

First Time With My Futa Friend

(First time, Lesbian Romance, Futa on Female)

J.J. Cumming

As long as I've known; Jean and I had been best friends. There wasn't any locking of eyes that just breathed destiny or anything weird like that. I found an empty seat in the back of my first-grade classroom, sat in it and we just naturally connected like I guess everyone else does.

We grew up, each of us going our own separate ways in life but never quite failing to see each other. Jean lived halfway across town in an inherited family house, helping out the family business. More than once I found myself growing jealous at the thought of that. I moved out too; Long before I was supposed to if my sense of self had anything to say about it.

I lived in a dingy, though spacious apartment, with the best job my lack of experience and an Associate's, could provide me with.

Loneliness grips me basically every night. Enough to make me cry but never convincing enough to coax out the tears. Moving back in with mom and dad is out of the question; I was an adult now. I had to make my own way in the world.

Couldn't get a dog, it was an apartment building. Couldn't move in with someone else, the only person I felt comfortable with was Jean and my family. A boyfriend?

I never once felt physically comfortable around men. The moment they found out I was a virgin I went from 'Equal' to 'Target'. All the more reason to stick around Jean. At six feet tall, and pretty broad and well built for a woman, she could scare off some guys if she wanted to.

Still, something needed to be done.

“Jean, I'm lonely.” I confessed. We sat next to one another at the store where we usually get our drinks; I got a root beer float, she stuck with a basic vanilla smoothie.

“Get a dog.”

“Apartment.”

“Oh, right.” She nodded slow and toyed with her straw.

“You're so lucky, you know? You get to be around the people you love all the time and I don't have anyone.”

“Count your blessings; I have to be around them all the time.” Jean shrugged and pushed her blazing curly red hair out of her face. “You're more than willing to take my job as Advanced Account Manager any day now. You like spreadsheets?”

“Good lord, no.”

“Boyfriends?”

“I'd prefer the spreadsheets. Math seems like it cares about me more.”

“Ah...ah...” Jean nodded. “I don't think I can come over tonight.”

“Why not?” I wanted to kick myself; she found me out so quick.

“Business.”

Not the first time she had to shrug me off for pre arranged things; my own fault for having only one friend, really.

“Alone again another night then.” I shrugged.

Jean nodded absentmindedly, thinking of something else. She seemed to do that more and more lately; though Jean was a quiet kid at heart.

We didn't exchange too many words after that; I announced I had to leave, she waved. “See ya, Stella.”

A thunderstorm picked up while I was only halfway home; I gripped the steering wheel for dear life against my better, more logical nature. The sky was dark but my lights were fine, I knew the way. I just loathed the idea of going home again...an empty place with no one in it in the middle of a thunderstorm.

I finally got home, went inside and turned on all the lights from the tiny kitchen to the bedroom I almost never used. They say you shouldn't do that during a storm but it made the place feel less lonely for once.

A loud thunder strike rumbles the place; I shot to the ceiling. The follow-up knock at the door didn't help either. I was reluctant to move from this spot, the absurd thought of thunder targeting me specifically popped up in my head.

The knocks grew louder; I reluctant answered the door; there was Jean.

She was wet as if she ran here, first off. Her bright red shirt now stained with rain water and clinging to her frame, same with her denim jeans. Her normally bouncy hair clung to her face, eyes wide and terrified, mascara running down her cheeks as if she'd been crying.

I didn't even need to know why she was here; I pulled her out of the storm without a question. Got her a towel, sat her down on my little living room couch and started drying her off as best I could. I pretended my hands weren't shaking and I wasn't so alone; God help me if she asked about the lights though.

“I...” Jean trailed off, seemingly embarrassed.

“Jean, you know you can tell me anything.”

“It's nothing, really.” She shrugged. Shame really, Jean always sucked at hiding what she was really feeling and I was the type to bug her about it until she told me. “I should be going now.”

I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her back. She gave me a distraught look, both of us knew she wasn't leaving this apartment until she told me what was wrong.

“I shouldn't have come.”

“Come sit on the couch, I'll put on some tea and we can talk about it, okay?”

“I should really--”

“It's raining, you're soaking wet and I don't want you to catch a cold.” Jean's smile faltered. I felt vaguely guilty, I was using her propensity for kindness against her,  painting my own selfish desire to pick her brain as a selfless concern.

“...Okay.” She mumbled; no doubt she was kicking herself for coming here in the first place. I didn't want her to feel like that, but on the other hand Jean had a problem talking about her emotions that needed to be resolved – and if not resolved, dealt with quickly.

I had the living room table stacked with tea cakes and green tea in record time, making sure Jean didn't have time to make an inappropriate exit. I tossed a giant dark green blanket at her just in case. Thunder still roared outside, wind whipping hard enough to startle me more than once; hopefully, Jean would stay over and keep me company. We could spend the night crashing on the couch watching old reruns or something.

I cuddled up next to her, turned on the television loud enough to wake the neighbors and drown out the noise of the storm. Jean took sips of tea and cake, her face eventually molded to an easy smile; I made sure there was honey in there for her. She loved honey.

The storm raged on until suddenly all the lights and the television flashed off. The sky was as bright as day from a single strike; loud enough to make me almost leap to the ceiling with a shriek. The lights flashed back on.

I shook, I couldn't help it – fucking terrifying, lightning just comes out of fucking nowhere and--

“Shh, it's alright. I'm here.” Jean pulled me a little closer into a warm embrace, ran her hand up and down my shoulders. She radiated heat, her lips pressed against my temple.

I was so glad she was here, I don't know how long I spent in this place wishing someone, anyone, would come and comfort me through these damned storms.

“Why'd you come here?”

“Don't worry about it.”

“Okay.” I snuggled the slightest bit closer, my hands finding the swell in her back.

I don't know how long we stayed there, cuddling in the dark.

“Why'd you come?”

“Please, stop.”

“I need to know. It's important.” My head found the space of her neck and her mouth pressed against my head again.

“Not important enough...”

“It is to me.”

“...I wanted to come over and comfort you; you seemed lonely.”

“I was more lonely in the sense of physically, I guess.” Hopefully, we'd both ignore the fact that I was trying to get her to come over here in the first place.

“...Is this good?”

“Not really.”

“Oh,” Jean whispered. “Could...could I be good?”

God, there were so many implications in that single question; I didn't like the thought of any of them.

“I wouldn't know what to do with another woman.”

Jean's face soured, then she moved away from me, enough to get space to undo her pants. She reached for her belt, took a look at me, then pulled a face. My head tilted to the side and I reached for her hands, she backed away again.

“I'm not, like...completely a woman down there though.” She managed, falling to keep eye contact as she unbuckled her pants and pulled out a cock. Her cock.

My face went eight different shades of red.

“I was thinking maybe I could be good...for you I mean? Since you don't like guys very much, but you want someone to be with?” It was hard to keep on being embarrassed when Jean seemed so troubled, her brows drawn tight, her smile melting away. “But at the same time, I didn't want to risk...scaring you? I thought- I thought you'd hate me if you found out?”

“Jean I could never hate you.” I tried to be as convincing as I could, brushing a little ink stained tear off her cheek despite the fact that she, for all intents and purposes had her cock out while making a love confession. My saliva felt thick and my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. I never saw one like Jean's before outside of pornos; she was pretty big, almost as much as my forearm.

“I-” Jean seemingly realized how bare she was and quickly hid, straining a giggle. “I'm sorry, I'm just odds and ends today.”

Maybe this wasn't so bad or ridiculous as my first thought was making it out to be; she was here, I was comfortable with her – comfortable enough that I wasn't screaming bloody murder when she pulled it out. This could work out, right?

“Hey, I'm actually kinda curious...if you don't mind I mean?”

“Oh, uhm--” Jean pulled herself out again. I took her in my hand, it felt weighty like it had impact. Meaning it was real; Jean had a cock.

Huh.

I stroked her light and soft in my hand, watched for a reaction. It twitched to life, the vein running down the side becoming more and more apparent. Jean licked her lips and eased out a relaxing, calming breath. In the through the nose, out through the mouth.

I pecked her on her cheek. Her arm curved around my waist and pulled me close. Our knees knocked together and my arm was falling asleep. The little couch was not the best place for this but I wasn't sure if I was ready for the sort of gravitas taking it into the bedroom would bring.

Jean took one look at my face and shook her head. “On top.” She rested herself against the arm of the couch. I followed suit, sitting on top of her knees. Her eyes caught mine at once, I could help but watch her face mold into something blissful. Her hands guided mine to her hardening cock, slowly sliding my hands up and down her shaft.

Her brows eased, mouth dropped slightly open. Breath drawn from deep inside. She was beautiful, I leaned down and pressed our mouths together. She tasted like tea, cake and the faintest flash of peppermint.

“Don't...don't stop.” She breathed, “So good, so, so good...”

So she could really feel things down there; I wondered briefly. Wondered if I could handle it. I'd never done it before with someone else, not anything and certainly not what I wanted to do with Jean. But...my curiosity got the better of me.

I slid down to her ankles; she let out a soft whine at the loss of my hands. I replaced them alongside my mouth, lavished it with little licks. I could hear her head audibly hit the sofa arm and roll to the side. It was hard to get my hands and mouth to work in tandem at first, then I took the cock in my mouth, sucking on it like a lollipop and used my hands to get what I couldn't reach.

That's when her breath caught, a hand got lost in my hair without pressing down and instead just rolled through my locks. A good, constant guiding pressure through the last few sucks. Jean gasped sharply, “Stella--” I felt her twitch and pulled away in time for her cum to land on my face in thick, short bursts.

“S-sorry.” She panted, her hand now languidly stroking herself. Her head having only a single bead of cum on it. I felt my own warmth and need, forced my hand between the tight hem of my jeans and into my underwear. Rubbing my clit as I licked her clean.

I wiped her semen off my face, licked at my open palm to clean up. It wasn't nearly as awful as I'd first made it out to be; bitter but bearable.

Jean watched me, quietly and intently from the opposite end of the couch.

“Are we gonna...are we doing it?”

“I'm up for it, I guess.”

“Oh, okay then um – turn around and brace yourself against the couch arm.”

I did just as Jean said, where I didn't succeed her instructions she gently put me in place. Jean first pressed her mouth against my hip, one hand trailed down my flank. I sighed, she was so right. It felt wonderful to have someone who actually cared about what you wanted doing it.

My lips kissed all across my thighs, between my legs and finally pressed against my sex. My first, gut reaction was to move away after all that was the place no one was supposed to touch me. Jean recoiled, “I'm sorry, did I?”

“No, it's fine. Nerves is all.” I hope I didn't hurt Jean; her mouth returned, pressing against my sex. Her tongue poked out, lavished me with attention. I felt her, between my folds, exploring me in a way no one had before.

My hips shifted over and over in slow circles. Jean moaned against me, her tongue probing my clit. I couldn't stop myself. I was fucking myself against her face, using her tongue. The slow tingling grew and grew until my toes were curling and Jean was holding my shaking hips up with her hands, grip strong enough to bruise.

I came, breathing her name aloud. I never did that for anyone before; I never wanted to do it for anyone else besides her again.

Jean's knees cornered mine as she stood behind me. I could feel her cock pressing against my entrance, already hard again. My head found the crevice of my neck this time. Her lips pressed against my earlobe, then down against my neck.

“I'm going in, okay sweetness?”

Her body sunk against mine in all the right places; her breasts pressing against the swell of my back, hips against me with the first thrust.

Every thrust from then on felt brutal, like Jean felt she had something to prove. They lit something up in the pit of my stomach, my breath left me in short bursts; I bit down on my lip to stop myself from moaning anymore.

Jean swung her arm around my throat, pulling my head up and forcing out my moans. Her face buried in my neck as she thrust hard enough to force smacking sounds against my hips; I felt her tremble before I did, panted her name as a warning and she mine and we came together, shouting each other's names.

I rolled onto my back and melted against the couch. There were rare nights when I had two orgasms before, always by my own hand. Things were nicer when someone else did the work. Jean hadn't cum yet, but she pulled away and gave me time – settling on spending my cool down time touching me in sweet little ways, the ways I imagined a lover would. Hands trailing against the back of my knees, teasing a movement up to my thighs and getting a heavenly sigh from me before pulling away.

“Lay back, let me have you sweetness.” Her mouth pressed against the little crook between my ankle and my foot. I nodded and fell back against the couch. Sweetness again. Must she mean me? What a cute name.

This time, Jean fucked me as if we had all the time in the world. Slow, languid thrusts punctuated by her hands threading through my hair and pressing against my cheek. Her voice, ghostly and soft floating by my ears. “So cute, precious. I love you.” Almost as sacred as a prayer.

I wanted her; I had to have her. This quiet, adorable precious woman that fucked me like she loved me – no, that loved me. Ran halfway across town to spend some time with me. Terrified that I would hate her and reject her for it. I reached up, pressed an exhausted kiss to her cheek.

“I love you.”

She kissed me back, on the mouth this time, slow and sensual with a hand lancing the sensation down my back.

I sighed in bliss at my third orgasm, before I collapsed back. Spent. After a few small thrusts, Stella came; onto the couch.

“Sorry.”

“S'okay.”

We lie there on the couch for so long I forgot what it was like to not have Jean pressed against me until she finally parted from me – only to grab the blanket and huddle us together underneath the warmth. The pitter patter of the rain against the windowsill eased me from my afterglow; no lightning anymore, only rain.

Long Arm of the Law

(Lesbian, Police, Futa on Female, Threesome)

J.J. Cummings

Really, I was in the wrong. It was just the end day to a bad week; phone alarm for waking up not going off, running late for the third time this week and starting to get some 'iffy' looks at the office despite wearing the slutty skirt I was wearing now.

I sped down the street, not even bothering to look for anything else. Why bother when I could be home, drinking wine and enjoying my hard earned weekend break?

I was five minutes from home when I saw those flashing lights and heard the sirens from behind me.

"Fuck."

I couldn't get another ticket, my finances wouldn't allow for it. I slowed to a stop on the side of the road, buttoned down my blouse until my breasts were almost revealed, enough to see the beginning straps of my bra straining to hold them in.

Call it loathsome but at this point, my money was worth more than my dignity.

The police car pulled to a stop behind me and out came a woman with bronze skin and short platinum white hair. A stern dark covered with dark shades and strong, pouty lips. I wanted to kick myself and scream.

She marched up to my side door with an unreadable expression. From the movement I saw in my side mirror her partner stayed behind. At least they didn't consider me a significant threat. 

"License and registration?"

I dutifully handed them over, smiling as much as possible. If I acted as compliant and polite as I could, perhaps she'd let me go with a warning.

"Miss...Vella." The officer turned the license around in her hand. Her voice held the faintest twang of someone who was failing to be impartial, but I couldn't read her eyes behind her shades.

"Yes, ma'am." Even my name was about to get me a ticket. I hoped she wouldn't think much of my buttoned down blouse. If she did she said nothing as she returned to the car. Felt like an eternity before she came back and handed me back my documents.

"Do you know how fast you were going?"

"I apologize, I could've sworn I was under the speed limit. I promise next time --"

I was cut off by the sharp, snappy sound of her pen against the paper, writing me a ticket. Damn it all. "Listen, officer, I really can't afford to pay this -- can I just promise I won't do it again and you just let me off with a warning?"

"'Fraid not miss."

"Isn't there some other way I can possibly pay you back, Officer...?"

"Ivy." She said.

"Ivy?"

Ivy's lips thinned to a line and she looked back at her police car. I hoped whatever she was thinking would favor me; Ivy nodded slowly. "Hold out here while I grab my partner, then we can head over there to discuss your payment."

Her sharp-nailed finger pointed to an alleyway between two red bricked apartment buildings. I rolled my shoulders back; sex or money? Ivy was already walking away and I couldn't afford to pay a hundred dollar ticket. Sex it was then.

Ivy bent over the side of the police car, chattering with her comrade. I tapped the steering wheel and counted the seconds as they passed. It wasn't too long until she came back, her partner walking alongside her.

She had long black hair flitting around her features and big, captivating dark eyes, I felt a tad bit nervous; she was cute and all but I'd never had sex with a woman before.

For all my feigned confidence as I got out the car, I had no idea what I was going to do once we actually started doing it.

I followed the two of them to the alleyway. Ask me what I was thinking at that moment and I couldn't tell you, all my focus was on was getting that ticket paid and getting home for the weekend.

The moment we were far enough from my car and deep enough in that no one could see us, Officer Ivy pushed me to my knees. I took the position in front of her, knees tucked underneath me, and stroked my hand over her crotch. 

My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth when I realized what I felt. A thick, strong cock beneath the fabric, already beginning to leak fluids and stain the navy colored cloth. At least I wouldn't be completely caught off guard?

The other officer knelt beside me, her hands roaming my body. Lingering at my hips and my breasts before outright undoing my top. She felt over my chest with interest, her breath heated and fiery over my shoulder.

"Vella, right?"

"Y-yes?"

"I'm Angie." She kissed my cheek, then with her lips ghosting against my face she pressed her open mouth to my neck. I gasped, feeling a needy thrum of pleasure spike through me. "Remember that name, for when I make you scream for it." Angie rubbed circles over my bra, whatever few thoughts I could gather were scattered to the wind.

"O-okay." I exhaled a heavy breath and tried to focus on the task at hand.

Ivy undid her belt first, letting the entire thing collapse to the floor. Then tossed her shades on top of the pile. Then, I unzipped her pants, making sure to gaze into her chestnut brown eyes.

Her cock sprung free; lined from base to tip with frightening looking piercings. A bell-shaped one through the head, a line of smaller balls down the shaft, a strong line of pre-cum dripping down.

I collected it with my tongue and took the shaft in both my hands and even then there were inches to spare. Thick, veiny lines felt like they dwarfed me, drew something hot and tight in my gut.

I never had a lover this big before, not even back in my college days when I'd really been a freak.

I took the head into my mouth, The cock felt heavy and hot on my tongue, searing almost. Every with just the head my mouth felt full to bursting.

The officer pressed her hand against my forehead, swept up her hand through my bangs. I purred, the gesture seemed so tender for what was happening.

Angie rolled her hands and forced my breasts from my bra before taking off the thing entirely. My nipples were hard and Angie took time rolling the nubs between her fingers before outright squeezing my breasts.

"That's right you pretty little cock slut, suck it nice and slow." Angie's voice went breathless as I took more and more in. Her hand drew a hot line down my flank. Her eyes turned upward to Ivy. "Isn't she so good? We should fuck her til she crawls."

"We should," Ivy said, her voice lifting in agreement.

Her sharp-nailed hand suddenly fisted in my hair, using it as a grip to pull me down her swelling cock. I could feel the smooth piercings in my throat, holding my mouth open.

Angie openly moaned, reached down under my too tiny skirt and began rubbing circles over my panties. I could feel something hard and thick pressing me from behind, heard Angie's playful giggle.

Wetness pooled between my legs at the thought of her cock and Ivy's cock, ruining me at the same time.

Ivy grabbed the sides of my mouth, bent over me and thrust into my mouth with abandon, hard enough to bruise my lips. I felt used, like a toy between mushed between two impossibly hard places. Ivy's panting gained strength with every thrust into my throat.

Angie's fingers abandoned messaging my breasts and began to torment my nipples, pinching them between her nailed fingers.

The most I could do was choke out a timid yelp. That's when Ivy's first orgasm began to fill my mouth. First as a spurt, then as a wave that filled my mouth to spilling until I pulled her from my throat. The few last moments of her orgasm were spent on my face.

"Fuck Ivy, how pent up are you?" Angie purred, then licked a stripe of cum off my chin.

"Pfff, not even halfway done." Ivy's grip on me loosened and my jaw went slack, cum dripping from my mouth. How does she have that much in her, how is she still hard? My insides twitch at the thought that something of that size, that thick strength could just keep going and going.

Ivy stepped back and leaned against a wall. Her pink nailed hand dragging its way up and down her leaking cock.

Angie got in front of me, smiling. "Here, lemme help." Her tongue thrust into my mouth with the same lustful abandon that Ivy had used. Her hands found my sides and she mapped them with her fingertips.

"Wow, ugh - geez you two look great together. Okay, hold on, just a sec." Ivy kept one hand stroking her cock while she fumbled with her pants, finally getting them off with a kick to the side.

Angie pushes me onto my back until I'm looking up at the sky. She lifts my legs up and unto her shoulders, her black hair tickles the back of my knees.

The head of his cock pushes into me and I moan unabashedly; its been so long since someone fucked me up.

Angie's thrusts start out slow, deep, and I'm so thankful. She doesn't have the piercings Ivy does, but her cock is long and difficult, my hole almost hurts trying to take it all until she hits the perfect spot to make me shudder. One of her arms rolls underneath my head, making me look her straight in the face.

She's almost as lost as I am, mouth agape and pupil's blown. "You're such a good slut, you're the first one who can take me all the way in, I wanna keep you..."

The thrusts come to an abrupt stop and I whimper, missing the movement almost as much as I miss and want Ivy. Angie abandons my head, puts her hands on either side of my waist. Then start again, this time her pace is brutal, every snap of her hips earning a sharp gasp from me.

Ivy reappears, positioned over me. It's the first time I can take in and see that her cock is longer than my face.

"Open wide."  She descends without warning, her cock sliding back into my mouth as she takes her rightful seat on me. My head is held in place by both her knees, tucked underneath her.

Angie's pace doesn't let up, I'm fucked from both sides. My throat is stuffed full to choking and Angie's ruining my tight little pussy. A full body tremble goes through me, the world goes sideways as she fucks the first orgasm from me, I cum suckling on Ivy's dick.

Ivy squeezes my breasts with enough force to make me muffle out a cry. She uses them like a handle, holding me steady while she fucks my throat. My legs curled around Angie's waist as pleasure, hot and white coursed through me until I couldn't help but swallow the thick dick in my throat.

I can feel it before Angie starts to shout my name like a holy chant, slurred around the edges. The first spurts of cum shoot deep into me, my head goes empty as the heated feeling. The gentle throb of need runs through my clit as she fills me up to spilling, her thrusts slowing as she gives me what little remains of her seed.

Ivy pulled out at the same time as Angie. The burst of oxygen was almost as pleasing at the sight of the cum, spurting out of my overly filled and fucked open hole.

"Whew, that's - you're - you're amazing." Angie huffed, resigning herself to the side of the alleyway. Her cock spent.

I pressed my palms to the little bulge in my stomach and rolled my head back at the squirting of more cum onto the pavement. I needed more; I needed her. Just one more big shot inside of me and I'd be so satisfied, so full.

Ivy was leaned back, one foot pressing against the wall with her cock hanging between her legs. I crawled over, slowly. Ivy's eyes looked at me in mesmerized interest; her cock twitched watching the exaggerated shaking of my needy ass.

I pressed my head against her upper thigh, rubbed one hand up and down her flank. How could she still be hard, how could I still be horny?

"Hm, what's the matter sugar? Angie not enough for you?" There was a smile in Ivy's voice, even if she was joking she was right. Angie wasn't enough for me; I needed something bigger, I needed Ivy to make me crawl.

I took the slippery, piercing lined cock in both my hands. It still pulsed from what my heated mouth could do to it. I moved my hands up and down the shaft and stared straight into her eyes.

"You want to get fucked by mine too then?"

I trembled as if a chill had sped up my spine. "Yes, yes, please. I want you to wreck my little hole, I need it filled."

Ivy motioned to the floor and I rushed to get back on my back. Ivy smiled at my submission, and I smiled too - Ivy was going to give me exactly what I'd been missing. I spread eagle for her and she took her place between my legs, lifting me until she could slip her cock into my needy hole.

My legs up on her waist while my entire lower back was off the ground. Her cock knee deep into me. Every piercing pressing against my walls, opening me up with every slight shift forward.

A hand comes down to my throat and squeezes tight. Her thrusts turn sharp and penetrating. A broken sob manages its way past as the beginning tingles of an orgasm race through me, her hand squeezes even tighter as I cum. My eyes roll back, cum drips from my slobbery mouth. Ivy releases me, her cock on the verge of finding release, the threeway mixture of our fluids dripping off her cock.

She pulls me up by my hair and I sob, grabbing her hand and twisting my body wherever she would like it. She puts me on my hands and knees, my ass in the air and my head to the ground.

One strong boot comes down on the side of my face and her cock thrusts into me. My hole doesn't put up any resistance, not anymore, not when her piercings are stretching me wider than any man ever could.

Her thrusts began to go erratic, sharp and jutting. My hole twitches in need, I can feel her cock's first spurt go through me like a heated spike. I plead for her to fuck me through it, my tongue out, my face still covered in her drying cum. Her cum and Angie's cum mixed up inside me, her thrusts keep going until I can feel it being fucked out of my still twitching hole.

"Don't let us find you speeding around here again," Ivy says, finishing it with a rough slap against one of my asscheeks. She and Angie leave me there, their cum still dripping from me.

Futa Sex Club Party

(Lesbian, Threesome, Futa on Female, Sex Club)

J.J. Cummings

Alyssa had been up late looking for any decently paying job she could when she saw the ad.

'Looking for young, buxom woman for night of fun

Payment upwards of two grand

10-15 percent given in advance

Meet on sight

Send msg if interested!'

Now Alyssa was on the fence.

This was shady.

On the other hand that was at least two grand.

It would be simple enough after all, have a little fun making two guys cum, get paid and get out. She accepted the job, spent the next week waiting, not even entirely sure what she signed up for until something came in the mail; a card with a crown on it, a date and an address. Normally this would be when she'd toss this thing away for being shady as fuck, but it came with an advance of her payment and if that's what ten percent looked like, she could take the risk.

Finally the agreed night was upon her. Best to head there dressed the part; An uncomfortable red get up, a dress two sizes two small she had to squeeze her breasts into, bending over the wrong way would reveal her to the world. A complete slut; good enough. She wore a hoodie and took a cab, a lot of work but worth avoiding the unneeded attention of walking out late at night like that.

As the taxi rolled to a stop the place came into view, best described as 'elegantly shady'. An old looking apartment building with a bright red door; that's her point of entry. She paid and got out, holding her handbag a little closer as she approached the door. She swung it open and tried not to feel too out of place at the scene; a loaded bar right by the entrance way. A couple of guys in full black with sunglasses, bouncers, dotted here and there.

In the center of the room?

Men and women fucking in the middle of a carpet. The carpet itself bordered by multiple coaches as people reclined back and treated the whole scene like a casual sports broadcast, drinking and talking about it.

Alyssa felt...relieved. The moment she heard 'sex club' she was expecting some weirdos in masks and robes. This felt more human.

But it wasn't where she needed to be; she avoided the carpet and walked past the whole scene and moved towards the back, towards a well lit hallway with an elevator at the end. Two bouncers stopped her and she presented the crown card she'd gotten from the mail. They took it from her, used some sort of sharp stamp to cut out 'VOID' into it and let her pass.

A one time thing then.

Alyssa passed them by and stood at the crimson elevator door for some time, twiddling her fingers against one another. A dormant warmth rested at the pit of her stomach watching the overhead counter of that elevator tick down.

When it reached her floor the door opened, revealing two women; one much taller then the other, with long and obviously dyed blue hair, a revealing dress that hugged her curves with fishnet that ended right before it became too obscene. The other woman with long black hair leaning against the back wall of the elevator, looking vaguely upset.

The blue woman perked up at seeing her. “Oh, are you Alyssa? We were just coming up to get you, Mandy thought you might've gotten scared off.”

“Yeah, its nice to meet you both.” Alyssa hand waved it, more concerned with the fact that her clients, both of them, we're women just as curvacious and busty as herself; in fact, the vibrant woman standing before her even more so.

“I'm Krystal, K not a C. Its so good to see you.” The woman presented her hand, shook Alyssa's gingerly. Was she always so perky and upbeat? At least the personality fit the name.

They made room for her on the elevator and even knowing what she was originally here for there was a sense of being something of a fish out of water. Now, with two women being the people she has to fuck she doesn't know what the hell to do. She's never had to do this before.

The elevator ride drags on. Alyssa squeezes her bright red handbag. Her first time doing something like this; how would this even go?

Mandy taps her shoulder twice. Alyssa asks her what's up, half afraid she might've been blanking out and missing something.

“You're cute.” Mandy says, her voice in a gentle whisper.

Alyssa smiles back at her.

Mandy's cute in her own, pixie like way as well; bright orange hair that upturns slightly at the edges, her breasts overflowing in her too-small bra, and devious, dark eyes.

“You too, I like your hair.”

“What's your dress made out of?”

“I don't actually know, feels really slippery and sheen-y I guess.”

“Let me see...” Mandy approaches her from behind. Her hands touch either side of Alyssa's waist and it doesn't take much for Alyssa to see where this is headed. Mandy's fingers dance across her body in gentle caresses, her hands moving skillfully against her waist, then down to her thighs to ever so slightly pull up the material of her dress.

If Krystal objected to anything happening, she sure as hell didn't show it; maybe its fine for them to do it in the elevator, after all Krystal seems like the type of person who'd shut them both down if it was forbidden.

Mandy's pushed her up against the side of the elevator, her dexterous fingers pulling her underwear down to her knees.  Alyssa's not sure whether to stick her ass out or tell her to stop, all she knows is she feels good and that's enough right now.

Mandy's hands wrap around her thighs, Alyssa gets it and spreads her legs; Mandy's fingers get to work at once, swiping over Alyssa's clit once, twice, until she feels warmth spreading through her feet and hands and wants something thick and throbbing inside of her to fill up the wet space inside her.

Alyssa tosses her head back, “Fuck me!”

Mandy drops to her knees, begins exploring Alyssa's pussy with her mouth, teasing open her lips with her wet, heated tongue.

“We're here, lovebirds.”

Krystal leads the way, the other girl doesn't even lay a hand on her. Alyssa feels as if her whole body is going to break down into nothing but shivers and sensation with the tell tale feel of her own wetness trailing down her legs. Red draped hallways go on and on until Krystal comes to a stop in front of a door labeled 'sixteen'.

Krystal lets her and Mandy inside first, within seconds the door slams closed and Mandy's bent her over the bed, her ruining her pussy with her mouth. Alyssa goes limp against the bed, arms hanging beneath her; Krystal watches them for a while, there's a sound of wetness that isn't just Mandy's mouth. Alyssa's head goes fuzzy at the thought of something getting shoved in her; its just what she needs.

“Please fuck me.” Alyssa pleads. Mandy pulls away, and Alyssa whimpers at the loss of her mouth.

The bed dips, Krystal's standing on her knees with a throbbing, hard cock that's slick with something she doesn't recognize. Alyssa takes one look and then sighs, head dropping to the side. The idea of that inside her...

The length of Krystal's cock was the length of Alyssa's arm fingertip to elbow; holy ever loving fuck how does a woman even end up with something so massive? There's a thick vein racing from base to tip, a ring pierced through the foreskin. Alyssa doesn't know where the start with her. Krystal smiles and

“This right here,” Krystal rubs her cock, finger tracing that bulging vein. “Is going down your throat.”

“Oh-okay.”

Krystal grabs her by her hair; Alyssa follows her, purrs at the roughness. It makes her want more. Krystal traps her between her legs and starts fucking her mouth; its a struggle to get the cock down her throat, every swallow sends a bolt of pain-pleasure through her but she keeps going; she wants to please this woman's cock, she wants to get fucked by both these women.

Mandy gets back to pleasing her, her tongue now swiping over her clit exclusively. Alyssa's fingers splay on the bed, her toes begin to curl as the cock in her throat begins to throb. Mandy's so good, her mouth is so good, Alyssa's body shakes as Krystal's moans hit a crescendo.

Alyssa's mouth is filled with spurt after spurt of cum until her cheeks are puffed up full and it oozes out the sides of her mouth, down her chin, staining the front of her slutty dress. The two girls laugh one another about something, then swap positions.

Mandy's cock is something else; a couple inches shorter then Krystal's, but thick and strong like a tree trunk. Alyssa presses it against her face, rubs it against her cheek; the texture is dry, rough, brutal. God only knows how she's going to take this one down.

“Is our little slut puppy ready for the fucking?” Krystal's hands run though her hair tenderly and Alyssa makes a pathetic, pleased noise.

The first few inches are torturous, being torn and split apart in some new awful way by another woman's aching cock; Alyssa, more then once, finds herself making cautious, tentative noises against Mandy's cock. Mandy brushes her fingers down her cheek, cooing. 'It's okay, you'll be okay, just hold on.'

Then, all at once, Krystal thrusts in with the remaining five inches. Alyssa's head collapses against Mandy's thigh as Krystal thrusts inside her. How, how does she fuck anyone with this arm she calls a penis is completely beyond Alyssa. Many things are, as it doesn't take long for the thrusts to become filling, pleasurable, strong enough to make her empty her lungs on long moans that sound less like sex and more like some sort of animalistic call.

“Holy fuck; Mandy--”

“Yeah, I can see it.” Mandy teases Alyssa, grabbing her by the chin. “Hey little slut, you want us to fuck you until you can't even walk?” She taps her cock against Alyssa's face and Alyssa tries to vocalize something resembling a 'please', something resembling a 'yes'  but all that comes on is more wordless moaning.

“I understand.” Mandy pets her, look up at Krystal and gives her the go ahead.

Alyssa gasped for breath and tried to readjust so she can speak, only to have Krystal hold her around the waist herself and move her back and upwards. Now her ass is completely in the air, stomach pushed to the floor, head up. Mandy smiled, slapped her weighty cock against Alyssa's face; Alyssa blinked and stuck out her tongue, something warm and tight inside making her go dizzy at the sheer size and strength of their cocks.

This time, Krystal positions herself at Alyssa's ass. A pant gets caught in Alyssa's throat. Alright, she's not sure if she's wholly okay with this; or if she can even do this. But her entire body is so wracked, so ravished that saying 'no' isn't possible. She hardly has the energy to hold herself up straight.

Krystal continues, like with her now stretched open pussy, the first few inches are agonizing. Alyssa is sure, by now, she's screaming something; her mouth drops open and Mandy makes use of it, thrusting inside her mouth with abandon.

Not entirely uncomfortable, after a few moments of moving it almost feels pleasurable; each drag opening her ass up more and more until Krystal fully pulls out and pushes back in. Not nearly as painful as the first time. A deep, desperate groan comes from the bottom of Alyssa's throat; her pussy is twitching its so good.

Krystal looms over her, pushing her hands into the bed and then, speeding up enough that her slaps fill the room. Eventually, its all Alyssa can think about, as need and warmth floods her body, cock filling up her mouth where words and pleads would normally be.

Krystal's thrusts go on forever, until they turn shaky, nonrhythmic. Alyssa's hands clench together underneath Krystal's gloved ones and they come together, Krystal panting Alyssa's name on every other breath.

Alyssa's body goes limp again, a wild, warm buzz of need and want and satisfaction going through her, being spit-roasted. As if this was the state she was naturally supposed to be; submitting to women with huge cocks.

“Alright, Alyssa you okay?”

Krystal's voice is soft and soothing; makes her almost consider sleep. Alyssa's legs manage to bring her back up to height, though she sways a bit and Krystal goes out of her way to support her. Mandy's already climbed onto the bed, moaning quietly and stroking her still hard, leaking cock.

“H-hyeah, I'm okay.”

“Okay sweetie, you want to get on the bed?”

Alyssa nodded, sleep sounded good right about now. Krystal helps her get on top of the bed without falling over. Alyssa reaches for the covers, but Mandy tenderly grabs her hand to get her attention.

“You want us to fuck you like we promised?”

God, god yes. She can physically feel her insides curl up into heat at the thought of that; the thought of more. She nods and Mandy takes the place she would in bed, resting against the headboard. Krystal guides Alyssa to climbing on top of her, standing up on her knees with Mandy's still-hard, spit slick cock awaiting her.

“You're beautiful, you know that?” Mandy tilts her head, smiling. One of her gloved hands strokes up Alyssa's flank.

“You too.” Alyssa breathes, hardly able to manage anything else. She ducks down and pecks Mandy on the cheek; its all she can do before the bed dips. Mandy's hands lower and position her ass outward, her smile doesn't waiver. It's a nice life line to cling to as Alyssa gets the feel of Krystal's massive cock again; her eyes flutter close, its not as uncomfortable as last time. A feel more entries and it might start to even feel pleasant.

Krystal's hand grip her shoulders and push down; in one thrust Mandy's fully buried inside and Alyssa collapses forward with a yelp.

Mandy catches her. One of her hands finds Alyssa's hair and strokes it while the other roams her back, easing her down.

The size is absurd; there's big and then there's too much. Alyssa's squarely in the too fucking much category, her insides feel spread, exposed, she swears she can feel the cocks meshing together through her thin walls.

Krystal senses her discomfort, kisses gentle butterflies from her shoulder to her neck. “It's okay sweetie; just hold on a little more for me.”

The movement starts; Alyssa's hands find the bed frame and she squeezes until her knuckles turn white. Krystal's kindness is at odds with her acts; she offers her no mercy, immediately fucking her as if she'd been inside her pussy the whole time.

Krystal holds her around her waist and presses her body to Alyssa's, her breath heating her shoulder. “Yes, yes, yes...” Krystal chants into her ears as Alyssa begins to settle into a mindless groan, most of her thoughts erased by the overwhelming feeling building up in her fingers and toes. Mandy reaches down, holds her hips still so Krystal can fuck her more thoroughly; it doesn't last long.

Alyssa screams, her orgasm overwhelming her. Too full, too much and too fast, as if she was being destroyed from the bottom upwards, then slowly pain becoming pleasure as her feet twitched and her body was rocked between the two of them like a sex toy. Her pussy and ass getting stretched and rocked by thick cocks, her breasts and back being squeezed by two other pairs of breasts squished against her.

“Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop.” Alyssa repeated, over and over as the sounds became wetter and wetter. Her body bending back as her she found her last orgasm, Krystal's hand tightened in her hair to force her up, let the whole of the club her her broken, needy screams.

They pulled out and Alyssa collapsed. There she was: Covered in fluids, limp, with nothing left in her, exhausted. The most she could do was open her mouth wide for the few last spurts of cum to splash against her tongue before mewling in pleasure and falling asleep.

Futa Robot Surrender

(Lesbian, Futa on Female, Threesome)

J.J. Cummings

I sit in the waiting room, rubbing my hands together. There are other women here too, most of them segmented off to themselves, reading or chatting with one another. I'm far too nervous to do anything like that. I'm not even used to being on the spaceship, I don't dare turn around to face that window behind me, showing the infinite darkness and ongoing lightyears of stars. How do people deal with this?

"Olivia Jay Hauberk?"

"That's me." I respond, perky but hopefully not seeming too eager or polite.

"Come with me please."

The doctor calls me and I'm almost too happy to go in.

For months I've been waiting to be a part of a new experiment; I've never been able to have an orgasm, no matter how many or how good my lovers were. I knew what I liked, what I wanted to be done to me; I wanted to be utterly ruined, have my insides ruined by a massive cock plowing into me like I was a human sex doll they were fucking for fun. The thought of it made a hot flood of warmth rush through the pit of my stomach; but no matter how good my lovers were, it was never enough. They'd either be spent before I came or weren't good enough to please me.

There's a biting chill in the air. Years seem to go by walking behind him, past the door and down the corridor, through automatically opening locked doors until I see it standing there.

Cordoned off into its own room, a massive robot, easily at least eight feet tall and standing ramrod straight. Its false skin is creamy, its breasts are big and bouncy with pink perky nipples, height exaggerated by some knife sharp pink heels. In front of it, a long, thick cock. Precum oozes from its head. My body sways at the thought of what it does to other women, what it could do to me. I press my hands against the glass wall that blocks it away from me.

The doctor tapped on my shoulder. I smiled as I looked at him, wanted to tell him about how it was awakening feelings in me that I'd never felt before, but the awkward refusal in his expression stopped me.  "That's our model for our more...experienced applicants. This one over here is the model you'll be interacting with today."

It's smaller, in every way. With slivery skin and blue highlighted tracks up its legs, crossing at the hips and over its breasts. Its waist is tighter, its breasts are reasonably sized and petite, its cock is thick but not half as long. 'Lovr' bot on laser-drawn on her shoulder.

It's beautiful, in its own designed way, but it's not what I wanted. I tried not to look too disappointed.

"Right."

I don't let the disappointment hit my face. The basic model has a good sized cock, easily ten inches or so. Its breasts look squeezable. It's not that I don't like it.

More, the feeling of seeing gold and getting sliver when all you need is silver; you're satisfied, but greed rears its ugly head.

I discard the notion; something like that would leave me wide open and utterly destroyed. No matter how much I practically quivered at the sight of it, I ignored it and followed the doctor to my assigned room. Two months were spent getting onto the waiting list for the waiting list to be here, I wasn't about to allow simple curiosity fuck me out of a chance to experience something good.

We enter the room; its a normal doctor's checkup office, clean and sterilized in the sort of science fiction chrome that people dream about, light blue and slivery. I scrabble to sit up on the examination bed. After briefly seething under my breath, I resign to needing a step ladder and pretend I didn't need one when I finally do get up.

The doctor begins to round off about things that don't matter while my mind wanders back to that 'more experienced' bot. That pussy ruining battering ram of a cock; I dreamed about how it could mash up my insides, make me cum all over it and still want more, make me want to open my mouth wide and accept its seed anywhere I could get it.

"Alright, that's all the information I need. We'll tell you when the bot is coming in, feel more than free to prepare however you see fit. After we give you the heads up we'll try and get...say two to three orgasms from you before we call back the bot, then you'll get your cash and we'll be all set."

"Right." I nod. My fingers twirl together in-between my too-long black sweater sleeves.

The doctor excuses himself from the room and I find myself sitting there, cold and lonely. Would the procedure even work as advertised? I mean really, a guaranteed orgasm sounded like a pretty weighty expectation.

From my left, towards the exit door, the wall itself physically opened up to reveal a plexiglass window. Through that, at least five men in uniform observing me, their faces partially lit by blue lighting.

A side panel, for them to watch? I focused on my breathing; I'd never been watched before. All those eyes focused on me in this sort of environment, like I was an experiment rather than a tester.

'We'll be here making sure everything runs correctly, don't be afraid; we'll dim the lights to make you more comfortable.'

I took off my jacket, rolled my shoulders. Less to get comfortable - because in this place that would be impossible - and more to have something else to focus on besides my own nervousness. 

'Sending her out in five...four...'

Okay, now it's happening. How would this even work? I wasn't sure what was stronger, my curiosity or my fear.

'Wait, no something's up --'

A red light above the door on the opposite side of the room begins to flash. The white-coated men are panicking - looking at me, down to their data or consoles, then back at me. I swallow hard, whatever's happening isn't supposed to happen. The telltale hiss of the metal door draws my attention back.

She walks out, the same bot I'd been drooling over, 'Reamr'. Her weighty cock dangling between her legs, dripping clearish whitish fluid. Whatever words of assurance the doctors were giving over intercom fell flat at the all-absorbing click of her metal heels against the floor, growing closer and closer. 

The Reamr stands in front of me, keeping my breath somewhat reasonable is the only thing I can do. Its movements, to the moving of its head to look me over to when she raises her hands up to grab my shoulders, is sudden and jerky.

I half wonder if the things went on the fritz - until its hands move faster then I can see. It grabs the little skirt I was wearing with one arm, holds me steady with the other and tears the whole thing off in one go. I can't stop the gasp that leaves me, or how I move backward when the bot grabs my legs and pushes them upward and apart until my feet are on its shoulders, its cock pressing against my trembling pussy.

I take a deep breath and she surges in, not wasting a moment. I feel every inch of the pre-warmed metal enter me, smooth and strong, pushing deeper then I've ever had anyone else. My toes curl. A strangled noise finds its way from my throat. God, I've never felt so full in my life.

Strong metal fingers keep their hold on me, the robot pulls out almost all the way.  A wave of heat rises and courses through me, forcing out another needy noise. My head drops to the side; if it keeps this up I might finally get to have one of those 'earth-shattering' orgasms I hear other women talk about.

I feel it in my toes first before it spreads out through my other limbs, finding its home on my tongue. The first wave of pleasure hits and I devolve into pleading, 'fuck me, fuck me, fuck me' through waves of moaning sobs.

"First orgasm achieved. Switching positions."

I'm lifted into the air and repositioned; bent over the edge of the operating table, my ass sticking into the air. My head collapses into my open palms as I feel the metal press against my messy pussy and then surge forward again, intent on ruining me.

'Hold on a little more, we're deploying a fix.'

Seeing myself in the dim reflection of the window, looking less like a human and more a sex toy being rammed by another sex toy. Mascara running down my cheeks, drooling, begging, men watching me be turned from a normal woman into a complete slut.

It doesn't take much. I grip the edge of the table and cum, sobbing for more. Reamr suddenly stops, releasing me and stepping back. I collapse to my knees, every part of me exhausted, hot, thrumming on the edge of pleasure and pain.

'The fix went live!'

More noise assaults my ears, alarms blaring as the door reopens. It's the other robot, the one I was supposed to have sex with. It's smaller, thick cock hanging between its fluid slick legs that dripped with every step. I felt a thrum of need course through me, drew my hand up and rolled around my breast.

I needed more.

"Cooperation patch installed; sharing target 'cock slut'."

Reamr put me over its shoulder, heated metal pressing against my already exhausted, overheated body. The metallic clicking of its heels heading across the floor until I found myself held around the waist, robotic arms holding me solid and still as the cock aims itself at my back entrance.

Lovr moves first, its cock pushing into my mouth. My tongue slides underneath the shaft; the texture is smooth and weighty in my mouth, the leaking fluid floods my mouth at once and spurts, drawing clear-white trails down my chin. Even when I'm struggling to swallow it all down, more and more keeps coming. Sweet and hot as it courses through me, the more I take down, the sweeter and more syrupy it becomes.

The room goes soft around the edges. Whatever inside its cum is making me needier, wetter. I can feel my own slick essence dripping from me and down my legs.

The cock behind me surges forward, the head itself stretching me more than I could ever know or be used to.

I hiss through it, my entire body tight as a wire even as my head swims. No amount of alcohol or drugs could numb something as large, as consuming as the Reamr's cock entering me.

If the doctors and scientists outside are scrambling, trying to fix this and make it stop, they haven't been successful. And the more the Reamr pushes forward, the more I can feel the strong, thick cock through every fiber of my body, the less I want them to.

I can tell through the heady haze that none of my limbs are touching the ground and a strong thrum of need goes through me when I catch another look at myself.

For the rest of my life I want the image I saw ingrained into my head; My sweat and faux-cum slick body, limbs slackened, mouth and ass full, hanging off both their thick metal cocks, cum dripping from my mouth, hair wild tossed.

My entire body jerked into a spasm. Both cocks kept fucking me, more and more it felt like they were getting deeper, meeting and pressing against each other in my upper stomach.

My orgasm spread from there outward, through my limbs, through my tongue and the tips of my fingers and toes; they kept going through it.

I don't know how long I was there, being ruined, all I know is when I was put back on the floor. Lovr resting her cock on my face for me to tiredly lap and lick at while Reamr prepared her cock. I could see the difference before she said anything, gathered the last of my strength for what I wanted to experience next.

"Releasing..."

God, yes.

I pushed my ass into the air and spread myself open with my hands. It's more than a little unsteady, pushing my body up as much as I can until I'm in the shape of a triangle. The tips of my toes and my head keeping me off the ground.

The Reamr grabs my hips and fucks me all through its own release. Each thrust ending with a rough slap of my hips against its metal body, each one punctuated with another heated spurt down to the core of my being. I don't want to leave, I don't want to stop. Even as my body swears its so close to just not being able to feel the pleasure any more, I want to keep getting fucked, it's wondrous.

Eventually its movements slow to a stop, I groan in fading need and with my hands still stretching me open I slowly slide down Reamr's cock. My entrance sensitive of every inch - its an eternity before I'm finally down, my hips and body slink to the ground, cum still leaking from me, and I roll to my side. Spent.

When I come to again I'm in the doctor's office, sitting up straight and for the most part clothed and alone. No sign of the bots, no sign of the cum - but a warm hum of a pleasure peak - an orgasm - burning brightly in me.

The door opens and the doctor enters with a clipboard. His expression is nervous and jumpy; I notice he's shaking when he takes his pen in hand. "So, I-I'm hoping that we're all feeling alright? No problems or anything?"

Right, that wasn't supposed to happen. As fantastic as it was.

I shrug my shoulders, "I'm perfectly fine, was great for me." His expression softens into something more relaxed and at ease. "In fact, please let me know when you need to test more of them." I smile, "I'd love to help out."
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