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Chapter 1

“I’m coming,” the elven queen Velarissa replied to the three knocks on the door of her chambers. Those agreed-upon three knocks informed the queen that she was precisely an hour late to meet the arriving envoys—exactly how she wanted it. Vela pulled her tool out and had it cleaned while her two female servants dressed her in fine white silks, combed her long green hair, and polished her extravagant golden jewelry.

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” Vela’s third servant, Yli, said, thanking her for the morning meal while she cleaned the queen’s royal staff. Yli had wavy, shoulder-length purple hair and looked not a day older than twenty, though, being an elf, she could very well have been over sixty years old and none would be the wiser. Her long, pointed ears almost matched her queen’s ears in length, though Yli bore none of the many golden earrings that Vela had pierced in each ear.

“Don’t forget to share with your friends,” the queen said as she went to the door while her two servant girls excitedly jumped the third to share in the morning meal.

“They are waiting for you patiently, Your Majesty,” Salis, the queen’s royal scribe, said, bowing before Vela, flanked by four guards in shining armor who silently awaited the queen.

“Good,” she smiled, making her way to the throne room, followed by her scribe and her personal guard. The queen basked in the beauty of her restored realm as she walked through the lavish, sunlit halls of her expanded palace.

“Several officers continue to voice their objection to you permitting such lowly diplomats into the palace at all,” Salis said.

“Of course they are,” Vela said. “But I have mocked those envoys sufficiently and I will not turn them away now.”

“Even though you know what they want from us?” Salis asked.

“The same thing that everyone wants,” Vela replied, looking through an arched window into the distance beyond the palace walls, where her elven sight allowed her to see in great detail her two most recent battalions marching in formation, equipped with swords, bows, and armor of the highest quality.

“Her Majesty, Velarissa Moonveil,” the queen’s royal guard announced as Vela entered the throne room.

Vela’s throne room was a marvel of opulence: marble floors polished to a mirror sheen, high arches adorned with golden leaves. Since ascending to the throne less than a hundred years ago, Vela worked tirelessly to restore her kingdom to its former glory.

Under her rule, the Elven Kingdom rose to be unrivaled both in wealth and military power, even as a third of the continent teetered on the brink of war. Because of this, many sought Vela’s favor to remain in her good graces during these turbulent times. And as she took her place upon her throne, Vela welcomed yet another group of diplomats—the fourth time this month.

A group of three young women this time, accompanied by a band of mercenaries for protection during their journey. At least these three were chosen well, Vela noted, though she hid her approval for now.

The elven queen’s fertile nature had hardly been a secret for many years now. The palace alone housed a dozen royal bastards, with many more among the ranks of her army, though Vela had yet to name a single one as her successor.

Thus, many kingdoms chose to send young, beautiful female diplomats on their missions in hopes of winning some affection from Vela. But the elven queen was not easily impressed, and many overestimated her desire for alluring female diplomats when her palace was already filled with some of the most beautiful elves in the entire kingdom.

For now, these three served as little more than eye candy for the queen. With bronze skin typical of their southern lands, they wore simple yet enticing dresses to accentuate each woman’s best features and tempt the elven queen, along with a few modest trinkets that could scarcely be considered jewelry when compared to the riches of the elven court.

The leader of this small diplomatic group, Elara, was a slender young woman with subtle breasts, her nipples pressing against the fabric of her top. Though her breasts paled in comparison to those of the other two envoys, the tight, toned curves of her buttocks drew many eyes, as did her large, expressive eyes, brimming with excitement beneath the long bangs of her fiery hair.

“Your Majesty,” Elara said, bowing her head before the elven queen, “I present to you our small state’s humble gifts for your upcoming birthday.” She gestured toward the four chests behind her, which the two other female envoys promptly opened, revealing them to be filled to overflowing with golden coins and treasures.

Even before the chests were opened, Vela knew they would be scarcely worth notice when added to the vast wealth she had amassed. However, coming from a city-state surrounded by enemies, where every coin was counted and sorely needed for new mercenaries, it was a desperate offering.

“And you offer these trinkets in exchange for…?” Vela asked, knowing full well what these envoys had come to request long before they set foot in her capital.

The young woman fell to her knees and pleaded, “We beg you not to abandon our state to the orcish incursions as our other allies have. Our mines have not yet run dry, and our city could serve you as a valuable outpost for your forces in future campaigns. And… dare I presume that some within your court might have heard of the beauty of our women?”

“They have,” Vela replied with a light nod, smiling at the roundabout way the envoy chose to hint at her true meaning.

“The blood of the elves still runs within our veins, though the passage of time has thinned it,” Elara said. “As such, our state also offers the three of us as gifts as well.”

The other two envoys exchanged nervous glances while remaining in a deep bow, even as many in Vela’s court laughed.

Vela raised her hand, and the court fell silent instantly. The queen prolonged that silence for a noticeable moment to observe the envoys’ behavior and was pleased to see them remain bowed, silent, and patient.

“I see,” Vela finally said. “Well, as you yourself have noted—these are all gifts for my birthday, which is still some months away, mind you. Thus, my men will take them to our vaults regardless of the answer I give you.” The queen motioned to a group of soldiers, who in turn directed servants to seal the chests and carry them away under guard, while the envoys could only watch and pray.

“As for protecting Threnocia…” Vela paused again, tapping her fingers on her armrest. “I never lack brave soldiers and commanders eager to slaughter orcs. But your city’s location will prove troublesome when establishing supply lines. I’m afraid those little chests will do little to offset our expenses.”

“But, Your Majesty—” one of the other two envoys began, only to freeze mid-sentence when Elara sharply turned and glared at her.

“Even if I accept your plea,” Vela said, smirking as she fixed her gaze on the green-haired Threnocian who dared interrupt her, “I might just gift you three to my lieutenants to keep them company on their long journey to your little city-state. Will you still remain my gifts?”

“Y-Yes,” the young woman stammered.

“We are yours to do with as you see fit!” Elara declared with such enthusiasm and sincerity that Vela’s smirk widened slightly, her interest piqued.

“Perhaps tomorrow,” Vela said, though her tone suggested she was dismissing the idea for now. “Find them a room with a lock strong enough to keep my eager lieutenants out,” she commanded her servants, prompting laughter among the elves, one of whom elbowed another, implying the queen meant him. “And ensure they take a proper bath and are well fed after their long journey. If these three are any indication, their city is on the verge of starvation.”




Chapter 2

Several days had passed before Vela finally had more than a few minutes to herself. “Bring those three Threnocian envoys,” she commanded one of her many attending servants, while a busty elven maid tended to the queen’s throbbing need with her long, skillful tongue and full lips.

Vela had yet to climax when the door to her chambers opened once more, and her servants ushered all three Threnocians inside.

“You called for us, Your Majesty?” Elara asked, freezing in place, her eyes widening as she witnessed the queen lounging on her cushioned, hand-carved chair with her legs spread and a maid bobbing her head up and down, making lewd sounds between the queen’s thighs. 

“Have you been properly taken care of?” Vela asked, speaking calmly as if nothing were out of the ordinary and she wasn’t receiving a blowjob in front of both her servants and her new “gifts”.

“Yes, we have, thank you, Your Majesty,” Elara replied, bowing as her two companions followed suit.

“The hospitality of the elves is unrivaled,” Lisa, the green-haired envoy, said as she bowed, correcting her earlier impropriety from when she first stood before the queen.

“You spoil us, Your Majesty,” Mina, the third Threnocian, added, watching her two friends to ensure she wasn’t the first to rise from her bow.

“Now, you have claimed that you are mine to do with as I see fit,” Vela reminded Elara, gazing deeply into her eyes and studying the young woman’s every subtle movement.

“Absolutely!” Elara exclaimed, straightening her posture like a soldier before her commander.

“The same goes for you two?” the queen asked the other two “gifts”, and they both nodded hurriedly.

“I see,” Vela said, tapping her busty maid’s shoulder. The full-lipped elf ceased her eager, slobbering service immediately and, with a bow, retreated to join the others standing along the vast chamber’s walls, ready to serve. 

“Ah!” Elara gasped, staring in awe as she finally beheld what she had only heard about in stories.

The queen’s royal staff was no less than ten inches long and its girth was more than ample for such penetrating lengths. With the maid’s saliva reflecting the dancing candlelight while the thick veins pulsed with royal blood, Elara swallowed hard as she realized that reality dwarfed all her expectations.

“It does not scare you?” the queen asked.

“How could it?” Elara’s voice trembled with excitement. “It is an honor to witness it with my own eyes, Your Majesty!”

“If I told you to touch it, would you?” Vela inquired.

“Of course we would!” both Lisa and Mina exclaimed.

“I would crawl across broken glass and beg for your permission!” Elara declared, falling to her knees.

The queen smiled, her interest in this new girl growing. She thought for a moment, then said, “I think I will deny you that permission. None of you three are yet worthy, and I have no desire for broken glass on the floor of my chambers.”

“Of course! Please forgive me for even daring to presume that you would let us touch your famed cock! Just being near you is already a privilege!” Elara cried out, bowing even lower.

“How right you are,” Vela said, finding it increasingly difficult to hide her amusement. “If you truly enjoy this privilege so much, you may linger a while longer while my lovely maids tend to my needs. I might even allow you to come a little closer to my cock—but only as my footstool for my weary feet.”

Elara leaped forward with such speed that Vela’s maids all drew their daggers, fearing the young woman was an assassin. But Elara landed on her knees well before reaching the queen and slid the rest of the way on all fours until she was face-down and sideways, presenting her back for the queen’s convenience.

“Heh,” Vela chuckled at the enthusiasm with which the Threnocian presented herself. She lifted her long legs to display their ethereal smoothness to her guests before lowering her feet onto Elara’s back. The queen was quietly impressed by how precisely Elara had judged the distance to land in just the right spot to serve as the most comfortable footstool.

“I hope you find me a satisfactory footstool, Your Majesty!” Elara exclaimed.

“I do,” Vela replied softly, noticing a light shiver run across Elara’s back. She then turned to her purple-haired maid and said, “Yli, come here and take care of this, please,” pointing at her naked, throbbing girth.

“At once, Your Majesty!” Yli replied with a bow before approaching her queen.

“As for you two, you are free to leave,” Vela told the other two Threnocians.

The two bronze-skinned girls exchanged glances, and one of them stammered, “H-Have we displeased you, Your Majesty?”

“No, you are perfectly adequate,” Vela said. “Now, leave.”

The girls caught the hint from the subtle shift in Vela’s tone, even before two maids approached to escort them back to their quarters.

“Your Majesty, please rest your feet upon your footstool properly!” Elara spoke up from beneath Vela’s feet, before her two companions had even passed through the door.

“What do you mean?” Vela asked, as her purple-haired maid knelt and began servicing the royal futa cock.

“I can feel that you’re not putting all your weight on my back,” Elara said. “How can I properly serve you if you hold back? How can you fully enjoy your lovely maids’s blowjob if you’re distracted by lessening the weight on me?”

“So, you noticed,” Vela said, growing more impressed with Elara by the minute. “But I do not wish to abuse my gifts, nor am I fond of making women do what they do not wish when it comes to my leisure.”

“There is no greater joy than being used by one such as you, Your Majesty!” Elara proclaimed, her voice ringing with heartfelt conviction. “Stories of your power and wisdom predate my birth, and you will endure long after my death. To submit to the commands of an elf who has personally led tens of thousands into battle, an elf who holds the fates of nations in her hands, an elf whose cock is said to make a woman pregnant with but a drop of her potent seed—how could anyone not wish to be in my position?

“The way you look upon me with piercing eyes that have seen the world… To be gazed upon so intently is already an honor. And to be commanded by you is simply… Please, rest your feet on me fully, Your Majesty! Let me share in your weight! Dominate me with it, if you so desire!”

“My desire is for a silent footstool,” Vela said, smiling at Elara’s unwavering sincerity and devotion. Elara fell utterly silent at the queen’s command, making her breathing so subdued that it betrayed the substantial control she exerted to maintain her stillness while her heart pounded with excitement—something Vela felt clearly through her feet. Vela let her feet rest fully on Elara’s back, as requested, and sensed another shiver ripple through the girl’s body as Elara barely stifled a moan.

What an interesting creature, Vela thought as her own breathing quickened from Yli’s skillful blowjob. But even while her maid expertly serviced her, Vela wondered what Elara’s reaction might be if she were allowed to wrap her lips around the royal futa cock.

“Haah!” Vela groaned as her climax approached more swiftly than expected. Have Yli’s skills improved even further? she wondered. No, it’s not that, she realized, her gaze settling on her still, steadfast footstool. Vela grabbed Yli’s head and thrust into her maid’s mouth while resting her feet firmly on her silent, dedicated footstool. She fucked her maid’s mouth with abandon, driving herself to an unusually swift climax.

“Oh!” Elara couldn’t hold back her moan as she felt the tremble of the queen’s orgasm through her back. The shudder from Vela’s feet coursed through Elara’s body, igniting her, stoking a craving for that same release as the moist heat between her thighs grew undeniable.

Yli performed her duty expertly, swallowing the queen’s load without rising for breath, allowing Vela to fully savor the service of both young women as she watched Elara struggle to contain the storm of emotions so vivid on her flushed face. As Yli finished cleaning the sticky mess from Vela’s cock, the queen tapped her shoulder and said, “Don’t swallow it all just yet.”

The queen then lifted her feet from Elara’s back and said, “You may rise.”

Elara stood slowly, unable to calm herself after the lewd experience. A tinge of sadness was plainly visible on the girl’s needy face once her connection with the queen was severed.

“You’ve proven yourself a capable footstool,” Vela said. “I may call upon you again to rest my weary feet.”

“It would be my greatest honor, Your Majesty,” Elara replied with a bow, her eyes drifting toward the purple-haired maid, whose lips still glistened from her service.

Vela studied the girl quietly, intently, brushing her long finger across her own luscious lips as her imagination swirled with possibilities. “I have one more duty for you,” she finally said.

“Anything you desire!” Elara exclaimed, her heart leaping at the sudden, welcome command.

“Clean my maid’s mouth so she may return to her regular duties,” Vela instructed.

Yli glanced quickly at her queen, then at Elara, then back at her queen before turning to Elara and opening her sloppy, well-used mouth wide. 

“Ah!” Elara’s tone laid bare her raw, ecstatic excitement—impossible to contain—as she dropped to her knees beside the maid and plunged her tongue into Yli’s mouth, determined to lick it clean until it was drier than the Yellow Wastes.

“What a splendid gift the Threnocians have given for my birthday,” Vela said, her smile widening as she watched the display. “Wouldn’t you agree, Yli?”

“Hyeash, Youhr Mhajesty!” Yli gasped, her words muffled and slurred as Elara’s tongue worked deep within her mouth.

The queen’s praise spurred Elara to redouble her efforts, overwhelmed with joy at being the elven queen’s favored gift. By the time she was done with the maid’s mouth, Yli was gasping for air even more than she had after being throated by the queen.

“Show me your mouth,” Vela said to her maid.

“Ahn!” Yli stuck out her tongue, revealing that nothing of note remained after Elara’s ravenous incursion.

“A wonderful job, Elara,” Vela said, clapping her hands. “You may go now. Expect to be summoned for other duties.”

“I am yours to command, Your Majesty,” Elara replied, bowing deeply before departing. Her heart raced as she returned to her room, her body tingling with the imprint of Vela’s feet forever etched into her back, the salty aftertaste in her mouth fueling her burning desire as she quickened her steps.

Elara’s greatest challenge was not running through the palace halls as she hurried to her small, private room. Once inside, she locked the door behind her, disrobed, and leapt onto her bed with her hand between her thighs.

“Ahn!” Elara moaned as she recalled the weight of Vela’s feet upon her back. She stuck her fingers into her mouth and swabbed for any trace, any molecule of Vela that might have still lingered in her mouth. She stuck her fingers deep down her throat, imagining what it would be like to have Vela’s royal staff down there. In doing so, Elara collected some sticky liquids.

“Pthuah~!” Elara gasped as she withdrew her fingers, long, hanging strands of saliva still connecting them to her mouth. She coated her fingers with the sticky lubricant and thrust them into her pussy as fast as she could.

“Oh, Vela!” Elara moaned as she fucked herself with the faint remnants of her queen she’d managed to claim. She preferred to believe she’d salvaged at least a drop of cum from Vela’s royal cock, and that thought drove her to a swift, powerful orgasm.




Chapter 3

The next day arrived without news, and Elara paced within her room, wondering if she had done anything to displease the queen. A sudden knock on her door sent her heart racing. When the door opened, Elara instantly recognized the same maid whose mouth she had scoured for the queen’s essence. As Yli spoke, that was all Elara could think about, her gaze fixed on the maid’s familiar mouth. 

“The queen expects you in her chambers in precisely two hours,” Yli announced dispassionately to Elara’s room, not even glancing in Elara’s general direction, doing her best to treat Elara as the furniture she had volunteered to be. The summons sent a shiver of anticipation across Elara’s skin, as did the dehumanizing treatment, making Elara fantasize about what else the queen had in store for her. 

Elara arrived at the appointed hour, and the same dispassionate maid opened the door for her. As soon as Elara entered the vast, opulent chambers, she saw Vela. The air was thick with the scent of incense, and the sun still shone brightly through the many arched windows, its light streaming through the queen’s flowing robe, revealing the voluptuous contours of Vela’s coveted body. Vela’s eyes gleamed with secret designs as they locked onto Elara. 

“Approach,” Vela said, her voice both smooth and authoritative. 

Elara stepped forward, trying not to stare at the queen’s form without permission. “Your Majesty,” she said, bowing her head.

“There is something different about you,” Vela observed. “You wouldn’t happen to have done something indecent while away from my presence, would you?”

“I… I have,” Elara admitted, unable to lie to her queen.

“Speak,” Vela urged, hastening Elara’s response.

“I touched myself while thinking of you,” Elara confessed, her face turning red.

“Did you climax?” the queen asked bluntly.

“Yes,” Elara muttered, lowering her head.

“Did you enjoy thinking of me while you did it?”

“Yes.”

“Would you touch yourself again if given the opportunity to watch me?”

“You would allow it?” Elara’s head shot back up with excitement.

“Do you wish to be allowed?” Vela asked, smiling like a predator cornering her prey.

“Please command me to masturbate while I watch you!” Elara raised her voice with earnest excitement. 

“Even if I fuck another?” Vela asked.

“It is Her Majesty’s right to claim whomever she pleases, whenever she pleases! Merely witnessing it is the greatest of honors!”

“What an interesting creature,” Vela said with a smile, adding, “Do not enter unless I permit you. If you do climax, you must leave at once!”

“As you command,” Elara replied, bowing, barely able to contain her excitement. 

Vela then stepped through the door to her bedchamber and pushed it nearly shut behind her, leaving a gap just wide enough for Elara to peek through with one eye. Elara wasted no time looking inside and saw the queen’s robed back as she approached her bed.

“Bring Lisa,” Vela called out to her maids, who waited beyond the chamber’s other door.

No way! Elara thought, covering her mouth to avoid making a noise. She can’t mean her! Maybe… maybe it’s some elf named Lisa? While she waited with bated breath, Elara couldn’t decide which scenario would be better.

Elara didn’t have to wait long. After the door to the queen’s bedroom opened, it took only a few timid steps before Elara saw her friend—one of the other two Threnocian gifts for the queen’s amusement—walk into view.

Lisa’s skin was as bronze as Elara’s, but that was where their similarities ended. Her long raven hair was as black as the birds she used to watch back home, and her hips and breasts were far more generous than Elara’s, though Elara knew how wrong it was to be envious of such things.

Lisa looked nervously around the room before her eyes settled on Vela, who stood by the bed, gazing at the young woman like a delicious meal. Vela’s robe was open, revealing both the curves of her breasts and the impressive size of her royal futanari cock.

Lisa stared at it for a good long while before remembering her manners, bowing deeply, and asking, “You summoned me, Your Majesty?”

“I did,” Vela replied with a smile, studying one of her latest gifts. “Come closer.” 

As Lisa approached, Vela cast a long glance toward the doorway. Her eyes met Elara’s through the narrow gap, a smirk forming on her lips before she turned back to Lisa and asked, “Do you know why you are here?”

“To have sex with you,” Lisa answered, blushing deeply.

“Is that something you desire?” Vela inquired.

“Yes,” Lisa replied. “They say the elven queen can ensnare any man or woman and make them cum ceaselessly—or hold them on the verge of orgasm for days.”

“Which would you prefer?” Vela asked, glancing at the door again. 

How could I possibly choose? Elara wondered, her heart racing as she imagined both possibilities, each more enticing than the other.

“The fact that you chose me over my two companions is honor enough,” Lisa said.

“And do you know that one of your companions will be watching?” Vela asked. 

WHAT!? Elara nearly cried out, only her hands over her mouth preventing her from making a sound.

“Yes, I want her to,” Lisa said, and Elara noticed a shift in her tone.

“Why is that?”

“Because she always acted as though she were better than us,” Lisa stated bluntly, without reservation. “She went on and on about true devotion, about how she would do anything—even if you asked her to lick your feet. And though she never said it openly, she made no secret of her desire for your cock inside her. If I can feel you inside me first, with her watching, masturbating while wishing it were her pussy around your cock—that would be a wish come true.” 

“What a peculiar bunch you Threnocians are,” Vela said with a smile. “Undress.” 

How cruel! Elara thought, her hands trembling as she couldn’t stop rubbing her thighs to satisfy the rising heat between her legs. You both want me to watch you have sex, even though you know how unbearable my desire for that cock is? It hurts… so… wonderfully! Elara could no longer hold her hands back from touching her overflowing pussy. Oh, Vela! You always know how to tease me! Truly, our meeting was destined! 

Lisa was already naked when Vela approached her. She trembled slightly at the first touch of the queen’s fingers but quickly embraced Vela’s roaming hands. Lisa soon acknowledged the queen’s experience, her body heating from Vela’s skillful fingers alone. And just as Lisa leaned in for more, Vela pushed her onto the bed.

The gentle, womanly touch gave way to dominance as Lisa stared up at Vela’s commanding figure, her raging hard cock throbbing for a wet hole. Vela let her robe fall completely before climbing onto the bed and claiming Lisa.

“Who do you belong to?” Vela asked, holding Lisa in place with just one hand.

“I’m yours, Your Majesty,” Lisa moaned, melting beneath the elven queen.

“Whose pussy is wet for my cock?” Vela asked, her fingers playing with Lisa’s pussy, finding it wet and wanting.

“My pussy, Your Majesty!” Lisa rasped, moving her hips toward Vela’s fingers, hoping to entice her for more.

“You will moan for me,” Vela stated with utter certainty as she lifted Lisa’s hips and pressed the tip of her cock against Lisa’s entrance.

“Yes, Your Majesty—aah!” Lisa did indeed moan when Vela filled her pussy with a slow, controlled thrust. But that was not the moan Vela had foreseen. As the queen’s pace quickened, Lisa truly began to sing. 

With only a single experience in her entire life, Lisa was unprepared for the pleasures an experienced futa queen could bring. She wrapped her arms around Vela and rocked her hips toward the queen’s hot cock, growing hopelessly addicted to how right it felt to be claimed by a figure who held the world in her hands. 

She loves it! She really loves it! Elara thought, fingering herself without holding back as she watched Lisa succumb to desire and cry for more. Would she claim me the same way one day? Will she dominate me with her cock until I can’t remember my name? Or will she command me to watch her fuck the entire world, reducing me to a masturbating, voyeuristic slut who can only find reprieve with her fingers while never receiving what she truly desires? Ah, why does that sound so painfully wonderful? 

“Oh, yes, my queen! Please, don’t stop!” Lisa cried, and Elara longed to echo those words aloud.

Keep fucking her, just like you’ll one day fuck me! Elara pushed her second, then her third finger inside herself. My pussy will be even tighter; your giant cock will feel even better! Will you hold me down like you’re holding her? Will you press on my body until I can no longer breathe while you skewer me with your thick cock? 

Vela’s muscles flexed as she groped Lisa’s body, then glanced toward the door again. Elara swallowed hard, knowing the movement of her hands couldn’t escape the perceptive elven eyes. She lifted her robe so her queen could better see the pathetic, masturbating state she was in.

Do you see how much juice flows down my legs? Elara asked silently. Do you see how many fingers I can already fit inside? Even though they’re nothing compared to the girth of your cock, I’ll keep practicing! 

Vela smiled, watching Elara carefully as she wrapped her hand around Lisa’s neck. Elara mirrored the movement instantly, placing her hand around her own neck. Do you want to squeeze? Your hand squeezing my neck while you fuck me would be so wonderful! My skinny arms have no strength compared to yours. I want your hand around my neck as you fuck me into an orgasm! 

Vela’s smile widened, her thrusts growing harder, and Elara knew her actions had spurred the queen on. Yes! Fuck me more! Elara nearly let out a moan as her pleasure grew too intense, vividly imagining herself beneath Vela. Choke me more! 

“You like this, don’t you?” Vela asked. The meaning of her question applied to both girls, though both were too lost in their heat to consider that it might not have been meant for them alone.

“I do!” Lisa confessed, letting the queen do with her as she pleased. She had never known that a simple hold around the neck could feel so exhilarating, and she quickly developed an appetite for it. “I like everything you do!”

“I do,” Elara gasped softly, her fingers moving faster against her clit as she choked herself a little harder, vividly imagining herself as the one being dominated on the queen’s bed. It was only her encroaching orgasm that brought Elara to her senses, and Vela’s words flashed through her lust-addled mind: “If you do climax, you must leave at once!” 

But I want to climax! But I don’t want to leave! But I want to! But I can’t! Elara despaired, unable to stop her fingers. And Vela didn’t let up. She shifted her position, flipping Lisa onto her hands and knees, facing the door, and pulled on her raven hair as she thrust into the busty bronze beauty once more.

“Hn,” Elara found it increasingly impossible not to make a sound, especially now that she had such a clear view of her friend’s flushed face, parted lips as she moaned with abandon, and the queen’s royal form as she took her gift hard from behind. 

There was no question in Elara’s mind that Lisa enjoyed it as much as she would if given the privilege. Elara doubted Lisa still remembered or cared about her. The elven queen’s cock is even more glorious than the stories tell! Elara gasped as she felt the inevitable approach and couldn’t stop herself. 

Vela watched Elara’s actions while plowing her friend from behind, daring Elara to cum as she watched her friend get fucked into climax. Elara saw it in Vela’s eyes, and she couldn’t deny that her queen was right again.

If I climax, I’ll have to leave, Elara reminded herself to no avail, her fingers refusing to heed her voice and obeying only her body’s demand for pleasure. Her only hope was to last long enough to see her queen climax. With her head down as a footstool, Elara had only heard the sounds Vela made when she unloaded into her maid’s mouth. Seeing it with her own eyes was on an entirely different level.

Please cum! Elara begged them both, her mind melting quickly at the precipice of an orgasm. Lisa, you stupid slut, tighten up your pussy properly and make our queen cum already! You were brought here only for that, so do your job so we can cum too!

“Hooh! That’s good!” Vela groaned as she pulled Lisa even higher, biting into her neck while groping her breasts and driving her cock up rough and hard, pounding Lisa right to her womb. She then looked at Elara and started playing with Lisa’s clit, instantly spiking Lisa’s pleasure and driving her to orgasm in seconds.

Did she take pity on me? Did she know? Is she a mind reader too!? Elara’s fingers moved both across her clit and into her pussy as she marveled at her queen. Climax, my queen! Fill that slut with your seed while this slut masturbates to the sight! Fuck us both up with your glorious cock! 

Lisa’s convulsing pleasure finally spiraled into orgasm, which in turn further pleased Vela’s cock. With final, forceful thrusts, Vela claimed Lisa’s spasming depths, erupting into her bronze gift’s core, filling her with her seed as Elara lost her mind at the sight and climaxed instantly.

Elara shook and trembled violently, her fingers trapped in her clamping pussy as she watched Vela’s cock pulse and pump Lisa’s pussy full to overflowing. When Vela let Lisa collapse onto the bed, Lisa’s creampied pussy spilled the hot cum that Elara desperately wanted to devour. She bit her lips hard to avoid screaming across half the palace in ecstasy.

Lisa lay on the queen’s bed, dazed and sated, unable to fully comprehend how far above her station she was, her brain still misfiring after such a thunderous climax. She stared past what her eyes saw, coming to terms with the understanding that her sex life would never be the same and that she was already hopelessly in love with the elven queen’s skillful cock. 

But Vela’s attention was no longer on the woman she had creampied. The queen stood up and watched Elara through the gap in the door, her cock still glistening with the mix of love and cum. She smiled with satisfaction and amusement before walking out of Elara’s sight without saying a word.

Ah, that’s right, Elara remembered, now that her brain had regained some semblance of functional thought. She could only dream of eating Vela’s cum out of her friend’s pussy. She had fingered herself to an orgasm, and that meant only one thing. 

Unable to imagine disobeying her queen’s command, Elara dismissed herself from Vela’s chambers and stumbled back to her small room, her entire body still trembling from the aftershocks of her shameless orgasm.




Chapter 4

“I’m sorry for not leaving as you commanded!” Elara wept, kneeling before her furious elven queen.

“There’s just no helping you,” Vela said. “I’ll have to punish you until you learn to obey!”

“How will you punish me?” Elara asked, her teary eyes lighting up. She received her answer in the form of a slap across her face.

“Ah!” Elara moaned, though her voice held no hint of displeasure. “I still haven’t learned, my queen! Please… you must punish me more!”

Vela smirked as she raised her open hand and slapped Elara across the face again, sending Elara to the floor, her red cheek pressing against the polished wood. 

“E-Ehn?” Elara weakly opened her drowsy eyes and saw that she was on the wooden floor of her room, not the marble that adorned the queen’s chambers. She looked up and realized she lay right next to her bed, from which she had clearly fallen while dreaming.

“Oh,” Elara sighed with a tinge of sadness, already missing the queen’s dominant hand, even if it had been, unfortunately, just a dream. 

Even as Elara bathed and dressed herself, she couldn’t stop thinking about that dream. Even as she paced restlessly in front of her room or gazed past the arches at the wondrous palace that eclipsed the most lavish mansions of her homeland, Elara’s thoughts were only of Vela and the next time she’d get to see her queen.

Elara dared not miss her queen’s summons, so she always remained in her room or near it. A delicious meal was brought to her three times a day by one of the countless palace servants, which made Elara feel like a guest. 

I wonder what Lisa and Mina are up to? Elara thought, recalling Lisa’s face as Vela’s cock filled her pussy with royal seed. She remembered Vela’s hand around Lisa’s neck and placed her own hand on her neck once more.

If she chokes me one day like she did Lisa, will she slap me too? Elara closed her eyes, recalled her dream, and slapped herself while thinking of Vela. She’d slap me harder! After all, I’m such a bad gift! Elara slapped herself again, the sound ringing across her small room. That was how the queen’s purple-haired maid found her. 

“The queen summons you,” Yli said, her eyes lingering on Elara’s red cheek.

Hearing those words, Elara jumped off the bed and was at Yli’s side in the blink of an eye. “I’m ready!” she exclaimed, holding her hands in front of her.

Yli looked at Elara with distaste but nonetheless escorted her to the queen, as commanded, without a single word.

“I’ve brought her,” Yli said to the queen with a bow, having escorted Elara to the queen’s chambers. Elara looked around and saw that this time, there were only three of them. If Yli leaves too… Elara nearly fainted at the thought of being the sole focus of the queen’s attention, until the memory of the queen’s slap from her dream snapped her back to reality.

“Very good,” Vela said without looking at either of them. The queen sat at her ivory desk, which was covered with stacked parchments and piles of scrolls. She held two large letters in her hands, comparing their contents with great care, not letting her attention slip from her task long enough to even glance at the arrivals.

“I require a new cupbearer,” Vela said, her eyes darting from line to line on the pages.

“Ah, o-of course!” Elara stammered, having never served as a cupbearer. She nervously looked around the queen’s chambers, searching for a cup that needed filling.

“Ahem,” Yli coughed deliberately, gesturing toward the tulip table that stood near lush plants. 

How did I miss that? Elara hurried to the table, which held two bottles, a single cup, and a plate of exotic snacks for the queen. She took one of the two identical bottles and filled the cup, praying not to spill a single drop.

“Water?” Elara muttered as she watched the crystal-clear liquid pour from the bottle.

“I do not like to dull my senses during work or play,” Vela explained, her eyes still fixed on her documents. 

Obviously! Elara felt foolish for ever assuming otherwise. She filled the cup and hurried to the queen, nearly tripping on the way, much to the visible dismay on Yli’s face.

“I don’t care if you trip over yourself and make yourself wetter than you were last time,” Vela said, still buried in her texts, “but if you spill a single drop on this table, there will be consequences.” 

Elara swallowed hard and froze barely two feet from her queen, standing as still as a statue. Why did you entrust me with such an important task? Elara despaired. Make me massage your feet, make me lick your plates clean, make me taste your food for poison, order me to finger your maids or turn me into their plaything for the pleasure of your eyes, hit me and fuck me to let out your pent-up feelings! Not this!

Elara did her utmost not to tremble, not to move, almost not to breathe. She wanted to be punished by her queen—she would take any punishment—but she was terrified of doing anything that might actually anger her queen or harm her work.

For all Elara knew, those consequences might mean being thrown into the dungeons or banished from the palace. They might as well execute me then! Elara dreaded being parted from her queen, and so she remained still—for a minute, for two, for an hour. Time crawled as the queen moved her texts from one side of the table to the other, reading them and taking notes in a script Elara couldn’t hope to understand, though she found the queen’s swift handwriting beautiful. 

Elara watched the shadows of the arched window frames move across the chamber’s floor as she stood, waiting patiently for a command that never came. She didn’t even dare to daydream about being her queen’s submissive sex slave, fearing distraction and the risk of messing up. But that brought a strange, numbing trance of its own for a woman unaccustomed to staying still for such lengths of time.

“See? I told you she can do it,” Vela’s voice roused Elara from her trance.

“Hnh!” Vela’s faith in her lifted Elara’s spirits to heights she hadn’t felt since her voyeuristic masturbation session.

“You are right, as always, Your Majesty,” Yli said with a bow.

“Yes, I am,” Vela chuckled, stretching in her chair after sitting in place for over an hour.

The queen stood up, took the cup from Elara’s hand so quickly that Elara couldn’t even react, and silently walked from her desk to her red lounge chair. Elara watched Vela’s every move as her queen lay down and let her gown slide from her smooth legs. Elara’s gaze lingered on the elf’s bare feet, remembering when she had offered her back to them. Will she ask me for that service again? Elara wondered hopefully, her eyes wandering higher to the thinly veiled curve between Vela’s legs.

Vela took a sip from her cup as she lounged in her chair and said, “Don’t just stand there. I want my cupbearer ready with the bottle at my side.”

“At once, my queen!” Elara said and practically ran for the bottle.

“Make sure not to drop it, or else I’ll have your ass spanked red,” Vela said as Elara picked up the bottle and made her way toward the queen. Vela watched with amusement as Elara’s steps faltered as soon as she processed the queen’s words, and the Threnocian tripped on her own feet and fell, letting the glass bottle slip from her fingers.

“Ugh,” Elara groaned as she sprawled on the floor but was surprised to see that the bottle did not shatter. Instead, it floated an inch above the marble floor, supported by ethereal purple magic.

Vela laughed heartily while Yli scoffed and commanded with her fingers for the bottle to rise from the floor and float to her hands.

“Thank you, Yli,” Vela said as Yli walked over to her and filled her cup from the unscathed bottle. “I’m sorry, Elara, but having broken glass all over my beautiful floor is something that simply wouldn’t do.”

“My most sincere apologies!” Elara prostrated herself before the queen.

“That is all well and good, but I did warn you not to drop that bottle,” Vela said, and Yli snapped her fingers.

“Whoa!” Elara exclaimed as her body rose into the air. Yli guided Elara’s body a couple of feet off the floor and then brought it closer to the queen. Although Elara had never experienced anything like this, her pulse quickened not from fear but from excitement. She warned me! Elara cheered internally. I didn’t slip for nothing!

“Get that thing off her,” Vela told her maid, and with a snap of her fingers, Yli made Elara’s robe fly off, leaving her completely naked and at their mercy. Vela watched Elara’s floating form as she took another sip from her cup and then said, “Turn her around.”

Yli obeyed again and made Elara’s body turn in midair. Elara could only blush as she faced away from the queen and her maid, her rear now presented to them.

“A cute butt indeed,” Vela said. “And you so easily rushed to make it red?”

“Yes,” Elara confessed. “Ever since I saw you put your hands on Lisa, I’ve craved your hands upon my body. Loving hands, harsh hands, dominating hands—I want them all. Punish me for falling. Spank me! Choke me! My body is yours to do with as you please!”

“Presumptuous—” Yli finally broke her silence but only managed to say a word before Vela raised her hand, demanding silence.

“Now, now, we can’t fault a girl for what her heart desires,” Vela said. “And if she so eagerly embraced the threat of punishment, I will keep my word. Though I never said whose hand would land upon that delicate flesh.”

“Eh?” Elara only had time to look behind her before the sound of a hand hitting soft flesh reverberated through the queen’s chambers, followed quickly by a young woman’s cry.

“Hm, I wonder which of you two enjoyed that more?” Vela said as she looked at her maid, who obeyed her commands very eagerly today. “But I wish to see her face next time,” Vela said, and Yli turned Elara around once more.

“Did you enjoy that?” Vela asked her floating gift.

“Yes,” Elara spoke truthfully, still feeling the light burn on her behind as Yli walked around her to assume her position behind her.

“Why? It wasn’t my harsh hand that struck you.”

“It was your voice that gave the command,” Elara answered. “Your loyal maids act at your behest; they are an extension of your will, and I am here to please you in whichever ways you desire—for the comfort of your feet, for the pleasure of your eyes, for the delight of your servants, if you wish it.”

“Saying the words is one thing,” Vela said as she studied Elara’s every subtle move and twitch. “But there are lips that do not lie. Yli?”

Before Elara could look back, she felt a slick warmth caress her pussy, and with a heartfelt cry, Elara confessed to everyone present, including herself, how much she needed her pussy licked at that exact moment.

“She is very wet, my queen,” Yli said as she rose from Elara’s lower lips while she licked her upper ones.

“I see. Very well then, proceed,” Vela said and watched Elara’s face contort as pleasure mixed with pain to the sound of a loud slap.

“Hhhn, thank you, Your Majesty!” Elara said, basking in the aftermath of two opposing sensations, reveling in both.

“You’re welcome,” Vela said, her words followed by a third slap. Although to an untrained ear it might have been hard to discern a cry of pain from a moan of pleasure, Vela’s elven ears were as sharp as her eyes, and she smiled as she watched a glistening strand form between Elara’s legs.

“Make sure she doesn’t stain our floor,” Vela said and watched with delight as her maid licked Elara clean while squeezing the cheeks she had punished, adding a tinge of pain to the lick of pleasure.

The wealth of emotion on Elara’s face aroused Vela in ways she hadn’t felt for a while. Dangling in the air, at the mercy of Yli and her commander’s voice, Elara almost lost her breath when she saw Vela’s hand slide to the curve between her legs and caress the growing bulge beneath the thin silk.

Vela sipped from her cup as she played with herself and watched Elara’s reactions to her every move. She lifted her dress, teasing an imminent unveiling, before denying Elara the sight of the object she desired. Another slap rang through the room, but Elara did not even wince, afraid to miss the moment when Vela might reveal that royal cock.

“I must say,” Vela said, taking another sip, “I have had more men and women crave my affections than I care to count, but it has been a while since I met someone who thirsted for my cock as earnestly and desperately as you do.”

“Thank y—hyuuu!” Elara cried out her gratitude for the compliment as Yli licked her pussy clean again.

“With that said, Yli is far from the only one who thinks you undeserving of even looking at it. Of course, that doesn’t stop her from punishing you for your insolence in her own way,” Vela chuckled as she looked at her hard-working maid crouching beneath Elara’s hips, swallowing the lewdness that threatened to leave a stain on the floor.

“All that matters is—ah!—your desires,” Elara moaned as she writhed in the air, quickly realizing that the elven queen’s maids might be nearly as skilled in the lewd arts as the queen herself. “If you deem me unworthy of your cock, then I will continue improving myself every day and night to grow worthy! And if you one day command Yli to share your cock with me, I have no doubt that she would gladly obey without a moment’s hesitation because your will is absolute! Oahn!”

Elara’s cry grew louder as Yli focused solely on her clit, making the levitating girl tremble.

“I confess that I do feel a certain desire rising within me as I watch you two,” Vela said in a playful voice while her fingers danced lazily over the thick bulge beneath her thin silk. “But your punishment is not yet sufficient. Hm, what to do, what to do… Yli, do you have a suggestion?” Vela asked as she tilted her head toward her purple-haired maid.

She’s putting my fate in Yli’s hands? Elara swallowed hard as she dangled in the air between the queen and her maid. There was no question in Elara’s mind that Yli did not like her. Is it Vela’s design to see the torment on my face as her maid denies my wishes? The thought of Vela continuing to please herself at the sight of her torment excited Elara too much for any decent woman to admit.

Yli stood and spun Elara around, which made Elara’s head spin even more. For the brief moment when Elara’s face aligned with Yli’s, she saw the maid’s lips glistening from her earlier task. The maid looked at Elara’s lips too before they passed from sight as Elara was kept in a slow, steady spin.

“She’s brazen, Your Majesty,” Yli said. “Her uses are too few, and her punishment is not yet enough. But her need for punishment need not interfere with your needs.”

“How right you are,” Vela said as Elara’s spin finally came to an end. Looking at her queen once more, Elara saw Vela’s eyes gleam with amusement and hunger as she reclined in her red lounge chair. The queen’s gaze flicked between Elara’s pleading expression and Yli’s stern one, and she said, “Bind her arms and legs.”

“As you command, Your Majesty,” Yli replied, and with a flick of her wrist, purple tendrils of magic tightened around Elara’s wrists.

Elara yelped as the magical force pulled her arms behind her back and crossed her wrists, locking them in place, while another set coiled around her thighs and ankles, spreading her thighs to make her vulnerable, bending her knees, and locking her ankles in place high in the air.

Elara groaned as she instinctively tried to move her limbs but could not make them budge an inch. The force that held her was neither rough nor overbearing; Elara simply could not move, no matter how much force she applied. Her body was now completely at their mercy, hovering in the air, presented like a delicious meal.




Chapter 5

“It is time you proved your devotion with more than just words, my eager little gift,” Vela said as she finally lifted the silk off the thick, veiny length of her cock.

Elara’s breath caught, and her eyes widened as she beheld the marvel unveiled before her. Vela’s cock was not even fully hard, yet it was already more than enough to choke Elara’s throat. She instinctively and futilely strained against her bonds, desperate to press her lips upon that divine phallus.

“Bring her closer,” Vela commanded softly, and Elara moaned as the distance between her lips and Vela’s cock began to close. Elara’s mouth opened wide well before her tongue could reach Vela’s rising cock, and just when her straining tongue was mere inches from the queen’s tip, her movement froze.

“Ahn!” Elara let out a needy whimper when she was so harshly denied, just when she thought her dreams had finally come true.

“Is this the limit of your devotion?” Vela asked, holding her cock in place, away from Elara.

Elara fiercely fought against her magical restraints, stretching her neck, her tongue, every muscle she could to close those last few inches that suddenly seemed like an impassable chasm. A sudden loud slap stung her butt, and as Elara cried out from the pain, her body jerked closer to the cock she desired.

“Again!” Elara cried desperately, craving the sting of divine pain as never before. She felt Yli’s presence behind her and wagged her butt toward the maid, begging for her firm hand.

Another slap rang through the queen’s chambers, and Elara’s tongue swung ever closer to the tantalizing tip before she cried, “Again!”

The third slap sent a shockwave through Elara’s body as her tongue barely grazed Vela’s tip, wrecking her mind. I did it! I did it! I touched it!! Elara’s brain sparked with euphoric fireworks as her pussy juices flowed from the mere realization that she had finally touched the elven queen’s cock.

“Ahh! Again!” Elara cried as she wagged her tongue, reaching toward the cock that would shock her mind again. “Again!!”

But no slap followed. Instead, Elara’s mind was jolted by the pleasure of Yli’s slurping tongue at her pussy as the maid crouched beneath the floating girl to clean her before she made a mess.

But as pleasurable as Yli’s tongue was, Elara craved pain, not pleasure. She craved the pain that would bring her closer to Vela’s cock. The licking was a joyful reward she did not deserve. Elara needed to be punished for not yet sucking Vela’s cock. She wanted to suck Vela’s giant futa cock, and every second she failed to do so deserved the harshest punishment imaginable.

“Please punish me! Please punish me! I need to be punished!!” Elara cried as she tried to reach Vela’s cock with her own strength, but she was too weak.

“What a peculiar reversal,” Vela said with a laugh. “Most of my maids would beg, steal, or kill to feel Yli’s tongue upon their clits, yet what would be the greatest reward for them is instead torment for you. An interesting creature indeed.” Vela slapped Elara’s face with her big cock.

“Ahn! Thank you!” Elara basked in the most exquisite slap of her life as she connected with Vela’s cock for the second time. She tried to catch it with her mouth, but Vela swiftly pulled it out of reach. Elara then turned her other cheek toward Vela’s cock, enticing it for a third connection. Again, the slap was followed by Elara’s attempt to catch the cock that struck her, teaching her to love and welcome the slaps that promised a chance to catch and suck the queen’s cock.

“Aren’t you getting carried away?” Yli asked as she slapped Elara’s butt with such force that Elara’s entire body convulsed, propelling her several inches forward. Her mouth wide open, she seized the opportunity to tightly wrap her lips around Vela’s cock.

Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! Elara endlessly thanked the maid for that most divine slap that finally allowed her to fully connect with Vela’s cock and truly bask in the size and taste of royal cock.

“What an unexpected kindness from you, Yli,” Vela said as she let the tip of her cock rest in Elara’s hot, salivating mouth, watching her lips stretch around its girth.

“I simply grew tired of her ignoring her duty to please you,” Yli said.

“I’m sure Elara will find a way to thank you later nonetheless,” Vela said as she pushed her cock a little deeper into Elara’s mouth.

“Mmh! Mmh!” Elara shook her head, eagerly swearing to do anything Yli desired in her gratitude. It’s so big! She struggled with just the few inches in her mouth, yet she tried to suck in more and more to get the true experience of thick futanari cock.

“That’s it,” Vela murmured, letting her cock be slowly drawn in by the hovering cock-slut. “Show me how much you want this.”

Elara’s world swiftly narrowed to the heat and girth of the elven queen’s cock. Her tongue swirled eagerly as she took it in, inch by inch. She would have worked the queen’s giant shaft with both hands if she could, but the magical bonds held firm, forcing her to rely solely on her mouth. That challenge only fueled her desire to work her tongue, lips, and every muscle in her face to please her queen while she basked in the delight of sucking the futanari elf’s cock.

Elara hollowed her cheeks, sucking with fervor as her mouth filled, and the first light gag made her body tremble. Her mind sparked, her body burned, and only the moist warmth enveloping the heat between her legs and the slick tongue dancing within reminded Elara that a world beyond Vela’s cock still existed. Her pussy overflowed from the joy of the best day of her life, making Elara suck even harder.

“She just won’t stop leaking!” Yli feigned a complaint as she slurped the juices from Elara’s pussy while Elara moaned around Vela’s cock from the dual pleasure.

“Shame on you for making my maid work overtime. You must be punished further!” Vela said as she took Elara’s head and pushed it down on her thickness until Elara gagged. Her bound body tensed, and more juice was squeezed from her pussy, which Yli devoured to keep the queen’s chambers pristine.

But instead of recoiling from the gagging sensation, Elara embraced it, swallowing again and again, welcoming the full experience of the futa cock as her throat opened and the thick girth slowly squeezed inside.

“Ah, you have potential,” Vela groaned as the clamping tightness wrapped around the head of her cock and kept suctioning more and more. “But don’t think your punishment is over!” Vela signaled to Yli, who rose to her feet again, swung her hand back counterclockwise with the palm pointing down, and then unleashed a slap where Elara least expected it.

“HmmmhHH!” Elara’s eyes widened as the harsh slap against her most sensitive place sent an electric shock through her body. Her muffled cry expanded her throat, only for it to be filled with the thick, hot girth of the queen.

“You asked for harsh hands, did you not?” Vela asked as she grabbed Elara by her fiery hair. “Consider this a glimpse of how harsh they can be,” she said and began bobbing Elara’s head up and down, gliding her cock back and forth through Elara’s mouth and throat, finally using Elara as they both desired—as a tight, needy sleeve for the royal futa cock.

“Ghokhrl, ghluhk~” Elara gurgled, tears in her eyes as the thick cock bulged out the entire length of her thin neck again and again, making her gag, gasp, choke, and moan. But despite how brutal such treatment was, only one thought filled Elara’s delirious mind: Please slap my pussy again!

Vela looked into Elara’s pleading, teary eyes and gave the signal to Yli, who wasted no time in delivering just punishment to Elara’s aching pussy.

“Mhuuu~” Elara convulsed again, and her clamping throat made the elven queen groan with pleasure as she picked up her pace. Elara’s moans doubled when Yli’s tongue returned without warning, lapping at Elara’s hot, drenched pussy.

Oh, gods, yes! Elara’s eyes slowly rolled back into her skull as the double stimulation from the two experienced elves drove her wild. Her muffled cries reverberated through Vela’s shaft as Yli struck her hot pussy again, only to make love to it a second later. The constant shifts from pain to pleasure sent Elara’s mind into a spiral from which there was no escape as she offered her trembling body for her queen to use and abuse while soaring toward a volcanic eruption.

“She won’t last long, my queen,” Yli reported between licks, feeling Elara’s clit swell upon her tongue.

“It seems so,” Vela grinned and pulled out for a moment to let her toy catch her breath, signaling her maid to do the same.

“Phhuaa~!” Elara gasped for air as the queen pulled thick, sloppy strands along with her cock and smeared them all over Elara’s face until she was even more of a wet mess. Vela then took Elara’s sticky chin, lifted the girl’s face, and looked directly into her dazed eyes.

“Now, listen carefully,” Vela said slowly, so Elara’s overwhelmed mind could comprehend her words. “Do you love how wonderfully my lovely maid services your pussy?”

“Yeash,” Elara slobbered in a weak answer, thick strands of spit hanging from her chin.

“Good, then we will need to reward her, won’t we?” Vela smiled. “Do you remember the first time you served my needs?”

Elara nodded against Vela’s chin. How could I not? Even with her mind scrambled by cock, Elara vividly recalled her queen’s naked feet upon her back and her first taste of the remnants of her queen’s cum.

“And that is what you must do,” Vela said. “But, unlike those minuscule drops you searched for when you cleaned Yli’s mouth with your tongue, I want you to save every drop of cum for Yli’s pleasure. Is that understood?”

“Yes, my queen!” Elara gasped, her tongue already tingling at the thought of tasting her queen after pleasuring her to climax with her mouth.

“Then, as long as we’re clear on that, feel free to cum as strongly and as loudly as you please,” Vela said as she grabbed Elara’s head with both hands and thrust her slop-smeared cock back into her submissive toy.

“Hhmmfff!” Elara’s eyes rolled back once more as she moaned, gagged, and spasmed from the triumphant return of her queen’s cock to her throat. Her pussy trembled in unison with her throat, and Yli resumed her cleaning duties at once.

“What a wonderful gift Threnocia has presented me!” Vela groaned, her breath hitching as her cock tingled wonderfully within her new, willing sleeve. “Yli, help her along. I want to feel her orgasm upon my cock.”

“As you command,” Yli said and continued pleasuring Elara’s pussy with her mouth while bringing her hand close. But instead of slapping Elara, Yli held two fingers together and thrust them deep into Elara’s overflowing pussy.

“MMmmmff~!” Elara cried and trembled again as the maid began fucking her pussy and licking her clit at the same time. Fucked from both ends, Elara couldn’t dream of withstanding such stimulation. Had her limbs not been bound, they would have dangled powerlessly in the air as she was fucked beyond reason, able only to bask in the relentless assault while the queen used her mouth and throat like the personal little fucktoy that she was.

Yli’s tongue circled Elara’s clit, and Elara’s tongue mimicked the motion absent conscious thought, her mind reduced to simple moans and motions as her body shook within the maid’s magical restraints.

“Look at how much she enjoys it!” Vela grinned as she lifted Elara’s head and looked into her gift’s dazed eyes. “But something is missing, isn’t it, Yli?”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” Yli spoke into Elara’s pussy and bit her clit.

“GHHhhhhnnn!” Elara convulsed, her dazed eyes snapping awake from the electrifying shock that ran through her body, making her squirt a little straight into the loyal maid’s mouth.

“That’s better,” Vela said, caressing Elara’s sticky cheek before grabbing her fiery hair and fucking her throat once more.

Fucked from both sides while bound in the air, with pleasure mixing with pain as her clit was licked, then bitten, then licked and bitten again, Elara’s entire body trembled more and more. The vision of her queen standing tall above her blurred and flashed with sparkling lights, and the warm shivers in her brain grew hotter as Elara embraced the inevitable.

“My little cock sleeve is close, isn’t she?” Vela teased as her grip tightened and her hips rocked with increasing rhythm.

“Mmhmm,” Elara moaned weakly in response, no longer able to form words even if her mouth weren’t stuffed with cock. With her brain completely overloaded with stimulation, not a single cell on the surface of her body was free from shivering and burning as pleasure consumed her.

Vela’s cock, stretching her throat, made Elara feel full and happy. The pull on the roots of her hair reminded her of Vela’s strength, and the heavy balls slapping against her sticky chin signaled how full the queen was of potent seed, which she had promised to unleash into Elara’s mouth.

Yli’s fingers, lips, and teeth dutifully teased and punished her for the queen’s pleasure, and the more Elara’s body fought against the strict magical bonds, the more she was reminded of her helplessness, which aroused her further. This made her struggle even more, which heightened her arousal in a spiraling cycle.

As she gagged and choked on Vela’s cock, each penetrating thrust forced a little more bubbling spit to seep through the corners of her trembling lips. Elara’s mind flashed whiter and whiter, her constant shaking turned to convulsions, and she was overtaken by the most powerful climax she had ever experienced.

Cock! Cock in throat! Queen! Cock! My queen fucking my throat! Elara’s mind flashed and sparkled as her forceful orgasm pounded her brain and rocked her very soul, making her gurgle incomprehensibly around Vela’s cock while Yli licked her through every shuddering pulse. Fuck me! Fuck me and bite me! Keep fucking me! Fuck me and punish me and spank me and bite me and choke me and fuck me everywhere!

Vela’s grip tightened in Elara’s hair as her cock was stimulated through its entire length with a sublime massage the likes of which she hadn’t felt in a long while. She could barely move her hips as the clamping, trembling tightness multiplied her pleasure.

Elara’s convulsing release was stimulating enough on its own to make Vela’s cock throb, but combined with the sounds of a gurgling sleeve who seemed the happiest girl in the entire elven kingdom and the pleasure her body brought forth, even the queen’s resilience reached its limits. She gave in to the pleasure washing over her body and mind.

With a low growl, Vela thrust deep into her massaging cock sleeve, and her cock pulsed as she unleashed a torrent of cum down Elara’s throat, straight into her stomach. The spreading hot streams overwhelmed Elara’s senses, and she swallowed greedily without thinking, further massaging the pulsating cock in her throat, her eyes wet with blissful tears.

It took several satisfying pumps of her cock for Vela to remember the arrangement she had made with Elara. She pulled back from her living sleeve’s throat and filled her mouth instead. As thick hotness spread along the entire length of her swallowing cavity, Elara’s senses spiked with the salty thickness of her queen’s royal seed. She basked in it as Vela’s pumping cock filled her mouth to overflowing.

Elara swallowed again and again with ravenous thirst, and only when her esophagus was full of cum did she remember her promise to her queen and cease swallowing to save what little she could. Her only salvation was that the elven queen unleashed more cum than any man ever could, and despite her absent-minded drinking, Elara’s mouth remained filled to the brim with royal elven seed.

The divine sensation of Vela’s seed trickling down her esophagus and warming her stomach, combined with the overwhelming taste, smell, and texture of futa cum, and the lascivious acceptance that she deserved further punishment for her disobedience while Yli relentlessly ate out her pussy, spiraled Elara into another orgasm before her mind and body could recover. This prolonged her mind-melting shudders, making it even more challenging to keep any cum in her mouth.

“Perhaps Threnocia is worth defending after all,” Vela said with a satisfied groan as she finally pulled her giant cock out of Elara’s mouth, giving her gift the much-needed space to retain the remaining cum.

“Mhm!” Elara nodded in agreement, her cheeks puffed and full of elven futa cum.

“Yli, if you’re done keeping our floor clean, perhaps it’s time to let her down,” Vela said as she brushed her finger across Elara’s glistening, sealed lips before licking it clean. “Our gift has something to share with you.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” Yli said as she rose from beneath Elara’s levitating body, her face flushed, and unceremoniously snapped her fingers. The force binding Elara’s limbs and holding her in the air vanished without a trace, and like a doll with its strings cut, Elara fell—straight into Vela’s arms.

“Oh my,” Vela laughed as she easily caught the falling girl.

“Mmh!” Elara moaned, her lips still sealed, as she looked up into Vela’s big green eyes, melting in her reliable arms and falling hopelessly in love.

“Go on,” Vela said with an encouraging smile as she gently set Elara’s powerless body down.

Elara treasured every fleeting second in Vela’s arms, her heart racing all the more to fulfill such a loving command. With no strength to stand, she crawled toward the maid who had tormented her so wonderfully with both pain and pleasure. Spurred by her promise to reward Yli, Elara managed to rise to her knees and reach up to the maid, whose lips still glistened with pussy juices.

Yli looked down at Elara, her expression impenetrable despite her flushed face. Without a word, she moved her fingers, and an invisible force lifted Elara into the air, leveling her face with Yli’s.

As soon as their lips aligned, Elara leaned in, pressing her lips to the maid’s and binding them in a messy, heated kiss. They both want this! Elara’s mind raced as she moaned into Yli’s mouth, pushing the creamy gift onto the maid’s tongue. Yli accepted the thick seed all too eagerly, confirming for Elara that Yli craved the queen’s cum every bit as fiercely as she did. Both girls lost themselves in one another’s passionate embrace.

Vela watched them, her eyes alight with delight as she reclined in her chair once more and sipped from her cup. “Perhaps I’ll visit your city myself one day,” she said as she watched the two girls make out and swap her cum back and forth.

Sloppy moans filled the room as cum flowed between their heated mouths, mixing with the drooling hunger of the queen’s loyal subjects. Their hunger for Vela’s cum was matched only by their desire to put on a proper show for the queen’s benefit and entice her toward future services that promised to reward them all.

This shared goal brought the two young women closer than either could have imagined, and as their tongues fought for the remaining cum—knowing full well that it was Yli’s turn to swallow it all—both girls fantasized about other ways they might end up entwined for the benefit of their one true queen.

Elara parted with Vela’s cum with a tinge of sadness, though she dutifully let Yli take it all and consume every last drop. Once Yli had thoroughly cleaned her queen’s blessings from Elara’s mouth, she licked Elara’s lips, then her chin, and then her entire lower face, claiming the last mixed remnants of Vela’s cum that Elara might have hoped to keep for herself had the maid not been so thorough.

“It is done, my queen,” Yli said, bowing and licking her lips, keeping Elara floating in the air beside her to prevent the Threnocian from collapsing and staining the spotless floor.

“A splendid job, as always, Yli!” Vela clapped a few times for their performance, an honor rarely received from the elven queen. “I shall entrust you to deliver our cute Threnocian back to her room. We shall see when I will require her services next—”

“Wait!” Elara suddenly cried out.

Yli glared at the presumptuous girl for daring to interrupt the queen. Even Vela paused, looking silently at Elara before asking, “Yes? Is something amiss?”

“I did not fulfill my promise as you instructed!” Elara confessed, unwilling to let her mistake go unnoticed. “I was so lost in the many pleasures you bestowed upon me that I swallowed your precious seed without thinking, robbing your loyal maid of her full reward!”

Vela’s smile returned to her lips as she listened to Elara’s confession. “The mistake was mine,” she said. “You both performed so splendidly that I lost myself in the moment and made it impossible for you to fulfill our arrangement, which is why I was perfectly willing to overlook this.”

“No!” Elara protested fiercely, her vigor returning. “If you give your loyal servants a task, it is our duty to make the impossible possible! Failure is not an option! You even so graciously agreed to protect my homeland. I fully deserve the harshest punishment you would bestow upon me for failing to uphold my promise!”

Vela’s smile grew wider, and she brushed her finger across her lips as she carefully considered Elara’s words. “You are correct,” she finally said, and Elara’s heart leapt with joy at the thought of a new punishment.

Vela looked at Yli and simply said, “Seven days.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” Yli bowed.

Seven days? Elara wondered what those words meant as her heart raced at the possibilities. Yli flicked her wrist, and Elara’s floating body followed behind her as she walked across the queen’s luxurious chambers toward a large mirror hanging on the wall.

Elara stared at their reflections and blushed when she saw what a mess she had become. Still completely naked as she hovered in the air beside the proper maid, Elara’s hair was disheveled, and her face, still red, glistened in the sunlight. Meanwhile, Yli placed her hand on a phallic-shaped flower on the mirror’s carved ivory frame and pressed it. The mirror’s glass vanished as if it had never been there, revealing a passage behind it. Yli silently walked through the open passage, taking Elara with her into the unknown.

***
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[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Wish: Dommy Futa Summon

Over the years, Casey grew increasingly confused about his attractions and his desires. What started as an innocent interest in futanari hentai has led him down a path he can no longer turn from. But neither can he move forward. Futanaris do not exist. Neither can he become one. Stuck in turmoil between wishful fantasy and cruel reality, Casey's only hope lies within the pages of a magical tome containing taboo rituals.

Can Casey complete the shameful ritual required to summon the thick and hung magical futanari who could make his gender-bending wish come true? Perhaps he's just a little too into it and all too eager to give in and submit to his repressed desires.

[image: A couple of women walking  Description automatically generated]Please Stop Having Futa Sex With My Girlfriend!!! It’s Weird, Mom!

A little overworked, a little airheaded, I thought nothing of my daughter bringing her girlfriend over to our house for a week. I could never have imagined how quickly my world would spiral out of control.

[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: ]Seduced by Futanari Neighbor

With countless nights to myself, I found the one woman who was like me—a hung goddess with the assets of both a woman and a man. I quickly grew hopelessly addicted and hooked on her raunchy videos. She was my ultimate fantasy, too good to be true, perfect. But when I discovered that my sexy, voluptuous neighbor was the woman I’d been obsessing over, my world tilted on its axis.

[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?"
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