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About The Author

Described by her readers as ‘the mistress of edge and fear fetish erotica,’ Violet Reigns enjoys writing stories that explore the darker side of erotic literature. But she describes herself as a woman of simple tastes and pleasures. She lives on a small rural property with her husband of many years, where they enjoy the beauty of nature and a peaceful lifestyle. Occasionally, however, she is required to do practical research for her books.

Thank you for purchasing this book. You can find more of Violet’s books at her Amazon author page.

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


Author’s Note

Or fair warning before you buy this book

After writing 55 stories about men losing their balls, I thought it was time to give a few pairs back. Naturally, as a writer of dark erotica, I’m not putting them back in the right place.

If you’re familiar with my stories, you’ll know I write taboo erotic thrillers. This means these stories cross the line of consent and contain explicit content. These stories are not for the faint-hearted, so if you don’t like to read about any of the topics listed below, then please don’t purchase this book.

Otherwise, enjoy!

Violet x

These stories contain the following fetishes and subjects: futanaris (chicks with dicks or dickgirls), impregnation and breeding, abduction, adultery, BDSM, cuckolding, cuckqueaning, mind control, dubious consent, female domination, violence (no blood or gore) and various other kinks.


Double The Pleasure

Sheena drew a slow breath, trying to calm her nerves. She’d never entered an adult toy store before. What if someone she knew saw her going inside? But this was a necessity, and the old store had a reputation for having whatever anyone needed for sexual satisfaction. Fighting back the desire to look over her shoulder, she gripped the door handle and pulled it open.

Lucy Purr’s Pleasure Emporium was not what she expected. As the scent of sandalwood and musk filled her nose, she felt like she’d stepped into a Chinese apothecary rather than a shop which sold sex toys. Everywhere she looked, there were enticing boxes and items, beautifully presented on ornate wooden shelves. The sexy mannequins were dressed in daring lingerie and adult outfits. If not for the shine of enamel gloss to protect the paintwork, Sheena could believe they were real people.

The owner, who Sheena presumed was Lucy Purr, if that was her real name, sat behind a carved mahogany counter. She was very striking for an older woman, with thick, glossy black hair and smouldering brown eyes. Sheena imagined she would have been a heartbreaker when she was younger, as she was still very sexy now, with curves in all the right places. Lucy acknowledged her with a small nod. Sheena gave her an embarrassed smile in return.

Sheena took her time to peruse every display, no longer feeling as nervous about being in a shop dedicated to hedonistic pleasure. Every display was captivating. It was too hard to resist looking each one over.

She found the section with sex toys for girls. There were many vibrators, dildos and other toys to stimulate a woman’s sex in various ways. But for all the variety, nothing appealed.

At that moment, she realised Lucy was standing off to her side. She was so close, Sheena could smell her cinnamon scent. She felt her pulse quicken and realised she was feeling aroused by the older woman’s allure.

“Are you looking for something in particular?” said Lucy. She had a soft, husky voice, like she sang soul music at a nightclub.

“A toy,” Sheena replied. “My therapist suggested I should get one.”

Lucy arched an eyebrow. “Sounds like you have a story to tell.”

Sheena let out a nervous laugh. “I’m… too embarrassed,” she said.

“There’s no need. Believe me, I’ve heard every story there is to tell.”

Sheena sucked in a deep breath, deciding she had nothing to lose. “I have problems achieving an orgasm.” Lucy arched an eyebrow. Sheena realised she’d seen through the half-truth. “Okay… I can’t cum. At all. I get close and it always slips away. It makes relationships a nightmare. My therapist suggested I get a toy to act as a go-between.”

Lucy let out a soft laugh. “With no pun intended.”

Sheena realised what she’d said and felt her cheeks flush.

“A pretty girl like you shouldn’t have any trouble finding the right lover,” said Lucy.

“My orgasm issue is a massive let down… for both parties,” Sheena replied. “Men run a mile. Who wants a lover who can’t cum and who fails to please too? I’m a walking ego destroyer.”

Lucy took her by the arm. “Many women have this problem. Lucky for you, I have just the toy you need to solve it.”

She led Sheena to the counter, went behind it and stooped down to retrieve a wooden box large enough to hold a bottle of wine. It was made from dark wood and looked old, as if it had been under Lucy’s counter for a very long time.

Lucy wiped the sheen of dust from the lid and opened it. Inside was a red silk cloth.

“Here…” said Lucy, removing the ornate cloth to reveal a phallus.

Sheena wouldn’t have described it as a dildo. It looked too real. She lowered her head to get a closer look, feeling drawn to it. Her pulse raced and she felt a very pleasant ache develop between her thighs.

Lucy smiled at her. “I’m told it gives twice the pleasure of any other toy. More than a real male lover… although I’ve never tried it myself.”

Sheena swallowed at the thought. Maybe this was the key to finding the satisfaction she craved when she masturbated. Maybe this would help her learn how to cum. “Can I touch it?”

Lucy’s face brightened. “Of course.”

Sheena picked up the cock as if she were handling a revered object. The shape made her mouth water and her sex clench. Hell, she didn’t want to get this aroused in the middle of a store, but there was no stopping the moisture building up between her legs.

She ran her fingers along its length. The cock had a beautiful upturned arc. It was long and thick, enough to fill her up inside and still have inches to spare. The detail was incredible. The skin felt as soft as her own. The veins looked full of blood and the swollen head was round and smooth. She stifled a moan as she touched the balls. They felt so damned real, large, hard and full of cum. It was warm too, pulsing with the same heat as a living man.

“It’s so real…” she said, with a longing sigh.

“It may actually be so,” said Lucy.

Sheena gasped. There was no way that was possible.

Lucy answered the question that was evidently painted on her face. “I’m told it once belonged to a very bad man. He was the kind of man who used women for his own gratification, a man who kept slaves for pleasure and pain.”

Sheena examined the cock again. While it looked like it had once been flesh and blood, there was no way to preserve a cock in an erect state. She felt the severed end below the balls. It felt as soft as skin too.

“Legend says he took a virgin bride on her wedding day, carried her off in her dress, tied her to a tree and…” Lucy stopped, aware of the look on Sheena’s face. “I’m sure you don’t want to hear the details.”

The suggestion the cock had once belonged to a bad man gave Sheena an unexpected thrill. She was turned on and a little scared at the same time.

“No… please continue,” she said. “Tell me the story.”

Lucy nodded. “Then you’d better take a seat.”

Sheena dropped onto a stool with a velvet cushion. She felt daunted, enchanted and frightened all at the same time.

“The man’s name was Orion Thorn. He lived in the southern states, in the late nineteenth century. He was powerfully built, with an even stronger libido. But he was also completely wicked. As I said, he kept slaves for his own sadistic pleasures. But a man with such wicked desires always craves the next big thrill.

“So when he heard Maybelle June, the prettiest girl in town, was getting married, he plotted his most wicked exploit yet. While she was getting dressed, he broke into her room, abducted her and carried her off into the woods.

“There, he tied her to a tree, ripped off her pretty wedding dress and whipped her mercilessly, front and back, until he had striped her body red. Then he took her virginity and left her to the wild dogs. But Maybelle June was as clever as she was beautiful. She freed herself and fled.

“This terrible assault happened during different times. Then, ruined brides were considered worthless. Her fiancé rejected her. She was cast out by her family with nowhere to go and nothing to her name.”

“How awful,” said Sheena.

“She was tougher than anyone expected,” Lucy continued. “She made a life for herself in New Orleans where she became a mambo of great repute. And when she was ready, she cursed the man who had stolen her life from her for an afternoon of pleasure. According to the legend, when he went to bed the night she cursed him, his slaves heard him cry out in terrible pain. When they went to his room, he had disappeared without a trace. All they found was…”

Lucy glanced at the Phallus.

Sheena was surprised to find she had been clutching it tightly between her breasts.

Lucy looked her in the eye. “But it’s just a story.”

“It could be true,” said Sheena.

“Or a ploy schemed up by the marketing department to sell more sex toys,” said Lucy, with a twinkle in her eye.

Sheena didn’t care. She had to have it. “Okay, how much?”

Lucy gazed at her for a long moment, pressing her lips together like she was contemplating a more significant decision than making a sale. “No charge,” she said, at last.

Sheena blinked, unsure she’d heard Lucy right. “No charge?”

Lucy shrugged. “You look like a girl who needs a good time. That story holds a lot of promise. If it’s followed by a lack of delivery, you’ll be back here tomorrow demanding a refund.”

Sheena looked at the toy. The sensation between her legs demanded she try it. But the skeptic in her felt it was all too good to be true. “What’s the catch?”

Lucy pointed to the sign on the wall. It made the conditions of sale transparent: Satisfaction guaranteed. No refunds, returns or exchanges.

Sheena thought for a moment. What did she have to lose? “Okay, I’ll take it.”

Lucy arched an eyebrow. “Do you want it gift-wrapped?”

“Um… no thanks. Just something discreet.”

Lucy reached under her counter and tore a length of brown paper from a roll. “Nothing says ‘sex toy’ like plain packaging,” she said, with a wink.

* * *

Sheena made an event of bringing her new toy home. She prepared for it as if she were going on a date intending to get laid. She showered, shaved her pussy bare and smooth, put on make-up and dressed in her sexiest lingerie. It was a pink lace set, with a tiny crop-top bra that tied up at the front. One pull of the bow and a lover had immediate access to her large, round breasts. There were no panties, just a tiny skirt that was so short it didn’t hide her pussy lips.

She’d bought it hoping that if she felt sexy, it might help her to orgasm. She lit candles and had a glass of wine to help her relax. This needed to work. She needed to cum and break the awful curse that was ruining her sex life. If she couldn’t, she had no chance of finding a regular lover.

She lay on her bed and retrieved the dildo from under her pillow. There was no reason to hide it other than her acute embarrassment about going to a sex shop to buy a toy. She felt like she’d committed a crime. But being unable to orgasm was a much greater crime. What had she done to deserve such a cruel curse?

The dildo felt warm and seemed to throb in her hand as if it were alive. She coated it with a generous amount of lube and parted her legs. She started slowly, rubbing the hard head against the opening to her sex, getting her clitoris excited, making her wet.

Then she started to work it inside. It was very thick, and she had to push hard to penetrate her sex. But it felt amazing as she worked it into her tiny pussy, feeling it fill her up, giving her the delicious stretch that hurt in all the right ways. Once she’d pushed it deep enough to reach her womb, she pumped it back and forth as hard as she could.

Her pussy throbbed and became hot. The cock felt as good as the real thing, perhaps better. It seemed to twitch inside her as if it needed to cum too. Her pulse quickened and her breathing became fast and shallow as the pleasure built between her thighs. She wanted to rub her clit too, but she needed both hands to push the cock in and out of her sex.

She could feel an orgasm swelling. It was within reach. She only needed to chase it, to pump herself as hard as she could, ramming the cock deep into her womb like she wanted to feel it shoot jets of hot cum. Her moans echoed her desperate, aching need to reach release. It was so close, she just needed something to push her over the edge.

She pumped and pumped, but her orgasm continued to torment her, lingering just beyond reach.

“Please… I need it!” she begged.

As the moment subsided, she gave up, accepting her fate. What was it going to take to break her curse? She rolled over, with the cock still deep inside her, as she settled for the comfort of being filled instead of an orgasm. If she couldn’t cum, at least she could feel it inside her as she drifted off to sleep. Perhaps she could try again in the morning. There was promise. She’d come so close.

* * *

Sheena woke up feeling marvellously refreshed. Although she usually needed a strong cup of coffee to start the day, she felt bright and alert after such a deep sleep. She went to the bathroom to pee.

As she listened to the cute tinkle of her stream against the porcelain, she noticed her clitoris was sensitive and swollen. It didn’t feel bad. It had a pleasant, soothing ache. She wasn’t surprised, as she’d given herself a strong pounding with the toy cock.

As she thought about how close she’d come to achieving an orgasm, the desire gripped her to head back to bed and have another go. Who didn’t love dreamy morning sex while still relaxed after a deep sleep?

It made her pussy wet just thinking about forcing the cock between her thighs again. She patted her pussy dry and went back to bed, peeling back the sheets to find her toy. It wasn’t in the bed. She looked under the pillows. It wasn’t there either. She checked under the bed, thinking it had fallen out during the night. Stripping the sheets from the bed, she searched everywhere, under the mattress, but it was like it had vanished.

She turned over her entire room, emptying her drawers, the wardrobe, even her make-up table, but the cock had vanished like it had never existed.

“What the hell?” she said, completely baffled by its mysterious disappearance. She couldn’t explain it.

But there was no way she was going back to see Lucy to buy a new one. It had been hard enough to pluck up the courage to buy the cock in the first place. She supposed it would just turn up. That was always the way when things got misplaced. They showed up in oddest places, usually where you expected them least.

Throughout the day, she noticed her clitoris was developing a persistent ache. She tried examining herself in the mirror, but spreading her legs and arching her neck to get a good look revealed nothing.

As a person who erred on the side of caution, she made an appointment to see her doctor later in the day.

* * *

“I can’t see anything wrong,” said her doctor, as she shone a light into Sheena’s pussy.

Her doctor was a mild-mannered, middle-aged woman. She’d given Sheena a visual inspection. It hadn’t turned up anything unusual. So now she had Sheena’s pussy spread with a speculum for an internal examination. The stretch of the plastic blades reminded Sheena of having the cock inside her. It was turning her on, not what she wanted while receiving an internal examination from her doctor.

“You’re looking pink and healthy inside,” said her doctor. “Your clitoris is a little swollen. Have you had some enthusiastic intercourse recently?”

Sheena’s cheeks grew hot. She gave her doctor a non-committal nod.

“Well then, it’s nothing to worry about. I can prescribe you some anti-inflammatory cream to soothe the ache if you like. I’m sure it will pass in a few days, but book an appointment if you continue to have any concerns.”

The doctor removed the speculum and allowed Sheena to put her panties on while she wrote out a prescription. She handed her the note and gave her a meaningful look. “Perhaps you should tell your partner not to be so rough next time,” she said.

Sheena’s cheeks burned at the remark. If only her doctor knew who was truly to blame. She thanked her and left the clinic as soon as she could.

* * *

Over the next few days, the ache in her clitoris passed, but it continued to swell. It was sticking out like a small dome instead of the tiny hard nubbin that normally sat at the opening to her sex. As it wasn’t causing her any discomfort, she decided against going back to her doctor.

Plus, it had become very sensitive in all the right ways. If she rubbed it with the tip of her finger, it felt really good, quite unlike normal. It felt like if she rubbed it enough, she could finally cum. But her doctor’s warning about rough sex remained in her mind. She treated herself with care, hoping everything would settle down before she tried to orgasm again.

She’d also started having very unusual dreams about having sex with women. She’d wondered what it would be like to make love to another woman, but she’d done nothing about it. Until now, she thought she was straight.

While the dreams were unexpected, they weren’t unpleasant. They only added to her growing sense of arousal. If she fingered her swollen clit, she immediately thought about rubbing it into another girl’s sex. The way it made her pulse race made her feel certain she could cum. Why try to stop the best thing that had happened to her sexually since she’d hit puberty?

But the fact her clitoris kept growing was also making her feel paranoid. She felt like people knew she had a lump in her panties. It felt like every time she passed a girl on the street, they would look at her with a knowing smile as they glanced at her thighs.

At the same time, those looks made her blood boil with lust. She wanted to get one of those girls and make love to her for as long as it finally took her to cum. As the feelings and wicked thoughts grew stronger, she realised she didn’t need a doctor. She needed to talk to her therapist.

* * *

“I have a penis,” said Sheena.

Sheena’s therapist looked at her for a long moment. The blank expression on her face didn’t hide her need to process the information, to make sense of the inexplicable. Right now, she was likely trying to understand Sheena’s statement as a psychological metaphor. Her mind couldn’t cope with the idea that Sheena was actually telling her the truth.

“A penis?” she replied.

Returning the statement as a question was a therapist’s way of asking for more information without confessing they didn’t understand.

“Yes, a small one,” said Sheena. “But it’s getting bigger every day. I’m up to three inches now.”

“When did you start growing this… penis?” said her therapist. She was a rather cute ash-blond with perky tits. Sheena thought she could use a penis getting rammed into her tight little pussy. The wicked daydreams had been getting worse. She had an overwhelming desire to force herself upon every woman in sight.

“It happened after I used a dildo I bought from a sex shop,” she replied. “It’s like I absorbed it and it became part of me.”

There was no point in glossing over the truth in a therapy session. She needed answers, no matter how strange the circumstances.

“I see,” said her therapist. The blank look on her face told Sheena she didn’t see at all. It was forgivable. Things like this didn’t happen every day. She watched her collect her thoughts. “I don’t think your ‘penis’ is the issue here. We know you have a problem achieving an orgasm. So the question is, how can your ‘penis’ solve it?”

Even though her therapist still thought they were speaking in metaphors, she was on the right track.

“I rarely offer such blunt advice,” said her therapist, “but I think you should get yourself laid. By any means necessary. Pay for it if you have to.” She shook her head in disbelief. “A pretty girl like you shouldn’t need to pay for sex, but we’re all sent mysterious challenges in life. Get someone experienced in bed. It could be the breakthrough you need.”

* * *

Sheena lay on her bed, stroking her cock. It now looked like the toy she’d purchased from Lucy’s sex shop, including two large testicles dangling from a silky smooth sac. Ever since she’d shaved and masturbated with the dildo, her hair hadn’t grown back. Her new cock and balls were smooth and hairless like the rest of her body.

When she’d woken up in the morning, she’d also discovered her pussy had closed up. It was like she’d never had one, as if she’d been born with a cock and balls instead of a pussy. While it defied explanation, she didn’t need one. Or, more accurately, she didn’t want one.

Now she had her cock, she didn’t want anyone to take it away. She dreaded the idea it was all just a dream. But each time she reached into her panties, her long, thick cock was there to greet her.

Touching it felt amazing, completely unlike touching her pussy. If she gripped it in her fist and jacked it slowly, she felt it swell. As it stiffened, it grew hot in her hand and throbbed, the head giving her the first ache of pure carnal joy.

She hadn’t achieved a full erection yet, but now her cock had taken form, with lovely big balls filling with cum, she knew it was time. She took her cock in her fist and stroked herself. The cock responded, swelling much faster than it had before. It grew long, becoming so thick she couldn’t span its girth in her small hand. She had to take it with both hands to continue to jack it to full hardness.

She groaned with pure pleasure. It felt incredible, pulsing and twitching with the need to cum. Yet some part of it was still female, as it had been born from her body. As well as the blood-pumping desire to empty her balls with an explosive orgasm, she could also feel the hot, clenching ache of her feminine sex.

She took a measuring tape from the bedside table where she’d left it in readiness for this moment. Placing the tape at the base of her erection, she sighed with delight as she read the measurement.

“Eight and a half inches of delicious girlcock,” she said.

She wrapped the tape around her girth. It was six inches thick.

“Gorgeous!” she said, returning to the simple pleasure of slowly jacking herself again.

The universe worked in mysterious ways. She wanted to break the curse of being unable to orgasm, so the universe had given her a cock. And now that she had it, she knew she would be able to cum.

The need differed from when she had a pussy. Now she had balls, they were filling with delicious creamy cum. Soon, she would need to pump it all out. Unlike her feminine need to cum, this was now physical. It wasn’t a matter of if she could cum, it was inevitable.

* * *

Sheena took her therapist’s advice. After looking through several websites with high-class escorts, she’d found a blond that she liked. Her name was Angel. Her profile said she was all natural, but the way her balloon-sized breasts defied gravity suggested she might have had a little help.

Sheena didn’t mind either way. She only wanted her first orgasm to be at the hands of a sexually experienced woman, not her own touch. And at a thousand bucks an hour, Angel had better be good.

Sheena stopped stroking herself to let her cock calm down. It was hard to resist touching it. She adored it. She felt like an entirely new person, ready to enjoy the pleasures of life she’d been deprived of for too long.

Angel was due to arrive at any moment, so she checked herself in the mirror to make sure she was ready. She’d left her long, wavy brown hair loose, spilling over her shoulders and down her back. It made her short dress look dazzlingly white. It was a form-fitting dress with a plunging neckline that showed off the two half-moons of her generous bust. She wasn’t wearing any panties. She didn’t want to wear panties ever again. She loved the feeling of her long girlcock hanging free and the weight of her heavy balls against her inner thighs.

As she looked at her face, she felt something was missing. This change to her body deserved a change to her look. She wanted to dress in a distinctly different way to other women. She wanted to look like a doll, to radiate her sexuality, to make men and women look at her with nothing but lust in their eyes.

As a hair and make-up artist, she had the supplies to create any new look. She changed her foundation, painting her face several shades lighter than her golden-tanned skin. It was a great start, framing her face like a mask, or perhaps, reminiscent of a geisha.

“A geisha! Perfect!” she said, loving the idea.

She put on extra-long fake eyelashes and lots of eyeliner to make her baby-blue eyes pop. With a little rouge and several layers of super-glossy pink lipstick, she thought she looked perfect. It was like the woman waiting inside her had finally emerged after all these years, taking full form… including her gorgeous cock.

All she needed now was Angel. As if destiny was pulling the strings, the doorbell sounded. She clapped her hands with delight and ran to the door.

Angel was everything her photos promised, blond, busty and beautiful. Her big brown eyes widened at the sight of her client. Clearly, she wasn’t expecting to be servicing another girl. Sheena noted the gorilla of a man watching from a black sedan parked outside. Angel had come with a bodyguard. It made sense. Who knew what clients would try to get up to if she was alone.

“Angel, come in,” said Sheena. She gave the bodyguard a cute wave. His stony expression didn’t change.

“My my, I was expecting a guy,” said Angel. She had a light, husky voice, like she spent a lot of time with a cock in her throat.

Sheena took her coat and hung it on the rack. Then she admired Angel’s rack, which was prominently on display in her tiny French maid’s outfit. If Sheena was going to get her tubes cleaned for the first time, it felt fitting to ask that Angel come dressed as a maid.

“Come through to the lounge,” said Sheena.

Angel followed her inside, still looking puzzled. “So tell me, how come a gorgeous girl like you needs to hire someone like me? You could have any girl or guy you liked.”

“I’ve been going through some changes,” said Sheena. “And my therapist suggested I should pay for sex to accommodate those changes.”

Angel arched an eyebrow. “What kind of changes are we talking about?”

Sheena lifted the short skirt of her dress to her waist. “This…”

Angel’s eyes travelled down Sheena’s body until she reached the space between her thighs. Then they widened. She stood dead still for a long moment.

“Wow! It’s beautiful!” she said, not waiting for an invitation to reach out and touch Sheena’s cock.

The feeling of another woman’s fingers on her cock coaxed it to immediate hardness. Sheena took a shuddering gasp. It felt amazing when Angel touched it. Now she had another woman’s long, slender fingers wrapped around her shaft, it was aching with the need to cum.

“But you’re not transsexual are you? It doesn’t look or feel like a man’s cock. It’s too… feminine,” said Angel.

“I’ve been a girl for twenty-three years with a pussy and everything, but recently this happened,” she said, not offering any explanation.

“Some people are born with both genders and one can suddenly take over,” said Angel, gently stroking her cock. If the explanation suited her, Sheena wasn’t about to correct it.

“So I guess the question is, how do you want me to make you cum?” said Angel, looking deep into her eyes.

Sheena shrugged. “I’m kinda new to this. What would you recommend?”

Angel smiled. “I give a world-class prostate blow job. Take a seat.”

Sheena was shaking with excitement as she sat at the centre of her couch and spread her legs. Angel knelt down between them so Sheena could admire the sight of her spectacular cleavage. It made her cock throb harder.

Angel slowly kissed the length of her shaft while she gently cupped Sheena’s balls on her palm. She gave Sheena playful nibbles with her teeth as she rolled her balls through her fingers. Sheena’s breath became sharp and shallow as her sense of excitement and pleasure built.

“Mm… it smells so good,” said Angel. “You’re much sweeter than a guy. More like a girl.”

She tasted Sheena’s cock for the first time, licking her head like the first taste of an ice cream. Sheena was speechless, a quivering mess in anticipation with each incredible flick of Angel’s tongue. Pre-cum flowed from the tip of her cock like glistening droplets of dew. Angel licked each one of them up like she was being treated to tiny tastes of ambrosia.

Then Sheena felt Angel’s middle finger probing the rosette at the entrance to her ass. She couldn’t speak as Angel kept licking her cock, making her shake with the intensity of the pleasure.

Angel worked her finger inside Sheena’s ass until she was two knuckles deep. She felt around and then let out a satisfied sigh.

“You might be a girl, but your cock is all male,” she said. “There’s a naughty prostate for me to massage. Now I can pump your balls full of cum as I torment you with pleasure.”

As Angel took Sheena’s throbbing cock into her mouth, she massaged her inside, easing more cum from the gland that filled her balls. Angel’s mouth was hot and desperate. The ridges along the roof of her mouth excited Sheena further, providing delicious friction as Angel licked and sucked.

Sheena felt her balls hardening as Angel filled them with cum, easing more of her precious fluid from her prostate with tiny circles of her finger. Her balls felt tight and sore with the need for release. But the way they hurt felt incredible.

Angel took her deeper with each suck until she had Sheena’s cock at the back of her throat. All the while, she massaged Sheena inside, overfilling her balls until they felt like two boulders dangling between her legs. Sheena was desperate to cum, but Angel controlled her orgasm. She slurped and sucked to maintain Sheena’s pleasure, but eased back when she sensed Sheena was getting too close.

Sheena lost track of time as Angel tortured her with pure pleasure, taking her to the brink of orgasm, then denying her release. All the while she kept filling Sheena’s balls with more cum, making her prostate release every drop it had to give. The tight, aching need to cum spread from her balls down her thighs and up into her midriff. She couldn’t move or speak. All she could do was take shuddering breaths as pure pleasure gripped her body.

She heard Angel giggling as she sucked, enjoying what she was doing, making Sheena helpless from the pleasure. She could probably keep this up for hours, but as her time came to an end, she brought Sheena to her desperate climax.

Taking Sheena deep into her throat, she sucked her hard while she massaged her balls, urging them to release all the cum she’d forced into them. As Sheena exploded between the thighs, she lost all control over her senses. She was floating in white light. There was nothing but pleasure, pumping from her cock, filling her body with sublime joy. Distantly, she heard Angel gulping, like she was trying to keep up with the cum Sheena was pumping into her mouth.

Lucy had told her she would feel double the pleasure from her new cock, but she’d never expected it would be anything like this. She bathed in the euphoria of the moment, loving the feeling of cum shooting from her cock and the pure joy of finally reaching release.

Her senses returned, leaving her with an afterglow that felt like it would last for days. She saw Angel looking up at her while she licked her lips.

“Damn, girl! You are delicious! You can have that one for free.”

* * *

By day, Sheena went about life with her former appearance. To all the people that knew her, nothing about her had changed. But when she came home, she indulged in the hedonistic ritual of becoming Sheena, the living doll, a girl with an irresistible cock.

She showered, chose one of her sexiest dresses and put on her doll-like make-up. Once she had realised her true self again, she went out on the town to pick up a cute girl.

Men and women couldn’t resist her sex appeal. They went giddy with lust in her presence, falling over themselves to get her attention. It allowed her to be very choosy with her conquest for the evening. When she found the girl she wanted, she took her home no matter what. If she had to poach a girl from a man, it didn’t matter. She did it anyway.

Once she had the girl to herself, she enjoyed thrusting her cock down her throat. The flavour of her cock was so addictive, she could do anything she wanted to each girl. As time passed, she indulged in increasingly wicked ways to pleasure herself with a girl’s mouth. After being deprived of orgasms for so long, she didn’t want to share. She wanted all the selfish pleasure for herself. To hell with letting the other girl have any.

She also desired control, to dominate each girl and give her a lasting reminder she’d spent a night with a girlcock punishing her mouth. That meant leaving every girl with burning cheeks, an aching jaw and a sore throat that lasted for days.

She enjoyed slapping them around first, either with her cock or her open palm. If a girl was going to get burning cheeks, she wanted them lovely and red from the start. Then she could go to work on her sweet cheeks from the inside, punishing each one with her cock. She also liked to pull their lovely, long hair while she rammed her cock down their throats. Or she laid them on their backs so she could drive her cock into their mouths as hard as she could. She pounded them until they were choking and gasping for air. And then she forced them to swallow her cum without losing a single drop. It was incredibly wicked. And she’d never enjoyed herself more.

While she wanted to experience a girl’s pussy or ass, she had the overwhelming urge to discover her new sexuality in stages. And she loved pounding their sweet mouths. But the desire for more grew by the day.

The devilish desires crept into her dreams. She started to have a recurring dream about a stunning raven-haired girl in a long white dress. The dress covered every inch of her body, with a high neckline and a full-length skirt that covered her feet. It hugged her figure, suggesting delectable feminine curves beneath.

She felt a lust for this girl like an insatiable hunger. In the dream, she took the girl by force and carried her out into the woods. There, she tied her to a tree, with her hands above her head. Then she ripped the pretty white dress from her virgin body to admire her naked. The girl was crying and begging for release. She said it was her wedding day.

But her hunger needed satisfaction. She had to punish this girl for teasing her cock with her beauty, so she gave her a harsh whipping, front and back, head to foot. Then she had her way with the girl, pounding her tight little pussy, pumping her full of cum.

Sheena always woke up at this point, feeling shocked by the dream, but also incredibly aroused. Her cock was always hard as a steel bar and desperate to cum.

She realised she’d absorbed more of Orion Thorn than only his cock and balls. She had his wicked desires too. She wanted to use girls for her own selfish pleasure. She was becoming more like him with every day that passed.

She had to find out more about him, if he was a man or a myth, if he was real or an idea Lucy had put in her head. Searching the internet was like looking for a needle in a field of haystacks. Eventually, she stumbled onto an ancestry website. She paid the fee to access their database and began the painstaking hunt to track down Orion Thorn.

After a day of piecing the puzzle together, tracing family connections back to nineteenth century Louisiana, she found him at last. She sat back in her chair, staring at the spiderweb of connections. There was no doubt about it.

Seven generations back, there had been a man in Louisiana named Orion Thorn. He had sired six children to six different women. Although there was little information about him, Sheena was his descendant.

* * *

Shenna planted her hands on her hips and looked Lucy Purr in the eyes. “You knew, didn’t you?”

A small smile formed at one corner of Lucy’s ruby red lips. “Of course. But you were only concerned with pleasure. I never told you any lies. And now you’re having the most wonderful orgasms of your life. Plus…” She pointed to the sign on the wall. Satisfaction guaranteed. No refunds, returns or exchanges.

“But I’m becoming more like him every day. I can’t stop the wicked desires running through my head, making my cock ache with lust.”

“So, you have a little of Orion Thorn’s wickedness running through your veins. But you’re not him. You’re different. My dear, you are scrumptious now… sexy, seductive Sheena transformed into an irresistible futanari.”

“A futanari? What’s that?”

“What you’ve become. A uniquely beautiful demi-goddess of sexuality and lust… with a magnificent cock.”

Sheena considered using her charms on Lucy, to give her an aching jaw and a sore throat with a thorough facial pounding. But her potent pheromones didn’t affect Lucy at all, as if she were immune to them.

“So how do I break this curse?” she said, tapping her foot.

Lucy frowned. “A curse? It looks to me like the cock has helped you to realise your true self. Whether or not that’s bad comes down to your point of view.” Her frown softened. “I know nothing about voodoo magic. I’m just a humble vendor of exotic wares. If you want to go back to the way you were, seek a powerful mambo. I’m sure she will be able to separate you from the cock… for a fee.”

* * *

For a week, Sheena didn’t dress as the futanari she’d become. She paused her ritual while she came to terms with her choice. She had to get the cock removed and return to her former self, or keep it and live with the wickedness she’d inherited from Orion Thorn.

Through each day, she acted like she’d never grown the cock, returning to her demure, shy self like it was a protective shield. She did women’s make-up and hair, ignoring the looks of appreciation on their faces. She knew it was nothing to do with the fact she was making them look beautiful. They were all responding to her futanari pheromones. But if she chose not to exert her influence, all she gave them was a pair of damp panties.

At night, after she’d been through her former routine, eating and passing the time watching television like most people, she went to bed. She stroked her cock for a while, enjoying the hot, throbbing pleasure that came from touching it. Sometimes she jacked it to make herself cum, other times, she simply enjoyed its hardness in her fist.

At the end of the week, she contacted a mambo to make an appointment and booked a flight to Louisiana. She’d enjoyed the cock, but now it was time to send it back.

* * *

Sheena was absent-minded for the next few days, wondering what would happen when she saw the mambo to get her cock removed. Although distracted, she knew her job well enough to do women’s hair and make-up on autopilot.

She was working on a bride to be, setting her blond hair in rollers, so she would have gorgeous curly ringlets at the ends of her long hair. Her name was Jenny. She was lithe and beautiful, and her form-fitting white dress accentuated every curve of her figure.

Sheena had already done her make-up and styled her hair. It was only a matter of making the finishing touches and she would be ready for the ceremony in two hours.

As she fitted the last roller to Jenny’s hair and clipped it into place, she looked up and met the blond bride’s wide blue eyes in the mirror. Jenny was looking at her with awe and lust.

At that moment, Sheena knew Jenny’s white lace panties were sopping wet. She was about to get married and all she could think about was how turned-on she was in Sheena’s presence. She looked like a woman who didn’t care what happened in the next five minutes, let alone the next two hours. She looked like she only wanted to get her virgin pussy stuffed full of cock.

The look hit Sheena like a lightning bolt. In a split second, she had the answer to the choice she had to make. She was hiding, denying her true nature because it scared her. This was why she’d never been able to achieve an orgasm in the past, because she had repressed her true nature for too long. It had taken the gift of the cock to help her understand what she was meant to become. And it wasn’t Orion Thorn’s cock that had given her such wicked desires. They had been with her all along. The cock had merely brought them to the surface.

“Jenny, excuse me for a few moments,” she said. “I’ll take this opportunity to get dressed myself. Then we’ll finish you off.”

Jenny’s eyes lingered on her face for much longer than a woman should stare, especially when she was about to get married. Sheena could smell the sweet feminine musk of her arousal. If Jenny was to go to the ceremony now, she’d have her pussy juices dripping down her legs as she exchanged vows. But those juices wouldn’t be for her future husband.

Sheena retrieved the dress that went with her everywhere, although she hadn’t worn it for over a week. It was the form-fitting, short dress she’d worn the first time she’d emerged as a futanari. She put it on and removed the shackles of her panties, allowing her cock and balls to dangle free beneath the short skirt.

Then she made up her face, painting herself to become Sheena, the living doll, with long eyelashes and glossy pink lips. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she vowed never to hide herself away ever again. She loved everything about being a futanari. Now it was time to perform the ceremony that would make her transformation permanent.

She returned to Jenny, who was patiently reading a magazine while her ringlets set. Her bright-blue eyes widened with awe and desire as she gazed at Sheena’s reflection in the mirror. She opened her mouth to speak, but she was so giddy with lust, she couldn’t form words.

Sheena turned her chair about and slowly lifted her skirt. Jenny’s eyes travelled from Sheena’s face to her cock, which was now becoming erect.

“It’s time to apply the finishing touches to your make-up,” said Sheena. “I’m going to paint your lips.”

She jacked her cock in readiness, summoning droplets of glistening pre-cum to bead at the head. Then she took Jenny by the neck, bringing her mouth to her cock, allowing her to breathe in its irresistible scent.

Jenny’s breath was ragged with lust. She couldn’t help herself. Sheena’s futanari pheromones were so strong they obliterated a woman’s rational thought. That was how she could take advantage of so many women and punish their throats.

Gripping her girlcock in her fist, Sheena pinched Jenny’s cheeks to open her mouth and carefully painted her lips with pre-cum. She applied it with the same precision as lip gloss with a brush. Jenny’s lips glistened with the addictive syrup and her tongue was quivering with the desire to lick her mouth clean.

Sheena let her savour each lip and listened to her moan with delight. Then she painted Jenny’s lips again, completely enslaving her mind to her desire to have sex. Sheena helped her from the chair. Jenny’s legs were wobbly and she struggled to maintain her balance, so Sheena laid her on the carpet on her back.

Orion Thorn had needed to use force to take his bride. He’d needed to whip her to break her spirit before he could steal her virginity. Sheena could do it by letting a girl taste the sweet syrup of her cock. She did like the idea of tying Jenny up and whipping her head to foot, but they could indulge in that pleasure another time.

She lifted Jenny’s white skirt, admiring her long, shapely legs, her bridal garter and her tiny white lace panties. She would ban all panties from now on, no matter how pretty they looked. She wanted full access to Jenny’s pussy whenever she pleased. She peeled them down Jenny’s legs, feeling her own lust rising at the sight of her mouth-watering bald pussy. Jenny had waxed for the big occasion. Sheena would get her lasered later, so she was always hairless and smooth. She wanted Jenny exposed as well as available.

It was a joy to part Jenny’s legs and position herself at the entrance to her sex. As she worked her aching cock into Jenny’s tight, pink hole, she realised they were losing their virginity together, Jenny as a woman, and her as a futanari. Jenny’s sex felt incredible, and Sheena wondered why she hadn’t taken a woman like this before. She was tight as a clenched fist, but hot and wet.

Jenny groaned with joy as Sheena drove her cock deep, finding her womb at the back of her sex. She felt giddy with lust and desire too, and couldn’t stop herself from pumping Jenny’s pussy as hard as she could. She took long thrusts, feeling the delicious friction of driving the full length of her cock in and out of Jenny’s hot, tight pussy.

Jenny got hotter and wetter with each thrust. She gripped Sheena’s cock like she didn’t want to let it go. Sheena wanted to pound her pussy all night if it felt this good. She could feel the aching need to cum from the cock and deep inside herself as a woman. Indeed, she was blessed with the best of both worlds and could feel double the pleasure as Lucy had promised.

Jenny’s voice was hoarse with her own mounting orgasm. “Fill me… fill me with cum,” she pleaded.

As much as she wanted to hammer Jenny’s pussy for as long as she could, Sheena couldn’t stop the explosive orgasm that ripped through her body. She drove deep into Jenny’s womb and emptied her balls, pumping her full of cum, enslaving her bride to her girlcock. Jenny wasn’t going to her wedding. History was repeating itself. This time though, instead of becoming an unwanted, tainted bride, Jenny would become the first girl in Sheena’s harem. Just like Orion Thorn, she wanted slaves to look after her every need, to submit to whatever pleasure she desired.

As she withdrew her cock, she couldn’t wait to breed Jenny again. She couldn’t wait to see her perky breasts grow larger as they filled up with milk. She retrieved Jenny’s lace panties. They still had one more use. Rolling them into a tight ball, she stuffed them into Jenny’s pussy as a plug, sealing all her cum inside. It was done. She had taken her first slave.

Lucy had been right. The cock wasn’t a curse. Whatever the mambo had done to Orion Thorn all those years ago, his curse was now Sheena’s blessing.


Whodunnit

Taking wine and flowers to a new neighbour was a good way to welcome them to the neighborhood. While Emily had done this many times, this time she felt nervous. It seemed foolish. Why should she feel nervous about meeting a woman named Bunny? Was there a cuter name for a girl?

Emily had seen Bunny from a distance when she’d moved in across the street two days ago. Along with her name, Bunny was also incredibly cute in ways that made her dangerous to men. And for that matter, many women too.

Bunny looked like she was in her mid-twenties, as she had the nubile figure of a younger woman. Yet her waist-length hair was silver, not like she was turning grey, but like a platinum blond blessed with unique, deeply coloured hair. Emily assumed she dyed it that colour, so it had the same silver sheen as rabbit fur.

Emily smoothed her skirt with her free hand and knocked on Bunny’s front door. She’d given Bunny a few days to settle in before making the neighbourly visit. Moving was bad enough without neighbours being a bother while you were unpacking.

As Bunny opened the door, Emily got a chance to see her properly for the first time. She was very cute indeed! Along with her silver hair, she had lustrous, large blue-grey eyes, high cheekbones and full, pouty lips. And her curves were positively dangerous, especially in the silver silk robe she was currently wearing. Bunny had a mysterious, seductive quality that made Emily feel hot and bothered between the thighs. She couldn’t explain it. This was unfamiliar territory.

Emily told herself to snap out of it. But she felt pleased she’d made this visit while her husband, Shaun, was at work. If Bunny had this effect on her, what would she do to a man? Not that she didn’t trust Shaun, but a wife should keep an eye on her husband in case temptation was ever put in his way.

“Hi, I’m Emily, your neighbour,” she said, indicating which house they owned across the street.

Bunny’s face lit up and she looked like she was going to bounce with joy. “Oh, neat! I’m Bunny. It’s lovely to meet you.” She emphasised ‘lovely,’ as if she was passing a comment about Emily’s appearance. She certainly had an appreciative twinkle in her eye.

Emily felt her cheeks grow hot. She rarely heard flattering remarks from other people now she was married. It made her feel good, especially coming from a girl as attractive as Bunny. She held out the flowers and wine.

Bunny clapped her hands with delight. “Are those for me? You shouldn’t have!” She accepted the gift, putting the flowers to her nose to inhale their scent.

“Well, cakes aren’t fashionable anymore,” said Emily. “People have all sorts of allergies to nuts and gluten these days.”

“Come in,” said Bunny, stepping aside to allow her entrance.

“Oh, I don’t want to be a bother. I just came to say hello and to welcome you to the neighbourhood. I’m sure you’re busy unpacking.”

“It’s no bother,” said Bunny, ushering her inside. “I’ll pour us a glass of this wine.” Her eyes twinkled again. “The good things in life should be shared.”

She led Emily from the foyer into the lounge. She had her lounge suite and entertainment system organised, but everything else was still emerging from boxes.

“Sorry about the mess. Take a seat. I’d better get these flowers in water.”

Emily took a seat on a couch. It was quite comfortable. Bunny returned a moment later holding a vase filled with the flowers, two glasses and the wine under her arm. She set the flowers on the coffee table, cracked open the wine and poured them each a glass.

Bunny held up her glass for a toast and smiled. Emily raised her glass too. They came together in a soft clink. It felt more like the first tender kiss between lovers than a toast. Emily couldn’t understand why she was having this unexpected reaction to Bunny. Without doubt, she now had a pair of damp panties. The girl had infectious sex appeal.

“I think I’ve seen your husband,” said Bunny. “He’s very handsome. Is he a policeman?”

Emily felt her cheeks redden again. How was she going to explain this to a woman she barely knew? “No, he’s in finance,” she said.

Bunny blinked. “Oh! Last night, when I saw him getting out of his car, he was wearing a police officer’s uniform.” She chewed a fingernail in a coy way. “You’re blushing like a beet, Emily.”

Emily stuttered a few words that made no sense. She was now neck deep in this topic and had only taken one sip of her wine. She took a much larger sip to calm her nerves.

“It’s okay, you can tell me,” said Bunny. “I hear lots of kinky stories all the time. It goes with the territory when you’re a sex therapist.”

Emily took another large sip of wine and realised she’d emptied her glass. Bunny poured her another. Why not confess? Bunny would find out one way or another. If she was a sex therapist, as she’d said, she would be discreet about it.

“When the honeymoon period ended, Shaun and I stopped having sex so often.”

Bunny gave her an understanding nod.

“Not that sex was bad. We just settled into a routine. You know, new day, same position.” Emily drew a deep breath. This felt like going to confession, even though she’d never been to a church in her life.

“Shaun is a wonderful lover,” she said, realising she was now making apologetic excuses. “So, to put the fire back into our sex life, we started to do bedroom cosplays.”

Bunny’s face brightened. “Oh, neat!”

Her acceptance and enthusiasm gave Emily the confidence to say more.

“Last night, Shaun was playing a policeman interrogating a hostile witness. He cuffed me to a chair. We improvised, but we both knew it was my job to seduce him so I could escape.”

“It sounds like you take it seriously,” said Bunny, crossing her legs.

She had exquisite, shapely legs that made Emily long for a glimpse of what lay between them. She was definitely having a very unusual reaction to Bunny. She was going to have to change her panties when she got home.

“We do. The more authentic we can make it, the more exciting it gets. We’re not allowed to break character until the cosplay is over. Then we get changed into our normal clothes and be ourselves again.”

“Wow!” said Bunny, sipping her wine. “You make me positively jealous!”

“It is a lot of fun,” said Emily. “And we’re getting more adventurous all the time. It’s funny. When we have normal sex, it feels like I’ve been off having an affair with another man. Shaun puts a lot of work into mixing things up, so we’re not just having sex in different costumes.”

Bunny looked at her with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “Sounds like something I’d like to try myself.”

“Oh, you won’t regret it,” said Emily, finishing her wine. “Thanks for sharing. I’d better get going. I’m sure you have lots on your plate with all this unpacking to do.”

“You can stay longer if you like,” said Bunny. “It’s rare to have such a pretty neighbour. You’re a beautiful woman, Emily. Shaun is a lucky man.”

Emily felt her cheeks grow hot from yet another compliment from Bunny. She felt like Bunny was hitting on her. And rather than feeling offended, it was making her pussy hot and wet.

Bunny gave her a very naughty smile. “I don’t know if I’ve seen more beautiful breeding hips,” she said. “I’m quite jealous of Shaun in more ways than one.” She giggled and gave Emily a cheeky wink.

Emily smiled, although she couldn’t tell if Bunny was teasing her or being serious. She certainly had an unusual sense of humour.

“Well, I’m sure we’ll see much more of each other,” she said.

“I know we will,” said Bunny, walking her to the door.

They said their goodbyes and Emily crossed the street to go home. Bunny lingered in the doorway, watching her go, her eyes lingering on Emily’s swaying hips. As Emily reached her front door, she looked back. Bunny was still looking at her. She gave her a cute wave, wiggling her fingers. Emily took a deep breath, feeling quite giddy from Bunny’s playful flirtations. It was nice. Girls were known to flirt with one another. There was nothing in it. It was how they expressed themselves sexually in a safe way. She returned the wave and stepped through her front door.

She was in a playful mood herself after the encounter with Bunny. She went to her bedroom and slipped off her panties. They were quite damp from her unexpected arousal. She put them to her nose, enjoying the sweet, musky scent of her sex.

The perfume of her pussy always pushed her over the edge. She knelt down on the carpet with her legs apart so she could reach her clitoris. With her panties held to her nose, she gave herself a naughty fingering, rubbing the hard nubbin at the entrance to her sex. Damn, she needed to cum! Where was Shaun when she needed a hot tongue between her thighs?

In moments, she was groaning with joy as her orgasm surged through her body. She pressed her panties to her pussy lips as she squirted. She shuddered, gasping for breath as she soaked them through with her cum. If Bunny could make her feel this horny, she would have to sneak over for a glass of wine more often.

As she enjoyed the afterglow of her orgasm, she sniffed her panties again. They had a wonderful perfume now she had soaked them through with cum. Sniffing her panties was a very naughty habit, but she enjoyed it. Pussy juice was so sweet and delicious. It was a pity to put them into the washing machine.

Still feeling in a naughty mood, she decided she would give Shaun a surprise when he got home too. She changed into her daring black lingerie. It was a lace bra and panty set, with thigh-high stockings and a sheer baby-doll dress. She found her black wig and put on a thick coating of glossy bright-red lipstick. Looking at herself in the mirror, she thought her transformation into Shaun’s naughty French mistress was complete. She liked the raven-black hair. She was naturally a chocolate-brown brunette, so the darker hair brought out her blue eyes.

As soon as Shaun stepped through the front door, she was in character. She rushed to him before he could put down his briefcase or loosen his tie.

“Quick,” she said, “get your cock out of your pants! Your wife will be home soon, so I have little time.”

Hearing her French accent, Shaun realised what was happening, so he didn’t ask her what she was doing or object. It was one of their rules. They had to accept the situation and play along at all times.

He put down his briefcase as she sank to her knees to unzip his fly. Pulling his swelling cock through the vertical fly of his briefs, she looked up at him and licked her ultra-red lips.

His cock twitched in anticipation. He didn’t say a word, just drew a deep breath and let out a rasping moan as she took him into her mouth. She loved the taste of his cock. It was savoury and salty, and made her thirsty to swallow as much of it as she could. He was longer than the average man and had a good girth. It was always an effort to take him all the way into her mouth.

She sucked and slurped on his cock, taking it further into her mouth until she had him at the back of her throat. She’d become quite adept at throating him and had lost her gag reflex, which allowed her to keep him deep in her mouth without choking. Cupping his balls on her palm, she rolled them through her fingers, feeling they were hard and full of cum.

His breathing became ragged as she sucked him as hard as she could, making sure she left a ring of bright-red lipstick around the base of his cock. She could have teased and tormented him for hours, but this was a fantasy fling, a quickie from his naughty French mistress. She wanted to make him cum as soon as she could.

She heard him groan as his balls tightened in her hand. His cock throbbed as he emptied himself into her mouth. She drank him all down, not letting a single drop of the salty treat escape her lips. Once she felt him reach the end of his orgasm, she allowed him to withdraw himself from her mouth. She ran her fingers up the length of his shaft, squeezing the remaining cum from his cock. One last salty treat beaded at the head and she licked it clean with the tip of her tongue.

He shuddered as he panted for breath. She knew the head of his cock was very sensitive after he’d ejaculated, so the smallest lick made his entire body react. She teased him again, enjoying the sense of control.

“Now, I must be going. Your wife will be home any minute.” She stood up and winked. “How are you going to explain all that lipstick at the base of your cock?”

With a mischievous giggle, she fled upstairs, leaving Shaun red in the face with his cock hanging out of his pants. She had enjoyed herself every bit as much as him. What had Bunny done to her to bring out such a mischievous streak?

She changed back into her shirt and skirt, applied different lipstick and became Emily again. Then she went back downstairs. Shaun was now in the kitchen getting a beer from the fridge.

“Hi, honey, did you have a good day?” she said with a breezy tone.

“It ended well,” he said. “Not what I expected, but I won’t complain.”

The other absolute rule of their cosplays was they weren’t allowed to talk about what had happened in any direct way. It made each experience more authentic. They always discussed it with innuendo.

“Did I hear someone at the back door?” she said, pouring herself a glass of wine.

“Ah… no. That was me, getting some herbs from the garden for dinner.”

There were no herbs on the kitchen bench. She loved it when he played along after the fun was over. She sidled over to him and gave him a tender kiss of the lips. He returned the kiss with enthusiasm, an unspoken thank you for what she’d done.

She put her hand to his crotch. “How’s the guy downstairs? Does he want to come out and play?” She kissed him again, taking his lower lip between her teeth. It made him squirm. This was so much fun. He would still have the ring of red lipstick around the base of his cock. She gave him a playful bite and let go.

“You’re in a spontaneous mood tonight,” he said, changing the subject away from his cock. Even with the rules of innuendo, he wanted some explanation for her surprise cosplay.

“I met our new neighbour earlier,” she said, sipping her wine. “Her name is Bunny. And yes, she’s as cute as a bunny too. Turns out she’s a sex therapist. We discussed a few things and it put me in a spontaneous mood. I think playtime should become more spontaneous too. Who doesn’t love a surprise?”

‘Playtime’ was the code word for their sexual cosplays. Sometimes they needed to discuss it in advance, especially if they were acting out a special scenario, but otherwise the topic was taboo.

He nodded. “Spontaneous sounds good. I’ll put my thinking cap on.”

She raised her glass for a toast. “Here’s to good times ahead.”

* * *

Emily got home early on Friday. At the end of the week, she usually finished work after lunch. As she walked up the drive, she saw Bunny wave from her window. She waved back. They still hadn’t arranged to meet up for another drink. Emily was looking forward to talking to her again. After her bout of spontaneity, she wondered if Bunny could inspire more ideas about how she could surprise Shaun.

She went inside and changed into some casual clothes, thinking about all the tedious chores that she still had to do. She would much rather be scheming up a new cosplay, something daring that would really blow him away. Now they had set the rules, there were no limits to what they could do together.

Several ideas had been floating around her head since she’d teased him about having lipstick at the base of his cock. Domination was something neither of them had tried before. Or perhaps she could cosplay as a homewrecker, a naughty babysitter, hell-bent on breaking up their marriage. There were so many possibilities.

She collected the washing from the machine. It was a fine day, so she went out the back to hang it out to dry. As she was pegging the sheets on the line, the hairs prickled on the back of her neck. She instinctively turned in the watcher’s direction, but saw nothing. She let out a nervous laugh. All these cosplays were giving her an overactive imagination.

She finished hanging out the laundry and went back inside. As she was deciding what to do next, she heard a bump from upstairs. She started, wondering what could have made the sound. Perhaps a bird had flown into a window. Or something had fallen over. There couldn’t be somebody else in the house with her… cold there?

She looked out the window at the driveway. Shaun’s car wasn’t there, so he couldn’t have come home early. She checked the front door. It was locked. How could anyone else be in the house without her noticing? A thief would have had to be as silent as a mouse to slip past her while she was outside. There was little chance she would have failed to notice.

She swallowed hard and climbed the stairs. She had to be imagining it. The upstairs hallway was empty. She walked into the master bedroom, thinking a bird must have hit the window.

Suddenly, someone grabbed her from behind. Her assailant pressed a square cloth to her face. It was damp and smelled like sweet alcohol. Before the shock could set it, her vision darkened.

She awoke not knowing how much time had passed. It was completely dark. She realised it wasn’t night. Someone had tied a blindfold over her eyes. She went to pull it away and realised her hands were tied behind her back. The cloth over her eyes was secure, as she couldn’t brush it off by rubbing her face against the sheets. As she moved about, she realised she was completely naked.

“Do as you’re told and no one will get hurt.” The speaker had a deep voice, but it sounded thin and tinny, like it was a pre-recorded message played on a smartphone.

“Who are you? What do you want?” she said, feeling the fear knot her stomach.

There was a pause. “I’ve been watching you, Emily. Be a good girl and this will all be over soon.”

It was definitely pre-recorded audio. There was only one explanation. This was Shaun. It was his turn for a spontaneous cosplay. He could have parked his car down the street, used his key to get in the front door and then hidden in wait.

And if it wasn’t Shaun, why had her assailant gone to so much trouble to disguise their voice? She wouldn’t recognise a stranger’s voice, but she would know Shaun’s voice anywhere. If he’d gone to such lengths to make this feel as authentic as possible, he would likely disguise other recognisable aspects of himself too.

They’d talked once about doing a non-consensual cosplay. At the time, he looked rather nervous about the idea, saying he didn’t want to hurt her if that was the only way he could make it feel authentic. It appeared her bout of spontaneity had changed his mind. She let out a slow breath. It was time to play along and enjoy the ride. Their number one rule was to never break character.

“Please… let me go. I can give you whatever you want. Money? Jewellery?” She hoped she still sounded scared enough. Now she’d figured out the game, the knot of fear in her stomach had disappeared.

There was a pause again. No doubt Shaun was looking through his list of pre-recorded messages. “Are you using birth control, Emily?”

She bit her tongue to suppress a laugh. Not only did the question seem completely out of place for the situation, Shaun knew she couldn’t take the pill. She got headaches and mood swings if she used oral contraception, not to mention it killed her libido. What was the point of taking the pill if she never wanted to have sex? They’d decided that Shaun would use condoms, or she would find other ways to finish him off, as she’d done when cosplaying as his French mistress.

“N—no,” she replied, thinking she was doing a good job of sounding nervous. “I can’t take the pill. Why do you want to know?”

“I thought as much,” the speaker replied, his response coming faster this time.

She felt soft hands on her shoulders. Gloves? It was too hard to tell. Shaun rolled her onto her back, so her neck was hanging over the edge of the bed, opening her throat. She heard him unzip his fly. He pinched her cheeks, not roughly, but hard enough to force her to open her mouth. She felt sure of it now. He was being too gentle, not wanting to hurt her as he’d said.

The scent of his cock filled her nose. He’d disguised that too. Shaun had a rugged smell, like tropical limes and fresh-cut grass. Now he smelled like peaches and caramel. He’d outdone himself with his attention to detail.

She felt the head of his cock enter her mouth. She tasted him eagerly, knowing he would have to do something clever to disguise that flavour too. She spent a lot of time with his cock in her mouth and would know his flavour anywhere.

It was extraordinary! She would never accuse him of having a lack of attention to detail after this cosplay. His cock tasted like he’d been soaking it in honey for a week. It was still salty, but it was sweet and delicious too. It reminded her of the taste of her pussy, as it had the sweetness of a girl’s sex.

From what she could tell from her mouth, he’d also shaved himself smooth. Shaun trimmed himself to look tidy downstairs, but he never shaved. Now his cock had the softness of exfoliated skin and there were no pesky hairs. Even his balls felt soft and smooth as they slapped against her face.

Lying on her back with her throat open, he could thrust himself all the way down her throat. He started gently at first, but once he found his rhythm, he pushed harder and deeper. She heard his breathing quicken as his pleasure swelled. In control of the action, it wouldn’t take him long to cum in this position. If she was in control, she could make it last for ages.

Somehow, he surprised her again. Even though he was pounding her throat harder than he’d even done before, he didn’t appear to need to cum any time soon. She tasted hints of pre-cum, which was unusually sweet. Whatever he’d done to disguise the flavour of his cock, she’d have to ask him to do it again. He tasted utterly delicious! She could handle a rough throating if he tasted this good.

He seemed determined to do more though, to leave her with a sore jaw to mark his enthusiastic display. She could already feel her jaw muscles ache as he forced them wide to accommodate his cock. She supposed a little discomfort was worth it for the authenticity of the experience. But she hoped he would cum soon, as the way he was punishing her mouth was also going to leave her unable to speak.

As he continued to drive himself down her throat, she could only conclude he’d taken a little blue pill. Shaun’s stamina was good, but when they really wanted to go all night, he needed a little chemical help. It felt like that now.

As he throated her hard, she wondered if he had taken two. He was hard as hell and pumped so full of blood his cock felt thicker and longer than normal. He was so engorged, each thrust passed her esophagus, filling her neck with his hot, hard cock. He gripped her neck with both hands as if he needed more pressure to satisfy his raging lust. She struggled for breath. Authenticity was one thing, being able to breathe was another.

She pulled away to free her mouth long enough to catch her breath. He smacked her face.

She heard the metallic man’s pre-recorded voice again. “I told you to behave, so no one gets hurt. Now I’ll have to punish you.”

He grabbed her breast roughly, and she squealed as he attached a painful clamp to her nipple. As she lay gasping for breath, he did the same to her other breast, making both nipples sting. He didn’t stop there though, as he tied the clamps to something like a cord, which he now pulled to stretch her nipples as far as they could go. The effect of the stretching amplified the pain, allowing the cruel teeth of the clamps to bite her nipples harder.

“Please… it hurts,” she whimpered.

“Punishment is meant to hurt.”

He thrust himself into her mouth again, driving deep into her throat, making his hard, heavy balls slap against her face. She pulled at the bonds at her wrists, hoping to break free so she could pull the cruel clamps from her nipples. They bit into her tender flesh as hard as teeth. With the pull of the cord, it felt like the clamps would tear off her nipples altogether.

He gripped her neck, holding her in place so he could drive his cock down her throat while he choked her. She told herself he was trying to make her feel vulnerable, to make this as authentic as possible. But she was struggling to breathe. Authenticity or not, she was fast running out of air.

“Mmph! Mmph!” she cried. All she could do was plead for release as she endured the pain, the lack of air and the brutal ramming.

Finally, he withdrew, perhaps sensing he’d pushed her to her absolute limit. She gasped for air, realising she was semi-asphyxiated from the severe throating. Two little blue pills? Three? One was enough to raise concerns over his blood pressure, but whatever he’d taken, it had turned him into an animal with an erection like steel.

Mercifully, he removed the clamps from her nipples. The relief was overwhelming. He’d definitely made this experience feel completely real. Real enough to put her mind in doubt.

She heard him tapping his phone. “I’m ready for your pussy now, Emily. Don’t misbehave or I’ll punish you again. I’ll let you go when you’re pumped full of cum.”

He mounted her, tucking his legs below her thighs so he could enter her with her hips raised above her body. He was so engorged from the drugs he struggled to work his cock into her pussy. The only time that had happened was the first time they’d had sex. On that occasion, she had clenched her pussy tight to give him a sore cock. Was there a better way for a girl to leave a man with a lasting memory of their first sexual encounter than to give him a sore cock?

Now it seemed like history was repeating itself in reverse. His cock was so thick and swollen he had to push hard to find entrance into her pussy. She tried to stay in character, playing the part of a victim, but his size, stamina and insistence made her feel like a virgin all over again.

It felt like he was splitting her open, like he was breaking her hymen, as if it wasn’t enough that he’d defiled her mouth. Whatever Shaun hoped to achieve with this cosplay, he’d paid attention to every detail as he made her feel violated.

As he worked his cock inside her, she felt so full it hurt. Then he started to pump her hard, ramming his head into her womb with each powerful thrust. She had to remind herself it was all a game, a made-up fantasy to spice up their sex life. How had he made it feel so real?

“Ugh! Ugh!” she cried, unable to form words from the pain of the rough pounding.

She submitted to the hammering between her thighs, letting him pound her as much as he liked. As she lost track of time, she felt herself break as he punished her relentlessly with his cock.

She understood at last. This was the purpose of the fantasy. He was using her as a sex object for his own gratification, forcing her to take his cock in ways she didn’t like until she finally broke. And now she was mentally and physically broken, she had nothing left to do but enjoy it.

It was a new, wonderful experience. Her pussy grew hotter and wetter. Even though he was stretching and filling her like never before, she gripped him as tight as she could, enhancing the pleasure for them both. She heard him panting over her own ragged breath. It was quick and light, like he was about to cum at any moment.

All the punishment and pain had prepared her for this one moment of sublime pleasure. Her jaw and throat ached, her nipples were tender and sore, and he had rammed her pussy so hard she wondered if she was going to be able to walk afterwards. But now he had blurred her sense of pleasure and pain, it felt incredible. She could feel her orgasm building like a tidal wave, becoming larger by the moment, ready to crash into her body and fill her with pure joy.

Shaun grunted. It was the first sound she’d heard him make. It was light and breathy, quite unlike his normal voice. She didn’t care about this detail though. She wanted her orgasm to hit her with everything it promised.

His cock twitched and throbbed inside her. He buried it as deep as it would go as he started to cum. She felt his hot spunk filling her up as he pumped it into her womb. There was so much of it, more than he’d ever cum before. The feeling of being filled with cum set her off and she squealed with joy as her orgasm found release. Although hoarse from her throating, she yelled out her pleasure as she came harder than she could ever remember.

Still, he kept pumping her full of cum. He seemed to have an extraordinarily large load. It felt like he was giving her a douche, as she could feel her pussy filled to overflowing with his hot cum. Even as her orgasm abated, he was still pulsing inside her, pumping out the last of his load.

As she lay panting, feeling completely spent from the experience, she felt him finally withdraw. She felt him pinch her pussy lips together, trapping his cum inside her. Then she felt him place a clip to her lips to prevent any cum from escaping. It was like he was breeding her, trying to make her pregnant.

She was too exhausted to ask him what he was doing. Surely he wouldn’t impregnate her without her permission. While they both loved the authenticity of their cosplays, that would cross a line. He’d mentioned he might give the male pill a try. Perhaps that was the reason it was safe for him to cum inside her. She would have to see if there were any in the medicine cabinet, along with how many little blue pills were missing.

He left her on the bed for an unknown length of time. It might have been minutes, it could have been an hour. All the while, every drop of his cum stayed trapped in her womb. She could feel a warm, soothing tingle deep inside her pelvis, like her body was changing.

At first, she thought it was her imagination, playing on her fears, or that it was the aftereffect of such intense intercourse. But the longer he left her alone, the more she thought she was becoming pregnant. According to popular gossip, a woman knew when that occurred.

Eventually he returned to loosen the knots at her wrists. She still had to struggle to work her hands free. It took her several minutes in her spent state. As she pulled the blindfold from her eyes, she blinked to clear her vision. There was no sign of Shaun. The only remaining evidence of their cosplay was a silver bulldog clip sealing her pussy to keep his cum inside.

She hauled her aching body from the bed and went to their ensuite to pee. Once she was on the toilet, she removed the clip. She gasped as his cum flowed from her pussy. There was so much of it! Normally he made a teaspoon or two, but there was at least a cup of thick, creamy cum, if not more.

Her mind spun, trying to make sense of it all. She could only conclude that she’d never had the use of her eyes throughout the experience. Who knew if he’d even put his cock in her at all? It could have been a toy. He could have filled her with fake cum. Anything was possible. And given the very strict rules of the game, she would never know.

She took a shower and cleaned herself up. Then she tidied the bedroom and made the bed as if nothing had happened. She decided to leave the bulldog clip on her bedside table. Even though she couldn’t ask Shaun any direct questions, there was nothing against leaving a little evidence lying about.

When Shaun got home in the evening, she rushed to the foyer to kiss him.

“Hey, babe,” he said, looking at her askance. He was playing dumb about her enthusiastic display of affection as if nothing had happened. “Is everything okay?”

“Yes,” she said. Her voice was still hoarse from the throating. “That was quite something today.”

He frowned. “Are you feeling unwell?” he said.

She smiled at him, appreciating his determination to maintain the illusion of authenticity to the end. “I’m fine. I’ve just had something stuck in my throat. But I’ve never felt better. In fact, I feel radiant.”

* * *

Emily sat on the toilet. She couldn’t quite believe her eyes. The pregnancy tester had two deep crimson lines. Adding to the mystery, she didn’t find any male contraceptive pills in the medicine cabinet, and Shaun had used none of his little blue pills.

He had gone out for his regular weekend round of golf, so she got in her car and drove to the family clinic to get a proper test.

She sat in the waiting room chewing a fingernail as she waited for the result. After an hour, the nurse returned.

“You’ve had a false positive from the home test,” said the nurse. “You’re all clear.”

Emily blew out her breath, realising she’d been holding it. “Whew, that’s quite a relief,” she said.

The nurse frowned. “Have you ever been pregnant before?”

Emily shook her head. “Never.”

“Hmm… well, you’re also showing elevated levels of prolactin hormones. You might not have a baby on the way, but your breasts are busy making milk. It could be a case of pseudocyesis, or false pregnancy. It gives you all the symptoms of being pregnant without having a child. It would pay to see your doctor about it.”

Emily felt like she was living in a dream as she drove home. The past two days had been surreal. First the cosplay and now her body believed she was pregnant. Although it was a shock, she felt wonderful. Her breasts tingled and were beginning to feel tight and full. She had a soothing, satisfied sensation throughout the rest of her body as if she was glowing with good health. If anything, she loved feeling pregnant and she didn’t want it to go away.

She climbed out of her car. Bunny was at her window across the street. She was looking at Emily with the same mischievous smile as when they’d first met. Emily recalled what Bunny had said over a glass of wine. I don’t know if I’ve seen more beautiful breeding hips.

Bunny turned away from the window. As Emily saw her in profile, she saw a bulge at her pubic mound, like she had a huge, erect cock. Bunny raised her hand and wiggled her fingers in her customary cute wave, then turned away. A cock?! And more to the point, why had Bunny made such a point of letting her see it?

Doubt filled her mind. There was only one explanation. But surely it couldn’t be possible. Only Shaun could have got inside the house without her knowledge. It would have taken someone as silent as a mouse to slip past her while she’d been hanging out the washing. Or… someone as quiet as a bunny.

Silver hair, silver robe… and a silver clip. She hurried inside and went upstairs to retrieve the clip from her bedside table. As she examined it, she saw a small rabbit’s head embossed on one side. A coincidence? Emily wanted to believe that was true, but Bunny had planned the experience much too well. Bunny wanted her to know who had really pumped her pussy full of cum.

She didn’t know what was worse, discovering it had been Bunny who had forced her to have sex, or the fact she’d enjoyed it much more than sex with her husband.


Cock-Wrecked

The party had everything, great food, a live band, interesting people and an open bar. Luna wished every new neighbour was so generous when they threw a housewarming party. The neighbourhood would be a blast. But while she knew she should be having the time of her life, she couldn’t get into the mood. Her sixth sense for trouble was bothering her. She couldn’t put her finger on what felt wrong though. Everyone was having a good time, everyone except her. This was the safest social gathering anyone could want. So why did she harbour a sense of danger?

Elaine, the new neighbours’ sister, was pointing out the faces Luna was supposed to note.

“So Tom works in finance and Marcie is a teacher,” she said.

“Sorry,” said Luna, trying to focus on the conversation. She realised she was being rude in her distracted state.

“Is something bothering you?” said Elaine.

“No. Why?”

Elaine gave her a knowing smile. “You keep looking at the cute brunette leaning against the fireplace, the one talking to the foxy blond. If you’re hoping to get lucky tonight, you might want to cut in before the blond takes her home.”

Luna breathed out the frustration trapped in her chest. “Oh, I’m getting lucky tonight. There’s no doubt about that.”

Elaine sniffed a laugh. “How can you be so sure?”

Luna smiled sweetly. “Because that’s Nikki, my fiancée.” She held up her left hand to present the sparkling diamond ring on her third finger.

Elaine pouted. “Well, the blond isn’t discouraged by Nikki’s ring,” she said. “An engagement ring isn’t a magical ward for some folks.”

Luna looked over at Nikki again. Elaine was right. And it was the reason she felt bothered. She hadn’t noticed it before, as if blinkered to certain visual clues.

She was very comfortable in her relationship with Nikki. It was safe. She didn’t think anyone could threaten it, but the blond’s body language was all seduction. The way she was closing the space between them, becoming more intimate with each passing moment… it all indicated she wanted to have sex.

Nikki looked flushed. It could be the wine. It could be the heat from so many people in the room. Luna didn’t want to consider the third possibility, that Nikki could be flushed with arousal. Yet Nikki’s body language was defensive. She was uncomfortable about getting hit on, even if she wasn’t aware it was happening.

Luna debated the merits of breaking up the pair. She didn’t want to be the kind of partner who jealously guarded Nikki like she was a possession. Nor did she want to leave her to fend for herself. In these situations, she felt like there was no right choice.

“I think Nikki wouldn’t mind if you cut in,” said Elaine, as if she could hear Luna’s thoughts. “And I’d better continue working the room.”

“Thanks,” said Luna, as she made a beeline for Nikki and the mysterious blond.

Nikki’s cheeks were bright red, but she let out a small sigh of relief as Luna interrupted the conversation she was having with the blond.

Luna looked the blond up and down. She was a knockout, but had very distinct looks. As well as waist-length hair, she had big blue-grey eyes which twinkled with a mysterious quality. She looked like a woman who had a dark past or forbidden secrets.

Yet, she dressed in a very girlish and provocative way. Her make-up accentuated her looks, but she wore it like she wanted to look heavily made up. She used foundation that was three shades lighter than her golden skin. It gave her a doll-like appearance, especially with her short pink dress, which looked two sizes too small for her generous bust. She wore sheer, white thigh-high stockings and pink heels to complete her look.

Next to Nikki, who was a classic sultry brunette with dark eyes and full glossy lips, they were a very pretty pair. But as much as they both kindled a fire between Luna’s thighs, she didn’t appreciate the strange blond making moves on her fiancée.

“Luna, this is Dolly,” said Nikki, making introductions. “Dolly, this is my fiancée, Luna.”

Dolly looked her up and down with no qualms about being so obvious about it. It made Luna feel vulnerable, like the blond was visualising her naked.

“Fiancée?” said Dolly. She had a cute, high-pitched voice like a young girl, but her tone was anything but innocent. “Heya, Luna. It’s lovely to meet you. I can see why you’ve put a ring on Nikki’s finger. She’s cute! If she was mine, I wouldn’t let her out of the house.”

Luna was taken aback by Dolly’s overt flirting in the face of their relationship, as if rings and proposals meant nothing.

“And you’re quite delicious too,” said Dolly, making no secret of the fact she wanted to look down Luna’s top. “Mm… two adorable brunettes. You know what they say about brunettes… great in bed and much less likely to stray than…”

“Less likely than what?” said Luna, waiting for Dolly to finish her sentence.

“Than blonds,” said Dolly, with a cheeky wink.

“Well, it’s nice to meet you too, Dolly, but we have to get going,” said Luna.

Dolly pouted. “What a pity. It’s only nine o’clock and Nikki told me you live just across the street. I hope neither of you two beauties turns into a pumpkin if you stay out too late.” She put her fingertips to her luscious lips and giggled. “It’s okay. I’m just teasing. And I know Nikki needs to go home so she can get changed.”

Luna looped her arm through Nikki’s. “Goodnight,” she said, leading her away from the brazen blond. They farewelled their new neighbours and other friends from the street, and made an exit.

It was a relief to escape the hot room and get into the cool night air. Luna sighed, feeling the tension leave her shoulders and neck.

“What did she mean about you needing to change?” she said, as they crossed the street.

“I… don’t know,” said Nikki.

“Very sexy girl, but a little odd, don’t you think?”

Nikki gave her a non-committal shrug.

As they made their way up the stairs to their front door, the hair prickled on the back of Luna’s neck. She glanced over her shoulder, but couldn’t see anyone. Although they lived in a safe neighbourhood, anyone could be lurking in the shadows at this time of night. They hurried inside.

The change in temperature from hot to cool made Luna desperate to pee, especially after drinking more than her usual quota of wine. She gave Nikki a quick kiss and dashed upstairs to the bathroom.

As she listened to the tinkle of her pee against the porcelain, she savoured the flavour of Nikki’s lips. It reminded her of what Dolly had said about her being so cute that she wouldn’t let her out of the house.

She’d seen plenty of women flirt unabashedly. She’d flirted hard too when she’d wanted a girl badly enough. The first time she’d seen Nikki, she’d pulled out all the stops to make sure she got her into bed. But Dolly made everyone else look like a rank amateur. She blew out a slow breath as she considered their lucky escape.

As she was getting cleaned up, she heard the doorbell. Nikki called out to say she would get it. Who the hell was ringing their bell at this time of night? Perhaps they’d left something at the party and a kindly neighbour was dropping it back.

As Luna came back down the stairs, her heart leapt into her throat. It was Dolly. She was standing in the foyer talking to Nikki, clutching a cute pink handbag. Why had Nikki let her inside? As Nikki heard her approach, she looked up the stairs and shrugged.

With Nikki’s back turned to her, Dolly took a square white cloth from her handbag. She wrapped her arm around Nikki from behind and pressed the cloth to her face.

“No!” yelled Luna, as she rushed down the stairs.

Nikki’s eyes widened in shock, then closed as she lost consciousness. Dolly let her slump to the carpet, like a puppet with cut strings.

Luna closed on Dolly, slapping the cloth from her hand. She caught the faint scent of sweet alcohol. It was chloroform. Nikki would have gone out like a light.

Dolly’s plump lips curled into a mocking smile. “What are you going to do now, Luna?” She curled her finger, showing she was ready to fight.

Luna prepared herself to force Dolly out the door, but before she could do anything, Dolly balled her hand into a fist and punched her hard in the stomach. Luna reeled, taken completely off guard by the sucker blow which knocked the breath from her body. Dolly pressed her advantage, punching her again, making sure she couldn’t recover her breath. She pushed Luna against the hallway wall, pinning her with one hand while she rained blows into her stomach with the other. Luna couldn’t breathe. Without air, she couldn’t fight back.

Dolly looked her in the eye and giggled while she pounded her in the same spot again and again. “I’m going to have Nikki and there’s nothing you can do about it,” she said.

Finally, she stopped and Luna clasped her stomach as she tried to draw breath. Dolly retrieved the chloroformed cloth and pressed it to her face. She was so desperate for air, her body wouldn’t allow her to hold her breath. She inhaled the sweet-smelling anaesthetic and knew no more.

When Luna came to her senses, she realised Dolly was busy tying her to the side of the staircase with her hands above her head. Although she was still groggy from the chloroform, she tugged at the rope around her wrists. Dolly had looped it through the bannisters so she couldn’t go anywhere.

The blond vixen had a smug smile on her glossy pink lips. “What a treat! Well, for me anyway. Now I get to slap you around a bit. I can’t think of a better warm-up before I enjoy Nikki.”

She laid into Luna’s stomach again, punching her hard in the solar plexus to knock the air from her chest. Now Luna was bound, Dolly took her time driving her fists into her already tender flesh. Luna begged her to stop, but she couldn’t make out the words without any air. Each time she tried to speak, all that came out was a pitiful whimper.

“I want to make sure you’re sore for days,” said Dolly, pounding her fist into her stomach again. “It’s no fun if you don’t remember what I did to you if your stomach isn’t sore each time you take a breath.”

Dolly giggled as she worked her over, enjoying the look of anguish on her face as she deprived her of air.

“I’m a homewrecker, Luna, and I take my role seriously. Home-wrecking needs to be done properly,” she said.

“Please… no… more,” whimpered Luna.

“Oh, poor Luna doesn’t like being dominated,” said Dolly, driving her fist into Luna’s stomach hard, like a punctuation mark on the assault.

She stepped back to look Luna over, as if contemplating whether or not she should show her mercy. Then a cruel smile formed on her kissable lips. She slapped Luna hard across the face, making her head snap to the side with the force of the blow.

Luna’s cheek felt like it had been stung by a hornet. Then it burned. Dolly backhanded her across the other cheek, making her entire face sting.

“Such a pretty face,” said Dolly. “I love a girl with rosy-red cheeks, so I’ll have to slap you until they’re flaming red.”

She slapped Luna again across both cheeks. Then she grabbed her by the hair to line her up for a third volley. Luna’s face burned as Dolly slapped her relentlessly. She giggled as she tormented her cheeks. Soon Luna lost count of how many times Dolly lashed her face with her open palm. She saw purple spots before her eyes from being slapped about so much. Soon, she felt drunk from the beating.

“How do you like it?” said Dolly. “I think you’re a girl who enjoys getting slapped senseless. I see a submissive in you. And I’m happy to slap your pretty face as much as you like. It’s so much fun making your cheeks burn.”

Luna tried to plead for mercy, but Dolly had been so thorough slapping her about, she couldn’t make out the words. Dolly lashed her face a few more times for good measure. Then she retrieved the chloroformed cloth.

“Time for a little sleep now, Luna,” she said, pressing it over her face. “The main event is just about to begin.”

When Luna returned to consciousness again, she felt her burning, stinging face and her sore, aching stomach. She blinked, trying to focus her vision. She realised she was sitting on a kitchen chair in their lounge. She was completely naked and had been tied up with her hands behind her back. Her ankles were tied to the legs of the chair. Dolly had also gagged her with her own stockings.

Dolly was sitting on the opposite couch next to Nikki, who was still out cold. Dolly must have chloroformed her again to keep her under so long. She was busy sliding Nikki’s panties down her long, slender legs.

“What a pretty pussy,” said Dolly, seeing Luna was awake. “I like that you’ve both been lasered for the super-smooth, bald look. Very sexy! And it must make cunnilingus very enjoyable for you both. Sadly, that isn’t likely to happen again.”

She raised Nikki’s panties to her nose and inhaled their scent. “Mm… such delicious pussy perfume. She smells so sweet.”

She stood up and held Nikki’s panties under Luna’s nose. The divine orange-blossom scent of Nikki’s pussy filled her senses.

“I could smell how damp she was for me at the party. That’s why she needed to go home and change. You see, I was making her wet against her will. Did you see how flushed she was? That’s because her delicious pussy juices were dripping down her legs. Now it’s time to wake her up, so I can homewreck you both for good.”

Luna struggled with her bonds, but Dolly had tied her up too tight.

Dolly pressed her nose like a button and dropped Nikki’s panties onto her lap. Then she sat beside Nikki again and stroked her long brown hair like a concerned lover.

Nikki stirred, returning to consciousness. “Wha—”

“Shh, petal, you had a little turn. The wine must have gone to your pretty head,” said Dolly.

Nikki’s eyes focused. She looked frightened and confused, like a cornered mouse. She looked at Dolly, then at Luna tied to the chair, trying to make out what had happened since she’d passed out.

Dolly took her by the nape of the neck and planted a long, sensual kiss on her lips. Luna watched Nikki’s body melt into it. She considered fighting against her bonds or calling out for help, but lacked the strength after the thorough beating at Dolly’s hand. All she could do was watch as Dolly probed Nikki’s mouth with her tongue, driving her crazy with the pleasure of the kiss.

“What have you done to Luna?” said Nikki, when she got her first chance to speak.

Dolly fluttered her long eyelashes. “Luna was telling me she’s always wanted to be cuckqueaned. And seeing as I really want to have my wicked way with your sexy body, who am I to refuse?”

Dolly put her hands on Nikki’s ample breasts, finding her nipples through her tight shirt. Luna could see the hardened peaks through the fabric. Dolly kissed her again and massaged her nipples. Nikki went as lip as a rag doll, sighing with the pleasure of her touch.

As Dolly kissed Nikki, looking like she was drinking from her mouth, she stretched and kneaded her nipples through her shirt. Nikki moaned louder with each passing moment.

Soon, wet patches appeared on Nikki’s shirt. Luna’s eyes widened. Nikki was lactating! Somehow, Dolly was drawing out her milk. Luna didn’t even know that Nikki could lactate. She wrestled with her bonds. The anger was swelling inside her as she was forced to witness the blond bombshell indulging in pleasures she’d never experienced with her fiancée.

Even worse, Nikki was enjoying being milked. Luna knew the special moan she made when she was about to cum, and she was making it now. She quivered under Dolly’s hold, like she was trying not to cum, but only delaying the inevitable.

Dolly broke the kiss so she could watch Nikki shuddering helplessly as she forced her to reach release. The wet patch she left on the couch as she gushed matched her milk-soaked shirt.

Dolly looked at Luna. “Have you ever milked her sweet titties? No, I don’t think you have. You probably didn’t know she even had any milk. That’s because she didn’t until I came along. I have certain pheromones that can stimulate a woman in different ways. Would you like to see why?”

Luna nodded. What choice did she have? Dolly looked hell-bent on showing her anyway.

Dolly reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. Sliding her arms out of the sleeves, she let it fall to the floor. She was wearing pink silk lingerie underneath, the bra barely able to hold her huge, round breasts. But as Luna’s eyes travelled down the length of her body, she saw a suspicious bulge in Dolly’s panties.

As if Dolly were doing a striptease, she faced away from Luna, keeping her legs together. Luna couldn’t see anything but her gorgeous heart-shaped bottom as she bent over. Dolly slid her panties down her legs and stepped out of them. Looking back over her shoulder, she raised them to her nose and inhaled deeply.

“Mm… so sweet,” she said, tossing them aside.

Then she turned around and Luna felt her eyes widen as far as they could go. Dolly was the hottest blond she’d ever laid eyes on, but she couldn’t believe the sight between her thighs. At first, she thought Dolly was wearing a very realistic strap-on dildo. Then she realised she actually had a cock, which was swelling into a very large erection.

“Ta-da!” said Dolly, jacking it to full hardness. “Futanari girls are known to have powerful effects on women,” she said as she approached. “We can stimulate your milk, give you damp panties, and make you as horny as hell against your will… amongst other things. I don’t like to give spoilers.”

Dolly held her cock up to Luna’s face. It was long and thick, larger than the average man, not that she’d seen an erection for many years. She’d given them up at college in favour of girls.

Dolly’s cock was altogether different to a man though. She was completely hairless, making her large, heavy balls look very prominent at the base of her cock. It was perfectly smooth and well-formed, not lumpy like a man. Despite its size, it was an altogether very feminine cock. Against her will, she felt her pussy tingle with delight as she saw Dolly’s pre-cum glistening at the tip.

“I bet you’d like a taste,” said Dolly.

As much as Luna wanted to hate Dolly to her dying breath, she did want to taste it. She wanted Dolly’s cock in her mouth to find out if it tasted as good as it smelled. It had the delicious savoury scent of a man, tempered by the floral, sweet perfume of a woman. Dolly was both sexes and had the best of the two. Her gorgeous cock was utterly irresistible.

“Sadly for you, it’s all for the lovely Nikki. You’ll just have to watch.”

Nikki was still lying on the couch, panting softly as she recovered from her orgasm. Dolly walked over to her, grabbed a handful of her hair and raised her mouth to her swollen erection. Nikki’s inky eyes widened at the sight of it, even though she was still drunk with euphoria.

Dolly gripped her cock in her fist and pumped it to stimulate more pre-cum. Then she carefully painted Nikki’s lips with the sticky, glistening fluid. Nikki couldn’t help herself. As soon as Dolly had wet her lips, she licked them clean like she was tasting ambrosia. Then she opened her mouth for more.

“See, Luna? Nikki no longer belongs to you. She’s mine now. She’s going to suck me for as long as I like. And there’s nothing you can do about it.”

Dolly giggled as she thrust her swollen erection into Nikki’s mouth, driving it straight to the back of her throat. Nikki gagged and coughed, but didn’t try to free herself from having Dolly’s cock rammed down her throat. She looked like she wanted to swallow it, regardless of the discomfort.

Dolly grabbed her hair with both hands so she could take control, rolling her hips to thrust in and out. While she punished Nikki’s throat, she fixed Luna with her big blue eyes, letting her know just how much she was enjoying Nikki’s hot, wet mouth. Nikki spluttered as Dolly drove her cock back and forth. She arched Nikki’s neck to open her throat, allowing her to force the full length of her cock into her mouth. How could Nikki possibly enjoy being throated in such a way? It looked painful.

Dolly withdrew her cock, holding it away from Nikki’s mouth. Nikki held her mouth open, with her lips quivering like she was desperately thirsty.

“More,” she whimpered.

“More, what?” said Dolly.

“More… please,” said Nikki.

Dolly giggled and returned her cock to Nikki’s mouth, hammering her throat with short, hard thrusts with her hips.

“She has such a lovely mouth, Luna. So eager. So willing.”

Nikki started to moan again, but Luna didn’t know if it was from pleasure or pain. Perhaps it was both. She looked like she was trying to devour Dolly’s cock as much as Dolly was forcing it down her throat.

“Listen, Luna. She’s going to cum again. She can’t help herself. I might have to keep her after I’ve finished home-wrecking you. Then I could hammer her pretty mouth every night, so she always has a sore jaw. That sounds like lots of fun.”

Nikki shuddered again as she orgasmed, bucking her hips like she was receiving electric shocks. Luna had never seen her cum like this before and had rarely seen her cum twice in succession. What was the uncontrollable power Dolly had over her libido? She was using Nikki like a toy, and Nikki was completely complicit.

“But those pleasures will have to wait. I need to pump her pussy full of cum. And I’ll bet she isn’t using any contraception. Who would, when you’re engaged to another girl?”

Luna found a fresh burst of energy to wrestle with her bonds, but Dolly had made certain the knots were secure. She could only watch as Dolly laid Nikki onto the carpet on her back.

Dolly kept Luna locked in her gaze as she parted Nikki’s legs. Resting on her shins, she gripped her cock in her tiny fist and worked it into Nikki’s sex. Although Nikki was dripping wet from cumming twice, Dolly had to push hard to find entrance.

Dolly took a shuddering breath. “Oh, Luna. It’s like she’s squeezing me in her fist. What a perfect little pussy! So—damned—tight!”

With a strong thrust of her hips, she drove her cock deep into Nikki’s pussy. Her breathing was ragged as she began to pound her hard.

“Oh, Luna. She feels so good! She’s so hot, tight and wet. I’m going to give her a really big load when I cum.”

Luna watched in despair as Dolly pounded her fiancée’s pussy with her big cock, slamming it so deep her balls slapped against Nikki’s butt. She felt utterly humiliated and incredibly aroused by what she was being forced to witness.

It was strange to watch her world coming apart while she wanted to know what it felt like to experience such pleasure. Her feelings were totally at odds, but they were real all the same. Despite what had happened, she was jealous she wasn’t in Nikki’s place, experiencing such incredible pleasure for herself.

Nikki was enjoying herself, whether or not she wanted this forbidden coupling. She moaned and panted with every thrust. Dolly seemed determined to find out how many times she could make Nikki cum in succession. Judging by the sounds coming from Nikki, that tally would be much higher than three.

“Don’t you wish you had a big cock like me, so you could feel her tight, little pussy clenching as she cums?” said Dolly. “She can’t stop. I want to make her cum all night, just so I can feel her gripping me. It’s wonderful!”

Dolly extended her thrusts, pulling out so only the head of her cock sat between Nikki’s thighs. Then she thrust hard with the full length of her cock to drive it deep into Nikki’s womb.

Luna didn’t know how Dolly could keep going for so long. She pounded poor Nikki’s pussy for what felt like an eternity. The blond vixen had much greater stamina than most men. Watching Nikki cum only spurred her on, making her pound her pussy faster and harder to make her cum again like she had a record to break.

Then Nikki made a sound Luna had never heard in their lovemaking. She let out the tiniest squeak as her body stiffened. She was having her final, biggest orgasm of the night.

“Yes! Fill me with cum!” she said breathlessly.

Luna’s pussy ached with desire as Nikki spoke the words. It clenched hard, wanting to experience that moment too. Without it, there was only a desperate, unfulfilled longing between her thighs.

Dolly let out a long moan and drove her cock deep into Nikki’s sex, holding it there as she pumped her full of cum. While it broke Luna’s heart, it was also incredible to watch. And every time she thought Dolly had finished, she still had more cum to give.

Finally, she drew a deep breath and looked at Luna. “Yes, that’s a lovely big load for Nikki’s womb.”

Dolly grabbed a cushion from the couch, lifted Nikki’s bottom and placed it underneath to raise her hips above the rest of her body. Then she carefully withdrew her cock, taking care not to spill a single drop of cum. Nikki lay motionless, exhausted from being forced to cum beyond her limit.

“We’ll leave her like that for as long as we can,” said Dolly. “We want all that cum to have plenty of time to impregnate her.”

She picked up her dress, pulled it on and zipped it up. Then she patted her hair into place and retrieved her panties. Instead of pulling them on, she walked over to Luna with a grin on her lips.

“What a delightful evening,” she said. “I would say we should do this again, but somehow, I don’t think that’ll happen, not after I’ve home-wrecked you both so well.”

She kissed Luna on each of her burning cheeks and placed her panties over her head so her nose filled with the salty-sweet scent of Dolly’s cock. Dolly gave her a cute wave, wiggling her fingers, then let herself out.

Luna tried to get Nikki’s attention, but with a gag, she could only make muffled moans. Nikki lay on the carpet, breathing slowly, with her pussy pumped full of Dolly’s cum. Dolly had been right. Neither of them were taking any form of birth control. There was no need. What the hell would happen to Nikki now?

The exhaustion of the ordeal hit her hard. She suddenly felt so tired she couldn’t keep her eyes open. She let them close and drifted off to sleep.

She woke up some time later. Nikki was removing her gag and bonds. Her stomach ached and her face felt tender after Dolly had used her as a punching bag.

“Nikki, are you all right?” She couldn’t see Nikki’s face as she was loosening the knots at her wrists.

“I don’t know,” said Nikki. “That was one of the strangest evenings of my life. Since when did you get into being cuckqueaned?”

“I didn’t! That was the last thing I wanted to happen!”

“Oh,” said Nikki, coming to face her. She had a golden glow about her. It was hardly surprising. Whether or not she’d wanted it, she had enjoyed herself immensely as Dolly’s plaything.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it to come out like that,” said Luna. “It’s okay. Nothing has changed between us because of it.”

“I need to go to bed,” said Nikki. “I feel a bit odd after everything. I think I should take the spare room tonight.” She bent down and gave Luna a peck on the lips, then turned to head upstairs.

“Nikki, you don’t need to,” she said.

“Goodnight, Luna. See you in the morning.”

As Luna watched her walk away, she knew everything had changed between them. Neither of them would ever be the same again after this night. The question was whether their relationship had the strength to survive it. More to the point, what would happen to Nikki now Dolly had impregnated her? The way she’d sucked Dolly’s cock, cum many times and then begged to have her pussy filled with cum wasn’t anything like the girl she had met years ago.

With no choice but to go to a cold bed alone, Luna took herself up to their bedroom. Despite her worry and unanswered questions, she also felt afraid. Part of her had enjoyed watching Dolly milking Nikki’s breasts. She’d enjoyed seeing Nikki getting pounded senseless. And in her heart, she wanted to know how good it would feel to cum that hard over and over again. Neither one of them were the same people now. They’d both changed.

When Luna got up the following morning, Nikki had gone. She’d packed a bag of her clothes and left. Luna found her engagement ring on the kitchen counter. There was no note. As she allowed herself to accept the inevitable, Nikki’s departure came as no surprise.

Although her face and stomach were sore, her heart ached more. She tried calling Nikki a dozen times, but Nikki wouldn’t pick up. Her phone buzzed in her hand with an incoming message.

Nikki: I’ve left to be with Dolly. I can’t resist her. She makes me feel incredible. I’m sorry, Luna.

Luna couldn’t let it go so easily. She had to find Nikki. They needed to talk this out. How could they throw away years of their lives after one incident?

She got busy texting and phoning the people from the party to find out if anyone knew Dolly. After a few hours, she had Dolly’s address. If it was good enough for Dolly to show up unannounced, she would too.

She chewed a fingernail. But what would she do? Dolly had already proved she could overpower her. And if Nikki was as obsessed as she sounded, what chance did they have? No, there was no going back to the way things were. As much as it hurt, she had to accept they’d been home-wrecked. She changed her mind as she considered that thought. They’d been cock-wrecked.

She spent the rest of the day in a daze, finding meaningless tasks to pass the time while her tortured mind tried to make sense of it all. By the time night fell, she’d come to one of two conclusions. Dolly was either a bitch who enjoyed home-wrecking couples, or she had shown them the weakness in their relationship. If it was the latter, she had also shown them their hidden desires.

She took off her ring and put it beside Nikki’s on the kitchen counter. There was only one way to find the answers she needed. She had to confront Dolly.

Without thinking why, she put on her sexiest black cocktail dress. It had a short skirt with a slash up one side that showed the waistband of her panties as she walked. It also had a plunging neckline that showed off her generous cleavage. She put on as much make-up as Dolly had been wearing last night, mimicking her doll-like look.

As she looked herself up and down in the mirror, she liked what she saw. This was her true self, a glamorous, sexy brunette with a craving for forbidden pleasures. She would never suppress her desires again. Regardless of her methods, Dolly had stripped away their safe, cosy disguise of being a normal, happy couple.

She caught a cab to Dolly’s house. She lived in one of the better suburbs in the hills overlooking the city. It was quite a view at night, with the city lights twinkling in the distance. She walked up to the front door and raised her hand to the bell.

On impulse, she changed her mind and reached for the handle instead. Turning it, the door swung open. Who left their door unlocked at night? It didn’t matter. She wanted to take Nikki and Dolly by surprise. She wanted to see their reaction when they saw how she looked now.

Closing the door quietly behind her, she crept through Dolly’s foyer. The lights were on in the lounge, and she could see Dolly’s golden blond hair above the backrest of the couch. Dolly’s house was decorated and furnished like she had plenty of money… as well as a cock.

As she passed through the open doorway, Dolly rose from the couch and turned to face her. She had a knowing smile on her face, like she had been expecting her all along. But as she looked Luna over, her smile morphed into an appreciative one. She held up her phone.

“They’re my friends too. They told me you were coming. I’ve been waiting for you all afternoon,” she said. “What took you so long?”

“Where’s Nikki?” said Luna, feeling her pulse accelerate.

“Oh, she’s a little tied up right now. It turns out she enjoys bondage. Such a submissive girl. Just how I like them.”

Dolly closed the space between them. She was wearing a pink satin robe that would make the average man go weak at the knees. At least, until they found out she had a cock. It was having a similar effect on Luna, amplified by the fact she did know what was between Dolly’s thighs.

“I’ve been looking forward to slapping you around again,” said Dolly, coming close enough to enter Luna’s personal space. Her scent was incredible, musky, floral and sweet, like distilled sex.

When Luna didn’t lash out, Dolly’s big blue eyes narrowed as she studied her face. “Oh, you’re not here for revenge, or to rescue your former fiancée. You’ve come to give yourself to me, to discover what I gave Nikki last night. You want to taste it for yourself.”

Luna swallowed hard and nodded.

“What’s the line from the famous film? You know, the one with Meg Ryan. ‘I’ll have what she’s having.’” Dolly giggled.

“Yes,” said Luna. She was feeling short of breath, her heart was racing and she was very hot and bothered between her thighs.

Dolly stroked her face with the back of her fingers. “Amazing! Clearly what they say about brunettes being faithful is completely untrue. Thankfully, the part about them being great in bed is true. But, Luna, if you do this, there’s no going back.”

Luna heard herself speak as if someone else was in control of her voice. “Fill me with cum!”

Dolly grazed her breasts with her fingertips. Luna shuddered. Her touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine and making her pussy ache. Dolly traced the shape of her hips, lingering on her waist. Then she reached further down to lift the skirt of Luna’s dress. She ran her hand between her legs.

“Your panties are already damp. Let’s make them dripping wet.”

She returned to Luna’s breasts, pushing the fabric aside to expose her nipples. Luna went weak at the knees and stumbled at her touch. Dolly backed her against the wall for support, then stretched and teased her nipples, loosening them to release her milk.

Luna couldn’t hold back her moans as Dolly teased her nipples. Her juices flowed between her legs and down her thighs. Dolly only stared into her eyes, not allowing her to escape her magnetic blue-grey gaze.

Luna couldn’t stand it anymore. She needed to have Dolly’s long, thick cock inside her. With her last strength, she pulled down her soaking wet panties and let them slide down her legs.

Dolly opened her robe. She was completely naked underneath. She was every bit a blond barbie doll, with large round breasts that defied the laws of physics and mouth-watering curves.

She was a truly seductive woman in every way, apart from her cock, which was standing to attention and dripping pre-cum. Dolly wiped the glistening bead from the tip of her cock and painted Luna’s lips with it. Luna immediately licked her lips clean, tasting the addictive salty-caramel fluid at last. She moaned with delight.

Dolly positioned herself between Luna’s legs and took her cock in her small fist to guide it to the entrance of Luna’s sex. Dolly worked it inside her, pushing hard with her hips to find entrance.

“Damn, you’re tight too!” she said, her voice ragged with lust.

Dolly pushed her cock deeper, stretching and filling Luna’s pussy. The delicious friction sent jolts of pleasure through her body. Once Dolly had the entire length inside, Luna could feel the hard head of her cock ramming her womb.

“Fill me with cum!” she said, her voice echoing the aching desire ripping through her in waves.

Dolly pumped her pussy hard, bucking her hips to drive her cock in and out, using the full length to make each thrust tormentingly pleasurable. Her fingers returned to Luna’s nipples, working them again, encouraging them to release their cream.

As thick, white cream beaded on Luna’s nipples, she felt her orgasm surge like the start of an avalanche. There was no stopping it. She bucked against the wall as Dolly teased more cream from her nipples and pounded her pussy like a jackhammer.

She couldn’t stop cumming. Just when she thought it was over, another wave of pleasure took control of her body. She bucked against the wall like electricity was flowing through her veins.

Dolly increased the speed and roughness of her thrusts. She hammered her cock into Luna’s womb like she needed to tenderise it, readying it to be filled with cum. Luna lost all control. Her legs turned to jelly. She could only remain on her feet because Dolly had her pinned against the wall as she continued to ram her cock in and out as hard as she could.

All Luna could do was try to hold on as orgasms came in wave after wave, leaving her drunk with pleasure. Dolly withdrew her cock and lowered her to the floor, lying her on her back and spreading her legs. She positioned herself with her thighs underneath her legs so she could sit up as she entered her again.

She pounded Luna’s pussy with short, hard thrusts, making her hard, heavy balls slap against Luna’s round bottom. Luna didn’t know how Dolly had so much stamina. She’d orgasmed so many times, she was beyond anything but lying still and taking Dolly’s cock for as long as she pounded her pussy.

“Say it!” said Dolly, looking deep into her eyes. “Beg me for it!”

Her voice was so weak, she couldn’t speak above a whisper. “Please… fill me with cum.”

Dolly erupted inside her. Her cock throbbed as she pumped Luna’s womb full of cum. She could feel Dolly’s cock convulsing with each hot jet. Dolly had so much cum to give and seemed determined to empty every last drop from her balls. She looked so beautiful as she pumped Luna full to overflowing.

Dolly reached over and grabbed a cushion from the couch. As she’d done with Nikki, she raised Luna’s hips so she could slide the pillow underneath. Only then did she carefully withdraw her cock so she didn’t spill a single drop. Then she leaned down to kiss Luna on the lips. She tasted exactly like a woman, sweet and delicious.

“I told you there was no going back,” she said, with a mischievous giggle. “Now you belong to me too.”

Dolly left Luna where she lay, knowing she wasn’t going anywhere for hours after being screwed senseless.

Luna bathed in the blissful afterglow of so many orgasms, feeling her body changing now her womb had been filled with Dolly’s cum. She was content to lie still, with her hips suspended above her body, so gravity didn’t steal a single drop while Dolly’s cum impregnated her. Like Nikki, she was transforming, becoming a submissive sex slave for her futanari mistress.

But it was perfect. This way, she could still be with Nikki, as they both served Dolly to pleasure her addictive cock. Her breasts tingled as they began to swell with milk. Her pussy felt totally satisfied now it was pumped full of cum. She hoped Dolly would fill her up every day, so she could continue to feel so completely content.

Who needed a safe relationship and an engagement ring when she could feel this good? Dolly had completely cock-wrecked her now too, and she couldn’t wait for her futanari mistress to do it again.


Milk of the Futanari

Hazel glanced at her partner in crime. Dana was pulling on a pair of latex gloves. They snapped against her wrists.

“What the hell are you doing?” she said.

Dana’s pretty blue eyes met hers. “Can’t be too careful,” she said.

“We’re snatching a girl off the street. She’s not poisonous.”

“No, but she’s a futanari. Look, neither of us has done this before, so roll with it, okay?”

Hazel shrugged. “Whatever makes you happy.”

They were sitting in a plain white van, waiting for the appearance of Kitty, the alleged futanari girl who was going to make them both incredibly rich. Neither she nor Dana had any experience in abduction. She worked in a sperm bank. Dana was a nurse. Between them, they had the criminal know-how of a doorstop.

Hazel fidgeted with her fingernails. How hard could it be? Dana had stolen some chloroform from the hospital supplies. She had watched a lot of episodes of CSI over the past week. It wasn’t like they were going to hurt Kitty. They only needed to milk her for as much cum as they could get.

“Do you want some gloves?” said Dana. “They’ll stop you making that infernal clicking.”

Hazel stopped fidgeting and sat on her hands. Kitty was late. She worked at an upmarket beauty salon and it had closed up for the night over thirty minutes ago. There was still no sign of her.

“Damn, she might have gone out the back,” she said.

Dana shushed her and pointed. The salon door opened and a glamourous raven-haired beauty stepped out onto the street. Hazel swallowed hard. She also developed a warm, tingling sensation between her thighs as she looked Kitty up and down.

Dana fanned her face with her fingers. “I—I thought she’d be more… masculine. Holy heck! She’s gorgeous!”

Gorgeous was the understatement of the year. Kitty was red-hot sex in a Daisy Dukes shirt and a pleated miniskirt. She had the figure of a glamour model, with large, upright breasts, a tiny waist, curvy hips and long, slender legs. It was hard to believe she was also packing a cock in her short skirt. Presumably, that was the reason she wore a pleated skirt rather than a tight one, to hide the bulge. The sight of her made Hazel’s pussy clench, but this wasn’t the time or place for a naughty fingering session.

“We’re on,” she said. “Let’s move into position.”

* * *

One week before

Dana took a gulp of her wine and set the glass down hard on the table. “Stop, Hazel! You’re not making any sense. Start again from the beginning.”

Hazel was having trouble containing her excitement. “At work today, I was approached by a woman named Amber O’Shea. She took me aside and asked me if we had any futanari sperm in the bank.”

“Yes, you told me all this,” said Dana, drumming her fingers on the table.

Hazel sighed and swallowed her wine, hoping the alcohol would calm her nerves. She waved to the barman to bring them two more glasses of chardonnay.

“You told me to go back to the start,” she said.

Dana rolled her pretty blue eyes.

“I explained we didn’t have any futanari sperm because they’re sterile. She said if I could lay my hands on some, she would pay me a quarter of a million dollars for every cup we could get.”

“That’s a ton of cash for a cup of useless spunk,” said Dana. “It doesn’t sound very legit to me.”

Hazel drew a slow breath. “That’s because it’s not. Amber O’Shea trains and sells milkmaids—”

“That’s where you lost me,” said Dana. “First futanari girls—chicks with dicks—and now you’re talking about milkmaids! What next? Aliens from another galaxy?”

The waiter arrived at the table and set the glasses in front of them, giving Dana an embarrassed smile.

“Keep your voice down,” said Hazel, when he was out of earshot. “Milkmaids are women who are transformed into pleasure slaves, usually against their will. They’re forced to have their breast milk induced for the pleasure of their owners. They’re worth big money. Even though futanari sperm is infertile, it brings on rapid pseudocyesis… you know, false pregnancy. It tricks a woman’s body into thinking she’s pregnant and makes her produce breast milk. I looked into the milkmaid trade. One girl can go for over a million bucks. Much more if they’re special. Amber O’Shea isn’t making any mistakes with this investment.”

She saw Dana blink rapidly as she crunched the numbers. All they had to do was get some futanari sperm. It wasn’t high risk and the payoff was as good as winning the lottery.

“A cup is a lot of sperm,” she said. “So, not only do we need to find ourselves a futanari, but we need her to cum into a cup about a hundred times. Two and a half mils—half a teaspoon—is the average yield when a man cums. This isn’t a gravy train, Hazel.”

“No, it’s a spunk train. Futanaris aren’t men. They produce at least a cup in one orgasm. So if you want to talk about maths, all we need is eight cups for a cool million each. Tax free. How long would it take you to earn that on your hospital salary?”

Dana scrunched her face into a cute frown as she worked it out. “About as long as you on your salary at the sperm bank,” she replied. “Okay, I’m in. So where do we find a futanari? I don’t imagine there are many around.”

“They’re as rare as a man who cares more about your orgasm than his own. Thankfully, Amber O’Shea gave me a lead.”

Dana squinted at her. She looked utterly irresistible even when she was in a skeptical mood. Brunettes with blue eyes were such a turn-on. But Dana was very pretty too and had a gorgeous figure. If Hazel was more into girls, Dana would be top of her list.

“Hang on a minute,” said Dana, still looking lovely with a frown on her face. “If Amber O’Shea is so damned rich, why doesn’t she nab this futanari girl herself?”

“First, she needs the sperm on ice, so it’s available when she needs it. That’s why she needs me. Second, what she does is highly illegal, so it’s much easier to hand over the dirty work to a third party. That way, if we mess up, there’s nothing to prove she was involved.”

Hazel fluttered her eyelashes. She was a busty blond with bright-green eyes and knew she could get her own way if she decided to use her powers of seduction. “C’mon, Dana. We’ve both got the looks and the curves for the job. And we’re both pros at draining a man’s balls. What do we have to lose?”

Dana gave her a curt nod. “As you said, futanaris aren’t men. So we’d better not mess it up.”

* * *

The present

Now they were actually going through with it, Hazel felt weird. She never expected she would abduct another person off a street, let alone a futanari. What made it feel more surreal was the fact she was doing it with damp panties now she’d seen Kitty.

Kitty had an incredible sexual aura that hit her as soon as she approached. Seeing Kitty up close brought on a tingling ache between her legs. Kitty was stunningly beautiful in a very distinctive way. Her eyes were as dark as her hair, but her skin was the colour of unblemished porcelain. With high cheekbones, a tiny button nose and full, pouting lips, she looked like a geisha who had embraced Western culture.

Oddly enough, the fact Hazel had become aroused played to her advantage. She had to serve as bait in this trap. She’d put on provocative make-up, with false eyelashes and lots of mascara to get ‘bedroom eyes,’ and more lip gloss than she’d believed possible to apply. Along with the make-up, she was wearing a cropped cashmere sweater that clung to her large breasts and revealed her flat stomach. She’d matched it with a tight pink skirt. It was the most daring outfit she’d ever worn in public, but she needed to grab Kitty’s attention.

She put herself in Kitty’s path as she closed the distance between them, timing their meeting to occur beside the van. As Kitty neared, Hazel knew she had her attention by the way Kitty looked her up and down. It was amazing. She was brazen about it, like she didn’t care if anyone saw her ogling girls as she walked down the street.

Hazel made her move. “Oh my God! Kitty? Is that you?”

Kitty stopped and looked at her askance. There was a good reason she didn’t recognise Hazel. They’d never met.

“It’s me, Hazel. You know, from school. Wow, you’ve really grown up!”

Kitty’s large, dark eyes narrowed. “Hazel?” Her voice was high-pitched, like a cute girl in a cartoon.

“Yeah! I was a year behind you, so we were never in the same classes. But I sure noticed you. And I tried to get you to notice me too. I thought you were the cutest girl ever!”

Hazel wished Dana would hurry up. Kitty didn’t know her at all. She was only indulging the conversation because she liked what she saw. Who wouldn’t enjoy being hit on by a half-naked, sexy girl? But what would she do if Dana got cold feet?

“Hazel!” said Kitty, as if she recalled her at last. It was all for show. From the glint in her eyes, she was preparing to make a move to get Hazel into bed.

Just then, Dana appeared from behind the van at Kitty’s back. She had the chloroformed cloth ready in her hand. She grabbed Kitty and pressed it to her face. Hazel moved in as if she were embracing a long-lost friend, but the hug was only intended to help Dana to restrain Kitty.

Kitty folded and her dark eyes closed. Hazel held her while Dana opened the van’s roller door. They pulled Kitty inside and laid her on the back seat.

“Drive!” said Hazel. “I’ll put her in handcuffs.”

Dana didn’t need to be told twice and got them on the road. Hazel retrieved a pair of handcuffs from her handbag and fastened them to Kitty’s wrists, securing her arms behind her back. Then she ripped two lengths of duct tape from a roll and plastered them over Kitty’s lips. She didn’t enjoy that part. Looking at Kitty’s lips was enough to make her want to silence the gorgeous futanari girl with a kiss.

She fanned her face with her fingers. Even unconscious, Kitty was exciting her sexual desires. She wanted to pull up Kitty’s skirt to see what she was packing in her panties. The thought of seeing Kitty’s girlcock was making her pussy hot and wet.

“Keep your mind on the job,” said Dana, looking at her from the rearview mirror. “I know that look, Hazel. You always get flushed when you’re aroused.”

Dana had always been the cautious one in their relationship. Hazel forced herself to look away from the raven-haired futanari beauty. Perhaps Dana was right to be wary about how difficult this would actually be. She realised she hadn’t taken the rumours about a futanari’s powers of seduction seriously enough.

Now she was face to face with one, she felt it hit her like a drug. Everything she knew about her sexuality changed in seconds. Until now, she had been a straight girl with occasional longings to experiment sexually with other girls. But this exotic futanari girl excited her deepest, darkest desires.

She took a slow breath. She would have to use this nervous sexual energy to make Kitty cum. But they had based their planning on their knowledge of making men cum. Futanaris were both sexes, but predominantly female. The doubts kicked in about whether they’d approached this from the right direction.

They arrived at the motel and Hazel realised Kitty had affected her before they’d even met. She’d booked a four-star motel for the week when a two-star would have done the job just as well. They only needed to milk her girlcock, not keep her in comfort. Yet she’d felt the desire to treat Kitty well, like they were off for a naughty weekend together.

Dana helped her carry Kitty from the van into the motel room. They’d prepared it with everything they needed for the week, with provisions to last longer if the milking went well.

Opposite the bed in the open plan room, they’d set up the milking equipment beside a chaise lounge. They laid Kitty onto it and secured her with velcro straps, completely immobilising her body.

Hazel had set up a milking machine for the job. It collected each ejaculation with a penis pump, passing it into airtight containers which could be stored in the freezer. Dana had mixed up a cocktail of drugs to help Kitty perform. There were syringes loaded with estrogen blockers, a drug used to stimulate sperm production. But Dana had mixed a dose of Viagra into each shot. If Kitty was a man, she’d have a raging boner that couldn’t be satisfied and two balls so full of cum they’d feel like rocks between her thighs. But they didn’t know what effect the drugs would have on a futanari. Dana noticed her looking at the syringes.

“She may be mostly a girl, but her cock and balls work like a man, so there’s nothing to worry about. If anything, with her futanari libido, I’d expect her sex drive to go bonkers.”

Hazel nodded and took a deep breath. “Well, there’s no time like the present to get started.”

Dana prepared a syringe while Hazel powered up the milking machine. As Dana injected the drugs into Kitty’s arm, she stirred as if she’d been awake longer than they realised. She opened her dark eyes and drank in the vision before her. Hazel watched her smile, even though they had covered her mouth with duct tape. It was all in the eyes.

Kitty looked them both up and down with brazen lust. Although they weren’t wearing much, Hazel felt like she was naked as Kitty’s eyes raked her body. Even bound and at their mercy, Kitty was taking a dominant stance in how this spunk heist would play out.

“We don’t mean any harm,” said Hazel. “We only need to milk you, then we’ll disappear from your life forever. Do you understand?”

Kitty didn’t move an inch. She smiled again with her eyes as she continued to look at Hazel like she was undressing her. Hazel felt vulnerable and excited at the same time. She didn’t need to touch herself to know she was getting very wet panties. No man had ever had this effect on her. What was so special about the futanari that she could turn Hazel on against her will?

Dana was looking flushed too. If Hazel didn’t know better, Dana was also going to need to change her panties. Hazel finally understood the look in Kitty’s eyes. There was no clinical way for them to milk her cock. They had to get it out of her panties and plug it into the machine. The thought of handling Kitty’s cock made Hazel’s pussy clench with excitement.

“We’d better get on with it,” said Dana, taking a step back. Hazel was certain she was aroused against her will too.

Hazel took a deep breath and knelt next to Kitty. She lifted her pleated miniskirt like she was afraid of what she would find. Kitty wasn’t wearing any panties. Her girlcock was limp, but even in a relaxed state, it was a good six inches long. The sight of it made Hazel’s mouth water. She wanted to put it into her mouth to find out if it tasted as good as it looked.

Dana’s sense of caution was also cracking. She was wide eyed and staring at Kitty’s cock too.

“Holy heck! It’s gorgeous!” she said, breathing out the words as if she hadn’t meant to say them aloud.

Hazel swallowed. It was the prettiest cock she’d ever seen, quite unlike a man’s cock. It was distinctly feminine, hairless and smooth, with two perfect plump balls at the base. Kitty made her first sound, a giggle, muffled by the layers of tape over her lips. She wasn’t in the slightest bit worried about being abducted. She was enjoying herself.

Hazel pulled herself together and readied the penis pump, delicately feeding Kitty’s cock into the clear plastic sleeve. As she handled Kitty’s irresistible girlcock, it swelled and became hard. The pump could accommodate large cocks, but Kitty was filling it all the way to the end. She was nine inches long when erect and thick enough to make any woman feel like she was being split apart from the inside.

Hazel stood up and took a step back, watching the milking machine pump Kitty’s cock. Kitty kept them both in her inky gaze and let out a small sigh. Hazel knew the sounds both men and women made when they were aroused. This wasn’t one of them. Kitty sounded relaxed, like she was getting a soothing massage, not like the pump was exciting her to cum.

They both retreated so they could escape Kitty’s penetrating gaze.

“What do we do now?” said Dana. She had also realised this wasn’t going to plan.

“Wait,” said Hazel, with a shrug. “As soon as those drugs kick in, she won’t be able to stop herself from cumming.”

“I—I can’t take my eyes off it,” said Dana, like she was at confession. “It’s the prettiest cock I’ve ever seen.”

Hazel nodded. “Listen, we have to stay strong. Kitty is going to make us work for her spunk, but it’ll be worth it.”

They sat on the end of the bed and waited, both unable to take their eyes away from the pump working Kitty’s cock. Time seemed to slow to a snail’s pace. Hazel checked her watch. Half an hour had passed and there was no sign that Kitty would cum any time soon. She stood up and approached Kitty again. The futanari had closed her eyes and looked like she was dozing. Her breathing was slow and regular, not rapid like she was building towards an orgasm.

“The drugs should be ripping through her system,” said Dana. “I don’t get it. She hasn’t even leaked a drop of pre-cum.”

Hazel shook her head. “Maybe she needs more stimulation.”

“Like what? Her cock is pretty busy in the machine.”

“I dunno. Improvise. Girls like breast play during sex. Why don’t you try milking her tits?”

Dana scowled. “Why do I have to do it?”

“Because you’re a nurse.”

“Hazel, I don’t know what you think they taught us at medical school, but sexual fetishes weren’t part of the curriculum.”

Hazel huffed. “All right, I’ll do it. If she cums, you milk her tits next time.”

Dana gave her a non-committal nod.

Hazel approached Kitty with the same care she would approach a venomous snake. Her heart was beating with the same nervous energy as before. It was more from the fear of discovering she had dark, hidden desires than from fear of coming to harm.

Kitty opened her eyes and watched Hazel approach with the same appreciative twinkle in her dark irises. As Hazel knelt beside her, all she could hear was the pump throbbing as it tried to extract Kitty’s cum. There still wasn’t even a hint of pre-cum.

Hazel untied the knot at the base of Kitty’s breasts to open her Daisy Dukes shirt. She heard Dana gasp as she pulled the tails aside to bare Kitty’s breasts. They were magnificent, full, round and upright, with tiny pink nipples pointing straight to heaven.

She pinched Kitty’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger and kneaded them. How hard could it be to milk a girl? Kitty’s breasts looked like they were exploding with cream. Kitty stared deep into her eyes and let out a contented sigh.

“Anything?” said Dana.

“Give it a minute,” said Hazel, with a soft growl.

Kitty giggled.

Hazel focused on trying to get Kitty aroused. As she stretched and massaged Kitty’s little nipples, she saw Kitty’s breathing quicken. It was definitely from arousal. Dana knelt beside her, all attention on Kitty’s cock inside the plastic sleeve. Her cheeks were flushed again.

After a moment, thick, white cream beaded on Kitty’s nipples. Hazel gasped with excitement, having got somewhere at last. Kitty was purring with pleasure as the cream trickled over her breasts. She was making distinctly feminine moans of pleasure, as a woman does when she’s having a string of tiny, but delicious orgasms.

Hazel felt her own pussy clench at the thought of being pleasured this way. It was like Kitty was cumming from her breasts. As the sweet scent of her cream filled Hazel’s nose, she felt the desperate desire to lick the white nectar from her nipples. It was an effort of will to resist.

She looked back at Dana and the penis pump. Dana shook her head. Even though Kitty was having a chain of orgasms from getting her breasts milked, her cock was yet to produce a drop of cum.

“It’s not working,” said Hazel. Without thinking, she put her fingers to her lips to taste Kitty’s cream. Dana grabbed her by the wrists.

“Don’t! It’s too dangerous!” she said.

“It’s just milk,” said Hazel. The creamy, honeyed scent was making her mouth water with desire.

“It’s futanari milk,” said Dana, as if that was enough of an explanation. “Clean her up. We need to come up with a Plan B.”

Hazel fetched a towel from the bathroom. She still had cream on her fingers, and Dana wasn’t here to stop her now. What harm was there in having one little taste? She sucked the cream from one finger and immediately felt her pussy grow warm and wet. If she could suckle Kitty’s nipples and drink her divine milk, it would make her cum too. How could one person be so powerfully sexually charged?

She washed her hands like she was disposing of evidence and returned to the room to clean the milk from Kitty’s breasts. Kitty gave her a knowing look, as if she knew Hazel had taken a sneaky taste.

“Let’s stick to the plan for now,” said Dana. “Keep the pump on her cock. I’ll head off and see if I can find something else to help make her cum. Try not to fall asleep.”

Hazel returned to the bed as Dana left the room. She didn’t want to see the self-satisfied smile in Kitty’s eyes. She stood up and paced, also feeling maddened by the lack of progress. If they couldn’t make Kitty cum, then this was all for nothing.

As time wore on, Hazel’s frustration grew over the reason they couldn’t make Kitty cum. It was also growing between her legs thinking about the taste of Kitty’s luscious cream and the sight of her magnificent cock. If her milk tasted that good, how sweet was her cum?

Acting from frustration, she marched up to Kitty and tore the tape off her face.

“Oh, that’s much better,” said Kitty.

“Why haven’t you cum yet?” said Hazel, planting her hands on her hips.

Kitty looked her up and down, dwelling on her thighs. “Mm… you have lovely hips, Hazel.”

Hazel repeated her question forcefully.

Kitty sighed. “You can’t make me cum with this toy. I need different stimulation.”

“But I made you cum by milking your breasts,” said Hazel.

“Yes! Because I’m still mostly a girl. I can enjoy all the pleasures of my feminine body too. Thank you, Hazel. It felt wonderful. Did it taste delicious too?”

Hazel felt her cheeks grow hot. Kitty couldn’t have seen her tasting her milk. How did she know? Or was it a lucky guess?

“I know you tasted it,” said Kitty, as if she could read Hazel’s thoughts. “You’ve had a frustrated ache between your thighs ever since. Tell me I’m wrong.”

Hazel opened her mouth, then closed it again. There was no point in lying about it. She would only put Kitty in a stronger position by denying the truth.

“Plus… I really need to pee. You don’t have a cock, Hazel. So you wouldn’t know that I can’t cum if I need to pee.”

Hazel chewed a fingernail. This was a heinous oversight. Of course, Kitty would need to use the bathroom. They couldn’t keep her strapped to a chaise lounge for a week without refreshments and bathroom breaks.

“You put me in handcuffs,” said Kitty. “Let me use the bathroom… unless you expect me to pee into this machine.”

Hazel flicked off the power to the milking machine and eased Kitty’s cock from the plastic sleeve. “No funny business?”

“Cross my heart,” said Kitty.

Hazel removed the velcro straps allowing Kitty to stand up. Kitty rose to her feet and flicked her long black hair over her shoulders.

“The bathroom is through that door,” said Hazel, glancing away.

The brief lack of attention was all Kitty needed to act. She grabbed Hazel by the arm and spun her about. Before Hazel could react, Kitty was clamping her wrists in the handcuffs.

“I said you put me in handcuffs, not that I was still wearing them,” said Kitty, with a mischievous giggle. “It’s useful to know how to get out of them if necessary. You see, I prefer my girls wearing handcuffs, not the other way around.”

She sat Hazel on the chaise lounge and held her by the hair.

“You promised me there would be no funny business,” said Hazel, feeling very foolish.

“Absolutely! I’m always very serious about business. I never told you any lies. And I do need to pee.”

She pinched Hazel’s cheeks to force her to open her mouth. Gripping her hard cock in her tiny fist, she brought it to Hazel’s lips. Hazel’s nose filled with its mouth-watering scent. Kitty was sweet and floral like a girl, not rugged and savoury like a man.

“If you enjoyed my milk, you can have a taste of my tinkle juice too,” said Kitty, sliding her cock into Hazel’s mouth.

Hazel had to stretch her jaw wide to accommodate Kitty’s girth. Once Kitty had wedged the head inside her mouth, she released her stream. Hazel had no choice but to drink Kitty’s pee. It tasted sharp and sweet, like warm homemade lemonade.

“Good girl, drink up all that delicious pee. And count your blessings that this is the only punishment I have time to give you. Time is money, as the old saying goes.”

Hazel gulped down the last mouthful of Kitty’s pee. It was a weird experience. Her head told her drinking pee was wrong, yet her mouth told her it tasted wonderful. As Kitty withdrew her cock, she licked her lips, already craving more.

Kitty picked up the roll of duct tape from the coffee table and tore off three strips. She taped Hazel’s mouth shut, covering her lips first and then securing them with a cross from cheek to chin.

Taking Hazel by the hair again, Kitty led her over to the bed, laid her on her back and reached under her skirt to remove her panties.

“Oh my, they’re dripping wet,” said Kitty, raising them to her nose. “And you smell utterly delicious.” She waved them under her nose for a minute, like a perfumer sampling a new scent. Then she tossed them aside.

Climbing onto the bed, she put her hands on Hazel’s knees to part her legs. Hazel knew she should resist, but she felt drunk with desire. She felt Kitty’s thick cock at the entrance to her sex and took a shuddering breath through her nose. This was madness, yet she wanted to feel Kitty’s cock inside her.

Kitty had to push hard to find entrance, even though Hazel was dripping wet. Kitty’s cock was much larger than any man she’d ever slept with before, and it stretched her pussy to its limit to accommodate it. It felt like Kitty was pushing a hot steel bar inside her.

“This is how you make a futanari girl cum,” said Kitty, looking her in the eyes as she drove her cock deeper. “With a tight pussy and an empty womb, waiting to be filled with hot spunk.” Kitty sighed as she found the back wall of Hazel’s cervix. “Now, let’s give your lovely, tight pussy the pounding it deserves.”

She rolled her hips to thrust her cock in and out of Hazel’s pussy as hard as she could. Hazel winced with each thrust as the head of Kitty’s cock smashed into her womb. She felt like she was being pummelled inside. It hurt, but at the same time it felt amazing. All her frustration formed a bubble of pleasure that grew with each thrust of Kitty’s cock. It was only a matter of time before it swelled to bursting.

“I enjoyed it when you milked my breasts,” said Kitty. “You’re a natural. You were meant for this.”

Hazel wanted to ask her what she meant, but she couldn’t speak with all the tape on her face.

“You’ll be able to milk yourself when I’m done with you,” said Kitty, driving her cock hard and deep. “If your new owner allows it, of course. They can be quite funny about letting their pleasure slaves service themselves. Most get quite jealous and never let anyone else do it.”

Pleasure slaves? Was Kitty referring to milkmaids? Hazel realised what was happening. Kitty planned to pump her full of cum to induce a false pregnancy. But what then?

“Yes, you’ll look so lovely when your breasts get tight and full of milk. They’re already very big. Imagine what you’ll look like three cup sizes larger.”

Hazel shook her head, wanting Kitty to withdraw, but at the same time the pleasure was irresistible. Kitty’s cock was making her pussy ache in the most delicious way and she wanted to feel it throbbing as it pumped her full of cum. She felt herself clench, gripping Kitty’s cock inside her like she no longer had control of her will.

“Oh, yes!” said Kitty, tensing as she reached her peak. “Clench me with your sweet pussy!”

Hazel gushed as her orgasm exploded through her body. The tape on her face muffled her moans, but she didn’t care. Kitty’s cock pulsed inside her, so deep it felt like she could feel the head in her stomach. Hot spunk flooded into her womb, filling her up inside.

Kitty let out the most girlish, high-pitched squeaks as she came. But her ramrod of a cock squirted cum like a firehose. Hazel had never felt so full. It doubled her pleasure, sustaining her orgasm until Kitty had finished emptying her load.

Kitty was breathless, but had a very contented smile on her full pink lips. “Mm… that was exquisite. Such a lovely, tight pussy. I’d like to pump it full of cum again.”

Regardless of the turn of events, Hazel wanted to feel this level of pleasure again too. As Kitty withdrew, she immediately missed having her cock inside her, stretching and filling her, making her feel so damned good.

Kitty ripped a strip of duct tape from the roll and carefully sealed Hazel’s pussy lips.

“Now you lie back and enjoy yourself as all that cum does its work,” said Kitty.

She retrieved one of Dana’s syringes filled with the cocktail of hormones and Viagra, and shot it into her arm.

“This stuff is marvellous,” said Kitty. “I’d love the recipe. I’m already feeling horny as hell again.”

She lay on the bed beside Hazel and rubbed her stomach. “You’re going on a wonderful journey, Hazel. It starts with an enduring feeling of bliss, and a warm, radiant glow inside your body. Then your breasts will tingle and feel tight. That’s because you’ll be making milk and lots of it. Enjoy it, darling. If you’re lucky, I may have to breed you again to make sure the transformation lasts.”

Kitty stood up and looked through their supplies. She found another set of handcuffs and tucked them into the waistband of her skirt. Hazel watched her as if she were in a dream. Everything was in soft focus, Kitty sounded distant, but it was all wonderful. She felt totally content, inside and out, and blessed to have experienced the joy of having a futanari breed her.

She opened her eyes as she heard a key rattle in the door’s lock. Dana was back. Her pretty blue eyes widened when she saw Kitty had escaped.

“Hazel? Oh, hell!” said Dana, as she rushed to the bed.

Kitty appeared from the bathroom behind her and pressed a cloth over her face. Hazel thought it only seemed fair. Dana had chloroformed Kitty first, now it was her turn. A distant voice cried out at the back of her consciousness, trying to fight the delirious feelings corrupting her body and mind. Hazel ignored it. Her blissful condition felt so good.

Kitty cuffed Dana and laid her on the bed beside Hazel. She taped her mouth, removed Dana’s panties and spread her legs. Hazel watched with pure joy as Kitty mounted Dana and forced her huge cock into Dana’s little pussy.

“Oh, she’s lovely and tight too,” said Kitty, giving Hazel a wink.

She pounded Dana’s unconscious body with the same enthusiasm she’d given Hazel. It made Hazel jealous. Even though her pussy was sore from the rough pounding, she wanted to feel Kitty’s cock filling her up again.

“Oh, yes!” said Kitty, as she reached her peak.

She made the same girlish squeaks as she came. She pumped Dana full of cum, forcing her cock deep inside her pussy as she emptied her load.

“These drugs are so damned good!” said Kitty through clenched teeth.

Finally, she withdrew, patting her hair into place after her exertions. “I could go again straight away,” she said. “Sadly, business has to come before pleasure on this occasion.”

She sealed Dana’s pussy with a strip of duct tape to prevent her cum from escaping. Then she retrieved her phone from her purse and giggled while she typed a message. Dana came around with the same dreamy look in her eyes. Hazel knew Dana would also feel euphoric at the beginning of her transformation.

Not long after, another woman arrived at the room. She was a stunning raven-haired beauty with bright amber eyes. Even though Hazel was still feeling like she was in a dream, she would never forget Amber O’Shea.

The woman who had offered Hazel a fortune to acquire futanari cum greeted Kitty with a kiss on the cheek.

“Two milkmaids, ready to go,” said Kitty. “They’ll be ready for their first milking in a week or two, but they’re delirious with bliss now. You’ll have no trouble breaking their minds and making them into milkmaids.”

Amber O’Shea shook her head in disbelief. “You’re a miracle worker, darling.” She took out a brown paper envelope, fat with cash. “Two hundred thousand, your usual fee. It’s a pleasure doing business with you.”

Kitty giggled and accepted the envelope. “Believe me, the pleasure was all mine.”


Confronting Cookie

For three months, Earl hadn’t been as enthusiastic about having sex as before. Claire didn’t know why. It wasn’t that her older husband didn’t want to have sex. She had just noticed the sudden change from humping like bunnies every single day to having sex every other day. Or more frequently, they went for a few days at a time without playing hide the sausage.

Claire adored Earl’s sausage. It was the reason she’d fallen for a man nearly twice her age. She was twenty-three, and he was forty-one. When she’d started having sex, she’d heard that older men had much greater stamina than boys. Boys had proved rather disappointing. They couldn’t hold on to their cum.

She supposed it didn’t help that she was hotter than most other girls. Her mixed heritage had given her distinctive looks. On one side, her Oriental blood had given her the petite figure common to Asian girls, with golden skin and long, glossy black hair. On her other side, her Western blood had given her pale green eyes, large breasts and curvy hips.

Boys had been easy to seduce. She only had to flutter her long eyelashes and show them her breasts to win them over. With one look, a boy went giddy with lust. When she put her nipple into his mouth, he was pumping out his load before he got anywhere near her pussy.

Not Earl though. Earl could pump her pussy for ages. And he was so thick, he filled her to her limit. Even when he shot his load, after a short rest, he was ready to go again. He satisfied her more than any boy she’d ever met, even the ones who were better at having sex.

As she’d come to know him better, she’d discovered he was also a kind and caring man who looked after her every need. Who cared about his age? She’d quickly fallen head over heels in love.

Now they’d been married for two blissful years. So why was their lovemaking slowing in pace? Perhaps what people said about the honeymoon period was true, that it didn’t last forever. But she couldn’t believe that was the case.

There had been a marked point in their life together when Earl had lost his devoted enthusiasm for her pussy. It had happened overnight, like someone had flicked a switch in his head, reducing his interest in lovemaking. She’d ignored it at first, thinking it was a glitch. But it occurred to her now that this was the norm. She had to find out why. And there was no quicker way to Earl’s heart than through his cock.

She put on a black corset which pushed up her large breasts, making them more inviting for a man’s mouth. She paired it with black thigh-high stockings, heels and tiny satin panties that barely covered her pussy. Black brought out her bright-green eyes. How could he resist this lovely package when he got home from work?

When Earl stepped through the front door, Claire examined him carefully. He was so handsome, with rugged features, pale blue eyes and a wicked streak of white in his dark hair. It made him look like a warlock who practiced the dark magic of seduction.

“Hey, Daddy,” she said, making a grand entrance through the open doorway from the kitchen to the lounge. She did a neat pirouette so he could admire her outfit from all angles. His eyes raked her body from head to foot, but he seemed weary, like he didn’t have the energy for more than a look.

“Hey, Claire. You’re looking lovely tonight,” he said. He rested his suitcase on the floor and loosened his tie.

“It has been three days, Daddy. Your Claire needs a little sugar,” she said, closing the space between them. She put her hands on his muscular chest and arched her neck upwards for a kiss.

He obliged, kissing her fully on the mouth, tasting her with his tongue. She returned the kiss, probing his mouth with her tongue, trying to excite her favourite sausage dangling between his legs.

He broke the kiss. “Er… I’m a little tired,” he said. “It has been a long day. Can I take a rain cheque?”

She led him to the couch, made him sit down and knelt between his legs. She looked up into his eyes, letting him know she wouldn’t take no for an answer.

“Let me make you feel better, Daddy. Let me do all the work.”

He put his hand over his crotch as she went to open his fly. She pulled it aside, determined to find out why he was once again hesitant to have sex. This was completely out of character. Earl loved getting his cock sucked. Well, until recently anyway.

She unzipped his pants and pulled down his briefs to get at her favourite cock in all the world. As well as having good length and girth, the other thing she loved about his cock was that he liked to get Brazilian waxes done every week. He was always completely hairless and smooth, just the way she liked her pussy to look and feel too. It made sucking his cock a very enjoyable experience.

With a little coaxing with her hand, his cock swelled to hardness. He reached out and stroked her hair as she lowered her mouth to his head, preparing to suck him for all he was worth.

As her eyes fell on his gorgeous smooth cock, she saw a bright red ring circling the base and travelling underneath his heavy balls. She cupped them on her palm as she always did when she gave him a blow job. It allowed her to massage his balls with her fingers. But this time, she was curious to see if the ring was complete.

It was. Something had recently left a perfect red ring at the base of his manhood. It was like a foreign object had irritated his skin, leaving it chafed and raw. What could have left such a specific mark on his flesh?

She didn’t ask him though, concentrating instead on giving him a blow job like she hadn’t noticed the red ring. She kissed him up and down his shaft, nibbled him with her teeth and gave him thrilling flicks of her tongue to build up his need to cum.

Then she took him into her mouth, sucking him hard as she circled the head of his cock with her tongue. He let out a rasping moan. She pulled down his pants, so they fell around his ankles. Then she returned to his balls, rolling them through her fingers as she sucked him hard.

She was rewarded with her first bead of pre-cum and took a moment to savour its salty flavour. What Earl needed was a lovely prostate blow job to blow a really big load. Yes, she would massage all the cum out of his prostate and fill up his balls to make him cum like a fountain.

She released his balls and slid her middle finger to his forbidden entrance. It was slippery. Instead of having to loosen the muscles to gain entrance, she could slide her finger inside him without resistance.

He gasped and took her face in his hands, pulling her away from his cock. “Just suck me,” he said.

“Daddy, you’re all slippery,” she said, allowing her statement to demand an explanation.

“I… er… had my prostate check-up today. Men over forty have to have regular checks. I’m a little sensitive down there.”

She blinked at him. “Is everything okay, Daddy? I wouldn’t want anything to happen to my favourite sausage.”

“Everything is fine, Claire. It’s healthy.” He smiled, but it looked a little forced, like he wanted her to believe him and drop the subject.

She gave him the benefit of the doubt for now and returned to sucking his cock. Once she had him at the back of her throat, he relaxed and let out ragged moans. She knew how to make it last all night or how to make him cum fast. This would be a quickie, as she wanted a turn when they got to the second round. She had to know what had changed in their lovemaking or if it was all in her head.

As his cock pulsed in her mouth, she greedily swallowed his cum, then licked his head to clean him up. Then she stood up and took off her panties.

“That was yummy, Daddy. And it made me so wet.”

She put her panties to her nose and inhaled deeply, enjoying the sweet butterscotch aroma of her juices. Then she offered them to him, allowing him to inhale her scent too.

“What did I do to deserve you?” he said.

She climbed onto him, straddling him between her thighs. “Deserve, Daddy? No, you have to earn me.” She took his cock in her hand to stroke him back to hardness. “That means I need my nipples sucked while I have a ride on your cock.”

She opened the top three clips at the front of her corset to allow her large, round breasts to burst free. Sitting between her cleavage was a condom. He smiled at her, appreciating her beauty, but his cock remained limp in her hand.

“I don’t know if I have the energy for more, Claire.” He plucked the condom from between her breasts and slipped it into his pocket. “I promise I’ll make it up to you later. Anything you want.”

As she looked into his eyes, she felt more certain of her suspicions. Something had changed. Something had got in the way of their sex life and she was determined to reveal the mystery as soon as she could.

She fetched him a beer and let him unwind. Then she put on a robe and set about preparing dinner. Although bothered, she still had to look after him as well as he looked after her. He earned enough money that she didn’t have to work and insisted she only do the things she enjoyed. He’d told her there was no reason she should have to endure the grind of a nine to five with his income.

After dinner, they cuddled on the couch and watched television. She considered opening his pants again to get some of the action he’d promised her earlier, but he looked weary. Eventually, he couldn’t keep his eyes open any longer, so she helped him to bed. But she was too wired to join him.

She went to the study and opened the laptop. Earl wasn’t as savvy as her with technology, so she had no trouble accessing his calendar. Looking through his appointments for the day, she didn’t see one booked with his doctor. So why did he have lube in his ass?

Also, his last appointment for the day finished at four o’clock. He’d arrived home at six-thirty. Take out his commute time and he had two hours to spare. She supposed he could’ve got stuck doing paperwork, but that was the reason he had assistants. His job was making deals and earning big money, not being tied to a desk.

After searching the internet for the cause of the red ring around the base of his cock and under his balls, she narrowed it down to one of two possibilities. There was nothing natural that left such a mark. It was chafing from wearing a cock ring, or he’d been wearing a chastity cage. Cock rings were designed for comfort, so the likelier of the two was a chastity cage. But why would he want to wear such a device?

As much as she wanted to return to blissful denial, there was no doubt about it. Earl was indulging in some form of sexual fetish. So the question that remained was if he was doing it alone or with someone else.

She crept back to their bedroom and took his phone from the bedside table. He often changed his PIN, but she always guessed it from the fingermarks on the screen. And Earl wasn’t very imaginative with passwords or protection. He spent a lot of time on his phone, so he needed to unlock it easily.

The silly old fool didn’t know how easy it was to trace his movements. She looked back through his travel history, starting from three months ago, when the changes to their sex life had started to take place.

And there it was… driving directions to a house in the suburbs across town. The occupant of the said address was somebody named Cookie. It was an unusual name, possibly male or female, or a nickname. There was only one way to discover the identity of the person with the uncommon name, and that was to confront them to find out what they’d been doing with Earl.

In her heart, Claire felt sure she already knew the answer. Earl was a man of voracious sexual tastes. It was highly likely that Cookie was a girl.

She noted the address and returned Earl’s phone to his bedside table. He was breathing softly, still in a deep sleep. As much as she wanted to wake him to ask about Cookie, there was still a chance it was completely innocent. She had to find out for herself before she accused him of anything.

She slipped into the bathroom to prepare for bed. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she silently asked herself the only question that mattered if indeed Cookie was Earl’s mistress. What did Cookie have that she didn’t?

It couldn’t be her beauty or body. Claire knew she was stunning. Earl guarded her jealously from other men whenever they went out. Men couldn’t hide their desire as they looked at her. She looked after her body and always dressed to please him. She owed him that much for taking such good care of her.

It couldn’t be that she didn’t please him sexually either. She was open-minded about anything he wanted to do in the bedroom and had never refused him any request.

And it couldn’t be that they didn’t get along anymore. Even though his sexual appetite for her had diminished, he still loved cuddling on the couch, talking and spending time together.

She had to find out as soon as possible. So that meant paying Cookie a surprise visit the following day.

* * *

Once Claire had packed Earl off to work, she got herself ready. She wanted Cookie to know in no uncertain terms who she was dealing with, and that meant looking her very best. She took her time doing her hair and make-up, making sure her dark eyelashes were loaded with mascara to frame her bright green eyes. She applied her glossiest pink lipstick and brushed her long black hair until it shone.

She put on sheer, white thigh-high stockings, red silk panties and a matching corset to give her breasts extra lift. She finished her look with her favourite red dress. It was sleeveless, strapless and made her breasts look like they could pop out at any moment. It had a short, loose skirt that showed off her long, shapely legs. If she got caught in a breeze, it often blew up, giving anyone that was watching a seductive flash of her panties or her round bottom.

She remembered dating a boy once in this dress. He’d been so turned on, she’d made him cum in his pants. Nothing said sex better than a red dress styled for seduction.

Now ready to confront Cookie, she ordered a cab and tried to calm her nerves. They only got worse during the drive across town. By the time she arrived at Cookie’s house, her heart was fluttering and she was short of breath. But she couldn’t turn back now.

She checked her make-up, walked up to the front door and pushed the doorbell. Her heart raced as she waited for someone to respond. For a moment, she thought there was nobody home. Then a woman opened the door. She could only be Cookie.

Claire immediately saw the appeal. Cookie was cute as hell. She looked like a girl from a fairy tale, but an X-rated one. She had cinnamon hair and eyes, gorgeous pouting lips and a smattering of freckles over her tiny nose. Although she was wearing a white satin robe that concealed her figure, she was busty, with a tiny waist, wide hips and long, slender legs. Claire knew she was just as pretty as Cookie, but the margin was very fine between them.

They looked each other up and down for a long moment without saying a word.

Cookie spoke first. “Hello, Claire. You’d better come in,” she said.

Claire followed the adorably cute Cookie into her home. “You know who I am?”

“Of course,” said Cookie. “I doubt there are two women in this city with such distinctive, and might I add, gorgeous, looks. Earl gave me quite a detailed description of you.”

“So… he is having an affair,” said Claire. As she looked Cookie up and down, the question rolled round and round her head. What did Cookie have that she didn’t?

“Earl is a man of particular tastes,” said Cookie. “It’s not that he doesn’t love you. He came to me because he has vices. I can give him what he needs.”

Cookie’s comment only rubbed salt into the wound. Claire wanted to slap her face, but as she thought about it, Earl was more to blame. “And I can’t?” she said.

Cookie looked at her and sighed. “Perhaps if I show you, you’ll understand. Come through to the dungeon.”

Claire’s eyes widened. A dungeon?! Earl’s extramarital activities were becoming more mysterious by the minute.

Cookie led her through the house to a flight of stairs leading down to the basement. Claire was too stunned to take in her surroundings, but it looked like Cookie did very well for herself. Cookie led her down the stairs and opened the door.

Claire gasped as she walked into the room Cookie described as a dungeon. It was a brightly lit pink room that looked like it belonged to a small girl. There was a big four-poster bed at the centre of the room, with fluffy pink pillows and a duvet dotted with pink love hearts. She saw a big wardrobe, a dresser and a make-up table. The shelves were stuffed full of fluffy toys, such as rabbits and other cute animals.

“A dungeon?!” she said, unable to believe her eyes.

“Yes!” Cookie replied. He had a satisfied smile on her face. Clearly, she enjoyed this space. “Dungeons are damp, dark, smelly places. My dungeon is infinitely better.”

She walked over to the wardrobe and opened it wide. Claire expected to see racks of pretty dresses and cute shoes. Instead, it was filled with whips, ropes, bondage devices, and all manner of toys designed for pleasure or pain. Cookie took a whip from the rack. It had one slender tail of plaited leather.

“This is Earl’s favourite. I don’t need to bother to tie him to a bondage frame when I have a perfectly good four-poster bed for my pets.”

Claire swallowed. “Earl likes to be whipped?”

“Oh, I don’t think he likes it at all. I don’t think anyone actually enjoys it, at least not when they’re on the receiving end of the whip. But he has a desire to submit. He doesn’t get to choose what I do. And I do whatever takes my mood.”

It was a lot to take in, but it still didn’t answer Claire’s question. If Earl wanted to get kinky with whips, paddles and whatever else Cookie kept in her wardrobe, she could do that too. There was only one way to find out what Cookie had that she didn’t. She had to ask her the question. So she did.

Cookie pursed her lips as if considering her answer. “I suppose it’s best if I show you,” she said.

She undid the belt of her gown and pulled it open like she was a flasher. Claire ran her eyes down Cookie’s body. She had a very sexy figure, with large upright breasts, a flat stomach, a tiny waist, curvaceous hips and a long, thick cock. It was currently flat against her body while it was tucked inside her white satin panties.

Claire blinked several times, not believing her eyes. Cookie definitely had a flesh and blood cock sticking straight up from her panties. Cookie slipped a thumb into the waistband and pulled them down so Claire could get a better view.

She gasped. It was real. And easily the prettiest cock she’d ever seen in her life, hairless and smooth, quite unlike a man’s erection. It had a beautiful upturned arc and wasn’t lumpy and covered with thick veins like a man. The head was watermelon pink like a girl’s pussy and she had two large, heavy balls dangling underneath.

While shocked, Claire was also immediately aroused by the sight of such a perfectly formed cock. She felt her breathing quicken. She wanted to find out why Cookie didn’t have a pussy.

“I’m a futanari,” said Cookie, answering the question that was clearly painted on Claire’s face. She grabbed her beautiful cock in her tiny fist. “Apart from my girlcock, I’m entirely female.”

Cookie approached her, studying her face with each step. Claire knew she couldn’t hide her arousal. Cookie could also see it as if she were glowing with desire. She understood at last. Cookie’s cock was irresistible to men and women alike.

“You wanted to know what I have that you don’t. Well, now you have your answer. It’s the one thing you can’t give him.” Her eyes narrowed, then she breathed deeply through her nose as if she’d walked into a field of flowers. “You smell delicious, Claire. There’s no hiding it. Earl can’t pleasure you with a girlcock either. And now you have a desire to taste that pleasure too.”

“I—I do,” she said.

“And I would be happy to give you a taste of the forbidden. But you must do it on my terms or not at all.”

Claire nodded. As much as she loved Earl, and as much as she loved his cock, she had to experience the pleasure of Cookie’s magnificent erection.

Cookie stepped closer, so she could wrap her arms around Claire to take off her dress. She smelled like cinnamon and honey, making Claire feel giddy with desire. Cookie opened the zip at the back of her dress and it fell to the carpet.

Cookie stepped back to admire her in her corset, panties and stockings. Her cock liked the view too, growing stiffer, thicker and longer. She held out her hand. “Panties!”

Claire slid her panties down her legs, stepped out of them and handed them to Cookie. Cookie put them to her nose and inhaled deeply.

“Mm… such a sweet pussy,” she said, tossing them away like Claire would never need to wear panties again. “Now let’s get you dripping wet.”

Cookie took her in her arms and pulled her close for a kiss. Claire had never kissed a woman, or at least mostly a woman, before. It was strange at first, but not at all unpleasant. Cookie’s face was soft and her sensual lips were eager to give pleasure, unlike a man’s hungry advances.

As Cookie slipped her tongue into her mouth, Claire felt her knees buckle with the pleasure of the kiss. Cookie’s tongue was everywhere, exploring and probing her mouth as if searching for lost treasure. It set her pussy on fire. Cookie changed her embrace to loosen her corset, letting Claire’s breasts burst free from its tight hold. She found Claire’s nipples and began to stretch and knead them with her fingers while their mouths remained locked in the heavenly kiss.

Claire couldn’t take it for much longer. She felt her orgasm rising like an oncoming flood. Cookie teased her with her fingers and tongue and giggled softly as they kissed. She knew what she was doing to Claire and was enjoying the control.

When Claire started to moan, unable to return the kiss, Cookie led her over to the bed. She didn’t break the kiss or stop teasing Claire’s nipples until she had laid her onto her back. Claire was on the verge of cumming. She only needed a little more and she would gush with joy.

“Not yet,” said Cookie. “You don’t get to cum until I let you cum. And I want to torture you thoroughly with pleasure first.”

She went to the wardrobe and collected two long ropes. She used them to tie Claire by the wrists and ankles to each of the posts of the bed, so she was spread out like a starfish.

“I give all my pets a toy,” said Cookie, retrieving another item from the bedside table. “I expect them to wear it every time they come to my house. Earl has a chastity cage. You can have this pretty jewel.”

She held up a small conical plug with a large diamond at the end. Kneeling between Claire’s legs, she ran her fingers over her smooth pubic mound.

“What a pretty pussy,” said Cookie. She used the juices running from Claire’s sex to lubricate the tight rosette of her ass, loosening it to gain entry. Then she worked the jewelled toy into her butt, penetrating the muscle to plug her forbidden entrance.

“I have to spend some time between your thighs,” said Cookie. “You have the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen and it smells delicious.”

Cookie lowered her mouth to Claire’s sex, so she could feel her hot breath, bringing on her urgent need to cum. Cookie kissed her inner thighs, circling her pussy lips, teasing her with flicks of her tongue without ever touching her clitoris.

Claire moaned with desire. It would only take one lick to set her off. Her pussy was clenching and throbbing with the need for release, but Cookie wouldn’t give it to her any time soon.

Cookie tortured her this way for some time, keeping her at the edge of release, giggling as she listened to Claire’s desperate moans. Her poor pussy was aching, becoming sore with the need to cum. Her keening moans only spurred Cookie on to tease her with more kitten licks around her clitoris to drive her wild with desire, while denying her release.

“Mm… all this lovely sweet pussy juice for me and no naughty orgasm for you,” said Cookie.

“Please… let me cum,” begged Claire.

Cookie giggled softly, then gave her one quick flick with the tip of her tongue along her pussy lips to her clitoris. Claire gasped, feeling her orgasm within reach. She could chase it from here with a little more stimulation, but Cookie stopped cold.

“Uh-uh. You don’t get to cum until I allow it,” she said, climbing over Claire.

Cookie positioned herself above Claire’s mouth, gripping her cock in her small fist. She brought it slowly to Claire’s lips, using the pre-cum beaded at the tip to paint her mouth. Claire licked the glistening fluid like she was dying of thirst. It tasted delicious, quite unlike a man’s pre-cum. It was salty and sweet, like buttercream. She wanted more.

Cookie gave it to her, sliding her cock into Claire’s mouth, finding the distance to the back of her throat. Once she had her measure, she rolled her hips, controlling the thrust as she pumped her cock in and out of Claire’s mouth.

Cookie’s cock was thick. It filled her mouth, stretching her jaw. As Cookie took her pleasure from her mouth, she rammed her cock in harder, hammering the back of Claire’s throat. Tied up and flat on her back, all Claire could do was take it, but every time she tasted the sweet reward of another bead of pre-cum, the punishment felt worth it.

As Cookie pumped her cock into Claire’s mouth, she wondered how long it would take her to cum. In full control of the speed and depth of each thrust, Earl would have cum long ago, and he had more stamina than any man she’d ever met. Cookie just kept going, making her jaw ache with the pressure of being throated for so long.

“Mm… I could pound your throat all afternoon,” said Cookie. “But I really can’t wait to pump your gorgeous pussy.”

Cookie withdrew, leaving Claire gasping for breath. She knew she was in for one hell of a sore jaw the next morning. But as she licked her lips, tasting the sweet buttercream flavour of Cookie’s cock, she would happily let her do it all over again. Her girlcock, as she’d called it, tasted utterly divine.

Cookie returned to the bed with a thick, firm pillow. She lifted Claire’s hips and slid it underneath her bottom, suspending her hips above the rest of her body.

Then Cookie positioned herself underneath Claire’s thighs and brought the head of her cock to the opening of Claire’s sex.

Claire drew a sharp breath. She felt excited and afraid. “Cookie… are you going to use a condom?”

Cookie giggled. “Futanari girls never use protection.”

She started to work her thick cock into Claire’s tight passage. It was at the extreme limit of the size Claire could manage in her tight pussy and Cookie had to push hard to gain entrance, even though she was dripping wet. Claire groaned as Cookie worked her way inside her, feeling her pussy stretch and fill to its limit. The size of it hurt, but the hurt felt amazing.

Finally, Cookie worked her entire length inside her and she rolled her hips, pumping her with strong strokes.

Claire’s voice ached, echoing her returning, desperate need to cum. “But… I… I’m not using birth control.”

“I know. You have the scent of a girl who is ready for breeding.”

Claire pulled at her restraints, torn between the pleasure of Cookie’s cock between her thighs and the fear of becoming pregnant. How could she explain that to Earl? But Cookie had tied her up too tight. She couldn’t do anything but let Cookie pump her thick cock deep into her pussy.

“Please… you can’t cum inside me. I’m not protected,” she whimpered.

Cookie licked her lips. “And you’re ovulating too. I can smell it. Such a sweet scent. You’re ripe for breeding, Claire, and I want to pump you full of cum.”

She pounded Claire harder, making her take the full length of her cock, ramming it into her womb.

Claire whimpered. How could Cookie pound her pussy so hard and control her orgasm at the same time? She needed to cum so much. Perhaps it was the fear of being filled with Cookie’s cum that held her orgasm in abeyance.

“That’s why I adore pounding girls in the missionary position. I can pump you full of cum and not lose a drop.”

Claire groaned with aching desire. As much as she feared becoming pregnant, she also wanted to feel Cookie’s cum being pumped into her womb. The heat of passion never allowed the head to make rational or well-considered decisions.

“Cookie… fill me with cum,” she said, as if she no longer had control of her voice.

“Precious girl,” said Cookie, as she bucked her hips, driving her girlcock deep into Claire’s womb.

Claire felt Cookie’s cock pulse inside her as she emptied her balls.

Cookie’s voice echoed her own need for release. “Cum! Cum, Claire! I want us to cum together!”

Claire’s frustrated orgasm finally found release. She gripped Cookie’s cock with her pussy, holding it deep inside her as they came together. Cookie’s cock pulsed as she pumped Claire full of cum. There was so much of it, jet after jet of hot spunk, filling her inside, penetrating her womb.

It was the most beautiful feeling, filling her body with the white light of pure pleasure. Claire clenched her pussy tight, holding on for every drop of cum, not letting Cookie withdraw from her pussy until she’d wrung her cock dry.

She heard ragged breaths as Cookie finally withdrew. Her pussy was so full of cum, it felt like Cookie’s cock was still inside her. With her hips suspended above her body, Cookie’s cum couldn’t escape her womb. Each passing second gave it more time to do its work. And Cookie didn’t look like she was going to release her until there was no doubt about the result of them having unprotected sex.

“Enjoy the moment, sweetie,” said Cookie. “It was an absolute joy to breed you.”

Now her orgasm had passed, Claire considered the consequences of their coupling. Come what may, she was married to Earl and loved him regardless of their respective indiscretions. They’d both committed one now.

But Cookie had shown her a new side of herself too. She understood why Earl needed Cookie so much. As Claire gazed into Cookie’s cinnamon eyes, she realised she was in love with her now too. It was odd. She’d been so angry at Earl for having an affair. Now she understood him better than before. By having an affair with the same futanari, Cookie had brought them all closer together. It was odd though, because Claire knew she and Earl would never acknowledge Cookie’s existence to each other.

Cookie snuggled in beside her, gently rubbing her stomach as if she was already making a baby. Earl had secrets. Now she did too.

“Cookie… what am I going to tell Earl when my belly swells?”

Cookie kissed her on the cheek. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Your body will feel like you’re pregnant, but you won’t make a baby. Futanari girls are sterile. That’s why it’s so much fun to breed girls. I can make a girl pregnant over and over again. You’re going to get lovely big, milky tits and feel dreamy for a few weeks. It’ll pass after a while.”

Claire drew a sharp breath. She loved the amazing afterglow pulsing through her body. Her tingling breasts felt wonderful. She couldn’t wait to feel them swelling and tightening as they filled with milk. And she didn’t want her sense of total bliss to ever disappear.

She looked up at Cookie, barely able to speak above a whisper with her whimpering plea. “Cookie? Is it all right if I see you again?”

Cookie stroked her hair. “Of course, sweetie.”

Claire smiled. “Will you breed me again?”

Cookie nodded. “You’re one in a million. I’ll breed you as often as you like.”

Cookie’s response made Claire happier than she’d ever felt in her life. There was one small problem though. “You won’t tell Earl you’re breeding me, will you?”

Cookie pressed her nose like a button. “Affairs… they’re so complicated. Don’t worry, sweetie. It can be our little secret,” she said.


Treating A Lady Right

A gentleman should know how to treat a lady right. But as I watch Howard trying to seduce Molly, I can tell he is no gentleman. He doesn’t know how to treat Molly or any lady right. Let me clear up two points before we go on. First, I don’t know his actual name. He just looks like a ‘Howard’ to me. You know the type, greedy eyes, handsome enough, not special, but with just enough bad boy charm to catch the eye of a girl in heat.

Second, I know Molly is the name of the beautiful, busty blond he’s trying to seduce, because I’ve been watching her for several weeks now. She is gorgeous, everything you could want in a blond, with big round tits, a slender waist, curvaceous hips and long, shapely legs. Throw in baby-blue eyes and pouty lips and I’m sure you get the picture. C’mon, if you’re a guy or a girl, gay or straight, it’s a recipe that oozes sex. And her gorgeous tits look like they are bursting with sweet cream.

Right now, she’s giving Howard all the signals he should be noticing. After all, she’s wearing nothing more than a cropped T-shirt that is at least two sizes too small for her bust, and a pair of boy shorts. No panties. I can tell. They leave a line where the butt cheek meets the thigh.

She’s looking deep into his eyes, fluttering her eyelashes, priming him for what she wants him to do next. But he tries to paw her with his mitts, so she coyly pushes him away. She wants to make him work for the goodies. Girls! They play such an elaborate game in the mating ritual.

This is how girl logic works. I want this man to milk my tits until I squirt. But what I’ll do is pretend I don’t want him to milk me. Then he’ll want to milk me even more.

If you strip back the intentions of both parties, they’re the same. But being men and women, they approach it from different directions. She wants his hands on her tits to milk them dry. But, she is trying to be a lady, not a slut, so she is playing hard to get. It’s a delicate balance to get right. Molly is doing a fine job of it though.

Now, being a man, Howard wants to get his hands on her tits to milk them for all they are worth, but he is trying to be a gentleman. This is also a delicate balance to achieve. If I were in his shoes, I’d tell her what I wanted and bypass all this unnecessary posturing. Then I could take her home and tease the cream out of her nipples right away.

But Howard is a fool and prepared to play the long game. He’s going to let her go for the night and try to advance their relationship at their next date. This is his weakness. He wants to be a gentleman. He’s trying to be something he isn’t. This is the reason I will be enjoying Molly’s sweet tits, and not him. However, I still have work to do for that to happen, as Molly and I haven’t become acquainted yet.

As soon as Howard turns his back, leaving Molly to return to her car, the door to our inevitable coupling opens. A gentleman would have walked her to her car. A gentleman would have waited until she was safely on her way home before letting her out of his sight.

Howard isn’t a gentleman. He’s just another desperate man, eager to get some cream to satisfy his addiction. I realise that sounds rather judgemental. I’m not trying to judge. A woman’s sweet cream brings out the best and the worst in those who crave it.

So, at this crossroads of morality, who do we side for? Howard, the false gentleman, who is biding his time to milk sweet Molly? The girl in question, who is the ultimate cock tease? Or me, the individual who is honest about my desires? I’ll tell you the rest of the story and then you can decide.

I’ve been ready for this moment ever since I saw Molly and her huge, milk-filled jugs. You’d be mad not to be ready for such a moment. It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity. There’s so much cream in those jugs, it’s a wonder she doesn’t moo.

I know what you’re thinking is going to happen here. I’m going to swoop in, get the girl, milk her tits silly, and then we can roll the credits on the happy ending. But that isn’t how this story goes. You see, no one here is exactly as they seem. Howard isn’t a gentleman. Molly isn’t a lady. I’m not a gentleman either. In fact, I’m not even a man at all.

So, what’s in it for me, you ask? Well, amongst other devilish desires, I like to hear pretty girls scream.

I wait for Howard to drive off before I make my move. Molly has climbed into her car and is currently wondering why the engine won’t start. She’s tried to turn it over half a dozen times, but the engine sputters and dies. Time for a friendly neighbourhood mechanic to show up.

I tap on the window of the driver’s door. Molly gets a fright, but she soon relaxes as she looks me over. You see, she doesn’t see a threat. She sees a pretty brunette with the biggest, sparkling green eyes she’s ever seen. Then she notices I’m wearing a bikini top that can barely contain my huge boobs and a sarong wrapped around my waist. Plus, I have a friendly, trustworthy smile. And huge boobs. I know, I already mentioned those, but they work like magic when you need to get someone’s attention, even a woman.

Molly winds down the window.

“Hey,” I say. “Are you having some engine trouble?”

Molly gives me a relieved smile. “Yeah, it won’t start.”

“Want me to take a look?” I say. “My brother is a mechanic. I know a bit about engines.”

Molly clasps her petite hands together. “Would you?”

Damn, every inch of her is perfect. It’s hard not to show my desire while we go through this ‘getting to know you’ phase.

“Of course! Pop the bonnet.”

I raise the bonnet, hold it open with the bar, and pretend to look the engine over like I know what I’m doing. The truth is, I don’t have a brother and I know next to nothing about cars. Molly hops out of the car to join me. As she stands beside me, I get the chance to smell her at last. Her perfume is delicious, like Chantilly cream. That’s cream, sugar and vanilla for those of you who aren’t pastry chefs. Some of her scent comes from a bottle. The rest of it comes from her huge milk-filled jugs.

My mouth waters involuntarily. Who doesn’t love Chantilly cream whipped to perfection?

The same is happening to Molly too. You see, I happen to smell rather nice, even if my scent is elusive. I can feel her leaning close, her hot breath on my neck as she searches for the origin of the scent that’s making her tingle between the thighs. Pheromones have that effect on people. Mine work exceptionally well on women.

“Can you see what’s wrong?” says Molly. Her tone has softened now. She feels like she knows me. Ah, those wonderful chemicals given off by my skin are altering her mind, making her more receptive to me without her knowledge.

“Everything looks okay,” I say. “You’ve probably flooded the engine. Do you mind if I hop behind the wheel?”

“Please do. Honestly, I can’t thank you enough for your help. I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t come along.”

I arch an eyebrow. “Yeah, you wouldn’t want to be down by the beach after dark. That’s when the oddballs emerge from the cracks in the pavement.”

I pop the bonnet back into place. She goes and sits in the passenger’s seat. Perfect. I open my handbag and take out a cloth and a brown glass bottle. I soak the cloth with some liquid from the bottle. Molly watches me, thinking I’m cleaning the grease from my hands. I make a show of doing that, but continue to clutch the cloth as I climb into her car.

She sniffs, aware of the alcohol smell on the cloth. She still isn’t concerned. Most brands of hand sanitizer have a high alcohol content. However, this isn’t alcohol.

I turn the engine over. It sputters and gives up. “Classic flooded engine,” I say. “We just have to wait ten minutes for it to drain, then try again.”

Molly is clutching her hands on her lap. “Would it be too much to ask if you could wait with me?” She looks at me with those adorable baby-blues like she’s going to cry. It might be genuine. It might not. For me, it doesn’t matter either way. I was hoping she’d ask.

“Sure! I’d hate to see someone take advantage of a girl as gorgeous as you.”

She blows out a big breath, realising she’s been holding it in her beautiful chest with this worrying predicament. That’s the perfect time to press the cloth to her face. Her big blue eyes widen. She takes several moments to realise what’s happening. I’ve been her knight in shining armour up till now. Or perhaps that should be her dame in a tiny bikini top. Anyway, I catch her completely off guard.

It’s a wonderful moment when you gain a girl’s trust so completely that you don’t have to restrain her as you knock her out with chloroform. Before she can react to me pressing the cloth to her face, the chemical has done its work and her eyes close as she slumps. I hold the cloth to her face for a few moments longer, making sure she’s out cold for a while.

Then I pack the cloth away, hop out of the car and pull the potato from her tailpipe. Yes, a potato. I put it there while she was playing silly games with Howard. It works like a charm when you need to make a car’s engine stall.

You can stall a car with a potato, you say? Okay, okay. I hear the demand for science. Very well. If you block the exhaust gases from getting out of the tailpipe, there’s no room for fresh air to get into the combustion chambers. Ergo, the engine won’t be able to run. I know enough about cars to stall one. You can also use a banana or other kinds of fruit and vegetables. Bananas are too conspicuous for my liking. But experiment if you like. Just use your own car, as people don’t appreciate you doing this sort of thing. My situation is an exception, as Molly doesn’t know I wedged a potato into her tailpipe.

Getting back into the car, I turn the engine over. It starts straight away. Now it’s time for a brief road trip with the lovely Molly. I want to show her my cabin in the woods, so I get us onto the road, humming to myself as I think about the evening ahead.

Molly stirs several times as we drive, so I press the cloth to her face again. I’m quite adept at multitasking. Plus, she needs the rest. We’ll be doing quite a lot together soon, so I want her nice and refreshed.

The drive through the country always puts me in a good mood. I love the woods with the clean air and the silence, which is only broken by occasional birdsong. We arrive at my cabin. I’d love to tell you it looks like something out of a fairy tale, but it’s actually a modern, stylish structure.

There’s a pebble stone patio out the front with a brazier and chairs to enjoy an open fire with a glass of wine at night. There’s a hardwood deck up a short flight of stairs where I can sit when it rains or if I need to escape the heat. The cabin itself is also hardwood, with ceiling to floor windows that promote indoor-outdoor flow.

Sadly for Molly, she’ll be spending the entire evening indoors. I don’t want her out of my sight until she’s completely broken.

I get her out of the car, taking her weight as I go about the awkward task of getting her up the stairs and into the cabin. I’m sure she’d weigh a lot less if she didn’t have such big tits. Once we’re inside, I flop her onto the large leather lounge suite.

Did I mention I’m independently wealthy? Sorry, I must have forgotten that detail with all the excitement of abducting Molly. You see, when you can buy anything you want, you start to crave all the things you can’t have, like abducting girls from the beach against their will.

She’ll be awake soon, so I fetch a pair of handcuffs from the cabinet. I’m going to give Molly lots of jewellery once she’s mine, but the first piece should always be a pair of handcuffs. Every girl needs pretty bracelets clamped to her wrists, so she can’t use her hands.

Molly looks utterly delicious as I fasten the handcuffs to her wrists, restraining her hands behind her back. Always behind the back, as it makes a woman’s breasts thrust out. Damn, there’s nothing sexier.

I could bind her feet too, but there’s no need. The front door has a biometric lock. It can only be opened with my fingerprints, so even if she makes a run for it, she won’t get very far.

While I wait for her to come around, I go through her handbag. Lipstick… the pink gloss she’s currently wearing. Mascara and other cosmetics. Tissues. Her purse. Smartphone. I switch that off. Hair ties, a comb and various other items to ensure she’s always looking her best, and then I find what I’m looking for… a box of condoms.

I place the condoms on the coffee table for later. Then I take the opportunity to smell Molly in more detail, lingering at her hair, neck, breasts and pussy. It makes my heart thump with excitement. She smells so sweet! Now I can process each scent beyond her creamy milk, I can smell that she’s ovulating too.

Molly stirs as I bask in the scent of her body. Her eyes flutter open and she takes a moment to work out what has happened and where she is now. It’s perfectly natural. The last thing she remembers is being in her car by the beach. Now she’s tied up in a designer cabin in the woods. Any girl would find that disorientating.

I stroke her lovely blond hair as she comes to her senses. Her eyes focus and she fixes me in her gaze. She’s clearly frightened and confused, especially as she realises she’s handcuffed.

“What do you want with me?” she says, her voice a tiny whisper.

How adorable! I’ve abducted her, tied her up and taken her to my secret lair in the woods, and she asks me a patently obvious question.

“Oh, just the usual,” I say, standing up.

I fetch the gas lighter I use for the candles dotted around my lounge and start lighting them. The soft glow of candlelight fills the room. It’s quite a treat when the sun goes down, which is only moments away.

“I thought we could spend some time together by candlelight.”

I finish at the large white candle by the audio system and press the play button. I’ve prepared a playlist of sensual jazz songs, the perfect background music for a romantic first date.

“And we can listen to some soft music to help us get into the mood,” I continue.

I pull a bottle of wine from the cabinet and two glasses.

“A little wine to relax?” I say, cracking open the lid.

I pour two glasses of wine and down one straight away. I take the other glass and sip from it. Well, Molly has her hands tied behind her back. She’s hardly in a position to drink wine!

“It’s the perfect atmosphere for romance,” I say. I let her know exactly what my intentions are with my eyes, raking her gorgeous body.

“Romance?” she whispers, testing her bonds.

I sigh. “No, not really. I want to torture and ravish your body. I’ve been looking forward to it all week.”

Her lip quivers and her voice is barely audible as she speaks. “Torture?”

I raise my glass in a toast. “Yes! Doesn’t it sound like fun?”

Now, before you take me for a nut job, consider the alternative. She could have this, or she could have had Howard’s clumsy mitts on her tits. I guarantee you she’ll have a much wilder time with me tonight. Pfft! Howard! There’s no comparison.

I unzip her tiny white boy shorts and pull them down her legs. As expected, she’s not wearing any panties. Ah, her pussy looks irresistible. She’s shaved or waxed it to prepare for Howard. Lucky for her, she got me instead.

“So, I’ll start by drinking some of this quite exceptional French chardonnay while I spank your beautiful bottom bright red.”

I take a seat next to her on the settee and haul her over my knee. Molly has such a lovely bottom, like two ripe peaches. It would be a crime to leave it unmarked. She’ll look so beautiful with glowing red cheeks.

I’m not one for the playful spanking between partners who want to pretend they’re indulging in kinky foreplay. It should hurt. You see, foreplay sets the mood. It provides stimulation, priming a girl for the activities to come.

I let Molly know I mean business. My hand cracks against her firm cheek and she lets out a loud squeal. If I was spanking her in my apartment, I’d have to put a gag on her. Out here in the woods, no one can hear you scream.

My hand stings as I spank her other cheek. It’s good to spank a girl with your bare hand rather than a paddle. Sharing the pain is a bonding experience, even though it’s much worse for poor Molly. But her cheeks redden up nicely as I spank them as hard as I can. And her squeals are delightful. She begs me to stop. Ah, I think I’m falling in love.

Once her bottom is bright red and smarting, I open her legs to get to her pussy. She has such tiny lips, but they need a good spanking too. A few hard spanks between the legs and her pretty lips go bright red too. Oh, don’t feel too sorry for Molly. She may not be enjoying herself at this moment, but she’ll thank me for this later. She’ll even beg me to spank her again… once she understands.

All this foreplay has me feeling aroused too, so I roll her off my knee so I can stand up and remove my sarong. It’s time for the big reveal. I’m sure you know what’s coming, but Molly doesn’t have a clue. She’s still face down on the settee, panting as she tries to come to terms with her burning bottom and stinging pussy.

I grab her by the hair, pulling her to her knees on the floor, the perfect position for a girl who is about to get a mouth full of cock. Well, strictly speaking I should say girlcock. Futanaris aren’t girls with male genitals. Our cocks are different. They’re part girl too. The marriage of genders gives us the best of both worlds, big feminine cocks that are as sweet and delicious as a pussy.

I love the expression on a girl’s face the first time she sees it. Molly has that right look right now as I wave my girl truncheon in front of her face. She’s wide-eyed with awe, but blinking in disbelief. She parts her lips with desire, because those naughty pheromones of mine are making her aroused again.

She’s a mixed bag of emotions at the moment, so you can forgive her for not having much to say. Her ass is sore, but now her pussy feels good. She thought I was a girl and now she’s discovered I have a long, thick cock.

It’s best we don’t let her speak. She would probably ask me one of those pointedly obvious questions again. I grip my cock with one hand while I pinch her cheeks to open her mouth. The pre-cum glistens at the tip of my cock, beading in readiness to corrupt her sexuality.

You know that drizzle they put on popcorn, the one that’s made with butter, sugar and salt? It has the perfect balance of sweetness, creaminess and saltiness that makes you want to eat the entire bucket without stopping.

Now take that flavour and multiply it by a hundred, so it’s no longer moreish, it’s utterly addictive. Then mix in powerful futanari pheromones that can make a girl wet against her will, and you have the divine syrup of my cock, which I use to paint her lips.

She can smell its heavenly perfume. She wants nothing more than to lick her lips, but she can’t while I’m pinching her cheeks to hold her mouth open. Trust me, you never want to make it too easy. You have to make a girl work for her treat.

Plus, I have to let her know that this isn’t the end of the punishment, that we’re only getting started. So I push my cock into her mouth as far as it will go. Given its size, that’s quite a long way. Pulling her head toward me opens her throat, allowing me to drive the full length down her neck.

She chokes and gags on it, torn between the delicious, addictive flavour and the desire to break free. It’s quite hard to breathe with a big cock rammed down your throat, so her discomfort is growing by the minute. She starts to cry.

Seeing a girl cry while she’s getting throated really gets me going. I love watching the tears running down her face as I slam my cock in and out of her mouth. Don’t judge me. No girl enjoys getting throated hard by a big cock. It hurts. And it’ll give her a sore jaw for days. So when a girl cries, there’s honesty between us. I like throating her and she doesn’t like me doing it. We’ve established our relative positions on the subject.

But I’m not going to stop because she doesn’t like it. Damn, it feels wonderful, the involuntary sucking, her choking, desperate to get enough air, tears streaming down her cheeks. The way she’s carrying on is getting me so turned on, I can feel the need to cum like a delicious ache. I don’t want to cum in her mouth. I’ve been saving up a really big load for her lovely pussy.

I withdraw my cock from her mouth. She gasps for air as she looks up at me, believing I’ve been merciful by stopping. We won’t tell her I’ve stopped because I was moments away from cumming. That tidbit of information can stay just between us.

But I’ll have to let Molly know that I’m not the merciful type. I wouldn’t want her to get the wrong impression about me, especially with the candlelight and the sensual jazz setting the mood. So, it’s time to whip those lovely tits of hers. Before you criticise, I told you much earlier that the only way to appreciate Chantilly cream was if it was whipped to perfection. And those tits are full of cream.

I have a special harness set up at the entrance from the hallway to the lounge. I help Molly to her feet and walk her over to the open doorway. It makes a rather good bondage frame. First, I fit her with a crotch rope. One loop around her waist, then over and between her butt cheeks, splitting her tiny pussy lips and back up to her waist. I pull it tight to freshen up the burn to her pussy. The rope on the opposite wall goes around her neck so she can’t move. Then I tighten the crotch rope so it pulls at her hips, driving the rope between the tender lips of her pussy even harder.

She’s beyond words, close to breaking. Her mind is so addled from the pain of the spanking, the pleasure of tasting my cock, and now more pain, she just stares at me with her big blue eyes.

I fetch my whip, a baby cat-o’-nine-tails. It looks like a toy, but the fine leather plaits pack one hell of a sting. You flick it with your wrist rather than swinging your arm, so you can whip repeatedly in quick succession. Against her sensitive breasts, it’ll feel like stinging nettles.

I pull Molly’s cropped T-shirt up, baring her breasts. Ah, they are beautiful! Round, full and so firm, they stand up all by themselves with no need for a bra.

She whimpers, realising what I’m about to do. She shakes her head at me, making one final desperate plea to be spared from the pain. I grab each of her nipples and tweak them, so they harden to points. It makes the whip sting even more.

We get into it, or rather I do, flicking my wrist so the leather braids crack against her bare flesh. Her whimpering becomes one continuous wail as the whip reddens her breasts. She tries to turn away, but braced in the entrance with a rope at her neck and another at her hips, she can’t move an inch. I wish you could hear her squeal. It only makes me want to whip her harder. We’ll have to make this a regular part of foreplay.

When I’ve striped her breasts to perfection, I give her pussy a taste of the whip, freshening up the sting from her spanking. I pay attention to detail with foreplay. It’s important to get a girl in the right mood, so she’s ready to go all the way.

When she stops making her thin, keening wail, I know she’s had enough. She has surrendered to the idea she no longer has the will to resist. It’s the moment she’s given up hope. I’ve broken her, but her full submission is yet to come.

Now she’s whipped to perfection, she’s ready for my cock. I let her out of the harness and lay her flat on her back on the carpet in front of the fireplace. I should have put a fire on. An open fire is so romantic.

Anyway, I’m much too busy for that. I raise her knees to an arch and spread her legs. Bracing her feet between my thighs, I position my hands on her knees.

With a sudden, hard push, her hips give off that delightful crunching sound that chiropractors have mastered. You know, the one that makes you believe that getting your joints cracked cures muscle pain.

She lets out a loud squeal. You can’t blame her. It hurts, but only for a moment. Then the numbness sets in and her legs turn to jelly. Her eyes widen as she realises she can’t move her legs anymore. She’ll be feeling the fear ball in her stomach like a block of ice as she realises I’ve paralysed her from the waist down. Actually, from the hips down. I wouldn’t deprive a girl of losing sensation between her thighs, not when I’m ready for her to take my cock.

Now listen. Don’t try this at home. Really. Don’t. This is for trained futanari professionals only. And while you’re probably wondering how I could be so cruel, all girls feel frightened the first time they get their hips cracked. Afterwards, much like a good spanking, they insist I crack their hips before we have sex.

But the first time, a girl understands absolute submission from total helplessness. Right now, she doesn’t know if she’ll ever walk again. It’s different from being tied up. In bondage, she knows there will be a time when the ropes are removed. She could still struggle, fight me and use her remaining strength to resist. With her hips cracked, she can’t move an inch. No restraints required.

Okay, okay. I hear the demand for more science, as if explaining the potato in the tailpipe trick wasn’t enough. Honestly, do you really want a science lesson at this point of the story when things are just heating up?

Very well. It works like this. Cracking her hips stuns the cauda equina. That’s its Latin name for those of you who don’t speak Latin. Who does? It’s a dead language, unless you’re a doctor, or a futanari with an obsession with dominating women. Anyway, the dead language translation means ‘horse’s tail.’ I won’t go into the details about why. All you need to know is if you stun this collection of nerves, it causes numbness in the bottom half of the body. Stun the nerves in just the right way, and you can leave a girl temporarily paralysed.

And that’s the perfect time to pump her full of cum. I grip my cock in my tiny fist, letting her know what’s about to happen. She shakes her head, pleading with me not to do it. We both know she isn’t using contraception, so now she’s experiencing a double dose of fear. She can’t feel her legs and she knows I’m about to impregnate her.

Now this next part is rather mean, but it’s fun. And I like Molly. I want to keep her, so I want to make our first date the most memorable moment of her life. I get the packet of condoms from the coffee table, making sure she can see exactly what I’m doing. Her eyes track every movement.

I take one from the packet, tear it open and take out the latex sleeve. Her taut face relaxes as I roll the condom onto my cock like I wouldn’t consider having sex without one. Even though it’s an extra-large, it only makes it two-thirds of the way down my cock. Then I pinch the dimple at the tip, take the scissors from the table and snip it off.

I giggle and her eyes widen again. I’m so damned turned-on, the condom will stop me from cumming too fast. But there’s no way I’d wear one otherwise. Everyone knows futanari girls never use contraception.

Climbing over her again, I position my cock at the entrance to her sex. Even though she’s wet, it’s hard to work it inside her. Most girls are an effort to fill with a cock this thick, but Molly is exceptionally tight. I wonder if I can get it in at all.

She’s wincing, feeling every inch as I slowly get more inside her. Damn, she feels good. She’s so hot and wet, but she has the tightest pussy I’ve ever felt. It’s like sliding your cock into a tiny rubber pipe. So much for the condom dulling my sensitivity.

By the time I hit her cervix, I still have an inch to spare. All the better. It means I can give her a good working over inside. She’ll feel like she has my cock slamming her all the way to her stomach.

Given she’s so tight, I can’t withdraw too far, so I pump her sweet pussy by rolling my hips. She gets hotter and wetter, which gives me more lubrication and freedom to thrust. The first sigh of pleasure escapes her lips.

I look into her eyes. She’s starting to feel it now, to understand what I’ve done. All the stimulation from the spanking and the whipping has made her hypersensitive to pleasure and pain. Now her senses are blurring and it culminates in pure carnal bliss. She starts to cry again, this time for joy. Oh, I wish you could hear her moan. She makes the sweetest little sounds.

I enjoy pumping her hard and listening to her moan. She looks gorgeous with her big reddened breasts rising and falling as she races toward her orgasm. Then the reward for my efforts pays off. Her sweet, little pussy starts to clench in the throes of her climax. I feel her juices run as she cums.

My cock aches with pleasure as she grips it like she’ll never let go. I desperately pop my breasts out of my bikini top so I can rub them against hers as I grind deep into her pussy. My nipples are hardened to points and graze her tender breasts, enhancing her pleasure. Her nipples do the same to my breasts. Damn, just rubbing our tits together is enough to make me cum.

I give her no respite from the pleasure, driving my cock in and out of her pussy harder and faster than before. It sustains her pleasure and enhances my own. I can normally go for ages, but not with Molly. Her pussy was made for my cock. She’s my pussy kryptonite. Plus, I haven’t rubbed one out for a week so I have a really big buildup.

Her pussy clenches me so tight I can’t stop my orgasm. I draw a sharp breath, bracing myself. It’s going to be huge. Oh, Molly, where have you been all my life? I’m definitely keeping her after tonight. I haven’t cum yet and I already know I want to enjoy this sweet, little pussy again and again.

I say something that sounds a lot like, “GAH!” I have a lovely, soft feminine voice, so it sounds quite pleasing.

My orgasm hits me like a steam train. I’m pumping cum. It feels incredible. It’s like I’ve got a fire hose of pleasure between my thighs. Molly clenches me even harder, like she’s trying to crush my cock. She can’t even make a sound as her entire body is gripped with pleasure.

I pump her full of cum until I know there’s no more to give. Even as I withdraw, I’m still hard as hell and ready to go again. But that will have to wait. I still have to make this relationship official.

Molly lies still, only the rise and fall of her beautiful breasts shows me she’s still alive. She’s exhausted, but in a state of pure bliss. I check her eyes. They’re glazed like she’s somewhere else, floating on a cloud of euphoria.

I only need to stop all that cum from escaping. If only girls had a little zip on their pussy lips. It would make it much easier to seal them up after sex. But that’s where the candles come in handy. You thought they were all to set the mood. But no, they’re also perfect for sealing my cum inside a girl’s pussy.

I get the large white candle that sits beside the audio system. There’s a big pool of melted wax in it now. Taking care not to lose any cum from Molly’s pussy, I drip the wax over her pubic mound and pussy lips.

She stirs a little, aware of this final serving of pleasure and pain. The wax burns momentarily, then settles into a pleasing warmth against her skin as it hardens. I carefully wax her pussy lips, sealing her up like an old-fashioned bottle of wine. Once I have a good crust, I set the candle aside and lie down beside her.

I can’t resist her lips. I have to kiss her and snuggle in for a cuddle. Hey, I’m mostly a girl, you know. Girls like to kiss and cuddle after sex! Molly likes my kiss too and she responds by opening her mouth to receive my tongue.

After all the pain and punishment, after all the fear over what I was doing to her body, she looks at me now with nothing but unconditional love in her eyes. She’s basking in the euphoric aftermath of the best orgasm she’s ever had in her life. She’s feeling her legs tingle as she can move them again.

I’ve claimed her as my own. Her womb is filled with my cum. She’ll already be able to feel the effects. Her breasts will feel wonderfully tight as they transform, starting to make more milk than ever before. She’ll have a golden glow in her pelvis, radiating through her body, making her feel more happy and content than she’s ever known.

“I… I love you,” she says. “And I don’t even know your name.”

“I love you too, Molly,” I say. “We were destined for each other.”

Okay, the destiny part was a bit of a fib. Meticulous planning is the reason we’re finally together at last. But she likes the sentiment all the same.

You’re too late Howard. You’ve missed out. She belongs to me now.

There’s an old saying about how to treat a lady right: nice guys come last. If you’re a nice guy, I’ve got good news and bad news for you. The good news is that the old saying is completely untrue. But here’s the bad news: all guys come last when there’s a futanari around.
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