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Chapter 1

The rooftop garden clung to the spine of the stone estate, high above the street noise, bathed in the lazy amber of late afternoon. Flowering vines curled through the wrought-iron railings. Somewhere out of sight, a wind-chime rang—a high, crystalline tinkle.

Sora sat on a low, sun-warmed bench, too straight-backed to relax. Both hands wrapped her teacup, fingers tense. Steam curled up into her face, chamomile and something richer—saffron? Goldleaf? Stuck in her head, Sora had somehow completely missed what Mina ordered.

Now Mina lay sprawled beside the tea tray, legs tucked to one side, one palm flat on the stone. Her wrap was loose—dangerously so. Every time she shifted, the hem went past indecency. Bare shoulder. Humble, but perky breasts barely covered. Flat stomach sheathed in fabric so thin it barely clung. Black belt sinking into her thigh.

Mina caught her looking. Smiled lazily. "You're doing that thing again."

Sora looked away. “I’m not.”

“You are.” She leaned closer, voice lilting. “Worrying yourself into knots.”

Sora watched the tea ripple in her hands. “I was just thinking.”

“About what, I wonder?” Mina grinned, tilting her head with a mock-sultry look, her ponytail brushing her bare back. But then she caught the tightness in Sora’s mouth—the downward flick of her eyes.

Mina’s posture shifted. She sat up, voice gentler now. “What were you thinking about?”

Sora hesitated. Then—softly—“The last time I tried to go. To a public sauna.”

A pause. A surprising silence in the rooftop garden as if it held its breath together with Sora.

“The way they stared at me,” Sora went on, voice tight. “In the changing room. I didn’t even get my leggings off. They just... turned and stared. Whispered. Pointed. One girl actually snorted. Others laughed. Like I was—”

She stopped. Swallowed. “Because I am…”

Mina’s brows lifted. Her mouth curved into something sharp. “Idiots.”

“I barely managed to get dressed before I ran. Almost tripped over my own coat.”

She hadn’t told anyone that. Not about the tears in the hallway. Not about the way her fingers fumbled the zipper, her heart slamming like she’d been caught naked in the street.

Mina sat up straighter. “Please. They were just jealous. You probably eclipse their boyfriends.”

Sora flushed. “Don’t—”

“I’m serious.” Mina grinned, cocky and warm. “They took one look and panicked. You’re gorgeous.”

Gorgeous. The word lodged in Sora’s throat. She believed that Mina believed it, and that was the problem. She only believed that because she didn’t know. Being a futa was one thing. But at certain proportions…

Sora already did the most she could to squeeze her breasts tighter so that they wouldn’t push out like overgrown watermelons. As for that…

She’d never let Mina see her naked. She couldn’t bear losing her one remaining friend.

What if she hated it?

What if she laughed?

She wouldn’t, Sora told herself. But just because Mina wouldn’t laugh—out of kindness or pity—didn’t change the fact that, deep down, she too would agree how weird Sora’s body looked naked.

Sora stared down at the gold-thread shimmer in her tea. “I can’t go through that again.”

“You won’t,” Mina said, tone softening. “You just chose the wrong venue. There’s a place I go sometimes. Out of town. Just for girls like us. Private. Clean. No one’s going to judge you there.”

Sora blinked.

“Do you have to… undress?” Sora asked, half-joking, mostly not.

“Nothing’s forced,” Mina said. “No pressure. No rush.”
Then, with a spark in her eye—
“But if you’re curious… well. Let’s just say, curiosity’s well-rewarded.”

That startled a nervous laugh out of Sora. She caught it halfway and sipped her tea to cover it.
“I’ll think about it,” she said after a pause.

Mina just nodded. No pressure. No smug follow-up.

But the image lingered as they sat in silence a while longer. The breeze carried the scent of lemon blossom and stirred the skin.

Mina leaned back again, arms behind her, arching in that unselfconscious way she always did—letting her chest rise, small and tight beneath her wrap, nipples faint against the thin weave.

Sora’s gaze lingered. So small, compared to the grotesque weight she bound up every morning. And she wanted them all the more.

She imagined Mina’s nipples bared—imagined her wet tongue on them, slow and reverent, her hand slipping lower to the belt cinched high on Mina’s thigh. Even just a kiss—careless, reckless—dragged down into Mina’s lap, tasted and taken—

Sora looked away, shame burning in her cheeks.

She knew what she’d be doing tonight. The real thing would end in disaster. So, her only option was…

Sora’s cock throbbed, tight and hard against its restraining wrap, desperate for release.




Chapter 2

“Oh, Mina… yes… yess—”

The words tore out of her, gasped and half-swallowed as her body clenched hard around the orgasmic peak. Her hips jerked, thighs pressed together, heels digging into the blanket. She curled in on herself, one hand fisted in the sheets, the other still buried between her legs—wet and trembling.

Then came the silence.

That awful, crushing quiet that always followed.

Sora lay still. Eyes half-lidded. Chest rising fast despite the weight, skin flushed and damp. Her heart wouldn’t slow—it fluttered, frantic and miserable. Sweat flowed down her face. Her cock still throbbed faintly in her hand, the cloth wrap around it only half-undone, and the ache remained even after the shudder passed.

She stared at the ceiling as she dragged her free hand across her mouth, wiping away spit and heat. She hadn’t even kissed her. Not really. Just Mina’s usual pecks—friendly, careless, nothing real. And she’d flinched from the one time it almost was.

Idiot! She curled tighter.

The fantasy always carried her through the worst of it—the thrusting, the pressure, the heat—but it couldn’t survive what came next. Not the closeness. Not Mina’s imaginary hands smoothing her hair, whispering something soft while their chests pressed together. That part shattered every time, leaving Sora sticky, humiliated, and alone. Again.

She hated herself for needing it so badly—and for failing to do a damn thing about it.

A knock startled her. Not on the door. On the window.
A single tap—sharp, deliberate—like the world had caught her in the act. Sora sat up, blinking. The blanket slid from her legs, leaving her even more exposed to the cooling air.

Outside, a pale shape fluttered to stillness on the stone sill. A small envelope, its corners weighted against the breeze. No messenger in sight. Just the hush of late afternoon and the faintest breeze curling through the trees.

Courier bird, most likely. One of the high-bred ones—gloved feet, impossible training.

She opened the window and took the envelope with warm, tacky fingers. Her heart was already racing as she turned it over.

Thick ivory stock. Blue wax seal. No name. But the handwriting—

Mina.

Dramatic loops, inconsistent slant, a little too much flair and far too little control.
Like someone trying to impress the paper.
Like she hadn't expected to be read so closely, and now was bluffing her way through.

Sora ran a thumb across the wax. It had the imprint of a playful spiral. She broke the seal with trembling fingers.

Remember that sauna we talked about?
Got you a guest slot—this weekend, late evening.
You don’t have to go into the baths.
Just come see it.
If you do step in… I’ll be waiting.

Sora read it three times. Her body still buzzed faintly with the echo of orgasm. Her skin prickled with leftover need—and something else. Hope, maybe? Or panic? She couldn’t tell the difference.

She set the letter down with care, then rose. Walked to the mirror and looked at herself.

Her hair was mussed, eyes too wide. She looked like someone who’d seen something she wasn’t meant to—felt something she shouldn’t have.

“I just need to step inside,” she whispered. “Show up for just a few minutes. I can always leave.”

Her reflection didn’t answer.

Instead, her gaze dropped. The mess clung across her breasts and stomach in long, uneven streaks, some of it already drying while the rest slid slowly toward her navel. Her legs were wet. The wrap stuck to her inner thigh.

She cleaned up slowly, the thin edge of resolve sliding back toward nervousness.

“I’ll meet her in there,” she muttered, trying to convince herself. “Just need to make sure I’m not… not horny. So that this ugly thing doesn’t poke out.”

It was a weak excuse—but it gave her permission to keep doing what she always did to calm her nerves, over and over, until the fated day came.




Chapter 3

The carriage left her in a walled garden under a sky just beginning to show stars. Not a full night—twilight's quiet, when the last blush of warmth kissed the stones and shadows began to whisper. The air smelled of cedar and distant mineral spring, the faintest promise of heat beneath the chill.

No signage. Just a carved gate, lacquered black and steaming faintly in the chill. Sora stood before it, clutching her coat at the collar. Her heart beat hard against her ribs, louder than the breeze.

Then the gate opened from within—silent and sure.

A woman stood there, tall and raven-haired, skin as pale as the rising moon. She wore a sleeveless dress cinched at the waist with cuts on the sides, arms bare to the shoulder, eyes half-lidded with lazy calm. One gloved hand swept inward. The other rested idly on the curve of her exposed hip.

“Welcome, honored guest,” she murmured, her voice low and velvet-rich. “Your invitation is confirmed.”

No questions. No name. Just her gaze—slow and certain—and the faintest smile as she stepped aside.

Inside, the garden paths coiled like a dream: gravel raked into spirals, lanterns burning gold in hanging bowls. The silence felt sacred—like a shrine or a secret.

Through a koi pool’s arching bridge and a corridor of hanging silks, she reached the entry hall—tiled in warm black stone, glossy beneath her boots. Incense curled from carved niches in the wall: resin and sandalwood, with a trace of ripe plum. It caught at the back of her throat—heady and warm.

The receptionist rose from behind a crescent counter of blackwood and quartz. Another woman—not as tall as the attendant at the gate, but what she lacked in height she more than made up for with curves. Her robe was silk, red as coals, and dipped low enough to tease the dusky edge of her nipples. A single glowing bindi pulsed at her brow like a living ember.

She bowed low, her breasts dipping with the motion. Her voice, when it came, was low and intimate. “First visit?”

Sora managed a nod.

The woman smiled, turning her palm upward.

A shimmer of magic spun to life between them—soft gold, slow and swirling. Not ink or scroll but something alive. A ribbon of script danced across the air, shifting until it settled into language Sora understood:

Welcome, Futanari Guest
Within these walls, bodies are honored.
Nudity is common. Intimacy is shared.
Nothing is demanded. Everything is offered.

You may choose what you witness—and what you join.
No one will touch you without clear invitation.
You need not do anything but be.

If you are of age, and of the form we welcome—
Touch the seal. Let the warmth take you in.

The text dissolved into mist, revealing a glowing sigil shaped like a spiral orchid. It pulsed—soft and pink-gold, warm with some deep, humming energy.

W-Witness… But then, me too… Sora hesitated, then shook her head. Just take a step! She raised her hand.

The moment her fingers brushed the sigil, a golden spiral twined up her arm—pleasant, tingling, something more than simple warmth. It traced her chest, her thighs, the hidden swell beneath her coat—and pulsed once with a wave that took Sora’s breath before fading with quiet affirmation.

The receptionist’s eyes shimmered. “All in order,” she said, her smile deepening. “You’re among your own now. Welcome.”

She pressed a folded towel into Sora’s hands—thick and warm, infused with steam and a subtle floral sweetness. Then, with a gentle nod, she stepped aside.

A side door opened on silent hinges. The heat rushed in—humid and soft, like breath.

Sora stepped through.

The world beyond shimmered.

Polished wood and dim stone curved around drifting steam. Lanterns glowed behind lattices, casting delicate shadows like silk on skin. The air was warm and wet and alive with scent: orchid, salt, and the unmistakable hint of sweat. Somewhere deeper: a moan, quickly swallowed by the mist.

A bench waited beside carved cubbies. One towel draped across the edge, still creased from where someone had just been.

Sora didn’t move.

She still had her coat on, gripped at the throat like armor. Her palms quickly turned wet. The towel in her hands suddenly felt much too small. Her breathing picked up. She stared at the slats in the floor. She couldn't even begin to undress. Her whole body was wound tight, the same way it had been in that awful changing room years ago, when she'd turned and—

A sound broke through her thoughts. A laugh—bright and unmistakable, soft against the hum of water and stone.

Then:

“Sora?”

That voice. Warm. Light. Pleased. It struck like a spark to dry wood.

Soft footsteps padded into view—bare feet on warm tile.

And then Mina appeared.

Hair damp. Cheeks flushed from the heat. Towel slung low and lazy across her hips, skin beaded with steam. Nothing else. Her small, round breasts bounced lightly with each step, glistening in the lantern light.

Sora yelped and nearly fainted.

How could it have possibly slipped her mind? No, she couldn’t have imagined it. Surely everyone would wear their towels properly. Modestly. Right? Yet there they were—two cherry pinks Sora had fantasized about more times than she cared to count.

Don’t stare! Don’t stare! Sora commanded herself, and her eyes jerked down to the two porcelain cups Mina carried in her hands.

Mina grinned as she approached, already close. “You came.”

Sora tried to laugh. It came out like a squeak. She hugged the towel tighter, still cocooned in her coat like she was weathering a storm.

Mina didn’t comment. She just stepped in and hugged her.

Heat. Skin. Breasts pressing through fabric. Damp cheek brushing hers. The casual intimacy of someone utterly at ease in her own body.

Mina pulled back slightly, still close enough for Sora to feel the warmth radiating off her, or imagine it, while she held out one of the cups.

“Goldleaf chamomile,” Mina said, her tone lighter now, a hint of sing-song tease curling beneath the words. “Had to bribe the staff for the fancy steeped batch—you’d better be impressed.”

Sora took the cup with both hands. Gripped it like a lifeline—warm and delicate, something to focus on besides the bare breasts of her friend she so desperately tried not to stare at.

She barely noticed the towel slipping.

Only when hot tea sloshed toward the rim did she gasp and lurch awkwardly, fumbling to keep her grip on both. The porcelain wobbled dangerously. Her towel slipped further.

Mina stepped forward, hand half-outstretched, her smile caught between concern and amusement.
“Hey—watch it! You’ll set a record scalding yourself before even getting undressed.”

Sora managed to steady the cup and yank the towel up again. She didn’t know it was possible to blush any redder.

Mina tilted her head. “You okay?”

“Mhm,” Sora managed to let out a whimper, hiding behind politeness as she stared hard at her tea. The scent curled up toward her face—sweet, yes, but she barely noticed it now. Not with Mina this close. Not with Mina this naked.

“You look like you're bracing for a duel,” Mina noted with a smile. “You don’t have to rush.”

“I wasn’t sure…” Sora faltered. “I thought maybe I had to go further in to change. I didn’t want to… mess it up.”

“Mess what up? Unless you trip and fall into my arms—dramatically, towels flying...”

“E-eh?” Sora blinked, the heat in her cheeks rising further.

Mina shrugged, already reaching for her. “Anyway, follow me. Changing rooms are this way.” She took Sora’s hand—and took Sora with her, turning a corner into the next corridor.

Sora followed, heartbeat loud in her ears, the image still spinning in her head: towels unraveling, her bare chest against Mina’s…




Chapter 4

The warmth that sank through Sora’s layers deepened with every step. Not just heat, but a pressing hush—thick and close, like the entire building held its breath as it lured her deeper.

The changing room spread wide and quiet before her: pale cedar planks glowing golden under soft lamplight. A long bench of polished wood ran down the center; cubbies and hooks lined the walls in neat, rhythmical rows. At one end, a fresh towel lay folded, still sharply creased.

Mina moved easily, settling against the far wall with her tea cupped in both hands. Steam curled from her mug as if it were part of her breath; her exposed skin glowed, unbothered by the heat. She sipped once, eyes half-lidded, watching Sora’s hesitation with gentle patience.

Sora stayed just inside the doorway—one hand clutching her towel, the other gripping her teacup, keeping her hands busy while her legs stood frozen. She knew she was impossibly overdressed and already sweating beneath her layers.

“I can turn around,” Mina offered quietly, voice gentle and softer than before. “If that helps.”

“T-Thank you,” Sora nodded. Though it hardly helped. Nothing and none could have or should have helped. She just had to do it. This was the room, the moment, where she had to act. She swallowed.

Her teacup trembled in her hands. Sora lifted it and took a deep sip—too fast. The heat scalded the back of her throat, and she winced, nearly coughing, eyes watering. Still, she drank again, as if the warmth might burn away the nerves tightening her ribs.

Having nearly burned her throat and with no courage to show for it, Sora set down the cup, then laid her towel across the bench. This is it, she thought. Every breath rattled as her trembling fingers freed themselves to act. Coat first—that was safe. She took her time peeling it off and folded it with meticulous care, laying it flat across the bench like something sacred. Stalling, and she knew it.

I’ll have the towel to cover myself. But what if I slip and fall? What if she sees? What if everyone sees? What if everyone laughs again? Scenarios looped over and over. Countless she-ending moments in vivid color. Horror at every turn.

A soft exhale snapped her back. Her fingers were already at the tight cloth wrappings around her chest. She’d been undressing without really paying attention—boots unzipped and tugged free one at a time, tunic peeled off, leggings slid past her hips—and all of it folded and stacked neatly on the bench.

She stood for a heartbeat in just her wrappings, practically naked, but still not exposed. A breast binder cinched tight around her ribs, flat as she could make it and still be able to breathe. Below it, a hand-stitched compression wrap hugging hips and groin with a single near-impossible task of concealing her oversized asset.

Sora’s hands hovered above the wrappings that squashed her breasts. She wasn’t wearing any of this for comfort. It certainly would’ve been easier to breathe without pressing her giant chest into her crushed lungs while the compression wrap held her hips hostage. But remove them now…? She dared not.

Across the room, Mina shifted her weight—one leg extending in a slow, lazy stretch, like a cat basking in the sun. She brushed a damp strand of hair from her shoulder without a hint of self-consciousness. Soft. Unbothered. Truly herself. Sora’s chest ached with gratitude for a friend like this—and jerked tight with fresh shame as she couldn’t imagine having the same composure herself.

I’ve already come this far, she thought, trying to steel her resolve. But then her gaze fell to the second wrap—dark fabric pressing on the shapes she’d rather deny. She couldn’t even imagine touching it here.

She left her wraps in place and reached for the towel. Her fingers shook as she unfolded it, trying to layer as much fabric across her front as she could. When that still left too much exposed, she snatched up the second towel from the bench and wrapped it around herself as well, only then stepping toward her friend.

“Finally!” Mina breathed out. “I thought the place would close for the night by the time you were done—”

Mina blinked at the pile of fabric. “That’s… a lot of towel,” she said. A smile tugged at her lips. “You know this one’s not even yours, right?”

Sora froze. “I—uh… sorry.”

“Oh, well, keep it if it makes you feel better,” Mina shrugged. “It’s the spa’s. They’ve got piles in the back—they’ll survive.”

Her fingers grazed the back of Sora’s arm—warm, brief, and oddly steadying. “Honestly, for what they charge just to sweat in a room, they ought to be raining towels from the ceiling like flower petals. Come on—you’re overdue for a good melt.”




Chapter 5

Sora hesitated at the doorway, towel clutched tight, chest already tight from the heat. She didn’t step back—but she didn’t move forward either. Her hands wouldn’t stop fidgeting.

Mina glanced over and smiled. “You look fantastic,” she said, warm and certain. “Just look at those curves. Even behind the ‘double protection’.”

Sora flushed scarlet and looked away.

Mina’s smile curved wider. “Honestly, you could be wrapped in wool and I’d still notice.”

“Thank you,” Sora mumbled, barely audible.

Then Mina stepped forward and pushed open the inner door. A breath of heat rolled out to meet them.

The door closed behind them with a muted thud, sealing the heat in.

Sora’s lungs seized on the first breath—thick and wet with steam and something more elusive. Orchid. Skin. Salt. The air clung to her like a veil, warm and intimate.

Candlelight flickered from shallow niches, each flame warped by a soft haze. The walls were dark wood—aged, smooth, almost honeyed in the light. The benches gleamed faintly, lacquer catching the gold like soft oil. Even the air felt physical, brushing against every inch of her exposed skin like fine silk drawn slow.

A low basin sat near the far wall, carved from obsidian and fed by a trickle of cold water that danced across smooth dark pebbles. The pool beside it steamed faintly—still, deep, and silent.

Everything gleamed: lacquered benches, obsidian tile, bodies glistening faintly with heat. The world had shrunk to shadow and warmth.

A breath caught in Sora’s chest.

One figure reclined along the upper bench—not sitting, not quite lying, but sprawled sideways in a way that felt rehearsed. Her torso twisted just enough to arch her naked chest toward the heat, one arm braced behind her for support while the other rested delicately across her belly line, fingers poised like jewelry. Her legs extended with dancer’s elegance, ankles loosely crossed.

Fine silk clung low on her hips, tinted deep plum and turned translucent by the steam—too opulent to be mistaken for anything communal. The fabric had slipped half-open across her lap, framing rather than concealing. Her cock pressed up beneath it with unbothered pride—blatant, smug, and perfectly posed.

Her soft breasts were noticeably fuller than Mina’s perkier curves—and the catgirl clearly knew it. She let them rise high and unbound, glistening with heat, perfectly poised above the folded silk beneath her. A single droplet traced the inner slope of one breast, slid toward her navel, and vanished beneath the cling of damp fabric. Her tail flicked once. Then again. Every motion slow, deliberate—measured not for comfort, but for effect.

Golden hair spilled across half her face, from her left eye to the collarbone—glossy with steam, styled to the edge of collapse. Artfully tousled, never truly undone. A few damp strands clung to her cheek like a lover’s handprint. Her lips were painted a deep, lacquered red—full and curled with private amusement. The gloss hadn’t smeared. Not even here. Thick, smoky shadow framed her eyes in bold contrast: charcoal pigment dragged wide and deliberate across her lids and lashes, refusing to run.
She looked untouched by heat, untouchable by anything but self-reverence.

Then her eyes slid toward the door—pale, feline, slow in their appraisal.
They paused on Sora. Just long enough to make her lungs forget how to move.

“Well, well.” The catgirl’s voice came smooth and slow. “Look who made it past the lobby.”

Sora froze in the doorway. Her double-layered towel felt suddenly absurd. Her pulse thudded in her ears.

Mina stepped in beside her, loose and radiant. “Only took minor bribery,” she said, brushing Sora’s hip as if testing her resolve.

The lounging catgirl clicked her tongue. “Hope it came with hazard pay. She looks like she’s about to bolt.”

Before Sora could shrink any further, a deeper voice slipped through the haze—low, unhurried, velvet-rich.

“Let her breathe.”

It came from the far bench.

Sora turned toward the sound—

—and stopped.

She sat with her back to the wall, one leg folded beneath her, the other bent loosely at the knee, baring her soft and thick thigh with the careless grace. A towel lay across it—neatly folded, untouched.

Her lush body drew eyes to its voluptuous curves without asking. Sweat clung to her dark skin like a gloss, tracing every generous curve: the slow rise of her hips, the heavy fullness of her breasts, bare and unabashed.

Her silver-furred tail curled upward, slow and idle. As her mesmerizing breasts rose and fell with each breath, her tail’s tip brushed across one of her firm nipples in a way that felt less accidental than amused—as if to see who or what it might stir.

A pale scar kissed her collarbone. Her silver hair was bound in loose coils, damp tendrils clinging to the backs of her arms and the slope of one shoulder. Wolf ears crowned her head—tall, regal, still. Not twitching. Not alert. Just listening.

Her cock lay thick and relaxed against her thigh, draped with casual weight—mocking the folded towel right beside it.

Sora’s muscles tensed—just slightly, but too late to stop it. She felt it. How could she not? Her cock, perverted and disloyal, was stirring again. Swelling—shameful, hungry—despite everything. Despite her efforts to “take care” of it earlier, even in the last minutes before the carriage ride. Still it thickened, pressed up against wrap and towel. She didn’t dare move.

The wolf woman hadn’t looked away.

“She stepped inside,” she finally told the catgirl, her golden gaze resting on Sora. “That’s all that matters.”

The catgirl raised a brow. “Didn’t realize we were grading attendance, Halen”

Mina turned slightly, but her voice stayed light. “You’re just bitter you lost the bet, Tavi.”

Tavi’s tail snapped. “We said until sundown—”

“You lost,” Halen said.

Tavi’s mouth twitched. “Hmph.”
She tilted her chin and shifted posture, chest subtly arched, one leg stretching out just so. Her tail flicked in a slow arc.

“Come on,” Mina murmured. “There’s a good spot near the vent.”

Sora followed like she was being dragged naked through the streets.

The heat clung to her legs, swirled around her ankles, crept into the tender folds beneath her towel. Her cock wasn’t even close to its full, gratuitous potential—but it was far from soft. Half-thick, half-pressed against her wraps, every pulse threatening to expose her. She walked stiffly. Too slow and they’d look. Too fast, and her cock might bounce or slip or tear through.

She tried to wipe Halen’s body from her mind. Tried not to think about the way she sprawled so openly with that thick thing resting at her thigh. Sora’s legs clenched tighter. Her gaze fell—and landed on Mina’s naked lower back, the curves of her ass beneath the towel.

Sora bit her lip.

The benches curved around the heart of the room like an altar. Steam rose like breath from the stone, curling around her calves. Her body prickled—every inch of skin alert, raw, unbearably aware, naked despite the towels.

Are they shrinking? Sora suddenly wondered, terrified, when she felt her towel creep to the wraps at her groin. But if she tried to pull it down, the wraps around her breasts might get exposed—and they’d laugh at her for that. Her thighs felt exposed. Her breasts felt exposed. She felt her shapes press obscenely against her layers, outlined in vivid detail for all to see.

No laughter. No gasps. Just that low hum from the heat… and the unbearable quiet of being watched. Only a matter of time, Sora thought.

“Here,” Mina tapped on the bench right beside her naked hip as her towel started to slip from her tight, glistening body.

Sora sat before her body could betray her further. Too close to her friend. Not nearly close enough. Her knee brushed Mina’s for a heartbeat before she pulled it back—then hesitated, panicked. Pulling away too far might look strange. Like she was hiding something. And she was. It wasn’t her knee Sora wanted against Mina’s thighs.

Sora froze with her legs angled awkwardly, arms crossed low, trying to look casual while shoving her cock down between her thighs. It twitched. She bit the inside of her cheek.

Mina exhaled slowly beside her, stretching. Her shoulder brushed Sora’s. Her braid lay damp and wild against the back of her neck, stray strands clinging to her cheek. She smelled like heat and salt and flowers.

It was too much.


Sora wanted to press against Mina’s heat. She wanted to jump her—pin her down flat on the bench and shove her aching cock inside. She’d waited so long. Mina could take it. If it was her, she would take it.

Sora wanted to hear her gasp, feel her body twitch, stretch, give way—wanted to fuck her until she moaned in ecstasy and cried her name. Until she broke. She’d ruin Mina and have her beg for more while the others couldn’t help but stare with wide-eyed envy as they drooled and watched what a grotesquely huge cock could do to a taut, trembling belly.

Oh, gods! Her cock twitched violently beneath the towel despite the wraps. Sora clamped her thighs together, trying to hold it down. I’m not like this! It’s because of her! She flicked a glance at Halen’s lazy, regal sprawl from the corner of her eye—
—and hardened even more.

The way the wolf woman sat so brazenly with her futa cock just resting there. She was truly a divine beauty. Truly perfect shapes, not like hers. Maybe if she wasn’t here… But… if I lay with my cock like that… Would Mina want to touch it? Wait… are these saunas always like that? Is it normal for everyone to expose themselves like that? Do they… do stuff…?

Sora imagined her friend trapped between these two tailed futas, taking it from the front and behind. She dropped her head and squeezed her cock even harder, ashamed for her desire to be the one to plunge raw and deep into her friend from both sides.

“You’re bundled like a roast,” Mina said idly, and Sora nearly jumped up, snapped out of the fantasy where Mina was already fucked half-senseless. “You do know the towels are optional?”

“Y-Yes,” Sora dropped her head, face burning, wishing the steam could hide the way her cheeks had gone scarlet with filth.

Tavi’s tail danced lazily as she eyed Sora’s wrapped form. “Why’s she wrapped up like that, anyway? Too good for us?”

Mina gave a playful twirl of her head, speaking theatrically with a half-closed eye. “No, no—she’s just... making sure we don’t get too distracted. It’s the latest trend in modesty: keep ‘em guessing.”

Tavi rolled her eyes, unimpressed. “Modesty? In here?”

Mina chuckled softly, leaning back. “Hey, if you’re going to look this good, you’ve got to leave a little to the imagination.” She turned her gaze to Sora winking before returning her attention to Tavi with a teasing grin. “But I suppose someone like you doesn’t need to worry about that. You’ve got all the confidence in the world...”

Tavi’s eyes narrowed, irritation creeping in. “I don’t need to hide anything.”

Mina tilted her head slightly, her expression exaggerated as she closed her eyes in mock agreement. “Exactly. We can all see that. Your vanity’s practically blinding.”

Tavi’s tail twitched sharply, and she proudly stuck out her chest, making her impressive breasts bounce. “It’s not vanity when I am that damn good-looking.”

Mina grinned. “I rest my case.”

Sora was grateful to Mina—not only for defending her but also for helping her claw her way out of the filthy fantasies she’d been drowning in. But despite her heated desires easing their grip, the warmth of her body only seemed to rise as she boiled beneath the wraps and towels.

Mina stretched her legs out, sighing. “Hot enough to cook a peach in here,” she said, glancing over at Sora. She noticed the sweat pouring down Sora’s face, her chest rising and falling with increasing frequency.

“You could always rinse off,” Mina suggested. “Cold pool’s just over there. Come back glowing.”

Tavi scoffed. “As if she’d even make it halfway. She’s already sweating like a peasant under review.”

“Oh, you mean like you did when your father found out about the orgy you organized in his ballroom?” Mina asked.

Tavi’s expression flattened, and her tail froze.

Mina leaned in to Sora, her voice lowering to a whisper as she said, “Go. She won’t recover from that for a solid minute.”

Sora didn’t think—she didn’t give herself the chance to overthink it. She seized the moment before her cock could start imagining wild futanari catgirl orgies. She stood quickly, almost too quickly, her legs wobbling. But the stride was the quickest she’d taken since stepping out of the carriage.

She barely noticed how she ended up in front of the basin, and hesitated for only a moment before she stepped in with both feet. The cold shocked her, but it wasn’t unbearable. It shot up her legs, making her gasp, but she didn’t stop.

She went deeper, feeling like she was forcing herself to face the discomfort head-on. The cold pressed against her skin, the sting of it digging into her like a challenge, a way of punishing herself for her filthy thoughts.

The water crawled up her thighs, her belly—cold, sharp, disorienting. The contrast to the suffocating heat was almost more than she could handle, but she stayed in, letting the cold sink into her skin.

As Sora counted the seconds, she felt a change. A strange feeling, not unpleasant. The discomfort didn’t lessen, but the suffocating weight pressing on her chest seemed to lift, just slightly. Her body trembled with the shock of it, but she stayed in the cold, letting the contrast course through her.

When Sora stepped out of the basin, there was a strange feeling of lightness. Not comfort, but a shift, a release from the weight of the sauna, the layers of heat that had been dragging her down. She felt like the cool air had taken away some of that pressure—just for a moment.

Tavi’s face and tail were stiff, like she was still frozen from Mina's jab. But her stare was locked on Sora, shocked and insulted, like she was wrestling with a belief-shattering discovery.

Halen shifted forward slightly, her posture leaning in Sora’s direction. Her lips curled at the edges, and there was something predatory in her gaze, like she was savoring the sight.

Mina's eyes were wide, jaw dropped, pupils dilated. She couldn’t tear her gaze away from Sora’s groin, her focus so intense it was like she was drinking in the sight.

Sora froze as the realization sank in. She didn’t even have to look down. Without even glancing back, she knew. Her wraps and towels had been abandoned in the basin. Her cock hung in all its unrestrained glory, slick with water and heat, exposed for all to see. It wasn’t even fully hard, but it still dwarfed everything around her.

Her heart raced. It felt like it might explode. She wanted to shrink away, to disappear from their eyes, but her body wouldn’t listen.




Chapter 6

“Oh stars,” Mina whispered. “You’ve been hiding that? And even your breasts, they’re—”

“Way too much,” Tavi scoffed, turning sharply as if to dismiss Sora’s existence, angling her hips just enough to shield herself, her shoulders noticeably stiffening. “You see a big cock and start gawking. The two of you are utterly gauche.” She swept her hand dismissively in their direction. “So she’s big—congratulations! If you spent more time in refined circles, Mina, you’d understand that it’s not the size that commands attention.”

Mina blinked rapidly, still shocked. She could barely tear her gaze away from Sora, but Tavi’s jab broke the daze. She jumped from the bench, hopped to Sora and wrapped her hand around her friend. “Don’t listen to that snarling cat. She’s just upset because someone else might actually be getting attention.”

“Excuse me!?” Tavi scowled.

“Aren’t you the one who’s always going on about how your body and cock are divine?” Mina asked loudly.

“Damn right I’m divine!” Tavi raised her chin, chest puffing up in pride. “But it’s never merely about size—it’s about skill. Technique. I could bring that monstrous cock to climax in an instant, even with both my hands bound behind my back.”

An amused chuckle came from the far side of the room.

“An excellent idea!” the wolf woman said with a sly grin.

The steam swirled around Halen’s curves as she rose from the high bench. She descended from her perch like some kind of regal creature, every step drawing attention. Her full, heavy breasts swayed with her stride as did the thick cock between her legs, and the way she walked—without hurry but with purpose—ensured that all eyes were drawn to her.

Sora couldn’t help but watch. Halen’s presence seemed to pull the air from the room, easing the knot of embarrassment in Sora’s chest. She wondered with if this theft of attention was intentional. Halen’s walk was as mesmerizing as her body—each step seemed to ripple through the steam, her hips swaying just enough to hypnotize, her tail flicking with a lazy confidence. Sora’s cock twitched with a hot pulse despite the nerves coiling in her gut.

“What an extraordinary thing,” Halen murmured as she stepped around Sora, the wolf’s gaze roaming over the exposed flesh. She didn’t even touch the nervous futanari, but the space between them felt charged. As if she wrapped the thick, hot steam around Sora. A wolf, circling its prey.

Halen’s tail brushed against Sora’s body once, so faintly that Sora could almost believe it had been an accident. But that spark—the tingle that shot through her—told a different story.

With Mina’s nearness on one side—her friend’s familiar warmth amplified tenfold by her nakedness—and the powerful, untouchable goddess wolf circling from the other, Sora barely managed to stay upright.

“Where did you find such an... endowed beauty?” Halen asked Mina, keeping her eyes on Sora’s shapes.

“She’s… well, it turns out she’s been hiding just how endowed she truly is,” Mina said, her nervous laugh failing to hide her awe. She watched her friend anew, as if she transformed into something almost mythic.

“Do you want me to touch it?” Halen asked, her voice slow, clear, even warm. But they sent a shock through Sora’s body as she tried to process the words. Her eyes flicked between Halen’s piercing gaze and Mina’s encouraging one.

“Y-you want to?” Sora stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Does that surprise you?” Halen’s smile grew wider.

Sora trembled beneath Halen’s piercing gaze. The thought of such a regal beauty’s hands on her sent a rush of heat through her core, but a pang of guilt tugged at her. In front of Mina? It felt like a betrayal, though she quickly reminded herself that she wouldn’t be betraying her friend—just the fantasy version she’d woven in perverted escapades.

Mina caught the hesitation in Sora’s expression. “If she offered me, I’d certainly agree,” she said with an encouraging smile. Then she leaned closer, brushing against her lightly. “If you want to… Just a nod.”

Sora swallowed hard, her heart pounding like never before as she stood exposed and felt her friend’s naked breast against her arm. She met Halen’s gaze, those amber eyes glinting like a wolf’s in moonlight, and gave a small, shaky nod.

Halen didn’t rush. Her movements were deliberate, almost ceremonial, as she wrapped her arm beneath the humongous weight of Sora’s breast. Her hand found Sora’s belly first, fingers tracing the damp, heated skin with light, almost reverent touches.

Sora’s muscles tensed, a shiver running through her as Halen’s hand slid lower, teasing the curve of her abdomen with agonizing slowness. The room seemed to fade away, swallowed by the thick steam that enveloped them, as Sora’s world shrank to the weight of her swelling cock and the unhurried hand that inched toward it like to a sacred offering.

When Halen’s fingers finally reached the thickening base of her cock, Sora’s chest tightened in both anticipation and dread. The touch was gentle, teasing, as if savoring the feel of Sora’s body.

“What a remarkable specimen,” Halen murmured, her voice thick with something more than just admiration as she slid the palm of her hand along the cock that grew almost as thick beneath it. The moment that her fingers wrapped around it, Sora’s body jerked in response, a gasp escaping her lips.

Even half-erect, Sora’s cock was a monumental thing—heavy and thick, it hung past the midpoint of her thigh, its sheer weight pulling it downward. Its veins pulsed beneath Halen’s palm as her hand strained to wrap around the shaft. The tip gleamed faintly in the steam, a bead of moisture forming as Halen’s touch coaxed it further to life. The shaft swelled with each beat of Sora’s heart, its size growing more undeniable by the second.

“Tavi, you’re ready, I see,” Halen’s voice cut through the heavy silence, snapping Sora’s attention back to the sauna.

Sora’s head jerked up, her eyes instinctively locking onto the catgirl on the benches in front of them. Tavi was leaning toward them, her eyes half-lidded, her lips parted in a look of hungry fascination. A thin line of drool slipped down from the corner of her mouth, dripping onto the smooth stone floor beneath her.

“Eh? What are you talking about!?” Tavi stammered, quickly swiping at her mouth with the back of her hand. Her tail flicked irritably, but it was clear she was struggling to regain her composure. “I’m not... I’m not like that!”

She straightened up, and angled her body in an exaggerated display of aristocratic nonchalance, attempting to regain her noble posture. “You’re all just... distracting,” she added in a haughty tone, in spite of the flush creeping up her neck.

“Didn’t you say that you could make that ‘monstrous cock’ climax with both hands behind your back?” Mina asked.

“In an instant,” Halen reminded.

“I… I didn’t sign up for a contest,” Tavi stammered, her cheeks flushing a deeper crimson. “I said I could, not that I’d do it right this instant.”

Halen’s amber eyes glinted as she slid lower along Sora’s trembling form. “Don’t you want to show us what true technique looks like?” she purred, pressing her cheek against the throbbing heat of Sora’s pulsating cock. “If you bring her to climax as effortlessly as you boasted, I’ll…”—her voice dropped to a sultry whisper—“service you in any way you desire.”

“I-In any way…?” Tavi’s eyes sparkled.

Halen let long, wet tongue drop and traced the length of Sora’s shaft, sending a shudder through the overwhelmed futanari. Sora’s cock grew another inch under the wolf woman’s wet, languorous lick.

“Hang in there,” Mina whispered, her lips brushing Sora’s ear as she hugged her friend’s quivering body closer. “She’s very skilled, isn’t she?”

Sora could only manage a shaky nod, her best friend’s hot breath in her ear unraveling her senses further.

“See how easy it is to please her?” Halen murmured as she breathed in the smell of steam-cleansed horny cock. “It’s almost as if it’s her first time.”

Sora’s nod faltered, her cheeks burning.

“Oh my,” Halen let out the most subtle gasp. “With an asset like this? What a travesty.”

“I’m tempted to show her all the pleasures she’s been missing out on myself…” Halen’s gaze flicked to Tavi, her smile sharpening. “Tavi, if you’re truly not interested—”

“Oh, no you don’t!” Tavi snapped, leaping to her feet with a blaze of determination. “After promising to do whatever I say, I’m not letting you back out now!”

The feline noble closed the distance to the trio, her eyes alight with passionate resolve. Even in her overwhelmed state, Sora’s mind flickered with a wry thought: Wasn’t it the other way around just a moment ago?

Tavi dropped to her knees before Sora, whose cock pulsed harder with every passing second, its weight straining toward her knees.

“Don’t worry,” Mina whispered to Sora, who watched, wide-eyed, as the noble futa beauty brought her lips closer to her cock. “She might talk like a snob, but she always puts on a show before she begs. Just let her warm up.”

“Remember, hands—” Halen teased.

“I know,” Tavi huffed, cheeks flushing, as she swept her arms behind her back in a practiced motion, forearms crossing tightly until each hand clasped the opposite elbow. “If this is truly her first time, it only makes sense that someone as skilled as I ensure she’s not disappointed.”

“See?” Mina chuckled softly, brushing an affectionate kiss against Sora’s cheek. Told you she was generous.”

“Still…” Tavi muttered, having to lean lower to reach the tip of Sora’s hanging cock, which threatened to reach her knees at any moment. “Such absurd proportions. What do you eat? An entire oxen per day?”

“N-Nothing in p-partic—ohh!” Sora’s back arched, her head snapping upward as Tavi’s lips pressed a bold, deliberate kiss to the swollen tip before wrapping her lips around the very tip of the swelling mushroom, her tongue already teasing the swollen crown.

“Easy…” Mina whispered, her kisses trailing from Sora’s ear to the tender skin beneath, then down to the curve of her neck. Each press of her lips sent fresh waves of heat coursing through Sora, and it visibly swelled the tip of her cock inside Tavi’s mouth.

“MMhmp!?” Tavi’s eyes flared wide as she gagged on just the head of Sora’s cock, her lips straining around its pulsing mass.

“Mina, just look at how much your friend has been holding back all this time,” Halen said, her eyes fixed on the catgirl’s struggle. “Mind you, Sora, this one knows her way around cock, so for you to make her struggle so early on… Ah!” A delighted glint sparked in Halen’s amber eyes as she glanced down, noticing that Tavi was both hard and dripping at the same time.

“Look at that—cock like steel, pussy soaking. Quite the reaction for someone who volunteered to play teacher.” Halen’s fingers brushed lightly across Tavi’s throbbing shaft, coaxing a tremble from the feline. “You’re already lost in this, aren’t you?” she teased, stroking Tavi’s cock with slow, deliberate movements, studying each quiver and gasp.

“Sora, is it?” Halen asked, keeping her eyes on Tavi. “Do you know what makes this pretty little cat truly melt? Do you know how to make her beg?”

Sora shook her head, too stunned to speak. Her hands trembled at her sides.

Halen’s smile widened. “Then tell me. Be honest. What have you really wanted to do all this time? A healthy, vigorous futanari like you, denying herself all these years— what did you fantasize you would do if you had your cock in the mouth of a sultry feline who couldn’t get off unless she’s pounded senseless?”

Sora swallowed hard, her gaze flicking to Mina, terror and desire warring within her at the thought of confessing her depraved urges.

“You don’t have to lie,” Mina said gently. “Not here. Not to me. It’s only natural. With a cock like that… I’d struggle to believe you weren’t fantasizing about plunging it hard and deep.”

“B-But…” Sora stammered, barely holding back as Tavi pushed forward to gag herself on the throbbing shaft.

“Just look at her,” Halen chuckled, her fingers slipping beneath Tavi’s hard cock and full balls to play with the dripping wetness beneath. “Mouth gagging, cock throbbing, pussy leaking—she only gets like this when she finds a cock worthy of her submission.”

Then Mina’s voice, soft and searing against her ear:
“Show me.”

Sora’s breath caught.

“Show me what you dream about, what you’ve been holding back. Show me how you imagined taking me—ravishing me. How badly you wanted it. I can’t wait to be next.”

That broke something in Sora. Years of restraint shattered in a single breath. Sora let out a ragged growl, chest heaving, heat spilling from her skin like it had nowhere else to go. She seized the back of Tavi’s head—then thrust. Hard. Deep. One brutal stroke buried her cock down the catgirl’s throat, her need finally too much to hold back.




Chapter 7

Tavi gagged violently, her throat constricting around Sora’s shaft. But not only did she not pull away—her own futanari cock jerked in Halen’s grip, spurting a sudden, helpless stream of cum all over the wolf woman’s hand.

“There it is,” Halen purred, her eyes glinting as she licked the thick, warm spill from her fingers as she watched Tavi’s eyes roll back, while Sora’s repeated thrusts bulged the cart girl’s throat again and again.

Mina gasped—half in shock, half in awe. “One thrust? You made her cum just from that?”

Sora didn’t answer. She thrust again and again and again with an expression of a girl possessed while her grip pinned Tavi’s head, making the catgirl gurgle, drool spilling all over her chin.

“A-Amazing…” Mina uttered, mesmerized.

“If she’s like this already…” Halen’s voice trailed off as her cum-slicked fingers dipped between Mina’s thighs, back to her pussy. Her other hand slid to the base of Tavi’s tail—then both moved at once: a firm thrust into her pussy and a hard squeeze at the root of her tail.

“Ghhhnnn—!” Tavi’s ears shot up. Her back arched. Her eyes rolled further, until only the whites showed. Her cock erupted like a fountain, ropes of cum arcing through the steam-laden air, splashing across her belly, breasts, and Sora’s thighs.

“She’s done already?” Mina breathed, stunned.

“Not yet,” Halen smiled, releasing Tavi’s tail with a lazy flick. “Sora, ease up for a moment. Sora?”

Not when Mina’s voice still echoed in her mind. Her words ignited a fire that consumed Sora, turning her mind into a maelstrom of lust, thrusts, and domination. She poured years of pent-up frustration into Tavi, using the catgirl’s throat as a vessel for her desires, demonstrating how exactly she’d fuck Mina next, raw and senseless. She saw it already: Mina’s head gripped tightly in her hands, fucking her mouth like a pussy, eyes streaming, voice breaking. She imagined that wet little mouth turning slack—wrecked—and begging for more.

“Sora,” Mina said softly.

She reached out and cradled Sora’s face in both hands—then kissed her right on the lips.

“Hn—” the contact jolted through Sora like magic. She froze, her eyes wide as her trembling fingers released Tavi’s head, grasping at the air.

Her first mouth-to-mouth kiss. First mouth-to-mouth kiss with Mina. Sora’s eyes stayed open as their tongues met—wet and hesitant and impossibly real. Her cock throbbed, pulsed, and she came, a torrent of cum surging through the length of Tavi’s throat as a single kiss unraveled the hung futanari.

“Perfect,” Halen said with a grin. She seized the back of Tavi’s head and pushed it along Sora’s fifteen-inch-plus, still-spurting cock, bobbing her up and down. Tavi gurgled, her body spasming as each thrust triggered a fresh rope of cum from her own cock. Pushed forward—another rope of cum down her clamping throat as her own cock throbs. Pulled back—the twitching release sending her cum bursting forth, splattering her breasts, chin, and Sora’s thighs with thick, sticky cream.

“Mina…”

“Sora…”

The two futanaris breathed heavily as they stared into each other’s dazed, glazy eyes, strands of spit hanging between their mouths, connecting their parted lips, their tongues faintly twitching from a kiss that hadn’t fully ended as they finally yielded to the desires they tried to suppress for far too long.

Halen slowly pulled Tavi’s spent mouth off Sora’s overly long, still strong, spit-and-cum-smeared cock with a soft, obscene pop. The catgirl gasped—a sudden, raw intake of air—as bubbles formed all over her trembling lips, her lungs heaving while the owner of those lungs and lips stared into nothingness with a bliss-drunk gaze. Her body twitched with lingering orgasmic shivers, her raw, cum-stained throat aching with a delicious soreness.

“Rest, kitten,” Halen chuckled, cradling Tavi into the softness of her lap like a spent toy. Then, with no fanfare, she leaned forward and parted her lips to claim a taste of Sora’s cock herself.

“Ahn!?” Sora yelped. Her whole body jolted when her sensitive shaft was enveloped by lips even softer, even fuller than the ones before.

“Oh?” Mina’s eyes flicked downward, a mix of awe and envy flashing across her face. Sora’s cock hadn’t softened an inch after flooding Tavi’s throat and stomach—and now it was buried in the wolf woman’s hungry mouth.

“Not fair,” Mina huffed, dropping to her knees beside Halen. “We had a deal. I was supposed to be next.”

Halen released Sora’s cock with a soft, wet kiss against the head. “Mmm, so possessive... Very well—pacts of passion should be honored.”

“P-Passion…” Sora whispered, as she looked down at Mina, barely able to believe her ears that her friend was the one who argued for getting her throat stretched out by that gigantic cock.

Now Mina was the one at a loss for her senses. Sora’s cock loomed in front of her face, the sight making her hard and wet, the scent making her brain go fuzzy. Sweat, spit, and cum mixed and dominated Mina’s senses as she practically rubbed her face and nose across her friend’s giant, veiny shaft and inhaled deep through both her nose and mouth.

Those inhales turned to kisses. Reverent, open-mouthed kisses that left her own glimmering spit and added it to the mix—a mark of the second girl who couldn’t wait to be roughed up by such a cock.

Sora’s briny taste coated Mina’s tongue as she let it further and further out, chasing more of it, bathing her senses more in the taste that made her cock and pussy tingle. Licking up more, Mina held her tongue out—showing her potent bounty to Sora before letting it disappear inside her mouth and swallowing with a giddy tremble.

“Like Tavi…” Mina whispered, glancing once toward Halen, then back to Sora. “I want it… just like she got it.”

Halen’s eyes gleamed. “Honesty. Good. Wouldn’t be right for you to miss out on that.”

Sora’s mind reeled. Was this real? Mina, her Mina, the Mina from her dreams—kneeling, aroused, begging with her eyes? Just like Tavi. Just like the fantasy Mina. Begging for the most demeaning act imaginable.

She’s… that kind of girl after all? The real Mina and her dream-born counterpart were merging in Sora’s mind. They’re one and the same?

Sora’s gaze fell to the towel at Mina’s waist, where a hardening bulge made the fabric rise. Hard cock. Mina’s cock. A ravenous ache bloomed in Sora’s core, her mouth watering. She craved to see Mina cum through that cock as fiercely as she yearned to fuck her senseless.

“You’re hard just from thinking about sucking my cock?” Sora asked, her voice low, trembling.

“…Y-yes,” Mina breathed, her cheeks flushed.

“You’re getting hard imagining choking on my cock?” Sora's tone grew firmer, bolder.

Mina pressed her cheek against Sora’s throbbing shaft, nodding faintly. “Yes.”

“You want to be violated by me?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“You want to be fucked stupid by me?”

“Yes!”

“Then get fucked by me!” Sora roared as she grabbed Mina’s head and drove her mouth onto her throbbing cock that ached to throatfuck the fantasy-turned-reality Mina. The girl she’d worshipped in silence was now moaning and gagging against her shaft, lips parted just for her.

“Haaah,” Sora thrust into Mina’s mouth with feral hunger, fucking her throat, getting high on the wet, nasty sounds of Mina choking around her cock.

She’s gagging on it! Sora watched with wild eyes. She’s gagging on my cock!

She looked into Mina’s eyes. They were glassy, wet—but they never looked away. Even as she trembled violently with each plunge, she looked right back at the one claiming her throat like it was a toy.

The violent spasms loosened Mina’s towel. It slipped from her hips and fluttered to the wet cedar floor. Her futa cock sprang free—slender, flushed, steel-hard, and already oozing precum. Each thrust down Mina’s throat pushed another drop out of her cock—sending it sliding down the shaft.

A single desire consumed Sora’s mind. She wanted to fuck the cum out of Mina. She wanted to ruin her. To pound her pussy until she was trembling and sobbing, and her cock shot cum again and again, and still she begged and screamed for more.

The thought made Sora throb even harder—harder than before her first throatfuck with Tavi.

Kneeling next to Mina, Halen let out a soft, exaggerated pout. “She didn’t get that hard for me.”

She watched the bulge of Sora’s cock travel the length of Mina’s throat, plunging deeper into her esophagus. She reached out lazily, taking Mina’s twitching shaft in her hand—barely a touch, and it jerked in her hand, a hot spurt of precum coating her fingers with sticky warmth.

“Oh, she craves so much more,” Halen said, licking the fluid from her fingers. “I’m bathing with such insatiable beauties tonight. What a gift.”

“That’s mine,” Sora muttered through ragged breaths, her heart pounding as she watched Halen savor Mina’s cum.

“Hm?” Halen smiled. “Then there’s only one solution.”

Sora paused mid-thrust.

Then, slowly—deliberately—she pulled Mina’s mouth off her cock. She watched how inches upon inches of thick meat slid through Mina’s lips, coated in her friend’s thick throatslop and remnants of cum.

All of that was inside her, Sora realized, throbbing to be inside Mina again.

“Gheeeh,” Mina gasped when she finally came off it—gagging softly, air rushing in through her ruined throat. She still had not recovered when she looked up at Sora with half-lidded and fevered eyes. Her cock twitched, as hard and as full with need as Sora’s, even if incomparably smaller, and with a voice raw and ruined, she rasped, “M-My cum… Please… Make me cum. Make me cum buckets.”

That was all Sora needed.

She grabbed Mina, yanked her straight off the floor with both arms, spun her around, and drove her massive cock into Mina’s tight, overflowing pussy right where they stood, slamming inside in one brutal thrust.

“Hh-hoah!” Mina gasped, eyes flying wide as the breath was driven from her lungs by a single, brutal thrust. Her cock jerked, spurting a rope of cum clear across the sauna. Her entire body bounced into the air, impaled on the powerful girth of Sora’s cock, which slammed against her womb and visibly bulged her abdomen. Sora had barely driven half of her immense length into Mina, yet already it looked as if the petite futa might split apart. But the only sounds Mina made were cries of fucked ecstasy.

“Oh—Gods—!” Mina wheezed, chest heaving as her body desperately struggled to accommodate the overwhelming reality of Sora’s size.

Before Mina could come down, Sora thrust again—then again—sending Mina’s slender form bouncing helplessly with each impact. Her stomach bulged obscenely, breasts bouncing wildly, another gush of cum bursting from her cock with every punishing stroke. Her eyes rolled back from the indescribable, mind-breaking intensity of being so thoroughly ravaged.

But Sora did not let Mina fly through the air for long—not after she had daydreamed of this moment for years. She caught her friend’s fucked body in midair, arms wrapping tight around her trembling flesh, pressing Mina firmly against her enormous breasts and rock-hard nipples.

“Mina,” Sora groaned into her ear as she began thrusting again—frantic, primal, desperate. “Mina, you’re mine.”

“I’m yours! I’m yours!” Mina cried out repeatedly, voice breaking as Sora fucked orgasm after orgasm into her very brain, wringing cum from her cock with every brutal thrust.

Hearing those words—the object of all her fantasies willingly declaring herself hers while cumming uncontrollably from getting pounded like a slut—shattered the last traces of Sora’s restraint.

It wouldn’t have mattered if she’d jerked off five times before arriving, or fifty. The girl she had dreamed about, masturbated to, and quietly obsessed over had willingly surrendered herself completely. Any futa would cum from that. And cum Sora did.

Sora held Mina even closer, squeezed her even tighter, feeling her cock swell to full hardness inside her friend’s tight channel as she thrust into her like a bunny in heat. Mina’s pussy spasmed uncontrollably around her shaft, the smaller girl’s cock jerking and squirting dickmilk with every powerful stroke as Sora pounded Mina’s body as though it were a mere fleshlight, driving herself far past any point of control. Pleasure surged through Sora’s nerves, electrifying every inch of her like never before—nowhere more intensely than through the pulsing heat of her cock.

The brain-numbing ecstasy built and built and built until Sora could take no more. With a final, savage thrust, she slammed as deep as she could into Mina, desperate to penetrate her womb itself and fill it to the brim with cum as she erupted inside her like a volcano.

Mina threw her head back and screamed, cock spurting cum wildly into the air as her womb overflowed with Sora’s thick, hot seed. Sora groaned deeply, holding Mina firmly in place, pumping wave after wave of cum into her spasming friend, forever claiming her as her own.

Only when Sora began to slightly descend from her mind-melting orgasm did she notice that Mina had slumped limply in her grasp. The smaller futa was utterly impaled on the hugely hung futa’s cock, head hanging, body and mind beyond overwhelmed from just that brief, savage fuck.

It was only then that Sora realized Halen was crouched directly in front of them, a rope of Mina’s cum trailing down her cheek and forehead. She licked her lips, moving forward eagerly to catch the last creamy droplets that trickled from Mina’s cock.

“That’s mine!” Sora exclaimed without thinking.

Halen’s amber eyes glinted mischievously. Slowly, deliberately, she rose to her feet, stepping closer. She parted her lips just slightly, allowing a thick, creamy drop to seep through and trickle enticingly down her chin.

Sora didn’t even think. With heated breaths and parted lips, she leaned forward, tongue darting out, invading the narrow space between Halen’s lips. She pushed deeper into the wolf woman’s inviting mouth, savoring her first taste of her friend’s salty seed—the seed she herself had fucked from Mina’s body moments before.

“Mhn~!” Before Sora knew it, she was lost in a full make-out session with the wolf woman, their tongues swirling, cum mingling, her mouth making shameless sounds she’d never imagined she could make in front of others. Tasting her lover’s seed from another futa’s lips only reignited Sora’s hunger. Even after her second orgasm that evening—stronger than the first—her cock swelled back to full hardness inside Mina.

“Ahn...?” Mina stirred slightly, eyes dazed and unfocused. She barely regained a fraction of her senses, but when she glanced up and saw the two futas sharing her cum mere inches away, Mina managed to breathe out a weak, desperate plea: “Me too…”

Halen smiled knowingly, gently guiding Sora’s lips closer to Mina’s, until the three futas connected, strands of cum and saliva binding their lips together in an intimate, filthy kiss.

We’re together… Together! Sora thought joyfully, her cock throbbing and swelling further inside Mina as she passed Mina’s cum to Halen’s mouth, watched them both split and savor it, then indulged again herself. She barely held back from swallowing Mina’s salty nectar, hoping to prolong this perfect moment when all her deepest, darkest fantasies finally became reality.

But though she managed to hold back from fully swallowing—favoring instead the sight of Mina savoring her own taste mingled with their saliva—Sora couldn’t stop her hips from moving again.

“Mmmh!” Mina trembled helplessly, the sudden movement in her overstimulated pussy causing her to inadvertently swallow the mixed seed. The obscene combination of sensations reignited her cock once more.

But while Sora could not possibly stop herself from fucking Mina for as long as her legs allowed it, she began to crave experiencing this pleasure from the other side as well. She was still a girl, after all—and her juices flowed freely at the idea of being pounded with the same passion she was currently unleashing upon Mina.

If only we could fuck each other, Sora thought desperately. But that was impossible—at least between them. Her pace quickened, lust flaring hotter at the mere thought of copulating with Mina. But Mina wasn’t the only futa with an impressive cock within this sauna. Her gaze fell…




Chapter 8

“Oh?” Halen’s sly smile spoke volumes. Of course, the wolf woman would never miss such a brazen, thirsting gaze that fell past her full breasts and aimed straight at her cock.

“Not a trace of that earlier shyness,” Halen chuckled warmly, giving Sora a slow, parting kiss, sharing the last traces of Mina’s cum before slowly stepping behind her.

But the wolf woman wasn’t about to give Sora what she craved from just a single glance. Instead, Halen traced a leisurely finger down Sora’s bare back, the gentle scrape of her nail making the futa’s flesh tense with anticipation. Sora’s thrusts into Mina slowed, her instinctive rhythm disrupted by the deliberate caress.

Until now, Sora had fucked with desperate abandon, surrendering to the pent-up frustrations that had finally burst free. But Halen was of a different sort entirely—patient, teasing, skilled in unravelling even the most eager futa. The wolf woman’s fingertips glided lower, ghosting down to Sora’s trembling thighs, until the teasing touch became unbearable.

“F-Fuck me already!” Sora finally burst out, feigning strength even as her voice betrayed her trembling desperation.

Halen’s soft chuckle brushed against her ear as she added a second finger to her teasing strokes, dragging them slowly upward along Sora’s slick inner thigh.

“Ah!” Sora moaned, helpless and needy. She had explored every inch of herself countless times, believing she knew all there was to know of her oversized, sensitive forms. Yet under another woman’s touch—especially one as experienced as Halen—Sora felt utterly defenseless, her body a stranger to her all over again.

“Fuck you?” Halen purred softly, fingers hovering tantalizingly close to their target. “Right here?” With slow, deliberate care, she dragged her fingertips lightly over Sora’s soaked pussy lips—slick with far more than mere sweat.

“Hnn! Yes!” Sora gasped, hips reflexively bucking forward, driving her cock deep into Mina.

“How adorable,” Halen whispered, amusement glittering in her amber eyes. “But can’t you be just a bit more polite when you ask?”

“P-Please fuck me,” Sora whimpered quietly, cheeks burning.

“Much better,” Halen murmured. Without further warning, she pushed her fingers into Sora’s dripping entrance, sliding effortlessly into the futa’s heated core.

Sora’s whole body trembled, a shuddering gasp escaping her lips as she felt those talented fingers exploring inside her.

Halen leaned forward, lips brushing against Sora’s ear. “Don’t you want your dear love to fuck you?”

As if the hot breath at her ear, the thick steam, Mina’s pussy tightly gripping her cock, and Halen’s fingers sliding deep inside her weren’t already enough to send shivers through Sora from neck to toes, Halen curled those fingers upward—hitting spots Sora never realized could feel so good. Her cock twitched powerfully within Mina, a spasm of pleasure wracking through her body.

Sora was sure she came a little right then and there. She swallowed hard, breath ragged before finally answering, “O-of course I do. But…”

“Say no more,” Halen whispered knowingly. “I understand perfectly.” Her fingers began to move, gently at first, but swiftly building to a steady, relentless rhythm. Before she even knew what was happening, Sora found herself instinctively rolling her hips, fucking Mina harder as her body moved to meet Halen’s expert thrusts.

“It’s natural,” Halen continued, her voice silken and soft, “When the object of your deepest desires is wrapped around your cock, you can’t possibly stop until you’ve filled them with everything you’ve been holding back. But do you know what you’re really asking? To feel a cock inside you even as you fill another’s pussy… It's not something to be taken lightly. Especially for a first timer—”

“Who says it’s my first time!?” Sora blurted out impulsively, her face immediately burning crimson.

Halen barely suppressed her laughter, a soft puff of air against Sora’s flushed cheek.

If she were her earlier, morning self, such embarrassment might’ve sent Sora scrambling away, but now—after coming this far—there was no turning back. She had to keep going forward, to claim everything she'd ever wanted. And that meant…

“Oh?” Genuine surprise flickered in Halen’s eyes as she felt Sora’s trembling fingers wrap uncertainly around her rising cock. The grip was clumsy, inexperienced, but the intent was unmistakable. Halen felt it—in the trembling grip, in the coaxing pull that guided her forward: Sora’s quiet, desperate resolve to have that cock fill her inexperienced, needy pussy.

Even as Halen fucked her with those talented fingers, Sora matched the wolf woman’s pace, stroking her swelling shaft in time with the rhythm inside her own body. At the same time, she held Mina close against her, pressing her lover’s flushed body into the plush softness of her enormous, sensitive breasts, hips driving steadily into Mina’s overwhelmed pussy. Halen couldn’t help but be a little impressed.

“Fuck me!” Sora insisted again, voice growing steadier, hand more confident as she caressed Halen’s fully erect cock.

“Hmmm…” Halen smiled warmly, pleased by the newfound confidence radiating from the shy futanari. “Very well.”

She slowly withdrew her fingers from Sora’s warmed-up pussy, bringing them to her lips to savor the slick sweetness. But rather than licking them fully clean herself, she wrapped one arm around Sora, offering those slick fingers directly to her lips. Sora eagerly accepted.

“Mmh…” a low, lewd moan escaped Sora as she sucked the wetness from Halen’s fingers and took them deeper. It was far from her first time sucking on fingers that had stirred up her pussy—but those fingers were always her own.

Now, she imagined those fingers as Mina’s delicate cock, spilling delicious cum onto her tongue. And this time, Mina’s cock was right there, inches away, still glistening with her cum.

Sora resolved to suck Mina dry at least once before the night was through. She wouldn’t forgive herself otherwise. Lost in her fantasy, she sucked Halen’s fingers as if they were Mina’s cock, hand leaving Halen’s shaft to drift gently around Mina’s slender waist, seeking that smaller, beautiful cock she desperately wished to hold—so much smaller, yet infinitely more lovely in her eyes.

“Oh my,” Halen murmured as she grew more impressed by the newcomer. Her cock pulsed even harder—not merely from the memory of Sora’s shy touch, but from watching this futanari fully immerse herself in pleasure, finally casting off the chains of her crippling shyness. Such boldness deserved to be rewarded.

Just as Sora’s fingers closed around Mina’s warm, slick cock for the very first time, her eyes went wide. Her heart raced. A whole new universe opened before her—as did her virgin pussy, spreading eagerly around the tip of Halen’s thick, potent cock as the wolf woman finally claimed her.

“Oah—!” Sora gasped, sinking her fingers into Mina’s flesh, pressing her lover even closer to her, while her trembling hand tightened around Mina’s cum-stained cock, seeking to use Mina’s own cum as glue, to bind them together forever.

Halen had barely pushed the tip of her cock inside Sora, yet it was already enough to drive her wild. Countless nights spent bouncing on toys while imagining Mina taking her could never have prepared her for the overwhelming reality of another futa cock finally stretching her open. And upon finally feeling a real thing inside, her hips rocked eagerly backward to meet Halen’s powerful thrust.

“Easy there,” Halen whispered, knowing to take it slow with first-timers—but Sora would have none of that. Before Halen could even ease half her thick cock inside, Sora’s hips surged back eagerly, gasping sharply as she impaled herself, desperate to feel the wolf futa deeper within her body.

“Ooohn~!” Sora’s moans escaped uncontrollably. Pleasure surged through her pussy and radiated directly into her cock, causing it to throb even harder within Mina. Despite multiple orgasms, Sora couldn’t hold back from leaking hot cum into Mina’s already overflowing pussy—each spurt only fueling her insatiable lust.

Without even thinking, she let go of Mina’s dick and brought her cum-slick hand to her lips, licking Mina’s seed from her trembling fingers, drunk on its salty-sweet taste while she continued eagerly fucking herself with a real, thick futa cock while still buried deep inside Mina.

“Hard to believe this is your first time,” Halen breathed into Sora’s ear, matching Sora’s urgent movements with firm, deepening thrusts. She marveled at how eagerly Sora’s body accepted her cock, starved for the sensation of being filled just as much as she had longed to fill someone else.

Sora didn’t answer verbally—her actions spoke far louder. She turned her head slightly, lips parted, yearning openly for the wolf woman’s kiss. The moment their mouths connected, Sora’s hand returned to Mina’s slick shaft, stroking it fervently as she thrust harder into her lover’s creampied pussy, perfectly matching Halen’s rhythm from behind.

With each thrust into Mina, Sora’s pussy slid back onto Halen’s cock, taking it even deeper, prompting a thrust forward again, eager to share that filling sensation with Mina. No matter how she moved now, Sora was constantly thrusting forward and back, caught in a cycle of fucking and being fucked, endlessly losing and reclaiming herself in the hot, wet rhythm between the two futas.

Sora’s kisses grew hungry and frantic—first with Halen, then shifting back to Mina. She cupped Mina’s flushed, dazed face, plunging her tongue deep into her mouth while her hand instantly doubled the pace to jerk Mina off, eager to further milk her trembling lover while their tongues entwined. Mina could only hang helplessly in Sora’s strong grasp, impaled on Sora’s cock, fucked and jerked off toward another orgasm while Tavi lay passed out at their feet.

“S-Shora…” Mina whimpered breathlessly into Sora’s mouth, shuddering uncontrollably as Sora milked her cock from outside and inside at once. When Sora felt a few slick drops escape Mina’s tip, she greedily scooped them up and immediately brought her dripping fingers to her own mouth, eagerly sucking them deep, gagging softly as she imagined Mina’s cock buried down her throat, only to swiftly return to stroking Mina and sharing their humble bounty.

“F-fuck me,” Sora muttered deliriously even as her own cock leaked more hot cum into Mina’s overflowing depths. “Ah! Fuck me more—please!”

“What an insatiable girl,” Halen said affectionately, watching Sora become utterly lost in pleasure. She observed, entranced, as Sora’s trembling fingers once again scooped creamy drops from Mina’s cock, watching her shove them even deeper into her own mouth, down her throat, making her body convulse as she gagged while dreaming of cock while fucking and getting fucked.

“She really wants your cock, Mina,” Halen teased warmly.

“I do, I do!” Sora confessed immediately, tears of desperate need streaming from her eyes.

“Then let her go,” Halen instructed, guiding her gently.

Mina’s cock! That single, driving thought consumed Sora’s overstimulated mind. And if that meant choking on Mina’s dick, she obeyed. She let go of Mina and pulled her off her throbbing cock, letting her thick cum gush freely from Mina’s creampied pussy, splattering across Tavi’s stomach, breasts, and flushed, unconscious face below.

As soon as Mina was free, Halen pushed Sora down firmly onto her hands and knees. Sora didn’t resist—why would she? Being on all fours made it all the easier to move her hips against the hard cock buried inside her—as she learned intimately from all the dildos she’d mounted to her walls in her many times of need.

As Sora fell to her hands and knees, her massive tits slapped across Tavi’s taut belly, enveloping it from both sides like hot flesh pillows and smothering her torso beneath their weight. Her gigantic cock flopped heavily across Tavi’s face, drawing a soft moan from the dazed catgirl—though it was quickly drowned out by Sora’s horny cry as she already rocked her hips against the cock that never left her.

And no sooner than Halen seized her hips and plunged deep into Sora’s aching pussy from behind, did Mina get in front of Sora—offering her the dick she so desperately craved.

“Ahh!” With trembling need, Sora reached out, grasped Mina’s shaft, and eagerly guided it between her waiting lips.

“Mmmh!” Sora’s eyes fluttered back into her head as she finally tasted Mina’s dick directly, savoring the salty tang. Her cock jerked, and a particularly deep thrust from Halen milked fresh cum from her tip, splattering across Tavi’s forehead. She barely registered it—her mind entirely consumed with Mina’s cock sliding deeper into her mouth.

Yes! Mina! Finally! Sora celebrated inwardly as she took as much of Mina into her mouth as deep as she possibly could. Mina wasn’t even close to Sora’s grotesquely huge size—she didn’t even rival Halen’s impressive girth—but Sora didn’t care. Mina was absolutely perfect. All nine inches of her.
Sora pulled back just enough and began lovingly rubbing her cheek along Mina’s cock, smearing her face with spit and cum, fully submitting herself to its beauty.

“Use me!” Sora begged shamelessly, taking Mina’s cock deep into her mouth again until she gagged helplessly. But she was forced to quickly pull back, coughing softly. Although Sora would’ve loved nothing more than to choke on Mina’s cock until she gagged, she was terrified of staining Mina’s perfect cock with anything that wasn’t worship.

“I’m sorry! Please use me!” Sora whimpered, fresh tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. She’d practiced so many times. She’d trained endlessly on so many thick toys. But those were nothing compared to the real thing. Now, at this crucial moment, her throat betrayed her?

“I’m sorry,” Sora sobbed, pausing only to gulp quick breaths before trying again and again to take Mina’s cock down her throat. “Haah! I’m yours!” she cried, echoing Mina’s earlier professions.

“My mouth is yours—my throat is yours!” She gagged helplessly as she managed another inch, but still fell short. “Please use me! Please give me your cock!” With determination born of sheer need, she finally pushed forward until her nose pressed against Mina’s pelvis and her stomach lurched. “Phuah~! Give me your cum! Ooaaahn~!”

Sora cried out helplessly as Halen plunged her giant futa cock deep, hard, and perfectly against some hidden, sensitive spot within her. Sora’s cock twitched and erupted, pouring yet more cum onto Tavi’s flushed face. And as thick ropes of cum flowed freely across the catgirl’s twitching lips, they parted, welcoming the hot, salty cream inside.

Mina exchanged a quick glance with Halen, who offered a knowing smile and a subtle nod of encouragement.

“Then swallow it properly!” Mina commanded, suddenly gripping Sora’s head and driving her cock all the way down her throat. At the exact same moment, Halen plunged forward from behind, the two futas spitroasting Sora from both ends.

“Ghhluughk—!” Sora’s eyes instantly rolled back as another orgasm crashed through her, splashing hot ropes of cum across Tavi’s bare body. The catgirl futa, now stirring awake, instinctively nudged her lips upward toward the source of the thick stream.

“Oh yes—! Gods, yes! Mina, just like that!” Sora cried in ecstasy. But all that escaped her tightly clamped throat were wet, sloppy gurgles, her airway utterly blocked by Mina’s relentless thrusts, preventing any sounds or fluids from escape.

Sora had no choice but to surrender—to deepthroat Mina, to let herself be throatfucked as deeply and thoroughly as Mina desired. The sensation was overwhelming, heavenly, impossible. She felt fucked, filled, and milked all at once. Her hips lost their strength, unable to rock or pull away. All she could do now was let herself be completely dominated from both ends, her body trembling in delirious pleasure from mouth to pussy to cock, until she could’ve sworn that she was sucked off too.

And she was.

“Mmmf!” Sora convulsed—not merely from Mina’s cock filling her throat or Halen’s thick shaft driving relentlessly into her pussy—but also from the sudden, wet warmth enveloping her own cock.

Tavi, eyes now half-open and dazed, sucked greedily on Sora’s cum-slick cockhead as she lay on her back beneath her. Her long tongue swirled eagerly around Sora’s sensitive crown, thirstily swallowing the thick seed that flowed from it.

And as that steady stream eased, Tavi pushed herself upward, swallowing inch after thick inch, sucking for even more cum, her hands already stroking her own rising girldick with eager abandon.

“Look who woke up,” Halen chuckled warmly, slowing her thrusts just enough to observe Tavi’s enthusiastic display—though Mina showed no such restraint, relentlessly throatfucking Sora.

“Every single time,” Mina teased breathlessly, rolling her hips smoothly into Sora’s mouth, “she tries to pretend she’s too good for cock—yet always ends up with her mouth stuffed and her body soaked.”

She smiled wickedly as she watched Tavi’s tail sway happily, then glanced down to see Sora’s strained expression. Recognizing her friend had reached her limit, Mina finally withdrew her cock to let Sora breathe.

“Ghuaahh—!” Sora gasped desperately, thick ropes of saliva and cum pouring messily from her swollen lips and spilling directly onto Tavi’s hard dick.

Mina stroked Sora’s flushed cheek tenderly. “What do you think, Sora? Want to return the favor? It might even be easier to practice with her.”

Halen slowed her thrusts further, eyes fixed intently as she awaited Sora’s reply.

Sora instantly understood Mina’s intent, her gaze settling on Tavi’s smaller, mess-smeared cock. It was undoubtedly the smallest of the four—barely six inches, yet no less eager and pulsing.

Sora looked up into Mina’s glittering eyes. “Is that something you want?”

“Absolutely,” Mina whispered, a devilish smile spreading across her lips. “It’s long overdue for this horny cat to pay for all the teasing and trouble she's caused.”

“Then use me to pay her back!” Sora declared boldly, diving onto Tavi’s cock without further prompting.

“Mmfhn!?” The catgirl shuddered, startled by the sudden warmth engulfing her entire sensitive shaft, and she couldn’t help but suck Sora’s cock deeper in response.

“‘Use,’ huh?” Halen grinned from behind, picking up her rhythm again.

That's right! Sora thought fervently. This Tavi girl seems like the type who causes trouble for everyone. How often did she torment Mina? She's nothing but a bully! A bully with a tiny dick!

Determined, Sora swallowed Tavi’s entire length, easily reaching her ballsack with her lips. This is nothing! You’re nothing compared to Mina! I’ll do anything for her! If Mina needs me to suck your cock to repay you for all your teasing, then I’ll drain you completely! That’s what real love means!

“Mmhmmph!” Tavi moaned around Sora’s enormous cock. Unlike her own modest length, which Sora swallowed effortlessly, Tavi struggled fiercely just to take a fifth of Sora’s monstrous size. Yet she offered no protest. Instead, her hands eagerly smeared Sora’s overflowing cum across her toned body, massaging the thick cream beneath the huge, soft breasts that enveloped her toned form.

“I wonder why she still bothers with that haughty act anymore,” Mina mused aloud, spreading Tavi’s legs wider to align her cock against the catgirl’s soaked pussy, mere inches from where Sora obediently bobbed her head.

“Have you ever considered,” Halen replied, squeezing and groping Sora’s lush ass before delivering a sharp slap, “that she secretly enjoys the thrill of getting put back in her place?”

“Hardly a secret,” Mina laughed. “A hopeless pervert through and through,” she added, seeing Tavi’s hips shift to meet her cock—then thrust her entire nine inches into Tavi’s slick depths in one powerful stroke.

“Mmmmh!” Tavi squealed helplessly as the impact sent her hips thrusting upward into Sora’s face. Sora felt a fresh trickle of cum slide smoothly down her throat.

“You’re hardly one to talk!” Halen laughed warmly, spanking Sora’s ass again before slamming her cock balls-deep inside her pussy, forcing Sora’s thick python deeper down Tavi’s tight throat.

“PPhhh!!” Sora choked and came a little as more and more of her inches were enveloped by Tavi’s clenching throat, which in turn milked the catgirl’s own cock, filling Sora’s mouth and throat.

Still thrusting into Tavi, Mina reached out, slowly pulling Sora’s mouth off Tavi’s twitching dick.

“Haaah,” Sora gasped, eyes dazed, mouth overflowing with Tavi’s cum.

“See how easy it is to toy with her?” Mina said lovingly, leaning forward to capture Sora’s mouth in a deep, cum-filled kiss, stealing some of Tavi’s salty seed.

Lost in pleasure, Sora’s hips moved instinctively, rocked by Halen’s thrusts from behind, driving her cock into Tavi’s waiting throat while passionately sharing another filthy cum kiss with Mina.

Pulling back gently, Mina licked her lips, eyes gleaming wickedly. “Let’s drain her even more,” she whispered, then glanced downward to see Tavi’s cock twitching and leaking openly. A smile spread across Mina’s face. “Want to get drained together?”

“Yes!” Sora gasped immediately, staring hungrily at the dripping dick below her and plunging back down as both Halen and Mina thrust again.

But as Sora and Tavi sank into their draining sixty-nine, and as Mina and Halen fucked their bodies into each other, a small pang of jealousy bloomed in Sora’s heart.

Yes, this is punishment. Yes, I want to help Mina pay her back, but... She stared longingly at Mina’s cock sliding in and out of the catgirl’s soaked pussy right before her eyes. I wanted you to fuck me first! Sora whimpered inwardly, her desperate wish locked behind her sealed lips. I know I was selfish—I did the same thing to you with Tavi first… Fucking her throat before yours… I brought this on myself, but—

Mina suddenly yanked Sora upright again for them to share in another load of Tavi’s thick cum.

“—Won’t you fuck me too?” Sora whispered softly, her aching desire finally escaping just before their lips met once more.

Sora didn’t even realize she'd voiced her wish aloud; she was already lost in her kiss with Mina, a kiss that seemed even deeper and more intimate than before.

“But your pussy is already taken,” Mina pointed out gently as their lips parted. Only then did Sora realize she'd openly confessed her desire.

“I—” Sora’s voice trembled, eyes widening as the gravity of her words sank in. In her sex craze, she’d let herself get so carried away that she surrendered her pussy’s first time not to Mina—the woman she loved—but to the voluptuous wolf futa instead. What have I done?! Shame flooded her mind, and she lowered her head in despair.

“Do you not like my cock?” Halen asked, lightly feigning offense, barely more than a soft tease.

“No! It’s not that!” Sora blurted instantly, terrified Halen might abruptly leave her empty. Her voice trembled. Her heart raced. Her mind was spinning. Of course, she didn’t want to lose the hot, thick cock filling her so completely—it felt worlds beyond even her largest dildo, hot and pulsing, unlike any toy she'd ever used.

Yet, she also yearned to feel Mina inside her. But both at once? Sora dared not confess just how deeply she'd indulged her secret perversions: that she'd practiced this very act countless times, filling both her holes as she rode two thick dildos simultaneously in the shadows of her lonely room, frantically stroking herself through orgasm after orgasm in forbidden dreams.

“It’s alright,” Halen said softly, tracing Sora’s thighs with her finger. “I’m not a selfish woman. If you want Mina instead, I’ll gladly give her a turn.”

But the instant Halen’s cock began to withdraw, Sora cried out in panic, “NO!”

Halen and Mina exchanged knowing smiles.

“I…I want you both…” Sora finally squeaked, softer than a whisper.

“You want us both...to do what?” Mina prompted, though everyone already knew exactly what Sora craved.

“Fuck me,” Sora whispered, so quietly the words barely emerged over Tavi’s muffled gagging beneath her.

“But Sora, we each only have one pussy,” Mina teased, feigning confusion. “If you won’t give up Halen’s cock, then what can I—”

“My ass!!” Sora shouted, lifting her head, eyes locking resolutely onto Mina’s.

She froze in horror, shocked at her own outburst. I said it! Her heart pounded fiercely. She’d screamed her perversion aloud—there was no taking it back now. And yet, she found relief in finally voicing it, ready to face whatever judgment might follow.

“You…you can’t mean…” Mina continued her playful act of disbelief, though her throbbing cock revealed exactly how eager she was.

“Yes! I do mean it!” Sora declared firmly, meeting Mina’s eyes boldly, determined to own her confession fully. No turning back now.

“Double penetration for your very first time…” Halen said softly, her voice tinged with admiration. “Your friend has quite an appetite, Mina.”

I’m a pervert! I know I am! Sora bit her lip, but she refused to look away.

“And I’ll gladly do whatever it takes to feed it,” Mina said, smiling warmly as she gently tilted Sora’s chin upward and offered another tender, loving kiss.

Just then, a loud, sloppy pop and a desperate gasp erupted from below as Tavi finally pulled Sora’s giant cock free from her throat.

“What the hell is going on up there?!” she sputtered angrily, coughing and gasping for air. “Are you going to fuck me or just yap all day!?”

Is that her true personality finally coming out? Sora wondered.

Mina and Halen shared another amused glance, then asked Sora in unison, “Well, are you?”

Sora swallowed hard, then answered clearly, “Yes!”

Mina grabbed Sora’s flushed face, kissed her firmly one more time, then whispered hotly, “Then fuck that bratty catgirl stupid while we fuck you!”

Fuck! Sora echoed Mina’s heated command, breathing heavily as desire surged through every nerve in her body. She watched Mina move swiftly behind her, and knowing exactly what was about to happen, Sora reached down and firmly grasped Tavi by her slender waist, easily flipping the catgirl from their previous sixty-nine position into a position ready to be mounted.

“Hey! Don’t throw me around like some doll—!” Tavi protested indignantly, but her voice faltered when Sora’s enormous cock slapped heavily across her soaked pussy, flat abdomen, and flushed belly all at once.

“H-Hey…” Tavi muttered nervously, her eyes widening as she realized just how massive Sora was—the reality of what she'd signed herself up to be railed by.

But the frozen silence did not last as Halen seized Sora’s hips from behind, leaning backward and pulling Sora along with her.

“Woah—!” Sora gasped in surprise, suddenly flying upward, bringing Tavi helplessly along for the ride.

“Hey!” Tavi cried as she was lifted high, her voice abruptly muffled as her face landed squarely between Sora’s enormous, pillowy breasts, her entire head sinking into them completely until she could barely breathe.

“Oooooh!!” Sora moaned loudly, fully impaled once again upon Halen’s thick shaft as the wolf woman settled comfortably on her back beneath them. Halen’s cock held Sora in place and upright in reverse cowgirl position, Tavi in the grasp of Sora’s arms and tits, and Mina circling around behind.

“Ah—!” Sora trembled at the feeling of Mina’s warm hands gripping her hips firmly, her lover’s breath hot against her back. “Of!” she gasped softly as Mina gently pushed her forward, creating space for her throbbing cock as she parted Sora’s ample cheeks.

She’s really doing it! Sora thought as she squeezed Tavi tighter, heart racing with excitement. Mina’s really going to fuck my ass!

The anticipation alone was maddening, sending waves of heat through her. Her own cock ached desperately beneath Tavi’s empty pussy. It throbbed to be inside a tight hole in that divine moment when Mina would finally insert herself inside Sora.

Sora wanted to sync those two insertions. She lifted the slender catgirl higher, higher, higher still, carefully positioning her so their bodies would align perfectly and be ready at the moment when Mina filled her ass.

“Pfaaah! What preposterous tits!” Tavi gasped, finally freed from Sora’s suffocating cleavage.

Sora ignored her entirely, eyes locked onto her enormous, cum-slick cock as it aligned itself against the tight futa catgirl’s hole. Tavi’s little futa dick now looked almost amusingly tiny by comparison. Sora felt Mina’s hardness pressing insistently against her ass, and in turn, pressed her cock eagerly against Tavi’s snug hole.

“Hey, wait a minute—!” Tavi squeaked, but it was far too late. Mina thrust forward, pushing deep into Sora’s tight ass—and simultaneously, Sora drove her massive cock straight into Tavi.

“OOOOHHHH!!!” The two ass-fucked futas screamed in unison, voices echoing wildly off the sauna walls.

Inside! Mina’s cock is inside me! Mina is really inside me—inside my ass! Mina’s love is inside my ass!! Sora’s mind reeled from the love that now overwhelmed her body and mind. Her entire being surged with joy, fulfillment, and dizzying, forbidden bliss from the raw physical pleasure.

“Holy fucking—!” Tavi howled in Sora’s grasp, utterly overwhelmed as Sora’s impossibly long shaft sank deeper and deeper into her ass. Her modest six-inch cock erupted instantly, firing ropes of cum across the underside of Sora’s massive breasts as the larger futa steadily impaled her.

Sora’s body lit up from the overwhelming pleasure of penetration, while her soul trembled with the deeper bliss of finally living out the fantasies she had never dared believe could come true.




Chapter 9

“Fuck me, Mina!” Sora cried as she slammed her hips against Halen and Mina, craving to get ruined by their cocks. “Fuck me hard! Fuck my holes hard!”

She rocked her hips against the two futa cocks with practiced precision and flawless rhythm. Sora thanked all those long nights she had spent with her dildos—it had trained her well, allowing her to take Mina’s cock so deep, to relish her very first anal like this without holding back.

She held Tavi tightly, bouncing the catgirl up and down on her cock just as she had done with Mina earlier. But unlike with Mina, Sora was plunging into Tavi’s ass—and that gave her cock access to far greater depths to explore. And Sora intended to use that access to its absolute limits.

Inch by inch, bounce by bounce, Sora sank Tavi lower onto her shaft, using every thrust to bury just a little more of her impossible length inside—driving deeper, feeling Tavi heave, tremble, and clench as the catgirl spilled hot cum across her tits with every bounce. And with both her own holes stuffed, Sora got all the more stimulation to reach new heights of pleasure—stimulated from every angle to milk her giant cock past mortal limits.

“What a sight,” Mina whispered as she looked over Sora’s shoulder at the dazed, cum-high expressions the noble catgirl wore as she took Sora’s fifteenth inch inside her. “And to think you’d take it up your ass on your first time…”

“I’m sorry,” Sora whimpered, shame threading her voice, though that did not stop her from moving her hips.

“Whatever for?” Mina asked, rubbing her cock against Halen’s through Sora’s inner walls.

“For being such a pervert…” Sora choked, tears in her eyes.

“You’re not,” Mina murmured, kissing her shoulder. Then her neck. Then her ear. All while squeezing Sora’s butt as she thrust into the welcoming ass, eager to unload inside.

“Ahh—please cum inside me!” Sora begged as her cock throbbed violently inside Tavi’s ass. She’s kissing me so lovingly… Despite me being such a disgusting, perverted slut. Despite me fucking some girl I don’t even know… she still accepts me. She still wants my filthy, dildo-used holes.

“Oh, Mina, I love you!” Sora cried out, shoving herself even deeper into Tavi, feeling the catgirl seize up and convulse.

“I love you too,” Mina whispered into her ear, then leaned forward to kiss her open lips.

“Ooohhmm!!” Sora broke. Love! She loves me! She really loves me!! Her cock swelled to bursting as she slammed Tavi down onto it with all her strength, erupting deep inside the tight futa’s depths, making the catgirl convulse as she shook and came violently, spraying cum across their bellies and breasts in helpless spasms of release.

Mina came a moment later. She tensed against Sora’s hips, moaning as she emptied herself inside Sora’s ass. Her nine-inch cock could never hope to reach the depths that Sora’s did—but their connection, the feeling of filling her lover’s ass with cum, was undeniable. She came hard, wishing silently that she might one day receive the same anal experience Sora had just bestowed upon the noble catgirl.

Below them, Halen watched the trembling, climaxing trio with quiet amusement. Her cock still pulsed inside Sora’s pussy—yet she held back, observing.

But when Sora regained some of her senses and realized that her pussy had not yet been creampied, she cried out, “Wait!!”

Halen tilted her head, smiling faintly. “Hmm?”

“I know it’s selfish…” Sora panted, still catching her breath. Her heart was racing, her body hot and trembling, but her hesitation came from not wanting to seem even more greedy. “You’ve already done so much… for me… for us…”

“Yes?” Halen purred, drawing out the word—encouraging Sora to continue, not falter halfway.

Sora turned her head and looked back at Halen with flushed cheeks. “Could you… let us service you? Me and Mina both?”

Halen chuckled. “Speaking for the both of you already?”

“We’re a couple now,” Mina said with a grin, leaning in to kiss Sora’s cheek. “And I’d love to.”

“As you both wish,” Halen replied, her wolf ears twitching lightly.

Upon hearing those words, Sora let go of Tavi—letting the semi-lucid, still-trembling catgirl slide off her preposterously long cock and collapse in a sweaty, twitching heap on the floor beneath them.

“Ahn…” Tavi moaned weakly as she hit the ground, prompting a final, pitiful spurt of cum from her spent, shrinking dick while copious amounts of hot seed spilled from her loosened, overflowing bowels.

“Did I go too far?” Sora asked.

“Don’t mind her,” Mina reassured her. “She’s not satisfied unless she’s left a ruined mess. It helps her pretend later that she doesn’t remember any of it, insisting that none of it could’ve happened, so she can start the whole cycle again in less than a week. We have more important things to worry about.”

“Ah, that’s right! Hn…” Sora shifted, finally rising off the wolf woman’s cock. Now that she’d come this far, she didn’t want to trigger Halen’s release by accident, so she took her time.

“Do you think so little of me that I’d spill on you now?” Halen chuckled, making Sora blush.

“O-Of course not!” Sora said quickly, standing a little too fast—and nearly slipping if not for Mina’s steadying arm.

“How you manage to switch from cute, to brutally dominating, back to cute again…” Mina laughed as she helped her off.

“I…” Sora couldn’t even form an answer. Her knees were weak, her back was sore, her cock was aching. The whole storm of exertion and pleasure was finally catching up to her.

But Mina was still there. She didn’t step back from the depraved slut who had just ridden and fucked anything that moved. She didn’t recoil from Sora’s cum-smeared body—not from her giant tits that were drenched in sweat and Tavi’s release; not from her cock that had finally calmed enough to hang at only seventeen inches long between her legs.

“M-Mina…” Sora breathed, her love for Mina swelling even more.

“I’m right here,” Mina murmured as she helped Sora down until they were both in Halen’s lap—face-first with the last hard cock in the sauna.

“Halen… Mina… everyone… thank you,” Sora whispered, voice breaking as tears of gratitude welled before she pressed a kiss to the tip of Halen’s cock.

“Think nothing of it,” Halen said, watching as Mina joined in, sealing her lips to Sora’s while they made love to the wolf woman’s cock that was drenched in Sora’s pussy juice.

Sora knew the taste well—almost as well as she knew her own cum. But seeing Mina beside her, coming down from their shared high and still drinking in her juices with the same eager devotion she’d shown when she first dropped to her knees, made Sora’s heart swell with both joy and relief. She kissed Mina deeply, swapping her own taste with her, silently swearing to drink her full every day of any and every liquid Mina chose to give her.

As they kissed, Mina slowly guided Sora back to Halen’s cock. When their lips touched it, Sora shifted instantly to servicing it like she’d promised, more than eagerly yielding to Mina’s firm hand at the back of her head.

“Ah, what a wonderful new couple we have,” Halen said with a smile, watching Mina guide Sora’s head lower and lower until Sora shuddered from her body’s gagging reflex. But she did not stop. Her earlier training with Mina and Tavi had prepared her— her body was learning to suppress its mechanical reflex and, instead, give in to the raw, intoxicating urge to submit to dick. Submit to Mina.

Please don’t stop! Sora begged inwardly, even as her body convulsed for the opposite. Choking because Mina held her down—Sora was getting harder and wetter just from that alone. And just when she feared she might not last, Mina eased the pressure at the perfect moment.

“Pfffuaah!” Sora’s sloppy and wet gasp was made all the sweeter as she relished in the taste of cock filling her senses and how perfectly Mina understood her limits. Without exchanging a word, Sora kissed her, then set her palm firmly on the back of Mina’s head, guiding her lover down, inch by inch, until Sora felt that involuntary resistance in her hand.

“That’s it,” Sora whispered with a smile, watching Mina’s throat work, savoring the trembling she felt in her hand. “Choke on it. Make Halen feel good. Make me feel good.”

Sora glanced down and saw the same reaction in Mina that she felt in herself—Mina’s spent cock thickening again from the submissive struggle. Sora reached for it, stroking the soft shaft, feeding Mina pleasure from both ends while her gagging moans grew louder, feeling herself heat up at the sight. And as soon as she let Mina up for air, Mina reversed the roles, still breathless, pushing Sora to take her place.

Spit fell from Mina’s lips into Sora’s hair as the hung futa gagged on Halen’s thickness, her own cock swelling hard between them. Sora reached for it instinctively, stroking her length—only for Mina’s hand to join hers.

“What an impatient girl,” Halen chuckled, watching the show unfold.

Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! Sora wept in gagging gratitude—to Halen, for making her dream real, for lasting as long as she did, for letting her be here, for being the reason she was now choking under Mina’s guidance, with three hands stroking her aching cock.

Back and forth they went, swapping places, driving each other down until their throats were sore from bulging around Halen’s unyielding cock. Rivers of spit rolled down to pool against her balls while their own cocks throbbed back to full strength. Each moment made Sora’s hunger sharper, her need impossible to ignore.

Even as Sora gagged, even with both her hands and Mina’s hand pumping her cock, it wasn’t enough. Had all three of them stroked her length with everything they had, it still wouldn’t have been enough—not after everything she’d felt tonight.

Sora could think of only one way to not give in to her cock. Leaving Mina to deepthroat Halen, she slid down to Mina’s thighs and took Mina’s cock into her mouth.

“HHhm!!” Mina moaned, making Sora all the more eager to take her deeper. She wanted this. She needed this. She had promised herself this. She was going to suck Mina dry. And because Mina was smaller than Halen, it was that much easier for Sora to deepthroat the entire thing and coax it to climax.

Mina’s gag-muffled moans deepened, her trembling growing sharper with each thrust, the hand meant to guide Sora back to Halen now eagerly encouraging Sora’s thirsting pace. Mina didn’t even have to do that—Sora was already bobbing, gagging, swirling her tongue like she’d been doing this her entire life.

Sora’s fingers found Mina’s pussy and slipped inside, making it all the easier to push her over the brink. Mina erupted with a shudder, and as Sora swallowed, she made sure to keep a hot mouthful before gliding back to Halen’s cock to share that salty bounty with Mina, letting stray drops spill onto Halen’s shaft.

But their cum-swapping kiss had not yet ended when Sora felt that throbbing need she could no longer delay. Her long cock had already swelled and grown so tantalizingly close to Halen’s. Strands of spit and cum still connected their tongues when Sora grabbed Mina’s head and pushed her down hard upon her risen cock.

“Ahh!” Sora trembled, finally feeling the lips she favored most wrap around her shaft. And she wasted no time diving back onto Halen’s cock to make up for her selfish actions.

Gagging once again filled the sauna as Sora drove her cock ever deeper down Mina’s throat. With her lover helplessly choking on her size, Sora had to drive her head down herself to properly work Halen.

“Oh my,” Halen purred as she reached out to Sora to give a helping hand. She took Sora with both hands and drove her down until Sora’s throat was filled to the brim—every bit as blissfully as Mina’s.

Tears rolled from Sora’s eyes as she felt that cock pulse within her throat, the wolf woman finally reaching her limit at the sight of two futa girls taking turns choking on each other. She used Sora’s mouth and throat as she pleased, setting a proper pace toward her climax.

Sora matched that pace, using Mina’s mouth hole with the same intensity so that she too could feel Halen’s passion even as the wolf woman moaned louder, closing in on release.

Sora choked, convulsing—only Halen’s hands and the maddening pleasure of throating her lover while being throated herself kept her from surrendering to her body’s reflexes. But when she felt Halen’s cock pulse deep in her esophagus, the wolf woman tensing, Sora’s hands trembled, and she released Mina from her throat-bulging duties.

Even with no time to fully come to her senses, Mina’s deeper futa instinct understood Sora’s intent. She leapt from one cock to another and licked Halen’s pulsing shaft as cum flowed through it, down Sora’s gurgling throat, and straight into her stomach.

Yet Halen didn’t wish for all her creamy gifts to disappear unseen. She pulled Sora up, freeing her cock from Sora’s throat just in time for another hot spurt to splash across Sora’s trembling lips and face.

“Haaaah,” Sora gasped for air as spit and cum spilled from her mouth over Halen’s shaft while more shot across her tongue. That was when Mina descended to take Sora’s place—slurping up the mess, swallowing greedily, flicking her tongue around the crown of Halen’s cock to wring out every pulse of the wolf woman’s powerful orgasm.

The precious seconds let Sora recover enough to join her, the two of them drinking together, moaning and trembling as they swallowed with aching, well-used throats. Their kisses were deep and messy, tongues entwined, both stealing glances at Halen’s satisfied expression as she watched them share her load.

Cum had not yet ceased flowing from Halen’s tip when Sora could no longer ignore her own ache. With their lips still wet, she pushed Mina back down and impaled her on her cock, Halen’s cum coating Mina’s throat acting as perfect lubricant to squeeze Sora’s python cock in ever deeper—making Mina spasm wonderfully, massaging Sora’s length.

“Mina! Mina! Ah, I love you! I love you!” Sora cried in the midst of ecstasy, bobbing Mina up and down her long shaft toward one final, shuddering orgasm.

“Hhghrhhh~~” Mina tried to return the words of love through a throat stuffed from lips to stomach, convulsing and gagging as she came along the entire length of Sora’s pulsing cock. Sora poured the last of her strength into that climax, flooding Mina’s belly with hot seed directly while Mina’s own cock twitched, dribbling a few helpless spurts from the throat-induced high.

Sora made sure not to leave her lover’s body until she’d deposited the very last drop inside, and Mina’s body didn’t relent until she’d milked Sora absolutely dry—sealing their first time as something no other could match.

By the time Sora finally eased her shrinking cock free, Mina was barely lucid, her breath shallow and face blissfully dazed. Both were utterly spent. Sora kissed those messy lips, eternally grateful, eternally in love, lingering in that kiss until Mina drifted into sleep.

“Thank you for not creampying me,” Sora murmured quietly to Halen while cradling her sleeping lover.

“I thought you might want to save that for her,” Halen replied with a small smile, glancing at Mina and feeling a faint pinch of envy that two futas could love each other so completely. “Will you be coming to our sauna again?”

“Absolutely,” Sora answered without hesitation.

***
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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.
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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: ]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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