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Teaser

They opened the door of the small house on the beach, proceeding to me, naked as always. Their hands found their shafts, fingers looping around them, and then stroking them over and over until they were hard, with veins bulging out.

Kneeling on the rice grains provided me with a constant pain I’d never deemed possible. No one before ever made me do this, and it turned me on with so much intensity it made me think I could forever remain like this.

Without warning me first, they showered me with their cum, their milk splashing all over, coating me with it. I closed my eyes, sticking my tongue out and using it as much as I could to get a taste of their release.

It was so salty, so good, so creamy, and so much of everything else that defined these women. I could keep licking and tasting it forever, with no worries in the world, and no one in the world would ever worry that I had disappeared.

If anything, chances were they were content I wasn’t there in college anymore to bother them again.

When they finished cumming all over me, I thought they were going to do something more special with me, but then, a heavy waterfall of a yellow and steamy liquid started to wash over me…
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Chapter 1

It had finally come. I was flipping the pages of the book, checking out all the images, depictions, and letting those thoughts turn me on. The room I was in was quite hot, but there was nothing about that I could do.

There was a rumor circulating town that I couldn’t quite believe. Something about a group of futas called ‘The Mermaids.’ They were being called that way for a very simple, easy to understand reason – they stole women like me from beaches and homes, leading them into unforgettable lands.

While that might be true, I dreamed of meeting them one day. They would do all kinds of dirty and naughty things only someone like me could dream of.

I was a virgin.

Never had sex before.

I just wished to meet those futas one day, but was there a chance of making that happen?

I didn’t know, but I could read until the end of the book to find out. There ought to be some important and crucial piece of information here detailing that, I thought, flipping another page of the picture book and finding another depiction of the futa I had the strongest crush on.

I salivated, licking my lips.

She was lying on a collection of pillows, her body fully naked. Smiling like there was going to be no tomorrow, she captivated me, the sight of her cock, strong, hard, and erect, fascinating me like nothing before it ever could.

My finger found my hard, needy rosebud. I gave it some flicks, happy that I was in my own bedroom in college and didn’t have to worry about anyone entering it. I had the privacy I needed.

I kept fingering myself, admiring how straight her hair looked, the length of it, its shine, and pretty much everything else. Her skin appeared to be silky smooth as well. While I realized that didn’t mean much, since she could have used a different type of cream to keep it like that, there was no denying it helped to turn me on that much more.

Her nipples were erect, hard, and swollen. Whatever was going on back then behind the scenes, it turned her on. I wished I was there so that I could get down on my knees and suck her off, too.

Her legs were thick, making me wish I could slide my hand on them, knead her skin, massage it, and then pepper it with various, needy kisses.

Her pussy’s hair had been trimmed, showing me just a hint of what her cunt lips looked like. The thought of bending my body, sticking my tongue out, and then licking and worshipping that bit of her…

I didn’t know how much longer I was going to be able to resist doing that.

A sound on my window echoed in the bedroom. I snapped my head to it, finding it curious there was no one there. The bedroom was on the ground level, and there was a paved path not too far from it. Bushes and some other plants kept me protected from prying eyes, but other than that, pretty much everyone could go there and spy on me.

This time, I witnessed it happening. A small, almost docile rock hit the window. Another noise echoed in the room, making me shift over to the window and look outside. My bedroom was by the frame, so I could peer and see what was going on beyond it without an issue.

My eyes bulged at that same moment.

When they landed on that futa I’d been obsessing over on the magazine, or image book, or whatever one wanted to call it, I couldn’t believe this was happening for real.

I rubbed my eyes, getting a smile from her.

“You’re not going to come out? Pity. I came all this way here just to see you, considering you’re such a big fan of mine.”

“What?” I asked, stammering.

“You’re a big fan, right? Well, I want to invite you to do something pretty naughty with me, something you’d never be able to forget.”

How could I resist such an invitation, especially considering she was standing in front of me, on the other side of the window, naked as when she was born.

I couldn’t resist my temptation, so I put on my pants and slipped out of the room. I turned my head from side to side, wondering if someone was going to come out and see us like this. But, there was nobody.

We were all alone, and I was with the futa of my dreams.

Her cock was soft, but I could tell that she was one of the most hung futas in the world. She was cut too, so there was that as well. She wasn’t turned on by me or anything like that, but this moment was still unique for her.

Unique because it meant she was bringing another victim into her world.

She grabbed my hand, leading me away from there, without my documents, without money, or anything that might help me in case something wicked were to happen.

I didn’t care.

I was turned on, my pussy getting more and more aroused by the minute.

I knew what women like her did to virgins like me. They taught them everything they could, including doing some pretty naughty things better left unmentioned. I wished she could turn me into one of theirs too, to have one more toy to please herself with, and to become one of The Mermaids.

Funny thing about them.

They didn’t have pussies or cocks. Not in the fairy tales anyway.

This futa was something else, jumping around out of pure happiness as she took me farther and farther away from there, leading me to a place only she knew.

I hoped it was the Futa Island. I was calling it that now based on a section of their stories I’d read, but in truth, I didn’t know if their home had that name.

I guessed I was soon going to find out, though.


Chapter 2

Itook the dildo into my mouth, wrapping my lips around it. I was in a cave, the wetness of the walls around me reminding me of my own dampness. Naked, I felt as if I was living like a nomad, hunting for food, having sex, and making lots and lots of little ones for my futa-queens.

There was just one thing about that which needed to be mentioned, though. The last two weren’t true at all.

They were still training me for when I could have sex with them for the first time. I didn’t know what their names were, but they were standing around me, watching me doing this, smiling and cracking jokes among themselves.

I couldn’t hear them, so I hoped they weren’t saying I was never going to measure up to the kind of quality they were expecting from me.

After all, they’d been through so much before, fucking many different women who were too eager to put themselves in this humiliating kind of occasion.

I swirled my tongue around the plastic mixed with rubber, finding the texture of it decent for something that was nothing more than a sex toy. I guessed they weren’t lying when they said it was going to be good for me to begin with something less demanding, like this dildo.

I kept pushing it further down into my mouth, down into my throat, cherishing this moment and hoping that it wasn’t going to end for any reason. I just wished it had a pair of balls, like the futas standing around me, to caress them.

I was salivating all over it, bobbing up and down on the dildo, my body’s heat rising. I couldn’t believe I was feeling more and more turned on by this, my pussy getting wetter and wetter by the second.

I stole a look at the futa that had taken me here before. She was standing in front of me, talking with one of her friends. I didn’t know what they were talking about, but it did tempt me to know what it was.

I wished I could know her name as well. I didn’t know it. The Mermaids’ magazine didn’t include it in their stories, which was a pity.

I took my mouth off the dildo, needing some seconds to breathe, and then peppered the fake gland with some kisses.

One of the futas got on her knees, grabbing another nine inches long dildo and nudging my anus with it. I moaned.

“Oh, you want this, don’t you? You want another fake cock destroying your anus, and you’re not going to leave this island without that happening first, are you?” She asked, cocking her head to the side.

It was one of those questions that needed no answer, so I remained where I was, lips sealed, nudging my orifice against the cockhead of her shaft.

She smirked, noticing the direction this was taking. I needed her fucking my anus too, with all her might, and then masturbating herself until she shot her sperm all over me, coating me with it.

The thought of her making me pregnant too with her heirs was one of the many things I wished she could make happen, but that was something that was going to take a while until she eventually even mentioned it.

Inch by inch, she pushed the dildo into my anus, with no lube. Pain seared through me, destroying each of my cells, forcing me to close my eyes, but I kept going, wrapping my lips around the dildo I was holding in my hand.

I wished so much to know each of their names now, and more than that, I also wished it was the futa from the magazine, the one that had led me here, the person that was fucking my rectum with all the might of her hand.

“She’s such a slut,” one of them affirmed.

“A whore, but she knows what she’s doing, no doubt about that.”

“It’s going to take some time to even teach her the basics, though. Do you think that we can keep insisting on this, or should we throw her out in the ocean?”

The futa that had taken me here shook her head.

“Absolutely not. If she’s here, then we need to make sure she’s going to pass the initiation.”

“That’s not how things work here, you know,” one of them retorted, making my impetus to keep worshiping this dildo stronger and more resilient.

I kept bobbing up and down on it, the futa behind me still pummeling my ass with her gargantuan, white dildo, a smirk on her face, her fingers every so often touching the skin of my butt and making me moan.

She knew how to please a woman like me.

One thing I didn’t like about this, that made me wish to change the direction this was taking, was that I was still a virgin. Sure, the futa standing behind me was fucking me with all her might, her hand and arm becoming a blur, but I was still not getting penetrated by the real thing.

And I needed that.

They were all chuckling now, adding more to the humiliation, with them being the type of women that had experienced sex multiple times, and presuming the same was never going to happen to me.

I was supposed to have had sex already when I was in high school.

It was a bit too late for that now, right?

One of the other futas got down on her knees, in front of me, her boobs bouncing with the movement of her body, and then introduced another long and thick dildo in me, this one reaching the end of my fanny, breaking the hymen, and then claiming my G-spot.

I didn’t know what came over me then, but I revitalized what I was doing, sucking off the dildo with greater urgency and better skills, my hips following the erratic movement of both of the futas still ramming me with their rubber toys.

I came then and there, a bliss washing over my mind, and darkness encroached my vision.

But just before I passed out, I witnessed something that brought a smile to my face.

One of the futas, the one that took me here, got on her knees. She told me. “Congratulations, I think you have just passed our little challenge.”


Chapter 3

After I came to my senses, I found myself in a dark room. The walls were made of wood and banana tree leaves, and mud too. I was still on the island, the sounds of giggling, jokes, and chuckling coming not too far from here.

I was kneeling on rice grains, naked, exposed, and suffering the effects of the extreme moisture coming from the ocean. I’d taken a peek outside before being put here, and the view from this island, from the beaches, was nothing short of unique.

I wished I could be there with them.

I knew they were lounging on the beach, sipping water from their coconuts, sporting their sunglasses, and looking as hot as ever.

I needed that so much, and then I’d crawl to them, with a platter of snacks I’d be carrying with my hand, sucking off their shafts, one at a time, and while telling them multiple times they were the only women in the whole world that deserved to be venerated.

Still wished to know the name of the futa from that magazine cover, though.

My naked pussy was beginning to feel a little irritated, a prickling sensation originating in its depths and then dissipating through my whole body. Those futas had done something to me, and I could hear them talking about it now.

They joked about it.

As if I were nothing more than their little pet.

Other than choosing to be kneeling on the rice grains on this moldy, wooden floor, the floorboards creaking with my weight, they’d chained me. Chains kept me in place, as if the futas were afraid I might run out of here and find the nearest boat to get to the mainland.

That was never going to happen.

I was so turned on, lust overflowing from me, the need to be humiliated and put in my place reminding me of how I’d rather be doing this than studying anything at college.

I could hear them talking now.

“What’s her name again?” One of them asked, her voice filled with joy and amusement.

“Don’t know and don’t care,” the one that took me here responded, giggling. “She came here like a rat hunting for cheese bits.”

“I know, right? And she’s so cute and sweet, too. Her hair is so smooth. It would be a pity if someone ruined it.”

“Nobody is going to touch her, you hear? I’m her owner.”

A moment of pause ensued, a round of giggles then coming right after that.

“I think she’s been there naked and thinking about her life for too long. Someone needs to give her an extra cup of attention.”

“I’m going there,” the futa that led me here affirmed, the sound of her feet touching the sand telling me that she was standing up.

“I’m going there too.”

“And me as well,” another confirmed, her voice thick and commanding.

They opened the door of the small house on the beach, proceeding to me, naked as always. Their hands found their shafts, fingers looping around them, and then stroking them over and over until they were hard, with veins bulging out.

Kneeling on the rice grains provided me with a constant pain I’d never deemed possible. No one before ever made me do this, and it turned me on with so much intensity it made me think I could forever remain like this.

Without warning me first, they showered me with their cum, their milk splashing all over, coating me with it. I closed my eyes, sticking my tongue out and using it as much as I could to get a taste of their release.

It was so salty, so good, so creamy, and so much of everything else that defined these women. I could keep licking and tasting it forever, with no worries in the world, and no one in the world would ever worry that I had disappeared.

If anything, chances were they were content I wasn’t there in college anymore to bother them again.

When they finished cumming all over me, I thought they were going to do something more special with me, but then, a heavy waterfall of a yellow and steamy liquid started to wash over me.

I couldn’t believe what my eyes were seeing, these futas, these women, peeing on me while sporting wide smiles of satisfaction on their faces.

Despite the strangeness and how it made me feel a little sick, I cherished their new idea to humiliate me.

Giving me a golden shower, doing it when I was at my most vulnerable, not even asking for a second if I wanted to let this happen or not.

These futas didn’t need to do that.

They were sure I was enjoying it, for I was keeping a wide smile from ear to ear on my face, the smell of their urine, strong and with a hint of acridness, reminded me of how little I mattered to them.

They could come all over me.

They could pee on me, and I would still be nothing more than their little pet. They brought women like me here for this sort of reason, to humiliate them and pummel them back to the roots of their beings.

Nothing more than little toys for their pleasure.

After the last drop of urine landed on my cheek, they spoke.

“I’m Krystal, and this is Myrtice, and Lilian and Mary. We’re happy to tell you you’ve passed the next phase of the test.”

“And now, there’s something else we’re going to do with you, and then… who knows might happen afterward?”

“We’re so happy you are one of ours now,” the latter finished for them, her identity being none other than the one from the futa magazine I was reading weeks ago.

Her name was Mary, and I wished she would just fuck me here and now, hurting my virgin flower.

From the looks of things, it seemed that wasn’t going to take too long to occur.


Chapter 4

She laid me down on the bed, my eyes assessing the quality of the room I was in. It was so different from the moldy and dark one they’d chained me inside before. This one was fit for the kind of Queens they were.

Mary was kissing my neck, proceeding down to my nipples, a pair of her fingers pinching them. I gasped, my hand looping around her big cock, feeling the veins bulging out.

I felt her pre-cum oozing out soon after and brought my hand to my lips. I stuck my tongue out, licking one of my coated fingers after the other, until they were all clean.

I closed my eyes and delighted myself in the smell and the taste of her pre-cum. There was a hint of saltines, but nothing more than that.

I could lick her prick again and again, as many times as she allowed me to do that.

All the other futas were right here with me, crawling on the king-sized bed and groping my body. One of them pinched my nipples, making me snap my head to her, finding the swirl of her hair looming in front of me, her lips connecting with mine as her tongue entered a fierce battle.

I drew in a short breath, needing more of this, feeling my body’s temperature rising, my pussy getting wetter and wetter by the second.

One of their fingers rubbed and teased my little clit. My rosebud was hard and erect, the only thought passing through my mind the one that involved me living here for the rest of my life, with them, becoming nothing more than their pleasure toy.

I was that already, in a way, but it could be taken further, made more extreme.

Their cocks were all hard and ready, more than prepared to penetrate me. Some of them rubbed against my folds, brushed against my boobs, sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

I needed them all inside me, using as many holes as they needed. It was the only appropriate way to end this. Nothing else would do.

I took one of their cocks in my hand again, rubbing it and stroking it. Her pre-cum kept oozing out, coating my fingers, making me salivate, and then loom over her, kissing her one more time and connecting my tongue with hers.

It was a confusion of bodies, legs, limbs, hands, and everything else moving in all directions, their movement erratic. I was kissing the legs of one of the futas before moving over to her balls, peppering them with my kisses too, getting multiple moans of pleasure from her.

They were all so turned on, at some point multiple of them cumming all over me, the smell of sex filling the air, impregnating the room and turning it into a sex den.

I kept getting fucked, being taken there, tugged over here, deflowered for a moment before someone took her place and made me hers. My mind was nothing more than a haze, a hand clamping around my mouth, another grabbing my neck, and then another rubbing my pussy lips like it was the last thing she was going to be doing with her life.

“She’s good,” one of them murmured, turning me on that much more and making my orgasm wash over me.

“She’s nothing compared to the previous one.”

“What was her name again?”

“Don’t care, and it doesn’t matter. We’re going to give her a new one. She’s going to get baptized for the second time in her life.”

“You gotta be kidding me. We’re going to be doing that again?”

“Oh, you can bet your fat ass we’re going to be doing that,” one of them said, giggling and then easing herself into my fanny.

I gasped, bulging my eyes, still hearing the sound of the waves crashing on the shore, the rustle of the bedsheets, how soaked with our sweat they were, their moans, and every other little thing going on here.

This was paradise on Earth, no doubt about it.

Another of their shafts prodded my mouth, forcing me to open it wide, and then the futa shoved it inside it until it was lodged in my throat.

Moments later, someone else pushed and tugged me, putting me in the right position for her, and then forced her way into my anus. Pain seared through me, but it only made it easier for my orgasm to build up again, rising to extreme levels, and then washing over me one more time.

I convulsed, rocking my body, their hips rolling and rolling, ending me right then and there. They soon pumped their loads out, filling me up with it, the texture creamy and, at the same time, smoking hot.

It took them no time to pull out, get dressed, and take a shower. Some of them headed over to the beach, running and jumping into the water. Jubilance overflowed out of them, shining from their eyes, inviting me over to play with them for a little while longer.

For a little while longer? Heck no. I was going to be playing with them for the rest of my life.

“Come over here! We are waiting for you.”

It was Mary, telling me that now I was one of them. I was such a slut, and I loved it. I could continue being a whore for the rest of my life, finding it impossible to return to my bedroom in that shitty dormitory and living there again.

I just couldn’t.

I found my calling.

The End
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She will have to kneel in front of him, that old lady…
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