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Chapter 1

“A date!? You? With me!?” Lyra’s voice dripped with astonishment and disdain as she spun on her barstool, finally deigning to acknowledge the young man who’d been stealing glances at her for the past hour. The cat girl rogue pinned him with a piercing stare, her tail flicking sharply as she sized him up with a dismissive sneer.

Torren, a lanky human adventurer barely past boyhood, froze under her judgmental gaze His freckled face flushed crimson, his hopeful expression crumbling into the slouched posture of a defeated animal. To Lyra’s unforgiving eyes, he lacked a single redeeming quality—nothing but a nervous boy, unworthy of her attention.

“As if! You could only dream of getting in on with someone like me!” she scoffed, her words slicing through the tavern’s lively chatter like a honed dagger. “Know your place!” The viciousness of her rejection silenced the room, heads turning to witness the spectacle. Torren paled, stumbling back a step, the weight of her disdain more crushing than he’d ever imagined.

Torren’s friends, who’d been snickering behind him, ready to mock his inevitable failure, exchanged uneasy glances. One of them, a stocky elf, jumped from his stool and clapped a hand on Torren’s shoulder. “Don’t worry,” he said, his voice low and reassuring. “You’ll find someone better than her.”

“Better!?” Lyra gasped, leaping to her feet with feline grace. Her eyes blazed as she planted her hands on her hips, thrusting out her chest to showcase her tantalizing figure. Her lithe, toned frame was on full display in her skimpy armor, which she wore with pride. Her perky breasts strained the tight leather, her narrow waist flared into her hips which she swayed with every provocative curl of her long, well-groomed tail.

Lyra even arched her back and turned an angle with practiced precision to let the tavern’s light dance across the curves of her white skin—no coin spared on lotions that protected it from the sun’s damaging rays. “You losers could only dream of getting it on with me! I’m the best rogue in all of Faelrin—faster, smarter, and hotter than any of you could dream of handling!”

The silence broke the crowd murmured, some rolling their eyes. “Weren’t you the one who nearly got her party wiped out just yesterday?” a grizzled wolfman finally called out.

Her tail lashed furiously, and her emerald eyes narrowed to slits. For a fleeting moment, her claws flexed, betraying a tremor she quickly smothered. “That’s a filthy lie!” Lyra snapped, her chest pushing forward against her leather, reclaiming the focus of attention. “I’m the one who saved them! That troll would’ve crushed their pathetic skulls if I hadn’t distracted it. They were lucky I was there!”

“Oh, sure, sure,” the wolfman smirked before he drank from his mug, drawing a few chuckles in the crowd.

“Whatever,” Lyra sneered, brushing off yet another fool who dared think himself her equal. With a dramatic toss, she flung her fiery hair back, the silky strands catching the lantern light. Her tail flicked teasingly against the barstool, and her toned thighs flexed in her skintight leather pants. “The company here sucks anyway.”

With that, Lyra sauntered toward the tavern’s exit, her every step a deliberate performance of feline grace and untouchable confidence. The whispers trailing in her wake—snippets of ‘ego’ and ‘that troll fiasco’—pricked at her ears, and she forced her tail to stay high despite the sting. Mistakes? What do you know? Lyra scoffed, her smirk tight as she hurried to the unremarkable building where she rented a room.

Upstairs, she locked the door to her cramped room and flung herself onto the narrow bed, the straw mattress creaking under her weight. Her fingers, trembling with pent-up frustration, deftly unbuttoned her shorts and slipped inside, seeking the aching heat between her thighs.

“Who do they think they are!?” she groaned, her voice husky as she pleasured herself, the rogue’s nimble fingers teasing her clit with the same precision she wielded her daggers. “You wish you could see me now!” she rasped, her flawless body writhing, hips bucking against her touch. “You’re all beneath me!”

But as her climax hit—a shuddering wave that curled her toes and drove her claws into the mattress—it felt hollow. The fleeting pleasure faded, leaving Lyra panting, more unsatisfied than before.

***

“I need training!? Is this a joke!?” Lyra’s voice rang with astonishment, her tail lashing furiously as she planted her hands on her hips and thrust out her chest. Her fiery hair spilled over her shoulders, catching the guildhall’s torchlight as she glared at the council table. “Is this about that troll fiasco? It wasn’t my fault!”

The guildhall’s polished oak beams and flickering torches cast a warm glow over the silent chamber. Kael, a rugged, middle-aged paladin and guild leader, sat at the head of the long table, flanked by his nine officers. Having just declared Lyra’s need for training, he casually flipped through Dungeon Damsels, its busty cover model flaunting “legendary stats in all the right places.”

Beside him sat Lady Arielle, a regal woman whose noble poise radiated authority, her voluptuous figure draped in a velvet gown that clung to her ample breasts. Her creamy cleavage drew covert glances, and not only from Kael.

“Your arrogance has been a problem long before the troll incident, Lyra,” Arielle said, her voice smooth but cutting. “Your skills are adequate, but your attitude is a liability.”

“Adequate!?” Lyra gasped, the word a sting to her pride. How dare she judge me? Lyra seethed, eyeing Arielle’s curvaceous form. She’s just jealous of my tight, perfect body—those giant cow tits probably sag under that dress!

“If you put half the effort into curbing your ego as you do into that strut, you would not need Velka’s… firm guidance,” Arielle said, her full lips curving with a knowing smile.

“You’ve had it out for me since I got here!” Lyra snapped, her voice raw with unleashed fury. “You’re just jealous because I’m hotter and better than you’ll ever be, you stuck-up s—!” She caught herself mid-outburst, but the damage was done.

Gasps rippled through the hall. Arielle’s eyes narrowed, but her composure held. “Your outburst only proves why you need this, Lyra.” She glanced at Kael—only to find his attention glued to the breasts on the centerfold of his magazine—and gave him a sharp elbow to bring him back to the matter at hand.

“Ah? Oh, yes, ahem!” Kael cleared his throat, setting down his magazine for a moment. “The guild’s decided: you train with Velka, or you’re out.”

Lyra’s heart pounded as the words sank in. Expel me?! She couldn’t stomach the thought of such an indignity—a stain on her reputation as Faelrin’s fiercest rogue. Her cramped room and the looming debts flickered through her mind, but the idea of being cast out like some novice, of whispers following her through the taverns, was intolerable. She wouldn’t let the guild—or this Velka—break her pride.

“‘Fine!’ she snarled, spinning toward the door, her hips swaying with defiant grace. “You want me to face that brute? I’ll show you just how adequate I am!” Lyra kept her words flowing, pushing back the creeping doubt with bravado. “Maybe I’ll be the one doing the training next time!”

“I wouldn’t count on it,” Kael muttered, reopening his magazine as the door banged shut behind Lyra.

Dorn, the guild’s burly warrior, sighed, rubbing his temples. “Will this work, Arielle?”

“If anyone can tame her, it’s Velka,” Arielle replied, her full lips curving faintly. “It’ll be brutal, but Lyra’s too stubborn to see she needs us more than we need her.”

Mira, the guild’s mage, leaned forward, her voice soft. “She didn’t realize it was your vote that kept her here, Arielle.”

Arielle’s gaze lingered on the door. “Let her rage. Velka’s got a way of making even the wildest cats purr.”




Chapter 2

Lyra strode into Velka’s training grounds, her leather boots sinking into the plush, vibrant grass that carpeted the field, dotted with bright carrot patches and jagged stone pillars—crumbling remnants of a once-magnificent arena.

A few weathered structures stood amid the ruins, their cracked walls overrun with creeping vines, sagging roofs barely clinging to their frames under the weight of time. The air hummed with the scent of earth and wildflowers. A few white bunnies darted through the undergrowth, their fluffy tails bobbing as they nibbled on stray carrots. Lyra scanned the grounds, her tail flicking, claws ready for a fight.

“‘Curb my ego,’ ha!” Lyra scoffed, weaving between the pillars, their shadows cooling her sun-warmed skin. “I’ll thrash this so-called trainer and be back at the guild by lunch. Where is she, anyway?” She planted her hands on her hips, scanning the field, her ears twitching for any sign of movement.

“So, you’re the guild’s little problem child?” A deep voice cut through the air, startling Lyra as her gaze darted frantically around the ruins. Her ears flicked upward, and she finally tilted her head back, her breath catching at the sight above.

Velka perched atop a leaning pillar, her statuesque form a vision of raw power and allure, her amber eyes fixed on the cat girl below as she assessed the new arrival. Her long silver hair cascaded down her toned back, shimmering in the sunlight, while her fluffy bunny ears stood tall, their pink insides a soft contrast to her dark, toned skin.

She wore a revealing white outfit—a sleek bikini top and tight leggings that clung to her seductive frame, with long sleeves that left her powerful shoulders bare. Velka’s ample breasts strained against the top, proving an equal rival to Arielle’s, while her thick thighs threatened to tear through the stretched leggings at any moment.

A prominent bulge in Velka’s leggings hinted at something that no ordinary woman had, its size a silent promise of dominance that sent an unexpected shiver down Lyra’s spine. Velka stood motionless, her hair swaying gently in the breeze, her presence as imposing as the ancient pillars around them.

Damn, she heard me? Lyra’s lips quivered, her bravado faltering for a heartbeat, but Velka’s words sank in, igniting her fury. Her ears perked, tail lashed, and curves tensed with defiance. “Child?!” she roared, her voice echoing across the lush remains of the arena. “I’m twenty-two and a seasoned rogue, you overgrown musclehead! Why don’t you come down here and say that to my face instead of hiding like a scared rabbit?” She stepped forward, claws out, her body ready to prove her worth, though a traitorous heat flickered between her thighs at Velka’s commanding gaze.

In a blur of dark motion, Velka vanished from the pillar. Before Lyra could react, an insurmountable force slammed her to the ground, the soft grass brushing her cheek.

“Ghh!” Lyra gasped, Velka’s heavy knee pressing into her back, squeezing the air from her lungs, her wrists trapped in an iron grip. Her breasts heaved against the earth, her shorts riding up as she squirmed, helpless beneath the bunny girl’s strength.

“You’re soft, kitten,” Velka teased, her tone playful yet firm.

“Let go of me!” Lyra wheezed, her shallow breaths hitching as she writhed, her curves grinding against the grass. Velka’s weight was unyielding, yet Lyra could sense the effortless control the bunny girl wielded in her dominance. I’m not weak! she thought, her pride roaring, cheeks burning.

“No control, no restraint—just noise,” Velka said. “A walking temper tantrum in boots. Even a stray dog has more grace than you.”

“A dog?!” Lyra growled, her fury igniting a surge of strength. Her body thrashed beneath Velka, but the bunny girl didn’t budge. Lyra’s tail stiffened, her cheeks flushing with rage and something else she refused to name.

“A rabid one, by the looks of it,” Velka quipped.

“I’ll kill you!” Lyra snarled, almost foaming at the mouth as she kicked her legs and squirmed in defiance, her shorts chafing against her pussy.

“Kill me?” Velka’s eyebrow arched, her lips twitching with amusement. “You can’t even lift me, little kitty.” She shifted her weight slightly, making Lyra gasp.

“It’s not my fault you’re heavier than a troll!” Lyra spat, her voice trembling with indignation.

“What a noisy mouth you have,” Velka mused. “But we can fix that.” With one hand pinning Lyra to the grass, she reached for a nearby carrot patch, plucking a thick, orange stalk.

“The only one who needs fixing—ghmmph?!” Lyra’s protest halted as Velka shoved the carrot between her lips, silencing her outburst mid-snarl.

“Much better,” Velka chuckled as she hopped off Lyra with graceful ease.

Lyra scrambled to her feet, spitting out the carrot with a furious “Pthh!” Her eyes darted around the field, searching for the bunny girl, but a heavy sack crashed onto her back, pinning her face-down in the grass once more. “What now?!” she groaned, feeling something hard press against her crotch.

“Take a guess,” Velka said, lounging atop a pillar, crunching a carrot with a smirk.

“I’ll kill—” Lyra’s words were silenced again as Velka blurred forward, plugging her mouth with another carrot in a flash of terrifying speed.

“Enough of that,” Velka said, standing over the cat girl, her muscular frame casting a shadow. “It’s quite simple: prove you belong in the guild, or leave.”

Lyra froze beneath the giant sack, the carrot still in her mouth, her eyes widening as the bunny girl’s words sank in. She gulped, her defiance wavering, and nodded silently.

“Good,” Velka said, her voice steady but her eyes sparkling. “Today’s training is simple: lift that sack. Give it your all, or leave and never come back.” She hopped back to her pillar, tossing the carrot in the air and catching it with a grin.




Chapter 3

The days that followed were a grueling blur of training in Velka’s lush fields, each session tougher than the last. Strength drills mixed with sparring, Velka always finding new ways to humiliate Lyra.

“Is that all you’ve got, little kitty?” Velka asked, crunching a carrot, lounging on a pillar, and watching Lyra struggle through a climb with a gigantic sack of carrots weighing her down. The cat girl grimaced but had no strength to say a word in spiteful reply, her skinny arms trembling, soaked with sweat, making her perky breasts glimmer in the sun.

“Watch out! A surprise orc attack!” Velka called out and let go of her half-eaten carrot. It smacked Lyra across the face, and down she fell.

“Still a failure,” Velka said, landing in front of Lyra.

“I’m a rogue!” Lyra snapped, lunging from beneath the sack with her dagger. “Stealthy and lethal—I don’t need to bulk up like a brute!”

“Really?” Velka taunted, freezing mid-fight, then catching Lyra’s thrust with ease, halting the blade inches from her chest. “Why can’t you hit me, then?” she asked before flipping Lyra over, sending her crashing to the grass with a thud, ass up, her shorts riding high to expose her vulnerable rear.

“You lack protein,” the bunny girl teased, delivering a sharp slap across Lyra’s ass, the sting making her yelp.

“I…” Lyra opened her mouth to retort, but the memory of Velka’s carrot-plugging silenced her. She bit her lip, glaring at the grass, her heart pounding with frustration.

“You’re learning,” Velka smirked as she dropped a thick carrot in the grass beside Lyra’s face, its earthy scent a mocking reward. “We resume tomorrow.” She hopped off, leaving Lyra to stew in her defeat.

As the sun dipped below Faelrin’s skyline, Lyra trudged home, her leather boots scuffing the cobblestones, her body aching, tail drooping with exhaustion. “Stupid muscle-brain!” she cursed weakly under her breath before taking another bite out of the thick carrot Velka had tossed her.

Despite her fatigue, Lyra stopped at a small shop. “You lack protein,” Velka’s words flashed across her mind, and her cheek twitched from the sting of the bunny girl’s slap. “Ugh, fine!” she muttered stubbornly, her cheeks flushing slightly. Though she despised the muscly bunny girl, she could not deny her strength, and Lyra was determined to outmatch her. She grabbed a sack of protein powder, tossed a few of her remaining coins to the shopkeeper, and continued her trek home.

When she finally reached the door to her room in the city’s lower district, Lyra’s ears perked as she spotted two packages at the door, one of which was nearly the size of her doorway. “They’re here!” she exclaimed, nearly dropping the protein powder, a vengeful spark cutting through her fatigue as she rushed to drag the packages inside before tearing them open with her claws.

The first package revealed a crude training dummy, which she assembled hastily, propping it against the wall of her small room. The second package was the finishing stroke—a massive dildo.

“Damn big-dicked bunny!” Lyra growled, her voice trembling with pent-up rage as she hammered the dildo onto the dummy, a crude mockery of Velka. She grabbed a quill, her hands shaking as she scrawled a fat, taunting grin across the dummy’s face, the ink smudging as she imagined Velka’s teasing smirk—the silent laughter that belittled her efforts, louder in Lyra’s mind than Velka’s reserved expressions ever were, and Lyra itched to kick that grin clean off.

“I’ll show you!” Lyra roared, unleashing a flurry of punches on the dummy, each strike aimed at Velka’s imagined face. Her tunic clung to her sweat-slicked curves, her tail lashing wildly as she poured her anger into every blow. But the grin remained, the dildo swaying mockingly with each hit.

“AAARGH!” she yelled, her voice raw as she charged for a kick, only to slip on her own sweat and crash into the dummy, the dildo smacking her forehead with a dull, humiliating thud. Lyra crumpled to the floor, sprawled beneath the dummy’s swaying length, stars dancing in her vision as her head throbbed.

“You’re soft,” Velka’s voice echoed in her mind, her muscular form looming in Lyra’s haze. Her white bikini top strained against her giant breasts as she unleashed her mighty bulge, its shadow falling over Lyra’s defeated form. Lyra’s pussy clenched at the vision, her thighs trembling as she passed out in the shadow of the dildo.

***

Lyra’s head throbbed when she awoke the next morning beneath the dummy’s looming dildo. Yet the slight of the silent dummy was nothing compared to the silent mockery of the bunny who trained her. Lyra couldn’t get her trainer’s giant bulge out of her mind, even as she chugged her morning protein shake.

“Ugh, disgusting,” she grimaced but did not stop swallowing. I will beat you! Lyra swore as she finished the cup dutifully—anything to become stronger and regain the respect she deserved. She threw her cup into the washing tub, wiped her mouth, and departed for a new training day.

This time, Lyra had to balance on a single leg atop a pillar, a heavy sack of Velka’s accursed carrots slung over her shoulder, each one feeling as weighty as the bulge that strained beneath the bunny girl’s thin white leggings. Lyra wobbled, her toned leg trembling, yet her gaze remained fixed.

How many carrots does she stack there? Lyra fumed silently, refusing to believe the intimidating size of Velka’s package that seemed to grow with each passing day, taunting her mind.

Velka sat motionless, legs crossed, eyes closed as she meditated, her silver hair blowing in the wind. But to Lyra, that bulge pulsed with throbbing intent, mocking her every move.

“How long do you plan to stare at it?” Velka asked with a knowing smirk as she opened her eyes.

“Ghuah!?” Lyra gasped, her cheeks flaming as the sudden fluster shattered her focus. She saw me!? “I’m not—” was all she could stammer as she lost her balance and tumbled down from the pillar, carrots and all. The sack burst open and buried her in carrots as she hit the grass with a thud.

Velka hopped down and crouched in front of Lyra, her stupidly big bulge now inches from Lyra’s flushed face, the thin fabric of her leggings doing little to hide its throbbing girth.

“Here’s something to chew on if you’re so eager to have your mouth filled,” Velka said as she stuffed a thick carrot into Lyra’s mouth, the rough texture grazing her lips. Lyra sucked it in, her tongue moving around it on its own while her thoughts drifted to Velka’s bulge.

A heavy thud stopped Lyra’s tongue when she saw a weighted sack land in front of her stuffed face.

“Starting today, you’ll be carrying this on your way here and back,” Velka explained. “Oh, and don’t choke on that carrot,” she added and hopped off, the day’s training concluded with another humiliating defeat for the heated cat girl.

“Screw you! Think you’re hot shit with that giant cock?” Lyra screamed, hours later, alone in her room as she toppled her training dummy to the floor and straddled it, her shorts straining against her hips.

“How’s it feel to be on your back, huh?” the cat girl taunted, imagining Velka pinned beneath her. “Not so tough now!” Her eyes locked on the swaying dildo, its size a cruel reminder of how it made her fail again. “Keep laughing! I’ll prove I’m the best!” she growled, fumbling with her shorts, yanking them aside to reveal her drenched pussy, strands of juice glistening in the candlelight.

“This is your fault!” Lyra stammered, her cheeks burning as she mounted the dildo, a guttural “Ohh!” escaping her lips as its thickness filled her. “How’s my pussy feel, you stupid carrot-muncher?” she snarled, riding the dummy with frantic thrusts, imagining Velka’s muscular body beneath her, her silver hair splayed across the floor.

“All you muscle-bound idiots are the same—working out all day, wishing you’d get to fuck a pussy this tight! You ought to thank me!” Her shameless moans echoed through the room, her mind consumed by Velka’s cock stirring her deeper than the toy ever could.

She climaxed in seconds, a shuddering wave that left her trembling, collapsing atop the dummy, her body aching for Velka to fuck her for real. Just training, she lied, her mind replacing the dummy’s hardness with the unyielding strength of Velka’s muscles.

***

Another day, another protein shake, another brutal training session, followed by unrelenting sparring where Lyra always found herself disarmed and pinned beneath the bunny girl in more ways than one.

Stop thrusting your stupid dick everywhere! Lyra complained silently as she groaned and squirmed beneath Velka, only to find that huge bulge wherever her hips went. She could not face the reality that Velka never thrust her bulge anywhere, that it was all Lyra’s own hips. I’m not doing this on purpose! the cat girl told herself while her shorts grew damper by the second.

“You’re distracted—more than usual,” Velka pointed out. “But at least your strength and technique are improving.”

“Of course I’m improving!” Lyra blurted, refusing to admit that her progress owed anything to Velka’s training or protein regimen.

But that wasn’t the worst part. The worst was how comfortable Lyra felt beneath Velka, the tight grip around her wrists, the warmth of Velka’s body, and that stupid cock that eased her ache whenever she brushed against it. Just a little more, she thought, shifting her hips deliberately, her shorts soaking as she pressed against Velka’s bulge again. If the ache stops, I’ll be able to focus and escape her grip.

Yet the longer she stayed pinned, the more her mind wandered, a dangerous thought creeping in: What if she takes my moves the wrong way and fucks me? It’s not like I want it… but what if she does? I couldn’t blame her—who wouldn’t want to? Maybe she’d tire out, and I could beat her then? Her hips moved again, testing the thought, her body trembling. That wouldn’t be the worst outcome, she admitted silently as she pressed harder against Velka’s bulge.

“You’re past your limit,” Velka said suddenly as she released Lyra and stood up.

“Eh?” Lyra blinked when her submissive position was so rudely interrupted just when she was on the verge of gaining an advantage.

“Go recover your strength. We’ll continue tomorrow,” Velka said and left Lyra alone again, more frustrated than ever before.

Hours later, Lyra burst through her door in Faelrin, diving face-first onto her bed and screaming into her pillow, “AAAARGH!” The muffled sound shook the room, her fists pounding the soft bedding, her frustration unbearable. “Stupid bunny!” she snarled, lifting her head to glare at the training dummy on the floor, its dildo standing upright, mocking her with its unyielding upright presence.

“Musclebound perv!” Lyra roared as she leapt to the dummy and ripped the dildo off. Within seconds, she was back on her bed, face down, shorts bunched around her ankles, thrusting the toy into her squelching pussy as hard and fast as she could.

“If you’re gonna keep pinning me like that, at least fuck me properly!” she cried without thinking, the words slipping out, betraying her craving for the futa’s overpowering dominance.

Her thrusts were frantic, trying to mimic Velka’s strength, but her efforts fell woefully short. The orgasm that tore through her was fleeting, leaving her even less sated than before. She sprawled on the bed, sweaty, thighs trembling, her heated mind gnawing at her soul, her body demanding a rough claiming that could never be mimicked, only begged for.




Chapter 4

Lyra made and downed another protein shake first thing in the morning, it having already become her ritual. At first, the idea of chugging protein shakes had repulsed her—the thick, milky taste making her gag—but she’d grown accustomed to it over the days, her body craving the strength it promised.

But only halfway through the cup, her thoughts drifted. As the thick milky texture slowly slid down her throat, she couldn’t help but wonder what Velka’s milk would taste like, the bunny girl’s giant bulge haunting her training sessions, her dreams, even her fleeting moments of release.

“You lack protein,” Velka’s teasing voice echoed in Lyra’s mind, the muscular bunny’s giant bulge pounding her consciousness. No! Why would I think that? I’m me—the best rogue in all of Faelrin! But… Lyra swallowed another creamy mouthful. I have to be stronger. And if I’m going to beat her… The more she thought about Velka’s “protein,” the hotter she became, last night’s unresolved frustrations surging back with a fiery need.

Determined to channel her frustration, Lyra slung the weighted pack over her back, the leather straps digging into her shoulders, and bolted out of her room, running the entire distance to Velka’s training grounds, hoping for some relief.

But all that she accomplished by the time she arrived was that she stood hotter, sweatier, thirstier, and needier than ever before. Her shorts were damp with more than just sweat, and her fiery hair stuck to her forehead as she panted.

Velka sat meditating atop one of her stone pillars, eyes closed, her giant bulge all that Lyra could focus on. “You’re earlier than usual,” she said, slowly opening her amber eyes and looking down at the heated cat girl.

“Come at me, you cocky carrot-chomper!” Lyra yelled, dropping her pack and springing into a fighting stance, more eager than ever to throw down again. Eh? She paused, realizing how naturally the stance came, how effortlessly she assumed her position despite the exhaustion—Velka’s grueling training was finally bearing fruit.

“Oh?” Velka’s eyebrow arched, and in a blur, she vanished from the pillar. Lyra’s honed instincts caught the flicker of movement, and she struck at the bunny girl just as she appeared behind her, her dagger slicing through the air with newfound precision.

“Not bad,” Velka said, leaning back from Lyra’s strike. “But—” Lyra flipped, aiming for Velka’s abs, but Velka caught the dagger, stopping it. “You still lack strength,” she said, disarming her with ease and pinning her to the ground once more. “I did tell you that you need more protein, didn’t I?”

“Gghhn,” Lyra groaned beneath the bunny girl, her fiery hair contrasting against the lush green that tickled her nose. She squirmed, trying to break free, but each movement only reminded her how much she missed this pressure yesterday while she dildoed her wet hole, craving this very sensation. If only I had that dildo now, she thought, brushing against Velka.

“Finally learned to stay quiet?” Velka teased, feeling Lyra’s wet shorts grind against her. “Oh? The cat’s in heat.”

It took Lyra a long moment to process the implication behind Velka’s words, her mind clouded by a haze of desire, her body trembling as she realized she’d been grinding against Velka without thinking, giving in to her craving in an instinctive blur.

No way! No way no way no way!! Lyra froze, cold sweat pouring, heart pounding. I’m grinding against her? What am I doing? Why would I do that!? Me? Moving my hips for this meathead? No way would I do that! Her thoughts spiraled, panic and shame mixing together. Ah!? I did that yesterday too, didn’t I? And she knows it! What was I thinking? How do I explain this? There has to be a reason! All her stupid talk about protein—Ah!

“Protein,” Lyra mumbled, her voice barely audible.

“Always so fiery, yet now the cat’s quieter than a mouse,” Velka mused.

“I only did it for the protein,” Lyra said louder, her voice steadier as she latched onto the justification. “You said I needed it, right?” Vigor returned to her voice as she found a way to explain her submissive grinding without losing her pride. “I want to beat you—I’m going to beat you! So I need to drink lots of protein to beat you into the dirt!” she declared and moved her hips once more.

“Oh?” Velka’s grin widened upon hearing those words, her bulge coming to life beneath her leggings as Lyra’s movements grew increasingly shameless. “Perhaps you’re not a lost cause after all.”

“Damn right I’m hot!” Lyra declared, her tongue slipping—she’d meant to say “not”—but the words matched the fire coursing through her, her heart pounding. “You’re probably used to beating trashy little sluts who’d tap out at the first sign of trouble. I’m not like them!”

“We’ll see,” Velka said, noting the mismatch between the cat girl’s words and her actions. “You’ll do anything to get stronger, kitty?”

“Y-Yeah!” Lyra stammered, her voice louder than intended. “If it’ll help me kick your bunny ass into the dirt, I’ll chug all the protein you’ve got!”

“Bold words,” Velka said, her tone unyielding. She shifted her weight, easing just enough to let Lyra breathe, then flipped her over with a swift motion, pinning the cat girl down again. Sitting astride Lyra’s chest, Velka’s bulge was now inches from Lyra’s face. Velka smirked and said, “I gave you a chance to break free.”

“Y-You think I’d run from a challenge?” Lyra stammered, unwilling to admit—to Velka or herself—that she didn’t even try to escape from beneath the bunny girl, instead eagerly awaiting the bunny girl’s “giant carrot.”

“If you want my protein, you’re going to have to work for it,” Velka said, brushing her big thumb across Lyra’s trembling lips, the touch sending a shiver through the cat girl. “Think you can handle it?”

“Y-Yeah,” Lyra gasped, letting Velka’s thumb slide into her mouth, sucking on it instinctively as she glared straight into Velka’s eyes, issuing a challenge of her own.

“You certainly are thirsty,” Velka smirked, noting the salivating cat girl’s watery mouth.

“I just want to get stronger,” Lyra rasped with Velka’s thumb in her mouth while her tongue moved on its own around it, her mind vividly imagining something thicker to slobber over. She recalled how she ended up sucking on Velka’s carrot, the milky texture of her protein shake, and imagined Velka’s thick, creamy load coating her tongue, satisfying both her need for strength and…

I’m not some needy slut! I want power, not cock! Lyra told herself, even as her nipples pressed hard against her tight leather tunic while her shorts remained unbearably wet with need ever since she arrived at Velka’s gym, and she kept rubbing her thighs together to alleviate the aching need for stimulation.

“Your stubbornness is impressive, if nothing else,” Velka noted, her voice a mix of amusement and dominance as she unbuckled her trousers with one hand, deliberately slowly.

Lyra watched every move intently, sucking on the bunny girl’s big thumb with ever-increasing shamelessness, abandoning all pretense as she watched the true object of her desire emerge.

Huge! Lyra’s breath hitched as she marveled at its veined length that glistened in the morning light. It wasn’t even fully erect, and it already dwarfed all expectations. Velka grinned as she let go of her heavy asset and let it fall across Lyra’s face with a slap.

How dare you! Lyra’s inner pride cried out while her hips tensed and her pussy begged to be filled with that heavy thickness. You’re just lucky that I need that protein to beat you! Lyra justified herself as she kept sucking Velka’s thumb.

Velka stayed still as she watched Lyra’s reaction. What? Lyra wanted to ask, refusing to crumble beneath Velka’s dominating gaze. You think I can’t handle it? Just because your stupid cock is slightly bigger than I thought? That’s probably where all your would-be brains went—

Eh… Lyra’s brain got a little fuzzy. She couldn’t understand why at first. All she knew was that she wanted to suck that thick cock dry, its husky smell promising the thick, salty reward she craved.

Oh—the smell! Lyra realized as Velka’s thumb slipped from her mouth. Such a nasty smell, she told herself as she breathed in deeply, again and again, her lips moving ever so slightly across the thick shaft. Figures that it would smell bad, Lyra thought, letting her lips brush a little more against the shaft, her tongue peeking from between them.

“Why are you grinning?” Lyra muttered from beneath the bunny girl’s cock. Her tone was defiant, yet her words had no strength behind them. “You think I want to lick it?”

Velka did not say a word.

“Fuck no!” Lyra’s eyes burned, but not from anger. “I’m just wondering if it tastes as bad as it smells,” she said before she licked it demonstratively, as if to prove that she didn’t care one way or the other.

“Well?” Velka smirked.

“Disgusting!” Lyra said, and licked again before adding, “Just like everything else about you! Big and stupid—haah!—that’s all you are.”

“For someone who hates it so much, you sure do lick it a lot,” Velka pointed out.

“I have to get that protein, don’t I?” Lyra asked before wrapping her lips around Velka’s shaft as much as she could around such thickness and gliding them across its length as far as she could reach while still pinned. “It’s not my fault that you couldn’t even get it up properly for me!”

“What? I’m not sexy enough for you? You’ve probably used some shady potions to grow your muscles so stupidly big, and now your dick barely works! Probably the only reason it got as big as it has is because of how sexy I am! You probably wanted to fuck me from the first moment you saw me! Can’t blame you—who wouldn’t? Count yourself lucky that I need your protein!”

Lyra licked and sucked Velka’s cock more and more, making it grow even thicker than it already was. She couldn’t hope to wrap her lips around the shaft before, and now that task was blatantly impossible, yet she worked harder still, getting off on getting Velka’s dick harder than stone.

“See? I’m Lyra, the best rogue in Faelrin!” she mumbled around Velka’s cock, her voice vibrating against the tip. “Even if it’s getting a stupid bunny girl’s stupid dick hard—I’ll ace it! My guild’s a bunch of idiots for thinking that I needed training. I can even get a potion-impaired dick hard with nothing but my lips and tongue! If I had my hands, I’d make you cum in seconds!” She smirked, her eyes flashing. “I bet that’s the only reason you keep me pinned—because you don’t want to reveal that you’re secretly a fast-shot!”

Velka’s lips curled into a wicked grin, and without a word, she released Lyra’s wrists, her chiseled arms flexing as she leaned back.

Ha! Tricked you! Lyra’s heart raced, her freed hands instantly gripping Velka’s shaft, and she started stroking with feverish determination as she sucked the tip deeper into her mouth.

You thought I was bluffing, didn’t you? Lyra cheered as she sucked and licked Velka’s futa cock with everything she had. I’ll suck you dry, I’ll swallow all of your protein, and then I’ll beat you up real good! she thought, her cheeks hollowing as she worked. But hey—while you’ll lie ass in grass, bruised and beaten, you’ll still be able to cherish the memory of my superior lips gracing your cock!

But as Lyra slobbered all over the bunny girl’s cock, as she took it deeper into her mouth, as she licked all its weak spots and stroked it with both hands for all the stimulation her small hands could give it, there was no sign of Velka’s cum—not a pulse, not a throb, just relentless hardness.

Lyra’s strokes grew frantic, yet Velka stood unmoved, taunting her with silence. Why won’t you cum already, you stupid bunny!? Lyra’s frustration boiled, her throat aching as she took Velka deeper, gagging slightly but refusing to stop.

“You’re wondering why you’ve yet to gain a single drop?” Velka asked, reading Lyra like an open book.

Lyra’s frustrated stare was ample confirmation.

“One word—self-control,” Velka said. “A concept you’ve never grasped. You could keep this up all day long and be no closer to success than you are now. You don’t deserve my protein.” Her hand tangled in Lyra’s hair, tugging just enough to make her whimper. “I tire of your skill-less efforts. It’s time to send you back home to reflect on your failures.”

“NO! You can’t!” Lyra cried out through Velka’s dick. “I need it—I mean your protein! To get stronger, to beat you!”

Velka’s eyebrow arched, her grip tightening. “Admit you’re not the best.”

Lyra’s ears flattened, her cheeks burning. “F-Fine! Maybe not… at this,” she muttered, yet continued sucking.

“And you’ll submit?”

“Ugh, yes, fine! Just to you!” Lyra snapped, her defiance crumbling. “But if you tell anyone about this, I’ll claw your eyes out! Now give me that protein so I can crush you later!”

“Then take it,” Velka said, thrusting forward, plunging deep down Lyra’s throat in a single, overwhelming move.

Lyra gagged, her eyes watering, but her hands clutched Velka’s thick thighs, pulling her closer to take that cock as deep as her throat would permit, embracing the brutal rhythm as Velka’s cock moved out and then back in again, deeper still, rewriting all that Lyra thought she knew about cocks or blowjobs.

“That’s it,” Velka smiled. “Purr for your bunny’s cock.”

And the cat girl purred. Her clinging grip on Velka’s thighs grew stronger and needier. Her legs thrashed while her pussy ached to be fucked by the cock that stretched out her throat, her body burning with shameful pleasure, her mind melting with thoughts of creamy milkshakes as she moaned.

As Velka’s pace quickened, the cat girl’s last semblance of defiance melted. Her eyes rolled as she squeezed her thighs together, thrusting her hips up and down toward an orgasm while the cock in her throat throbbed, and she started cumming before the first load of Velka’s cream shot across the depths of her swallowing hole.

“MmmHHMmmh!!!” Lyra’s entire body trembled as she felt the bunny’s thick, hot protein smear her throat from the inside, shooting directly down her stomach, and her moans turned to tearful howls as she begged with her mouth plugged: Mouth! In My mouth!! I need it in my mouth!!

Velka read Lyra’s desperate jerking clearly and pulled out of the cat girl’s swallowing throat to claim her mouth as well.

Ahhhh!!! Lyra purred as the bunny girl’s thick, salty cream flooded her tongue and filled her mouth in seconds. Swallowing nonstop was all she could do—Lyra could not allow even a single drop to escape her lips—after all, she needed every drop to beat up the bunny girl later.

“That’s control,” Velka said, her voice low as she eased her sticky cock from Lyra’s glistening lips before wiping the shaft clean on Lyra’s fiery hair. Her silver hair caught the sunlight as she stood, towering over the sprawled, wet cat girl while the bunny did not even break a sweat.

“A-Amazing,” Lyra murmured, her voice faint, her gaze unfocused as lights danced in her vision. Her body quivered, still reeling from the ache in her throat and the potent flavor coating her tongue. Her hips swayed provocatively, grinding in the grass, her mind consumed by visions of further domination beneath the bunny’s strength.

Velka adjusted her trousers, tucking her still-hard cock away. “Training resumes tomorrow,” she said, her tone final, as she leapt atop a nearby pillar with ease.

Lyra blinked, her mind sluggishly clawing back to reality. “T-Tomorrow?” she stammered, her voice hoarse. “But you haven’t even fucked me!” The words slipped out before she could stop them, and her hands flew to her mouth, her cheeks flushing a deeper crimson as she realized her admission.

Velka paused on the edge of a stone pillar, glancing back. “Leave when you can stand,” she said. With a single, powerful leap, she hopped to another pillar, then another, her bunny-like agility as breathtaking as her strength, leaving Lyra sprawled in the grass, her conquered body quivering, her mind clouded with unfulfilled need.

Lyra clutched the grass, hips rocking instinctively, her imagination spiraling. She pictured Velka returning; she prayed for it. “I knew you couldn’t resist my body,” she’d taunt, her voice bold in her fantasy. “Fine, take me then, if you want it that badly!”

But to Lyra’s frustration, the bunny did not hop back to satisfy her ache. She fought the urge to touch her drenched shorts, her ears twitching as she glanced nervously at the distant pillars, half-convinced Velka was watching, smirking from the shadows. Not a chance I’m giving her the satisfaction, Lyra thought, yet could do nothing to ease her need to be claimed completely.

With a frustrated huff, Lyra hauled herself to her feet, brushing blades of grass from her leather tunic and licking her lips again, in case any remnants of Velka’s cream still lingered. Before returning to the city, she trudged to a nearby stream, splashing cold water on her flushed face to hide the ruined, throat-fucked mess she’d become. And as she made herself into her usual sexy self, her anger boiled.

You couldn’t even fuck me? Lyra seethed as she stormed through Faelrin, her steps quickening through the city’s bustling streets. A sexy cat girl like me, practically begging beneath you, and you just hop away? Damn you!

Outwardly, she appeared presentable—her fiery hair tamed, her tail flicking with forced bravado—but inside, she was a churning storm of fury and need, her pussy aching for the futa’s touch. Her thighs rubbed together with each stride, the friction stoking her unbearable craving, her mind replaying her first taste of a true protein shake.

She needed to be fucked, but no one else would do. None of these losers are worthy! she thought while actively shoving down a certain persistent truth. There was someone she needed, though she dared not admit it. She refused to admit it.

She slammed her room’s door shut, tore off her tunic and shorts, and leapt onto her creaky bed. Her fingers fumbled for the dildo stashed beneath her pillow, its smooth length a pitiful substitute for Velka’s throbbing shaft.

“Damn you!” she cursed, imagining the bunny girl pinning her beneath her muscular frame. Lyra shoved the dildo into her dripping pussy, her hips bucking as she pictured the cock that had etched itself into her throat. Sucking her thumb, she chased the lingering salty aftertaste of Velka’s cream, her moans muffled as she fucked herself.

Should’ve bought a second dildo, she thought, her pussy clenching around the toy as she drove herself to a shuddering orgasm. But the release was hollow, a fleeting spark that left her gasping for more. She thrust again, her tail lashing, another climax ripping through her yet offering no relief.

“You stupid bunny,” she muttered, lying on her back, her sweaty forearm over her eyes, yearning for the futa’s dominance. As sleep claimed her, Lyra’s curses softened to a whispered wish, and in her dreams, Velka’s cock finally claimed every inch of her needy soul.




Chapter 5

When Lyra returned to Velka’s training grounds the next morning her mind was barely functioning—dominated by lustful fantasies while her body burned with unsatiated need. She’d chosen her most provocative outfit. Her tits were practically spilling over her tiny leather corset, and her damp pussy was barely covered by her skimpiest shorts which had about as much material as a thong. Her ears twitched when she spotted Velka atop a stone pillar, and the bunny girl’s massive bulge that pounded her mind ceaselessly.

Velka vanished in a blur, attacking Lyra as part of their morning routine, as if she couldn’t see that the cat girl had arrived hot with blatant need. Throughout their spar, Lyra twisted and turned the best she could for a single purpose—to grind against the cock she craved inside her, her starved eyes never moving from it.

“Just fuck me already!” Lyra cried out, lunging to grab Velka’s cock.

Velka parried effortlessly, sending Lyra tumbling to the grass—face down, ass up, her shorts riding higher between her ass cheeks. “Earn it,” the bunny girl said. “Until your dagger pricks my skin, you don’t deserve to be satiated. You’re still too weak—more training, more protein.”

“I will earn it!” Lyra shouted, launching a surprise attack, her dagger flashing. But Velka parried again, and in a blur, something massive filled Lyra’s vision. A second later, her mouth was stuffed, her throat bulging as Velka’s cock thrust deep.

“Ggghhrhgl!!” Lyra gurgled and purred at the same time as Velka’s throating brought her momentary relief. But it ended as quickly as it began, and the bunny girl’s cock was back in her trousers with the same lightning speed as it had escaped them.

“Again!” Velka commanded Lyra to rise, which Lyra did, wiping her mouth in frustration that her reunion with Velka’s cock was all too brief.

The grueling regimen intensified, each day a blur of sweat and strain, each sparring session punctuated by a rough throat-fuck—the part of the day Lyra waited for the most, kneeling eagerly as Velka’s thick shaft trained her throat.

Lyra always swallowed every drop of Velka’s protein, the creamy texture now tasting better than any shake ever could. Each time, she wagged her tail and shook her ass, even letting her tunic or shorts “slip” more than once in hopes of enticing Velka to fuck her then and there. But the trainer had far greater willpower than Lyra did; she even grew to respect it.

“No masturbating!” Velka slapped Lyra across the face with her cock when she caught the cat girl trying to finger herself without permission.

“Ah, I’m sorry!” Lyra apologized loudly and sincerely, fearing that Velka would take away her daily dose of pleasure for her transgression and sucking Velka’s cock twice as fiercely to make up for her lack of resolve.

It wasn’t as if Lyra didn’t know she wasn’t allowed to masturbate in Velka’s presence. After all it was all a part of denying her unearned satisfaction. But that did not stop her from trying to sneak a finger into her pussy which was now always wet in her trainer’s presence, waiting for the day it’d get claimed.

She even grew to crave Velka’s playful discipline—first the teasing slaps of her cock, then the firm smack of her hand. They never caused pain, only served as a teasing reminder of her mischief as a naughty kitty, forever outmatched by her superior trainer, who was so much stronger, taller, and smarter than Lyra could ever hope to be.

During her treks to and from Faelrin, she kept sucking on the carrots Velka so generously provided, their shape a poor substitute as she memorized every detail of Velka’s cock for her nightly indulgences. In the dark of her room, she fucked herself thoroughly with her collection of dildos—Faelrin’s decency regulations ensuring they were smaller than Velka’s, a fact Lyra cursed as “limp-dick loser rules.”

Still, she made do with what she had—slowly pushing them into her ass to compensate for their un-Velka-like size. She quickly learned to love anal as she trained herself for the day the bunny girl would finally ravage her with true cock. Riding one dildo in her ass, she thrust another into her pussy while slapping her face with the third, pouring protein shakes over them and licking them clean, longing for the day she’d be properly ravaged.




Chapter 6

Close! Lyra’s thoughts snapped into focus when one day she nearly grazed Velka’s abs with her dagger. Her desire to get properly ravaged by her trainer made her faster and sharper during their sessions, and the strength training kept showing results. It finally seemed that Velka had to put effort into dodging the cat girl’s daggers, and that day Lyra couldn’t help but feel that Velka throat-fucked her particularly roughly—a reward for her progress for which Lyra was wholeheartedly grateful.

A week later, Lyra’s relentless effort finally paid off. Her dagger flashed, nicking Velka’s shoulder with a tiny scratch, a bead of blood glinting in the sunlight.

“Good,” Velka said, smiling as she lowered her guard. “You’ve improved.”

“Ahh!” Lyra’s breath caught, her eyes welling with tears of triumph as Velka’s words sank in—a tone of genuine recognition she’d once deemed unimaginable from the bunny girl. At last, the trainer looked at her as a worthy adventurer, her hard-earned strength finally recognized with the approval she craved.

Lyra’s heart swelled with pride, a warmth spreading through her chest, but then it quickly began pounding faster, a wild rhythm of realization as the second half of her victory dawned. She’d proven herself—and in doing so, she’d earned the right to be claimed by none other than her commanding trainer, none her equal.

Her dagger fell, her body trembling with anticipation. “Oh, yes!” she moaned, her voice a desperate plea as Velka surged forward and slammed her back against a stone pillar, pressing her between rock and muscle, the pressure making her pussy gush with the thrill of her dual triumph.

“Ohhh! Fuck yes!” Lyra groaned as she wrapped her arms and legs around Velka, her body trembling against the bunny girl’s muscular frame. She leaned in for a passionate kiss, her lips crashing against Velka’s with desperate hunger.

Finally! Lyra burned with heat, kissing the one who’d tormented her for weeks. Velka responded in kind, her tongue meeting Lyra’s while the cat girl ground against the bulge she craved inside her.

“I need you inside me!” Lyra rasped.

“Sure, kitty—you’ve earned it,” Velka said, tearing Lyra’s skimpy shorts apart in one swift move.

“Ohh!” Lyra moaned, her hips moving instinctively, grinding her drenched pussy against Velka’s giant, hard shaft, lubing it up with her overflowing juices. Velka gripped Lyra’s hips, lifting her effortlessly, then pushed her down onto the full length of her massive cock, impaling her in one smooth thrust.

“OOOOAH!!” Lyra cried out as Velka’s length filled her, stretching her to her limits, the girth making her squirt a little, her walls clenching as if she might split apart. She instantly started rocking her hips up and down, though what she truly craved was for Velka to take control and drive that cock into her depths with the same relentless force she’d shown in training.

“Still impatient,” Velka teased, hinting at more lessons. But for now, she gave Lyra what she yearned for—she tightened her grip on the cat girl’s hips, her fingers digging into Lyra’s feline hipbones, and pounded her mercilessly, driving her up and down the length of her cock. Lyra’s vision flashed white, her body shuddering as she climaxed immediately.

“OOOhn! OUUAHh!” Lyra could only moan, her heart pouring out with pleasure from each brutal thrust as she clung to Velka’s massive frame, her nails digging into her shoulders as she let herself be ravaged. No dildo in Faelrin could compare—not even if they were the size of the stone pillars surrounding them. Lyra wanted only this bunny girl’s giant cock and no other.

“Harder!” she begged, and Velka obliged. She flipped Lyra around with ease—the cat girl’s feeble, fucked-out grip no match for her overwhelming strength—and pressed Lyra’s chest against the rough stone pillar as she fucked her from behind, trapping Lyra between the hard stone and her equally hard cock, making the shaking cat girl cum and squirt simultaneously.

“Gggheee, amaziiiing~~!” Lyra slurred with a stupid, wide grin spread across her flushed face as her limbs lost all strength, dangling and trembling like a ragdoll in Velka’s grip, her vision a haze of flashing lights and stars.

Velka stepped back from the pillar, holding Lyra in the air with just her giant cock, continuing to fuck her with relentless rhythm. She slipped two fingers into Lyra’s mouth for her to suck, and Lyra latched on eagerly, her tongue swirling around them as soon as they passed her lips, reliving the memory of Velka’s cock down her throat while its massive length pounded up to her womb presently.

“Oh? What’s this?” Velka asked, pausing her thrusts. Keeping Lyra’s mouth occupied, she slid her other hand across Lyra’s overflowing pussy, lubing her thumb, then bringing it to the cat girl’s ass, circling her puckered hole. “You’ve been a very naughty kitty,” she said, pushing her thumb inside with a slow, deliberate press.

“Mmmmm!!!” Lyra’s eyes snapped open, her tail shooting straight as a jolt of pleasure surged through her. She clung with her lips and anal sphincter to Velka’s fingers, her body now plugged in all three holes.

“Did you think a dildoed ass would escape my notice?” Velka asked, and Lyra shook her head—a silent confession that she’d hoped Velka would notice and exploit her shameless preparation.

The wait became intolerable after just a second, and Lyra cried out around Velka’s fingers, her voice muffled and desperate, “Please fuck my ass! I’m yours! My ass is yours, my pussy is yours, my mouth is yours—my whole body is yours, so please fuck it all! Please!!”

“Heh, as you wish,” Velka chuckled as she pressed a soft kiss to Lyra’s nape, the gentle touch sending a shiver down the cat girl’s spine and up her tail. She then pulled her thumb from Lyra’s ass and her cock from her pussy, leaving Lyra unbearably empty, if only for a moment. Velka gripped the cat girl firmly by her jaw and pussy and aligned that puckered, needy hole with the true girth it had yearned for all these weeks.

It’s finally happening! It’s finally— was Lyra’s last coherent thought before her mind cracked as her ass was invaded by a true cock, the cock she’d missed so dearly all these years without even knowing.

“YESSSSSSS!!!!” Lyra cried into Velka’s powerful fingers, her tongue swirling around them as Velka’s cock pushed deeper and deeper, stretching her beyond her limits. At the same time, Velka thrust two fingers into Lyra’s pussy, fucking her from both sides, curling her fingers inside, making the cat girl gush and sending her into another squirting orgasm.

“OOOOOUUUGHHNN!!!” Lyra’s eyes rolled back, her body trembling uncontrollably, her juices dripping onto the grass below as Velka’s fingers plunged deeper, to the very back of her mouth, making her gag and tremble, her tongue swirling in delirious ecstasy as she got fucked in all her holes through ceaseless orgasm, her sense of time and space dissolving as she floated through a world of pleasure where only Velka and her cock existed, and Lyra forever belonged to it.




Chapter 7

Two days later, Lyra stood before her guild’s leading officers, Kael sitting at the head of the council table, reading Velka’s report. “I see,” he muttered as he flipped to the next page. “It seems that Velka recommends you stay in our guild. She claims your skills and attitude have improved significantly,” Kael concluded, his tone grudging.

“I’m pleased to hear that,” Arielle said, her smile ever-knowing.

“Thank you for giving me this opportunity!” Lyra exclaimed as she dropped to one knee before the officers. The quick movement shifted the thick plug nestled in her ass, a delicious pressure that made her breath hitch, her cheeks flushing as she felt the faint outline of a black bunny-shaped tattoo on her ass cheek—a permanent mark of Velka’s claim, a reminder of who she belonged to, and a promise of future rough poundings if she continued to meet Velka’s high expectations.

“I promise to never disappoint and to uphold your highest standards!” Lyra declared, her words directed at the officers but her heart swearing the oath to Velka.

“Velka does indeed work wonders,” Arielle said, smirking at Kael with a smug glint.

“Alright, alright, you don’t have to rub it in,” Kael sighed, rolling his eyes as he pulled out a sizeable leather bag, the coins inside rattling as he dropped it onto the table. “You’ve cost me a hefty sum, Lyra,” he grumbled, sliding the bag toward Arielle.

“You should have more faith in your guild members,” Arielle teased with a cheeky smile as she took the bag. “Lyra, that will be all for now.”

“Thank you!” Lyra rose, bowing deeply once more. She turned and walked out of the hall, her tight shorts hugging her curves, the faint outline of Velka’s plug not escaping Arielle’s keen eye as the cat girl disappeared through the heavy wooden doors.

“Well, gentlemen, if that will be all…” Arielle said, rising from her seat with a graceful motion, the bag of coins in hand, and retired to her private chambers.

In her room, Arielle stood before a full-length mirror, the midday sun basking her abundant curves. Turning around, she lifted her dress slowly, the fabric rustling as she revealed a faded black bunny tattoo on her voluminous ass cheek and the base of a thick plug nestled between her cheeks.

“Oh, Velka,” Arielle moaned as she gripped the plug’s base and began fucking herself with its girth, her hips rocking as pleasure coursed through her. “I get that you like breaking in stubborn kitties, but isn’t it time for my refresher training course?” she purred, lost in desire, and surrendered to her fantasies.

***
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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.
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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.
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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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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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