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Chapter 1

“Hehehe. What is a cutie like you doing all alone in this neck of the woods?”

Despite the supposed politeness, the voice slid out of the trees like old grease that clung to the skin and even got beneath the fingernails.

Kiko froze with one foot half-lifted over a root. The thin forest path was barely anything more than an animal trail that had led him to a clearing. After getting lost, he’d thought the worst he had to worry about was a wild boar.

He was sorely mistaken.

Six men stepped into view, spreading into a loose half-circle, boots cracking twigs as they advanced. Humans. But not just any rude men. Brigands. Not soldiers, not hunters with honest trade; their gear was too mismatched for that. One wore a patched coat that Kiko recognized as a guard’s from a nearby town; another had a leather cuirass with a slash right where the previous owner’s heart must’ve been.

All of them carried weapons at their sides—daggers, swords, axes. Rusted steel, edges chipped and ugly. But they didn’t even bother raising them. It wasn’t as if Kiko stood a chance of fighting them off even if he was armed and they weren’t. The height difference alone made the thought laughable.

At barely five feet tall, even with the entire length of his long, twitching bunny ears reaching up, Kiko felt small and feeble in their encroaching shadows. But even if height wasn’t the issue, the Harekin race was just built differently. The men were broad, thick-armed, forearms furred, some with bellies that hung heavy over their belts. Meanwhile, Kiko was slim and lithe—pretty in the way his mother had always warned him would get him stared at in human towns. His tunic cinched at the waist. His shorts were cut for comfort and speed, not armor.

His hands were already damp, fingers curling tight around the strap of his satchel. He glanced back, ready to bolt. And that’s when his stomach dropped. There were eight men, not six. Two more had slipped in behind him, blocking the trail. And the circle of men tightened.

“Erm,” his voice came out small. He tried to force it steady, polite the way his village had taught. “I might’ve… made a wrong turn. I didn’t mean to disturb you. I’ll get out of your way right now.”

He took a half-step toward the widest opening. The men shifted with him, closing ranks wherever he looked.

“Oh, no, no,” one of them said, grinning wide enough to reveal his teeth to be the same color as the rusted sword at his hip. “I think you’ve made exactly the right turn.”

“Don’t worry. We won’t harm you,” another added. A filthy rag hung around his neck—the remains of what might have once been a scarf. The way he smiled made the fur at the base of Kiko’s fluffy tail tense.

“In fact,” the brigand behind Kiko drawled, dragging out the syllables, “we’ll help you find your way.”

“For a price, of course,” their leader said as he stepped in front of Kiko, relishing the size difference between them. Wide, smelly, ugly. And scary all the same.

“B-But I don’t have…” Kiko fumbled. He had a few copper coins, true. A few precious coppers he’d have to make last. Coppers that would never be enough for eight men.

“There are many ways a pretty girl can pay for a man’s help without coin.”

“But I’m not—” he blurted. “I’m not a girl!”

“…”

The men blinked. One of them even frowned, as if Kiko had broken a rule in their game. Then they exchanged glances, confusion turning into amused grins.

“Are you sure about that?”

“She’s just being coy—”

Then their eyes dropped, catching the tiniest bulge in the harekin’s shorts.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” one muttered. For a moment, Kiko mistook it for disappointment. But then he saw the glint in the man’s eyes. The look of a man who’d found a gold coin in the dirt.

“A boy, but cuter than any girl I’ve seen,” the scarfed brigand said, giving voice to what they all thought.

The rust-toothed one laughed. “I think we can make an exception for you.”

“Ehhh—” A shiver ran up the harekin’s spine as he tried to back away.

“Don’t you worry,” the scarfed brigand said, licking his lips as he closed in and the circle tightened. “We’ll be real gentle.”

“What the hell do you think you’re doing there?” A powerful voice boomed through the clearing.

Every head turned, including Kiko—so fast, in fact, that his satchel strap bit into his shoulder. His eyes opened wide at the sight of wonders.

A dark elf stood at the edge of the devious clearing that had trapped Kiko, like she’d stepped out to inspect her property. A tall woman, near seven feet, she wore sleek elven armor that didn’t hide her shapely figure so much as frame it: fitted plates over a womanly torso that lifted her breasts and showed the line of her toned stomach, leather and metal cut to move with her hips, and thighs left bare—brutal with strength. She stood an unrivaled specimen, radiating overwhelming power with her stare alone.

Kiko had heard stories about dark elves. Unmatched warriors. Stunning beauty. Few in number. Back in his village, nobody even dared to claim they’d seen one. And all those stories paled before the living, breathing being that had just stepped into Kiko’s life.

“Who the hell are you?” one of the ruffians barked. Steel rasped as blades came free, and they turned to face the new arrival.

“Kheh. A dark elf, huh?” another answered for him.

“More like a big-titted whore looking to sell her body,” the scarfed brigand snickered, breathing heatedly through his mouth as he ogled the dark elf’s shapely breasts, lifted high by her armor.

Kiko had noticed them too, of course. But the glare the elf wore made it clear that she did not need sharp blades to break in half anyone who’d attempt to touch those bountiful shapes without permission.

“A bunch of tough guys, are you?” she asked as she took her first step forward—and two men flinched as if the ground itself had bucked under it. “It only took a whole eight of you to muster the courage to menace one little rabbit on a forest path. Should I let you call reinforcements, so you can fight someone who can actually lift a sword?”

“That’s some haughty attitude you have, for a dark elf slut,” their leader snapped, rallying his men. The group shifted and encircled the dark elf, leaving Kiko behind them as if he’d already been forgotten.

“Didn’t we teach your kind to stay out of these lands during the Second Northern War?” another one jeered.

“You speak as if you fought it,” the dark elf said with disgust as she watched them tighten in. “None of you were even born then.”

“She talks like she’s some war hero,” the men laughed.

“Too bad their true warriors all perished back then,” another added.

“Looking at her tits—no wonder they spared her life.”

“After she did her best to properly repay every single one of her captors.”

“So if she’s back in our lands,” one of them said, “does that mean she’s grown to like human cock?”

“Obviously!” the leader crowed, and they laughed again.

Kiko’s fear gave way to rage. With their focus off him, he had an opening—he could run. And yet she had stepped in to stop them, to save him, and now she was surrounded and mocked by these villains, insulted in ways Kiko hadn’t even known men could say out loud. Weaponless, Kiko started scanning the ground, hunting for anything—a branch, a rock, anything. Maybe he could crack a skull, divert their attention, at least try to shift the insurmountable odds.

“Let’s drop the act, dark elf,” their leader sneered, stepping closer. “Drop that armor, show us your tits, and we’ll decide if we even want to soil our cocks with your nasty dark elf p—”

He never finished.

The leader’s feet left the ground mid-sentence, his body snapping sideways, as if something had hit him with a hammer. The other brigands barely had time to blink when they saw their leader fly through the air, white specks spraying out in an arc after him, until he crashed back-first into a thick tree with a sickening thud, slumping instantly. Those white specks reached him soon after, bouncing off his limp body and pattering into the grass.

Teeth. At least a dozen, marking the path he’d taken.

“W-Wha—” was all the second brigand managed before his feet left the earth too. He shot in the opposite direction and met another tree with an equally intimate, uncaring impact.

The rest stared at the dark elf, dumbfounded, while she straightened as if she’d merely adjusted her stance, having dispatched two men without even unsheathing her sword.

“Die, bitch!” a particularly brave—or particularly stupid—brigand screamed as he charged her with an axe.

The bitch didn’t die. She barely even moved. She brought up her forearm, the bracer catching the rusted blade with a sharp clang, and drove her knee into his stomach so hard he folded in half, retching as the air left him.

“Unsheathing my blade,” she said coolly, “would be an insult to my sword, and to the warriors I’ve fought before.”

The remaining five looked at each other in silence.

Then they ran. Each in his own direction.

Relief washed through Kiko that this misadventure had ended so quickly and without bloodshed. And he couldn’t deny it felt good to watch these men scramble after promising horrible things to both him and the dark elf.

Meanwhile, the unnamed dark elf exhaled as she watched their backs. Then she moved, all but vanishing from Kiko’s sight as she ran them down one by one, catching each fleeing man with brutal efficiency and beating them into the ground until the clearing was littered with groaning bodies.

“Whoa,” Kiko breathed, staring, awestruck at how the elf moved. Her speed, her strength—he couldn’t believe the power in those hands, how fast she could move despite the weight of steel on her back, despite the heavy breasts that made her plate ride up a touch with every hard sway of motion.

And when she finally turned back toward him and approached, Kiko just stood there and stared harder. He wasn’t scared, not even after she littered the clearing with beaten, trembling bodies, not even as the size difference between them grew more obvious with every step she took. The closer she loomed, the more heat prickled under his skin—desires he desperately tried to shove down, failing a little more with her every step closer.

“Are you alright?” she asked.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” Kiko blurted, brimming with gratitude and awe as he sprinted toward her—so full of it he couldn’t seem to do anything but show it, and ready to show it in any way she would ask of him as he threw his arms around her.

“Oh?” The dark elf let out a surprised breath, but she didn’t stop him. Kiko’s arms wrapped around her waist while his head pressed in just beneath the heavy curve of her breasts.

“Thank you for saving me from those vile beasts!” he repeated as he pressed against both metal and hot flesh, nudging himself toward the flesh. That was when he felt something firm against his chest, something he hadn’t expected.

“You’re welcome,” she replied, kinder than he’d dared hope. She gently set a hand on his white head. Kiko’s heart skipped a beat. He looked up past her big breasts at her wide smile, and his desire to be with her—beneath her—grew intolerable.

“Ah!” Kiko’s breath caught. He finally let go before he fainted, and from the corner of his eye, he caught a glimpse of a very prominent bulge beneath the armored skirt at her waist.

“You’re a dark elf from—!” Kiko clapped a hand over his own mouth before he could finish: from the Umbra Futa Clan. He doubted there was a single harekin who hadn’t heard tales of them. Many believed their clan had passed into legend.

Her lips curved faintly. “Yes, I am a dark elf. And you’re from one of the Harekin tribes, by the looks of it.” Her eyes flicked over his ears, then back to his face. “Awfully far from home, aren’t we?”

“I didn’t… really fit in back home,” Kiko answered, looking away nervously.

“And why is that?” she asked.

“I… I felt I couldn’t find what I was looking for back home,” Kiko danced around it, unable to voice what he truly wished for—something his kin couldn’t offer him. Something he’d just found in the most unexpected of places.

“Hmmm.” The dark elf smiled. “Let’s continue this conversation elsewhere.” She nudged him forward lightly.

“Of course!” Kiko hurriedly agreed, barely holding back from adding: Whatever you say.

As they walked past the beaten bodies, one of the brigands groaned, trembling as he struggled to inch himself up. The dark elf stepped onto his head and drove his face back into the mud, then kept walking as if he were no more than a bump in her path.

“I’m Sylvia,” the dark elf said after they’d been walking for a few minutes, the beaten brigands far behind them now.

“I’m Kiko!” Kiko blurted, almost vibrating with the need to be liked. If we’re exchanging names, that means we’re at least acquaintances, right? he thought. He hoped. We’re walking together... and she still hasn’t sent me away. Then maybe—

“How old are you?” she asked.

“Twenty-one,” Kiko replied without hesitation.

“Twenty-one years old, and you don’t know better than to wander alone in these parts,” she said.

Kiko twitched at the light rebuke. “I know. I’m sorry. My kin always told me I’m a little too… airheaded… even for my people.”

Sylvia studied him in silence, then said, “If you’re going to play at being an adventurer, you should have at least a simple blade at your side.” As she spoke, she unbuckled the thigh strap that held a sheathed dagger and cinched it around Kiko’s waist.

“There,” she said, stepping back to inspect the result. Kiko’s waist was barely wider than her thigh, so the belt only needed a little adjustment while her dagger hung at his side like a sword.

“But it’s your dagger!” Kiko protested. “You said a simple blade! To give a weapon like this to me, someone who I can’t even fight, and your belt—”

But as earnest as his words were, that bad little voice in the back of his mind kept prickling. Her belt. Her heat. It had been wrapped around her thigh. Her thick, amazing thigh—

“I will hear none of it,” Sylvia cut in. “While you’re with me, you will keep that dagger at your side. There will be no argument.”

Kiko shut his mouth and blushed. She told him to obey—how could he not? Then his mind caught up to the important part. “While I’m with you?” he asked carefully.

“I might have to look after you for a little while,” Sylvia said, a certain smile forming on her lips. “Make sure you don’t get into trouble again.”

“You will!?” Kiko leapt and grabbed her hand, shining with eternal joy. Any momentary sting of reprimand was swept away by fuzzy sensations that made him tingle in all sorts of places. He never knew such happiness could exist—that this stunning futa dark elf would offer him what he wanted most, without him even having to ask.

“Look at you, getting all touchy-feely,” Sylvia laughed, and Kiko flushed, quickly letting go as he realized far too late that he’d just touched her without permission, again.

“I didn’t say I didn’t like it,” she added with a wink, and walked on.

Kiko was almost grateful to fall in behind her, where she couldn’t see how his entire body trembled from something more than simple joy. She winked at him. A woman winked at him. A dark elf woman… Such a sexy woman… and far more than simply a woman. He swallowed and followed.

“How did you survive up until now?” Sylvia asked as they went.

“Not starving is easy,” Kiko said after hurrying a few steps to catch up. “These forests have roots, berries, and windfall fruit. I know where the clean springs run, and some of the herbs I collect I sell to buy supplies.” He dug into his satchel and pulled out a few medicinal sprigs to show her. “See? I’m not completely useless.”

“I never acquired a taste for roots,” Sylvia said. “But some fresh fruits would be a welcome addition to our meals.”

“Our?” Kiko asked hopefully.

“Of course,” Sylvia said. “If we’re going to be traveling together for a while, I’m not such a selfish woman that I wouldn’t share my meat while I watch my companion gnaw roots in hunger.”

Together. Companion. Kiko practically glowed—then his brain caught up to that other word.

“M-Meat?” he asked.

“Do you not partake?”

“I do, but… I was never good at hunting, and good meat is so expensive,” Kiko admitted.

“Ah. No wonder you look so malnourished,” Sylvia said, sizing him up with a slow glance. She lifted a hand as if measuring him against herself, confirming that his head barely reached the heavy curve of her breasts. “Don’t you worry. I’ll make sure you get plenty of protein.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Kiko nodded, already imagining rich, juicy flavors he’d only ever smelled in towns with a growling stomach.

“I’m sure you are,” Sylvia chuckled.

And Kiko did indeed get a chance to feast on Sylvia’s meat. While he gathered fruits and berries just as he’d promised, Sylvia brought down a deer and dressed it with practiced ease. Before the day was over, Kiko was salivating over the rich, juicy venison sizzling by the campfire, sharing a meal with his savior, his traveling companion, his…

Kiko kept glancing her way. Did he dare hope for more?

This evening certainly felt like more. They even fell asleep only a few feet apart, and in his dreams, Kiko feasted on Sylvia’s meat once more, only this time it wasn’t deer. It was something far more shameful. Far more exciting. And little did he know how soon he’d get to see that meat for real.




Chapter 2

“S-Stand watch?” Kiko echoed, blinking as if he’d misheard. Sylvia had guided them to a beautiful waterfall, a perfect place for washing off after days of travel. But standing watch… People usually bathed naked, didn’t they? That included men and elves, too, not just harekin, surely. And standing watch would mean—

“Of course,” Sylvia said with a soft laugh. “Even a dark elf knight can’t keep her sword in hand forever. And what better occasion than to wash up under a cool summer waterfall?”

“I think I understand,” Kiko said. “Very well.” He turned, putting his back to her. “Please bathe for as long as you desire. I will stand guard and watch out for anything”—he clasped the hilt of his new dagger—“be it animal or man.”

“That will not do at all.”

“It won’t?” Kiko blinked. “Should I have drawn my weapon already?” He started to pull the dagger from its sheath—

“Oh, no, no, no,” Sylvia cut in quickly. “You have to stand facing me, silly. Otherwise, some ruffian could sneak up on me right behind your back.”

“R-Really?” Kiko couldn’t imagine any ruffian ever managing to sneak up on Sylvia. But that thought was immediately drowned under the prospect of staring directly at Sylvia’s naked body. He already felt his cheeks burning. “I… I don’t think I can…”

“No?” Sylvia pouted in a playful, mock-wounded way. “Does the mere thought of seeing my naked flesh displease you so much?”

“Of course not! How could it ever?”

“Then what is it, then?” Sylvia asked. “I thought you wanted to serve me. Are you with me out of some sense of obligation? That would not do. I henceforth release you—”

“NO!” Kiko cried out. “Please… don’t cast me aside. I do—I do want to serve you. To be with you. To see you shine.”

“Aww. You’re making me blush,” Sylvia said, while Kiko forced himself to continue.

“It’s just… a… a maiden should not be naked in front of a… a man.”

Sylvia let out a pleased little laugh. Kiko’s ears dropped when he thought she laughed at the notion of him being a man.

“Are you so certain I am a maiden?” she asked, and a cheeky smile spread across her face. Her eyes narrowed on Kiko in a way that made his heart jump. Not only did that smile erase any notion that Sylvia might be innocent, but her devouring gaze made Kiko vividly imagine losing his innocence beneath her.

His eyes dropped to the barely-concealed bulge between her thighs before he could stop himself. It was only for a split second, but when his gaze snapped back up to her face, he knew she’d seen it. Of course she had. Nothing escaped her notice.

“Undressing me already, are we?” Her grin widened, flashing blindingly white teeth. An image flickered through Kiko’s mind of those teeth at his neck while he was crushed beneath her weight.

Kiko’s face burned so hot he was sure Sylvia could’ve fried an egg on his forehead.

“I suppose you’re right,” Sylvia said, her hand sliding to one of the belts that anchored her armor. “All this crystal-clear water, and we’re just talking. Such a waste.” Her finger popped a buckle, the strap loosening with a soft snap.

“Ah—” Kiko let out a little gasp as a new inch of dark skin appeared.

“Oh, how right you are again,” Sylvia laughed, stepping closer. “Can’t let my precious armor fall into the water. I only have this one set, after all.” Her smile sharpened. “Just like I only have one guard.” She stepped away from the water’s edge, closing the distance until Kiko could see his own hot breath fogging faintly on her breastplate.

“Do keep a close watch,” she murmured, unfastening another strap. The plate shifted, then lifted away until Kiko could see the rest of her midriff: the hard lines of her stomach, those trained abs, continuing all the way to the swell of her breasts, covered only by clinging black fabric. “On my armor, I mean,” she added, amused, when Kiko’s face went so hot it felt like he might actually nosebleed at the sight.

“I will,” he muttered, unable to tear his gaze away. Her skin made the definition of her muscles look even more divine: dark, smooth, and glossed with the mist that drifted from the falls. Droplets gathered and ran, and the sunlight caught every curve and dip like it had been waiting for the chance.

And she just kept undressing—removing her armor, technically, but what was the difference? With each movement, Kiko saw more of her. More muscle. More heat rolling off her body until he could’ve sworn it was seeping into him, permeating his body and his mind.

He tried not to look lower. He really did. But she was so tall, and he was so short, and it was right there—between those powerful thighs—beneath a thin strap of cloth that barely contained the thick shape beneath it that made his heart pound against his chest. He just barely resisted. It wasn’t even resistance. He simply cheated by fixing his stare on her lower stomach, letting the bulge sit in the corner of his vision like a deliberate mistake. Up close, it looked so impossibly heavy. Not of this world. And something between his legs twitched in response.

Kiko shifted where he stood, trying to hide the stiffening beneath his shorts. There wasn’t much to conceal, but he still pressed his thighs together, pinning his hardening dick between them as Sylvia leaned down beside him to set her armor in a neat pile right next to him.

When her face passed his groin, he almost fainted from how close her big lips got to his stiff little thing. Two parts of him fought—one praying she hadn’t noticed, the other aching for her to notice, to push him down into the grass and toy with him in a way only she could, taking complete control over his very being.

But if Sylvia did notice anything, she didn’t let it show. She straightened, reached for the dark cloth she wore beneath the plating, and pulled it up over her head.

Her breasts dropped free.

“Ah!” Kiko gasped, unable to stop himself. He was rock-hard now. For a heartbeat, her shirt hid Sylvia’s face, and so he was free to stare at the weight of her giant tits, at the dark nipples, at the way her chest moved with her breathing, all without her noticing.

“Ah, it’s caught in my hair,” Sylvia muttered, tugging and shifting, as the fabric seemingly snagged for a moment, and Kiko used this opportunity to sear the sight her breasts into his mind: the weight of them, the slow sway as she moved, the soft bounce each time she tugged, each heavy curve changing under the light, making use of every second until it all was burned forever into his memory. It took all the control he could muster not to start masturbating to the sight right there.

“Oh—there it goes,” Sylvia said suddenly, breaking free of the cloth, giving Kiko just enough warning to tuck his small boner away and hide his blatant stare, pretending he’d been staring at literally anything else on earth.

“Hold on to this for me,” she said, stepping in and pressing the shirt into his hands. As soon as he took it, Sylvia pushed his hands and the cloth right into his face, adding, “Hold on to it real tight.”

“Hmhf—!” Kiko’s muffled noise might’ve sounded like one of surprise, but it was far more than that. His nostrils filled with Sylvia’s scent—feminine, yet overpowering. The warmth of her body, the sweat, the stretch of cloth that had struggled to contain the size of her breasts. Kiko was glad he tucked his boner in, because his dick now throbbed viciously against his thighs, raging with need for this futa dark elf to ruin him while he was gagged with her shirt, sniffing her scent.

Sylvia chuckled, leaving him just like that.

Kiko heard the soft rustle of fabric, her last piece of clothing that had been obscuring her most impressive asset, and then the light steps of her bare feet across lush, damp grass. He lowered the shirt just enough to keep breathing her in while still watching her go.

He wasn’t disappointed.

Completely naked, Sylvia’s shapely ass was… obscene. Big and toned—round, lifted, like gravity had never been given permission to touch her. Countless years of training showed in the way she carried herself, in the way every line of muscle sat under that smooth, dark skin, how even the softness looked deliberate. Not a slack inch. Not a hint of a single blemish that time left so freely on other folk. Despite her timeless age, she was at her absolute prime as both a warrior, and a woman.

Her hips swayed heavily from side to side with each deliberate step toward the river. Her thighs brushed close, leaving no gap between them. But when she took her first step into the water, and the angle changed, Kiko saw it—the mighty, heavy swing of something no ordinary woman had. Something he craved so desperately that he felt his own tip tingle and moisten.

Kiko breathed into Sylvia’s shirt again. He was already on the edge. And Sylvia’s bath hadn’t even begun.

Turn around. Turn around! Kiko pleaded silently as he kept sniffing Sylvia’s shirt, his stiff little boner pressing against his shorts so hard it hurt. He was completely lost in her. He watched the elf descend into the water as she approached the waterfall. Past her ankles. Past her knees. Please turn around!

He wanted—he needed—to see it in all its glory before the waterline stole it from him. The river was already climbing her thighs. And if the sway of that tip had meant anything, then it had probably already dipped under the surface well before the water reached her thighs.

At least show me a little! His throat tightened with frustration. How thick it is. How veiny it is.

He sniffed again, and his hand drifted to his shorts, his imagination alone driving him wild. Did she know what she was doing to him? Was that why she’d undressed so easily?

By the time she reached the waterfall, her ass was fully submerged. She lifted her arms and leaned into the falling water, welcoming it as it poured over her shoulders and weighed down her hair until it clung to her body in silver ribbons.

Kiko’s frustration spiked beyond measure. I should’ve looked earlier, he bemoaned, and then something clicked.

He looked down.

There—right at his feet, set neatly with the rest of her things—lay her undergarment. Black and unique. Not just some simple thong, but something made just for her: a narrow strap, and a tailored front of expensive silk shaped to cover a futa’s main asset.

Kiko swallowed, marveling at the length of the silk. If that was what it took to cover her length… His entire scrawny forearm felt dwarfed by comparison. He took another breath of Sylvia’s shirt, and his mind raced with the lewd desire to sniff something more intimate. His hand trembled as he started to reach—

“Is everything alright?” Sylvia called.

Kiko jolted so hard he nearly dropped her shirt.

“Y-Yes! Everything’s great!” he squeaked. “I thought I saw a bug crawling across your armor. But it already—uh—skittered off.”

“Oh, my protector,” Sylvia said, smiling as she brushed water down her arms. “Making sure I have no bugs crawling up my thighs after my bath. Is that why you’re still holding on to my shirt?”

“E-Exactly!” Kiko blurted. “And now that there are no bugs, I can put it down.”

He hurriedly stepped to the pile of her things and set the shirt on top. A brief sting went through him at having to cover the black silk before he’d even had the chance to touch it. This is the closest I’ll ever get, huh? he thought. To stretch that closeness for as long as he could, he took his time neatly folding Sylvia’s shirt with shaking hands.

Still, it amazed him how she watched him both carefully and lazily at the same time. She appeared utterly at ease, yet he felt like even the twitch of his fingers didn’t escape her notice. And looking at her now, he almost wondered why she needed baths at all. Even before the water, she’d already been perfect—clean, smelling in a way that was both feminine and something more.

Maybe she likes waterfall baths simply because they feel good? Kiko had no doubt they did. And he had no doubt that nothing would feel better than standing beneath that waterfall beside her—pressing against her warmth while the cool water washed over them both.

As he watched the stream pour over her breasts, he wanted to be so much closer. If he couldn’t see her thick futa asset, he at least wanted to be near it, to feel it, to touch it, to—

“Ah!” Kiko gasped aloud when Sylvia suddenly rose from the water. He wondered if she’d found a rock or a submerged ledge, not that the reason mattered. All that mattered to him was that her belly came into full view. Then her hips. And then—

There it was—the deadliest weapon of the Umbra Futa Clan, the thick cock that hung heavy and calm, resting like a lion that did not need to prove anything to anyone. And what could it possibly have to prove? Even soft, it had no rival: no less than twelve inches long, and far thicker than Kiko’s slender forearm.

Kiko couldn’t begin to imagine its true potential if it ever rose to full glory. Could it possibly get any bigger? Any thicker? Or was she the kind that kept her thickness on full display even at rest—refusing to shrink, tempting every living elf, human, or harekin in her vicinity, accepting nothing less than full submission in return for utter domination.

Kiko’s knees trembled as his body already swore its submission to that dark elf cock.

Sylvia paid no mind to her so-called guard. She washed herself with slow, unhurried strokes, hands smoothing over her stomach, down to her hips, along her thighs, and—

She took her cock in both hands and lifted it into the waterfall.

Kiko stared, breath locked in his chest, at how she cut the waterfall with her thick shaft. She stroked it clean with maddening patience, letting the current rinse every inch while her hands guided it under the flow.

Kiko never wanted anything so badly as he wanted to be that waterfall in that moment. He wanted to be the one rinsing her cock, the one stroking that thick length clean, guiding it under the fall with his own hands. He hadn’t even noticed his jaw hanging wide as he stared, as if it was already stretching for the dark elf’s deadly weapon. His own cock was rock-hard in his fist beneath his shorts, moving without thought, driven by base desire. One pump—two—three. His mind went soft at the edges, a warm fuzzy heat blooming through him, spreading in a tingling wave that was impossible to resist—

“Ahn!?” Kiko moaned, shuddering as the warmth surged hard through his pulsing cock and spilled into his shorts. He tried to clamp himself still, to stop it, but it was far too late.

“Is anything the matter?” Sylvia asked, her voice calm as she slowly turned toward him.

Kiko only had the time to yank his hand from his shorts and pray she hadn’t noticed what he had done.

“I thought I heard you scream,” Sylvia said, studying the flushed harekin.

“I… I saw another bug,” Kiko lied. “It ran right across my foot and—uh—ran off.”

“How horrible,” Sylvia chuckled. She let go of her cock and stepped down from her submerged ledge, then started walking toward the shore. Toward him.

Oh no. Please don’t notice. Please don’t notice! he kept repeating. Sylvia seemingly hadn’t noticed anything yet, but would his deed truly escape her notice upon closer inspection? Sure, his release was never anything worthy of note. But even if she didn’t spot a stain, even if his boner was gone and shriveled, what if she could smell it? Suddenly, Kiko was certain he could smell it himself: that shameful, sticky scent of self-indulgence. His sin. Right there in her presence.

He didn’t want her to come closer. He didn’t want her to lean in and breathe. Just once would be enough to know. It was the only time in his life he didn’t want Sylvia near him. He was terrified she’d banish him the instant she realized what he’d done while staring at her.

“I’m getting a little hungry,” Sylvia said as she reached the shallows, her thick cock already above the water again, swaying as she walked. “Will you be a dear and go find some berries to add to our dinner, please?”

“Rightaway!” Kiko blurted so quickly his tongue tripped over itself as he bolted mid-sentence. Ears flattened and face burning, he tore into the trees faster than he ever had in his life.

“What a cutie,” Sylvia murmured, licking her lips, but Kiko was already far too far away to hear her.

Kiko ran past several bushes of perfectly serviceable, even delicious berries. His harekin instincts spotted them without effort, the way they always did. But he could not possibly stop. He ran and ran, far enough to be out of sight, far enough to be beyond the reach of scent.

Cum.

The thought alone made his face burn. And he couldn’t stop thinking about it. The smell of thick, potent cum. His had always been so little. So weak. Just like him. But hers? If her cock was anything to go by, if it was as potent as it was huge—

Kiko stopped dead in his tracks. Something pressed hard against his shorts again, needy and insistent. He couldn’t keep running like this. And he was far enough now. Hidden enough. He yanked his shorts down, grabbed his aching dick, and jerked off furiously to the memory of Sylvia’s heavy cock beneath the waterfall.

“Sylvia! Sylvia!” Kiko breathed as he stroked himself to the feverish fantasies of that cock doing terrible, wonderful things to his body. He wanted to smell it the way he’d smelled her shirt. He wanted to smell it while he wrapped her panties around his cock. He wanted to press his face against it, to be gagged on it, to be made to take it until he couldn’t think. He was far too small for such a giant weapon, but he knew that if he let go and gave himself fully to whatever she desired, she’d conquer whichever hole she chose.

Whichever— his fantasies flashed bright: pinned beneath her in the grass, shorts yanked to his knees, her thick weight pressing in—

“Ahhn!” Kiko cried out as the surge of pleasure ripped through him. His cock jerked in his hand, and he unleashed: long, powerful jets of cum shooting out in thick pulses, one after another, again and again, the most powerful orgasm of his life, his thickest loads, his hardest dick. He’d just come in his shorts mere minutes earlier, and yet now he was cumming more in one go than he had in weeks, his body wringing him out, all for her.

By the time the aftershocks finally eased, Kiko was sweating and out of breath, staring down in stunned disbelief at the mess he’d made. It turned out he’d been standing over a bush of ripe bilberries, and they were now speckled and coated in glistening white, drooping threads clinging between the berries and the leaves.

“Haah…” Kiko exhaled hard as an insane idea slid into his mind. He stared at the drops of his seed beading and dripping off the berries and felt a genuine, sick temptation to pick these exact ones to serve them both for dinner.

Would she eat them if I told her? he wondered, knowing full well that if the situation were reversed, if Sylvia offered him berries covered in her seed, he’d eat every single one she handed him, shamelessly, gratefully, probably while sitting in her lap, licking her fingers clean, and finishing with a breathless, heartfelt: Thank you.

He bit his lip in utter shame of both his actions and his thoughts. Worse still, the relief he got was all too brief. As the heat settled back into his body, Kiko realized it clearly: all he’d done was further feed the hunger he’d been trying to suppress. And now he had no idea how to hold it back.

“Oh, you’re back,” Sylvia said with a smile when Kiko eventually returned to the waterfall.

By the time he arrived, she was already back in full gear. Kiko had thought his dick might finally get a moment of peace now that her giant assets were no longer exposed, yet the mere sight of Sylvia’s warm smile was enough to make him twitch.

“My, oh my,” she murmured, eyeing the hefty haul in his arms. “You certainly put in effort.”

“I might’ve gotten a little carried away,” Kiko said, meaning the foraging, of course. Only the foraging. He’d put all his skills to use, overcompensating for how long he’d been gone, and for everything he’d done while he was out of sight.

“Don’t mind if I do,” Sylvia said as she rose, walked close, and plucked a single berry from him. She looked straight into his eyes as she brought it to her lips, parted them ever so slightly, and curled her tongue around it before drawing it into her mouth.

The ache in Kiko’s dick sharpened as he watched it. He wished he hadn’t chickened out of collecting the berries he’d smeared with his cum, but if she’d asked, he was more than ready to repeat the deed. Even if he would’ve much preferred the reverse scenario.

And the way she took the second berry without looking away. The way she practically gazed into his soul as she put it in her mouth, pushed it a little deeper with her tongue… Her swallow was deafening. For a second, no other sound seemed to exist in the forest. It couldn’t possibly have taken such a heavy swallow for something so small.

Kiko could only imagine the swallows he’d make if she had her way with him.

And he did.

Was it any wonder that he masturbated twice that night? He couldn’t get a wink of sleep. How could he, after seeing a naked dark-elf futa goddess beneath a waterfall? After she had him wrapped around her fingers like the berry on the tip of her tongue?

Lying with their backs to each other as always, Kiko jerked himself off again and again, biting down on his own hand to smother the sounds, imagining her palm over his mouth instead as she thrust her thick cock inside him.

After so many orgasms, his already feeble release grew thinner with each one. Still, he had to hide the evidence of his misdeeds before morning to avoid discovery. And he did it the only way he knew how—by pretending it was her cum as he licked it from his fingers. And that fantasy only hardened him again, trapping him in the loop until he was utterly spent.




Chapter 3

“You don’t look too great,” Sylvia said the next morning while they packed. “Couldn’t sleep?”

“… No,” Kiko mumbled weakly, his mind too fogged to piece together even a pretense of an excuse.

“That’s a pity,” Sylvia said. Her tone was soft, almost teasing. “We’ve got a lot of ground to cover to reach the next city. But I suppose taking it slow for a day or two won’t do much harm. Can’t have my dear companion collapsing in the middle of the forest.” She paused, then added, letting her words trail off as she watched him closely, “You wouldn’t want me carrying you…”

“I would,” Kiko muttered, not even realizing he’d said his thought out loud, or that the dark elf was watching his every twitch.

“Unfortunately for you,” she said pleasantly as she walked past him, “I do not easily hand out such rewards to bad boys.”

Only then did it hit Kiko that he’d spoken his wish out loud. Worse still: What did she mean by “bad”? He froze, too stunned, too terrified to make a sound. Lie? Unthinkable! Admit he’d been “bad”? But what would he even confess to when he didn’t know what she’d noticed? His sins had piled up so quickly he couldn’t even tell which one might’ve reached her.

I’m overthinking it. Kiko desperately tried to calm himself. She just shot down my insolent insinuation. Where has it ever been seen or heard of that a dark elf would carry anyone, let alone some scrawny little harekin? Of course it would be bad if I collapsed. She’s scolding me for not taking care of my strength and health, even after she did her part in feeding us both.

Ohhh, why did I have to masturbate all night thinking about her instead of sleeping like I was supposed to? Kiko grabbed his ears and tugged them in frustration, which accomplished very little besides making them sore.

If she pulled on my ears, she’d do it properly—
No! Stop it. Stop it. Stop it!

“Are you coming?” Sylvia called.

“Yes!” Kiko cried out, finally wide awake. He hurried after her, scrambling to catch up.

As they made their way toward the next city, Kiko did not collapse. Through his own overcooked rationalizations, he deemed that inconveniencing Sylvia would be the worst sin he could commit. And since he’d done well—since he’d overcome that biggest challenge—it’d been all too easy for Kiko to convince himself that he deserved a reward.

And reward himself he did.

He masturbated again while foraging. Then again at night. Day after day. His sessions grew bolder. His stamina grew. And so did his appetite.

Kiko knew Sylvia kept spare panties in her pack. And since he couldn’t sniff her directly while he touched himself, he decided that if he had to make a compromise, it was only right that he settled for her panties.

When they split again—Sylvia to hunt, Kiko to forage—Kiko doubled back the moment her footsteps were gone and went straight for their camp.

I’ll be quick, he told himself as he practically sprinted to Sylvia’s pack, his dick pressing so hard against his shorts it felt like it might tear a hole. I’ll do what I need to do and put it back before she even notices. Just this one time. I just have to do it once.

His dick ached so badly at the thought that he was about to masturbate with Sylvia’s panties in his face that he had no choice but to fumble his buttons open and finally let it free right there. And of course, once he touched it, he couldn’t stop.

It’ll be quicker this way, he told himself, already on his knees with a hand around his aching dick as he rummaged through Sylvia’s pack.

“And what exactly does this horny little bunny think he’s doing?”

Kiko froze. His ears flattened. Pure terror washed through him so fast it felt like it drained his very soul.

No, no, no, no, no, Kiko tried to fight reality. He didn’t want to believe that voice belonged to exactly who he thought it did.

But it did. And there she was—standing just to his side, close enough that if he’d been paying attention for even a second, he would’ve sensed her. And he’d been so lost in his need that he hadn’t noticed a thing.

“My bunny lost his voice?” she asked again, planting a hand on her hip.

What could he even say? How could he possibly explain kneeling in front of her pack, one hand around his cock and the other buried in her belongings? His lips trembled—the first sign that he was a living sinner and not a frozen statue. However, no words came.

“Tsk, tsk.” Sylvia clicked her tongue as she stepped closer. “I see simply masturbating four times a day is no longer enough for you.”

!? She knew? Kiko came alive with an even greater terror as his stomach dropped through the ground. He cursed his own foolishness. Of course she knew. How could she not? He’d been a fool to think he could hide anything from someone like her.

But then… what now?

“I didn’t object to you relieving your stress,” Sylvia continued, speaking like she’d just caught him sneaking a sweet from the pantry. “We all need to, sooner or later. However… I can’t have you leaving a trail behind us for enemies to follow.”

Kiko’s shame flared white-hot. Of course. What an idiot I was. I’m endangering us both. I’m endangering her! Kiko realized. He did his best to take care of any evidence during his nightly sessions, but he wasn’t nearly as careful during the day. And who was to say he hadn’t missed something—some smear, some scent—while he was lost in his lust?

There were many races with senses far sharper than his. Sylvia was a warrior who had lived long enough to make enemies, whether she meant to or not. And he was leaving a trail that led straight to her. Fool. Fool. Fool! Kiko cursed himself again. The thought of being a nuisance to Sylvia was unbearable.

“There’s only one thing to be done,” Sylvia said as she moved closer. With Kiko still on his knees, Sylvia loomed over him like a towering giant, blotting out the sun as she stood in front of him, casting a dark shadow over the trembling bunny.

Then she extended her open hand.

Kiko swallowed hard. That hand wasn’t for him to take. Even with her expression calm and unreadable, he knew better than to reach for comfort that wasn’t his to claim. He pulled his hand out of her pack and lifted it toward her, shaking.

“Hhah…” The breath left him rough as he offered the pack up. He’d never realized how heavy it was. For her, it probably weighed nothing. Or was it that he grew even weaker from fear alone? Still, he handed her the pack. She took it, reached in, and swiftly found what she was looking for.

At first, Kiko didn’t even understand what he was looking at.

It was such a tiny thing. A bent piece of metal. For a heartbeat, he thought it might be a tiny bell—something a human might tie to a cat’s collar. But slowly, surely, it dawned on him what he was looking for. And the more he understood what it was for, the smaller it seemed to become.

“Good, you understand,” Sylvia said, smiling faintly, and tossed it to Kiko. He gasped and caught it on reflex.

It landed heavy in his hands, and as Kiko looked down on it, it somehow got only heavier despite its size. It was fully metal, with an uncanny resemblance to an elongated little cage—an awkward, bell-like shell with a tiny hole at the tip, hinges at the side, and a place for a small lock. Even without the lock, Kiko doubted he could fit his thumb inside. And it was meant for something far more precious than a thumb.

“Well?” Sylvia prompted, making her will known with a single word.

Kiko slowly lifted his eyes from the cage to her face. She stared down at him, unblinking, smiling. It wasn’t a cruel smile. It was the smile of someone who knew him better than he knew himself. She knew what he would do. And that knowledge both terrified him and lit him up inside as his trembling hands started to descend, accepting the choice he’d always been going to make—even if he hadn’t known it until a moment ago.

This is for the best, Kiko told himself as he lowered the cage to where it was meant to go. I deserve this. If I can’t control myself in her presence, she’s right to put a stop to it before I put us both in danger with my trail of sin. How many times have I endangered her? How many times did I spill my cum in her name? And she knew it all. She’d let him do it. And this—this was her price. She knew he’d pay it for her.

Ahn, she’s looking at me. No, lower! She’s looking right at my dick—my naughty little dick that kept spraying cum while thinking of her giant cock. I have to cage it before it’s too late!

There was just one tiny little problem. The problem being that it refused to be tiny. Because even if Kiko was ready and willing to obey, his dick had a mind of its own. Her sheer presence made it impossible to stay soft.

“My bunny just can’t be helped,” Sylvia chuckled as she knelt beside him.

“Ahn!” Kiko’s breath caught when she took the cage from his trembling fingers. He could barely contain himself as the unblinking reality set in: it was her hands now, steadily closing in on his dick, his hard dick, aching and throbbing to the point of pain, because her fingers were only inches away.

Even though he knew her intentions, even though this might’ve been the last time his dick was ever free—it was free near her. Exposed for her. Breathing the same air as her. Twitching toward her. Basking in her light.

She’s about to touch it while looking straight at it! Kiko’s mind and body flashed hot as his dick pulsed, jumping uncontrollably.

“What a cute thing,” she said softly, brushing his trembling tip with a single finger.

“Ahn!!” Kiko cried out as his whole body jerked—and his cock jerked with it, pulsing in hot waves as he came over and over, his mind flashing white with numbing pleasure while he spilled his seed without end.

“Oh my,” Sylvia chuckled, and that sound alone wrung even more out of him.

By the time he calmed enough to look down, he saw it—his seed on her hand! His dick jerked again. Despite cumming only moments ago, it didn’t soften even a little. The mere sight of his glossy strands drooping from her pristine, dark skin drove Kiko wild.

“I can hardly put this on while you’re like this,” Sylvia said, smiling as she idly rolled the tiny cage in her other, unsoiled hand. “More importantly,” she added, lifting her slick palm, “what am I supposed to do with this?”

“Haaah…” Kiko panted, lips already parted—then parting wider. Sylvia’s smile widened as she accepted the invitation and brought her fingers where they were desired.

“Ahn!” Kiko wrapped his lips around the first two without a moment’s hesitation. He practically reached for them. And when the salty taste hit his tongue, his hard dick jumped again in helpless delight.

I’m licking them! Her fingers! She let me spray her, and now she’s letting me clean her, too! Kiko felt his dick almost leaking in bliss as he sucked each finger one by one, diligently, thoroughly, hands pressed to his chest, fingers curled and trembling as he lived through the best experience of his life.

“Look at me,” Sylvia said softly—yet her command was absolute. Kiko opened his eyes just as she slid her fingers from his lips and took his delicate jaw in her hand. “Didn’t I say I can’t put it on with you like this?”

She’s right, she can’t! His eyes darted down to his raging, leaking cock—

“Look at me,” she snapped, and Kiko’s gaze flew back up.

“What a bad, bad little bunny,” Sylvia murmured, letting go of his face as her hand drifted down. “You know what you have to do,” she said as her fingers closed around him.

“Hhnnh! I do,” Kiko choked, body jerking at her touch. I am a bad bunny—she stroked his trembling dick with her saliva-slicked fingers—I needed to be caged—she stroked it again, cum already leaking—and for that to happen—another stroke across the trembling, leaking shaft, tingling waves washing up his spine—she needs me to—his dick pulsed as he broke, shaking and trembling as he came again, pumping thick spurts into her palm.

“Now that’s a good bunny,” Sylvia purred, milking him until his cock was utterly spent. “Here’s your reward.”

“Ahn~” Kiko opened wide, tongue out, and went right back to her fingers, sucking his cum off them while she worked at his cock with the other hand, metal clicking softly somewhere along the way.

He hadn’t known joy like this existed. He hadn’t known cum could taste so sweet. And by the time he finally cleaned her pinky, licking his lips and swallowing the last delicious drops, his cock was already trapped.

“Good job,” Sylvia said, and leaned to softly kiss Kiko on the forehead.

Blood rushed to both his face and his dick. His blush flared crimson while his dick tried to swell, only to meet the cold, unyielding truth of the cage that now sealed him away from a full erection.

A kiss. She kissed me! After all that! Kiko couldn’t form words. He could only stare up at Sylvia while she went about her business, checking her pack and setting everything back in order, as if she hadn’t just calmly, casually, completely sealed his fate.

Not only was his dick caged, but his heart was, too. And no matter how much the metal pinched, no matter how it ached to be unable to touch himself while thinking of her lips on him, or of her fingers in him, the sheer, soaring bliss of having felt an orgasm coaxed out of him by Sylvia herself had so completely overwhelmed his mind and soul with rapture that not only was Kiko’s brain unable to process the discomfort of his trapped dick, he wasn’t even sure if it was discomfort clamping down on him anymore… or if it was a new form of submissive pleasure, to be forever bound by his futa mistress.

“Now,” Sylvia said, “be a good little bunny and gather those wonderful berries for our dinner.”

Kiko nodded silently, and they separated for the second time that day.




Chapter 4

His pace was slow. His gait was stiff. His mind was scrambled. He just kept replaying that entire event over and over on an endless loop. His tongue moved against his teeth, searching for any trace of those delicious drops as if they were Sylvia’s, while he clung to the traces of her warmth inside his mouth, upon his forehead, and around his cooled, caged dick. He silently swore that he would never wash his kiss-blessed forehead for the rest of his life.

After hours by himself, through sheer passing of time and the hours with that cool restriction pressing in, Kiko had finally calmed down enough to actually do his job. But he found no peace all day. His brain had gotten used to daily relief, daily indulgence, endless fantasies of Sylvia—and it did not take denial well.

Even as they ate by the campfire, his thoughts kept gnawing at him. Why had Sylvia reacted so calmly to the discovery of his lechery? Why did she carry such a contraption among her few possessions? Why did his punishment feel like heaven? How long was his dick meant to stay like this?

They spoke little that night. Another form of punishment? he wondered.

But the true test came in the dark. No release. No escape. No mindless relief. He would’ve climaxed at least four times by now. Four doses of pleasure denied, his body kept straining toward a peak it couldn’t reach. By dawn, his eyes burned and his thoughts felt raw. He hadn’t slept for a heartbeat. But it wasn’t sleep he needed. Twenty-four hours had passed since his brain got its last reprieve.

A single look from Sylvia told him everything. Her gaze lingered just long enough to make it obvious: she knew exactly what was wrong with him. His dick throbbed in its cage in response to that knowing look, mixing pain and pleasure into one maddening cocktail.

Sylvia walked over, leaned close, and murmured, “If you want to, I can take it off right now.” Her hand settled on the bulge of his shorts as if she were checking the ripeness of fruit.

Kiko’s breath caught. He shook his head and forced out a firm, definitive, “No.”

Sylvia smiled and let her fingers linger a moment longer before she moved away, leaving Kiko to stare at the ground and contemplate his own answer.

Why had he said no? Didn’t he want to jerk off to her? When had denial started to feel exciting? Why was he now craving her explicit permission to pleasure himself and the idea of doing so without her approval grew almost unthinkable? Why was he now eagerly waiting for what she would to next while he was caged?

The questions tormented a mind never meant for feelings this complicated. He exhaled hard, wishing Sylvia would simply pin him against a tree and fuck him from behind until his thoughts went blank.

Instead, Sylvia suddenly flashed to his side and slammed him down as a dagger hissed through the air, slicing past the exact space where his head had been a heartbeat earlier. Kiko hit the ground so hard he was sure his button nose had flattened to a button’s width.

“Bah,” a gruff voice sounded from the trees ahead. “And I was looking forward to rabbit stew.”

Kiko looked up and saw a feral wolf-man step out of the brush. He was tall and broad-shouldered, armed to the teeth—including his literal deadly-sharp teeth. His fur was clumped and uneven, flesh scarred in a dozen places, but it was his sheer, brutal size that made for a scary impression on the feeble harekin.

“You have your priorities mixed,” Sylvia said as she stepped in front of Kiko. “That was your one chance at a surprise attack.”

“Heh.” The wolf-man’s grin showed too many teeth. “I know better than to think it’d be enough to bring down Sylvia Lightbane.” He drew a massive claymore, the blade’s weight announced by the way it dragged the air. “I just didn’t want my supper running off during our fight.”

“Getting ahead of yourself, aren’t you?” Sylvia said, drawing her blade in response.

“I suppose it’s a poor way to thank him for leading me to you,” the wolf-man said with a low chuckle as he advanced.

Leading—? The word struck Kiko like a punch, and he went cold. The trail. The scent. The very thing Sylvia had warned him about. I led him to her. Sylvia had remedied it far too late, only because she’d been too considerate of his selfish needs. His fingers tore at the grass. He knew, from what he’d witnessed with the brigands, that if she had to draw her blade, it meant it was serious.

“You will regret picking up our trail,” Sylvia said before she vanished from Kiko’s sight. The next time he saw her, she was already colliding with the wolf-man’s claymore, clash of steel tearing through the forest and vibrating through the ground.

Sylvia moved nothing like she had with the brigands. She’d been fast then, yes, but now she moved with deadly purpose, every strike carrying enough force to fell a tree. Kiko could hardly believe that this was the same woman he’d seen basking beneath a waterfall. The one with those voluptuous, womanly shapes. The same woman who’d smiled at him so playfully.

This was her other side. The one who could unleash at any moment. The dangerous side Kiko craved unleashed on himself. His dick throbbed against his cage as he watched her muscles tighten. Her arms and shoulders braced as she parried that massive claymore, thighs flexing as she drove forward and forced the wolf-man back. And more than once, despite her speed, Kiko caught the passing outline of the shape of her thick cock beneath her gear, as if his caged member and hers were connected by some invisible force.

And that connection brought Kiko ease. Even with the wolf-man’s feral snarls and the brutal power of his swings, fear loosened its grip on Kiko as he lay pressed into the grass. That unseen connection of their dicks told him she would not lose. The woman who’d saved him twice would come back to him.

“Ghaah!” the wolf-man roared in pain as Sylvia landed a devastating blow. He tumbled through the forest, his armor tearing up dirt. His claymore slipped from his shaking grip, and before he could recover, Sylvia was on him. She planted her boot firmly on his chest and pressed her blade to his thick, furred neck.

“W-Wait,” he gasped, panic finally cracking his bravado. “I yield. I yield!”

“You dare beg for mercy after trying to strike from the shadows at an unarmed innocent?” Sylvia asked with disgust in her sharp eyes. “I don’t think so.”

“Wait—!” Kiko shouted as he stumbled to his feet and ran toward them. “Don’t kill him!”

Sylvia glanced back at him, blade still at the wolf-man’s neck. “…You would show him mercy after he tried to kill you?”

“I don’t want you to soil your hands with his blood,” Kiko pleaded, breathless. “Don’t kill him for my sake. Spare him for my sake.”

“Why?” Sylvia asked, and there was genuine curiosity on her face.

“I…” The words caught in his throat. He blushed again. Did he dare say it? But if he were to make a genuine plea, honesty was his only option. And so he blurted, “I find you even sexier when you overpower your opponents so completely that you don’t even need to kill them.”

Sylvia’s expression went blank for a moment. Then she laughed heartily.

“Hear that, wolfie?” she said, still laughing as she turned back and pressed her heavy boot harder into the wolf-man’s back. “A wolf spared by a rabbit. What an amusing thought.” Her smile sharpened. “Won’t you say thank you for his mercy?”

“Thank you,” the wolf-man mumbled into the dirt.

“Can’t hear you.” Sylvia ground her boot into his spine.

“Thank you!!” he cried out.

“That’s better.” Sylvia’s gaze dropped to his leg, and her blade flashed through the air.

“AAGHH!?” the wolf-man screamed, bucking in the dirt as pain tore through him.

“That will keep you from any more foolish actions for the time being,” Sylvia said calmly, wiping her blade as if she’d merely trimmed a thread. “Tie it tight. Don’t move from this spot for a few days while it heals. After that, limp back whence you came, get plenty of rest, and you’ll be as good as new before you know it. But”—her voice turned to ice—“cross our path again, and I’ll make a pelt out of you.”

“You won’t see me again, I swear!” he cried, suddenly earnest.

“Wonderful,” Sylvia said with a pleased smile. “Now be a good pup and don’t. move. a. muscle.” She glanced over her shoulder. “Kiko, let’s go.”

“R-Right,” Kiko stammered, but before he could even take a step, Sylvia caught his arm and pulled him along.

She didn’t say another word as they left at a faster pace, but her expression was something to behold. It wasn’t just satisfaction. It was hunger. An almost lazy smile on a woman who was on her way to a well-earned feast. And somehow Kiko had a thrilling feeling it wasn’t food she was hungry for, and his dick pressed against its cage in excited response.

Kiko had no idea how long they walked. Time ceased to exist when he was in Sylvia’s orbit. Despite their pace, he didn’t tire. How could he? She was holding him, guiding him, her warmth and strength feeding him through the contact alone. His heart hammered, but not from the march. It was from the way his mind kept vividly showing Sylvia unleashing her hunger upon him.

Whenever he looked up, it was impossible not to stare at her huge breasts that shifted heavily beneath her armor only inches from his face. And whenever he tried to avert his eyes and drifted lower, he found an even more captivating sight: the bulge that stayed in the corner of his vision, constant as a promise, as if it pressed forward only to torture him. He never noticed that Sylvia had caught every single one of his shameless glances.

“Ghuh—!?” Kiko’s breath got knocked out of him when Sylvia suddenly shoved him back against a thick tree. The bark bit into his shoulders. He whimpered in delight at her overwhelming strength as Sylvia loomed over him, close enough that he could feel her heat.

“You know whose fault that was,” Sylvia said. It wasn’t a question.

“Y-Yes,” Kiko answered, nodding hard as he stared up at her commanding figure that knew no rivals in strength or beauty.

“And how will you take responsibility for it?” she asked.

Kiko knew the answer instantly. When a towering, hung futa corners you like that, with the strength and hunger of a dragon and a gleam in her eye that sees straight through you, there can only ever be one response. Hesitation was unthinkable. Not when he wanted it as badly as any man had ever wanted anything. Anything less would’ve been a lie.

Meeting the eyes that were already devouring him, Kiko slid along the tree until he was on his knees, mouth open wide, and stuck out his tongue.

“What a good bunny,” she said, sliding her armored skirt aside and peeling back the cloth that covered the prize Kiko coveted, revealing a thick shaft already well over a foot long. It swelled in her fist, lengthening and thickening as she guided it toward Kiko’s lips.

“H-haah~” Kiko’s breath hitched at the sight. He’d seen it once already, but from too far away, and not nearly for long enough. Now it was right in his face: veins roping along the heavy girth, hardening, pulsing. Fresh off the fight, its musky heat was intoxicating.

He lunged for it mouth-first, but Sylvia’s hand snapped to his head and shoved him back against the tree.

“Hhnuu~~” Kiko whimpered. A cruel torment it was to reveal such a delicious cock, only to keep it out of his reach. His caged dick pressed hard against its restraints, throbbing for freedom. If he weren’t locked up, he’d already be jerking himself to the fastest climax of his life.

“Did I allow you to touch it?” Sylvia asked.

“N-no—” Kiko answered right as she smacked his cheek with it anyway. She put no force behind it. A lazy tap as she toyed with him. But the sheer weight and thickness of it landing across his face nearly made him cum on the spot.

“That’s right,” she said with a pleased grin. “Your eagerness is well received, but how many mouths do you think have watered for this cock in my lifetime?”

“T-thousands,” Kiko rasped through ragged breaths, leaning forward as far as her grip allowed, desperate to catch her smell if he couldn’t catch the cock itself.

“Thousands,” Sylvia echoed. “And you tried to put your lips on it without even asking permission.”

“I’m sorry,” Kiko breathed, apologizing directly to her rising cock. His body still strained toward it, he couldn’t help it, and only her strong hand kept him from gagging himself on it right then.

“I’m sorry my lechery put your cock in danger,” he continued, mesmerized by that swelling, hot tip that looked like it could dislocate his jaw. “I’m sorry for trying to suck it without your permission. I’m sorry for masturbating all day, day after day, while thinking of your cock.”

He ground his hips in place, his dick fighting against its restraints, hardening despite the tight confinement as he remembered jerking himself stupid to fantasies of being used by the very cock now hovering in front of his face.

“But I’m just a weak little harekin,” he choked, voice trembling. He pressed his head into her palm like a pet begging for approval, his need to suck her driving him half-mad. “I need your strength. I need your strong cock. Please let me make up for my mistakes. Please let me pleasure your cock. Please let me kiss it. Please let me lick it. Please stuff my mouth with it and use me however you desire for the pleasure of your cock. All that frustration from being put in danger, all that unfulfilled rage because of my selfishness—let it out on me. I’m yours. In any way you desire—”

Kiko’s words broke off when Sylvia released his head, and he was finally freed to lunge for her cock.

“Ghhhh~!” The harekin choked instantly, struggling just to force the swollen head of her giant cock past his eager lips and into his untrained, unstretched, tiny mouth.

“Don’t give up so easily,” Sylvia purred, watching the tears bead at the corners of his eyes.

Her words of encouragement did wonders. Indeed, how could he give up right at the moment when his wish had finally been granted? He stole a breath while he could, exhaled hard, and on the next inhale he pushed forward again, taking inch after inch and stretching his jaw until that thick, hot weight pressed hard against the back of his throat.

“GHluuuhk~~!” Kiko’s entire frame trembled, and his eyes rolled back as he stretched out his own mouth on her giant girth. But despite the suffocating discomfort that stole his ability to breathe, his caged cock still pulsed and throbbed, pressing hard against the metal just like Sylvia’s cock pressed hard against his throat.

The two restricted cocks merged as one in Kiko’s mind, and wishing to set them free, he pushed further still, swallowing on instinct, as he put all the strength his feeble body could muster toward his one deviant desire: to break both their cocks free of their constraints as he brought them both to climax.

“Ghhluuhuhk~~” Wet, debauched noises tore from his throat as his unshakable need drove him on, stretching his accepting throat wider than anyone would have ever imagined.

Kiko’s thoughts instantly went blank when Sylvia’s cock finally plunged deep, sinking inch after inch as it bulged out his throat through squelching gurgles of the blissfully mind-wiped, trembling harekin. Pleasure washed over him as the cocks broke through their pressing constraints—or so he thought. All he knew was the tingling rush that lit in his groin and swept through his body. He whimpered and moaned around Sylvia’s thick cock as the pulsing warmth between his legs made every digit and hair on his body curl in pleasure as he basked in the most pleasureful climax of his life.

“What a cute thing you are,” Sylvia said, watching his long ears flop and loop as his eyes rolled farther back into his skull and his throat clamped tight around her. Her smile turned hungry. “You do understand I want a taste of that pleasure too, since you offered so kindly.”

And with those words, she grabbed his face with both hands and started fucking his throat.

The forest filled with debauched gurgles and wet, inhuman squelching as the dark elf futa took what she wanted. And Kiko gladly gave it. Every thrust flashed his mind pure white again, keeping the harekin floating endlessly in that warm, tingly sea of mind-wiped delight. His arms fell powerless at his sides, swaying with the force of her hips, while his hips did little swaying motions of their own, thrusting toward the pleasure afterglow, chasing the high his caged dick still basked in while a pleasant warmth settled in his shorts.

“G-huh—” Sylvia’s grip tightened. Her thrusts turned heavier, sharper, and Kiko felt the swelling throb building in her cock, making him whimper weakly around the pressure as her heat surged through his lips and her entire length started pumping, thick pulses flowing through his mouth and throat, sending a surging torrent of thick heat straight into his belly. Kiko’s hands reached toward that heat as he held both palms pressed to his belly, taking in her never-ending torrent.

Before the pulses even fully eased, Sylvia yanked her cock back, snapping Kiko back into focus with crystal—just in time to see that obscene thickness slide free, smeared in his drool, and then fire another heavy shot of cum that splattered across the tiny bridge of his button nose.

That rope was followed by another, and another.

“Aahn!” Kiko opened wide, sloppy tongue out as he tried to catch each thick rope of seed into his messy mouth while the dark elf painted his face. He swallowed whatever landed in his mouth and basked in the smell and heat of her potent cum sliding across his skin. She was marking him as hers. And Kiko made sure to smear her cum across every inch of his face to further seal her claim before he leaned in to clean her cock while his creamed face glistened in the sun.

Before the day was over, Sylvia used his mouth again. Kiko gladly gave himself to her, and even though his dick didn’t climax again inside the cage, the high of her using his mouth like a pussy was even better than that first time he leaked into his shorts as he watched her beneath the waterfall while sniffing her shirt.

His dick no longer fought the restraint. He felt Sylvia’s training already bearing fruit. As if his dick had learned that true pleasure came from denial and submission, it gladly stayed limp and obedient whenever his mouth wasn’t stuffed with Sylvia’s girth—quietly saving up what little seed his puny balls could muster, waiting for the moment her cock dominated him so thoroughly that he’d climax just from getting used by her.

But when morning came, it already swelled hard against the metal with the learned anticipation of his morning feeding. Day after day, Sylvia used his mouth to relieve her natural futanari needs, fucking his throat like a sleeve, making him whimper and gurgle while his caged dick grew increasingly restless, throbbing against the bars, desperate to break free.

And it wasn’t only his dick that grew restless. Kiko began to ache in his other hole. The one Sylvia’s cock still had not graced. How long did it take for him to learn to start sleeping without shorts? At first, he thought maybe he could tempt her into using him there too, give pleasure to her eyes by watching his caged dick bounce up and down while she fucked his throat. But it didn’t take long before his hand drifted back on its own—before he started using his overflowing spit as lube, fingering himself while Sylvia used his mouth.

Please make me cum, Kiko begged while he choked on her thick cock. Why can’t I cum?

His finger pushed faster and deeper into his needy ass. His dick ached and throbbed and tingled. Every session brought him closer, each one promised to be the one where his brain finally drowned in the euphoric bliss of cock and cum.

But he never came, not since that first throatfuck. And each time Sylvia’s cum warmed his belly, it left him increasingly hornier and more desperate for the next session, the one where he’d finally get his much-needed release.

His silent begging grew increasingly desperate and utterly shameless. He rubbed against her. Looked up at her with the eyes of a starving cum-slut that needed her guts rearranged. His little dick thrashed in its cage as she throat-fucked him thrice per day, turning him into a perfect cock-sleeve until he started cumming in his mind, flashing white as she filled him over and over, even if his body couldn’t quite cross that last barrier.

Sylvia made sure to mark his face every time. And Kiko made sure to collect every drop—most of it to swallow, and a little extra to slick his fingers for that other needy hole, pushing deeper while looking into her eyes as he silently begged her to finally fill him there, too. He knew that would be the moment his dick would finally overcome that last hump.

He spent his dreams getting fucked by Sylvia rough and hard, his body and mind waiting for the inevitable final reward. The best reward a futa could give to a needy little cock-sleeve.

By the time they finally neared the city, Kiko was sure Sylvia’s cum had so thoroughly permeated his body that every cock in town would know he was her property.




Chapter 5

Kiko caught the looks from passing townsfolk even before they reached the city gates. Sylvia was met exactly as he’d expected—awe, suspicion, and outright lechery. Men turned their heads as she passed. Women watched with tight, jealous eyes. Kiko had no doubt that plenty of men would be thinking about Sylvia later, alone, with a hand around their cock.

He couldn’t fault them, not after the way he had masturbated to her every chance he got. The difference was that Kiko knew what they didn’t. Sylvia was futa. Kiko found himself wondering how many of them would still want her if they learned it. And how many would want her more because of it.

Well, you can’t have her! Kiko declared silently. No matter how many men and women would crave and beg for Sylvia’s cock, it was his mouth she used to take care of her needs.

Still, as he caught their lustful gazes, a different fear prickled up his spine. What if she chose another pet? He couldn’t allow it! He could no longer imagine spending a day without her.

I have to make her cock mine! Whatever it takes!

“Whoa, you see that?” a pair of men whispered as they passed, pointing openly.

“A dark elf, this far east?”

“And a beauty at that.”

“And who’s that girl with her?”

“I’m pretty sure it’s a guy. You never know with these harekin. But… ” the speaker not so subtly nodded toward Kiko’s shorts, and both of them snickered. “Her ‘fun-time’ pet?”

If only, Kiko sulked. Their mistaking him for a girl didn’t upset him; he was used to that. By now it almost felt like a compliment. What he wasn’t used to was being identified so easily by the bulge in his shorts. A bulge that would normally go unnoticed, now made just a little more obvious by the cage around his dick, making his girth look larger than it really was.

“Non-bounty hunters aren’t permitted inside,” Sylvia said as they stopped in front of a bounty hall. “I won’t take long, but—here.” She casually pressed five silver coins into Kiko’s hand. “Treat yourself to whatever you want. We’ll meet here in an hour.”

“Alright,” Kiko said, nodding as he clutched the coins and watched her go in.

Five silver, he counted them again by cracking his fingers open just enough to peek without flashing the money to anyone watching. It was more than he’d ever held at once. Enough to live carefree for over a month. He closed his fist quickly and tightly.

The gesture was generous. But coins weren’t what he wanted from Sylvia.

A pet, Kiko thought, remembering the men’s words. I… almost am… His frustration wasn’t at being called her pet. Gods, he wished he were her pet. But…

Shouldn’t a futa’s pet be used more thoroughly than just for blowjobs?

The thought sank its teeth into him as he wondered if he was somehow at fault. He scanned the long main street, lined wall-to-wall with shops and stalls—then his gaze snagged and locked on one storefront so hard that he knew he’d made up his mind in a heartbeat. A certain store he never dared enter before. Even with his soft, pretty appearance that meant most people wouldn’t blink twice at him going in.

Kiko tightened his grip on the coins. His mind hardened around a single goal. Whatever it takes! He walked into the women’s clothing shop like he belonged there.

An hour later, Sylvia stepped out of the bounty hall and found him waiting where they’d agreed.

“I hope my cute bunny wasn’t harassed too much while he waited for me,” she said as she approached.

“N-not at all,” Kiko replied quickly, awkwardly trying to hide a new package behind his back.

“And what do you have there?” Sylvia asked, her grin turning cheeky.

“Oh, nothing,” Kiko said, then immediately made it worse. “Just… some stuff.” He blushed like the first time he’d seen her.

“No need to be ashamed,” Sylvia laughed. “I gave you that money to spend however you pleased. There were no wrong choices.” She tipped her head toward the street. “Anyway, my business here is settled. I think it’s time we rest properly after so many days on the road.”

Rest.

Kiko followed her, the word echoing in his head. He’d gotten so used to sleeping in the wild he’d almost forgotten there were other options. When was the last time he’d slept in a real bed? The last room he’d rented had reeked of mold, and a pile of damp hay could hardly be called a mattress.

But when Sylvia nudged him through intricately carved doors into a near-sparkling gilded guesthouse, Kiko knew they wouldn’t be sleeping on hay tonight.

“Your best room,” Sylvia said, planting a gold coin on the counter.

Kiko’s breath caught as the shining coin lay there for a heartbeat on the polished wood before the neatly dressed clerk swept it up. Any room in this place would’ve been far better than anything he’d ever slept in. And now… the best?

He could hardly imagine it.

An attendant guided them up to the second floor. Carved steps. Clean carpets. Kiko winced at the thought of his road-dirty boots touching them, though Sylvia didn’t share his concern. Apparently, spotless floors were part of what they were paying for.

At the door, the attendant opened it with a bow, and inside—

“Ah,” Kiko breathed, going utterly still.

Tall windows stretched nearly from floor to ceiling, their frames worked with delicate patterns that caught the light like dull gold. A platter of fruit waited on a carved table, set as if they were expected. And the bed—wide enough that even seven-foot-tall Sylvia could sprawl across it however she pleased. Kiko wondered if this was how nobles lived.

“Enjoy your stay,” the attendant said, and the door clicked shut behind them.

“I’ll go wash up after our long journey,” Sylvia said as the footsteps faded down the hall.

“Alright,” Kiko nodded, fighting to maintain as neutral an expression as possible so as not to give away that this was exactly the opportunity he had hoped for, even if every fiber of his being wanted to be washing up with her.

“Hm.” Sylvia tapped a finger to her lip as she studied him. “And here I thought you’d be begging to come with me.”

Kiko tried and failed to hide his blush under her amused gaze. Then, as if she’d decided to humor him, Sylvia turned away and opened the door to the adjoining washroom. Kiko caught a glimpse of tiled floors, pale stone, and his own reflection in a broad mirror before she closed the door behind her.

Kiko had only heard of places like this. Luxuries reserved for nobility, where a suite came with a private washing room and a bedroom big enough for several families. But he had no time to waste. He dropped his bag and pulled out his purchase, hurrying to change while the sound of running water began beyond the door.

He imagined Sylvia naked beneath the water, just like that first time at the waterfall. In his mind, he so vividly saw those streams sliding down her heavy breasts that he salivated at the thought of her washing the cock he’d be choking on before long. It was never dirty to him. He liked being the one to clean it for her, especially when it was steeped in her battle-sweat musk. She was his unstoppable champion, and he was her loyal pet.

When the door finally opened, Sylvia stepped out naked, a white towel draped over her shoulders. Long strands of wet hair clung to her face and her breasts, tracing silver lines down her dark skin—and her cock was already half-hard.

Kiko’s heart fluttered at the thought that Sylvia must have been thinking about him, too, while she washed. He was so ecstatic at the idea of the futa dark elf getting hard while thinking about him that, for a moment, he forgot about the sight he’d prepared for her. But Sylvia’s halted step, and the way her expression shifted into slow surprise, reminded him of it.

For once, Kiko was the one who left Sylvia speechless.

The suite didn’t lack big mirrors, and they made it impossible to miss what had stunned her. Kiko had used them to full advantage, checking his reflection again and again until every detail was exactly how he wanted it.

He wore a tight little red dress with a fluttered skirt and an open back. He might have lacked the muscle to swing a sword, but his body made up for it in other ways. Slim, narrow-waisted, with a toned back that invited rivers of cum to flow across the length of his spine. He could offer neither the pecs of a warrior nor the full breasts of a woman, but the shop clerk had helped him choose a cut that fit his slender frame so perfectly it almost suggested a petite swell of an A-cup chest.

The skirt barely covered his ass, and the clerk had wisely insisted thigh-high stockings were a must to achieve what he desired. At first Kiko had been baffled by how quickly she’d guessed his purpose, but luckily Sylvia had fucked the shyness out of him. He’d simply nodded at every suggestion with burning cheeks. Heels were non-negotiable, or so she’d said, as was a black choker tight against his throat to contrast his pale skin and help tie everything together.

Thinking back on it, the clerk had seemed both eager and excited to help dress him for seduction. Kiko had a feeling it wasn’t just because he’d had silver to spend. And now, seeing Sylvia’s reaction, he understood: the clerk had known exactly what she was doing.

Sylvia tossed her towel aside, crossed the room in swift, long strides, lifted him by the waist, and kissed him right on the lips.

“Pwhuaaah~” Kiko breathed into Sylvia’s hot mouth, trembling under the sheer decisiveness of it. She didn’t ask. She didn’t wait. She just grabbed him like he was hers, lifted him like a doll, and claimed his lips.

Our kiss! Our first real kiss!! Kiko’s dick jerked in its cage, and the wave of pleasure that flooded him was almost enough to make him climax right there in her arms.

She definitely knew what she was doing, Kiko thought of the shop clerk, and that was the last coherent thought he managed before Sylvia’s tongue slid into his mouth and wiped his mind clean of anything that wasn’t Sylvia.

His tongue met hers instantly, and they tangled in a hungry dance of passion. It took everything Kiko had not to climb her body, wrap himself around that powerful frame as tightly as he could, and hump against her like an animal, begging to be railed.

Sylvia didn’t even sway. She simply held him up as if he weighed nothing. Kiko felt her cock rise. It brushed his fluttered skirt, then for a heartbeat met his caged little dick. That brief contact was, again, almost enough to tip him over the edge as it throbbed and jerked in response, but Sylvia’s cock ignored it and rose higher. It pressed into his belly from the outside while Kiko purred with the need to feel it smash into him from the inside.

“P-Please,” he breathed weakly between their hot, wet kisses, and she set him down that very second.

“Hahn,” Kiko moaned when his feet touched the floor, but he had no strength in his legs after such passionate kisses with the dark elf goddess. His knees buckled and he sank beneath her, ending up with his face right in front of the thick, hard cock that had been teasing his belly.

Kiko’s mouth watered as he stared like a starving man at the thick veins that snaked across the shaft in front of his eyes. He got no time to enjoy the sight. Without teasing, without games, Sylvia gripped his face and drove straight into his cock-starved mouth.

“Khhhhlk~!” Kiko’s eyes flew wide at the sudden thrust that stuffed his throat so deep and full he could’ve sworn he felt her cock reach to his lungs. The tip of his own dick tingled as it pressed against his cage, while warm pleasure pushed through the suffocating stuffing and flashed into his brain.

And Sylvia did not stay still. With the same intensity she’d claimed his mouth, she started thrusting: pulling and pushing, using his thin, trained throat like a sleeve for her pleasure while his eyes watered and his whole body trembled.

Kiko’s hands flew behind him. He hooked his fingers beneath the black panties he hadn’t shown Sylvia yet, pulled them aside, and pushed two fingers into himself.

He was far naughtier than he was ready to admit. After getting dressed, he’d had just enough time to lube up his ass with the special lube the shop clerk had sold him with a wink that had made his ears go hot. And now, with his horny arousal blasting past all reason, his needy hole took two fingers with a greedy swallow as he started fingering himself and stretching his ass further while Sylvia stretched the limits of his esophagus.

The squelching was loud enough to hide any lewd plunging sounds his fingers and cock-starved ass might have produced. He pushed in a third finger, then a fourth—two with each hand—actively stretching his hole wide.

He’d quickly grown addicted to fingering himself while getting his throat fucked by Sylvia, but today wasn’t like those other days, when he just fingered himself in hopes of reliving that hands-free orgasm inside the cage. Today, he was readying himself for an experience of a lifetime.

His throat might have covered the sound, but Kiko would’ve been a fool to think Sylvia hadn’t noticed both arms reaching behind him, hands busy beneath the flutter of his skirt. He wasn’t a fool. He was counting on her noticing it.

“And what is my little bunny toy doing yet again?” Sylvia asked as she eased her thrusts and slowly started to pull out.

“Ghhnh—!” The drag of her fat cock made his entire body jerk. His fingers sank even deeper into his hole. And the more his throat clung to her pulling cock, the more his ass clenched at his fingers, trying to mimic that same feeling while wishing for that cock to finally plunge inside.

“Pthlaaah~~” Kiko gasped with a satisfied exhale when Sylvia finally freed his mouth, dragging thick strands of sticky slop out of his used throat. She grinned with pleased satisfaction at her eager toy as she smeared her cock all over his face, coating him in his own lewdness while Kiko stuck out his tongue and licked whenever he could reach.

But this time wasn’t like the others. Sylvia noticed it too. Of course she did. It was the reason she’d pulled out of her cute, dressed-up bunny’s throat in the first place. And it was especially obvious now, with her dick pressed to her toy’s face: that naughty, mischievous grin, unlike any Kiko had worn before.

Kiko pulled back from her cock, turned over, and slowly crawled toward the edge of the absurdly huge bed. He kept his eyes on Sylvia as he moved, exaggerating the sway of his hips so his fluffy bunny tail danced and his too-short skirt flared just enough to flash the underside of his perky cheeks.

He knew she knew what he’d been doing with the hole beneath that skirt. And he crawled just far enough to trigger a hunter’s instinct, but not nearly far enough so she couldn’t see every tiny little detail when he reached the bed’s edge. There, he hauled himself up by the silky sheets and arched his toned, bare back like a bow to make the futa imagine plowing him from behind and blasting her load across that arched, naked spine.

Only when he was in the perfect position to be used like a slut did Kiko reach back, catch the hem of his skirt, and lift it slowly like a curtain, revealing the ass that had been begging for Sylvia’s cock so desperately all this time, and the sheer, embroidered panties he’d bought.

“Hnaah~” Kiko moaned as he raised the skirt over his smooth cheeks, letting the light catch the slick shine of the lube he’d already spread there so generously. His patterned panties had slid back into place, so he tugged them aside again, baring his warmed-up entrance.

But despite the needy noises he made, Kiko didn’t speak. With his head resting on the bed’s edge, he simply looked back at his futa mistress as he spread himself for her. His gaze dropped to her cock when he sank two fingers into his hole and pulled it open, gaping himself wide as he showed the dark tunnel that contrasted his pale skin.

Kiko knew that no matter how far he stretched, he would never be truly ready until Sylvia’s cock broke him in properly. He just needed to warm himself as much as he could, and that he did. And with her cock lubed with his thick throatslop, with his pretty, girly ass framed by black stockings and a red skirt, panties to the side, and his dick dangling helplessly in its cage, he had made a present of himself that no hungry futa could resist.

And Sylvia didn’t resist.

She strode forward, grabbed his hips, and yanked them up toward her cock.

“Hoh—” Kiko lost his breath when Sylvia suddenly hauled his hips far above his head. With only his face and hands braced against the bed and his legs dangling uselessly in the air, he only had the time for a single thought.

Finally.

“HOOooo—!?” With a single overwhelming thrust, Sylvia punched the air straight out of him. Kiko’s mind went white as pleasure and pain surged together before tipping into pure bliss so fast it made cum on the spot as his dick erupted with hot joy inside its tight confinement. Thick streams of divine euphoria rushed through his caged dick, shooting rope after rope of cum through the tiny hole, through his panties, straight into the sheets where he braced with his face. Wave after wave of ecstasy shot into his brain, forever addicting the harekin to Sylvia’s cock in a single brutal lesson.

“Bhlhaaahhh~” Kiko made animal sounds, losing any ability to speak. His whole body trembled ceaselessly in Sylvia’s grip, vibrating around her cock, stimulating it however it could in return for the heaven she was forcing into him.

Don’t end! That was Kiko’s only wish. More! He would’ve begged if he could, but all he managed was a slack, ruined, drooling grin and breathless moans against the bedding while high above him Sylvia tightened her hold, drew back, and dragged through his insides in a way that sent more madness rippling through him—

Then she thrust again.

“HNHhhooOO~~”

Kiko’s noises somehow managed to grow increasingly inhuman with every stroke. Each dragging pull through his insides sent warm tingling shivers up his spine that made him purr like a kitten. And each slam drove out a guttural howl as his mind flashed white again, and his caged, dangling, swinging dick leaked a few more drops of cum that flew in every direction. Some landed onto the sheets, some onto the floor, and a few more splashed his dress.

“That won’t do,” Sylvia said as she grabbed Kiko by his long bunny ears and dragged his face across the sheets, closer to the edge, closer to the sticky puddles he’d made.

The moment his chin reached them, his tongue was out, and he started licking, furious that so much had already soaked into the fabric. But he did his best to lick and suck up every drop of his seed he could, putting his fingers to work, sweeping up what he could and shoving it into his starved mouth.

“What a cute bunny,” Sylvia chuckled as she tugged his ears harder and lifted his face off the bed.

“Hnaaaah,” Kiko moaned at the sharp pull as he flew through the air and then purred in sheer delight when his ascent ended with his naked back slamming into Sylvia’s bare, heavy tits. Her nipples were hard, pressing against his toned back, and he eagerly pressed back. Meanwhile, gravity took its toll and dragged him downward, sinking onto the cock that was far too big to fit, yet still he somehow managed to fit another inch, despite how impossible it felt.

“Don’t worry,” Sylvia whispered into his pulled ears, turning his face. “I’ll feed you plenty of cum.”

They kissed again. Hotter. Wetter. Swapping the remnants of his seed as Sylvia ripped his panties off, grabbed his hips again, pulled back, and thrust up.

“Hhhhmmm~” Kiko’s muffled cries vanished into her mouth, and she swallowed them all, then thrust again and again, fucking the sweet harekin’s moans out of him while her hard cock swelled to fuck something hot and salty into him.

Kiko felt it coming. His own dick tingled in response, bouncing beneath his red fluttered skirt, thrashing in its cage, leaking tiny little drops of cum while the thick, hard, hot pole fucked him so deep he felt it against his belly.

“You want my cum?” Sylvia asked.

“I do!” Kiko cried.

“Say it!” Sylvia commanded, and her hand slid under his skirt, closing around his little caged dick.

“I want your cum!” Kiko moaned, unable to think past the depth and speed of her throbbing cock. “I want your cum inside me! I want you to shoot your cum inside me! To fill me up! To fuck me up! Please cum inside me, please cum—!”

A quiet click sounded. He instantly knew what it was: Sylvia had unlocked the cage. It flew off his dick, and something else clicked inside his brain.

Sylvia’s cock pulsed as she slammed so deep into him that he felt fucked throughout his whole body. Kiko’s freed cock snapped up into the air, hardening in its freedom, and he shot a thick rope of cum into the air just as a mighty surge of heat blasted through him and filled up his insides.

“Hhhhhooooooooooooooo~~” Kiko howled and moaned and screamed as pretty white fireworks burst behind his eyes. He convulsed all over Sylvia’s giant futa cock while she grabbed his freed dick and jerked it with the same ruthless intensity she’d been fucking him with—milking rope after rope from his perked-up little balls, his body somehow finding more and more seed to throw into the air and streak across the sheets of their gigantic bed.

And all the while, Sylvia kept unloading more cum deep inside him. He was addicted to it. He loved it—the feeling of being jacked off and cumming without end while his futa goddess used his tight body to jack off herself and fill him to the brim with so much heat he thought it was about to pour out of his mouth.

“YUEAASHHhhh!!” Kiko cried deliriously, cumming ceaselessly, wishing for this feeling to go on forever. It almost felt like his body had been pumped so full of Sylvia’s hot cum that his own cock was firing just to relieve the pressure.

“Oh, I did promise to feed you, didn’t I?” Sylvia purred slyly as she tightened her grip and aimed Kiko’s cock toward his face.

“Ooohn!” Kiko stuck out his tongue and started lapping at his own cum as it kept spurting from his dick and splattering all across his mouth and cheeks.

He watched his own ropes flying out of his tiny dick in dumb, disbelieving awe, as if Sylvia’s hand were magic—commanding his cock to produce without end. Her hand and her cock worked him in unison, conquering him completely, making him hers until the end of time.

“Hm. Let me try that,” Sylvia said, and tipped his dick just enough to catch a few ropes into her own mouth.

“Delicious,” she said, licking her lips.

Then she adjusted her grip again, made Kiko spill another thick rope across his tongue, and kissed him. Her tongue surged deep as she made out with her bunny, swapping his cum while she let his dick spray cum all over them both. It splattered his dress white, streaked his face, streaked her face, painted their lips for them to lick it all up between kisses while Kiko’s belly swelled from cock and cum stuffed inside him.

When the pulses finally slowed, when the shivers began to fade, Kiko was utterly spent. Drenched in the smell of his own cum, milked past anything he’d ever imagined possible, he hung there helplessly, arms and legs dangling slack, his body supported by the firm, unyielding strength of Sylvia’s cock still lodged deep inside him.

Kiko purred weakly, trading slow, loving kisses with Sylvia as he rested with his back against her soft breasts. And Sylvia stood there like the divine warrior she was, holding her toy as if he truly were just that—a weightless cock-sleeve, custom-molded for her alone.

Kiko couldn’t have been happier. For the first time, he felt like he was truly Sylvia’s, used thoroughly, the way a futa’s pet should be. His spent dick tingled at the thought that she’d breed him again before the sun went down.

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story.

Join my Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

More Futa books for your enjoyment

Yuuji Everyleaf author page

[image: ]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 confessed now, would the truth shatter his dreams? Or would it unleash a wildfire too thick and raw to withstand?

[image: ]I Summoned My Perfect Dream Futa

Lonely and sexually frustrated, he never expected a late-night impulse buy to change anything, until he summons the ultimate futanari lover: tall, voluptuous, beautiful, and proudly hung.
At first, he takes her exactly the way he’s always fantasized—dominating and submitting her beneath him.
But with every night, the balance shifts. His attention drifts lower. Looking becomes touching. Touching stops being enough. And by the time she stops letting him pretend he’s still in control, he’s already opening himself to her, body and mind, desperate to be used in the way he’s finally admitted he wants.
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