

After leaving my old life behind in the city. Quitting my job, and all that. The last sort of place I thought I would find myself in again was another bustling city filled with the desperation of massive crowds fading in and out of building after building. Yet there I was. Not the same city I had once called home of course, but a city like it nonetheless. Just as crowded and overbearing with corporate consumerism. The sort of thing that jaded me enough in the first place to pack it up and get the hell out. To find adventure in the form of mysteriously beautiful women who were more than just women. Women like Lyssa and Lily. And what absolute mystery they were. Appearing in my life unexpectedly and parting from the same in similar fashion.

Finding them in such places filled with natural wonder made sense. They were goddesses to me. Radiantly beautiful. Truly and naturally beautiful, women of a living and breathing world. Who followed the natural order of things. And giving myself to them came just as naturally to me. After a little seduction on their part of course. But in no time they had me on my back, legs spread with wanting, ready to receive their hard and stiff gift. But I unfortunately had a hard time believing I could find another woman like that in a city like this. Yet a feeling inside told me to come here.

This feeling was the same I followed that lead me to that cabin in the pine filled woods. Where emerging from a stream, water dripping down my body, I saw Lily. And the same feeling that lead me to a small town in arizona, where I made love with Lyssa as the red sun set, and disappeared behind the canyons. And so I did the best I could to trust that this feeling knew where to lead me and that I would find what I was looking for here.

What I found most enticing about the two of them, at times even more so than their bodies, was the way they seemed to let go of the illusion of control. Simply following a path that life had laid out for them, appearing wherever it had called them to. And perhaps that meant at times finding themselves in a world such as this. And by giving up such an illusion it meant that they truly had control, had a kind of control that was real, and not just a dream of the ego’s desire.

And what was this world? A world that scarred the earth for profit. That pumped out numbers at the cost of the human sacrament. Such a system had left its participants with an intense frustration and need for release. Anything to feel alive again, even if just for a moment. This of course gave birth to quite the night life. An underground of debauchery and self-pleasure. And while my appetite was of the most sexual kind. I wasn’t so sure it was in that atmosphere I would find what I searched for.

After I had left my hotel for the day, I had hoped something would reveal itself to me, but as of yet, nothing. Only a slight bittersweetness found me as I watched the scenes of the city unfold before me. Men with their eyes cast down, hurrying along, briefcases swinging by their side. Women who looked like me, but did they think like me, were they here for the same thing as me, I doubted that whole heartedly. My feet grew tired from all this aimless walking. I needed somewhere to sit and rest.

The park wasn’t too far from where I was now. A bit of the natural world, surrounded on all sides by the concrete, desperately trying to fight off its encroachment. Desperately trying to reclaim the territory it once held, but cut back each day to its believed proper place by park maintenance.  Anyway, all of that aside, I took a seat on the park bench. Breathing in the air, soaking in the sun a bit. As I sat there, I watched as a few different women jogged passed me. Their full breasts bouncing with each step. Their asses looking firm behind those tights. Ponytails shaking in the wind. Yet as beautiful as they were I knew they didn’t have what I sought after. Those leggings they wore were tight enough to make out each curve, and not one had a surprising bulge where I most desired to see one.

If I’m being honest I started to feel a bit dejected. But I still tried to hold on to the hope of finding something. Even if what I really wanted wasn’t here. Maybe this was just another place I had to pass through for the moment. I held on to a bit of hope as I watched a busker playing for change, singing along to the strumming of his guitar. Now there was somebody who wanted to pull something different out of life. Who was willing to face the world, failures aside, and try. Try to create something that he most wanted to see. And if the world wasn’t going to give it to him then he was going to give it to the world. Perhaps, if I happened upon him some six months ago, I might have tried hitting on him. Get a feel for how imaginative he could be when his cock is out. But now a man’s cock didn’t do it for me anymore. I needed a woman’s cock. Only that would satisfy me.

He finished his set and took a bow, to his invisible audience. Enjoying the sounds of applause that only he could hear. The ones he hoped would one day be real if he just kept at it, long and hard enough. He tried to hand out flyers as people passed him by. Not really making any headway. I felt a bit bad for him. I got up from the bench and walked over.

“I’ll take one,” I said, I looked the flyer over, but didn’t really focus on it, “So what’s this for?”

“My band is playing a gig tonight. Nothing much really, but it’s something.”

“That really is something,” I said, I meant that too, who doesn’t dream at some point of playing music in front of others. Everyone I’m sure, even if just as a fleeting thought. But he was doing it. Perhaps only the smallest taste of it. But still, it was it. An it, that  we envision our own selves in from time to time, but never connecting with enough to have it for real.

“I’ll be there,” I said, folding the flyer in half and putting it in my pocket.

“Awesome, then I’ll see you tonight.”

We said our goodbyes and parted. I was going to go. I might as well enjoy something here. And his singing spoke to me. The act of it, in of itself, more so than anything he was saying in particular.

I still had time to kill before his show. A show in some bar I’ve never heard of. Not that I heard of any place here. But I imagined it was just some small time thing that hired local bands to pass the time on a thursday. But it was something to follow. See where it goes. I had no other signs to give my thinking over to. So I settled on this. I decided on grabbing some take out before heading back to my hotel room. The thing about chinese take out places that I love the most is that no matter where they are they’re all the same. The whole family together in the kitchen. The parents there. The kids doing homework at a table in the seating area. It’s comforting to see that, wherever you find yourself.

Back in my hotel room I sat at the table and ate. Then showered and all that kind of stuff. Getting ready for the night. I put on something sort of sexy. It was still a night out after all, and it was nice to dress up a bit. I put on a short dress. Low cut top, so my cleavage showed. Afterwards I just sort of hung around the hotel. Walking through the mesmerising halls, sitting in the lobby. Thinking to myself, imagining a reason for why in the world I felt such a need to come here. I was fighting against time, wishing it would speed up to get to the next moment. Not exactly the most comforting mindspace to be in. But not completely awful either.

Finally, I decided to head out to the bar. I walked there of course. Walking to my destination, was by far a better way to kill time than sitting around and waiting. I hated the waiting. I need to feel like I’m moving toward something, and walking helped me feel that. I arrived at the bar, and my assessment was spot on. Just a tiny bar. The kind of place that was mostly kept afloat by the patronage of a small amount of regulars each day. The crowd, if it could even be called a crowd, was around my age. Younger adults who weren’t into the mainstream scene but didn’t really belong to a subculture of their own. They just ended up here for a night.

I sat on a stool at the bar. And ordered myself a drink, a martini, just one. One would be enough for the night. I wasn’t into getting drunk or anything. Just a little to kill the edge and feel more relaxed. That’s all I needed. Well, all I needed from the drink. I watched a couple next to me give each other a few flirty touches, and sharing laughs. This drink wouldn’t provide me with that. Though I wish it could. Watching them, it made me want someone of my own, someone to touch me like that. Sneaking their hand on my thigh. I started to fantasize about Lily. Trying to picture her sitting here with me. Turning myself on by the thought of her sneaking her own hand between my legs, caressing me underneath this dress, while we sipped on a drink. But really I couldn’t imagine her in a place like this. It was hard to see her anywhere other than out by a lake, or somewhere she could sit in the sun, naked and free. Her body out for the world to see, but no one else around to enjoy the sight but myself and the sun.

Watching that couple enjoy each other was getting to me. So I swiveled my chair around, and the guy I had met in the park began setting up with his band on the stage. Though it wasn’t much of a stage, just a bit of a rise off the ground. He caught my eye and gave me a wave, and motioned for me to come over. I got up and decided to see what was up.

“So you really did come,” he said.

“I said I would, didn’t I?”

“A lot of people say that they will, but don’t.”

I shrugged, “I guess you’re right about that.”

“I want you to meet my band,” he said. “That’s Blake,” he pointed to the guy plugging a bass into an amp. “And that’s Lora,” he said pointing to the woman tightening a bolt on one of the cymbals of the drum kit. Lora turned around and gave me a wave. I waved back.

“Oh and yeah, I’m Jeff,” he said, presenting his hand for me to shake. I shook his hand but I wasn’t giving it much attention. I was still looking at Lora. Watching her as she bent over to set up her kit, attaching a foot pedal to the bass drum.

It was her, Lora. Something radiant about her. From that single glance I sensed something more. Felt a need to know her more. Was it possible she was what I came here for. There was of course only one way to find that out. But they were starting soon and I would have to wait.

I took my seat back at the bar and watched as they began to play the first few notes of their set. The couple next to me turned to watch as well, the guy had his arm around his lady. I may have came for Jeff, but Lora was why I now watched the band so intently. Watching her movements as she banged on the drums. Losing herself to the rhythm that she created.

After their first set, Jeff and Lora approached me at the bar, “so what do you think?” Asked Jeff.

“I think you guys are pretty good,” I said, speaking more to Lora than to Jeff.

“I’m happy to hear that, We don’t have a lot of fans.”

“Well you have one now,” I said, looking at Lora.

“Hey that was really great,” said the guy sitting next to me, pulling Jeff on over to him and his lady, leaving me with Lora. Exactly how I wanted.

“I loved watching you,” I said to Lora.

“Yeah? It’s quite a lot of fun. I feel like I get to really express myself when I get up there and start playing. I kind of just lose myself to the moment, everything I worry about just sort of goes away.”

“Now I really love that,” I said, brushing my hand against hers. She smiled at me.

“How’d you all meet, tell me your story,” I said.

Lora and myself talked for a bit. While she still had time between her set. She told me the story of what brought her to this city. She told me about leaving a family that didn’t understand her choices or her goals in life. I understood that. I went through something similar. But unlike Lora, when I left I had just ended up falling back into the same patterns of their thinking, having not yet really freed myself. But she wasn’t like that, the moment she got out of the gate she shot on after what she wanted and fought for it. Fought for it in a city that fought hard against such dreams. And yet people like Lora and Jeff still manage to carve a space for themselves in it. That’s the good thing about cities such as this, they do in some ways thirst for novelty.

I really enjoyed my conversation with her. It’s been awhile since I had someone to talk to about what kind of feelings drove us to do what it is that we did. I liked it because I still didn’t fully understand what drove me. I knew I was after the strangely exotic and different. But why and for what reason. I still was not sure. As we talked she would place a hand on me here and there. Her touch a sweet tingling on my skin. I wanted more of her touch. The way her touch mixed with the words she spoke about her life, I wanted more of that.

“Well we gotta get back to it,” said Lora.

She turned, and as she did I spoke up, I told her where I was staying and if she wanted to come back with me she could. At the time I just wanted to talk with her some more. Just didn’t want her to disappear so suddenly and never hear the end of her story.

“I’ll see how I feel after our show,” she said.

It wasn’t much of an answer but I felt confident in the fact that she would come back with me. At the very least that we would get to finish our talk here. But I did want to talk to her alone, privately. See what she was like away from everything else.

I watched them play and they really gave it their all this time. As if they weren’t playing on some rise in a no name bar. But were playing out their dream to a loving audience. Well in a way they did have a loving audience now. As I watched Lora pound on the drums, beads of sweat forming on her forehead, I was all those fans for her that would someday fill a stadium to come see her play. They finished their last song, and some of us cheered. I, the loudest, perhaps foolishly so, but I didn’t care. I enjoyed it. And I enjoyed the possibility of seeing more of Lora.

I was hoping she would just come on over. I started overthinking a bit. Should I go up to get her, should I wait and see what she did. I had to get out of that thinking and just let it happen. Let myself act as I saw fit and respond rightly to the moment at hand.

“Now that’s how you finish strong,” I said.

“That was for you guys,” said Jeff. Blake was shaking the hands of the couple next to me. He didn’t say much.

“Yeah we talked before the set. And just sort of realized thanks to you all, we were doing what we really wanted to do. That, what we really wanted was actually happening, like right now,” said Lora.

“What we want is always happening right now,” I said. That sounded like something Lily might say, not so much me. Well not the me that I had always seen myself as, but then that me was changing. Changing as I found myself attracted to those who sought after the same sort of freedom in life that I was after. And I saw in Lora that same desire. I knew I had to have it. I’ve become so much more discerning with who I wanted to let into my world. Who I wanted to grow with, because that’s what we are doing in each moment, growing. And who we spent those moments with would influence that growth. And Lora wanted that autonomy and freedom, she had something to teach me, to show me, I could feel it.

“So what do you say, Lora? I would love to talk some more,” I said.

“Let’s do it,” she said, “I’ve got a good feeling about you,” she placed a hand on my shoulder, before letting it slide off. “Hey Jeff, I’m gonna hang with her for a bit, I’ll catch up with you guys later.”

“Sure thing,” said Jeff.

“Let’s get out of here then,” I said, taking Lora by the hand.

We walked down the city streets together. Suppose it was also a good thing to have her come along with me so I didn’t have to walk at night alone. My hotel wasn’t too far. But I was still in a city I didn’t know, and alone. But I wasn’t alone now. I had Lora by my side, keeping me company.

“So what about you? What is it that you’re after?” Lora asked.

It was a tough question to answer. What I was after wasn’t really all that concrete. It was more abstract.

“I don’t really know, but the more time I spend with people, people who make me feel a certain something, I think I get closer to knowing what that is.”

“Am I one of those people?”

“I don’t really know yet.”

“I can accept that.”

I hoped she was though. I hoped she was someone like Lily or Lyssa. She had the personality that’s for sure. And the beauty to match. But I had to know for certain if she was really like them. If she was truly different from most who inhabited this world. I couldn’t exactly say why I thought she might be, it was something about her energy, something intangible.

“But I hope to find that out,” I said, placing my hand on her back as we arrived at the hotel.

“Me too,” she said, placing her arm around my waist.

As we got to my room I felt her fingers teasing at the edge of my shirt and waistband. The flirting was real. Subtle but real. There wasn’t so much of that with Lily. It was all just so outright with her. But I suppose in this sort of place the tendency is to feel people out before trusting them. Seeing if they will respond to the advances, working it up slowly. That was fine though, I could play that. But I also wanted to speed things up. Dying to find out if Lora was really it.

I unlocked the door to my room and guided Lora’s body in before me. I wanted to put my hand on her booty but not yet, too soon. But I watched the way she glanced at me as we walked up the stairs. The desire in her eyes, as she glimpsed my cleavage, yeah I saw that.

“So how long are you staying here for?” Asked Lora.

I shrugged, “I really don’t know. I never do. I just sort of see how things go.”

“Well I hope you stay for a bit,” said Lora, taking my hand in hers, “than you can come see us play again. I would really enjoy that.”

“I would really enjoy that too,” I said, taking her other hand in mine. Getting to watch her go after the life she wanted, yeah I would enjoy that. I certainly wouldn’t mind staying here awhile to see how it might unfold.

It was getting to be too much. Holding her delicate hands and looking into her eyes, connecting to that reality with her. My heart beat faster. The adrenaline rushed through my bloodstream. Whatever it was, whatever was happening. I felt it, fully felt it now, coursing through my body. That need to be closer. That need to have more, touch more. All of it. It really hit me now. Hit right in the gut.

“So then stay,” she said, “just a little longer,” Lora took a step closer to me. And I took a step closer to her. Feeling the energy radiate from her. It had a power to it. I wanted to be absorbed by that energy. She was still on a high from putting on a show. Still had that confidence that came with performing. I had to feel myself as a part of that. I leaned in closer, feeling her breath on my skin. I crawled my fingers up her arm, tickling her smooth skin.

“Okay… Just a little longer,” I said, going in for her lips. Going in for it all. Ready to give a part of myself over to her. Willing to see where it would lead. Knowing it would be worth it.

Her lips touched mine. Soft and supple. She tasted so sweet, and before I knew it, I had my hands touching all over her body. My fingers digging a bit into her back as kissed with more passion. Our mouths opening and closing. I had to get a taste of that tongue, sticking mine into her mouth, flicking it across hers. She started touching me back, grabbing my hips, pulling me in against hers. Her heavy breathing exhaling on my neck as she nibbled and kissed. I lowered my reach to her ass. Giving that booty I admired from behind a squeeze. A full grab, she pressed up against me more, loving it.

Feeling her up against me like that. Gripping that ass of hers. Her fingers clutching the hair on the back of my head. Tilting my head back, sucking on my neck. I had to find out now. Find out who she truly was. My hands went from her to the front of her waistband. There was only one to feel out who she really way. And I had a good feeling that she was exactly what I was looking for. As much as she might hide that secret from most of the world, I grew accustomed to picking up the subtle clues.

I unbuttoned her jeans and unzipped the front. Making room for my hand. I slid my hand down and went in for a feel.

“Are you okay with that,” said Lora.

“More than okay,” I said, giving her a squeeze. Giving her cock a squeeze. Well, there was no doubting it now. That was some hard evidence right there. And I mean hard evidence. My response definitely excited her. She snuck up under my shirt and bra and groped my breasts. Massage my sensitive nipples.

“Let’s get this out of the way,” I said, taking my shirt off and unhooking my bra. There was no need for it now. It only hindered us. Her mouth went for my tits, sucking on the nipples. I held her close to me as she sucked. Filling me with all these good feelings.

I couldn’t help but notice how things so easily fell into place for me. As I gave up my attachment to what I thought I had to be or do. How much easier it was to navigate through this world without worry. Having that in each moment, I would find what I wanted. So long as I didn’t contrive the world and myself into something I thought it needed to be, I would always find myself fitting in right where I was.

Now I had to find out if she would fit in. Fit inside me, perhaps with a bit of stretching first. And judging by the size of her cock as I held to it, I was going to get stretched. I shimmied her pants down her legs.

“Lets get full view of what we’re working with here,” I said. Her cock stood out, strong and erect.

“What do you think?” She asked.

“You have a very pretty cock,” I said, giving it a pet.

I let the spit drool from out of my mouth and down onto the tip.

I stroked her a bit, and now that I had her out and hard, I needed to get down and dirty with it. I took her by the cock, pulling her along with me, guiding her to the bed.

“Where we going baby,” she said.

“Just relax and let me take you there,” I said.

I brought her before the edge of the bed. I pushed at her shoulders, she fell sitting on the bed. I got down before her. My fingers raking at her thighs. Lora shivered with wanting. Her cock twitched, begging to be touched.

“I can’t take it, stop teasing,” said Lora.

“Make me,” I said.

Lora smiled and bared her teeth, showing her wanting and need. Her hunger to take what she was after. And what she was after now, was me, was my mouth, my body, all of it. She put her hands on the top of my hand. Grabbing a fistful of hair. Forcing my mouth over her cock, my tongue out, drops of saliva stretching down my tongue and to the tip. She pressed down on my head, forcing me down her. Her throbbing cock entering my wet mouth. My tongue wrapped around it, as she bucked her hips forward, hitting my throat.

There was one discernable difference between Lora and the other women I have been with. She was forceful, more aggressive. Lily and Lyssa, they took on the nature of the atmosphere they found themselves in; calm, caring, slowly growing. The atmosphere Lora found herself in was vastly different. This was a fast paced city that took what it wanted from whomever it wanted it from. And I see now that Lora embodied that, by the way she pulled my hair back, taking me away from her cock, only to give me a moment to catch my breath before forcing me back down it again.

Now that Lora saw just how comfortable I was with what she wanted to take from me, she held nothing back. And she wouldn’t allow me the choice to hold back either, taking absolute control of my body. Lora lifted me up off my knees, pulling me on top of her body.

“Get on over here,” said Lora. And I had no choice but to obey.

My body glided on top of hers, my breasts brushed against hers. Her stiff nipples, pressing to my skin, my chest. She reached back and spread my ass, her fingers playing with my pussy, rubbing the outside. Lora took control of my body, of my ass, grinding my clit against her cock. Working me up enough. Making me wet. Wet enough so I would be able to take her cock inside.

“Fuck, baby, I’m gonna need it inside if you keep that up,” I said.

“That’s the plan,” she said, sneaking a finger into my pussy, growing ever wetter by her touch. Lora pulled my hair and tilted my head to the side, giving herself access to nibble and suck and bite at the sensitive skin of my neck. I felt her pressing upward, desperately needing to be inside. And I needed the same. I looked into her eyes. Seeing the desire behind them. Seeing the need to take and control and to have.

Lora flipped me over onto my stomach. Placing my knees under my chest, so my ass was in the air for her.

“I need that tight fucking pussy now,” said Lora.

“Then come and take it baby,” I said.

Her hands gripped my ass, spreading me open. I could feel her spit dripping down my already wet cunt.

“Please put it in, don’t make me beg for it.”

Lora teased the head against my hole. Inserting herself into my pussy, bit by bit, forcing my body back into her, down her thick cock.

Once inside, Lora knew she had me. Knew I was all hers. That I would do anything she wanted now. So long as that long cock kept going in and out of me, it didn’t matter what she wanted to do. I’d let her do it. She spanked my ass. Enough I’m sure to leave a red hand print. A reminder that I was branded as her property for tonight. I reached back, trying to find a piece of her to hold to. Anything, I needed to hold something to keep myself situated during her constant pounding.

“Fuck, that feels good, Your pussy’s really tight,” said Lora.

She had me moaning with crazy intensity, “That’s because your cock is so thick,” I cried out.

Lora wrestled with my body on that bed. Spreading me, and taking me. Thrusting ever toward our mutual satisfaction. Whichever way she wanted it, she took it. And I let her. There was now only one last thing I so desperately wanted from her. One more thing that I just knew I had to have. I had to have her finish and have her finish inside me. I had to work every drop of her warm cum out of her cock and have it fill up this tight pussy that she enjoyed plunging so deeply into.

Now I had to beg, I just had to, “Fuck me Lora… cum inside my pussy.. Please baby… please.”

She went at me with growing ferocity, encouraged by my moaning, by the aching need to have what only she could fill me with. She thrusted faster, pulling in and out, letting the tip of her throbbing cock feed on all the sensitive pleasure of my tight pussy.

“Damn, baby,” moaned Lora, her hands gripping tightly to my ass. The way she squeezed, pulled me back and held me there. I knew she was going to cum. I could feel her shake a bit behind me, feel that load of sticky warmth, shoot inside of me. Lora pulled my hair back, and kiss me neck, whispering into my ear, licking at my lobes.

“Fuck…” I exhaled, tired and spent. Sweaty and satisfied.

Lora pulled out, and took me in to cuddle, holding me close to her sweaty and warm body, her breasts pressed against my back.

“Are you still not sure if you want to stay?” Asked Lora.

“I’m sure that I do,” I said.

I was so sure. So sure because of the way she filled me. The way her cum dripped from out of my pussy and dripped down my thighs. The way I wanted her to fill me like this each night. So that my belly might grow big with a gift given by her. She had truly given me a gift tonight. And I knew I would hold to it. Because I wanted to. Wanted her special seed to be planted so deeply and start to take root. I knew without a doubt that it would.

And I knew I would stay here. Stay here as my belly grew. So that she might take me like that. Have her hands on that belly, big with what she had done to me on this night. Her mouth sucking on my engorged breasts. And moving down to my stomach, kissing. I knew I would not leave here until all these dreams came true. And today was the start of those dreams becoming a reality. The sun has risen here, upon this city, and it would not set now for another nine months. The shadow that was Lora would remain in my life for that long. Playing her music. Taking her big bellied princess. Letting that warm cum, spill on me.

For now, for tonight, I was at peace. Brought to peaceful rest by Lora’s breath tickling the back of my neck as she held me.

For More Enjoyment:

Transgender Vampire Transformations 6 Book Bundle (Vampires, Shemale, Futa, M2F On Female, Gender Swap, BUNDLE)

Gender Swap: 5 Story Series/Bundle

Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)

3069: Fertile Ritual (Transgender, Fertile, Milking, Group)

Futa Trap House (Futa On Female)

Fertile Futa Nymph (Futa On Female, Pregnant, Fantasy)

Finding My Futa Nymph (Futa on Female)

Future Pharms: Gender Swapped (First Time MMF, M2F transformation)

OEBPS/image_rsrc55.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




