realize—each time Vaelora’s blade had passed her by, it had kissed another strap free.

The subdued laughter died the moment Vaelora lifted a hand.

“Enough. You’ve all seen what separates the worthy from the wanting.”

Her golden eyes swept across them; every spine straightened.

“Two remain to prove their worth.”

Neliel’s knuckles tightened. Two names. Either her name would be called as one of those two, or she’d spend another year training for a chance that might never come again.

“Seren,” Vaelora called.

Neliel’s heart froze for a moment, then hammered. One more, she calmed herself. I still have one more chance.

But even through her selfish hope to be called herself, neither she nor anyone else was surprised. Seren had always been the obvious choice. As Neliel watched her step forward, she steeled herself. Should she be chosen next, she would have to face her.

Seren’s silver hair flowed like liquid light as she walked past Neliel. Tall, lithe, impossibly slender. No one dared even whisper while the silver-haired beauty silently crossed the glade without a flicker of emotion on her face.

She carried a fine, curved longbow and several daggers at her hip. Though the duel was meant for close combat, in her hands the bow was no less deadly.

Her fitted green leather vest hugged her thin frame, reinforced with stitched panels and laced tightly along the bare skin at her sides, showing off her midriff and toned back. The lower half of her armor was little more than a short, uneven skirt of layered leaf-cut panels, hanging from a belt and flashing glimpses of a white thong beneath. The high boots that rose to her knees only made her long legs seem longer still.

There wasn’t a single elf present who hadn’t, at least once, imagined lying with her. The very image of elvish perfection, it seemed like only yesterday when Seren’s fingers had blessed Neliel’s pussy, drawing climax from her with effortless grace. And her beauty was only matched by her prowess in battle. Beyond a doubt, she was the most skilled among them, rivaling Vaelora herself.

Neliel remembered those fingers on more than one lonely night, and she wasn’t the only one. Yet Seren had long since placed herself beyond them all. Everyone had been stunned when she returned from her Ascension Trial a failure. Since that day, she had withdrawn—speaking little, turning aside every advance for a whole year—until desire toward her curdled into bitterness. It wasn’t long before admiration gave way to whispers of wanting to hate-fuck the conceited ice-queen she’d become.

Neliel both respected and resented her for it: that relentless devotion to erase her failure, to reach perfection no matter the cost. And however hard Neliel tried to follow that example, she always felt a step behind, a sliver weaker, as though something deeper, something primal drove Seren’s cold, burning focus.

If Seren earned Vaelora’s blessing, it would be her second attempt at the Ascension Trial. And the razor gleam in her eyes left no doubt she was ready to kill for the opportunity.

“Neliel.”

Vaelora’s voice shattered her thoughts. Me? Truly?

Joy surged so sharply she almost stumbled forward before forcing herself to mimic Seren’s calm, dignified stride.

“Through tireless training and sleepless nights, these two have labored to ascend beyond the limits of elven flesh—toward the purity of thoughtless grace few of our kind have ever known,” Vaelora said. “Now, we shall see how strong their desire for that serenity truly is.”

I’m worthy, Neliel reminded herself as she stepped onto the arena. Vaelora herself thinks I have what it takes. She wouldn’t have chosen me if she didn’t believe I could beat Seren. I can do this. I will become an Eve!

As she and Seren faced one another, Neliel felt her pulse steady into focus. She could not afford a single mistake. She would not be the one to wander shattered as Seren once had. Yet the sharp glare in Seren’s eyes told her she would rather kill her fellow elven warrior than fail again. Neliel understood that if she was to have any chance, she had to meet that will with the same lethal resolve.

“Begin!”

Vaelora’s command rang out—and the first arrow flew before her voice had even faded through the glade.

Neliel never knew how long the fight lasted. There was no time to think. The battle could end in the blink of an eye; a single misstep would mean death. Instinct was all that kept her alive. And yet, when her blade began to slow, she saw the same fatigue in Seren.

Both warriors were pushing beyond their limits, each desperate to prove herself worthy—to stand for the Trial, to ascend to the Vanguard Exemplar, to become an Eve: the purest of the pure, the guardian of elven realms, her name etched forever into the history of elven virtue.

Even as her arms began to tremble, Neliel refused to relent. And neither did Seren.

“Enough!”

Vaelora’s voice cut through Neliel’s single-minded focus, and she knew the fight was over. In that instant, exhaustion crashed through her so fiercely she could barely remain upright—but she would not fall. Not now. Not yet. An Eve did not yield, no matter the trial.

She looked to Seren and saw her opponent equally spent, chest heaving, body trembling. Their silent contest continued even after the duel had ended. The first to falter would never be permitted to the Trial.

At last, Vaelora spoke. “Seren and Neliel have both proven themselves worthy!”

Relief flooded through Neliel, draining the last of her strength as she willed her legs to hold, sweat running in rivulets down her trembling elven flesh.

Then she noticed the glare in Seren’s eyes soften. At first, she thought it relief—and it was—but there was more to it, a quiet warmth, as though Seren was truly glad that her dear sister-in-arms would experience the ascent beside her.

“Come—your Ascension Trial awaits.”

Vaelora extended a hand to Neliel with a warmth she had never seen on her commander’s face, as if she were welcoming her into the Everlight.

“Should we not bathe before the Trial?” Neliel asked timidly as she took her hand.

“You are exactly as you should be,” Vaelora murmured.




Chapter 2

Vaelora wasted no time leading them from the training grounds onto the sacred path—one forbidden to all save those chosen for Ascension or the Vanguard Exemplars themselves.

The trail wound deep into the old woods at the foot of the mountains, where the trees grew tall and close enough to swallow sound. Shafts of pale light slid through the canopy, painting the moss in restless patterns that coiled and slid over one another as they passed.

As the day wore on, the forest thinned. Pines yielded to wind-scoured ridges and jagged spires of stone that thrust hard through the clouds, while thick, milky mist spilled down the slopes, washing over every elf that dared venture into its grasp.

Some said the place of the Trial lay at the very border of the orcish lands. The journey was meant to take three days and nights, with only the briefest halts for rest—part of the rite of clarity, or so the hopefuls had always believed, while a few joked it was simply to deliver them to the orcs faster.

As they walked, Neliel slowly regained her strength from the duel with Seren. But whenever she looked at her fellow warrior, it seemed that Seren unraveled a little more with every step.

Our duel must have taken more out of her than I thought, Neliel mused, noticing the other elf’s heavy breathing and scarlet cheeks. Seren’s gaze seemed to grow increasingly unfocused, to the point that she nearly stumbled on a loose stone—completely unbecoming of a high-born elf. There was no trace left of her usual ethereal grace.

It was only then that Neliel realized Seren did not have her bow with her. Did she forget it? The thought was absurd, and she shook her head at the ludicrous notion. Perhaps the Ascension Trial is ill-suited for ranged weapons, she reasoned.

She dared not ask. The last thing she wanted was to sound naive before her commander. Granted, none of the Elven Elite truly knew what awaited them during the Ascension. The Eves were bound by an oath of secrecy. Perhaps the Trial was a test of will, and no weapons are needed? Neliel wondered. Of endurance? Of purity of mind?

From what Neliel had heard, those deemed worthy almost always succeeded. Seren had been an unusual exception. But, like the Eves who had passed before her, she never spoke of what had transpired. And seeing how heartbroken she’d been at her failure, none of the others had dared press the matter, unwilling to wound her pride further.

That night, when they stopped for a brief rest, Neliel found herself unable to sleep. Despite the long day’s march, her thoughts refused to quiet.

When she glanced toward Seren, across the faint glow of their dying fire, she saw that Seren was no calmer. Seren shifted again and again beneath her blanket, rolling from one side to the other, breath catching in shallow gasps. Even half-shrouded in shadow, Neliel could see the tremor of her body—the subtle arch of her back, the curl of her toes, the faint, bitten sound of her breath before she turned away again.

The memories must still haunt her, Neliel thought with pity, watching the uneasy movements. She could not even imagine what horrors Seren recalled as their destination drew close.

She pulled her cloak tighter around herself and turned her eyes away, though the soft, uneven rhythm of Seren’s breathing followed her into uneasy dreams. They twisted with visions of unknown trials—of shadowed shapes and impossible choices. Yet through every ordeal, Seren was there. And when they finally triumphed, Seren embraced her, their hot, sweaty bodies pressing close, breaths mingling, eyes meeting with the elation of newly risen Eves.

“We’re close,” Vaelora’s voice broke through the fog of dreams, rousing them at dawn.

Unlike Seren, Vaelora was composed utterly, her stride steady as she led them through narrow mountain paths. Neliel wondered how many she had guided this way. The Elven Vanguard Exemplar had been founded over two hundred years ago, and it was the Eves who had finally brought an end to the long, brutal war with the orcish tribes. Vaelora herself, more than three centuries old, was one of the first Eves.

But although she was known for her merciless discipline and impossible standards, now that they drew so near to the place of the Trial, Neliel sensed warmth behind her commander’s golden eyes. She sensed how happy Vaelora was for her to have this chance. It felt as though the Eve looked forward to her ascent even more than Neliel herself did.

I can’t let her down, Neliel told herself, jaw tightening. She expects so much of me. I’ve proven myself before—and I will again.

As they continued, their path wound higher, narrowing tight until only one elf could walk at a time, the moist, mossy surface caressing their bodies as they squeezed through. Neliel and Seren slipped through easily enough—but Vaelora, with her generous chest and thick thighs, seemed all but groped by the mountain itself.

The mountain mist hung low, thickening between the ridges and around their thighs. Then, without warning, the ridge opened. Slipping free of the mist’s warm embrace, the three elves stepped from the narrow trail into an ethereal sanctuary—a living fragment of the elven woods hidden high among barren cliffs.

“We’re here,” Vaelora said softly, motioning for both initiates to follow.

A ring of pale trees enclosed the vale, their silver leaves trembling with their own faint light. Stone arches rose among them—weather-worn, broken, yet carved in the same flowing script that adorned the sanctuaries of the High Forest.

Further inside, elven treasures and jewelry lay scattered like cheap trinkets tossed aside after revelry. Gold-filigreed offering bowls rested half-buried in moss, faint stains still visible within, as though discarded after being used as drinking cups by sacrilegious beasts.

Countless relics of sacred craftsmanship from across the elven lands had been rearranged into makeshift lounges. Priceless carpets of silk and embroidered cloth were strewn about like common blankets and cushions, as if meant for the cheap rest of drunkards who knew nothing of the ages of history upon which they laid their unworthy bodies.

And at the center, presiding over the desecrated enclave, stood a statue of Goddess Elariel—forever changed by what she witnessed.

Neliel blinked, certain her eyes betrayed her. It was Elariel—beyond doubt—the same robes, the same sacred sigil, the crescent circlet crowning her brow. Yet something in the carving twisted her stomach.

It was wrong. Remade. Defiled.

No elven hand could have shaped this mockery: the bared, weighty breasts and hardened nipples; the stone fingers buried beneath her skirt; the profane juices carved to gleam along her inner thighs; and that rapturous, idiotic smile frozen mid-climax.

“V-Vaelora, what… what is this place?” Neliel stammered, pointing toward the obscene statue of their goddess as she turned to her commander.

“It is the face of true serenity,” Vaelora said with a smile that Neliel found disturbingly similar to Elariel’s.

Just then, a sound broke the silence behind them—shuffling feet, followed by low, guttural grunts.

“Finally, you’re here, Vaelora,” a rough voice said—female, yes, but nothing like the graceful tones of the elves.

Neliel turned—and froze. To her horror, she saw not one, not two, but five towering orc women looming before them. Each stood at least seven feet tall, thick with muscle, their very presence radiating a brute menace no elven man could ever muster, even though the orcs wore little more than rags.

One, broader than the rest, had elven jewelry dangling from her wrists and ankles—priceless chains of gold and gems that had once adorned slender throats, now dragged through mud and scraping against her filthy rags with every step.

“Orcs!? Here!?” Neliel drew her blade. “They don’t even have their weapons. Seren—get ready!”

“What the hell’s this dumb slut flapping her tongue about?” the tallest orc asked, staring down at Neliel as though she were dirt beneath her feet. “Unworthy little elves ought to keep their mouth-holes shut unless they’re using them to suck cock.”

“Ah, Zura!” Vaelora cried, a shiver running through her voice as she clapped her hands and rushed forward, eyes bright with hunger, arms spread wide as she sprinted straight toward the orcs.

“V-Vaelora!?” Neliel gasped in horror, watching in disbelief as her seasoned commander—her commander—charged the enemy like a love-struck fool, not even pretending at a warrior’s stance.

“Oh, how I missed you!” Vaelora purred as she threw her arms around Zura’s side, rubbing her cheek against the orc’s thick, corded biceps, her giant breasts pressing hard against the orc’s muscles through her slipping armor.

“Is it really me you missed?” Zura asked, smirking down at her like she was a fool.

“Of course!” Vaelora pressed closer still, her chest spilling from her armor as if to prove herself.

“Or is it that you’ve gone too long without a proper cock? Don’t you dare lie.” Zura’s voice rumbled low.

“Well…” Vaelora’s gaze dropped to the massive bulge beneath Zura’s torn skirt. Color flooded her cheeks, and Neliel blinked in shock as a string of drool slipped from her commander’s trembling lips.

SLAP!

“Stupid bimbo!” Zura barked after backhanding her. “Not only do you lie, but you’re late! How dare you make us wait?”

“I-I’m sorry,” Vaelora’s voice trembled as she crawled on her knees toward the orc. “It’s all my fault—I took too long choosing elves worthy of you. Please forgive me!” she panted, bowing low to grovel at the orc’s feet.

Neliel’s stomach turned. She had seen and heard enough. “Seren! They’ve clearly cast a spell on our commander! We must defeat them and bring her to a priest. Follow my lead—Seren?” Her voice faltered. “Seren!?”

She nearly dropped her blade when she saw her fellow elf stagger forward—slouched, trembling, knees pressed inward, hands buried beneath her skirt. The leather straps swayed with each fevered motion of her fingers as she salivated, eyes glassy and unfocused, staggering toward the orcs with a dreamy, wanton gaze.

“Cast a spell? Did someone fuck your brain stupid already?” The broad-shouldered orc, Bora—the one flaunting elven necklaces like cheap trinkets—laughed as she caught Seren by the waist. She hauled the trembling elf against her, one hand closing around a soft breast and squeezing until Seren gasped in pleasure, her fingers jerking even faster beneath her skirt.

“Don’t you know orcs don’t have a shred of magical aptitude?” sneered a third orcish woman, Korra, as she stepped to Seren’s other side and slapped her bare ass—the sharp crack echoing through the vale while Seren’s face twitched in bliss. “We claim what’s ours through strength and will, not with sparkling tricks like those two-foot gnomes from the south.”

“Besides,” another orc, Runa, added with a snort, “who the fuck would waste their mana on dumb elven whores who start leaking the moment they smell real cock?” She laughed as she watched the juices run freely down Seren’s trembling thighs.

A fourth orc, Urza, came up behind Seren, fisting a handful of her silver hair and dragging it to her nose for a long, deep inhale. “Supposed beauty,” she said, not even bothering to hide the mockery in her voice, “yet she reeks of pussy juice and battle musk.” She wiped her nose through the elf’s shining hair, then tossed it aside like a soiled rag.

“You fought hard for another chance to prove yourself, didn’t you?” Bora laughed, squeezing Seren’s breast.

Seren merely nodded, trembling as she kept fingering herself while the orcs closed in from all sides, her body leaning eagerly into their rough, exploring hands.

“How many times did you rub that tight cunt on your way here?” Urza asked, hooking a finger under Seren’s white thong and tugging it out to reveal the fabric soaked beyond salvation.

Seren slowly lifted both hands from beneath her skirt, raising all ten fingers—each glistening with her wanting juices.

The orcish women burst into coarse laughter while Neliel’s arms fell limp at her sides, her sword hanging useless as the ground seemed to fall from beneath her.

“Well… let’s see if you have what it takes to be one of our slut wives,” Korra said, placing the back of her hand on Seren’s shoulder. The mere brush of her dominating aura was enough to send the elf to her knees.

“Ah, but what about me, Zura!?” Vaelora whimpered, desperate to draw the orc’s gaze back to her needy existence. She swayed her hips like a bitch in heat, reaching toward the bulge beneath the orc’s ragged skirt. “I’m already your Eve! I’m already your slut wife!”

“Yes, you are,” Zura murmured, pushing her tattered skirt aside to reveal the thick, fifteen-inch cock hanging heavy between her powerful thighs.

“Ahn!” The commander trembled forward, pressing her face along the obscenely huge, veiny shaft as if trying to breathe in its musk through her skin. Then she lifted it reverently in both arms, like the holiest of elven relics—and kissed it.




Chapter 3

Neliel’s breath trembled as she watched that fifteen-inch, vulgar thing swell and harden, growing even thicker in Vaelora’s reverent hands. She had heard rumors—quiet whispers that the barbaric orcish tribes, where women ruled through sheer brute strength, guarded a wicked secret: that they were insatiable futas, viciously virile and hung with throbbing cocks that would have fucked every elven man and woman into mindless ruin had the elves lost the war.

Neliel had always thought those tales were propaganda, stories meant to steel elven resolve and keep their kind from surrendering back during the war. She’d heard that those captured by orcish women were never seen again.

Yet as she watched her proud commander kneel before the futa orc, lips worshipping the very cock the Eves were sworn to destroy, she began to question the true reason why no elf returned from orcish captivity as something buried deep within her stirred from slumber.

“At least you’re where you belong,” Zura said, looking down at the elven commander who kissed her cock with soft devotion. “But last time you brought us a slut who came so fast she couldn’t even satisfy three cocks before fainting from pleasure. Aren’t you getting a little too eager to forget that?”

She punctuated the words with a sharp slap of her cock across Vaelora’s face, the blow sending the elf sprawling to the ground.

“Ah — I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Vaelora moaned, scrambling right back up to press a frantic kiss to Zura’s cock. “But I made up for it—I took it upon myself to satisfy you all, didn’t I?”

“Oh? And it wasn’t just a ploy to keep all our cocks for yourself?” Zura snapped, slapping the other side of Vaelora’s face with her thick shaft.

Vaelora shivered upright, and Neliel’s stomach dropped when she saw her commander already lean in and offer another cheek for the hit, grinning with eager shame.

“Not even denying it?” Zura asked, then swung her hips and delivered her cock right where Vaelora wanted it, the elf’s grin only widening from the impact.

“Isn’t it about time you admitted it?” Zura murmured as she pressed the tip of her swelling cock against Vaelora’s nose, who just kept inhaling deep, eyes half-lidded in bliss of orc cock.

“I’ll pound your womb just the way you like,” Zura said, voice low, “if you’re honest with me.”

“Ah, you’re right!” Vaelora instantly cried out, shaking her ass, her skimpy armor slipping from her body. “You’re always right! I did it!”

“Admit it to her!” Zura growled as she yanked Vaelora up by her gorgeous golden locks with one hand, ripped her armor off with the other, and then slapped her ass hard, sending her tumbling toward Seren as the sound of the strike reverberated through the enclave.

“I’m sorry, Seren…” Vaelora muttered, crawling on all fours toward the elf who was already on her knees, surrounded by orcs, watching her commander approach.

“I knew you weren’t ready for this,” Vaelora confessed, crawling closer, breathing hard, throwing glances to Zura, who slowly approached behind her. “But”—she wagged her ass toward the cock that hung behind her—“they so often focused their attention on fresh meat that I got jealous.”

“Finally, some honesty,” Zura caressed Vaelora’s cheek, and the commander pressed her face back against the big, strong hand, rubbing against it, shaking her ass where a big red handprint already bloomed across her cheek. Yet, to Neliel’s disbelief, Vaelora’s indecent breaths seemed to beg for another such slap almost as much as for that thick orcish cock.

“Then whose fault was it that Seren failed her ascension?” Bora asked, brushing aside Seren’s uneven skirt to reveal a half-finished tally mark, only two strokes deep, staining the elf’s smooth, silken inner thigh.

“Mine, and mine alone!” Vaelora cried out as Zura grabbed her by the hips, lifted her up, and thrust her orcish pole of a cock straight into her pussy.

“GHOOOOO~~!” Vaelora groaned like a cow as she instantly came when the orc bulged out her belly in a single thrust. Rolling her eyes and wagging her tongue, she squirted from her pussy, her arms, legs, and tits trembling as they dangled beneath her.

Neliel’s blade slipped from her fingers, falling into the dirt as she collapsed to her knees beside it, watching her commander howl in ecstasy as she came from being defiled by orcish cock.

Holding the big-titted elven commander up in the air with her cock alone, Zura grabbed Vaelora’s arms, pulled back, and thrust again. “You wanted this all for yourself, didn’t you?” Zura asked as she rammed her cock all the way inside Vaelora again, and again, and again.

“Gheeee~~! Yes! Yesss!!” Vaelora moaned and cried, face contorted as she came and squirted while getting railed in the air.

“Then apologize some more!” Zura snarled, taking a step forward, then another, fucking Vaelora as she brought her closer to Seren.

“Ah, I’m sorry, Seren! OHHH~ I’ll make it up to you!” Vaelora moaned like a whore, reaching for her elven initiate while leaving a sticky trail of juices on the ground beneath her.

Seren sat there, transfixed, lips parted, fingering herself as she watched her commander’s tits flop about with every brutal thrust as Vaelora’s sweat-sheened, fucked body drew closer, closer, until she was right before her face.

The moment she could, Vaelora seized Seren and crashed their mouths together, thrusting her tongue past the younger elf’s lips, making out with her dear pupil desperately, messily, while Zura kept plowing her in the air through one shuddering orgasm after another.

But orcs were not known for their patience. Zura tangled a fist in Vaelora’s golden hair and wrenched her back, tearing her from Seren’s mouth with a wet gasp.

“Ahn…” Seren’s slender tongue reached for her commander, craving more, but she dared not move an inch beneath the looming orcish shadows.

Pulling hard on Vaelora’s hair, Zura arched the elf’s back with a growl. “Instead of just hogging all the pleasure for yourself, how about you put that wagging tongue of yours to good use and get her tight elven cunt ready for a proper fucking?”

“Yes, master!” Vaelora gasped, grinning through the tremor in her voice as she looked back over her shoulder at the towering orc.

Zura let go of Vaelora’s hair, letting her fall face-first between Seren’s thighs. Weighed down by her heavy tits as they pressed into the moss, head down, ass high, and her pussy still stuffed with orcish cock, Vaelora grabbed Seren’s plump ass and pulled her closer—then buried her face between the younger elf’s legs, slobbering hungrily all over Seren’s drenched pussy.

“O–Oahn!” Seren cried out, tossing her head back as her experienced commander ate her out like no elf ever had before.

“Haven’t you sat there idly long enough?” Bora growled, smacking her heavy cock against the elf’s delicate shoulder, the many golden chains wrapped around its veiny girth clinking with the impact.

“Ahh!” Seren gasped, turning toward the thick shaft and breathing in its musk—her body trembling as another gush of wetness spilled into Vaelora’s eager mouth. The commander moaned, drinking greedily from between her thighs.

As she breathed deeper, Seren’s gaze lingered on the priceless elven heirlooms dangling along the length of Bora’s cock. They gleamed against her dark-green skin as if they’d always belonged there and only there—and for a fleeting, shameful instant, Seren cursed herself for not having stolen more to offer the orcs.

“Yeah, yeah, enough smelling!” Bora snarled, yanking at the heirlooms until the chains snapped apart, scattering glittering fragments across the dirt. Before they’d even settled, she seized Seren by her silver hair and shoved her down on her cock, making her convulse instantly. The orc thrust deep, slamming her cock all the way to the back of the elf’s small mouth until Seren gagged around the tip, her throat tightening helplessly around the invading length.

“So, she still can’t take it down her throat on the first try?” Runa laughed as she watched the elf struggle to fit even a fourth of that thick, pulsing length past her lips.

How is anyone supposed to take something that huge in their mouth? Neliel wondered, sitting frozen on the ground, her breath growing increasingly uneven with every wet sound that reached her ears.

“If a soldier fails in her mission, whose fault is it?” Zura asked, delivering another slap to Vaelora’s ass.

“Mhh—mine!” Vaelora’s muffled voice barely escaped from between Seren’s thighs.

“Speak up!” Zura barked, striking the elf’s fat ass again, harder this time.

“Haah~! It’s my fault, master!” Vaelora gasped, lifting her face from Seren’s slick folds long enough to speak even as she gasped for air.  “But worry not—this year she’s ready. For an entire year, her mind has been fixed on one purpose: never again to allow such shame.”

Her tongue traced Seren’s incomplete tally mark. “She fought with intent to kill, just for the chance to prove herself worthy of your superior cocks.”

“Too many words, too little sucking,” Bora muttered, unconvinced. “I think I’m done giving this skinny bitch any more chances. Maybe I’ll go see what the other prospect is capable of.”

Seren’s eyes went wide in horror when she both heard those words and felt Bora’s cock start to pull from her lips. A desperate sound left her throat as she grabbed Vaelora by the back of the head and shoved her face back between her thighs.

The jolt of pleasure made her moan—and that moan opened up her throat. She swallowed for all she had, remembering the first time orcish cum had ever touched her unsullied tongue, and she sucked Bora’s cock in, begging her to stay with the frantic rhythm of her throat as it stretched to take more, bulging out from just the first inches while she still had much more to swallow.

“That’s the slut I remember,” Bora grinned, caressing Seren’s trembling cheek as she watched the elf stretch out her own throat with more and more inches of cock, body trembling, holding Vaelora’s head down and using her as a prop for balance as her throat bulged out, reshaping as she finally took the first half of Bora’s cock inside.

“Let me help you with the rest,” Bora said, voice soft—though the grin twisting her mouth mismatched the helping tone.

While Seren held Vaelora down with both hands for her own selfish pleasure, Bora placed a single hand on the back of Seren’s head. One hand was all she needed to get what she wanted, pulling the elf onto her cock while pushing forward.

With a single, steady, fluid motion, she drove her entire length down the elf’s convulsing throat until her heavy dark-green balls smacked against Seren’s spit-smeared chin as the elf’s body arched, squirting into her commander’s mouth from the overwhelming stretch.

Neliel watched the entire thing with bated breath, as the orc’s seventeen-inch veiny cock reshaped Seren’s delicate neck into its bulging image. For a moment, she wondered if she was hallucinating—if that thick shape really did push past Seren’s collarbone, further defiling the once-ethereal beauty that had once been the subject of desire of every elf in the barracks. The same fingers that had once caressed Neliel’s pussy now pinned Vaelora’s head between trembling thighs; the same lips that had once kissed hers now quivered around an orc’s monstrous futa cock.




Chapter 4

“GgHKLUU~!” Seren convulsed violently, her fingers trembling around Vaelora’s head as Bora pulled out of her throat.

“Ghoakh—khooh—” Seren choked and gasped, strings of spit hanging from her lips as she reeled in a graceless daze, shaking in ways Neliel had never seen before.

“Tch. So that’s still her limit.” Bora frowned, planting a hand on her hip and cocking her head. “I should’ve just gone straight for the new slut.”

Neliel’s heart skipped a beat as the image flashed across her mind—her own throat getting stretched and defiled in such a ruinous way, succeeding where Seren failed.

“N–no!” Seren cried, the familiar dread of failure crashing over her. Panic and shame twisted her face as she reached for Bora’s cock again, forcing it back into her mouth. But her strength hadn’t returned; she gagged almost immediately, her throat clenching and betraying her before she could take even half its length.

“Oh, you silly girl,” Vaelora purred, glancing up at Seren from between her thighs as she licked her lips and swallowed the elf’s dripping sweetness. Her ass was still in the air, pussy stuffed full of Zura’s massive cock, yet she held her poise with such ease as though it were the most natural thing in the world for an elven female to have her belly stretched by a giant futa orc’s log of a cock.

“Vaelora—show her what’s expected of an Eve,” Zura ordered, pulling free from Vaelora’s soaked pussy and finally letting her heavy hips drop.

“O–Ohn~!” Vaelora moaned as her thick thighs slapped against the ground, the impact forcing a gush of juices from her stretched pussy.

Neliel watched, wide-eyed, as her commander struggled to rise. For the first time, she saw Vaelora’s arms quiver beneath the weight of her own body. Those perfect, battle-hardened limbs trembling as if her once-graceful frame were suddenly burdened by the sheer mass of her tits, full and heavy like swollen udders.

And yet, despite the disgraceful struggle, that delirious grin never left her face. She looked radiant in her ruin, as if she longed to feel again that punishing impact that made her squirt involuntarily. Then, turning, Vaelora fixed her eyes on the orcish cock her pupil still struggled to tame.

“Every aspiring Eve must know how to properly please an orc’s cock,” Vaelora announced, loud enough that Seren wasn’t the only one to hear. The orc women snickered among themselves, a few glancing toward the fidgeting elf watching them on her knees in the middle of the enclave.

“Look here,” Vaelora continued as she slowly got onto her hands and knees and began to crawl. “It all starts with a proper approach. As elves, we must never forget our place beneath superior orcs. Crawling on all fours like lesser beasts both reminds us of that truth—and shows them that we remember.”

“Ahhh…” Seren breathed, nodding as she listened carefully to every word of her experienced commander’s wise instruction. Just then, Bora’s cock twitched beside her face.

“See how her cock reacts?” Vaelora smiled as she slowly crawled closer. “When an elf female behaves as she should, it pleases our masters and primes their cocks to reward us for our good behavior.”

Reaching Seren’s side, Vaelora pressed a quick kiss to her cheek before turning to face Bora’s shaft, placing herself directly beneath it.

“Marvel at the cock,” she instructed softly. “Position yourself so your face is directly below, to show how much smaller you are than the girth you crave inside you. But don’t forget to look up—meet your master’s eyes and beg silently with your gaze for permission to serve.”

Bora grinned, brushing the head of her cock along Vaelora’s cheek, smearing a sheen of Seren’s spit across her skin. She gave a few playful slaps with the heavy shaft before pressing the tip to Vaelora’s waiting lips.

“Finally, she lets me service her,” Vaelora murmured without breaking eye contact with the orc, and then licked the underside of that thick, throbbing head with slow, worshipful strokes.

“The first contact is crucial,” Vaelora continued, even as she worked her tongue around the orc’s tip. “Your appreciation of your master’s futa cock must be absolute—its shape, its smell. Don’t you dare flinch like some ill-prepared, pampered princess still in denial about what her female brain truly craves.”

“If you smell another woman upon your master’s cock”—she smiled at Seren—“breathe in deep and savor it. Relish in the taste as you lick it clean and swallow, for it means your master’s cock is coveted by countless females, and your master is granting you the honor of being the one to feast on every drop of that knowledge—along with the opportunity to prove yourself once again as more deserving than all those lesser sluts who came before.”

Neliel could hardly believe how elegantly her commander spoke while her mouth worked the orc’s length, lips and tongue gliding over the slick, veiny surface as she licked away every trace of Seren’s scent.

Seren looked equally captivated by the lesson, thighs pressing together as she squirmed in place, unable to stop fidgeting.

“Oh, she’s just hopeless,” Runa laughed, grabbing the horny elf off the ground, hoisting her effortlessly into the air, and setting her astride her massive, erect length.

“Yahn!?” Seren yelped, her hips jerking as she started grinding instinctively along the thick length, squeezing her tights around it.

“You’re spoiling her,” Korra teased, laughter rippling among the orcs.

“It’s fine,” Runa said, playing at generosity. “At least she remembered to pull out her dildos before arriving, unlike last time.”

This time? Neliel’s brain paused mid-thought. But doesn’t that mean…?

Runa laughed, releasing her grip and letting the elf ride on her own.

“Ahn!” Seren moaned as her pussy lips spread wider and she braced herself against the massive shaft, her soaked pussy lips searching instinctively for the thickest veins to grind against.

“Rub yourself all you want, little elf,” Runa said. “But remember—no dick in pussy for you until the class is over and you’ve passed the exam.”

“Hmh.” Seren nodded in short, quick motions, gaze fixed on Vaelora as she tried to focus on every movement, every breath, determined not to miss a single lesson. But she bit her lip when she realized just how much more difficult she had made it for herself. The task of learning while her pussy tingled against the hot girth of a real futa’s cock—straddling its stupendous length as her clit swelled and throbbed while she braced her bare feet against Runa’s thick, muscled thighs—proved far more than any elf’s discipline could handle.

Vaelora simply smiled at Seren’s state as she continued, “Having shown your submission and your need for cock, and holding back from being a selfish, needy bitch like a certain somebody—”

Seren flinched, her slick pussy tightening around a particularly prominent vein of Runa’s cock.

“—you fill your lungs with air, showing off how much you want that air fucked out of you, open wide, watch your teeth, and swallow—”

Vaelora demonstrated by taking the entire girthy head of Bora’s cock into her mouth in the same breath she spoke. In a flawless, fluid motion, she glided forward along Bora’s shaft, swallowing inch after inch after inch, not slowing down for a single moment—not even when the thick head had to have passed through her esophagus, bulging her neck as she pushed herself further.

In one seamless motion, Vaelora filled her throat-pussy with the entire length of Bora’s cock until her nose pressed against the hard ridges of the orc’s shredded abdomen. She held there, spit bubbling at the corners of her lips, eyes fixed upward on her master whose cock she now felt filling her all the way down behind her heavy breasts.

Seren rocked her hips across Runa’s cock faster, reaching a jerking, feverish rhythm as she got off on looking down from above at her once-regal commander whoring herself out. She tried to count the seconds her mentor held that obscene length down her throat, but the surge of pleasure from her swollen clit, grinding against the thick vein beneath her, scattered every thought to bliss.

What a sight! Seren thought, trembling as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. So this is what they see when they look at us. Truly, we elves were made to be used and bred. Is it any wonder we crave it so desperately?

It all made sense to her now. Honored by the opportunity to glimpse the world through a futa orc’s eyes, Seren now craved even more to give her ass and pussy to them to be ruined in payment for a privilege she knew she didn’t deserve.

Finally, Vaelora began to pull back. But instead of freeing her throat from the entire thing, both watching elves gasped in disbelief as their commander stopped halfway—then shoved herself forward again, faster this time, until her lips met the base of the cock once more. Then back. Then forward. They watched, transfixed, as Vaelora began throatfucking herself with an ever-increasing speed.

“Now that’s a proper Eve,” Bora said approvingly as the other orcs laughed. She grabbed Vaelora by the hair and yanked her free of her cock.

“Phlaah~” Vaelora let out a sloppy gasp, thick, sticky spit spilling across her face as she sucked in air. But even as she refilled her lungs, she kept working both her hands—stroking her own throat-slop along the thick shaft she’d just warmed up with her eating hole.

“Zura, you don’t mind if I reward her for such good service?” Bora asked.

“Go right ahead,” Zura smirked as Bora seized Vaelora’s face and used it like a sleeve, fucking to the music of elvish gurgles until she tensed, groaned, and slammed all seventeen inches down the commander’s clenching throat as she unleashed a torrent of thick seed straight into Vaelora’s stomach as her eyes rolled back, pupils blooming into heart-shaped devotion.

“Plghlaaaaah~~!” Vaelora gasped with gratitude and love when Bora pulled out her sticky, glistening, spit-smeared cock and shot another thick rope across the throat-fucked elf’s face. The orc smeared her shaft across Vaelora’s skin, coating every inch to make sure no part of her went unmarked by her owner.

And before Vaelora’s lungs could properly refill, Bora grabbed her by the waist, lifted her effortlessly from the ground, and flipped her over—her heavy tits whipping through the air—before driving her still-hard, seventeen-inch cock straight into the commander’s soaked and wanting pussy.

“Yaahn~!” Vaelora cried out in bliss as her cum-filled belly got bulged out once more by the claiming thrust while Bora lifted her up by her tits, using them as soft, comfy handles as she rearranged her insides.

“That’s a fucking good body,” Bora growled, her fingers digging into the malleable flesh of the elf’s giant tits. “Nothing beats fucking an elf to a creampie while cum still slides down her throat. I’m going to fuck you until your every hole is the shape of my cock.”

“Oh, yes, please do—Ahn!” Vaelora moaned as her belly got bulged in and out, arching her back while Bora held her aloft by the cock impaling her, and her tits gripped tight as the orc pulled on them.

She met Seren’s flushed, trembling gaze—her pupil already on the verge of climax just from watching—and licked her cum-smeared lips. “That’s why elven females must serve orcish cock like this,” she gasped between thrusts. “The way they reward us with cock and seed—Ohn! The pleasure they grant our—Ahh!—bodies… Elves were made to be plowed by futa orcs!”

“That’s right!” Bora growled, sliding one massive hand down to Vaelora’s squelching pussy. Two thick green fingers found Vaelora’s swollen clit and rubbed hard as she thrust, fucking her until Vaelora started squirting and cumming, crying in ecstasy, her body convulsing in midair as another orgasm tore through her.

“Ahh…” Seren tried to hold back her moans as she watched her commander’s cum-streaked face, but she only ended up moving her hips faster, craving to be filled with futa orc cum, to swallow it, to feel it pour deep inside her pussy. She rubbed her clit harder against the pulsing veins of the orcish cock beneath her until she, too, started cumming atop an orc’s cock just like her revered commander.

“H–haaah…” Vaelora panted, cum bubbling from her lips as she clung to the muscled arm that had just made her squirt. “The maddening pleasure we receive in return for full submission,” she gasped between breaths, “only further reinforces the positive loop between obedience and bliss within our brains—until we’re finally set free from the false dignity we were taught to hold. And what remains is the truth laid bare: that every female’s primal desire is to be bent over and fucked senseless by a worthy cock.”

“Ahn—yes, it is!!” Seren cried out, unable to agree more with the truth spilling from her commander’s ruined lips. Her thighs quivered as she came again and again all over Runa’s futa cock, every pulse of her climax feeding on Vaelora’s words—on the realization that they echoed the truth she’d felt with every fiber of her being, what her body had always known, even back when she still had not come to terms with the truth.

Was it any wonder she was never satisfied in the barracks, no matter how many times she lay with her elven sisters-in-arms? Was it any wonder that the mere sight of elven men’s tiny cocks disgusted her? She had once thought herself a lesbian. But since last year, Seren had learned the truth: her soul could only ever be fulfilled by the brutish dominance of futa orcs and their seventeen-inch throbbing shafts.

“Hey. What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

Runa’s low voice cut through her haze like a blade, sending chills down Seren’s spine, instantly snapping her out of her self-absorbed fantasies. The elf froze—her body still trembling from climax—and in that instant, she realized her mistake before the orc even spoke another word.

“I’m sorr—” she began, but her sincere apology died in her throat as she was hurled off the hot cock she’d just climaxed all over.

“Using my cock for your own pleasure like it’s a prop?” Runa growled. “Staining it with your filthy juices before you’ve even properly serviced a single cock?”

“I’m sorry!” Seren cried, tears spilling freely as she threw herself to the ground in a trembling bow before the orcs. “I’m so sorry!”

Bora shook her head. “Even though we graciously agreed to give her another chance—since it was partly her whore of a commander’s fault she failed—but I just don’t think she’s cut out to be an Eve.”

“Ah—” Seren choked on the words Bora spoke far more than any orc cock she ever sucked. Cold sweat broke across her skin as her worst fear took shape. She turned toward Vaelora, desperate for salvation—for any flicker of mercy or encouragement. But her commander only looked away, face set in quiet disappointment. It was the kind of look a mother gave a daughter who had shamed her.

“Throw her out of the enclave and be done with it,” Zura said idly as she took back Vaelora’s body from Bora and used it like a living toy.

“No!! I’ll do anything—anything!” Seren cried, groveling at their feet, sobbing as she kissed their toes in desperate submission.

“Stop smearing your inferior juices on my feet!” Runa snarled, throwing her off.

“B-But, but…” Seren whimpered, voice trembling, no longer able to form words as she shook all over beneath them, losing the strength to even lift her head.

“Such a pitiful little elfling,” Bora laughed, shaking her head. “What do you say—should we give her one more chance?”

“You really did have a soft spot for her even last time,” Zura teased, laughter rumbling from her throat as she hooked both corners of Vaelora’s mouth with her fingers, stretching her lips wide while thrusting deeper into the moaning elf.

“I really do think she has potential,” Bora said, stepping closer to Seren’s trembling form, her tone dropping to a low, dangerous purr. “But you’d better take this opportunity to heart if you want to hang on to even a sliver of hope of becoming one of our wives.”

“Oh yes! Please! Anything!” Seren cried, her eyes shining with desperate gratitude. She leapt to Bora’s feet, kissing every inch she could reach. “Thank you! Thank you!” she repeated between frantic kisses. “I’ll do anything you want!”

“Even if she passes,” Korra snorted, “the best I’d have her for is a side piece—to clean my cock when I’m bored.”

“Upon my honor as an elf, I swear I’ll lick it spotless!” Seren declared, voice breaking with sincerity.

The orcs burst out laughing.

“‘Honor,’ she says.” Korra snickered as she seized Seren by the hair and hauled her upright. “With slutty bodies like these, elves have no right to speak of honor.”

She plunged two thick fingers into Seren’s dripping pussy—and within a few curling thrusts, drew a gush of squirt that splashed across her hand and forearm.

“Y–YAHN!?” Seren cried, cumming hard again just from the joy of feeling any part of her strong orcish master inside her, her body trembling as though it had been molded for those brutal hands.

“This is what I’m talking about,” Korra said, dropping Seren back to the ground and wiping her soaked hand through the elf’s long silver hair. But even as she used those shining locks as a rag, her gaze had already shifted—fixed on another, fresher elf.




Chapter 5

“Getting off on seeing what you elves truly are?” Korra’s deep voice rumbled across the enclave, snapping Neliel out of the trance she had fallen into.

“E–Eh!?” Neliel jerked, her dazed mind scrambling to catch up with the current events and process what she’d been seeing and hearing.

Orcs… I’m sitting here, watching orcs.
Some faint, buried reason pounded at the locked doors of her mind. She was watching towering orcish women encircle the most skilled elven warriors she knew—making them cum again and again. Her commander was naked and slick with sweat, bouncing and moaning as she was fucked for the second time, her voice unrecognizable in its lewdness. And Seren—the proud, poised Seren—was begging for scraps of orc attention, cumming from their fingers, grateful just to be used as a rag.

Aren’t… we supposed to fight them? The thought rose like a drowning gasp from some last remnant of decades of training. Neliel tried to move—just a little. Just a finger—

“O–AHN!?” she yelped, realizing that finger was buried deep inside her own pussy. She stared down, horrified, as her hand kept moving—faster now, as if it had a will of its own. She’d been fingering herself this whole time, and even as she realized it, she could not stop. Even as she thought of Seren’s degradation, her fingers only plunged deeper.

“Why?” Neliel whispered, unable to comprehend her own body. “When did I—”

“When did you start fingering your needy cunt?” Korra finished the question for her with a devilish grin.

Neliel’s head snapped up—and froze. She’d somehow failed to notice the nine-foot futa orc leisurely “sneak up” on her. Neliel had a suspicion that the massive woman was grinning while staring down on her pathetic form. But it was hard for Neliel to see the orc’s face when her vision was filled with the pulsing, veiny length of the orc’s cock hanging inches from her eyes.

“Haaah… H-hnaah…” Neliel’s pulse thundered as she stared at the pulsing orcish veins, studying each and every one of them—all long, coiling around that tremendous, brain-numbing shaft which seemed to blot out the sun with its sheer girth. She prayed—silently—that it might also blot out the eyes of the elven gods and hide her from whatever wrath would fall for the thoughts racing through her head as she watched those veins lead to the colossal swell of a true cock. Orcish cock. A cock no elven “man” could ever rival. A cock that made every elven female moisten at the mere sight of it. A cock whose smell left the females a little stupid.

And how did she know all this about the elves? Because her own pussy was drenched, fingers moving on their own as she watched her fellow elves get climaxed. Because now that she could smell the orcish musk in person, pressed close, it made her brain go soft.

And the longer she stared at that giant green shaft, the harder it was to deny how much she wanted to suck it.

No, I’m an elf! A sliver of her elvish pride clawed for air while her lungs breathed deep of the dominant stench of the futa orcs. I’m the Elven Elite. A candidate for an Eve. Even if they’ve corrupted my commander, it is my duty to rise and fight for the forest. I’m not like them. I’m not drooling, begging for cock. I’ll save them… Any second now… Ah… Just one more second…

“She’s got some fight in her eyes,” Korra laughed to the others. “Thinking you can take us all on? You probably can.”

Eh? She thinks I can? Neliel twitched. Well, of course I can! With all my training… But then why is she laughing? She thinks I won’t do it? She thinks I won’t strike her down? Why? Just because she keeps waving that vulgar cock in front of my face?

Seren is a failure. No wonder she failed her ascension last year. I’m not like her!

“You really think you’re not like those other sluts, eh?” Korra mocked, voice like gravel. “Well, if you want to prove it, go right ahead,” she said as she shoved the thick, smelly head of her cock right up under Neliel’s nose, nudging the elf’s face upward an inch. “Don’t worry. Take your time. I’ll wait.”

That’s right. I’m not like them. I will defeat you all! Neliel steeled her determination, fingers moving faster inside her pussy. You think you can take me lightly just because I let you rub your smelly dick against my nose? Joke’s on you—I don’t mind the smell. I’ve endured grueling training the likes of which you can’t even imagine. Compared to that, tolerating some stinky cock—

Neliel breathed in deeper just to prove how little it affected her, and her pussy clenched tighter around her fingers.

It’s your fault you decided to wait, Neliel told the futa orc silently, glaring up into the smirking orc’s eyes as she fingered herself to a swiftly approaching climax. I’ll make myself cum and then defeat you all in the blink of an eye. Even if Vaelora and Seren have turned into stupid sluts who bring shame upon the title of Eve, I’ll be the one to restore it to glory.

Shoving your cock at me like some cheap temptation… as if a real elven elite would fall for that. Her breath came faster. What’s so good about it anyway? It reeks of pathetic need to stick it into some slutty elf. As if a true elf would ever let you fuck her just because our men’s tiny dicks can’t even begin to satisfy the centuries of female craving inside an elven body.

That stupid dick… that would fuck me so hard I wouldn’t be able to walk for weeks…

“Ahn!” The sound slipped out before she could stop it, her body shuddering in pre-orgasmic tremors.

“Close, eh?” Korra teased, her smirk growing increasingly demeaning as she pressed the thick, hot head against Neliel’s trembling lips.

That’s right. Just a few more seconds—then you’ll be the one on your knees before me, Neliel told herself, glaring up at that hot mountain of muscle and will. You and all your friends. Just a few more… And if it’s just a few more—

Her lips began to part. I’ve already been masturbating this whole time with her cock right at my nose anyway. And it didn’t affect me at all. So if it just happens to accidently slip between my lips when I cum… and I still defeat them… it’ll prove I’m a true Eve who cannot be affected by orcish futa cock.

And with that infallible logic as armor for her mind, Neliel opened wide and swallowed. The thick head pushed past her lips, and she took two more inches on top of it, just in case.

“Ahn–Hnakh!?” Neliel choked around the jaw-stretching girth as the pungent, deeply manly taste hit her taste buds. She whimpered—and then began to wag her tongue around the thick green cock.

I only have a few seconds until I cum, so I have to hurry, she told herself, sucking harder, fingers plunging into her pussy past any pretense of restraint. That familiar tingling gathered around her knuckles, heat blooming in her core with the desperate yearning to be fucked stupid like the elven slut she swore she wasn’t.

It’s fine, she thought as she slowly took the strong cock deeper into her mouth, unable to stop herself. As long as I defeat them all after, it’s fine. They already don’t mind waiting for me to finger myself, and I’m only sucking a little, so cumming while sucking a futa orc’s cock is not a big deal at all.

With those thoughts protecting her purity, Neliel drew the orcish cock deeper until the swollen head struck the back of her throat and made her gag. Her pussy clamped down around her fingers in an involuntary, exquisitely pleasant shudder, and she started cumming wildly, gagging on orc futa cock as her world spun and her vision blurred until she could see nothing but the orcish grins surrounding her.

“Are you ready now?” Korra asked, not moving her cock from Neliel’s mouth, and the elf not pulling back from it.

“Or maybe,” Runa drawled, stepping closer with Urza beside her, both unveiling their massive cocks, “you need just a little longer to get ready.”

Neliel’s tongue froze beneath Korra’s shaft as her wide eyes flicked between the two new, equally imposing lengths. She had finally climaxed. Her mind felt clear again. And as she pulled her pussy-drenched fingers from beneath her skirt, she knew exactly what she had to do.

Her tongue began to move again, swirling around Korra’s cock as her hands reached out to stroke the others now looming over her.

I’ll make them cum, then defeat them once they’re weak and spent, Neliel told herself. I’m not just doing this for me—it’s for Seren and Vaelora too. I have to prove that even sucking an orc’s cock after cumming is no big deal. If I make them all cum and still win, I’ll show that no amount of thick, potent orcish seed in our pure elven bodies can tarnish our virtue.

It’s the only way to restore their honor.

She moved from one cock to another, trading lips for hands. For their sake, I have to suck harder, she told herself as she gagged on cocks while slowly taking them deeper and deeper down her throat.

Huh? Wait—this isn’t even that hard, she thought as her throat stretched more easily with each thrust. Seren failed? With just this? Seriously? The Seren? The stuck-up bitch who always acted above us all?

A grin spread across Neliel’s spit-smeared lips as she reveled in finally surpassing her conceited rival.

“Hold it in longer when you take it down your throat!” Korra growled, planting a massive hand on Neliel’s slender head and holding her in place to better savor the orc-cock-meets-elven-throat moment.

Go ahead, Neliel thought, her grin only further widening around Korra’s shaft. Did you think I’d resist? Did you think I’d hate this? Ha!

And to prove how wrong Korra was, instead of pulling back against her hand, Neliel pushed forward—taking another inch down her bulging throat.

Korra, Runa, and Urza exchanged knowing grins and nodded before Korra added her second hand on the back of Neliel’s head and began to facefuck her in earnest.

“Ghloghk—khlook—ghklooo~” Only wet, garbled sounds escaped Neliel’s throat as the futa orc used it for what it was always meant for by the gods themselves.

But Korra wasn’t selfish. Once she’d eased the ache in her cock, she shared—passing the elf-throat to her companions. The three futas took turns, each testing the elven “goods” at their own pace.

Easy! This is so easy! Neliel nearly giggled between gags at how effortlessly she pleased them—how easily she surpassed Seren. How do you like my tight elven throat, you stupid futa orcs? She celebrated. Does it make your filthy cocks tingle when I massage them like this?

Neliel’s only bother was how badly her pussy wanted some of that cock too, rocking her hips and begging for the same stuffing her commander had received. But with the orcs passing her face around in quick succession, Neliel reasoned that she could sneak her fingers back without notice—and she did, plunging both hands between her thighs to pleasure herself while they used her throat.

“Ghlorghk… shcklok… khlokgh…”

Cum! Cum, you stupid orcs! Neliel egged the futas on as she gazed up at them with watery eyes, tempting them with her face and the lewd sounds of her throat-pussy to pump her stomach full of their seed. Once you cum, once I make all three of you cum with just my throat, I win! So hurry up and give me that thick cum already!

Shlokh! Slhok! Ghklokh!

She could almost taste the salty victory, and that thought drove her fingers faster. But she quickly started to realize that just her fingers were no longer enough to achieve her second orgasm. She needed—

Cum! Neliel gurgled, begging wordlessly for their futa seed. Please just give me your cum already! she pleaded inwardly, her body trembling for a real taste of a real orc’s potent seed as she fingered herself in vain, climax nowhere in sight.

She wasn’t begging because her throat was getting tired—she begged because she could no longer imagine herself cumming without the taste of orc cum on her tongue, or the feel of thick shafts stuffing her pussy instead of her tiny, useless fingers.

“Doesn’t she look a little frustrated?” Runa laughed, watching the frantic elf writhe and tremble.

“She does, doesn’t she?” Urza grinned, looking down into the glaring elf’s wet, demanding eyes. She yanked Neliel off her slop-smeared shaft and asked, “What’s wrong? Getting tired?”

“Getting tired of you not cumming,” Neliel shot back, panting.

SLAP!

The blow cracked across her cheek.

“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to?” Urza growled.

“I—I’m sorry!” Neliel gasped, the words tumbling out while her brain still tried to process what had just happened—and why her pussy felt so good. The sting burned hot across her face, but something else sank lower, deep between her legs. Her pussy clenched around her fingers as her thoughts froze on the realization that she wanted to feel that sting again.

“Don’t think that just because Korra likes to go easy on you elven sluts, you can talk to us that way!” Urza snarled before glancing toward Korra. “This is what happens when elves forget their place.”

Should I suck more to earn another slap? Neliel wondered, trembling. Or talk back? Should I say thank you? Even Urza’s furious tone made her pussy leak as she imagined that anger turned on her body—driving into her, pounding until she screamed. Will she fuck my throat if I beg for it? Will she slap me after she pumps me full of her seed?

Tingling all over at the mere thought of being degraded and used as a cum-dumpster, Neliel could no longer deny that she was just a stupid female elf herself—a stupid, horny elf with a stupid, aching pussy. Nearly a hundred years old, and still her pussy clenched around her fingers like she was touching herself for the very first time.

“I think I’ll go see if Zura’s willing to share Vaelora’s ass,” Urza scoffed, turning her back on Neliel. “At least there’s one elf here who remembers her place.”

“Agreed,” Runa said with a ridiculing grin plastered across her face. “Leave this one to her fingers if drinking her own watery pussy juice is the height of her ambition.”

L–Leave?

“But you promised to fill my stomach with cum!!” Neliel cried, her voice cracking as she tried to justify the raw desperation burning through her.

Urza turned back—and burst out laughing. “When the fuck did we promise you anything?”

Neliel blinked.

Wait… when did—? Her thoughts tripped over themselves. But they did! Their thick, stinky cum that Vaelora and Seren crave so badly—I need it too! Can’t they see that!?

“Oh, you poor, sweet thing,” Vaelora purred, her voice approaching Neliel from behind the towering orcs.




Chapter 6

Neliel looked up, blinking through her watery eyes as her commander’s dazzling figure approached, radiant like a goddess. For a fleeting second, she saw Vaelora as she remembered her: proud, disciplined, the paragon of elven grace.

Then the blur cleared.

The reality before her shattered every memory she’d ever held. The slutty, smeared, stupidly giddy grin on Vaelora’s face was nothing like the stern-yet-caring look she used to give Neliel as a pupil. And more than that, there wasn’t a single shred of cloth upon her glistening flesh, nor was she even walking under her own power.

Zura carried her in her lap, the elven commander’s belly bulging from the thick shaft lodged deep inside her. Cum seeped from Vaelora’s stuffed pussy, sliding down to the futa’s heavy balls. A fresh, black tally mark gleamed on her thigh, marking the start of a new count of orcish cocks that claimed her womb with their seed.

“Ahh…” Neliel moaned under her breath, breath hot and shallow, shoving more fingers into herself as she watched Vaelora and her cum-stuffed pussy with aching envy. The way Zura held her looked like the most royal treatment imaginable—far better than the stiff, dull carriages of elven nobles. And she wished to be carried and fucked just like that.

With an obscene wet squelch, Zura pulled Vaelora off the endless length of her cock, revealing just how long and thick a proper cock had to be to satisfy an elf. She gave the commander a lazy, parting kiss before letting her drop to the ground—right at Neliel’s feet, mere feet away from Neliel.

“C-Commander…” Neliel’s voice trembled, the word spilling out like a plea. For a moment, she was a pupil again, reaching for her teacher’s wisdom.

“Oh, you silly thing,” Vaelora purred, her voice retaining that faint, superior lilt even as she crawled naked through the dirt—her body slick and reeking of semen. Neliel’s fingers moved on their own over her clit in desperate hope that her commander might share a taste of the bounty still clinging to her.

“You really should speak to your betters with more respect,” Vaelora said, smiling as she closed in on the heated elf.

“B-But… but cum…” Neliel stammered, eyes darting to the trail of cum Vaelora’s pussy left behind her.

“I get it,” Vaelora murmured, leaning closer until Neliel could feel the heat radiating from her body. “You’re not the first to go a little stupid from the mere smell of potent orcish seed. But you’re supposed to work for it.”

“But that’s what I did!” Neliel tried to defend herself. “I worked so much harder than Seren! I pleasured three cocks at once with my throat—while she failed with just one!”

“Yes, but…” Vaelora’s hand slid down Neliel’s arm, her fingers gliding across smooth, yet-unstained skin until they reached the ones Neliel had buried inside her pussy.

“You can’t be this selfish,” she whispered, gently pulling those fingers free.

Neliel froze, captivated by her commander’s sultry smile as she held her hand, brought her glistening fingers to her lips, and slowly licked them clean—one by one—never breaking eye contact.

For the first time since letting orc cock touch her lips, Neliel wanted to taste something other than their sticky cream—her own. And when Vaelora slowly brought those fingers to her mouth, Neliel instantly parted her lips, welcoming them in. Her tongue met her own pussy-slick fingers, sucking them deeper in, licking up the faint traces that still remained, tasting what she’d become—no, what she’d always been.

“What a horny girl,” Vaelora chuckled softly, licking her lips—the same lips that had just tasted Neliel’s pussy juice.

That sight broke what little composure Neliel still had. Still lost in the bliss of sucking her own fingers right in front of her commander, after fingering herself, she lunged forward the moment Vaelora pulled her fingers away—crashing her mouth against her mentor’s. Their tongues entwined as Neliel sought to steal back the mix of spit, pussy, and the aftertaste of cum that clung to Vaelora’s hot, messy mouth.

“Aaahn~!” Neliel moaned as she finally made out with her commander—the one elf who had never joined their barrack’s secret lesbian orgies, the one every trainee whispered about wanting to try out weird things with at least once, the one who had trained her, guided her, helped her rise to the top, and the one who was about to teach her so much more.

She wrapped her arms around Vaelora’s sticky, sweat-slick body, pressing closer until their breasts met, staining her elven uniform with her commander’s scent without care. She just wanted to keep kissing her beloved mentor while they both got fucked by giant cocks.

When Vaelora finally pulled back from her pupil’s lips, Neliel’s head was spinning. She breathed hot through her mouth, licking her lips, savoring the salty aftertaste, wondering how to finally get her tongue on more of it.

“That was a freebie,” Vaelora murmured softly to Neliel, seeing so clearly the cum lust in her cute pupil’s eyes.

Neliel nodded, grasping some form of understanding of what Vaelora meant—she had to earn her cum.

“You’ve always been a quick study,” Vaelora said, pleased by the gesture. “You’ve been listening carefully to my lessons with Seren, haven’t you?”

“Y-Yes,” Neliel breathed.

“Then you know whose pleasure comes first for you to satisfy your female needs?”

“I…” Shame prickled across Neliel’s skin as the truth sank in. She finally understood why Vaelora had called her selfish before. She wasn’t better than Seren. She never would have been, with that mindset, no matter how many orc cocks she throated. Craving cum, craving orgasms—even her desire to make the futas cum was driven by her own desperate desire to be bathed in their seed. If she were to truly ascend…

“My orc masters’ pleasure comes first,” she whispered. “It’s absolute.”

“Good,” Vaelora purred. She dragged two fingers across her orc-fucked pussy lips and raised them into the light, showing Neliel the glistening mix of cum and elven slick. “This,” she said softly, “is how orcs and elves were always meant to be.”

Neliel nodded again—ready to agree to anything, so long as it led her back to that taste.

Vaelora smiled, bringing her cum-smeared fingers under Neliel’s nose. The younger elf’s body shivered violently as the thick scent hit her nostrils, rushing straight to her brain. Her tongue darted out to lick it up—but Vaelora’s hand moved like lightning. Two fingers caught Neliel’s tongue mid-motion, pressing it down, showing Neliel that her commander hadn’t lost her warrior reflexes.

She simply no longer chose to use them.

“Show them that I did not make a mistake in choosing you,” Vaelora told Neliel, as she slowly guided Neliel’s hot, slippery, pulsing tongue back into her mouth. “Prove yourself to your new masters as you have proved yourself to me.” She smiled, caressing Neliel’s cheek as the younger elf took her chance to lick Vaelora’s two fingers that had held her tongue, and now found their way back into her mouth.

“Yes, Commander!” Neliel breathed with unshakable conviction, releasing Vaelora’s spotlessly licked fingers as she accepted the most sacred mission of her life.

With the intoxicating scent of her commander’s hard-earned cum and elven juices still burning in her nose, Neliel turned toward the waiting orcs.

“Ohhh?” Korra chuckled, flashing a half-impressed grin when she saw the change in the elf’s eyes. “So you don’t need any more time after all?” she teased, calling back to their earlier pretenses.

But Neliel no longer had an interest in such silly things. She did not even see a need to say a word.

She crawled toward Korra’s towering cock until she sat in its shadow, hands sliding behind the orc’s thick thighs for balance. Then, pressing her lips to the swollen tip, she drew one steady breath—and in a single, determined motion drove herself down onto all seventeen inches of it until the orc’s heavy balls smacked against her bulged-out neck from the sheer impact.

But she wasn’t even close to done. Bracing her fingers against the orc’s thick, corded thighs, Neliel pulled back—then drove forward again—filling the enclave with wet, obscene sounds as she used the length of her elven esophagus to pleasure the futa orc with her elvish hole. She slid up and down, ten inches, twelve inches at a time, getting off on how well she performed—how easily she surpassed that bitch Seren.

And unlike before, Neliel now knew better than to give in to the selfish aching of her pussy. Her hands weren’t for herself—they were for her masters. Yet since she needed both to better throat-fuck herself, she did what years of elven training had taught her: she adapted and improvised.

Without letting her throat rest for a moment, she rose from her knees, arching her back into a low, making a perfect bridge as her hips searched for a second futa cock. And as soon as she felt the familiar heat press against her wetness, she began to rock her hips back and forth, using her wet, slippery elvish cunt to massage the swollen, throbbing cockhead—not for her own pleasure, but for the orcs.

Vaelora had been right. Her own bliss would come only if she pleased her masters like she ought to.

“Hm. Not bad,” Urza said, watching Neliel stand on her toes between the two muscular green futas, her legs stretched taut, ass up high, her throat and hips both working in rhythm for the orcs’ pleasure. “Maybe she’s got a sliver of potential after all.”

Hearing those words made Neliel work even harder, as it reinforced her efforts and acknowledged that she was on the right path. But as much as she wanted to keep pleasing Korra with her throat, she knew she needed to prove herself to Urza as well.

“Pwhhaaah~” She finally surfaced for air, gripping Korra’s thighs for support, chest heaving, throat-slop dripping from her lips while Korra rested her wet, slop-smeared shaft across Neliel’s slender shoulder.

“May I?” Neliel asked breathlessly, looking up for permission to serve another futa’s cock.

“You may,” Korra smirked, exchanging a knowing glance with Urza.

“Thank you—YAHN!?” Neliel’s gratitude turned into a startled cry as Runa slapped her ass hard from behind.

“If you’ve got time to talk, move faster!” Runa barked, and with one powerful thrust of her hips, shoved Neliel forward—her cock alone driving the elf straight into Urza’s crotch.

“Well?” Urza smirked, folding her arms beneath her massive breasts, waiting.

As Runa commanded, Neliel wasted no time in repeating her performance. She even thought it would be easier, since Urza’s cock was at least an inch or two shorter than Korra’s. However, when taking it deeper and deeper down her throat, Neliel quickly realized that Urza’s girth made the task substantially more difficult, and she struggled to move as slickly as she did with Korra, gurgling and gagging each time she pushed deep.

“Hey!” Urza snapped, grabbing Neliel by the hair and jerking her head up so the elvish slut had to meet her eyes. “Don’t forget about Runa!”

Ah! She’s right! Neliel’s thoughts spun in panic. Because of how much she struggled with Urza’s girth, she realized she’d stopped properly moving her hips. And the trembling, struggling squirms of her thighs were woefully inadequate to satisfy a proper futa cock. Neliel instantly began to rock again, rolling her hips back and forth, rubbing her soaked pussy along Runa’s cock, praying she hadn’t messed up too badly.

But only moments later, Urza yanked her off her cock.

“Phlhaaah~!” With her messy tongue out, Neliel gulped for air, using Urza’s forceful control as an opportunity to breathe—

SLAP!

Another slap wonderfully punctuated her brief rest as Urza growled, “Don’t forget my balls!”

“Ahn—thahnk hyu~” Neliel slobbered between breaths as Urza pushed her face into the heavy sack hanging beneath that monstrous shaft. She obediently began licking the sweat from the orc’s balls, rolling them over her tongue one by one, making sure her teeth never so much as touched the orc’s thick skin.

But while lost in the musky heat between Urza’s legs, Neliel never saw Korra stride up behind Runa or heard the low whisper that passed between them. But her pussy had all the chances to feel their conversation when its slick lips were pried apart—and spread wide by a real cock for the very first time in her life.

“GHYUAAHN—!” Neliel’s scream tore from her throat as she grabbed onto Urza’s hips for dear life, her whole body jolting as ten thick inches of orcish cock slammed deep inside her.

But Urza grabbed her hair and yanked her head back up, slapping her across the face again.

“Who said you could stop working your mouth just because there’s a cock in you?” Urza snarled.

Neliel apologized by going back to throating while her cheeks still burned from the slap—a delightful reminder that she had yet to earn Urza’s cum.

“That’s better,” Urza said with a satisfied grunt. “The way you’re reacting to every little thing, anyone would think you were a virgin.”

“I’m pretty sure she is,” Runa said, hiking up Neliel’s skirt and gripping her pale hips as her thick cock struggled to push any deeper into the tight elven hole.

“Really?” Urza lifted a brow. “How old are you, elf?”

“Ghhaahn—n-ninety-eight,” Neliel gasped before going straight back to work.

“Imagine that,” Urza said to the others over the wet chorus of thrusts below. “Ninety-eight years without ever knowing what real female pleasure feels like.”

“Vaelora once showed me some of the toys her trainees used in the barracks,” Zura said, still pounding Vaelora’s ass with lazy, possessive strokes. “Barely the size of my fingers,” she added, punctuating it with a sharp slap to the commander’s jiggling ass.

“Ahn—th-they—ohhh—they delude themselves into thinking there’s a single soul who doesn’t know what they’re up to at night,” Vaelora moaned between laughs as she slammed her ass back against Zura’s thighs, meeting the cock that had already reshaped her insides many years ago.

She knew! She always knew! Neliel’s mind spun as she was taken from both ends, her body convulsing between two futa cocks. Her pussy clenched, squirting as her first real penetration and the shame of her commander’s knowing gaze blended into one unbearable pleasure. She didn’t even know if she came from the cock claiming her virgin cunt—or from the humiliation of realizing Vaelora had always known what pathetic, cock-starved sluts all her would-be Eves truly were.

“Damn, she’s only getting tighter!” Runa grunted, fingers digging into Neliel’s hips as her cock throbbed inside that first-rate elven pussy, every squeeze milking her closer to climax.

“Her throat too,” Urza groaned—and Neliel felt it, the pulsing heat driving through and beyond the full length of her clenching neck before the orc pushed her all the way against her groin, and Neliel felt a burning wave erupt deep inside, flooding her stomach with the first gush of hot seed.

A momentary wash of relief and triumph spread through Neliel’s body—her first earned cum, warming her body. But it lasted only an instant before despair followed.

Nooo! I want to taste it!

She wanted to pull back, to swallow it properly, but she could not. There was a reason she was here and not another elf, a reason Vaelora had chosen her—Neliel always learned from her mistakes. So she stayed still, obedient, letting Urza pump her stomach full—

—until the orc yanked her head up and finished across her face, spilling that thick, creamy load directly into her gasping, sloppy mouth.

“GHNhOoo~!” Neliel moaned like a common human whore as she caught the torrent of orc cum into her bubbly, open mouth, eyes rolling, pussy clenching, her whole body shaking as she came hard from her first, well-earned, salty load splashing across her tongue and flooding her mouth just like her stomach had already been warmed and filled with orc seed.

“You act all tough, but you’re an even bigger softie than me,” Korra laughed.

“Bah!” Urza waved her off while letting Neliel take her sweet time purring with the cock and cum in her mouth—sucking it, licking it, savoring it, swallowing it.

But those purrs mixed with moans when Runa picked up her pace too—pounding deeper into Neliel’s tight pussy, fucking her through her post-orgasmic, cum-savoring bliss until not even the taste of fresh cum in her mouth could quiet her cries for a second load while the futa orc’s cock slammed somewhere deep and forbidden inside of her, somewhere that was supposedly only meant for elvish men.

“Ahn—deeper!” Neliel cried, fully aware of what she was begging for—to feel the orc pound her womb and claim it with true seed.

And when a tight elven girl with a tight pussy begged like a slut for a creampie after throating three cocks in a row, there was only so much a healthy futa orc could hold back before unleashing her first load into a pussy that had been unclaimed and pure until a few minutes prior.

“Oghh,” Runa groaned as she dug her fingers into elven flesh while pumping more and more seed as Neliel rocked her hips back against that pulsing cock, the elf’s trembling body begging to be impregnated.

But Runa wasn’t done. With only a single load unleashed and sealed safely inside by her massive girth, she began to pull out, smirking—intent on showing the new elf exactly why they called her Ten-Gallon Runa.

“Hold up a second,” Korra said, placing a hand on Runa’s shoulder.

“But I’m just getting started—” Runa began, but then followed Korra’s gaze—and the two shared a wicked grin.

A heartbeat later, Runa hooked her hands under Neliel’s thighs and hoisted the creampied elf clean off the ground.

“W-Whoah!” Neliel yelped as she flew through the air and ended up in Runa’s arms—exactly like Vaelora had been with Zura.

“Ahhhhn~” she moaned as her back pressed against the orc’s massive, cushioning breasts. Before she even settled, she started rocking her hips against the futa who’d claimed her virginity, trying to entice the futa to keep fucking her, her womb aching to ensure insemination.




Chapter 7

“Let’s reunite the student and the teacher,” Runa said, though the grin on Korra’s face made it clear whose idea it truly was.

Neliel looked ahead—and her pussy clenched when she saw she was being carried straight toward Vaelora. Both elves were limp in the arms of their orcish masters, both skewered on thick, throbbing shafts. Vaelora’s heavy tits bounced and swayed as Zura thrust into her, bulging her stomach obscenely with every deep stroke—and Neliel saw that it wasn’t the elf’s pussy the orc was using.

Neliel didn’t know what she wished for more—to have those full, heavy, bouncing breasts to entice the orcs with more or to have her belly bulged out obscenely from the deep anal ramming just like Vaelora’s.

Both, she thought hazily, though only one of those seemed likely to happen to her. Her tight ring clenched at the thought of being split open the same way.

“Is that dreamy look from the thought of making out while you both get fucked?” Korra laughed.

Neliel blinked, snapping back from her spiraling thoughts. She’d already forgotten what Runa had said—but that promise of reunion reverberated through her skull, and she saw it quickly become reality.

As she watched them approach, Zura dropped back onto a pile of priceless elven carpets and silk cushions, instantly staining them with dirt, sweat, and cum dripping from Vaelora’s slick thighs. At the same time, Runa lifted Neliel higher, carrying her forward until she felt as though she were floating above her commander.

“Ahh,” Vaelora looked up at Neliel with dreamy, pleasure-addled eyes, reveling in how high she had risen above everything the elves once expected of her.

“Haaah,” Neliel moaned, grinning foolishly as she imagined herself in the image of the goddess Elariel, looking down on her commander high on arousal just like the goddess looked down on them both while fingering herself, and Neliel mimicked that divine gesture, presiding over both Vaelora’s and her own ascent as they both got off on displaying pleasure, sharing pleasure, and watching each other rise higher and higher.

With one hand at her trembling, grinning lips, and another at her orc-stuffed pussy, she started rubbing off her swollen clit, showing off to her commander what kind of an elven warrior she truly was, approaching an orgasm just from exhibition.

“Ahn,” her fingers moved faster, her wish to cum all over her commander spurring her on while Vaelora slammed her fat ass against Zura’s thighs—wet flesh slapping against wet flesh—impaling herself on orc cock as she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue toward the juicy gifts her treasured pupil came to offer.

“H-Haaah, V-Vaelora, I’m—ah—I’m close,” Neliel moaned, grinding her hips down to rub her insides against Runa’s thick cock and stimulate herself from both inside and outside.

“Do it,” Vaelora encouraged her dearest elf, voice breathy, opening even wider and tilting her face up toward the thick white semen seeping through Neliel’s overstretched pussy lips.

“She really wants it,” Runa whispered to Neliel.

“Y-Yes,” Neliel gasped, seconds from release.

“Shall we give it to her? The cum from your pussy?” Runa grinned, exchanging a look with the others.

“Yes!!” Neliel rasped, every nerve in her body screaming for it—to feel her commander’s lips and tongue where her fingers were, to share her salty bounty just like she had shared hers, to drown her in it as she climaxed again.

“Then let’s give these ‘elite’ elves what they want,” Runa said—and pulled Neliel off her fifteen-inch orc cock.

“GHhhoooOOO~~!” Neliel groaned like a sow in heat, rubbing off her clit even faster as she felt the rock-hard girth pulled out of her. With every inch, she moved her fingers faster; with every inch, she was closer to fulfilling her wish.

And when an obscenely sloppy wet squelch plopped through the enclave—echoing as Neliel’s pussy slipped off her favorite cum-drenched cock, cum gushing after it—Runa landed Neliel right on top of Vaelora’s face, burying her mouth between Neliel’s wet thighs before even a drop of cum could go to waste.

“KHNHUAAAHHHH!!” Neliel screamed as she climaxed the second she felt Vaelora’s tongue touch her pussy. And as her nurturing mentor started drinking, wrapping her lips around Neliel’s pussy as she worked her tongue, swallowing non-stop, squeezing Neliel’s thighs with both hands, pulling her even closer—as close as she could be—Neliel kept rubbing herself off, moaning and shaking as she came all over her dear commander’s face.

Vaelora moaned too—getting fucked in the ass as she ate out her beloved pupil—but her voice was smothered beneath Neliel’s trembling thighs. Even so, there were none in the enclave who did not hear the elven commander’s unceasing wet gulps as she swallowed all that her dear student’s pussy had to offer.

Cum, pussy juice, sweat, tears of joy—Vaelora ate it all and worked her tongue for more, just like Neliel kept working her clit to feed her mentor even more as payment for all the pleasure her tongue brought her through the orgasm that melted her mind.

“Alright, back to work,” Korra said, her tone half-command, half-laugh, as she pushed her cock against Neliel’s messy cheek.

“Ahn~!” Neliel moaned, like she’d just been reminded what was missing in her life to complete this blissful moment. She turned toward the cock and started sucking while Vaelora continued eating out her creampied pussy.

“Ghhklokhg—hlokh—shlophkh…” Wet, guttural sounds filled the air as Neliel’s throat accepted Korra’s cock. And with her fingers still moving to keep her juices flowing for the benefit of her commander, Korra was kind enough to take charge and thoroughly fuck the elf’s cum-lubed throat.

Being one of the last futas still holding back, and with many more waiting for another turn with the cock-addicted elven onaholes, Korra did not waste time bringing herself to orgasm with such a tight elven throat. However, just like Urza, Korra saw no reason to simply pump the elf’s stomach to bursting without giving her a proper taste.

“Time to return the favor,” Korra said as she pulled Neliel off her commander’s face with one hand while with the other she pushed Vaelora further down against Zura’s chest, pressing the elf’s back against the futa orc’s heavy breasts. And as the first pulse or seed already rushed through her cock, Korra thrust inside Vaelora’s pussy, slamming against her womb, enjoying the tight fit of the momentarily double-penetrated elf as she shot her first ropes of cum deep inside.

“Ahn!” Neliel whimpered, half from denial, half from arousal as she watched Vaelora get filled up with orc semen, feeling a new cum-denial kink developing within her as she started fingering the place that had been serviced by an elf’s tongue mere seconds ago.

But Neliel’s denial did not last. After several strong pumps inside, Korra pulled out and splashed more thick loads across Vaelora’s pussy lips, drenching them completely in thick orc jizz, before pushing Neliel’s face into it with a single smirking growl, “Enjoy!”

And she did. Neliel got to experience the salty, potent, dizzying joy of eating out the pussy that had been blessed by a fertile futa’s potent seed, and she quickly got cum-drunk on the sheer mental joy of it as she fingered herself with both hands while slurping, swallowing, and slobbering all over the sticky, messy, used pussy until a pair of strong hands grabbed her hips and a hard, throbbing cock forcefully pushed her fingers aside by slamming straight into her womb for the very first time.

“GHNHOOOO~~!” Neliel gurgled against Vaelora’s thighs, her cry muffled by the elf’s soaked skin. Only bubbles of spit and cum escaped her lips as her pussy got reshaped, the orc cock pounding against her belly and bulging it out just like she saw Vaelora’s had been.

And what bliss it was. More amazing than she could have ever imagined when she first witnessed such copulation with her own eyes.

Again! She begged silently, her mouth too busy for words as she licked and swallowed, pushing her tongue deeper into Vaelora’s hot, delicious pussy just as another punishing slam drew her forward, making her brain tingle.

Again!! She tried to reach back for that divine cock with her trembling fingers, but her wrists were seized and pulled back as a third mind-fucking slam rewrote her brain around a singular purpose of serving orc futa cock.

“Here,” one of the orcs said, pressing a golden goblet to her lips.

Her nose told her exactly what it contained, and she drank eagerly, smiling into the taste, now certain her body would forever carry the scent of orc cum.

“She’ll make a fine Eve,” another orc said—though Neliel could no longer tell who. It didn’t matter.

Eve! the word rang through her head. I’m an Eve!!

Her voice rose in muffled, gurgling moans as she gulped down the last of the cum, her mind flashing white from the mind-bending plowing she took from behind. This is what she meant! This is the reward for serving orcs!

I’ll serve more! She promised as another brutal slam broke through her cervix.

I’ll serve forever! She swore, already squirting from the euphoric bliss of getting her womb reshaped—rebuilt to carry a strong orc child, should they ever deem her body worthy.

I’m your elvish hole to fuck! So fuck me more! she gurgled, choking on cum as she came again.

***

“Ahn,” Seren whimpered, squirming in her bonds, tears tracing down her cheeks as she watched Neliel’s Ascension with envy.

“Now that’s a true Eve,” Bora said, smirking as she turned her gaze from the cumming elf to the one who could only watch.

Seren struggled helplessly against her bonds, desperate to pleasure herself. Every inch of her body ached for a sliver of stimulation. But her wrists were tied. Her legs were spread and bound. She couldn’t even rub her thighs together to ease the throbbing ache.

She had already surrendered the dream of tasting cum. Of feeling a thick, veiny orc cock inside her. But to be denied even the smallest pleasure…

“P-Please,” she whimpered, begging Bora as she stared at the futa cock that dangled inches from her face and tortured her senses. It was so close—close enough that its heat teased her lips, that the smell alone made her dizzy. She stretched her neck, stuck out her tongue, straining for just one lick, one taste…

But no matter how much she strained, it always remained just out of reach.

The closer she got, the more agonizing the denial became. She could almost cum from the scent alone. Almost. But just as she’d fooled herself into believing she could reach what was unearned, her body could bear the stretch no more.

“Ahn!” she cried out as she fell back into her restraints, spine hitting the carved elven relics that once symbolized her people’s pride. Her neck burned. Her tongue ached. Her eyes overflowed with needy tears.

“You want this?” Bora asked, shaking her cock before the desperate elf’s face.

“Yes!!” Seren gasped.

“What will you do for it?”

“Anything!!”

“You swear?”

“On my honor as an elf!”

“Pff.” Bora snorted. Seren’s face twisted, shame cutting through her desperation as she remembered—elves had no honor.

“But you still dream of becoming an Eve?” Bora asked.

Seren nodded quickly, pleading with teary eyes.

Bora sighed, exaggerating her patience. “Very well. We’ll give you one more chance. But it won’t be simple.”

“I’ll do it!” Seren blurted, voice trembling with hope.

“You’ll bring us the elven princess,” Bora said, stating it as fact, grinning wide enough to bare her fangs.

“Of course!” Seren answered instantly, without a sliver of hesitation.

To be continued…?

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. Would like to see this story continued? Let me know.
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[image: A cartoon of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Submitting to Futa Alpha

When a lonely young woman went on a Christmas hiking trip, she couldn't have possibly imagined what kind of miracles Santa had in store for her. A saved wounded wolf transformed into a voluptuous futa monstergirl, reality clashed with fantasy, and the dominant hung futa proved too skilled not to submit. Can any woman resist her body's desire for the ultimate gift from an alpha wolf?

[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Dungeon: Slime Surprise

Failing as an adventurer and drowning in debts, Sam was driven to desperation when he received a mysterious summon to a dungeon he had never heard of that promised a solution to all his problems.

"Gender-bending potions? Giant drooling flowers with big mouths and long, slippery tongues? Clingy, tingly, morphing slimes? What sort of a perverted dungeon is this?"

[image: ]1v5 in a World of Giant Futas: Gender Changed and Isekai’d

When a futa demon offers Bailey one wish, he doesn’t hesitate: to become a cute futanari and wake in a world overflowing with towering, hung goddesses.

Before the day is over, Bailey finds herself on a private bus, squeezed tight between five voluptuous futas, and every one of them is smiling at their new toy.
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