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“Okay, okay,” Aohren said hurriedly as Lanna’s cock slowly began eating his. “I’ll do it.” 

“Wonderful!” Lanna said, pulling back on her prick and releasing his member as she rushed forward to 
hug him tightly. “We’re gonna have so much fun! Come on!” 

Ao swallowed nervously as they got dressed and the hermaphroditic shade-dragoness eagerly led him 
out of the club. 

“I should take my car,” he said as they got outside. 

“You won’t need it, my pet,” Lanna said, giving him a toothy grin as she stroked his face. 

The strength in her palm told him that abandoning his car wasn’t just a suggestion. He reluctantly 
followed her to her vehicle and hopped in the passenger’s seat. She started the engine and made short 
work of getting them to her house. 

Her house was a typical suburban home, brick and siding, two-story, hipped roof—surprisingly ordinary 
for someone who could hypnotize her prey before gobbling them down with her penis. She pulled into the 
garage—surprisingly clean, though Ao didn’t really know what he expected to see—and they got out and 
went inside. Once again, Ao was greeted by a typical domestic setting: she had a nice dining room table 
with matching chairs, a comfortable-looking leather couch—oversized as expected for a dragoness of her 
size—a nice-sized TV, some books on the coffee table…Ao couldn’t get over how normal everything 
seemed, given what he’d just seen at the club. He began to wonder whether maybe he just imagined it. 

“This way, my pet,” Lanna sing-songed, beckoning over her shoulder as she disappeared through a 
doorway. 

Feeling perplexed but a little more at ease, Ao followed her through the doorway and then started on 
seeing a staircase. He followed his hostess down the stairs, which disappeared into darkness and 
seemed to go down forever. The temperature perceptibly cooled as he went, and his feelings of 
reluctance and unease suddenly began to return. 

“Uh…” he said, hesitating. 

“Not much further,” Lanna said, stopping, turning, and waving him forward excitedly. “Come on!” 

Ao swallowed nervously and followed her the rest of the way down. The lights suddenly came on: the red-
tinted wall sconces set against black stones cast an eerie glow around the room that only made the 
furnishings even more alarming. 

Against one wall was a St. Andrew’s cross. Leather cuffs hung from thick chains attached to the wall 
behind it. A spanking bench sat in the corner opposite, and a large rack dominated the middle of the 
room. Against another wall stood a pillory, complete with holes for the victim’s head and hands and 
shackles for his feet. A set of stocks designed to keep the victim on all fours with holes for neck, arms, 
and feet rounded out the furnishings, save for a lonely pair of leather cuffs hanging from dark-colored 
chains that disappeared into the darkness above. 

It was to these chains that Lanna directed Ao. 

“Come on, my pet,” Lanna said pointedly. “Take off your clothes; I’m not done with you, yet!” 

Ao hesitated, but as the shade-dragoness’s clothes came off and he saw her prick pointing straight at 
him, he decided he’d probably better cooperate. 

“Aww, you’re taking too long!” Lanna pouted, but then a grin came over her face. “That’s perfect! Good 
pet! This’ll be fun!” 

She put her hands up, and suddenly long shadows appeared. Ao gasped as they moved towards him 
along the walls. He couldn’t tell what was causing them. Suddenly, they left the surface of the wall and 
extended to him. He yelped in surprise and fear as they reached out and grabbed him by the wrists and 
ankles and lifted him into the air. 
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“Aww, what’s the matter?” Lanna teased, stepping up to him. “You act like you’ve never seen dark 
tentacles before! Don’t worry,” she said, patting his belly reassuringly, “They won’t hurt you. Your clothes, 
however…” 

She snapped her fingers, and Ao cried out as a horde of dark tentacles materialized and began ripping 
his clothes off, one little, jagged piece at a time. The tentacles moved so fast and were so multitudinous 
that he felt the air around him heated up and become turbulent from all the movement. In seconds, he 
was completely naked. A pile of confetti below him was all that remained of his clothes. 

He suddenly sucked in a breath, realizing that in his shock, he’d forgotten to breathe. He swallowed hard 
as the tentacles lurked along the walls, poised like snakes about to strike and waiting for instruction from 
his captor. 

Lanna smiled. “Ooh, that was fun,” she said. “Let’s see what else we can get into!” 

She stepped forward and caressed his balls with her fingers.  

“Hmm,” she said, cocking her head.  

She pointed, and the tentacles moved Ao through the air over to the suspended cuffs and quickly latched 
them around his wrists before retreating for new instructions. 

The air was cooler here away from the frenzied tentacles, and either that or Ao’s nude vulnerability made 
him shiver.  

“Uh…” he said, his breath coming in quick, shallow sips. 

“You keep saying that,” Lanna said sweetly, patting his face roughly. “I’m not going to hurt you, but you 
are my pet after all, and I like to use my pets…” She paused for thought, then smiled. “Roughly,” she said 
in a husky voice. 

Ao shivered harder, his heart pounding as she stepped behind him out of sight. 

“Now, just relax,” she said. 

Ao felt her claws on his skin, tantalizingly sharp but not digging in. His breath caught. The claws moved 
down his body, caressed his buttock, moved over his tail to caress the other, and then moved under his 
tail. 

Though he’d been turned on at the club, Ao was feeling distinctly nervous now, and his tail instinctively 
clamped down, barring entry. 

“Aww,” Lanna pouted, “Come on, now… This will be a lot more fun if you cooperate.” 

Ao swallowed hard and willed himself to relax, but suddenly he felt warm hands all over his legs and tail 
and instinctively clamped down again. 

“Just relax,” Lanna cooed as the warm hands began rubbing him all over. 

Aohren had to admit that the hands felt good, soothing even. He tried not to think about the fact that those 
“hands” were probably those creepy tentacles and instead focused on how they felt. He found himself 
relaxing and didn’t even notice as all those hands slowly moved his tail out of the way and held it fast. 

He did, however, notice when Lanna pressed her cock up against his ass. His eyes bulged. 

“E—easy,” he whimpered. 

“No, that wouldn’t be much fun for me,” Lanna replied, pressing hard against him. 

“There’s…no way that will fit,” Ao breathed. “It’s over a foot in diameter!” 

“No?” 

Aohren gasped. He didn’t know how, but he could feel his ass beginning to dilate. Lanna stepped back, 
and he suddenly felt cool air going into him, making him gasp and moan in surprised pleasure. He wasn’t 
used to feeling so vulnerable, but now that he was experiencing it, it was pretty hot! 
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“It is your first time; I suppose a little foreplay wouldn’t hurt,” Lanna said. “Just don’t get used to it!” 

Ao doubled over slightly, his eyes rolling back in his head as his ass continued to spread open. Suddenly, 
something warm touched him deep inside his bowel. He turned to look over his shoulder and saw one of 
the tentacles extended out toward him. As he watched, another one slithered out towards him and joined 
the other in his ass. He squeezed his eyes closed, a sigh of pleasure escaping his lips as they pulled in 
opposite directions, pulling him open even wider. 

“Oh, thee of little faith,” Lanna teased over his shoulder. 

He felt her warmth behind him and then quivered as her prick once again pressed against his ass—and 
popped inside. 

“Ahh,” Ao moaned, his head sagging and his tongue lolling. 

“I thought you might like that,” Lanna said, rubbing his shoulder affectionately. 

Her grip suddenly tightened, and Ao’s eyes snapped open again. Before he could react, she shoved 
forward and hilted herself inside. He could feel her testes—heavy from their last meal—pressed against 
his ass. Her large breasts pressed against his back, cushioning him as she pulled him back against her. 
He couldn’t breathe; he didn’t know how she got so much of herself inside of him, but there definitely 
wasn’t enough space for air in his lungs with her inside. 

“Ohh, yes,” she said, sighing in pleasure as she slowly pulled out. “You have such a nice ass!” 

Ao shuddered and sucked in a gasp of air, his prick leaking as her member retreated, leaving him feeling 
desperately empty. 

“But I think you can handle bigger,” she said. 

Ao gasped as he felt her press her cock against him again. It was far too wide to fit into him now; it must 
have been 18 inches in diameter! He whimpered as she pressed hard against him. He felt himself 
stretching again, but this time, there was discomfort, too—he could actually feel himself stretching rather 
than just widening, and his skin felt painfully tight. Tears came to his eyes, and his cock shriveled. 

With a sudden lurch, Lanna drove the tip of herself into him. Ao cried out as his ass stretched painfully 
tightly around her, but he felt better almost the instant she was inside. His anus was stretched to the max, 
that was for sure, but it was also incredibly sensitive like this. He could feel every ridge and bump on her 
prick, and as she pushed herself in once more, he felt his penis throb with desire. 

“Such a good pet, responding to your master! Such good manners!” Lanna said, reaching around to pull 
him all the way up against her. “Keep doing that, and I think you’ll earn yourself a little reward!” 

She pulled out and then shoved back inside. Ao gritted his teeth, but though the entry was always 
painful—it felt like her prick got bigger every time she pulled out—he was always rewarded by a wave of 
pleasure once she was in. This repeated for some time, and all the while, Ao’s cock leaked and throbbed, 
precum trailing down his shaft and collecting at his balls before drooling down to the floor. 

“Let’s get you into a more intimate position,” Lanna whispered in his ear. 

She reached up and undid the restraints, and Ao collapsed to his knees, hunched over, his head 
pounding with arousal and anticipation. 

“Right pose, but come on,” Lanna said, smiling and gesturing with her head. 

Ao swallowed and caught his breath before getting up and following her. She led him to the stocks, and 
he obediently got down on all fours. With a snap of Lanna’s fingers, the tentacles snapped all of the 
latches closed, and Ao was trapped, his legs spread widely to give maximum access, so wide that his 
penis would have touched the ground if the whole thing hadn’t been elevated to waist-height. He shivered 
with anticipation as he felt Lanna come near. 

“Be a good pet,” she said. “This will feel…a little intense.” 

Ao’s breath caught, and sweat broke out on his brow. If the last thing she’d done wasn’t intense, what 
was she about to do? 
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He felt her cock pressed against his anus once more. It was smaller this time, and it poked in easily. He 
exhaled, breathing a sigh of relief. 

It might have been a bit too soon to do that. 

Lanna pulled back and slammed forward again, her cock growing once more. Ao saw stars as she 
slammed into him so hard that the stocks inched forward. He gritted his teeth; that pleasurable feeling 
he’d felt while standing was now gone, and it was just discomfort. 

Something brushed his malehood, and he instinctively tried to look down but was thwarted by the stocks. 
Something warm wrapped around him and began to fondle him. 

Another slam against him brought his mind back to his ass. Lanna was deliberately pulling out each time 
and then spreading his anus more with each thrust. Her tempo increased steadily, yet the force of each 
thrust remained the same. Ao found himself breathing in time to her thrusting, trying to brace himself for 
impact. 

Slam, slam, slam, slam! 

Ao’s head swam. His cock throbbed achingly against its warm caresser, straining to make it over the edge 
as his ass buzzed from the friction of Lanna’s cock driving into him as fast as a jackhammer.  

Suddenly, Lanna grabbed his hips and yanked back so hard that the whole stocks slid loudly back against 
her. She buried herself in him, and he suddenly felt a bubble of heat burst inside of him as she orgasmed, 
letting out a triumphant roar as she did. 

Between the incredible feeling of fullness, the burning heat inside of him, and the warmth and friction he 
felt on his member, he felt himself about to orgasm. The feel of Lanna’s cock against his prostate was just 
about to drive him over the edge. 

The sound of breaking glass suddenly caught Lanna’s attention. Without so much as a word, she pulled 
out, leaving Ao gaping even worse than before and feeling desperately frustrated. But before he could 
complain, she had flown up the stairs. Ao whimpered and willed the shadowy tentacles to please finish 
him off, but they all disappeared the second Lanna left. He groaned in frustration, helpless to give himself 
a hand and still feeling sorrowfully empty where Lanna’s enormous dick had just been. 

He heard shouting and thumping, followed by cursing and yelping. There was a series of thuds. Then it 
was silent. Ao swallowed, completely unsure of what had just happened and nervous about Lanna. If 
something had happened to her, what was going to happen to him, trapped down here and unable to get 
out? 

The door at the top of the stairs opened.  

“Ao,” Lanna sing-songed, “We’ve got company!” 

Aohren craned his neck as best he could against the stocks to see as the shade-dragoness coming down 
the stairs, a limp fur on either shoulder and another one following behind as if in a trance. 

“Now, you are going to buckle your friends up on these,” Lanna said to her hypnotized follower, a grizzly 
even taller than she was, “And then you’re going to go lie on that rack right there until I tell you to do 
otherwise.” 

The bear nodded, took a horse off of Lanna’s shoulder, and positioned him on the spanking bench with 
his clothes on. The bear fastened each of the restraints, and he was there to stay. Next, the bear took a 
beagle off Lanna’s other shoulder and carried him to the St. Andrew’s cross. 

“Face him out,” Lanna said as the bear started to restrain him facing the wall. 

The bear silently flipped the beagle around and bound his wrists and ankles to the cuffs attached to the 
wall. Finally, he went to the rack and lay on his back without a word. Lanna snapped her fingers, and 
several tentacles appeared and fastened the bear in place. 

“Better do double restraints on that one,” she said. “He looks pretty strong.” 

The tentacles obediently fastened a second set of chains to each of the cuffs. 
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Lanna snapped again, the tentacles disappeared, and the three interlopers woke up. 

“Holy shit!” the beagle bayed. “What the fuck is going on?!” 

“Wh—why can’t I move?” the horse gasped, immediately fighting at his restraints. “Ungh! I’m stuck!” 

“Where am I?” the bear asked, instinctively leaning forward to get up, but the stout chains held him in 
place. 

“Welcome to my dungeon,” Lanna said pleasantly enough, but her voice was tinged with a hint of 
competent authority. 

“D—dungeon?” the beagle stammered. “Shit…look, uh, we—” 

“Damn you straight to hell, she-devil!” the bear roared. “Free us this instant!” 

“Or what?” Lanna laughed. “You’ll struggle against your restraints some more?” 

“Our backup will tear you a new one when they get here if you harm a single hair on any of us,” the horse 
growled. “Surrender, and they might grant you leniency.” 

“Silly horse, once again, you’ve underestimated me!” Lanna said, shaking her head. “I took the three of 
you down without even summoning my helpers!” 

“H–helpers?” the beagle whimpered. 

“Yes,” Lanna said, snapping her fingers, “Helpers.” 

The whole room writhed in a sea of tentacles. Ao sucked in his breath instinctively as the newcomers all 
screamed. Ao’s eyes bulged at the sight: tentacles and confetti-clothes flew through the air as if someone 
had tossed a handful of rice in the air. In an instant, the others’ clothes were all shredded just as his own 
had been, and the tentacles disappeared, leaving the tiny pieces of clothing to fall to the ground like 
multicolored snow. 

The beagle’s eyes went wide, and then he blushed and instinctively tried to close his legs and cover 
himself. Prevented by the restraints, he let out a soft, plaintive whine. The horse’s face burned, and his 
hooves wriggled uncomfortably, but he made no sound. The bear, meanwhile, took it all in, a heavy sigh 
his only indication of displeasure. 

“Ooh, a stoic?” Lanna asked, glancing at the bear. “We’ll have fun breaking you! But first”—she whirled to 
face the beagle—“Let’s put you out of your misery a bit, shall we?” 

“N–no!” the beagle yelped. “Please, don’t hurt me!” 

“But you wanted to hurt me, didn’t you?” Lanna asked evenly as she approached. “You three snuck up on 
my house and began ransacking it when you thought I wasn’t home. Not so much fun when the tables are 
turned, now, is it?” She ran a claw menacingly down the beagle’s neck. “At least your timing is good; it’s 
been several hours since I fed last.” 

The beagle paled. “F-f-fed?” 

“Yes, fed,” Lanna said as her dick grew erect. 

The beagle’s eyes bulged as her member throbbed and grew three feet long and almost a foot in 
diameter. 

“You see, it gets hungry, and I have to feed it,” Lanna said, positioning her cock close to the beagle’s. 

The beagle yelped in fear and struggled against his restraints as Lanna’s prick engulfed his sheath. 

“Leave him alone, you twisted bitch!” the horse snarled. 

Lanna paused, leaving her cock in place to continue slowly swallowing the beagle’s member as she 
looked over her shoulder. 

“Excuse me?” she asked flatly, her ears pinning. 

The horse gulped. “I–I said, ‘leave him alone, you twisted witch!’” 
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Lanna smirked. “Saying I ought to pick on someone my own size, are you?” she asked. 

She took a step back, freeing the whimpering beagle’s prick. It was covered with mucous ooze that 
matted his fur. He shuddered and let out a breath of relief. She turned to face the horse, who instinctively 
clamped his tail down over his exposed ass. 

“Maybe I’ll feed on your tail instead,” she suggested. 

The horse’s eyes bulged as he felt her grab his tail and poke the first few strands of hair into her prick. 

“Ooh, it tickles!” she giggled in spite of herself. 

Her cock began quickly inching its way up the horse’s tail. All the while, the horse made all kinds of faces 
varying from squeamish, pained, perplexed, and even pleased. She made it to the base of his tail and let 
her penis come to a stop. 

“Now, I have three choices,” Lanna said matter-of-factly. “I can stand here and slowly digest your tail. If I 
do that, then when I pull back, you won’t have anything left but a nub.” 

“No! Not my tail!” the horse cried, straining helplessly. 

“I can keep going, and I’ll just eat the rest of you,” Lanna continued. 

“N–no! Please, I—we’ll go; we’ll leave you alone and never bother you again!” the horse protested. 

“Or I can back off right now, and you’ll just have a messy tail to contend with,” Lanna finished. 

“Yes, that! Please!” the horse gasped. “Please, let me go!” 

“Such nice manners!” Lanna teased. “All right, I’ll let you out.” 

She pulled back, and the horse’s tail slurped out of her penis, flinging mucus. The horse shuddered in a 
weird combination of disgust and ecstasy. 

“But there’s got to be something in it for me,” Lanna said to the horse, whose pupils constricted. “In 
exchange for letting you keep your tail, I want you to keep it out of my way. Understand?” 

The horse gulped. “Wh—what are you going to do?” he asked. 

“Oh, well, if you don’t want parts of yourself going into me, then I’m going to put parts of myself into you.” 

Before he could react, Lanna jabbed her throbbing cock against his asshole roughly. The horse’s breath 
caught, and tears immediately came to his eyes. 

“You—won’t fit…” he gasped. 

“Oh, I’ll fit,” Lanna said determinedly. 

She snapped her fingers, and a dozen tentacles lurched towards the horse’s ass. His eyes bulged, and 
he instinctively tried to clamp his tail down. 

“Uh, tut!” Lanna said, calling off the tentacles. “You promised, remember?” 

“I didn’t—” the horse began, but he was interrupted by the horde of tentacles once more. 

They sprang up under his tail and one-by-one drove themselves into him. His body lurched and 
shuddered at the sickening-feeling intrusions. Each one fit a bit tighter, and after only three of them, his 
ass already felt stretched to the limit. 

“Ohh,” he whimpered, his breath coming in ragged gasps through clenched teeth. 

Another one drove itself in. He groaned, his upper body sagging on the bench while his legs tried 
desperately to block the ingress of any new tentacles. 

But they relentlessly continued driving themselves in. Four became six, which became nine, and finally a 
full dozen. The horse’s ass was stretched beyond recognition with a dozen writhing tentacles hanging out 
of it. 

“See?” Lanna said. “I told you it’d fit.” 
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She shoved her prick up against him, but it was still nearly twice as big as the horse’s stretched anus. 

“Like I said,” the horse managed, “You won’t—” 

Lanna snapped her fingers, and the horse cried out in agony as the tentacles all suddenly hooked onto 
the sides of his anus and began stretching him open. As his ass stretched wider, tentacles trapped in the 
middle moved out to the ring of his donut to help stretch him. The only reason he didn’t tear in two was 
because Lanna had enchanted his body, making permanent damage impossible but allowing him to feel 
every bit of the pain he would have felt. He cried in vain, his body thrashing in agony as Lanna stepped 
up behind him and thrust forward. 

Her cock didn’t even touch his anus until she snapped. The tentacles all disappeared, and the horse’s 
stretched donut snapped around her like a rubber band. 

“Ohh,” Lanna said, her tongue hanging out a little bit, “That feels amazing! You were saying?” 

The horse just whimpered in pain. Lanna shrugged and pulled out almost all the way just to shove all the 
way back in. Her cock was rough and bumpy, and each bump grated hard against the stallion’s tender 
skin. He whinnied plaintively and bucked against his restraints, but completely in vain. 

Ao watched all of this with mixed feelings. On one hand, the horse seemed to be in real pain, and he was 
glad it wasn’t him. On the other hand, he had to admit that he was feeling a bit left-out. Then again, if that 
was the life of Lanna’s pet, well, it was still better than being eaten alive! 

“Are you quite finished?” the bear asked presently. 

Lanna gasped, shoved forward hard, and emptied her balls into the horse’s ass. Cum flooded out of his 
ass around her prick with such force that it shot across the room and splattered on the beagle’s face, 
eliciting a shriek of protest. 

“Why, yes,” Lanna said, pulling out sloppily, “Actually, I am done with him…for now. But how about you, 
Mr. Stoic Bear? I wonder if you’ll still be so stoic when I get done with you?”  

She walked over to him and straddled the rack, letting her cock flop down onto his. Without her saying 
anything, it immediately tipped itself down and began sucking on the bear’s sheath and balls, coaxing his 
member out and swallowing the tip of it. A flicker of discomfort came across the bear’s face as he looked 
down, but then he looked straight up at the ceiling, and his face became inscrutable. Lanna’s hungry prick 
inched its way along, leisurely swallowing the bear’s balls one-by-one, then advancing up his sheath to 
slowly absorb his prick, as well. 

“Oh, geez, come on, man, please, just do something!” the beagle cried out. “It’s—it’s too awful to watch!” 

“Aww, is the poor beagle not liking the view?” Lanna asked cruelly. “It’s not so bad in there, you know.” 

“Yes, it is!” the beagle cried. “It was like getting run over by a steamroller!” 

Lanna laughed. “Well, if you thought that was bad, just wait until you feel this!” She turned to look at the 
bear as she stood and released his malehood. “Not bad for a first go,” she said, “But let’s see how you do 
when you’re made to watch your friends suffer!” 

She snapped, and the beagle floated off the St. Andrew’s cross, suspended by the tentacles. He barked 
and yelped in fear but was powerless to stop the tentacles from moving him over to her. 

“Are you watching, Mr. Bear?” Lanna asked. “This show is just for you!” 

With that, she stuffed the beagle’s head into her cock. His body writhed and struggled in panic. 

“What do you say, Mister Bear? How long do you think he can go before he dies, hmm? Just look at how 
helpless he is! Look how badly he wants to live! You can put a stop to this, you know. All you have to do 
is just beg me to leave you all in peace.” 

The bear’s jaw clenched, and he defiantly looked at the ceiling. 

“No? Well, how about I bring the show to you?” Lanna asked. 
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She and the tentacles moved in concert, keeping the beagle’s head firmly planted up her pee-hole. She 
stood over the bear to where he couldn’t help but look. Sweat and mucus from her penis dripped down 
onto his face, not even letting him close his eyes to block it out. 

Abruptly, Lanna pulled the beagle out of her dick. He came out gasping, anguished tears running down 
his face. 

“How did it feel in there?” Lanna asked. “Like a steamroller?” 

But as the beagle opened his mouth to reply, she shoved him back in again. 

“This is all your fault,” she said evenly to the bear. “Your friend is here suffering because you’re too damn 
proud to beg for mercy.” 

“What do you want of me?” the bear demanded. “Do you expect me to apologize? We have already done 
that. Clearly, we are powerless to stop you! Stop harming that poor beagle! Hasn’t he suffered enough? 
Or is that the point? Is this all to make me to suffer?” 

Lanna smiled coldly, pulled the beagle out of her prick, and let the tentacles return him to the St. 
Andrew’s cross. 

 “Yes, Mr. Bear, I do expect you to suffer,” she said coldly. “And then, I expect you to die. All of you.” 

“You’re only doing this because you have a dick that can eat furs!” the horse snapped. “You nasty witch! 
If you couldn’t do that, you’d be no match for us!” 

Lanna laughed. “Oh, is that what you think? I don’t think my prick ate any of you while we were upstairs, 
now, did it? But that is an interesting experiment; let’s explore that!” 

She strode quickly towards the horse, snapping her fingers as she went. Tentacles appeared and 
grabbed the horse while more of them undid the cuffs that bound him in place. 

“Over there at the chains,” Lanna said. “I think that will work nicely. Wait! No…” She glanced over her 
shoulder at the beagle, who sucked in a terrified breath. “Just hold onto him for a moment, won’t you?” 

The tentacles spread-eagled him standing up, and Lanna cocked her head as she looked at his junk. 

“Yes, I think you’re probably the best candidate for this little test,” she said, squeezing his sheath. 

The horse gritted his teeth, his breath coming in shallow, anxious gasps. 

“What are you going to do?” he asked nervously. 

“Well, first, we’re going to get you hard,” she said. 

She held up her fingers to snap when she suddenly spied Ao looking particularly miserable in his stocks. 

“Oh, Ao!” she cried, rushing towards him. “I’m so sorry! In all the excitement, I completely forgot about 
you, my pet! Come on out and stretch a bit.” 

She quickly unfastened the latches that held the shade-dragon in place and then rubbed his arms and 
legs all over to get the circulation going again. 

“There’s a good boy,” she said, straightening and giving him a once-over. “Now, just stay out of the way 
while I play with—” 

She trailed off, looking from Ao to the horse. A smile crept over her face. 

“Actually, why don’t you help me?” she said.  

She gestured to the horse’s cock and gently led Ao over to it. “We just want to get him hard,” she said. 
“Do you think you can do that?” 

Ao looked nervously from his captor to the horse and back. The horse’s expression seemed to beg him 
not to do it, but Lanna’s face looked very resolute. 

“I–I’m sorry,” Ao said as he knelt at the horse’s crotch and stretched out his long tongue to probe the 
insides of the horse’s sheath. 
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The horse shuddered as Ao’s tongue expertly found his glans and began teasing it and coaxing it out. 
The stud’s cock poked out, and Ao masterfully wrapped his tongue around the shaft and began stroking 
up and down. The horse got harder and harder until his cock was quivering with anticipation and his hips 
bucked on their own against the tentacles that held him suspended in the air. 

“That’s enough,” Lanna said, moving Ao aside and peering at the horse’s throbbing member. “Yes, you 
certainly are the best candidate for this experiment,” she said, nodding. 

She turned and faced the beagle. “All right, in you go,” she said. 

The beagle yelped in fear as she strode to him. The buckles that held him snapped open, but before he 
could try to escape, she grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and drove him head-first into her cock. This 
time, it wasted no time swallowing him, and mere seconds later, all that was left was one of his shoes that 
came off in his struggle. 

“Now,” she said, turning back to the horse, “Let’s see what we’ve got to work with.” 

The horse’s eyes widened, and his cock instantly stopped throbbing. 

“Uh, uh, tut!” Lanna said, grasping it firmly by the base and squeezing to keep him hard as she examined 
the tip. “Ah, yes, well, first, we’ll need to get you limbered up a bit. You might think that swallowing a 
whole fur with your prick is easy, but I assure you, it takes stretching to get used to it!” 

With that, she poked her finger into his piss-hole and squeezed her finger and thumb together, stretching 
the tip of his hole open just a little bit. The horse winced and tried to pull away, but the tentacles and 
Lanna’s vise-like grasp on his cock held him still. 

“Oh, no,” Lanna said, shaking her head. “This won’t do at all!” 

She snapped, and a tentacle took over holding the base of the horse’s prick, freeing Lanna’s other hand 
to stick another finger down into the horse’s urethra. Then she pulled down with one hand and up with the 
other, stretching his hole open wider. 

“Ahh, much better!” Lanna said. 

Sweat broke out on the horse’s brow and chest as Lanna worked another finger into his hole and then 
another, slowly spreading him open just as the tentacles had done to his ass. 

“There we go,” she said. 

Without warning, she cocked back, tapered her fingers, and punched into the stallion’s piss-slit. He 
whinnied in pain and doubled over until the tentacles got him straightened back out with Lanna’s arm 
buried up to her elbow in his penis. 

Aohren’s eyes bulged, and he took a step backward, bumping into the rack. If he’d known what Lanna 
was going to do to the poor horse, he never would have helped! 

“Ao, be a good pet and start working that magical tongue of yours on the bear, won’t you?”  

Ao gasped and looked at her nervously—her arm was still buried in the horse’s cock. His eyes darted 
from her to the horse to over his shoulder at the bear, who remained just as expressionless as ever. 

Lanna cocked her head. “Ao,” she said warningly, “Would you rather join this beagle? Might be kind of 
cramped for two of you in there.” 

Aohren gulped. “N–no,” he conceded. 

“Then you’d better get busy. I want to hear that bear start making noises!” 

The shade-dragon turned slowly, gave the bear an apologetic look, and then bent over his crotch and 
began teasing his sheath and balls. 

A loud scream from the horse got everybody’s attention, and even the bear lifted his head to look. Lanna 
had shoved her other arm up the horse’s piss-hole alongside her first one. 

“No, no, no!” Lanna said in frustration. “You’re not stretching out nearly enough!” 
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“Some of us aren’t freaks,” the horse spat. 

“You sure are cheeky for someone in your predicament,” Lanna said, raising an eyebrow, “But don’t 
worry; I’ll make a freak of you, yet!” 

The horse shuddered as Lanna pulled both her arms out and brought her cock near to his. 

“You can’t shove that up there,” the horse said smugly. “It’s four times as big as my dick; it won’t go!” 

But before his eyes, Lanna’s cock began to shrink, like a balloon deflating. Where it used to be 18 inches 
in diameter, it shrank to three; where it used to be several feet long, it shrank to less than half a foot. And 
it was still shrinking. Soon it was no bigger around than a pencil, and the horse’s eyes went wide. 

“No…” he managed. 

Lanna shoved herself in with remarkably little protest from the horse—the stretching she’d done on his 
dick had helped, apparently. 

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said to him, “Your friend won’t fit through that tiny tube. And you’re 
absolutely right! This was just so I could stretch you out faster!” 

The horse didn’t have time to protest. Lanna’s cock began to grow again, both in length and girth. It drove 
itself further up the horse’s piss-tube until it bottomed out against his body. Meanwhile, Lanna’s girth 
began to grow at an alarming rate, stretching the stallion’s cock and eliciting a constant wail of pain from 
him as his skin stretched thinner and thinner around her cock. Soon it was so thin that Lanna could see 
her own cock through him, as if he was little more than a condom. 

“And now, it’s time for the experiment to begin!” Lanna said. 

“N–no, please! Don’t do it!” the horse cried. “Please, don’t! He won’t fit! You’ll kill us both!” 

“We’ll see,” Lanna said as she began to stroke herself. “Ao!” she called, and the shade dragon came 
running. “Bend over and touch your toes, won’t you? I want to look at something nice while I jack off.” 

Ao frowned but did as he was told. 

“No, no, Ao, turn around so I can see your ass!” Lanna said, shaking her head. “The back of your head is 
nice, but your tailhole is much nicer!” 

Aohren did as bade and turned around, moving his tail out of the way to give Lanna a better view. 

“Ohh,” Lanna gasped, her cock throbbing inside the horse’s member, “I can see where it’s still stretched 
out. Fuck, that’s hot!” 

She reached forward and put a couple of her fingers into her pet’s ass and then easily worked more in 
until she was lightly fisting him.  

“You feel so good, no matter what I put into you,” she murmured. “Oh…” 

She pulled her hand out and used both hands to stroke herself a few more times. 

“Ready?” she asked the horse. “Here he comes!” 

She shuddered, and a huge lump moved from her groin to the horse’s crotch. The horse screamed as his 
balls suddenly swelled, growing hundreds of times bigger than usual to hold his comrade. Just as quickly 
as she came, Lanna pulled out, trapping the beagle in the horse’s scrotum. 

“Now,” Lanna said, giving the horse a hard look, “What do you think? Do you feel like you can take on the 
world now, hmm? Do you think that if I let your friend die in your scrotum there that you’ll get some kind of 
superpowers?” 

The shook his head, beaten, his deflated cock now a limp sock, tiny in comparison to his massive sack. 

“No, of course not!” Lanna chided him. “Being able to eat someone with my dick has little to do with my 
powers; it’s just a perk!” She turned away from him. “I’ll leave you to think about that for a while,” she said 
as she stepped up to the bear, whose cock still poked out from his sheath just a little bit. “As for you, what 
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am I going to do with you?” she asked. “I’m used to furs cowering in fear when they realize what I am. 
You…disappoint me.” 

The bear said nothing; he did not seem ashamed that his cock stood out for the world to see. He resumed 
looking at the ceiling. 

Lanna looked at him thoughtfully, a glint appearing in her eye. “Are you Russian?” she asked presently, 
barely concealing a grin. 

The bear glanced at her, glared, and returned his gaze to the rafters. 

“Huh, I’ll take that as a no,” Lanna said. “Funny, I always assumed all bears were Russian.” She 
shrugged. “Oh, well; it doesn’t matter. I’ll make Russian dolls of you all anyway!” 

She whirled, her cock growing larger than Ao had ever seen, easily six feet long and five feet in diameter. 
Before the horse could react, she lunged towards him, and her cock grabbed his hoof and began 
swallowing at an alarming rate. The horse screamed and kicked with his free leg, but his flailing only 
made it easier for her prick to trap his other limb and begin pulling it in, too. In seconds, she was up to his 
enormous balls. She reached forward, put her hands in her own pee-hole, and pulled back, giving herself 
enough space to get his balls started into her. 

“Ooh, my!” she gasped, panting a little bit. “You two are much bigger than I usually eat!” 

But still her cock continued its relentless inching its way up the horse’s body. His cock disappeared, then 
his waist, and then all that was left was the tips of his fingers. With a grunt and a flex of her cock, Lanna 
swallowed the rest of him, and her balls grew to be nearly four feet in diameter. 

“It’s got to be cramped in there!” Lanna said, patting her scrotum. “Let’s give you guys some room to 
breathe!” 

She snapped her fingers, and the tentacles quickly flipped the bear over and reattached him to the rack 
on his stomach. Lanna herself tightened the winch, pulling him uncomfortably tight and spread-eagling 
him in the process. 

“This might sting just a little,” she said, shoving both hands unceremoniously up the bear’s ass and 
eliciting a groan. 

“Ooh, so he does make noises!” Lanna exulted. “Let’s see if we can do more!” 

Her clawed fingers grasped the bear’s anus from the inside and out and began pulling. He writhed and 
bellowed in pain but was helpless to stop her. Yet still, his ass was far too small to fit her throbbing cock. 

“Well, I guess if it worked once, it’ll work again,” Lanna said as her cock began to shrink. 

She let it get down to about a foot in diameter and then roughly jabbed it against the bear’s backside. 
Twice as big as she’d dilated his ass to be, her prick absolutely would not fit. 

“I get the feeling you’re the leader of this little group,” Lanna said. “Which means I’m going to make you 
suffer extra!” 

Her lip curled into a sneer as she pulled back her hips and shoved forward again. The rack shuddered 
under the force but held firm as the bear let out a roar of pain, his ass stretching a little but not nearly 
enough to accommodate her. 

“I’ve got all day,” Lanna grunted as she pulled back and shoved forward again. “We’ll just keep doing this 
until you feel like letting me in!” 

Again and again she rammed herself against the bear. Ao couldn’t watch; he couldn’t imagine how terribly 
that must hurt, and he couldn’t for the life of him figure out how the bear wasn’t just ripped in two from the 
terrible blows! 

“Magic, Ao, magic,” Lanna said, as if reading his thoughts. “They’re no good to me dead, you know. But 
alive and in pain? Mmm…it’s like Cool Whip on frosted cake, gratuitous extra deliciousness just for the 
sake of decadence!” 
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Something visibly shifted in her balls, and she exhaled loudly. “Oof, speaking of decadence, I feel like I 
overate. I gotta get these two out of me!” 

She slammed once more against the bear, and with a blood-curdling scream from him, she drove inside. 
Both of them panted a few moments, the bear from pain and Lanna from exertion, before Lanna began 
growing her cock. The bear bellowed and cried out uncontrollably, tears running unchecked down his 
muzzle. His ass stretched so large that he could have swallowed Ao whole if he’d wanted to. The bear’s 
hands and feet balled into agonized fists, and the rack and chains shook from the force of his anguished 
straining. 

At last, Lanna stopped growing her cock, took a breath, and then began jacking herself off. 

“Ao! Front and center!” she barked. 

The shade-dragon swallowed but hastened to do as told. Without warning or overture, Lanna shoved her 
hand up his ass and began running it in and out. 

“I love how your ass caresses my hand like that,” she said. “I’m very much looking forward to letting you 
do that to my prick some more. Ungh!” 

With that, she came, and an even bigger lump than before shot out of her and into the bear. The bear 
screamed, and Lanna shuddered, sweat pouring down her face. 

“Whoo, better out than in!” she said, fanning herself. 

The bear, meanwhile, was too sore to make a sound. With a full-sized horse in his ass, there wasn’t room 
for him to breathe. 

Lanna pulled out abruptly, trapping the horse inside. 

“Aww, there, there,” she said to the bear, “Don’t you worry about your friends. They’re still quite alive, I 
assure you! Don’t believe me? Well, you will in a minute. In the meantime, let’s give you something else 
to think about!” 

She went around to his head, put her hands on his face, and brought her much-shrunken cock to his lips. 

“Now, you can try to bite me,” she said, “But that would be a very bad idea for you. In fact,”—she turned 
and looked over her shoulder—“Ao, get under the rack and give him some attention, please.” She 
returned her attention to the bear. “If Ao so much as hears a whimper of pain from me, he’s going to bite 
your dick as hard as he can. Isn’t that right, Ao?” 

The shade-dragon nodded from under the rack, desperately hoping he didn’t hear any whimpers of pain. 

“Now, you just stick your tongue out and start showing some appreciation to my cock,” Lanna said. 

“I’m not sticking that thing in my mouth,” the bear replied through clenched teeth. 

Lanna shrugged. “Suit yourself,” she said. 

She leaned forward, and her cock swallowed his head. 

The bear struggled and writhed on the rack, yet to Ao’s surprise, his cock grew extra hard and began 
dripping precum. 

“Keep at him,” Lanna said. “There’s more than one way to break a stoic!” 

The bear continued to writhe, his sharp prick throbbing and beginning to spasm erratically. 

“Let go!” Lanna said. 

Ao did as told, quickly backing off the bear’s cock and wiping his face with the back of his arm as Lanna 
pulled back, freeing the bear’s head. He gasped for air, his eyes bloodshot and his head dark red. Tears 
streamed down his face. 

“Now, I’ll ask again,” Lanna said. “Do you want to suck my cock now?” The bear glared at her, and Lanna 
shrugged. “Oh, well, back in you go.”  
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Her cock ate his head again, and Ao swallowed his cock. The bear thrashed impotently once more, 
struggling for survival. Once more, Lanna stopped Ao and freed the bear’s head right before he 
orgasmed. 

“Well?” Lanna asked. 

The bear started to glare, but then he opened his mouth and let out an agonized wail. 

“Ahh, I love the sound of defeat!” Lanna grinned, putting her hand to her ear. “In that case…” 

She moved her hips to aim her cock at the bear’s mouth, but just then, something moved at the bear’s 
ass, and the horse’s arm punched through his anus. The bear roared in pain as the horse quickly 
punched his other arm through and made room. His head burst out, gasping for air and stretching the 
bear’s ass open impossibly large. 

“See? I told you he was still alive,” Lanna said with a smirk. “Now, let’s just—” 

She was interrupted by another scream from the bear as the horse kicked inside of him and shoved 
himself out up to the shoulders. He began wriggling until he could get his arms free, and then exhaustedly 
shoved against the bear’s body to drag his torso out of the bear. He winced as his cock caught and 
reached in to straighten himself out. At last, with a final, agonized scream form the bear, he pulled his 
balls and legs out and fell to the ground, where he lay in an exhausted heap.  

“Oh, look at the time,” Lanna said, making a motion of looking at her bare wrist, “In all that excitement, I 
forgot that we’d stuffed your poor friend down into horsey-butt’s balls there. I’ve got some good news, 
some bad news, and some worse news,” she said to the bear. “The good news is, that beagle is still alive. 
The bad news is, he hasn’t got much longer.” She smiled cruelly. “And the worse news is, the only way 
he’s gonna get out of there is if you suck him out of your friend’s dick. Tick, tock,” she said. “I can tell you 
don’t like dicks in your mouth, but it’s either that, or your friend dies, and it’ll be all your fault! Is that what 
you want?” 

She snapped, and the tentacles brought the limp stallion over, positioning his limp meat in front of the 
bear’s face. 

“What’s it gonna be?” Lanna demanded. “By my calculations, you’ve got about two minutes before he 
dies.” 

The bear panted, obviously caught in a mental dilemma. He glanced from Lanna to the horse. The horse 
swallowed and nodded exhaustedly. Lanna looked at the bear expectantly. The bear took a deep breath, 
and the tentacles brought the horse close enough to drape his prick on the bear’s nose. The bear took it 
into his mouth, grimacing as he did, and began to tongue and lick the stallion’s member. 

“Ao, you’d better help him; looks like we’ve got a rookie!” Lanna warned. 

Ao quickly turned loose of the bear’s cock, turned around, and began tonguing the stallion’s balls. Despite 
his utter exhaustion and recent lack of air, the horse couldn’t help but respond as an eager mouth and a 
reluctant one both caressed and slurped at his genitals. 

Ao gasped, suddenly feeling his backside lifted. 

“This is so hot, I just have to plunge myself into something nice while I watch!” Lanna said, spreading his 
anus with her fingers, sighing in anticipation, and then pushing herself inside. 

Ao groaned around the stallion’s balls as Lanna’s cock pressed into him. He had forgotten just how huge 
she felt inside, and his head swam as he struggled to keep up with his task of caressing the horse’s 
enormous scrotum with his tongue. 

“Mmm, such a nice ass you have,” Lanna murmured, savoring the feeling as Ao’s ass rippled over each 
of the ridges on her cock. “You could be a little tighter, though.” 

Ao squeaked as her cock swelled inside of him, growing even larger than it was before. He felt himself 
growing faint and redoubled his efforts on the stud’s balls in a desperate attempt to stay conscious. 
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Meanwhile, his and the bear’s ministrations seemed to be having an effect. Despite the horse’s 
exhaustion, he began to gently thrust in time. 

“Time’s almost up,” Lanna said. “Better suck it like you mean it!” 

The bear let out a groan and then swallowed the horse’s prick in his mouth. The tentacles pushed the 
horse all the way up against the bear, hilting him as the bear swallowed around he stud’s sizable 
member. Suddenly his eyes bulged as the horse’s dick began to grow in his mouth. The bear tried to pull 
back, but he was still trapped, immobilized by the rack. His eyes began to water, and he began to panic 
as the horse’s member cut off his windpipe. And still it grew. The bear’s jaw began to ache, and then to 
his shock and dismay, it unhinged like a snake, freeing up more space for the horse to continue to grow. 

Meanwhile, with the tentacles moving the horse closer, it pinned Ao between the wall of horse-testes in 
front of him and the wall of shade-dragon behind him, ultimately pressing the horse’s flesh up against 
Ao’s lips and hilting Lanna into his ass. He shuddered in ecstasy, his prick oozing as Lanna’s ridges 
pressed right up against his prostate. He began to moan piteously, desperately horny and suddenly 
completely distracted from the severity of the situation. He began to suckle the flesh pressed against his 
mouth, driving the horse wild with desire. 

The horse’s breath caught, and suddenly his balls gave a massive heave, smashing into Ao’s nose and 
making his cock swell excruciatingly in the bear’s mouth. His balls heaved again, and the horse whinnied 
in pleasure. But pleasure soon turned to pain as his balls gave yet another heave, trying to shove the 
beagle out of the horse’s still-too-small prick. 

“Here, let me help with that,” Lanna grinned wickedly. 

Fighting the contractions of his balls, the horse hardly noticed as his cock began to grow again. The bear, 
however, certainly noticed as his mouth was forced open wider and wider, his throat stretched beyond 
belief. 

With a final violent heave from his balls, the horse let out a blood-curdling scream, and the beagle shot 
out of his dick and right down the bear’s throat. 

“Bravo!” Lanna cheered, clapping her hands. “Not nearly as easy as it sounds, is it? I guess you could 
say that sometimes it is better in than out! But we’ve got to hurry,” she said, pulling Ao off of her and 
setting him aside. 

She snapped her fingers, and the tentacles roughly pulled the stallion back and out of the bear’s mouth. 
The bear gasped for air, but breathing was hard with an entire fur lodged in his stomach. 

“Time for your friend to come out,” Lanna said, grinning wickedly. “He can’t stay in there, or you’ll digest 
him!” 

The bear looked up at her exhaustedly but didn’t argue. Lanna snapped her fingers once more, and a 
tentacle appeared near his ass. It lingered there long enough for the bear to notice it, and as soon as the 
bear looked, it plunged into his ass. The bear groaned, and the tentacle snaked around his intestines, 
going blindingly fast and leaving the bear feeling the most terrible kind of violated imaginable. Suddenly, 
the tentacle arrived at his stomach, grabbed the beagle’s unconscious body, and yanked hard. The bear 
suddenly felt an awful gurgle in his belly, and he opened his mouth as if to puke. The tentacle burst from 
his mouth, dragging the beagle with it. It unceremoniously dropped him in a drenched pile on the floor and 
then zipped back into the bear backwards, leaving him doubled-over as it emerged on his other end and 
disappeared. 

“Hey,” the horse managed. “Hey…you okay?” 

The beagle stirred and suddenly coughed. 

“Oh, good, we’re not too late,” Lanna said, smiling. “How do you feel?” 

The beagle began to cry and shook uncontrollably. The tentacles put the horse down, and he rushed to 
the beagle’s side. 

“Say something! What’s the matter? Are you okay?” 
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“It’s a very traumatic experience being trapped in there so long,” Lanna said. “No wonder he’s been 
reduced to a blubbering baby!” 

“It—it’s okay…it’s all gonna be okay,” the horse said, trying to comfort his compatriot but utterly failing to 
do so. 

“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” Lanna said. “I think you just don’t have enough empathy for him. I mean, put yourself in his 
shoes! After all, he was trapped inside your testes much longer than you were stuck in your friend’s ass! 
You were able to claw your way out; your friend, there, wasn’t. He was trapped, helpless, completely 
unable to do anything to save himself!” 

“All because you put him there, you crazy bitch!” the horse snarled.  

Yet before he could continue chewing her out, he suddenly collapsed. 

“Shh, there, there,” Lanna said soothingly, though her voice dripped with malice. “After all, clawing your 
way out of a bear’s ass is no small feat in itself! You poor dear; you must be tired. Here, let’s get you into 
a nice, warm place to rest.” 

The bear cried out in an attempt to warn him, but he was too late. Lanna’s cock grew in size and then 
swallowed him all at once. 

“You poor thing,” she said to the beagle. “You must have been very scared inside of that horse for so 
long. Well, here’s a chance for you to return the favor to him.” 

She shrank her cock down, slid it into the beagle’s sheath like a snake, and then stretched out, pulling 
back slightly to extend his cock. All the while, he lay there panting on the floor, unable to either assist or 
resist. He yelped feebly as his balls suddenly expanded, and then he then lay on his back, his enormous 
testicles covering his legs all the way down to his feet. 

Lanna snapped her fingers. Tentacles freed the bear and then hoisted him into the air, laid him down on 
his back, and spread his legs. Lanna grinned as she personally picked the beagle up and brought him to 
stand between the bear’s legs. The bear lay there, exhausted but still defiant with what little energy he 
had left. 

“Come on out,” Lanna said, stroking the beagle’s crotch. “It’s time for you to do your part, too.” 

The beagle winced and whined, but his cock traitorously did as the shade-dragoness bade, poking out 
and then standing erect. 

Without warning, Lanna grabbed his cock, drove it into the bear’s ass, and then shoved the beagle 
forward, hilting him. “In you go!” she said gleefully. 

The beagle struggled to get back out, but the bear’s ass had tightened up and was warm and inviting. The 
beagle shivered and then quit struggling, allowing his knot to grow, loosely locking him into place inside 
the bear. 

“And now my favorite part,” Lanna said, grinning as she reached down to roughly squeeze the beagle’s 
testes. 

The beagle whined and then yelped as his scrotum abruptly shrank, delivering its contents partway down 
his dick. The horse was now trapped inside his knot. 

“You witch-hunters,” Lanna spat, her contempt finally coming out in full display. “You’re all the same! 
There’s always the fighter, struggling to do the right thing until the end. How’s it going in there, horse-
face?” she yelled at the bear’s ass. “There’s always the coward, afraid of his own shadow. BOO!” she 
screamed at the beagle, who yelped and tried to pull away, making the bear cry out in pain as the dog’s 
knot lodged tightly. “And there’s the stoic, the passive-aggressive one who never gives me what I want 
until the end! Well, I’ve had it this time. The last batch I just ate and was done with. But you three have 
really pissed me off! So, you know what? You’re going to stay there just like that until you, Mister Stoic 
Bear, finally relent! You three aren’t leaving here until that bear is sitting there sniveling at my feet! You 
got that?” Her voice lowered to a menacing growl. “But you’d better not wait too long; if the horse dies 
inside the beagle’s prick, it’s game over for all of you.” 
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She turned her back to them. “Come, Ao!” she barked.  

Ao was stunned; he couldn’t believe what he was hearing! She was going to leave them there like that 
until the bear gave in? What if he didn’t? What if he did let the horse die? Then what? 

“Ao!” Lanna snapped. 

The shade-dragon jumped and trotted quickly over to where Lanna was gesturing to the spanking bench. 

“M–Miss Lanna?” he asked nervously as he got into position. 

“What is it, Ao?” Lanna asked, her voice suddenly calm, gentle even. 

Ao started, taken aback by her sudden gentility. “M–Miss Lanna, that horse isn’t going to die, is he?” he 
asked nervously. 

“Well, yes, Ao, he is,” Lanna said as she strapped him into place. “And so are the others. I’m going to eat 
all of them.” 

“But—” Ao protested. 

Lanna shook her head and put her finger to his lips. “You just hush, now. I want to get good and emptied 
out before my meal.” 

She slipped a ball gag into Ao’s mouth and fastened it tightly behind his head. He instantly began to 
drool, but he couldn’t help but think about the poor furs sitting mere feet from him. 

“It’s all up to that bear,” Lanna said as she pressed up against him. “He’ll come around.” 

With that, she popped into Ao, and he shuddered. The feeling of her ridges once again against his 
prostate sent a shiver up his spine, and his prick immediately stood at attention. 

“As you get more used to the idea,” Lanna said as she began to thrust into him, “I can make them 
pleasure you, too. One good thing about witch hunters: there seems to be a never-ending supply of 
them.” 

But her words were lost on Ao. Brought to the edge of climax so many times tonight and left hanging 
every time, he desperately wanted to get off. He instead focused on the feeling of each ridge and bump 
on Lanna’s cock as it pushed into him, as it lusciously grazed over his prostate. He began to moan in 
ecstasy. 

“You poor thing,” Lanna chuckled. “Here, let me help.” 

Ao felt her begin to swell inside of him, yet rather than pain and discomfort, he now just felt more ecstasy 
as those delicious ridges now pressed harder and more insistently against his prostate. He could feel his 
balls beginning to contract, could feel his orgasm tapping at the back of his mind. 

“Yes,” he murmured. “Just a little more.” 

The bear gave a sudden, loud wail that made Lanna stop. 

“No!” Ao cried. “No, please…” he whimpered through the gag. 

“Sorry, Ao,” Lanna said, laughing. It’s just not your night tonight, is it?” 

Much to the shade-dragon’s dismay, his captor pulled out of him, leaving him feeling once again 
desperately empty. 

“What was that I heard?” Lanna asked, standing over the bear. “Are you finally ready to concede?” 

The bear whimpered, and Lanna could immediately see why. Along the bear’s anus, she could see 
periodic poking: the horse trying to get out had turned himself around and was desperately punching and 
clawing anything he could get his hands on. The beagle just stood, doubled over, whining incessantly. 

“Aww, it looks like he wants out!” Lanna teased, giving the beagle’s testicles a squeeze that slammed the 
horse into the front end of the beagle’s prick, making the beagle and the bear groan in pain. 

“Please,” the bear moaned. “Please…” 
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“What was that?” Lanna asked, bringing her hand to her ear. 

“Please,” the bear said again. “Make it stop. No more…” He shook his head, beaten down with 
exhaustion and pain. 

“You’re gonna have to do better than that,” Lanna said. “I don’t see you crying at my feet! You had more 
tears before when I was fucking your face! Maybe I’ll just let you stay there until the horse rots!” 

“No!” the bear cried, bursting into tears. “Please, no! You win! Please, just leave us in peace! Please!” 

“That’s better,” Lanna said, smiling. “You’ve finally learned to beg. But let’s face it, you’re always going to 
be stoic, aren’t you?” 

The bear looked up at her, fear in his eyes. 

“That’s right,” Lanna said. “Stoic to the end.” 

“Wait, no!” the bear cried as her cock positioned itself in front of his face. “No, pl—” 

He was silenced as her cock grabbed him by the face and began slowly, painfully slowly inching its way 
up him. 

“Wait, no, let him go!” the beagle whined. “Please, he did what you wanted! You have to let him go!” 

“Oh, you fool, I don’t have to do anything you say! And why are you so worried about him, hmm? You 
ought to be worried about yourself!” 

The beagle gaped, not understanding. 

“Well, look where my prick is, and look where you are,” Lanna prodded. “What happens when I get to 
your friend’s ass? Or have you figured out a way to get out of him, yet?” 

The light slowly came on in the beagle’s mind. He began yelping and yipping in a panic, struggling as 
hard as he could to pull himself out of the bear’s ass. Yet the bear wasn’t dead, and he lurched inside 
Lanna’s cock every time the beagle tried. All of the violent motion and the increasing tightness as more 
and more of the bear was swallowed into Lanna’s member put the horse on edge, and he began fighting 
harder than ever to get out, making both the beagle and the bear miserable in the process. 

Lanna’s cock reached the bear’s midsection and had expanded in diameter like a snake to slowly 
consume his massive girth. The beagle paused for breath, sweating and panting exhaustedly from his 
desperate fight. But as Lanna’s prick ate the bear’s prick, the beagle started fighting anew, his claws 
scratching helplessly on the stone floor as Lanna’s prick moved relentlessly towards him. 

“Ooh,” Lanna said presently. 

The beagle gasped. The horse had quit moving. 

“Yup,” Lanna said, winking. “I just tasted horse. Two down, and you’re all that’s left. How does that make 
you feel?” 

Doom reflected in the beagle’s eyes. He began to cry even as he struggled feebly to escape the 
dragoness’s ruthless penis. Yet his struggle did nothing to slow its advancement. It reached the base of 
his penis. He cringed as he felt its impossible chokehold on him. It kept moving. He hit at it with his paws, 
but his blows glanced off like a rubber ball bouncing off a tire.  

He pressed hard against the inching worm, desperately trying to free himself. Even if he lost his penis, at 
least he could survive! But it was too late to even consider severing his own member. Trapped in the 
dragoness’s ever-advancing flesh, he couldn’t even reach it now if he tried. It brushed his chest. He 
kicked hard for all he was worth, but her prick grabbed his leg and began sucking it in. He howled in terror 
as his other leg and tail soon succumbed, too. 

“Bye, bye, little witch-hunter,” Lanna said from the other end of her enormous prick. “Any last words?” 

But all the beagle managed was a final whine before his head disappeared. Lanna’s balls sloshed a few 
feeble times and then went still.  
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The witch-hunters were gone. 

Lanna let out a long exhale. “Whoo,” she said, “That was a huge meal!” 

She looked over at Ao, still locked onto the spanking bench. 

“You poor guy,” she said. “I’m a little too full to fuck you right now, but you’ve been an awfully good sport 
about all this, so here, let me make it up to you.” 

She snapped her fingers, and the tentacles appeared. Ao could feel his ass being gently prodded and 
then lightly stretched as one of them probed around inside of him, feeling for his prostate. As soon as it 
found it, it began drumming, stroking, and rubbing all over it. Meanwhile, another tentacle found his cock 
and began sucking on him while a third began caressing his balls. 

“What do you say, Ao?” Lanna asked. “Think you’d like to learn to eat people with your dick, too?” 

Ao’s pupils constricted. The idea seemed terrible! 

“Cum if you like the idea,” Lanna said. 

Ao whimpered. At that very moment, his balls gave a lurch. He did not want to make Lanna think that he 
wanted to eat people with his dick, too! But it seemed that not getting off was now harder than getting off 
had been all night! He gritted his teeth and fought the building urge in his balls and at the base of his 
neck. His body shook with anticipation as the tentacles worked overtime on his prostate, cock, and balls. 

Abruptly, the tentacle sucking his dick pressed a piece of itself into Ao’s prick. The sensation was foreign 
yet shockingly pleasurable. He cried out as his hips suddenly bucked hard against the spanking bench. 
The tentacle was nearly blown back by the violence of his orgasm, but it managed to remain attached and 
eagerly began sucking him dry. For several minutes, Ao’s balls emptied themselves of all the lust that had 
pent up while watching Lanna torture her victims. And now, in hindsight with his mind clouded by ecstasy, 
Ao realized that maybe being her pet wasn’t so bad after all. He couldn’t help but wonder what it would 
feel like. Would she make it pleasurable for him like she made stretching pleasurable? Or would she let it 
be miserable like she had for the horse and beagle? He didn’t know, but it suddenly made its way onto his 
bucket list. 

“I’m glad you came around,” Lanna said, patting his back as the tentacles wrapped up their ministrations. 
“I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together.”  


