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Chapter 1

Sam, temporarily back into his male form, walked alone through the early morning mist of the Shadowy Forest. The dungeon’s warmth still lingered faintly in his bones, like the longest, softest afterglow of a life-changing orgasm. His thoughts were light, drifting between memories of his dungeon exploits, lightly trembling at the prospect of one day emerging from the dungeon as the gloriously sexy futanari and staying that way.

Ahead, through dew and shadow, a lone figure emerged: a young dark elf, moving at a slow, uneven pace, shoulders hunched and eyes low. No older than twenty by Sam’s guess, the elf’s silver hair was tied loosely, falling over his eyes and faintly gleaming bronze skin. He wore an uninspiring, tattered tunic, and even for an elf his slight frame looked barely fit for a training yard, let alone a dungeon.

They walked toward each other without a word. Sam held his path. The elf didn’t seem to notice him at all. They passed close enough for their arms to brush. The elf flinched—just slightly—and Sam caught a glimpse of his violet eyes before they turned away, quick and nervous.

Sam paused. Something about the elf felt… familiar. Not the face. The posture. The tension. The shame wrapped around his neck. Sam had seen that before. Had felt that before.

A breeze stirred the leaves. Sam watched the elf vanish into the trees, then kept walking.

The city felt warmer each time Sam returned. Was it the lack of debts and worries? Was it a growing pride in himself? Maybe the city hadn’t changed—but Sam had.

Stone walls no longer loomed like accusations. People didn’t look past him anymore. Some even nodded. Was I the one avoiding eye contact all this time? Sam wondered as he nodded back.

The innkeeper was quickly getting used to Sam paying upfront for his private room. And Sam was quickly getting used to savoring the buttery crust of the freshest pastry, letting the flaky crumbs fall where they may.

A full belly. Clean boots. A quiet room and a pouch of silver hidden under his pillow. For the first time in years, he had all of those. And tomorrow, he’d step back into the dungeon again—not for survival, but for the pull of it.

In his room, Sam lay on the stiff but clean mattress and stared at the ceiling as he recalled the moans inside the dungeon, getting hard at the memory. It almost felt like a dream, yet his drastically improved circumstances proved that it wasn’t. He wondered what tomorrow’s trial would bring. Who or what he might encounter next? What might it teach him?

Before departing, Sam stopped at a tavern tucked behind the smithy row. The busty barmaid eyed him for a moment too long before pouring his ale.

“Sam, right?” she asked, sliding the mug over. “Didn’t think you’d last long in the dungeons.”

He raised his mug, grinning. “Neither did I.”

His eyes slipped to the barkeep’s milky cleavage. He ended up comparing it to the one he saw in the reflection in the dungeon. Maybe if there was a way to bring a party with me to the dungeon, Sam thought. With my enhanced powers, I’d keep her safe. Safe and… For a moment he imagined all kinds of adventures he’d share with the barmaid. Would he offer her a potion too? What enhancements would a body like hers receive?

“Eyes up, honey,” she teased, laughing.

Someday, Sam thought as he drained his mug, already craving the dungeon’s call.

***

Sam returned to the dungeon even more upbeat than the last time. The pride of an adventurer capable of clearing a dungeon? The rewards that came with it? The memory of his other self—beautiful, powerful, dripping with potential?

All of it, Sam thought with a smile.

He passed a familiar cracked tree, the same spot where he’d crossed paths with the dark elf yesterday. Was he going to the dungeon too? Not impossible—Dungeon had hinted there were others.

The slightest frown formed on Sam’s lips. It was silly, he knew it. But a flicker of something possessive stirred in him all the same. This dungeon wasn’t just a place to him—it was his proving ground. The thought of someone else waltzing in and claiming the same rewards…

Come on, Sam chided himself. It’s not yours. You didn’t build it. You owe everything to the dungeon—and to that mysterious woman who invited you. Still, he couldn’t fully shake the feeling.

But if the elf had entered, shouldn’t he be back by now?

But Sam saw no sign of him, even at the Lonely Woman statue.

Oh well, Sam shrugged.

The sun kissed the statue’s cheek as it dipped behind the trees. Sam tapped the head three times, stepping back as the stone slab shifted and revealed the familiar dark passage beneath.

Sam gave the quiet forest one last glance, then descended.

The stairs led into the now-familiar blue glow that grew brighter with each step, casting a welcoming hue across the stone walls. The slab closed overhead. The hum of magic greeted him.

Sam breathed deep of that same ancient scent, almost feeling the transformation already begin and a light shiver ran across his arms.

At the bottom of the stairs: the arched entry into the vast oval chamber. Blue torches lined the walls, glowing with warmth rather than menace. Twelve sealed doors. One raised altar. Two sets of glowing vials.

“Oh? That’s new,” Sam blinked upon seeing the double portion of enhancing potions. The hue of green to enhance him; the hue of orange to return to normal. This time, two of each. The pulse of magic made Sam’s skin tingle.

“Welcome back,” came the familiar voice of the dungeon—female, smooth, and warm as ever. It drifted straight into his ears without echoing off the walls, as if the stone itself whispered to him. “It’s good to see you.”

“Feeling’s mutual,” Sam said, scanning the blue stone, wondering if there was a face behind the voice. If there was one it had yet to appear.

“You may have noticed a double set of potions,” Dungeon said.

“I have,” Sam nodded.

“Please refrain from drinking both green potions. It will not double the time limit. And drinking two one after the other without the pause, will have unpleasant consequences.”

“Duly noted,” Sam nodded again. If a single potion was as powerful as it was, as pleasant as it was, Sam preferred not finding out what those “unpleasant consequences” might be.

“Thank you for your understanding,” Dungeon said. “Then, please—your enhancement potion awaits you. I will explain your optional mission after.”

Sam didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, grabbed the green vial, popped the cork, and downed it in one greedy swallow. The taste was sweet and warm, like liquid sunlight, and the effect hit fast.

“Ah—!” Sam moaned as the heat surged through his limbs. He dropped the empty vial as his body began to shift.

He welcomed it.

His fingers lengthened, his hands slimming down. He watched his chest swell with growing weight, breasts filling, and then straining the tight top of his changing armor. Tight straps pressed pleasantly. The familiar, ridiculous bikini-style metal top clung to his soft curves as if it had been made for this moment.

Between his legs, the warmth intensified. Pressure built, pulsing heat mixed with pleasure, growing, throbbing, crescendoing at the climax of the transformation.

“Ahhn,” Sam moaned, shuddering, leaning against the altar to catch her breath.

“The enhancement is to your satisfaction?” Dungeon asked.

“Ahaah~” the futanari grinned, soft shivers still running across her voluptuous body.

“In that case, if you don’t mind,” Dungeon said, her tone a little more serious now, “I have a mission for you.”

“Concerning the second set of vials?”

“Correct. A dark elf named Arelyn lingers on a middle level. His overall progress has slowed recently, but he still has great potential. Unfortunately, his twenty-four hours have expired, but he has not yet emerged. I was preparing to extract him—but with you here, I have another option.”

“The potion,” Sam glanced at the green vial. “But wait, you said that drinking two potions one after the other is bad.”

“Hence, Arelyn’s potential,” Dungeon explained. “Even for a dark elf, his body is surprisingly resilient. He’s one of the very few capable of drinking two potions one after another without negative enhancements.”

“Should’ve been born a dark elf,” Sam mumbled.

“We will continue studying him thoroughly for future improvements of the potions.”

“Agreed! Do that!” Sam hurriedly agreed, not hiding her desire for improved potions.

“Do you accept my mission?” Dungeon asked.

“Absolutely!” Sam walked back toward the altar, picked up the second set of vials, and put it into a conveniently materialized pack at her side. “Can’t let an important test subject fall to harm.”

"Wonderful! I knew I could count on you," Dungeon cooed with gentle delight.

“Anything else I should know?” Sam asked.

“This middle level might have been a little too much for you, but Arelyn had made quite a bit of progress. You should be able to slip through. Just focus on delivering the potion.”

“Find the dark elf. Deliver a potion. Have fun along the way.”

“An excellent summary!” Dungeon said as one of the twelve doors unlocked with a soft chime, revealing a softly lit corridor.

“Let’s see what caused that elf to lose track of time,” Sam said as she stepped through.




Chapter 2

It didn’t take long for Sam to realize that the dungeon level had been completely gutted—no slimes, no writhing growths, no curious constructs lurking in the dark. Just silence and the distant hum of old enchantments. 
Nothing to fight.
Nothing to fuck.

Sam grew increasingly frustrated as she ventured deeper through winding corridors that should have been crawling with the Dungeon’s usual sensual oddities. Instead, she passed empty summoning rings, collapsed pleasure pits, and deflated traps that wheezed out spent magic like broken lungs. Every room taunted her with what could have been.

The damn elf drained the whole floor dry! Sam scowled, clenching her fists.
“Not even a tentacle vine left to spar with?” she growled under her breath. “Seriously?”

Her body ached—not from fatigue, but from lack of use. The green potion hadn’t just given her a body built for these dungeons—it had given her expectations. Expectations that weren’t being met.

“I need to train,” she muttered to herself. “Need to stay sharp. Test endurance. Try new positions. And this elf just swept the floor and then passed out somewhere from exhaustion?”

She kicked a loose stone down the hall, frowning as it clattered into darkness. The only sound that greeted her was the soft pulse of decaying wards and faint, teasing moans that didn’t seem to come from anything real.

But then… something shifted. A change in air pressure. The faint scent of sweat. A sound that wasn’t an echo. A soft whimper of someone in need.

Sam followed it, boots squelching across the damp stone, until she stepped into a low chamber lit by flickering runes. The air inside was thick and humid, the stale scent of sweat and old magic hit her nostrils. Along the far wall, a figure slumped in a magical cradle that hovered between trap and nest.

A skinny dark elf in a half-worn tunic, barely dressed, his lean frame glistening with sweat. Limbs hanging loose inside failing restraints, like he’d been caught mid-surrender and left to stew.

“You!” Sam gasped when she recognized the one in the restraints. The image clicked together with the name Dungeon had given to her. “Arelyn?”

The dark elf stirred sluggishly, blinking like someone surfacing from a long dream. He slowly blinked at her, disoriented and silent, lips parting as if he wanted to speak—but all that came out was a gasp and a flicker of shame.

He was still bound, but barely. The trap had unraveled over time, its core enchantments dimming. Threads of magic shimmered faintly in the air around his wrists and ankles—ghostly straps that fluttered as if waiting to be tightened again, gripping just tightly enough to keep the elf upright, supporting him more than restraining him.

Sam put her hands on her hips and glared. “Seriously? You cleared the whole floor and still ended up drooling in a sex trap? What kind of adventurer finishes the job and then gets stuck like an amateur? Have some pride!”

That lit something inside the elf. He gave a nervous laugh, his voice quick and bright, and his grin hiding something more than simple relief of rescue. “Ah! I knew the Dungeon would send someone. You have it, don’t you?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’ve got it. But now I’m wondering if you even deserve it,” Sam pulled the vial from her pouch as she walked closer to inspect the trap. “Wait a second… Can’t you break free of these restraints on your own?”

“N-No!” Arelyn twitched hard enough to jostle the bindings, which didn’t tighten. “It’s not that simple.”

Sam’s eyebrow rose. Her gaze swept over Arelyn—his glistening skin, the red marks where the magic had once pressed into his thighs, the stains on the floor beneath him. This wasn’t someone who’d just fallen into a trap.

“You knew the potion only lasts twenty-four hours,” she said quietly.

“I thought I had time,” he whispered, staring down, cheeks burning. “I thought I could dip in again. Just... once more. It felt safe. Just a little longer.” He looked up, eyes glinting with something between guilt and yearning. “This isn’t your first time here, is it? Have you never lost track of time in this place?”

Sam couldn’t argue with that. Adventuring in this dungeon certainly was… exciting enough to make hours fly by unnoticed. She stepped closer, holding the vial in her hands. “You really can’t get out of this without the potion?”

“Absolutely not!” Arelyn shook his head in adamant denial. “It requires me to be a futanari to… to escape…”

“Alright,” Sam sighed, uncorking the vial and bringing it to Arelyn’s lips.

The dark elf snatched the vial with feverish desire, tilted his head back, and gulped it down like someone who hadn’t tasted sensation in days.

“Wait! So, you could have escaped!” Sam exclaimed when she saw how easily Arelyn could control his movements if he wanted, but the dark elf’s change had already begun.

His body tensed—limbs pulling taut as his waist slimmed, dark skin glowing faintly as it smoothed into flawless sleekness. His tunic shimmered and rewove itself around the emerging futanari into a stylish, extremely provocative outfit: shoulders and toned midriff bare, chest wrapped tightly by a snug top, breasts forming and pressing against the white fabric, skirt way too short to leave anything to the imagination.

The dark elf’s cock reemerged from beneath the new microskirt. It was barely average in size, but sensitive and hard, already twitching, already leaking the first drop of many to come, while the new skirt rode up higher, revealing the newly formed pink pussy—smooth as a virgin’s.

Arelyn’s breathing quickened. A slender, sexy futanari now, her fingers clutched at the air as she moaned in soft, pleasureful tones while her nipples stiffened under the thin fabric. Her narrow hips tilted just enough to highlight the curve of her waist, hip bones pressing against the dark, toned skin. Her thighs spread without shame as the moans deepened—raw, almost grateful.

Sam stared, a slow heat coiling deep inside her own transformed body. There was something intoxicating about seeing the transformation from the outside. And although the futanari before her was far more modest than Sam’s outrageously shapely—and very endowed—body, it was tantalizingly inviting—especially as the elf rocked gently, hips twitching in clear heat, her futa dick pulsing, skin flushed and glowing.

Arelyn looked up—a familiar face, yet completely unrestrained. Her grin was unfocused, eyes hazed with lust. The pleasure-bind trap, sensing the futa’s return, came alive—lazy strands of arcane silk twitching in the air, then tightening softly around the dark elf’s limbs while more threads snaked through the air toward her thighs and breasts.

The dark elf arched her back, twisting slightly to watch the arcane threads crawl toward her with a red, sweaty face. “Finally…” she rasped, rocking her hips toward the threads as they coiled around her hips while other threads wrapped around her torso and poked at her hard nipples.

“Hnnh!” she twitched again, a clear drop of precum sliding from her cock—only to be caught mid-air by one of the arcane filaments. The cum sizzled softly as it touched the thread, then sunk into it, making it widen an inch, then rise upward, toward the tip.

Arelyn bit into her lower lip as she watched the thread slowly approach her dangling dick. Upon connecting, her entire body jolted within the restraints. Yet the thread just brushed against her tip, exploring, waiting for more.

She looked up again, panting, her gaze locked on the giant bulge that made Sam’s skirt stand like a tent. The dark elf’s lips parted, a strand of drool spilling from the corner of her mouth. “P-Please!” she whimpered. “I need to… escape. It won’t release me unless I’m… emptied. I need your help!”

Sam didn’t believe for a second that escape was truly the goal. Even if freed, Sam had no doubt that Arelyn would fight tooth and nail to claw back into the bindings, back into the grip of the trap that teased her just enough to keep her begging.

With that said, Sam wasn’t about to pretend she didn’t want to fuck this writhing, needy futa until she was a sobbing, wet mess. With her cock hot, heavy, and ready, Sam walked around the restrained elf, admiring the way Arelyn’s hips twitched in anticipation of the hung futanari that approached from behind.

Arelyn shook her ass toward Sam before Sam was even in position. Sam paused, amazed at how wet the dark elf’s pussy had become so quickly—juices dripping in strands, falling with every sway of her hips. Yet the arcane threads showed no interest in the futanari’s pussy. Their preference was clear. And what right did Sam have to not help a futa in need?




Chapter 3

Sam stepped in close. The magical tendrils gave way without hesitation—almost as eager for the dark elf to get fucked as the dark elf herself. Sam set her hands on the dark hips, making Arelyn tremble with anticipation. She brought her thick cock forward, angling toward Arelyn’s glistening pussy, moving slowly as she prepared to penetrate the narrow elf with her thick shaft—

“Not there!!” Arelyn cried out, suddenly and sharply.

Sam froze. “W-What?”

“My ass,” the dark elf groaned, her voice as adamant as it was craving, while she stuck out her ass further. “I need it in my ass! That’s the only way I ever—" She stopped herself, breath hitching. “Just… I need it there.”

The bindings loosened just slightly, and Arelyn instantly took the chance—hands snapping back to grab her own cheeks and spread them wide to expose the twitching hole she needed stuffed.

Sam hesitated for only a breath. “If you insist,” she murmured, slowly guiding her girth toward the puckered tightness.

There’s no way it’ll fit, is there? she thought as she stared at the impossible difference between their anatomies—the petite, trembling dark elf futa, with her slender limbs and dangling, modest cock, and Sam’s own towering, curvaceous form crowned by a cock that looked fit to impale the dark elf all the way to her ribs.

Still, it wasn’t like Sam had any objections to anal. It was just that, until a couple of days ago, she wouldn’t have even imagined herself having sex at all—let alone giving anal, even less so burying herself in the desperate, trembling ass of such a hot futanari dark elf who looked like she might cry if she didn’t get stuffed.

But… dry?

Sam wasn’t exactly too well-versed in sexual matters, but even she knew the basics—such as needing lube, even more so with such a size disparity. The dark elf was soaked, but not where Sam needed her to be. Sam shifted slightly, moving her cock before the pussy that leaked with such abundance, , letting the head catch the dangling strands before moving closer to the source.

“What are you doing?” Arelyn gasped, wriggling in frustration.

“Just… need to lube it up a little first,” Sam explained, suddenly getting the feeling she’d done something wrong, even though that made no sense to her.

“Hurry up!” the dark elf snapped, her voice strained, almost pained.

You're awfully bossy for someone begging to get railed, Sam thought—but kept it to herself while she brushed her cock along the bountiful source of lube before drawing back. With a steady breath, she pressed the tip—just the tip—against the trembling backdoor.

“Ohn!” Arelyn gasped, the sound raw and piercing. It was instant—and utterly different from the passive way she’d responded to the touch against her pussy. The dark elf’s ass practically puckered outward, toward the thick tip it craved inside.

Holy hell! Sam swallowed, her own heart beating fast as she came to grips with the reality that she was about to plunge inside this hot, needy flesh. This wasn’t slime massages. This wasn’t the flower’s tongue licking. Even fucking her shameless mirror self somehow failed to compare to this strange feeling of finally sticking it inside another person who needed it stuck inside. Sam pressed forward.

“Ghhooh!!” Arelyn shuddered as the arcane threads swarmed beneath her.

Must’ve milked another drop, Sam surmised, and pressed again.

“Oh, yes!!” Arelyn cried as she pushed her hips against Sam’s cock with an even greater force than Sam did.

“H-Hho!” Sam groaned herself when the impatient, tight hole tried to wrap itself around the thick shaft all on its own. It struggled to handle the girth of a cock as great as Sam’s. She felt the strain of the dark elf’s sphincter muscles as they tried to adapt to this new thickness. Yet despite the tightness of the futa’s hole, nothing in her voice or actions showed any sign of inexperience.

The dark elf rocked her hips—impatiently, sure—but with practiced motion, easing herself in, using the magical restraints of the trap to her advantage as supports to lean against while she hurried to get that cock inside.

“Fuck meee!” Arelyn finally cried out blatantly, rocking her hips faster and faster, thrusting herself against the one inch of Sam’s cock she’d managed to get inside—pounding her anal muscles into submission so that her ass would finally match her mind and get that cock as deep as she needed it.

You’re too impatient for your own good, Sam thought, fearing Arelyn would damage her delicate body. Sam looked around—none of the magical threads of this trap were anywhere near the girth of her cock. Even if Sam were to assume that Arelyn spent an entire day here getting railed by these threads instead of breaking free—which Sam was certain was exactly what happened—it still left her ass unprepared for this upgrade in girth.

Despite Sam’s restrained pushing and Arelyn’s feverish slamming, the progress was slow. Arelyn’s moans were as pleasureful as they were desperate. Sam caught droplets of cum flying to the floor as Arelyn slammed against the tip of her cock with reckless abandon—each drop caught by the tendrils beneath them. But still, Arelyn’s tight ass would not give in fast enough.

They had managed to get almost all of the tip in, but the final widening around the edge of her cock head was pronounced—Sam knew it too well from the time she and her mirror self indulged in a throating contest.

But here, the trap came to their aid. Several magical tendrils hovered over the dark elf’s firm ass, and Sam saw thick, shining drops form at their tips. Sam wasn’t surprised—the trap’s purpose was clear—and she even adjusted Arelyn’s ass a little so the drops would fall directly into the crack where the two futas connected.

“Oh!!” Sam and Arelyn moaned in unison. The sticky drops were warm and made their skin tingle as they rolled across Sam’s shaft and flowed to Arelyn’s trembling hole. Sam pressed forward, Arelyn pushed back…

“Ah!” Sam gasped, feeling intimately how she slowly, steadily parted the sphincter’s resistance and slid in, the futa’s anus wrapping around her cock.

“Hhhh,” Arelyn’s voice was subdued. The futa held her breath in a tense moment as she welcomed the insertion, bracing for what was to come next—

Plop

With a lewd sound, Sam’s thick cock sank two inches deeper between the dark elf’s plump cheeks. Sam lost her breath as she stared down and grasped at the amazing tightness around her cock—tightness no slime could ever match.

That second of stillness shattered when, with a feverish cry, Arelyn pulled forward, then slammed back against Sam as hard as she could—impaling herself on the thick cock in one hard slam, driving nearly two-thirds of it inside herself in a single go.

“OOOAAHHH!!” the dark elf cried out in a crazed voice as she trembled and started rocking her hips, fucking herself with the same speed she had used against the first inch of Sam’s tip. Only this time, she fucked her body hard—driving herself onto the thick girth with the fervor of someone either lost or possessed by shameless carnal desire.

Within seconds, all the tendrils that hovered above her hips lunged beneath her. Sam looked down and saw cum flying in all directions, yet never reaching the floor, as the arcane threads caught it all—expanding as they absorbed the thick drops and ropes. The dark elf’s orgasm started as soon as she got stuffed, and it did not stop.

“Ohhh, finally!!” Arelyn cried as she slammed her hips against Sam.

D-Does it feel that amazing? Sam wondered, in disbelief at what she saw, as the dark elf used her cock like a convenient dildo. Throughout her orgasm, the dark elf kept fucking herself, crying for more, rocking her lewd hips for more, as if her current climax were just a warm-up for the true pleasures of anal.

“Fuck me!!” Arelyn demanded, awakening Sam from her trance. “Skewer my body! Oaah!! Can’t you see—ah!!—that I won’t be able to escape unless you milk me dry?!”

Sam’s cock twitched upon hearing those words. The shock of what she witnessed was strong, but when a sexy, slim futa begged to be pounded while cumming from her flapping cock, Sam finally started thinking with her dick. She grabbed Arelyn by the hips—hard—and took control.

“HHnooo!!” the futa dark elf moaned and trembled when a bigger, thicker futanari took command of her naughty, needy hips and drove them down on that giant cock that made Arelyn’s brain spark and sizzle with pleasure hormones.

“Yess! Like that! Just like that!!” the dark elf thrashed within her restraints as she basked in the pleasure of getting her ass pounded by a hot, throbbing futa cock. The anal-craving dark elf no longer had to move her hips—she no longer had to do anything—just let her voice out and sing as her aching cock pulsed with orgasmic pleasure.

Each thrust of that giant cock into her ass hit several pleasure spots at once upon entry and exit—building pressure that would burst upon the next thrust, shooting a new rope of cum into the arcane tendrils and a fresh dose of numbing pleasure into her brain. And then the next thrust would start the cycle again. And again. And again.

“HHoo!! Sooo good!” Arelyn screamed deliriously as she shot cum from her cock, thrashing against the restraints uncontrollably as the pleasure grew too great for her fucked mind. “Amazing!! Anal is amazing!! I love anal!! I need anal! Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass more! Skewer me! Impale me! Fuck me up!! Fill me up!!”

“Oh, I will!” Sam groaned, her cock swelling as the tight futa’s ass did everything it could to milk it as much as it needed to be milked.

Sam never would’ve imagined that someone could ever get this much off from getting their ass gaped by a giant cock, but with this petite futa begging to be ravaged—shooting cum all over the place for the starving tendrils of the arcane trap—Sam found it impossible to hold back from cumming herself.

Sam’s cock throbbed and pulsed, massaged by the clenching futa ass. Sam dug her fingers into Arelyn’s plump ass and drove her cock as deep into the sexy elf’s body as she could, lifting Arelyn within her restraints, bulging hard against her abdomen, as Sam let out a guttural groan and shot her load deep into Arelyn’s insides.

“OOOOoooh, yess!!” Arelyn cried as she threw her head back, her spasming body arching as she shot her own load across the chamber. The tendrils rushed to catch every drop while Arelyn came and came, over and over. Her cock was incomparable to Sam’s, yet the ropes of cum that she shot were just as thick, just as addicted to anal futa sex as Sam was becoming.

Each shot from Arelyn’s twitching dick matched the loads that Sam unleashed into the dark elf’s spasming body. It was as if Sam was cumming through the dark elf’s body—shooting her load across the chamber while using Arelyn as her cock-sleeve—and the dark elf wouldn’t have it any other way.

“Pwhaaah~” Arelyn slumped as the arcane coils loosened. Her cock was spent, her body was exhausted—trembling in the aftershocks of her orgasm—and only Sam’s futanari strength and cock kept the dark elf from falling to the ground.

The magical threads let go of Arelyn’s limbs and gathered beneath the two futas, catching the last drops from Arelyn’s limping cock, gently licking and massaging every cell on its surface to not miss a single drop.

“Y-You’re… You’re still firm after that… amazing,” Arelyn gasped with envy as she slumped back into Sam’s reliable grip and the big, soft breasts that now cradled the blissfully exhausted dark elf.

“Well…” Sam wasn’t even sure what to say, yet her hard cock, still buried inside the dark elf’s ass, was undeniable proof that she enjoyed freeing Arelyn as much as the dark elf did. After all—what greater proof of arousal was there than staying hard even after such a tremendous orgasm?

Sam even started to understand a little bit better why Arelyn preferred this—the ultimate surrender to domination. There was certainly something to it—claiming a needy futa in the ultimate way. Sam even felt a tinge of curiosity: just how did it feel, to let go in such a way and be claimed?

“If… if you don’t mind,” Arelyn spoke weakly, still recovering in Sam’s embrace while the arcane tendrils slithered across the floor, scanning for any signs of a missed cum drop. “I’d prefer if you didn’t pull out. I want to keep this one to myself… not offer it to the trap,” she added as she placed a hand on her flushed belly, where Sam’s thick cock still pulsed warmly inside her, spreading the heat throughout her bowels. “I wouldn’t mind staying with your cock inside me a while longer.”

Sam could’ve sworn she blushed a little at such an intimate confession. Her cock definitely reacted, twitching deep inside the dark elf, drawing a breathy, shuddering gasp.

Arelyn tilted her head to look back at the futa who held her so reliably. Their eyes met. Sam read that nervous, timid, but lewd, blushing smile—and the kinky spark in the dark elf’s eyes—all too clearly. And Sam was sure that her own expression was exactly what the elf hoped to see.

“Well, my mission today was to find you and bring you back to the starting chamber,” Sam said, glancing toward the exit. “But the Dungeon never gave me a deadline. Let’s take our time. I’ll carry you—don’t want you stumbling into another trap and making me rescue you again.”

“Y-Yeah,” Arelyn murmured, face glowing, her voice trembling with heat as Sam began walking—her cock still snug inside the elf with every step. “Wouldn’t want that.”

Then, almost shyly, Arelyn added:
“Besides… I never made it through the left wing. It might still be active.”

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. Please consider sparing a moment to rate the story or leave a review. Any feedback helps a lot!
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[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Wish: Dommy Futa Summon

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

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

[image: A cartoon of a person with green hair  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Futa Elf Queen’s New Submissive Toy

In a world of elven dominance, Elara is one of many gifts offered to curry favor with the formidable Queen Vela. Whispers of the futanari queen’s unmatched fertility and prowess pale in comparison to the reality that captivates Elara, ensnared by the commanding presence of the well-endowed futa queen.

With total submission and unwavering devotion, Elara embraces her role as Vela’s newest submissive toy within her ever-expanding harem, falling hopelessly in love as she revels in every pulse of ecstasy and torment beneath the queen’s dominant gaze.

[image: A cartoon of two women in clothing  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Alpha Futa’s Needy Femboy

Zara was a fierce wolf woman with unrivaled strength and assets that put both men and women to shame and envy. When she chose him to be his adventuring partner, Lappi thought himself the luckiest cat boy in the world. Even when she mistook him for a girl, Lappi dared not correct her—anything to be close to the futanari of his dreams. But when they shared a kiss with the truth still hidden, Lappi was overwhelmed with guilt. If he confesses now, will the truth shatter his dreams? Or will it unleash a wildfire too thick and raw to withstand?
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