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Chapter 1

It was Christmas Eve and the last rays of sunshine could no longer fight through the heavy clouds that brought more snow to add to the coats of cold white all around. With bright lights shining and songs rhyming, the Christmas spirit seemed abundant all around, even if I wasn’t as enthusiastic as many others around me seemed to be.

This year I was celebrating Christmas alone—again—but at least I allowed myself to indulge in whichever vices I desired, and so I came to the busy mall before it started snowing in full to stack up on all kinds of unhealthy snacks and beverages before I would disappear into my apartment and spend hours upon hours in front of the screen until the morning.

The entrance to the mall was packed, and that paused me long enough to notice a tiny creature in the dark, not far away from the entrance, trembling in the cold, with its leash tied to a bike stand with several haphazard, crude knots.

“Poor fellow,” I muttered before I went inside while the black dog the size of a puppy remained out in the cold, collecting snow on its fur and waiting for its owner.

I guess it could always be worse, I thought as I stuffed my basket full of stuff that would most definitely make me feel sick in the morning but looked oh-so-tasty now. I’m alone because of my choices, however misguided they might have been, not because I was left alone. And I won’t be freezing.

In fact, sitting on front of multiple big screens playing video games, listening to music, watching YouTube, some Christmas classics, eating delicious junk, and drinking soda (and most of those activities I planned to do one after the other or even at the same time) didn’t sound all that bad.

And that wasn’t counting the multiple gooning sessions I’d end up losing myself in while gorging on a worryingly long bookmark list and whole terabytes of porn, and hentai. I wasn’t particularly proud of it, but I did enjoy it and was even looking forward to it. It was one of the very few perks of being alone on Christmas—I didn’t have to answer to anyone but myself. And as long as I wasn’t hurting anyone, nobody could tell me what I could or couldn’t do.

After all, we all relax in whichever way makes us feel better. And I worked as hard as anyone else all year to earn that one day of indulgent, hedonistic “me” time. Even if deep down I did wish for something more. But we can’t all get what we want, I thought while I watched in checkout how some homeless-looking man got dragged away by security with a bottle of a certain beverage in one of the guard’s hands. At least I haven’t fallen that low, I told myself while I paid for my snacks.

Before I even got outside, I saw how much the snowfall had increased. I remembered a certain someone as I stepped out into the cold and looked toward the bike stands. My heart sank when I saw the expected.

The little guy shook the snow off his back, but it just kept building up around him. It was only a matter of time before he’d turn into a cartoon-like snow hill. Seriously!? I was in there for at least half an hour! Where the fuck is the bastard who left you here? I looked around but saw nobody coming for their pet.

I was far from the only one who noticed the little guy, but nobody did anything except look a little sad before they got into their warm cars and drove off. My eyes paused on a woman certain woman in a long, white puffer jacket on the other side of the full parking lot.

The woman wasn’t wearing a hat. Snow fell on her blonde wavy hair, but it for some reason it did not build up on her hair even while I already had a layer on my jacket in a matter of seconds. She seemed to be looking right at me, but did not move or do anything except vape and look in my direction.

Is it her dog? Is she just watching him freeze? No way… I was about to walk away, but…

What am I doing? I kept asking myself while I rushed back into the store and grabbed the first puppy-sized piece of clothing I saw. He’s not your pet! You’re only asking for trouble messing with him. He’s someone’s property! Just go home and don’t stick your nose where it doesn’t belong!

I couldn’t really even explain to myself why I did what I did even through all the time I stood in line to the checkout for a second time, this time with a red, green, and white scarf. Maybe the Christmas spirit got to me after all. Maybe it was some perverse way of mind-fucking myself into doing a random selfless act to justify being a complete degenerate for the next three days.

At least it gives the owner one more chance to return, I told myself while I paid for the Christmas themed scarf. I sincerely hoped that the dog would just be gone by the time I went outside. I really didn’t want to be the insufferable prick who tells others how to treat or not treat their pets.

I’ll just have one more scarf to wear when it gets really cold, I justified to myself the purchase while I walked outside even though I knew I’d never use it and it’d just slowly collect dust in some far corner of one of my drawers.

“Fuck,” I sighed when I saw the snow hill grow around the shivering black pup.

I looked around again. No sign of the owner. No beggar asking for coins or selling decorations, who’d be using the dog as a prop for pity points. Though that blonde woman still stood in the exact same spot I saw her last, looking right at me with her white puffer undone, revealing a red Santa outfit and big cleavage prominently on display.

“What?” I blinked and rubbed the falling snow from my eyes. Of course, the blonde wasn’t standing half-naked in a Santa outfit! Her white puffer was fully closed, even if she still wasn’t wearing a hat, and no snow built in her hair. And she was still looking in this same direction.

What the hell? I couldn’t make sense of what I saw and just chalked it up to the consequences of watching too much hentai for the past week. Just get it over with and go home, I told myself and turned to the pup. I looked at him and he looked back at me with those big eyes and button-shaped nose. “Alright, alright,” I relented and walked closer.

“You’ll be fine,” I spoke aloud my hope while I brushed off the snow around the black puppy. Or was it just a small dog? I couldn’t even hazard a guess what breed it was. I was never good at these things. I knew like two or three breeds and that was it. I did check the collar but there was no name or number to contact.

“Oh, don’t do that!” I told the pup when he started brushing up against my hand. “I’m not here to rescue you. Yes, yes, you’re cute, and yes, it sucks that you’re stranded here. But my landlord would kill me if I brought you to my place. And that would only be after your real owner sent the police after me.”

I’m talking to a dog… I started to think that I wasn’t really as well off as I was. After a pause, I just shook my head and started wrapping the scarf around the pup’s body and continued, “Anyway, it’s not like someone would just leave their dog here overnight. I’ll just wrap this around you and your owner will be back in no time.”

“No, he won’t,” I suddenly heard a woman’s voice behind me, and I could’ve sworn I felt my heart jump up to my throat as if I was caught stealing. I turned around and saw a pair of stylish, black boots go up to the knees of a certain woman before disappearing beneath a white puffer that was now in my face.

“You!” I exclaimed louder than I should have when I looked up at the blonde owner of the white puffer. “Is he yours?” I pointed at the dog.

“No,” she answered bluntly and just stood there, looking down at me with a slight smile, as if curious about what I’d do next.

“… Ok...” I couldn’t get a read on her at all. At least there was no arguing. And her vapor was out of sight, which I appreciated.

“You’ve been looking this way for some time,” I finally said. “Do you know who and where the owner is?”

“Oh yeah, he won’t be joining us tonight,” she said and—after seeing my perplexed reaction—added, “Hauled away for shoplifting. Wasn’t his first time, so now he’s waiting for the police.”

Oh, that guy, I remembered the shoplifter who got dragged away by guards. “Wouldn’t he ask them to bring his dog inside?”

“You really think that’s what he’s worried about right now?” she asked in response while I pet the little pup.

“Well, we can’t just leave him here to freeze,” I said, torn about what to do. I knew that the simplest thing was to call a shelter and hope that at least one wasn’t full.

“We?” she asked.

“I…” the words stuck in my throat. I was well aware of the grim statistics of animal shelters. But what was I supposed to do with a dog? What am I even doing? I felt very awkward. If I had just walked on like everybody else…

“Your landlord will kill you,” she said.

“Yes! Wait, how did you—?”

“You said it yourself just a minute ago.”

“Ah, r-right,” I nodded, though I wasn’t even sure if I did say it or how she would have heard it.

“Don’t worry,” she said as she crouched next to me. When she touched the numerous knots of the dog’s tied leash, I finally noticed that she didn’t wear any gloves either, despite the cold weather. But I completely thinking about her gloves when she suddenly undid the entire thing with one hand so fast that I wouldn’t be able to distinguish it from magic.

“Woah!” I gasped. I guess the knots looked tighter than they actually were.

“Come here, little guy.” She picked up the pup and took him in her arms like a baby. Surrounded on all sides by the soft puffer, with my Christmas scarf around his belly, and in the arms of a beautiful woman, the pup looked so comfy that I almost got a little jealous. That was also the first time I realized how big her chest must have been to be so prominent even beneath all those layers. A tantalizing cleavage flashed in my mind and I shook my head to get rid of the perverted fantasy.

“Don’t worry,” she said while she played with the puppy who by now had already started wagging his tail, “I know someone who’ll take care of this cute fellow far more than that drunk bastard.”

“S-Sure…” I didn’t even know what to say when I got back up. I felt a little awkward that this stranger basically took it upon herself to resolve the entire situation as if it were nothing.

On one hand, I now felt even more silly that I had made such a big deal out of it in my mind, but I also was wholly relieved about the unexpectedly pleasing resolution. I petted the little dog again, whose demeanor changed completely, and said, “Goodbye little guy!”

“Don’t look so sad,” the woman laughed.

“I’m not!” I instantly refused her accusation and studied the snow at our feet while I felt my cheeks burn.

“I was curious if anyone would do something or not,” she said and reached into her pocket. “Here, take my card,” she added while handing me a black card.

“Oh, sure,” I took the card, flipped it over, and realized that it was completely black on both sides. “Eh?”

“I still haven’t decided on a logo,” she said as if that explanation was adequate.

“Why even give me a blank card?” I asked, feeling like I was being made fun of.

“A small reward for being cute in an awkward, slightly pathetic kind of way,” she laughed.

“Thanks a lot,” I said and put the card into one of my grocery bags.

“Don’t throw it away though!” she warned me and leaned into my face. “Put in under your pillow tonight and make a wish. If it’s within my power, I’ll make it come true.”

Now I was certain she was making fun of me, and I didn’t even bother with a reply.

“My name’s Jessica, by the way,” she introduced herself and extended her hand.

“Ash,” I said with some reluctance and shook her hand. But the moment that I touched her hand, all of my reluctance got lost just as I lost myself in her big blue eyes. She really was a beauty.

Huh? It took me a moment or two, but I finally noticed that not only was Jessica’s hand not cold at all, but it was pleasantly warm despite her not wearing any gloves in this cold.

I didn’t want to let go. I hoped this moment would continue for as long as possible while I welcomed her warmth to spread into me through her hand. As we looked into each other’s eyes I couldn’t help but feel that she accepted my invitation and let her will enter my mind through her piercing gaze. I completely forgot all about the dog.

Jessica did not blink once while she looked straight into my eyes, studying me intently with a somewhat mischievous smile. I couldn’t tell how long we stood like that, but she practically awoke me from a trance when she said, “See you around, Ash!” She then took back the warmth that I already gotten used to, turned around, and walked away.

“See you,” I whispered, still in a daze, trying to etch the warmth of her touch into my memory.

But before Jessica could completely disappear behind the crowd, she turned around, waved right to me, and shouted, “Make it a lewd one!”

“Haah!?” my mouth dropped open, but she just winked and walked away without a single care that probably half the parking lot heard her.

What is up with that woman? I wondered, ending up more embarrassed than she was.




Chapter 2

Fuck you! I silently cursed my landlord when I walked past the unnecessarily large poster with “NO PETS” written in bold red letters in the lobby of the building where my apartment was. I didn’t even want a pet, but now I started wishing that I had acted more decisively just to spite the old man. Unfortunately, I wasn’t nearly as daring as I wished I’d been. The itch to boot up my PC doubled in strength.

As soon as I was in my apartment I put on one of my favorite streams on my phone before even taking off my shoes. The silence was unpleasant otherwise. Especially today. After that, I was able to take my time undressing and unpacking while listening to random nonsense which I didn’t particularly care about but had gotten used to having in the background.

I sorted my newly acquired snacks while I contemplated what I’d like to start with and decided which would go next to my PC and which would be relegated to staying in reserves. I wanted to set up everything just right before I dove in. That was when I pulled out the black card out of the bag.

“Oh,” I had completely forgotten about it. Not Jessica—I wasn’t sure I’d ever forget that strange encounter. I even dared fantasize that she had a genuine interest in me. Why else would she stay so close to me for so long? Why else would such a beautiful woman even talk to a complete stranger like all? But the card that she gave me which made me feel like she made fun of me. I might have just erased it from memory just because it ruined my blossoming fantasy.

“Make it a lewd one!” I recalled her cheerful voice and wide smile while I played with the corner of her card.

“Yeah, right!” I scoffed, threw Jessica’s black card on the bed, and continued my preparations.

“Haah,” I breathed a satisfied sigh when I finally sat down in my comfy gaming chair in front of my dual monitor setup. Snacks and drinks were ready and waiting at my fingertips, monitors were brightly lit, and some random podcast was already blaring in the background, all I had to do was press any of the icons and boot up my game. It didn’t matter which… And none of them interested me.

I forced myself to boot up the launcher of the last game I played, but couldn’t be bothered to press “Play”. I had no interest in that game. In any game. A familiar pressure below my abdomen grew increasingly impossible to ignore.

I couldn’t stop thinking about that woman. Jessica… Her red lips, those big breasts that were within my reach. The way she leaned right into my face and stared at me indecently. If I moved even a little, I could’ve kissed her lips. She wanted that, didn’t she? She just waited for me to make a move. Why else she’d stare so longingly at me if not because she was starving for my cock?

But the way she stood over me and looked down at me… I had little doubt she swung both ways. It was too easy imagining her with a strap-on, fucking some bitch in heat, and making her scream for more.

Did I fuck up? If I acted differently, would we be spending this night together? I finally booted up a game just to stop thinking about her, but at the slightest pause, Jessica’s face flashed before my eyes.

“Something lewd… Ha!” I snorted. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

I knew I could’ve been fucking that face if I was better. She wanted it! How did I screw up? Should I have asked for her number? No, I needed to be even more direct.

“Want to fuck?” I imagined a confident alpha version of myself just telling her how it was, taking her hand, and bringing her home to plow. Who cares about some dog? She never cared about it too. It was just a pretense and I was too stupid to notice.

The way things went, she was the one more likely to bring me to her place. I imagined Jessica pushing me up against the wall and smiling as she asked, “Want to stick your dick between these tits?”

“Argh!” I groaned and shut off the game. Of course I do! And the idea of her aggressively coming on to me to get fucked was somehow even hotter.

I had to fuck her. She wouldn’t leave my head until I drenched her with cum and fucked every hole she had. I had to punish her for not leaving my mind. I couldn’t even concentrate because of her. What, just because she has big tits she thinks she can do whatever she pleases? I searched up porn on the internet, my dick already hard while I looked for any woman who resembled Jessica.

Finding a similar body wasn’t supposed to be the difficult part. Most of her exaggerated shapes were all in my imagination to begin with. “Voluptuous blonde with big tits” wasn’t exactly a niche search. But even that proved more challenging than I would’ve thought.

No, she wouldn’t have such plastic tits. I flipped to the next video. A half-assed boob job was an insult to Jessica. She’d have a great pair, indistinguishable from natural ones. The personality was all wrong. Jessica wasn’t the submissive one to get on her knees just because she was a little horny. And the porn acting was just unbearable. The voice and mannerisms were all off. As for the face—I had no hope there to begin with. I remembered her too well.

“Argh,” I groaned while I stroked my hard dick to the memory of Jessica more than to the porn I tabbed and scrolled through. The more I thought of her the more vivid she got, and the less hope I had of finding her or anyone similar to her naked, bent over, and with a cock up her ass.

I was better off looking up videos where the woman’s face was hidden from the camera. It made it much easier imagining slapping her big tits for being such a nuisance for me right now… To lick them and suck them, and play with one tit while sucking another.

She was the type of a woman who’d do much more than just let me suck her tits. She’d get off on it! She’d watch me do it and start leaking—just watching me would stimulate her just as much as feeling my lips and tongue on her nipples.

“Ah…” I breathed out as my imagination went on and on. The way she looked at me when she stood over me. I couldn’t get that downward look out of my head. I’d recognize it anywhere. I had seen it too many times before. And the fact that I finally saw it in real life, and directed at me? No wonder regular porn didn’t cut it when it came to Jessica!

I closed my online surfing and instead went to my special hentai collection on my computer. I had plenty of videos to choose from. So many of my favorite videos had that certain scene at one point or another: the one where a busty woman stood tall and got off on watching a horny bitch in heat suck her off, and it wasn’t the tits that she had her mouth full of. The dominant woman had a giant cock between her legs, and she grinned while her submissive female toy succumbed to her base nature. The video wouldn’t end until the submissive woman begged to be impregnated.

It was always so similar. The women pretended to be disgusted, at first, but as soon as they grew cocks between their legs, they started thinking as men do: thinking with their cocks, driven by a desire to inseminate every fertile young woman within their reach.

They couldn’t help themselves. And as the cocks multiplied, they fucked each other raw like animals. It was no longer possible to tell what gave them more pleasure—getting fucked or fucking the next young slut into submission until she grew a cock too and on and on it went.

“Oooahn!” the two women moaned, hugging each other on the floor, their tits squashed together while the blonde futanari held their hips together and plowed both of them at the same time with her two giant futa cocks. However, her dominant position did not last. At the end of the episode, she too was put in her place and got her ass rammed with a cock so thick that it made her eyes roll while she came with her ass and cocks at the same time.

“That’s right, get fucked!” I groaned while I watched the perverted animation and masturbated, imagining that I was the one fucking Jessica’s futa body from behind while she moaned like a slut and shot cum everywhere.

I imagined myself in that orgy. Fucking them. Making them cum with their cocks and pussies. It had to feel incredible. Women are so sensitive that they can cum over and over with their pussies, one orgasm after another without a moment’s rest. That’s why women are so insatiable that they can get gangbanged by five cocks at once before they even start approaching exhaustion.

If I could combine all those pleasures together if by some accident I was just like them, would I lose myself too? If I was a horny futanari girl, horny out of my mind, and I saw Jessica standing over me with a giant hard cock pointing straight at my face, would I be unable to resist sucking her off? Would my female brain take over? Or would I fuck her from behind and make out with her while some other futa sucked her off?

Would I Bend Jessica over and fuck her until she came in some tight futa mouth and then cum in that mouth too until her mouth was full and her face sticky? Would I drive Jessica to her knees and make them kiss and cumswap, and share that thick bounty? I knew the truth: I wouldn’t have to make them. They may have been futa women, but they were still women—they couldn’t help but crave cum. When in heat their tongues would move on their own—driven lick and swallow cum like good little sluts.

“UOAH!!” I groaned as I blasted cum all over the many tissues I had prepared while I imagined Jessica on her knees with her mouth open, stroking her cock to orgasm while she caught my load and greedily swallowed it all.

“Haah…” I breathed heavily while my heart pounded in my chest. My cock throbbed while I drenched the tissues; in my mind I still watched Jessica licking her sticky lips clean with that same smile that she used to captivate me.

It took me a minute to collect myself. I couldn’t remember the last time I shot so much cum that I needed several more tissues just to stop the mess from spreading. But that indulging session did calm me down enough for Jessica to stop dominating my mind for a moment. I was right after all: all I had to do was fuck her good and fill her mouth with cum to remind her of her place.

Satisfied, I cleaned up and spent the rest of the evening snacking, downing can after can of soda, and playing games well into the night. Only after I was on the verge of passing out right in front of my screens despite the bright stimulation did I call it a night.

As I stumbled into bed, I saw on my sheets the black card I had completely forgotten about. I picked it up while telling myself I should just throw it out. But instead, I thought back to the moment Jessica handed me the card and vividly heard her ridiculous words in my head.

Why am I even indulging this? I asked myself. Was I always this agreeable when sleepy? Or was this some festering desperation that masked itself as an easy-going curiosity? If I refused to take her words seriously, why didn’t I throw out her card at the first opportunity? Something to remember her by? My rational brain loudly protested how stupid it was.

What are you doing? I asked myself while I put the black card under the pillow. And why not? If this is so stupid, then I lose nothing by trying. … I pushed down any logic I still had within me and loudly said, “You want a “lewd one”? Fine! For at least one night I wish to turn into a busty futanari and fuck Jessica in every way imaginable! Make her unable to resist my dick. And make her grow a dick of her own so that she can lose her mind when she orgasms with both her dick and pussy!”

“Lewd enough for you?” I asked Jessica even louder. Obviously, I got no reply. So stupid, I thought while I put my head on my pillow. But even while I slowly fell asleep my perverted wish kept vividly playing itself out in my head over and over, in all imaginable ways.

Even if I didn’t really want it, the thought of trying out futa-on-futa sex seemed perversely erotic. Probably because I knew something like that would never happen was the reason that I so easily indulged those private, shameful fantasies.

And among those lustful fantasies of a drifting mind what my pervert’s brain couldn’t reconcile was that one thought: if both of us were irresistible futanari women in heat, with giant, throbbing dicks between our legs—which one of us would succumb to her female nature first and drop on her knees to suck?




Chapter 3

I yawned almost as soon as I woke up, even before I opened my eyes. For the first minute, I couldn’t even tell if I was rested or not and toyed with the idea of just sleeping despite the light that fought the curtains on my windows. That’s what I get for playing games until the early morning, I told myself while I gathered the strength to move.

It wouldn’t have mattered how long I slept. I knew I just had to force myself to get up. If I tried to sleep even more, I’d be drowsy the whole day anyway and only screw up my sleeping schedule even more.

With that said, it wasn’t easy to force myself out of bed. My chest felt heavy, making it more difficult to breathe while my entire body felt even more out of whack than usual. Just propping myself off the bed felt twice as difficult as I was used to. Is this what they mean by “not feeling like I’m in my own skin”?  I asked myself. I should cut down on junk food for a couple of days.

“Whoah!” I cried out in an unusually high pitch when I nearly fell over while getting on my feet. “What the hell? I wasn’t drinking so why is my balance all off?”

The only part of my body that behaved as usual was my reliable morning wood which shook from side to side with my every move. “At least that guy seems unaffected,” I chuckled.

With my morning wood as an anchor to regularity, and still half-asleep, I finally managed to rise to my shaky feet and stumble unevenly in the direction of my bathroom to wash my face and finally wake myself up.

When I passed the mirror of my closet my mind didn’t even register what it glimpsed through the corners of my eyes. Why would it? It was too unbelievable, just remnant delusions from last night’s depraved dreams.

It took me splashing my face with cold water and looking at my reflection over the sink for my mind to suddenly ring alarm bells in my head that something was very, very wrong.

“Ah!?” I let out a girly gasp when I saw a young woman in the reflection of my mirror where my face was supposed to be. It wasn’t even a loud, high-pitched gasp like the one in those quirky anime or comedic TV shows. I was too stunned to muster such energy into my voice.

The young woman in the mirror stared right back at me. She had big green eyes, straight, shoulder-length hair in many shades of blue and purple, a cute little nose, and a delicate, thin feminine face. She so closely resembled one of the girls I saw in yesterday’s hentai, unable to hold in her moans while countless cocks brought her to do the best orgasm of her life.

I shook my head to rid myself of those thoughts and the girl shook her head with me. Unlike in yesterday’s video, she wasn’t moaning yet and her face wasn’t flushed from pleasure.

“C-can’t be,” that cute girl in the mirror said. It was surreal to see that anime face reimagined in real life. Those pristine, blemish-free features of a girl who moaned in ecstasy before her face was covered with sticky white.

I touched my face, and the woman in the mirror touched hers. Her long fingers were much thinner than mine, and her nails were painted red, something which I would never do. And yet, when I looked at my hands, I saw those same thin fingers with painted nails that the young woman had.

“Impossible,” I uttered and did not recognize my girly voice. The mirror woman’s lips moved with my lips. Each of my actions she repeated without a moment’s delay.

I could not even begin to imagine an explanation for what was happening. In my stunned amazement, I must have set a new record for myself for how long I could look at a naked woman’s face without sneaking in a single glance at her breasts.

And in my peripheral those big soft hills slowly but surely demanded more and more attention from my mind, begging to be stared at. I finally dared look at her giant breasts directly. Those full breasts, perky and in their prime before years of passionate bouncing could take its toll.

My perverted mind was instantly overcome with the desire to see those pink nipples swing with wide arcs while I ravaged this body with my dick. Those nipples were already hard with excitement. If I could just—

I looked down and saw those same heavy tits on my body. No wonder I struggled to breathe!

What passed for a “medium” size in anime was impressively huge by any reasonable metrics in real life. And thus, the big boobs in anime were fuckably big here. And on such a modest figure with thin arms and a narrow waist... It was truly impressive how hard those breasts fought against real-life gravity even without an industrial-grade bra to prop them up.

It grew impossibly hard to resist my urges to feel up these breasts that were within my reach. But even though these breasts were so clearly attached to my body, my arms hesitated to obey the lewd part of my mind. My hands shook even while I slowly lifted them. Why am I hesitating?

I looked into the mirror again and stepped back to better see the young woman’s body down to her waist. Her fit stomach widened to her hips, forming a highly desirable hourglass figure. And with not even a hint of excess fat anywhere in sight, it was the absolute prime of her feminine beauty.

Even so, I didn’t know who this woman was standing in front of me. At best, she resembled a woman from a hentai. A sexual object of my desires. And my first instinct was to feel her up? But if that woman’s body is my body, then it’s not wrong to grope those breasts, is it? Of course not! It’s my body, I can do what I want!

That’s when it hit me. I wasn’t hesitating because it was wrong to grope a woman’s breasts. I hesitated because I had to confess to myself that the moment that I realized that I was in a hot woman’s body I wanted to grope myself and only grew more aroused by the idea.

My breathing quickened while my trembling fingers slowly approached those big, perky hills. Am I really doing this? I asked myself but did not stop the advance of my fingers. My mind feigned resistance even though I already knew that I wouldn’t stop. Are my nipples hard from the cold? I wondered just moments before the tips of my fingers reached them.

“Ahn!!” I cried out when a shock ran through my body. But rather than being painful, that sudden sharp sensation made me want to continue. It came from my nipples! Before I even knew it, my fingers twirled around both my nipples. I tilted my head back as I gave in to this pleasant sensation that assaulted my brain and made me unable to hold back my moans.

I should stop, I tried to tell myself. I need to stop! But I didn’t. For some reason I had the body of a stunningly sexy woman, but rather than be in horrific terror and searching for a remedy, I just kept on playing with it like it was a new toy for me to try out.

Slowly but surely, I let my fingers run across my breasts with increasing brazen confidence. What only a few seconds ago was a timid press into the soft fatty flesh was now shameless groping and clawing which made my entire body heat up. That was when I finally realized that.

I just hadn’t put the two and two together. How could I possibly? I was already too overwhelmed by the transformation. My perplexed brain just couldn’t compute the full extent of my extraordinary situation. When I stood back from the mirror, I only saw my female body down to my belly in the reflection. And when I looked down, I couldn’t possibly see anything past my giant breasts even if they did stop being the focus of my heart-racing curiosity.

But now that my arousal awoke with raging fury, my other senses let me know the magnificent, unbelievable truth which I had neglected for far too long: I had an erect, hard cock between my soft female thighs.

I pressed my fatty breasts to my body and tilted forward to get a better look. “Unbelievable,” I gasped while I stared at that veiny, throbbing staff. Did cocks always look so improperly impressive? I wondered but then I shook my head, trying to regain my senses. What the hell is wrong with me!?

But despite my self-criticism, I could not resist looking at it again. Why is it so much bigger? I felt some frustration build up. My entire body turned into that of a woman, but this body had a cock much bigger and manlier than the one I had when I was fully a man! Not fair!

I looked back at my reflection. Such a sexy beauty stood in my bathroom. Her breasts looked divine, felt incredible, and I simply could not hold back from touching myself down there too.

“Ahn!” I moaned in a girly voice as soon as I touched my cock. Why did I even try to hold back? I could not come up with a single good reason. That one touch was enough to break me. And I no longer even considered stopping.

It was so satisfying to finally stroke my cock, even just a little. The pleasure spread through my body and rewarded me for my indulgence, reassuring me that I did the right thing and encouraging me to keep going.

The nipple in my fingers grew out even more, turned as hard as my cock, made me want to pinch it even more, and sent happy shocks through my breasts when I did so.

“Oahn!” I moaned louder, giving in to the pleasures of both a woman and a man. I felt the full weight of my breasts as my breathing quickened and the muscles on my back had to work just to lift those heavy sacks up a few inches.

Meanwhile, I felt something wet slide down my inner thighs. Did I just cum? I wondered and looked down. True, a drop of precum already formed at the tip of my tingling cock, but that could not have been responsible for the strange stream of wetness sliding down my thighs.

Reluctantly, I parted my hand from my dick and sent it lower to explore. With bated breath, I guided my hand beneath my hard dick and full balls and was stunned to feel something that could not have possibly been there. Not together with a dick, not in real life. No way!

“Hnh!” Just the lightest touch with a single finger was enough to make my entire body tremble. And that sensation overwhelmed my mind with a desire to push that finger in. So wet…

“Enjoying yourself?”

“Whaah!?” I screamed, jumped in place, lost my balance, and fell on my naked ass on the bathroom floor.

“Ouch,” I rubbed the soft cushion that took the brunt of the fall, looked up, and gasped when saw a certain familiar tall blonde standing over me. She wore that same lewd Christmas dress with a massive cut-out cleavage which I thought I caught a glimpse of back in that parking lot. It really was as magnificent as I remembered. This time she had a thin red jacket over her shoulders, but what truly mattered was that her smile was the same as the one I saw when she stood above me for the first time.

“Y-You…” I stammered. How did she get into my apartment? Why is she here? Why is she wearing that? Why is she showing off so much cleavage? Stop staring!!

“Merry Christmas!” Jessica said cheerfully while keeping her hands in the pockets of her coat.

I was at a complete loss as to what to say or what to think. As seconds passed, I finally managed to say, “T-Thank you... You too!”

It wasn’t even out of politeness or because it was the right thing to say. The silence got uncomfortable, and I needed more time for my brain to catch up to this development. First, I transform into a futanari, then she suddenly shows up out of nowhere… Ah!

“You know who I am?” I asked, finally remembering that I looked nothing like the version of myself that she met at the parking lot.

“Of course!” Jessica laughed. “It is your apartment, isn’t it? And you made the wish with my card.”

So, it is her doing! “How?”

“The simplest way to explain it would be to just say: magic!” Jessica emphasized that word by pulling out her hands and opening them wide, facing me. Along with widening her eyes, she imitated spell casting like someone would do if they tried to scare a child.

But, even if subtle, her smile never vanished completely. Jessica certainly looked like she was enjoying herself. And she didn’t seem at all bothered by my nakedness or my body’s supernatural form. My body…

“Just to be clear, you’re the one who did this to me?” I asked to confirm.

“Yes,” she stretched out the answer, giving me time to decide on the follow-up.

“How do I turn back to normal?”

“Do you want to?”

“…”

It wasn’t like I wanted or didn’t want per se. I wasn’t sure what I wanted. Just a few minutes earlier I certainly didn’t mind checking out this body. And it didn’t take me long to start enjoying it. But after I got my rocks off, wouldn’t clarity take over?

“I can’t just suddenly look like a completely different person,” I said. “As if anyone would believe that it is me. As far as the world would be concerned, Ash suddenly just vanished without a trace? My work. My friends. I couldn’t even stay here.”

“Is that what you’re truly worried about right now?” Jessica asked and started unbuttoning her Christmas coat.

“Of course! It’s m-my life we’re talking about here,” I said but my words trailed off while my eyes were glued to her long fingers, following carefully her every move. With each unbutton, I saw more and more of her voluptuous naked body, and no matter how I tried to hide my cock beneath my thighs, I felt how hard it was. I saw in her eyes that she knew that secret all too well.

Just then, I thought I saw her coat move a little, just at her groin. Could it be? It took me several seconds to realize how blatantly and shamelessly I stared between her legs. I looked up at Jessica and was caught red-handed with a piercing gaze.

“Lucky for you then, that this wish will only last for a day,” Jessica said, and her fingers paused just as she was about to undo the button at her waist. “A once-in-your-lifetime Christmas miracle before you return to the life you so fear to abandon.”

I barely even listened to what she said. I watched with anticipation her undo the last button and let her coat part like curtains unveiling what I suspected all along: a big cock attached to her divine womanly body. Bigger than mine, but how could I expect anything else? Her breasts were bigger too, she was taller than me, and the way she looked at me, standing tall and proud above me while I hid my cock between my legs like a coward…

“Unburdened from your worries about tomorrow, knowing that you can experience this only once, and with a guarantee that nobody will ever know, what will you do?”




Chapter 4

“Nobody will ever know.” Jessica’s words repeated in my head over and over again, and to the rhythm of her voice, I let my aching cock out from beneath my thighs. Still on the floor, I started stroking my needy cock in Jessica’s full view and watched her reaction. I half-expected Jessica to laugh or leave. Maybe I hoped that was what she’d do because then I wouldn’t have to answer to a certain thought that rang louder and louder in my head.

But Jessica did not walk out. She continued to stand in my bathroom and watched me stimulate my erection. She knew I was stalling and waited for me to make up my mind.

“D-Do you want to suck it?” I finally asked Jessica with the nervousness of a virgin.

“I could,” she nodded a little and took a step toward me. Her big dick swayed, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off it. Another step; she was so much closer now. One more step; her cock was too close. I could’ve reached it if I wanted to.

Why did it seem to be inviting me? Was it my female body that yearned to touch it? A real-life futanari’s real, hard dick. I finally saw that Jessica too had a pussy hidden beneath her mighty assets. She’s a woman too. I told myself. If we both want it, is it wrong for us to play with each other’s bodies a little?

If it’s not wrong for me to stroke my cock while looking at my reflection and fantasizing about the woman in my reflection getting fucked, is it wrong to do the same with Jessica? Would my hand even wrap around it?

Finally, I managed to get my eyes off her cock and looked up, past Jessica’s heavy breasts just as she asked, “Are you sure that you want me to do the sucking?”

“Nobody will ever know,” I told myself again while my body moved on its own. I rose to my knees, still slowly stroking my cock, and with a first-timer’s nervousness approached this divine futanari’s cock with my hand.

I’m touching it! I gasped when I finally did it. She let me touch it! I marveled at Jessica’s girthy staff. With my own dick in one hand and hers in the other, I felt with my own fingers the difference between us. My fingers just barely wrapped around the head of her dick. I tried not to move them too much; I knew it needed to be lubed if I were to stroke it. And all the while the dark eye of her cock stared straight at me, mesmerizing me.

“Your mouth is open,” Jessica let out a soft laugh.

“Ah?” I instantly closed it, but it was too late. My mouth was open, and I didn’t even realize it. My boobs rose up and down, faster as my pulse quickened.

“Why are you stopping?” Jessica asked. “You already got this far. Who are you trying to fool?”

Who? I asked myself and got my answer. There was nobody here. Only two extremely sexy futanaris who were hard for each other. I was already touching it, that real, hot futa’s dick. My lips moved closer to her dick.

But am I really doing this? There’s no going back after this. I only ever masturbated to futanaris sucking and fucking each other. Always a spectator. I could fuck her. I want to fuck her. But… Her cock was so close to my lips.

Why, when I’m in this position… Is it because I’m a futanari? But if I’m a futanari just like her, and if it’s sexy for her to suck dick... My lips were inches away from her swollen tip. I can still turn back. We could still just fuck.

I was sure Jessica wouldn’t make me do anything I didn’t want to. She wanted me to enjoy myself. To indulge myself. We can just fuck… Her sexy, voluptuous body… But if it is just for this one day, my only opportunity to find out… I knew what I wanted. As if I’d ever get another chance like this!

As soon as my lips touched Jessica’s dick all my reservations vanished without a trace. My lips wrapped around the head of her cock and enveloped it whole within a second as if they waited their whole life for this moment.

“Mm!” I heard a content moan escape my throat while my lips moved around Jessica’s mushroom. I was shocked to realize that not only did I moan barely a second after tasting dick, but I sounded so pleased too. Was this an automatic female response when she’s on her knees with a throbbing cock in her mouth?

“Use your hand too,” Jessica offered her advice, and I accepted without hesitation.

I started stroking her dick with one hand, but as I started bobbing my head back and forth along her dick, I added my second hand too as I got more and more into it. I couldn’t possibly fit the entire giant thing into my untrained mouth, so it only made sense to use both hands to service Jessica’s delicious futa dick.

It’s delicious? I caught my shameless thoughts and vividly felt just how throbbing hard my own dick was. I got hard from sucking dick! I stayed hard while I sucked Jessica’s dick! I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. My moans and sucking sounds got louder. Saliva escaped my mouth, and I ended up smearing it across the length of Jessica’s cock with my hands, making them slide faster and smoother, and it only made me salivate more as if I was rewarding us both.

“You’re not bad at this,” Jessica said, and I felt her fingers slide through my hair. “Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”

I shook my head and kept sucking, feeling pleasantly fuzzy about receiving her praise. It’s just this female futa body that’s making me like this, I told myself. My thighs are wet because this body has a pussy that leaks for cock. That’s why it makes it so irresistible to suck it non-stop. That’s why it makes my brain tingle just from the thought of submitting to it.

I watched more hours of futanari debauchery than I could care to count, but it had to be my new body that reacted in such shameless ways to Jessica’s dick, Jessica’s praise, Jessica’s everything. Anyone would feel the same if they were given a chance to be with such a woman for a night.

Why else would I feel a craving for her fingers to stay at the back of my head? Why else would I want her to push me on her cock a little, to show me how much she wants my mouth, to give me a taste of how she planned to dominate me?

“Mmh!” I moaned when I finally wrapped one hand around my aching dick. I was ashamed that I no longer used both my hands to make up for my mouth skills on Jessica’s cock, but I could not resist any longer. I had to masturbate while my mouth was full with Jessica.

“Mmm!” I moaned louder and sucked harder. Both the mental and physical pleasure were so worth it! The spiraling pleasures fed off each other and I stroked my dick harder, matching my rhythm on both our futa cocks.

“That’s what I like to see,” Jessica said, and I finally felt pressure from her hand on the back of my head. She steadily pushed my head onto her dick, and I let out an involuntary sloppy gag when her fat cock opened my jaw wider and pushed on the back of my tongue.

I barely kept my body’s gag reflex in check, but I only ended up stroking my dick faster. My pleasure skyrocketed while more lewd sounds escaped the depths of my mouth. I choked on her big dick and felt orgasmic warmth wash over me.

I didn’t have the willpower to stop. It was too stimulating too suddenly. I was too weak to do anything else but enjoy myself while I gave myself to Jessica. So wrong. It was so wrong that I’d lived all these years without this blissful experience. So good, so right. Pleasure surged through me while I got off on gagging on Jessica’s dick.

With my mouth impaled on her thick staff, my other hand moved down all on its own to multiply my pleasure even further while I gagged and salivated with tears forming in the corners of my eyes. With a strained face and a suffocating groan, while my mind tingled in all kinds of pleasant ways, I looked up at Jessica and lost myself in her entrancing blue eyes as I started shaking and moaning with her cock in my mouth while I masturbated through my sudden orgasm.

“That’s a good girl,” Jessica smiled and watched me as I shot cum all over the floor while choking on her dick. As I shot my ropes of cum, she pushed my face onto her dick even more, pushing her dick forward against the entrance of my throat.

My stomach jumped and only by some miracle did my body resist that painful rise, but my pleasure only ended up increasing and another powerful wave of pleasure surged through me. Jessica prolonged my orgasm, and I moaned with tears of gratitude in my eyes until I squeezed every last drop of cum out of my dick.

“Not bad at all,” Jessica complemented my meager, first-timer’s sucking skills. But the compliment made me smile and I let out a lewd “ghee” sound when the corners of my mouth twisted with Jessica’s girthy dick still in my mouth.

“You have potential,” Jessica added before she withdrew her hand from the back of my head and slowly pulled her cock out of my mouth.

“Pwhuah~” I let out a satisfied breath when my mouth was finally free to breathe. My head leaned toward Jessica’s hand when she let go of my head—I had already gotten used to relying on Jessica’s strength and guidance, and I felt incomplete without it.

Unlike my softening, after-orgasm dick, Jessica’s cock was still strong and primed for breeding. I expected to calm down at least a little after my orgasm, but my eyes were still glued to her asset. I was even more amazed at how much I managed to take in my mouth on my first attempt in the heat of the moment. Had Jessica asked me to service her again, I would do so without hesitation.

While her dick slowly withdrew from my lips, I saw my saliva still coating that hard shaft. A single strand hung between us until it finally snapped. Jessica would have had to explore my mouth hole deeper to extract the liquids capable of holding the connection between us longer.

“Just look at what a mess you made!” Jessica laughed and pointed to the floor. It wasn’t a mean laughter. Rather how someone would laugh at their playful puppy.

I looked at where she pointed with her finger and saw the streams and drops of white liquid that formed a puddle from my knees all the way to Jessica’s naked feet. We were still connected after all.

“Clean it up,” I heard Jessica’s voice. Eh? I looked up at Jessica. Her voice was crystal clear. And even though her tone was not commanding, it didn’t feel like a suggestion either. I looked into her eyes and saw it so clearly: she watched whether I would live up to her expectations.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked, took her cock into her hand, and brought it close to my lips. “Don’t you want more of this?”

“Ah!” my tongue instantly went out to meet her cock, but Jessica withdrew it from my reach the moment that my tongue just barely connected to it. She made her point.

I looked down on the tiled floor, at the whiteish puddle between us and took a deep breath. I hesitated, but not because I did not want to do it. What shocked me was not the fact that even I considered licking my own cum off the floor with the promise of more cock as a reward, what truly amazed me was that I found the idea perversely arousing.

“Still not sure?” Jessica asked and crouched opposite of me. She then placed the tip of her long index finger right into the thick of the sticky puddle. Her long red nail drew lines in the puddle while she slid her finger across it before she pulled her finger back up and licked the gooey white stuff off like tasting whipped cream.

“You’re missing out,” she smiled, leaned forward and kissed me. A quick smooch before our lips parted.

Our first kiss! And it wasn’t just a regular kiss. Our lips stuck together for a moment and I wondered whether it was because my lips were wet with saliva after she blessed my mouth with her dick, or because I caught a taste of the cum she had licked. I wishfully imagined it was the latter.

Jessica chuckled. I must’ve had some stupid, baffled expression on my face. Every minute she surprised me in new ways. Every minute she made me more and more hers. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to even see her in action.

Watching animated women drown each other in gallons of cum was one thing. But to see this living, breathing, hot futanari beauty lick my cum right in front of me… To see how natural it came to her. That tall commanding woman also liked cum as much as any other slut. No, she liked it far more. She was a true connoisseur.

“Let me help you a little,” she said and pushed her hard dick down to the floor. She let the tip of her cock rest in the puddle and then made slow circles in it. I watched with bated breath, my mind racing from the strong suspicion of what plans she had for me. I couldn’t even tell if I was surprised that my dick got quickly hard again while I imagined what was coming next.

I followed Jessica’s smeared cock with my eyes as it ascended from the floor. For a second, my eyes locked onto a drop of cum that fell back down, but the cock just rose along with Jessica until it was once more just above my face, once more just a few inches away from my open mouth, and once more just within reach of my stuck-out tongue.

“Ahn!” I moaned and welcomed Jessica’s cum-stained cock back into the warmth of my mouth. A peculiar warm, salty texture spread across my tastebuds, and my body’s reaction was instant. I grabbed my hard dick and started stroking it while I took Jessica’s dick deeper into my mouth and sucked it with a craving thirst.

My dick got harder and harder and I bobbed my head faster and faster as I sucked Jessica’s cock clean and imagined making her cum with my mouth and tongue. I couldn’t even tell if I loved or hated the taste. But if I hated it, then submitting to it and thinking of swallowing even more of it, made me all the more aroused.

I gave myself fully to the role of a cock-crazed futa slut, and was rewarded for it with depraved, addictive pleasure that could only be known by a stupid, submissive cum slut who cared for nothing else but giving in, getting off, and getting fucked.

I wanted to make Jessica cum. I needed to make her cum. Not for her pleasure, but to feel her cock pulsate while she filled my mouth with her hot jizz and I was forced to swallow it all just to make room for more.

Her dick was huge, there was already so little space left for anything else, I’d be forced to swallow as soon as her first rope of cum splashed across the back of my mouth, and I just masturbated more and more as I vividly imagined it.

And as all those thoughts bombarded my female brain, I realized that I could no longer taste that intoxicating salty texture on my tongue. I had run out of cum within seconds of Jessica offering it to me.

I could have never imagined what a true thirst for cum felt like. Always watching it through a monitor, jerking off to the horny futanaris while they fucked each other and drowned in buckets of cum. But to feel it myself, to lose myself to this thirst… I needed more!

Jessica pulled her cock out of my mouth and said, “Now, clean up your mess!”

My tongue hit the floor before she even finished the sentence. I couldn’t even pretend that I did it only because she told me to, and that realization of how shamelessly slutty I behaved only made me push my lips against that sticky mess on the floor even more. If I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t like it then there was no reason to hold in my moans as I slurped the cum off the floor while imagining getting fucked by Jessica’s giant cock from behind.

The strong taste of cum assaulted both my tongue and mind. I’m doing it, I’m really doing it! On the floor, on my hands and knees, my big breasts squishing against the heated floor, my ass shook while I licked it all up faster and faster.

I started masturbating again. I had to. With my pleasure building, I felt I’d cum right there all over again. That would simply give my tongue even more sperm to slurp and start the orgasmic cycle all over again.

Why not? I wondered in my frenzied thirst. It would have pleased Jessica no doubt, if I came again just from eating cum. And my orgasm wouldn’t be from massaging my hard dick, it would be from all the cum rewriting my brain and revealing to me what a cum-starved slut I was.

And while I moaned and masturbated, breathing through my mouth and nose, gasping when cum smeared across my nostrils, I felt something wet flow across my hanging balls and shaft. That wetness lubed my dick and made my massage even more pleasant. And that meant only one thing: my pussy was leaking.




Chapter 5

My body wanted to be fucked by Jessica. After coming this far, it would have been criminal not to be fucked by her while moaning my heart out. But her cock is so huge! I fantasized about Jessica’s throbbing cock while dining on cum. Could my pussy take it?

I remembered how the futanaris fucked each other in hentai. All the futa girls fell in love with big cocks within seconds of getting penetrated by them for the first time. Even when they were so huge that they bulged out their stomachs, they just moaned in ecstasy. Would I be just like another one of those girls? I hoped I would be. Would Jessica’s cock bulge me? If even just a little—

“OOAHN!?” I cried out and nearly choked on cum when a strange jolt of pain and pleasure surged through my torso from behind. It made me throw my head up and arch my back as I discovered a new womanly pleasure. A feeling I never felt before—something moving inside me, stimulating me, making me wince and squirm and moan, twisting my body to its will.

“What cute reactions,” I heard Jessica’s voice behind me.

She surprised me once more. I was stunned to realize that I was so absorbed in my cum-induced fantasies that I didn’t even notice how Jessica had moved around me and found a new way of subduing me to her will.

Could I blame her? If I saw such a sexy futa girl slurping cum on all fours and shaking her ass in need of a cock to fuck her, I couldn’t imagine myself having any restraint in such a situation.

As my mind processed these unfamiliar movements within my malleable, soft, moist place, I slowly understood what these sensations meant: I had at least two fingers inside of me. Jessica’s fingers. The dominant futa woman who gave me my first taste of cock and cum now explored the pleasure spots that I didn’t even know I had and gave me new carnal pleasures for me to get high on.

To think that I dared fantasize about her fucking me, imagined getting stirred up by her giant cock, when in reality just two fingers were enough to overwhelm me and make me sing a song of ecstasy while my hips moved to meet those fingers and get them deeper.

“You’re still not done,” Jessica said, and I instantly knew what she meant. I dropped my face back on the floor and gave myself to the womanly joys of both licking up every last drop of delicious cum off the floor like the slut that I was and getting my first taste of penetration.

Jessica’s fingers made the cum taste all the more delicious, and I knew that this was just the warm-up. Just the warm-up and I already couldn’t imagine living through today without getting her cock inside me and experiencing a woman’s true purpose: getting fucked and bred by a giant alpha cock.

“Fuck me,” I moaned out before I could stop myself. I instantly pressed my lips against the last drops to silence myself but it was too late. I already said it, I admitted it, and although I couldn’t believe that I said it out loud, I hoped that Jessica heard me and would grant me my wish.

“You think you’re ready for my cock?” she asked and I felt a sudden surge of filling, stretching pressure as she started fucking me with her fingers for real.

Jessica’s third finger stretched my inexperienced pussy and forced me into the floor while she gave me a small taste of what I was asking for. With my cheek pressed hard against the tiles that were wet with my saliva, and with a taste of cum still prominent on my tongue, I moaned louder and louder as I completely gave in to my female side.

The deeper her fingers went, the louder my moans became, the deeper I wanted her to go. I didn’t even dare to touch my dick anymore. The stimulation was too much already. I just let go and let Jessica do whatever she pleased with me, hoping that it would please her to fuck me like a whore.

“You’re leaking,” Jessica chuckled.

Of course I’m leaking! I almost screamed. I already knew I was wet!

“OAHN!” I cried out when an electric shock shot through me and I understood what Jessica truly meant: my dick was leaking.

Just a light touch of her fingers made my body spasm. She played with my dick for just a few seconds, but even those seconds were almost unbearable because she did not ease up the fingers in my pussy. I now felt clearly that she was milking me.

My body contorted from all the overstimulation my mind received when both my sexual organs were attacked in unison. But then Jessica’s thrusts eased up and she let go of my dick. After a few seconds of respite heard Jessica say, “Just as delicious as the first one.”

That sent me into a heated frenzy. I now craved to be milked by her cock. “Please fuck me!” I begged without even thinking of holding back. I moved my hips against her fingers and imagined her cock inside me.

“Please!” I begged again, even louder, when Jessica’s fingers stopped moving completely.

“Stay still,” Jessica said, and I instantly froze my hips in place.

I was amazed at how swiftly I followed her command. Despite being in heat and craving cock and with her fingers still inside me, Jessica was the one who held all the keys to my pleasure, she was the one who had the cock I needed. My only choice was to obey unconditionally and without hesitation.

“Very good,” she said, grabbed my ass, and shook it playfully as if I were her pet animal, obeying the master’s command. To my dismay, she then pulled her fingers completely out of my pussy. I tried to hold on, I clenched my inner muscles as hard as I could, but my pussy was too slippery to ever hold on to anything that didn’t want to be there.

The tears of pleasure in my eyes mixed with tears of hurtful sadness. Within seconds I was at a point where I would’ve settled even for a single finger from Jessica. But I didn’t even dare to beg anymore, fearing that too would displease her.

Jessica grabbed my ass again, and a second later I felt something round and smooth touch my pussy lips. Could it be? My heart jumped with hope, and a second later it nearly jumped through my throat when that round pushed apart my pussy lips and welcomed itself into my needy hole.

“OOahn!!” I cried out like I never did before. Jessica’s thick meat pierced me from behind and filled me up inch, by inch. The deeper it went, the thicker it got. I clawed at the floor and squirmed in all directions, but Jessica had both hands on my hips now and kept me where I belonged: beneath her and aligned dead center for the convenience of her cock.

Within seconds I was stuffed. I thought I couldn’t possibly take another inch, but Jessica slowly pushed in deeper, penetrating into new depths within me, making me gasp and moan, breaking walls I didn’t know I had, and getting me addicted to being filled to the brim. With just this single push of her cock, I already belonged to it.

My cock was throbbing, if I so much as touched it, I’d cum on the spot. But I didn’t dare touch it. I wanted to be milked. And I knew that if I held myself back, if I resisted my cock’s cries for stimulation I would be rewarded with even greater heights of pleasure.

Finally, Jessica’s push into me ceased. But she did not stop because she ran out of length of her huge cock—she stopped because I could no longer fit a single cell more of it into my virgin pussy.

“You’re ready now,” Jessica said and I felt her cock slowly withdraw back out of my pussy. My body instinctively tried to hold on to it on its own once more, but I did not willingly help my body because I knew what was coming. She said I was ready, and I agreed.

With each inch that Jessica pulled out of my pussy I was an inch closer to ecstasy. Just another inch. Just one more inch. I prayed that her cock would push back into me sooner, faster. But at the same time, I knew that if she pulled out more, her return would be that more potent.

With most of Jessica’s cock already out, I knew that her return was imminent. By the time the tip of her cock was on the verge of slipping out, her return was inevitable. Like the sun rising to its highest peak, there was no way to go but back inside.

I braced for impact, vividly imagining how divine it will feel to get thrust into again, this time faster, rougher. If it already felt this good, what would happen to me when I relived the same sensations again, but accelerated tenfold?

“YUEAAHhh!!” my questions were answered in an instant when Jessica’s cock plunged into my pussy with such speed that I felt as if she plunged her dick directly into my brain. My mind never had a chance. The reality and physical sensations of getting fucked on my knees for the very first time could only ever lead to me orgasming on the spot.

My dreams came true, and that euphoric bliss surged through my cock as I shot a fresh rope of cum and splashed it across the tiles beneath me. Drops of cum landed on my squished tits, and I just kept moaning and smiling.

More and more cum splashed on my knees and tits, and I licked my lips imagining how I’d have to clean my mess again. But that was if I did not go crazy before then because Jessica now fucked me through my orgasm in force. I moaned while Jessica fucked me into the floor and hoped she’d drive me even more insane.

“Oh, yes!! Don’t stop!!” I begged her, wishing she’d prolong my second orgasm just as she did the first one. I finally grabbed my dick and pumped it for what little cum it still had. I was desperate for more pleasure. There was no going back. I’d do anything to live through endless orgasms while sucking, fucking, licking, and swallowing. If it was Jessica, I’d let her do whatever she pleased with me.

“You really are a slut after all,” Jessica said while her thighs slapped against my wet thighs and butt.

“Yes, I am! Yes, I am!” I cried for all to hear.

“Say it!” she slapped my ass.

“I’m your slut! I’m your slut!”

“And you want my cock!”

“I do! Give me your cock!”

Jessica pulled out of me, then pulled me on my hair hard, yanking me off the ground. My mouth was open as my mind flew through the air to receive Jessica’s gift. She pulled my head further back, arching and twisting my back, and gave me the cock I begged for.

I had my mouth open to suck, but she was the one in control. Instead of letting me suck her off Jessica fucked my face. She used my pussy juices that were smeared all over her cock as a lubricant to drive her stupidly long cock deeper and deeper into my mouth.

Lewd sounds reverberated from wall to wall in my bathroom while Jessica pounded the entrance to my throat. She slammed just a tiny bit deeper with each thrust. I gagged with tears in my eyes, wondering if each next thrust would be the one that would finally break into my throat and transform me fully into the deepthroating, cock-starved slut that I was.

“Ghuugh~!!” I gurgled when Jessica’s cock suddenly pushed deeper than ever before, my jaw opened even wider, and my throat expanded expand as I finally, truly choked on Jessica’s cock for the very first time.

Oh yes!! I wanted to cry in ecstasy but could only gag because my throat was plugged. I instantly grabbed my dick and started masturbating while I suffocated on Jessica’s cock. With each passing second, I flew higher and higher on the throating, asphyxiating feeling.

I looked up into Jessica’s eyes. My vision was blurry, my eyes wet with tears, mind broken, but I knew that Jessica stared right back at me. I could only imagine what a slutty, ruined face I had. I hoped she liked it. I was hers.

“Pfuah~!” I gagged and coughed when Jessica suddenly pulled out of my mouth and let me catch my breath. But no sooner than when my lungs filled with air Jessica grabbed me and lifted me up like a doll.

Before I even knew what was happening or how I ended up in her arms, my tits pressed against hers, our hard nipples entwined, our faces mere inches apart. I instantly closed the gap and kissed her like I never kissed any woman ever before.

I was starved for Jessica’s lips and tongue just like moments before I was starved for her cum. Completely in heat, I thrust past her open lips, and we let our tongues dance while our hands were all over each other’s hot bodies. High above the floor and in her arms, I wrapped my legs around Jessica’s waist and interlocked them behind her back so that we would never be parted again.

Jessica reciprocated my affection by spreading my thighs apart and thrusting her cock into my pussy once more. I moaned into her mouth and she ate my feminine moans, fucking each and every one of them out of me only to instantly devour them all as they came. I wanted to be devoured by her. I wanted to devour her.

The walls moved around us, or so I thought. Jessica fucked me while she walked out of the bathroom. I didn’t care where she took me. As long as her cock remained inside me, I would not have stopped kissing and rocking my hips against her cock no matter whether if she carried me to the edge of the world or to a full arena to televise our lovemaking to the entire world.

“Hah!” I gasped in surprise when our lips suddenly parted and for a brief moment, I was weightless, flying through the air in slow motion. I looked at Jessica’s voluptuous figure as it went beyond my reach and the distance between us increased in a slow, dream-like way.

I had my legs locked! I remembered as I fell. Why did I let go!? I was too reliant on her, too fucked to hold on. Jessica admired me as I slowly fell and her smile put me at peace as my slow-motion flight continued.

But gravity was inescapable and I could not float in the air forever. As if the tape was rewound and fast-forwarded my short flight turned into a rapid descent from the moment our lips parted until I landed on my bed and bounced up and down on the springs.




Chapter 6

My tits still shook from my landing when Jessica got on the bed and on her knees stood over me. Tall, beautiful, sexy. Even though she had a cock Jessica was a truer woman that any I knew. Or was it because of it?

That cock gave Jessica the insight into all worldly pleasures and intimate knowledge of all the countless ways to please me. And though my own cock had been hard from being used and treated like a slut, it now remained hard because I wanted to fuck this busty blonde futanari.

“You want this?” Jessica asked and moved her heavy balls aside to show me her smooth pinkish pussy lips. She used her fingers to part those lips and show the pink that hid her pleasure cave. My cock twitched with a painful ache and desire to fill that cave with cum.

Jessica laughed at my reaction and moved forward until she was directly over my cock. No way! My heart jumped as I watched her heavy tits descend closer to me, along with the rest of her body until my cock touched the juicy wetness of pussy.

“Hnah!” I groaned. Jessica’s pussy! Her pussy! A woman’s pussy! A futa’s pussy! My cock ached and tingled from the gentle, tantalizing massage performed by Jessica’s pussy while she rocked her hips back and forth, letting the remaining cum on my cock and her pussy juices mix.

Jessica’s big, heavy cock rocked to the movements of her hips, and I wanted to fuck her into an orgasm just like she did to me and milk her cock for all of her thick cream just like milked me so many times already. I wanted to be the one to make her feel the bliss that I felt.

“Heh,” Jessica’s smile was that of a predator. She grabbed my hands by the wrists, pinned them at my hips, and descended onto my cock.

“Ohh!” I groaned again when Jessica’s pussy enveloped the aching, swollen head of my cum-stained cock.

It was abundantly obvious that Jessica was experienced. The way she carried herself, the ethereal aura around her… Her body looked like it’d been frozen in the prime of her twenties, yet I wouldn’t have been surprised if she turned out to be ageless, traveling the world for centuries.

Over such a long life it would have only made sense that Jessica conquered hundreds—no—thousands of men and women who fell for her charms and needed her as desperately as I did. And yet, Jessica’s pussy was as tight as I’d imagine a virgin’s would be.

Her pussy wrapped around my dick, snuggled it tightly, and massaged every cell, every veiny bump of my dick. As if her pussy had a mind of its own, it kissed my dick with its hot, sloppy lips and took it in deeper, multiplying my pleasure by the second with its moving, morphing tight muscles. I would’ve cum on the spot had Jessica not milked me several times in advance.

Did she account for this too? I was amazed at how multi-layered her treatment of me was. Every step was planned, all so that I could obliviously enjoy my time with her. All that was required of me was to indulge and do as I desired, but it was all under her guidance. As long as I submitted to her, I got what I wanted and so much more.

“Ohhn!” I moaned louder while Jessica rocked her hips and rode me. Even now, I wasn’t fucking her—she was fucking me. Riding me however she pleased and driving me insane in the process.

The look in her eyes… It was almost as if she got more satisfaction from tormenting me and overloading my mind with womanly pleasures than from the physical act of having sex with me. And if my new, virgin pussy was even close to being as tight and pleasant as Jessica’s… She fucked such a pussy and was able to hold back from cumming? I was in disbelief. Her willpower is on a whole different level!

While I counted all my lucky stars for the blessing of having sex with this ultimate woman, my eyes darted up and down, checking out Jessica’s whole body: her stomach, red lips, the way her wide hips moved, the way her wavy hair danced like water. But over time, my bias showed as my eyes lingered increasingly blatantly on Jessica’s cock that kept aiming at my face while she rode me.

If only I’d be able to reach it with my lips and suck that dick while she rode me! I liked my lips while I fantasized. If I could make her cum with my cock and feel her pleasure pulsating in my mouth—it would be the ultimate pleasure.

Unfortunately, even though Jessica put any male or female porn star to shame, she also still had my wrists pinned, and her cock remained painfully out of reach on the other side of the soft hills that were my breasts, even as I subtly tried to reach for it with my salivating mouth.

“What are you doing?” Jessica laughed, bringing to my attention just what exactly I was doing.

“Ahn?” I realized that I was literally and blatantly reaching for Jessica’s swinging cock with my tongue, stretching my neck while she rode me. Maybe if she did not hold my arms down, maybe if my big tits weren’t in the way I might have just barely reached it. Even when called out for my shamelessness, my thoughts were only of how to get her cock in my mouth again.

“You want my load that badly?” Jessica smiled.

“Yes!” I admitted instantly and kept my mouth open, showing her where I wanted it.

“Very well. You can have it. If you make me cum before I make you cum,” Jessica said and let go of my wrists.

“Ahn!” I instantly grabbed Jessica’s dick and started stroking it with both hands, jerking her off and keeping her cock aimed at my mouth.

But Jessica wasn’t idle either: she moved her hips with figure eights, squeezing my dick from different angles with every move. The uneven, unpredictable, evolving pressure made it that much harder for me to resist blowing my load inside her.

But I had to resist. It was the only way for me to finally, truly taste Jessica. And if I somehow made her cum… Someone like me bringing such a woman to orgasm… My dreamlike fantasies took over and corrupted my willpower. Was it also “willpower” to do everything in my power to make a hung futanari orgasm and blow her load in my mouth?

I salivated while I jerked Jessica off with both hands. One at a time, I put my hands in my mouth and smeared that saliva with my tongue across the length of the palm of my hand, lubing it with my thirst to stroke Jessica even more passionately.

My dick throbbed inside Jessica while I licked the hands that serviced her cock. My desire to fulfill my perverse fantasies grew like wildfire, and I started thrusting my hips with some semblance of sentient intent.

I did not know how long we’d been on our bed, but I slowly got a sense of Jessica’s reactions: which of my particular motions made her dick twitch, which of my thrusts elicited audible sighs from the divine futanari who rode me. The fact that she had yet to orgasm even once finally started to work in my favor.

Had I been smarter, I would have realized that even this was planned by her. Someone as clueless as me in these matters needed hints bigger than signposts. Jessica saw how much it pleased me to please her and see her body react to my amateurish service.

Soon, the throbbing of the cock in my hands became unmistakable. I had felt it before too many times to count, even if it was only my inferior dick. My heart pounded violently against my ribs while I vividly imagined seeing and tasting the juice of my labor, and I counted the seconds until the ultimate eruption.

“If you make me cum in the next minute, I’ll fuck you until you’re unable to think anymore,” Jessica gave me an additional challenge.

!!! Make her cum!!! A single thought now dominated my mind on repeat the same way that I wanted Jessica to dominate me. Jessica’s words cranked the dial of my need to make her cum to fucking twenty.

My body moved with the vigor of a thousand sex-starved addicts. I thrust my hips up and down, fucking Jessica’s pussy at an angle toward me, pounding her pussy walls, searching for that pleasure button that every woman had, the pleasure button that Jessica so expertly used against me.

And while my dick worked over Jessica’s squelching pussy, I grabbed my breasts and wrapped them around Jessica’s cock. It didn’t even register in my mind how absolutely ginormous her cock had gotten to not only come within reach of my breasts for a tittyfuck but to even have its head stick out from beneath my tits. All that my mind could register was that her cock was close and that meant sticking out my tongue and watching it swell under the rising pressure of my reward within it.

For me, cumming was not an option. Failing to get Jessica off was not an option. I wagged my tongue while I rubbed off her hot cock with my sloppy tits that were already lubed with my cum and spit from my earlier bathroom adventures. I moved my hips like a bunny in heat, fucking into Jessica at such an angle that I could no longer tell if I fucked her pussy or her dick.

Make her cum!!! Kept repeating in my head and I kept fucking her dick while jacking it off with my tits, feverishly doing everything in my futa power to finally taste Jessica’s cum and finally go through the culmination of futa-on-futa action as an active, cum-crazed participant.

I felt Jessica’s cock grow hot between my tits. With each thrust through them, that cock moved closer and closer to my mouth. I stretched my neck and tongue. So close! I fucked Jessica harder. Fucked her dick into me and I reached for it with my tongue.

Touched it! I almost came from the excitement but kept fucking Jessica. With each thrust her cock moved closer and closer as it grew larger and larger. My tongue and her cock were soon inseparable. Then her cock touched my lips. I wrapped my lips around it and fucked her cock into my mouth.

I’m sucking her while fucking her! My mind was on fire. I kept her cock wrapped in my tits and encouraged Jessica to rock her hips and fuck both my tits and lips and fuck further into my mouth while I jackhammered her pussy and cock until my lips enveloped the head of her swollen cock, Jessica thrust forward, deeper, and froze in place, inside my mouth.

“Mmmm!!!” My eyes went wide open and I whimpered like a bitch as her cock pulsed in my mouth and Jessica’s first hot wave blasted across the depths of my mouth and filled it to overflowing with her hot seed.

Pump after pump, she filled me rapidly. I swallowed as diligently as I could, but I could not keep up with Jessica’s intensity and ended up gagging and snorting as I let her cum escape through my nose and the corners of my lips until Jessica took pity on me and pulled out.

“Pthuahhh~!” I gasped, choking on cum while Jessica kept unleashing more ropes of her seed and splashed it all over my face. Sticky, messy, barely able to see, I still held on to her cock, kept stroking it, and kept my mouth open wide for Jessica to use me as her cum dumpster.

I could not tell how many times she stained me. I caught as much as I could in my sloppy mouth, though her shots were too copious to catch them all even if I wasn’t still coughing up her previous loads.

Jessica’s cum got in my hair, it was still up my nose, cum poured down between my tits, my arms were sticky, and my left eye was glued shut. Yet all I did was try and swallow as much as I could while it was still hot and fresh.

I loved to be ruined and marked by her. That demeaning feeling of being claimed by a dominant sexy futa was intoxicating. And it only made sense. I swore my undying loyalty with my body, and her cum marked her territory to ensure that no other futa touched me and I was only for Jessica’s use.

“Pthuah~~!” I moaned as I let go of Jessica’s cock and started licking her cum off my hands. She had much bigger loads than me, but she did give me an opportunity to avoid making a mess. It was my fault for not being a proper cum-eating slut and drinking it all up while I had the chance. It was my fault that I now had to clean my face with my fingers.

And while I licked her thick cum off my hands, I came to realize that even if I learned to swallow her entire load without letting it spill, I would probably still end up making a mess on “accident” to better savor her potent seed.




Chapter 7

“I’m surprised you didn’t cum,” Jessica said and leaned in for another kiss. Once more we passionately exchanged our affection and fluids, but this time I had plenty cum to share with Jessica. Her cum. And I made sure I had plenty on my tongue when I moved it into her mouth.

I too was surprised that I managed to restrain myself and avoid a climax. Perhaps I was too absorbed in the gratification of my desires, but what did it matter? When I was cumswapping with Jessica, nothing mattered at all.

“But it’s good,” Jessica said after she pulled away from my lips and swallowed. “It will make the final act so much more amazing for you.”

“Final act?”

“I did promise you a reward, didn’t I?”

Before I could answer, Jessica flipped me over and yanked my hips up. I gasped with the most submissive female tones my body could muster. I instantly realized what this final act was. My feminine body knew. I stuck my ass out higher, tingling with anticipation. My pussy leaked for another pounding, but my body knew the true hole that had to submit itself when in the presence of a woman like Jessica.

This was inevitable. The moment that my lips touched Jessica’s cock for the very first time I sealed my fate. No, it was before that—when I studied myself in front of the mirror. If I had any doubts, any semblance of self-control or shame, I could have prevented this. Instead, I started fantasizing before I even fully confirmed the extent of my transformation.

“P-Please…” I muttered while Jessica applied a fresh coat of my pussy juice on her cock and brought it to my ass.

“Be gentle?” Jessica chuckled.

“Be rough,” I said even quieter and hid my face. What am I saying? But I knew that I just had to experience it fully—the complete futa-on-futa domination.

Throughout all those videos a consistent story persisted—the futanaris discovered the true heights of bliss only after they’d been roughly fucked into ceaseless orgasms and turned into a drooling mess. And they were never the same.

“Hnah!” my voice trembled when I felt Jessica’s hot cock touch my wanting asshole. There’s no way it’ll fit, right?

I wasn’t sure which I preferred. Did I want it to fit or was it more arousing if she was too big for me? But it’ll hurt, I bit my lip. I wanted to be fucked by Jessica right now, but the idea that she was so big that my inexperienced hole couldn’t handle her was even hotter.

If Jessica had to force herself into me against my body’s protests, that would make her conquest of me that much more meaningful, wouldn’t it? Was there any greater submission to an alpha futa than to let her fuck me in the ass? Probably only if she was too big for my virgin backdoor, but then she took it anyway.

I clawed into the sheets when Jessica pushed into my ass. No amount of willingness or lubricant could make my sphincter open up right away. But despite all that, even though Jessica was too big, even though she pushed into a hole far too small and far too inexperienced, my body welcomed the penetrating pain and moved my hips into her. I moved my hips into her.

Is this what it is to be a female? To willingly give my ass to a cock too big for my own good just so that I could get plowed some more? Even though it will hurt at first? Is the promise of pleasure that will make me moan in the end that irresistible? I felt my hard dick throb just from the promise of pain and pleasure. The answer was obviously “yes”. I was completely lost.

I pushed my hips into Jessica even more, and Jessica pushed into me. I bit my lips while the head of her cock slowly made its way through the barriers of my resistance. She was too big, I was a debauched, addicted, pleasure-craving idiot for doing this, but I couldn’t even dream of stopping myself.

I couldn’t even write it off on my arousal after being stopped on the verge of my third orgasm. As much as I wanted to orgasm once more, I wanted Jessica’s cock in my ass more. I was a stupid slutty futa moaning for an even bigger futa’s bigger cock and it was the best feeling of my life.

“Fuck me!!” I practically demanded and pushed my hips onto her cock just as she pushed into me. My desperate need for cock was finally rewarded and the head of her cock fully plopped into my ass, pushing through the sphincter of my ass and into my mind, fucking it up forever.

“Ohh!!!” I groaned as Jessica’s cock invaded me. With the thickest part in, the rest of her cock quickly followed and inches of hot hardness spread my ass, filling my soul with such blissful, natural fulfillment that I could not understand how I went without it for so long.

“Yes! Yesss!” I whimpered and trembled while I got filled up and taken by her cock. My own dick throbbed; I was on the verge of leaking again. I couldn’t wait to be fucked and started rocking my hips before Jessica was even fully inside.

“What an impatient slut,” Jessica laughed and slapped my bubbly ass. The wet sound reverberated through the room, and the light pain only further complimented my feeling like a whore.

She did not say that I did anything bad, I reminded myself. She did not forbid me from moving. And those thoughts allowed me to rock my hips with abandon. I fucked myself with Jessica’s cock, and lost myself in pleasure just like one of those futanaris I used to watch.

“I’m a slut! I’m a slut!” I cried without holding back as I slapped my ass against Jessica’s thighs. I didn’t even notice when I started leaking from my swinging dick. I just moaned while I fucked myself, engrossed in the sensations I so dearly missed in my life without even knowing it.

The subtle tingling in my dick—as it swung and bounced to the rhythm of my hips—was just a perfect, delightful little garnish to the main course of Jessica’s cock stuffing more and more of its countless inches inside my needy ass, and I started to see stars from that fat cock slamming into me and rearranging my insides.

The blissful filling inside my ass felt so right, so wonderful, even better than getting fucked in my pussy, even better than choking on Jessica’s dick. As far as being a submissive bitch in heat to a dominant alpha cock, nothing rivaled getting fucked in the ass while leaking from my inferior dick.

By now my dick was nothing more but a second clit, tingling from getting pounded repeatedly from the inside. I thanked all the gods for how lucky I was to experience getting fucked in all my holes. Most importantly, I thanked Jessica, loudly and without holding back.

“You’re ready now,” Jessica said, dug her fingers into my wide, womanly hips, and thrust forward into me just as my rocking motions cycled back to her.

“Ghnoooh!!!” my eyes bulged when Jessica fucked all the air out of my lungs with a single thrust. Less than a second later I rolled my eyes and started shaking. That one thrust broke something in me and I started orgasming and spurting cum out of my dick uncontrollably, moaning like a stupid bitch while I did so.

How could I have been stupid enough to think that fucking myself with Jessica’s cock was the pleasure that I lived for? A single thrust was all that it took Jessica to remind me of my true pleasure in life—to be dominated by her. Jessica robbed me of what little feeble strength I had, and I was back to being her powerless bitch, moaning for her to inseminate me.

In my ignorance, I thought that I had discovered what being ass fucked felt like, but that one thrust broke into the depths I didn’t know existed. Was her cock always so big? My mind failed to compute how deep she was. It was as if she impaled me. I could do nothing but be her moaning little cum dumpster.

“Hnuu~!” Jessica fucked a small moan out of me just by moving her cock a little. Her movement might have been small, but the length of her cock made me feel that movement throughout my entire body. Another move followed—slightly bigger, another move—slightly deeper. Jessica picked up her pace and made me moan and groan with every thrust.

Sparks flew before my blurry eyes. I had no strength, no will to do anything, but my female body tapped into its hidden reserves to further pleasure itself while living according to its submissive purpose. My fingers slowly pushed through between the damp sheets and the soft fat of my breasts until they reached my hard nipples.

I pinched my nipples as soon as I could, hard, assaulting my fucked brain even more. I wanted to fuck my brain, I wanted Jessica to fuck my brain into a stupor, and every additional sensation rewrote my brain with increasing efficiency, fucking into me the certainty that I was now and will forever be a permanent pleasure-seeking cock slut.

“Harder!” I groaned and pinched my nipples even harder to the point of pain while Jessica’s long cock rearranged my insides. Jessica’s thrusts pushed through the bends and turns within me, making the stuffing feel even more prominent while my insides took the shape of her cock wherever it went.

As Jessica increased her pace, she slowly increased her depth. Every so often she conquered a new bend within me and milked my dick a little to celebrate. I no longer could even tell if her cock was straight or twisted inside like a python.

My entire body was hers; my voice was hers; my vision doubled, but that didn’t matter because her cock made me see pretty sparkling lights. I saw Jessica’s face surrounded by fireworks that my malfunctioning brain unleashed. Each spark was another drop of cum that she fucked out of me, each new firework was a small orgasm, and Jessica’s smiling face looking down on me while she conquered my holes was seared into my mind until my dying day.

“What wonderful reactions,” Jessica groaned. I noticed her voice becoming irregular. “You were truly born for this.”

“Oh, yes!” I cried with excitement. I couldn’t have agreed more. There was no denying that I lived for this moment. Nothing would make me happier than to carry on like this for the rest of my life. But that was not the only source of my excitement.

I had recognized the change in Jessica’s breathing. I heard such gasps and groans too many times to count, and along with the changing pulsing rhythm of her giant cock within me, I knew that it signaled only one thing: the dominant futa would soon impregnate her fucked up sex toy.

Though I could not get pregnant from getting creampied in my ass, that was exactly where I wanted Jessica to fill me up—my ultimate submission to her will. And I had already tasted her thick, potent seed. If it was Jessica, I would not put it past her to be able to get my slutty body pregnant even by cumming in my ass.

I stroked my cock as I imagined getting pregnant through my ass. I wanted to cum as she got e pregnant.

“Cum inside me!” I begged Jessica while I stroked myself with both hands. I felt her cock swelling with her seed. She was about to fill me up. I stroked my cock faster. I didn’t want to miss the moment she got me pregnant. I had cum at the exact instant she got me pregnant.

“Get me pregnant!!” I cried absentmindedly, delirious as the rising pleasure from an upcoming orgasm fucked me up even more.

“What a cute toy,” Jessica laughed while she fucked my body and soul.

Though I could not see anything but pleasure and lights, I vividly saw Jessica’s smile. I was her cute little toy! I was her cumming little toy! I was mad with heat. I wanted to cum all over myself while she creampied my ass. I licked my lips while I imagined our cum both in my mouth and my ass. If only I was upside down! She’ll fuck my cum right out of me!

“Cum!! Ahn!! Cum!!” I cried and moaned like the heated cum slut that I was.

“As you wish,” Jessica said, and before I knew it, I was on my back and staring straight at Jessica’s dominating figure while she plowed my ass and slapped her sweaty thighs against mine.

She listened!! She knew!!

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!!” I repeated over and over with blissful tears of gratitude pouring from my eyes. Jessica always knew exactly what I wanted. She could read my mind with her cock. That alone drove me to orgasm.

I jerked off my cock with both hands aiming it at my mouth while I watched Jessica smile at me as her cock throbbed within me with orgasmic pulses.

“Come for me, my pretty slut!” Jessica commanded and I obeyed. As her cock throbbed, she made strong deep thrusts and her deepest thrust fucked a long, thick rope of cum right out of my cock, and shot straight between my tits and across my face.

“Aahhhnn!” I welcomed the creamy warmth that splashed on my face and tongue just as hotness shot into my depths and I felt Jessica spread her hot seed throughout my body.

Her pulsating cock forced rope after rope of cum out of my inferior dick, and rope after rope splashed on my tits, stomach, and tongue. My inferior seed could never get someone pregnant by fucking them in the ass, that’s why I just gobbled it all up and stained myself with my second-rate spunk while Jessica took what was hers and shot her breeding army where it belonged—deeper and deeper inside me.

The pulses of Jessica’s cock made my body tremble nearly as much as they made my dick twitch in my hands. Her cock was so deep inside me, I felt her hot seed right below my belly button where my fertile female womb was. I could’ve sworn I got pregnant.

I swallowed the cum that reached my mouth while my weakening dick could now only spurt cum onto my belly. I cleaned it with my hands, licked them clean, and compared the taste to Jessica’s cum. Hers was much more potent, without a doubt. She did not even need to fuck my ass to get me pregnant. I probably got pregnant the moment I swallowed her load for the first time. All it probably took was a single drop. But I wanted to be sure…

“Your cum…” I mumbled while I fantasized about ensuring my pregnancy.

“If you want to,” Jessica said and pulled out of me.

“Ghooouuhh~!!” My eyes snapped wide open when Jessica’s python suddenly started withdrawing out of me. Every inch that it vacated felt cold and empty. I could not imagine living without Jessica’s cock inside me. My insides desperately clung to it, and I could not stop them from trying even though I was the one who asked for it. Again, I was too weak to control myself.

Fucked senseless and weaker than ever, I relied on Jessica like never before. With her cock pulling out of me there was only one thing that could make me feel better.

“OOohn!!” I moaned when Jessica fully exited my gaped ass. Cold wind blew through my gaped ass, but her cum was too deep to leak out so soon, and my arms were already out and fingers twitching to receive her dick once more.

“Pnhuah~~!” I licked and worshipped Jessica’s giant meat as soon as I got my hands on it. Its head was still swollen after filling me with her seed and I could barely fit it into my mouth, but at that point, nobody could stop me. If Jessica commanded me to stop sucking her cock, would I be able to? I was glad that I didn’t have to find out.

Her cock was as hot as ever. Straight out of my ass after making me pregnant, I could taste the seed that fertilized the body which belonged to Jessica. The least I could do was lick it clean for destroying me so wonderfully and making me her pregnant bitch.

Her seed can make me pregnant! I reminded myself and I swallowed repeatedly. I had no doubt I was already pregnant just from her filling my ass, maybe even just from swallowing her load earlier, but nonetheless I kept swallowing every drop I could get just to be sure.

And even when I could no longer taste cum in my mouth I did not stop. With such a long cock she was bound to have some more within that long, thick trunk. I squeezed it with my hands and pulled it toward me while sucking at the same time to milk it to the very last drop. I even tried to deepthroat it again, but could not because I was too weak, and her cock got too big.

Even so, the gagging sounds I made pleased Jessica and I felt my reward in the form of the very last few heavenly drops that landed on the back of my tongue. I purred while I let those golden drops slide down my throat.

“That’s a good girl,” Jessica patted my head while I savored her clean cock in my mouth for a few seconds more before she pulled out. Her words had already melted my heart but then she returned to my lips and we embraced in a passionate after-sex lovemaking.

Jessica did not hold back from exploring every inch of the mouth that licked her cock clean after that rough anal. I truly felt like she enjoyed it every bit as much as I did, and for a moment I dared to dream that she loved me as much as I loved her.

I could not tell how long we kept kissing and making sweet love in my drenched bed. I kissed and sucked on her breasts, she licked clean my cock and shared with me the salty bounty. As if time stopped just for us, we enjoyed each other’s warmth. I felt at peace and as light as a feather until I fell asleep in Jessica’s arms.




Chapter 8

When I awoke, I placed my hand back on Jessica’s warm body but only found a pillow in her place.

“Huh?” I blinked while my hazy mind tried to restart itself.

“Jessica!?” I called out, but no one answered. I sat up, looked around, but saw no sign of her. My heart quickened. No! I got up and went straight to the bathroom. She wasn’t there. “Jessica!?” called out again, but to no avail.

That was when I saw my reflection in the mirror and my heart sank. I saw that same unimpressive face that I knew too well. No big tits, no wide hips, no colorful hair or delicate features. Not even a hint of the seductive persona I saw here the last time I looked.

“It was all a dream?” I asked myself, defeated. What am I even asking? Of course it was all a dream! It hurt to face reality and stumbled away from the mirror.

“What a mess,” I mumbled while walking over empty soda cans and half-emptied snack packs. My Christmas solo party was so indulgent and absent-minded that I managed to make a mess worth of five people all on my own. I hadn’t even bothered to throw out all those tissues and just left them lying about.

But with nothing to lose I still pathetically clung to the fantasy that perhaps Jessica was still somewhere here. Unfortunately, I didn’t have many rooms to check, and all too quickly ran out of all conceivable and inconceivable hiding spots within my small apartment. Jessica was nowhere to be seen.

Deflated, I fell into my chair. I dreaded the cleaning I’d have to do. I really had a party yesterday, I frowned as I looked at all the garbage and I recalled my prolonged gaming and gooning sessions.

But though I tried to concentrate my thoughts on what really happened and how I absentmindedly created this mess, my brain kept jumping from scene to scene of how I spent the morning with Jessica. Our hot, voluptuous bodies pressed against each other, how she dominated my mouth, my holes…

Stop it! It didn’t happen! I shook my head but my dick had already reacted to the memory. Pregnant? Are you stupid!? That’s when I heard something I did not expect at all: light barking coming from somewhere in my apartment.

“What in the—” was all I had time to say before I saw a familiar black pup crawl out from beneath a pile of clothes that I had lazily stacked over time in the farthest corner of my room. He ran to me with such excitement as if his master had just come home.

“W-what are you doing here?” I asked the pup while he brushed against my leg and kept wagging his tail. “N-No! Stop it! I know that you’re cute, but that doesn’t change anything. If the landlord finds out about you… Bah!”

I scratched my head. Sure, he was cute. A little too cute the way he jumped around and already wanted to play. But I can’t keep him! I argued with myself. But I can’t just throw the poor guy out on the street either!

But even if I wanted to get him to the nearest shelter, I’d still need to wait for the cover of the night to lessen the chance of running into any of the neighbors while hiding a dog under a coat or something.

I sighed and said, “Alright, alright, you’re staying here… No! Just for a bit! Stop it! … I guess I need to go buy you some food for today at least. Please keep quiet while I’m gone.”

I complained that he kept getting in my way while I dressed, I didn’t want to admit that I enjoyed the company.

“Shh!” I shushed the pup while I closed the door behind me. To my shock, he obeyed and I couldn’t hear a peep. “Damn,” it got harder and harder to deny how much it would suck to give him up.

But when I reached the lobby of my building, I saw my landlord remove the “NO PETS” sign. And he did it with a big stupid grin on his face too, as if he’d just won the lottery or something.

“Oh, hey! Merry Christmas to you~!” he told me merrily while he all but skipped past me toward his apartment.

“What in the world?” I muttered and I stood there for a solid minute, dumbfounded and wondering if I was dreaming again. I guess I’ll have a pet from now on…

I got to the store and back before I even knew it.

“You won’t believe what just happened,” I told my new pup as soon as I walked through the door. “You’ll be staying here!”

I knew he couldn’t understand my words. He was just a dog. But he certainly acted like he understood me. I crouched to pet the black pup and said, “I’ll need to give you a name. Any suggestions?”

I inspected the pup’s collar, but there still was no name written on it. However, attached to the narrow blue collar I found a familiar black card.
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[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Wish: Dommy Futa Summon

Over the years, Casey grew increasingly confused about his attractions and his desires. What started as an innocent interest in futanari hentai has led him down a path he can no longer turn from. But neither can he move forward. Futanaris do not exist. Neither can he become one. Stuck in turmoil between wishful fantasy and cruel reality, Casey's only hope lies within the pages of a magical tome containing taboo rituals.

Can Casey complete the shameful ritual required to summon the thick and hung magical futanari who could make his gender-bending wish come true? Perhaps he's just a little too into it and all too eager to give in and submit to his repressed desires.

[image: A couple of women walking  Description automatically generated]Please Stop Having Futa Sex With My Girlfriend!!! It’s Weird, Mom!

A little overworked, a little airheaded, I thought nothing of my daughter bringing her girlfriend over to our house for a week. I could never have imagined how quickly my world would spiral out of control.

[image: ]Christmas Futanari Gift

Real girls are done for. I knew this for a long time, I've been preparing. Finally, I had saved up to fulfill my life-long dream of having my very own real-life futanari wolfgirl girlfriend. And when she gets in heat...
Could there ever be a better Christmas gift than to give in to our desires and plow our submissive anime futa girlfriend under the Christmas tree?

[image: A cartoon of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Submitting to Futa Alpha

When a lonely young woman went on a Christmas hiking trip, she couldn't have possibly imagined what kind of miracles Santa had in store for her. A saved wounded wolf transformed into a voluptuous futa monstergirl, reality clashed with fantasy, and the dominant hung futa proved too skilled not to submit. Can any woman resist her body's desire for the ultimate gift from an alpha wolf?
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