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Chapter 1

I’d been stuck in a dead-end job long enough that I couldn’t remember the last time I’d genuinely felt hopeful about my life. I earned enough to survive—barely—but nowhere near enough to even pretend I was building toward the future I’d once imagined.

Had I always spent nearly every evening watching hentai and reading doujins? When was the last time I hadn’t?

I deserved some escapism, didn’t I? Some momentary relief from an otherwise gray, repetitive existence. Watching big-breasted beauties fuck orgasms out of each other, cumming into one another, onto one another—tongues slack, bodies shuddering through ceaseless pleasure, just the way I would’ve loved to fuck them into pleasure-madness myself. It never failed to feel good.

It wasn’t like I was gay or anything. I simply found sexy babes with giant tits losing themselves as they fucked each other with their giant dicks incredibly hot. That wasn’t wrong, was it? Why would it be? Other people jacked off to feet or armpits or whatever—surely I was well within my rights to enjoy what I liked.

With my life offering nothing worth mentioning while I trudged through the motions, I could at least allow myself this small comfort during the few free hours I had before going to sleep, just to wake up early again and drive through traffic toward the same soul-crushing, nowhere-going job.

And so I imagined myself fucking that big-breasted blonde futa from behind, buried deep in her pussy as I came and filled her with my cum, while she did the same to her futa friend—who moaned and came with us, her thick load splashing over her own body.

I lingered on the sight of them licking their cum off each other’s cocks, imagining that maybe, someday, some beautiful woman would want to lick my cock clean too—swallow everything I gave her with a smile, lick her lips afterward, and look at me like she wanted more.

But by then the pleasure high had already faded. I cleaned up, left with nothing but the familiar sting of shame and resentment.

Sometimes I’d catch myself thinking: would I fuck a futa—if they were real, if one ever showed up in my life.

The answer usually depended on how worked up I was… though I could hardly ever say “no” with any honesty. Why wouldn’t I indulge? In my head it was basically the perfect deal: a gorgeous, voluptuous woman, just… more. Bigger tits. Better curves. And that hungry look like she wanted it as much as I did.

Always tight. Always horny.

Tits big enough to make you stupid, but not sagging or fake—soft, natural, heavy, and still perky somehow. The kind you’d keep touching just to prove they were real.

Yeah. Sign me the fuck up.

I’d bury my face between them for hours, licking and sucking until I couldn’t think—until all I could do was rut against her, shove myself deep into her tight pussy, and empty everything I had into her.

And the fact that she’d have a dick? That just meant I’d see the moment I made her cum. No guessing. No wondering if she was just being polite. I’d know.

Was that how I ended up on a sketchy site at two in the morning, scrolling through listings with increasingly ridiculous promises?

“A charm to summon a futanari demon?” I read aloud, squinting at the description beneath a weird-looking little talisman on my screen. “How ridiculous can you get?”

I laughed—bitter, dismissive.

Then I laughed harder when I bought it.

“What am I doing?” I muttered, shaking my head as I closed the tab. And yet… the curiosity didn’t go away. If I’d already paid for the stupid thing, I figured I might as well indulge the fantasy a little longer.

I opened another tab and started browsing art, imagining what she might look like if she were to actually appear. I settled on a tanned babe with a body built to ruin my self-control. Dark hair. Blood-red lipstick. Piercings through both nipples.

Tattoos curled up her arms in sharp, wicked lines and spilled across her toned back—the mark of a demonic temptress.

The kind of woman I’d absolutely fuck, if she gave me the chance.

***

Weeks later, when the delivery finally arrived, I’d almost forgotten about that wishful, indulgent late-night purchase—until I saw the envelope and felt that familiar stab of embarrassment.

Stupid. Pointless.

If only, was all I thought before I even opened it.

Stupid. Pointless. But I peeled the package open anyway. If I’d wasted money on a “futa demon summoning talisman,” I might as well see what the damn thing looked like in my hands—before it disappointed me like everything else.

I held the opened envelope over my palm and gave it a shake. The talisman dropped out, heavier than I expected—enough that my hand dipped slightly under its weight.

I appreciated that.

Even if it was a fake trinket, at least it didn’t feel like cheap plastic. It was round and metallic, cool against my skin. Intricate. Coiling bands of metal wrapped around its face, stamped with strange symbols and tight, precise lines of writing I hadn’t even noticed when I bought it. Up close, the detail wasn’t just surprising—it was impressive. Someone had actually made this. Put real work into it.

I glanced back into the envelope and noticed a crumpled piece of paper tucked inside. I pulled it free, unfolded it, and smoothed it out with my thumb.

A single sentence, handwritten in black ink—elegant, stylized, almost too pretty to belong in something this stupid:

Before you go to sleep, focus on her, bring yourself to the edge… and choose denial. Only then will she come to you.

I blinked at it.

The blunt simplicity of it hit me a second later, and I let out a dry little laugh. The idea of indulging myself while thinking about the ultimate woman of my dreams, only to deny myself the release I’d trained my body to expect… was honestly frustrating.

“I suppose that’s the point,” I muttered.

I set the empty packaging aside on the kitchen counter, the note beside it, and turned the talisman in my fingers. Its metal bands caught the light as I rotated it, the engraved symbols sliding in and out of view.

“Focus on her,” I repeated quietly as I studied the light dancing across the symbols.

That busty beauty I’d imagined before flashed in my mind—dark hair, red lips, nipple piercings. She turned toward me, and her big, hard cock swung with the motion, jutting in my direction.

I blinked, and she was gone.

My fingers stilled.

Why was it so easy to picture her?

I turned the talisman again, as if the angle mattered. As if the right twist would sharpen the picture. The cool metal pressed into my skin as my thoughts drifted. I imagined kissing her, grabbing her breasts, squeezing them hard as I pulled her into me, pressing her close. The heat of her body. Her tongue was so wet, it made my own mouth water—

“...Eh?”

My fingers locked in place again as I stared down at the talisman, no longer just surprised. My heartbeat quickened, thudding heavy in my ears. I swallowed, already knowing what I was going to do before I even moved.

I undressed one-handed, terrified to put the talisman down, terrified to stop looking at it as if that would break whatever this strange clarity was. The moment I imagined her standing naked in front of me, she was there—clearer than any porn on my monitor. Not a flat fantasy. Not a flickering clip. Something vivid enough to make my skin prickle.

And I couldn’t stand the thought of losing it—this once-in-a-lifetime chance.

I couldn’t even tell when or how I ended up on the couch, pants discarded, the talisman still clutched in my hand. All that mattered was that when I finally gave in to the fantasy, I saw her there with me—right there on that very same couch.

She slid closer. Slowly. Like she had all the time in the world. And for all I knew, she did. I was at her mercy.

She took my hard cock in her hand, stroking it as she leaned in to kiss me.

“Ahn—” I trembled, her hot mouth and soft lips stealing my breath as much as her steady hand around my wanting cock.

Then she shifted lower, sinking down between my legs until she took me into her mouth and swallowed me deep with utter ease. Wet heat. Her tongue sliding. Her soft, heavy tits spilling over my lap, claiming me with their weight as she guided my hand to the back of her head, inviting me to use her mouth as I pleased.

But I wouldn’t finish like that. I couldn’t.

No matter how good it felt—no matter how deep she took me—I needed more than her mouth. I needed her in my lap. Needed to fuck her. Needed to feel her ride me while I buried my face between her tits, kissed her nipples, licked them, bit them—

“Fuck…” I gasped, forcing myself to stop stroking. I’d brought myself way too close, way too fast.

“What is this?” I asked aloud, wiping sweat from my forehead. My chest heaved as I stared at the heavy talisman in my hand, shocked by how heated I got.

All of this—just from my imagination?

Choose denial.

The words flared in my mind as if the note were held right in front of my eyes.

“Choose denial,” I repeated aloud, forcing the words out like they’d hold me together, even as every fiber of my being screamed to indulge. To bring her back. To finish what I’d started. To bury myself in her and fuck her stupid until I blew my load deep inside her.

For a moment, I could’ve sworn I saw her face reflected in the metal—that knowing look, those plump red lips parted, inviting me to shove my cock between them.

I swallowed hard, squeezed my eyes shut, and repeated, “Choose denial. Only then will she come to you.”

I said it like a ward against my own temptation. Not because I didn’t want her. Not because I didn’t want to fuck that futa in every way my mind could invent—but because I knew that if I indulged again, I wouldn’t stop.

And the talisman’s instructions were crystal clear.

I clenched it tightly in my fist, praying against reason for my desperate wish to come true. Even with my eyes closed, her image kept flashing behind my lids. Her lips. Her breasts. Her hips. Her—

My own lips trembled at the sights before me. With each passing second, it became obvious I wasn’t falling asleep like this. And I still had work tomorrow. Had I known it would feel this intense…

I jumped to my feet and rushed into the shower.

Cold water barely helped. Even the icy stream running over my lips felt warm as my mind betrayed me—imagining our tongues tangling, trading saliva, hungry for each other’s heat.

It took everything I had not to touch myself.

Somehow, after far too long, I managed to scrape together a fragile semblance of willpower. I dried off, went straight to bed, and pulled the blanket up, the talisman still clutched in my hand.

Crazy, I thought. Completely insane. There’s no way…

Still, maybe the shower had helped. The images dulled slightly as minutes passed. I lay there, staring into the dark, the talisman warm in my palm beneath the covers. Torn between wanting her to return—wanting to give in—and wanting sleep to take me with the mythical promise of something more, no matter how unlikely.

I consoled myself with the thought that if I did see her in my dreams, I could finally indulge without holding back. The note never said anything about choosing denial there.




Chapter 2

Sleep came in fragments. I drifted in and out, the fantasy returning each time—me finally letting loose on the ultimate woman of my dreams, my cock throbbing harder with anticipation, waiting for the moment I’d stop holding back. Her shape faded and sharpened again and again, teasing me.

And as I slipped deeper, everything around me faded until only my bed and my want remained. That was when the woman I wanted to hold finally returned to me—clearer than ever before.

I felt her weight as she settled into my lap. Her warmth pressed against my thighs, even through the wrinkled blanket. Slowly, steadily, her voluptuous form rose gloriously over me, filling my vision, threatening to consume me with her sheer presence.

I swallowed hard, staring up at the shapely figure straddling me. I watched her breathe, watched her heavy breasts sway with each slow lift of her chest.

How could they be so big and still look so natural? I wanted to touch them. I needed to squeeze them. Yet fear held me still—fear that the moment I did, she would dissolve, and this impossible vision would vanish.

Then I felt her touch. Her fingers closed around my hand. She took it gently and lifted it up toward her chest.

My gaze snapped to her eyes. My breathing caught in ever-increasing disbelief. Is she really doing this? I thought as she guided my hand up through the air, never looking away, until she placed my palm against her breast.

“Haah—” I gasped.

Softness met me—warm, heavy, yielding under my fingers. She didn’t blink. She just watched me, calm and intent, like she was studying what the sensation did to my face, to my breath, to the way my hand trembled around such divine breasts.

It was impossible not to press in. My fingers sank into her warmth.

Real, I thought, staring down at my hand as it kneaded her, mesmerized by the way her flesh shifted and rebounded around my touch. And with one hand so blissfully full, the other suddenly felt painfully empty. I lifted it without thinking and took hold of her other breast too.

So real.

I breathed hard through my nose, growing bolder with every second as I groped and squeezed her more openly now. Why wouldn’t I? She was the one who placed my hand there. She was the one who wanted this. And when else would I ever get to touch breasts like these—so big, so shapely, so perfectly natural?

“Ahn—”

The soft moan that slipped from her lips shattered what little restraint I had left.

I surged up into her and pressed my mouth to her breasts, licking and sucking just the way I’d always wanted. I found her pierced nipples fast. They were already hard, tight little peaks beneath my lips. And when I closed my mouth around one, the metal clicked softly against my teeth.

It felt like a dare.

And I took it.

Kisses gave way to teeth within seconds as I licked, sucked, and then bit into the soft, malleable weight of her breasts and the sharp sensitivity of her nipples. Careful at first, then harder—I teased and tormented her nipples, sinking deeper until her body responded. I squeezed her tits hard when I licked her nipples, groped harder still when I bit into them, chasing that sound in her throat.

“Ah!” Her moan grew louder, and I felt her hips grind down against me.

I tore myself off her tits only long enough to surge up and claim her mouth. She kissed me back immediately, and a heartbeat later, our tongues tangled as I pushed into her warmth. Her mouth was wet, overflowing with spit. So was mine. We traded it shamelessly as she ground against me through the sheets like she couldn’t help it.

I grabbed her ass, squeezed it hard, slapped it, then squeezed again.

She moaned and pressed down harder, like the roughness only made her want it more.

She wanted to be fucked.

And I wanted to fuck her brains out.

I grabbed the blanket and yanked it away, ripping the barrier from between us and freeing my aching cock that throbbed to plow her. Cool air hit my skin as I looked down—

I was rock hard.

And so was she.

Of course she was. She was a futa, after all—sporting a dick every bit as thick and rigid as mine. And yet, I felt the wet heat of her pussy against my thighs, and that was all that mattered. That was what I needed. Her pussy. Around me. Now.

Without a moment’s hesitation, I grabbed her thick thighs and lifted her just enough for her cock to sway before lowering her straight down onto mine.

I didn’t even think about going slow. Not when I was this hard. Not when she was this wet.

“Oghh—!” I groaned as her pussy enveloped me, clamping tight as if she’d been waiting for this moment just as long and desperately as I had.

Our mouths crashed together again, and I started fucking into her, hard and fast. She met me immediately—rocking her hips in time with mine. We both picked up speed fast, like two sex-starved idiots who’d waited far too long.

Within seconds, the sound of wet flesh slapping filled the room—her thighs smacking against mine as my cock drove deeper, stirring up slick pussy. We kept kissing through it, her massive breasts squishing against my chest, her weight rocking over me.

And it wasn’t just our thighs making noise.

Her hard cock bounced back and forth with every movement, slapping against her belly, then against mine—thick and heavy, shameless in the way it swung. It was… kind of sexy. Seeing how horny she was for me, how violently she rode my cock, her own dick bouncing from the force of it.

But I needed more.

I’d held back for too long, and my earlier fantasy came back in a rush—the way she’d looked so willing for other things. My hand slid up along her throat as we kissed, and I felt her rhythm falter—just for a beat—as if she already knew what I wanted next.

We moved like we’d learned each other in the same breath.

Our lips parted. She rose off my cock, and I guided her down, hand at the back of her head to let my cock explore her mouth too.

“Ohhh,” I moaned when her plump lips sealed around my throbbing shaft and her hot, wet mouth slid lower, swallowing me inch by inch. But after the tightness of her pussy, her mouth alone wasn’t enough. And she seemed to know it too—taking me deeper under the pressure of my hand until my tip pressed into the tight resistance at the back of her throat.

I pushed her down and thrust upward. Her own pussy juice coating my shaft helped me push through and press deeper inside, sending shivers through me as she squeezed my cock tight once more—this time with the sloppy sound of a wet, welcoming throat.

And with the throat of the ultimate woman claimed, my other hand locked behind her head, joining the first as I used both to bob her mouth along my shaft—fucking her throat like it was my only chance to ever experience a no-holds-barred, nothing-held-back throatfuck.

And for all I knew, it was. All the more reason not to hold back from fucking her throat like it was a pussy. My cock pulsed, the surge of pleasure swallowing me whole, and I only drove into her harder, faster, knowing there was no way I was stopping myself from blasting a load straight down her throat.

She didn’t come up for air. Didn’t resist. Her throat only clamped tighter around my cock every time I slammed in deep, as if it felt the inevitability too—and eagerly worked to drag it out of me.

“Take it, then,” I growled, burying myself as deep as I could, holding her down—buried tightly against my groin—as I erupted straight into her throat.

She swallowed.

Oh gods—

Even as she gagged around my pulsing cock, still pumping cum down her throat, she looked up at me with watery eyes as she simply kept swallowing like an obedient, eager, cock-loving slut. I couldn’t stop cumming into such a welcoming hole, and she kept taking it all—just as starved for cum as I was for throat-pussy.

Her clamping throat kept me hard. Her hungry gaze kept me wanting. I was already rocking my hips again before I’d even finished cumming.

“Khhlohh—” wet, sloppy sounds spilled from her throat as I moved in and out of her cum-lubed hole.

I could not form words. I just fucked my way through the single greatest experience of my life, while the only sounds around me were her gagging and the wet, obscene squelch of her throat as I kept picking up pace, even through my orgasm.

I’d just pumped her stomach full of my cum, but stopping wasn’t an option. A night like this couldn’t end with a single climax. Not when her pussy was still waiting. Not when she still hadn’t come. I wasn’t done until I filled her there too, until we both got what we wanted.

I pulled out of her throat and looked down at her. She looked back up at me, her face a wreck—thick, hanging strands of spit still stretching between her mouth and my cock, while her tongue, smeared with spit and cum, hung past her plump, shining lips.

I hauled her up and kissed her hard. How could I not? Those lips—after what they’d just done to me. I wanted to kiss them as badly as I wanted to fuck them.

Fuck. I was in love.

And as that maddening realization hit me, I shoved her down onto the bed—her tits bouncing hard as she hit the sheets.

Her majestic tits hadn’t even settled when I parted her thighs, climbed over her, and pushed my cock back where it belonged—into the pussy I had to fill with my seed and mark as my own.

“Ohn—!” she moaned as my cock slammed against her depths.

Did I reach her womb? I wondered. I hoped I did. I told myself I did, and with every thrust, driving into her again and again, I was certain of it, as I fucked her with one purpose: to impregnate her.

Her own hard cock bounced up and down, smacking against her belly after every slam of my hips. Would she cum when I did? I wanted her to. I wanted to see her cum as I impregnated her—wanted that final, undeniable proof of conquest as my load claimed her body.

“Ahn!” Her moans rose, louder now, as she reached for me. I accepted her embrace, leaning down until I pressed against her soft breasts while she wrapped her arms around me.

We were one again.

I slid my arms beneath hers, hooking around her shoulders, driving her down onto my cock as I thrust up to meet her, pounding into her without mercy. She moaned ever louder, right into my ear, locking her legs behind me as she dragged me as close as she could. I felt her cock throbbing, trapped between us, aching for release just as fiercely as mine swelled to fertilize her futa pussy. The futa pussy that now belonged to me and me alone.

“Cum,” I demanded of her as I thrust with fervor, intent on penetrating her womb and cum directly into it. “Cum as I fill you up!”

She looked into my eyes with that needy expression, wordlessly telling me she’d break the moment I blew my load inside her. We kissed again as I thrust deeper, determined to fuck the cum out of her as I made her mine.

“Cum as I get you pregnant,” I growled, lost completely to my desire to fuck and use her as I pleased. She was mine. I could fuck her how I wanted, fill her where I wanted, treat her however I wanted. She was my bitch, my futa fuckdoll, and I wanted nothing more in life than to fuck her forever.

Her cock pulsed between us.

So did mine.

We were united in our desperate desire to cum in unison, to feel both our cocks pulse as one, to unleash hot, thick cum in the exact moment the other did.

“Get fucking pregnant and cum,” I growled, crashing my lips against hers as my hips snapped forward and I slammed into her as deep as I could, holding her tight as my cock pulsed and I erupted inside her.

Rope after rope filled her to overflowing—and rope after rope her own pulsing cock sprayed hot seed, splashing it all over her massive tits squished between our bodies. I couldn’t stop cumming. Neither could she. We kept kissing, kept cumming, locked together as mind-melting ecstasy consumed me beyond reason.




Chapter 3

“There’s no way,” I sighed, draping my forearm over my pounding forehead as I lay in my crumpled bed, the morning sun spilling in through half-closed shutters.

When I woke up, she was gone. Without a trace.

Of course she was.

I searched. I’d even checked every conceivable place she couldn’t possibly be—burning with embarrassment as desperation drove me to open every closet, every dresser, anywhere my mind could grasp at excuses. I barely stopped myself from checking the fridge. As if any of it was somehow more plausible than the far more obvious truth.

A dream, I told myself, even as my thoughts twisted and fought desperately against reality. What kind of lunacy had convinced me she could be real?

I clutched the talisman for nearly an hour, staring at it, concentrating until my temples ached. Nothing came. Not even a single flicker of those vivid images. Only memories of impossible pleasure, impossible beauty, an experience too intense to feel imagined.

My cock was rock hard just thinking about her.

And yet I didn’t touch myself. Despite the throbbing ache, despite how badly I wanted to cum to the memory before it faded, I held back. Even as that memory grew fainter with each passing minute. I’d hoped, stupidly, that if I denied myself again, like I had last night, she might return.

She didn’t.

All that remained were the memories of the most incredible night of my life.

The way she submitted to me. The way she let me do whatever I wanted without judgment or restraint, indulging every whim and finding just as much pleasure in it as I did. How could I not want to fuck her first thing in the morning? How could I not touch myself just thinking about her?

Her lips. Her tits. Her cock. The way she came beneath me as I came inside her.

God, I couldn’t stop replaying it. I wanted to feel it again—the warmth we shared, the pleasure we shared.

Why did I stop fucking her!? I cursed myself. How could I let myself fall asleep instead of plowing her until the sun came up? Then again… what was there not to believe? She came and went like a dream, and I couldn’t hold onto her no matter how desperately I wanted to.

“Ah!” I checked the time and swore as I remembered I still had work. And I was already horribly late.

I jumped up, scrambling for my clothes. But even in my hurry, I struggled to part with the talisman. As if letting go would sever the last connection I had to her—trap me in a world where she wasn’t real, and never had been.

I placed the talisman on the bedside table with near-religious care, treating it like the holy object that it was. Even if she hadn’t been real… that one night had still earned nothing less than reverence. It was the brightest thing I’d felt in years.

I knew—from the moment I opened my eyes—no, from the moment I’d thrust inside her—that I would never forget her.

I never even asked her name.

The thought stung as I hurried out the door. At the time it didn’t seem important. Fucking her while I had the chance had been all that mattered—and I didn’t regret using every second I’d been given.

Still… knowing her name would’ve been nice. I imagined telling her mine. Hearing hers. Maybe hearing her cry it while she begged for my cock.

The whole drive to work, I turned names over in my head. What would suit her? Shayla? No. Beatrice? Didn’t fit. Vaela?

…Vaela.

The name lingered. Felt right. I tasted it on my tongue, remembering her soft lips. It was a miracle I didn’t get into an accident.

Not that I fared much better at work. The only reason I made it through the day was because sheer boredom had already pushed me well ahead on my tasks in the days before. Those days felt like another life entirely. I moved on autopilot, unable to focus, cock hard as I thought about Vaela, aching to release my pent-up frustration at the first opportunity.

I cursed myself again for letting her slip away.

If I had just one more chance… I’d make sure she would not escape me. I didn’t know how I’d do it. I knew how insane it sounded. But I had to make her mine.

Fuck her into submission if I had to.

By the time I got home, my dick was so hard it hurt. I was ready to blow ten loads imagining her—imagining hatefucking her for disappearing on me, pinning her down and making sure she wouldn’t leave again.

The thought of porn disgusted me. There was only one woman I wanted. One woman I needed to spear with my cock.

“Fucking slut,” I growled as I shoved my pants down and imagined letting it all out on Vaela, that demonic temptress. I hated her. I loved her. She consumed my mind to the edge of madness, and I needed to return the favor.

But the moment my hand closed around my cock, I froze.

No.

I let go and turned away, and walked straight to the bedside table instead.

The talisman lay there, caught in the light in a way that made it seem deliberately highlighted as I approached it. I knew it was a coincidence—I’d set it there myself—but the effect was uncanny. It almost looked like it was radiating something. I felt it at my fingertips as I reached for it.

I’m imagining it, I tried telling myself, even though I did not believe a word of it. Neither did that thought stop the faint tremble in my hand as I inched my fingers closer. And when I finally touched the metal, a tingling warmth spread through my fingers and ran up my arm, leaving a pleasing warmth that took its time fading.

I swallowed and picked the talisman up, staring down at it as I turned my hand.

I can’t just masturbate to climax, I reminded myself. The note had been crystal clear. If I were to have any chance of reliving last night, I couldn’t allow myself to be weak, no matter how desperately my cock begged to give in.

I glanced around for the note or the packaging, but couldn’t find either. Where the hell did I put them?

Not that it mattered. I quickly realized that I remembered the words with utter clarity. My own little verse. How could I forget, after what it had given me?

“Bring yourself to the edge… and choose denial,” I whispered, repeating the words like a prayer.

The next step was obvious. I had to touch myself. Just abstaining would’ve been easy. But deliberately indulging, and only then stopping—that was the real test. Proof that I was serious. That I was worthy.

“Only then will she come to you,” I said, taking my cock in hand again—this time with purpose.

I concentrated hard as I recalled her. Her body. Her eyes. But it was only a memory. She didn’t appear as clearly as I wanted. Not like the first time.

That’s fine, I told myself. It only further strengthened my resolve and pushed me to focus even harder on every single detail about her.

The shape of her lips. The line of her mouth. The length of her hair. Its color—dark, but not quite black. Not brown either. I cursed myself for not paying closer attention. How had it felt beneath the palm of my hand? How thick had it been as it slipped through my grip while I drove her down on my cock?

Her nails—their length, their color. The shade of tattoos—their shapes, their edges. I realized I hadn’t properly seen her back. Those markings had continued there. I needed to see them. To drag my fingers over them as I fucked her from behind.

I could not begin to guess how much time had passed with me in my thoughts. Darkness had long since fallen outside, but it didn’t matter. Nothing did. All that mattered was finding her in my bed again.

I imagined her crawling toward me, slowly, deliberately, dragging the weight of her breasts over my legs as she approached, teasing me, stirring me, until she reached my rock-hard cock that I so diligently had denied.

Her weight shifted against my thighs. Heavy. Warm.

Long, pale nails brushed my balls. They were so full. I’d saved everything just for her.

“Ah—!?”

A moan slipped out of me as something brushed them lightly, making them draw up tight against my shaft.

I looked down.

My heart skipped.

There she was, resting her chin on my thighs, looking up at me with eyes of heated gold. Her skin was bronze. Her hair was dark and thick, falling forward as she tilted her head. The whites of her eyes were startlingly clear, and that gold gleamed in them like sunlight caught in fresh snow.

“Vaela,” I breathed.

She smiled in response, letting her fingers loose across my thighs, long nails tickling my skin as she slowly moved closer, approaching the hard cock standing erect for her and only her. It was huge. Had it always been this big? Or had all that diligent denial left it raging with need?

As her face drew nearer, it became impossible not to notice the difference in scale—how large my cock looked beside her mouth. How much she’d taken down her throat before. How deep I’d driven into her.

Suck it, I wanted to command. But I didn’t need to. She would do it without me saying a word—and that made it even hotter. A woman who knew the pleasure it brought a man to have his cock throated with absolute devotion, who didn’t need to be told to give her man this pleasure. A woman who was just as aroused by pleasing her man as he was by being pleased.

“Ahn—” She opened her mouth wide, letting her wet, salivating tongue hang out before slowly licking my cock from root to tip. I shuddered. She smiled when she saw it—when she saw what her tongue did to me. She kept looking into my eyes when she started making love to that tip, kissing it from every angle, lavishing attention on it. It was intoxicating. And I knew—I felt—that she was getting off on it too.

I wanted to see it, that proof. I wanted her to turn her hips and let me see how hard she was while she sucked me. How hard she was for me. How hard she was for my cock.

She caught the direction of my gaze and smiled mischievously. Without stopping her adoring kisses, she slowly turned her hips.

“Ah?” I gasped as they started to move—realizing that through her sensual service of my cock, I’d been staring at her hips far too long for someone whose mouth felt like that.

She knew exactly what I wanted. And she just kept pleasing my every whim and thought.

As she turned, I caught sight of it—her thick, hard, veiny thing, jutting proudly from between her thighs. My breath hitched. Had it gotten bigger too? I hadn’t paid that much attention to it last time—too focused on using her holes like my personal sex toys—but now, even at a glance, I could’ve sworn it had grown bigger than last time. Grown far more than mine did.

“Haahn!?” I moaned as she took my cock deeper, pleasure flooding me. But I couldn’t stop staring at her hard cock that had jumped from beneath the weight of her hips in all its glory—hard for me, twitching, waiting. Waiting to be fucked by me. Waiting to be made to cum by me.

And I wanted to. I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to see her cum.

Without taking my eyes off her throbbing erection, my hand shot to the back of her head, and I pushed her down.

“Ggghlk—!?” She gagged as I drove her all the way down until I was buried deep down her throat, bulging it out as warm, tingling shivers washed over my body from the familiar tightness that enveloped me completely.

Yes—that was where my cock belonged. That was what her throat was for: to gag on my cock, to climax from my cock, while I watched her own cock tremble. I started moving her head, fucking her throat as I watched—every pulse, every shudder of her rock-hard cock each time I drove her all the way down and held her there.

I wanted to make her cum from this alone.

“Cum!” I commanded, picking up the pace and locking eyes with her. “Cum from my cock!”

“Ghhhuuulhk~”

She gagged around me, tears shining in her eyes as she looked up—and then I saw it. Her hand slid down, wrapping around her cock as she began stroking it, matching the rhythm while I stroked myself with her throat.

“That’s right!” I growled, my voice growing rougher, my desires turning bolder as I gave them voice. “Cum from getting throat-fucked!”

She stroked herself faster. Her cock swelled in her grip—and mine throbbed even harder in her throat at the sight. I needed to see her cum. I needed her to shoot cum, to swallow cum, to make me cum.

“Ah?” I gasped at the wild idea that flashed through my head. I almost dismissed it. Then I thought—why the hell not?

I slowed, pulling her back just enough that only her lips remained wrapped around my tip. But she didn’t stop stroking herself.

Is she that far gone? I wondered, remembering the countless times I’d been like that myself when I was too aroused to stop. Or is she doing it for me? It made me love her even more.

“Are you going to cum?” I asked.

“Mhm,” she moaned into my cock, licking it slowly while her hand worked. What a perfect slut she was. She didn’t bob her head because I’d stopped her, she didn’t go against my guidance, but she still wanted to service me, to please me—using her hand while she pleasured herself with the other.

“Then cum on my cock,” I ordered, releasing her head.

“Ahn!” she gasped, her expression almost blissful as if she were liberated. Not liberated from my cock—but liberated to do exactly what she wanted.

I saw how swollen her cock was in her hand—already trembling, past the point of no return—when she moved quickly across the bed to bring it close to mine. Our tips brushed. She breathed hard, her heavy chest rising and falling as she stared down at both our cocks, lining hers up with mine as she let go—

A thick rope splashed across my cock.

Then another.

And another.

She just kept stroking, as if there was nothing in the world she ever wanted more than to cum on my cock. Seed splattered the sheets, coated my shaft from base to tip in her hot jizz. I was transfixed—watching her lose herself just as completely as I was.

“Now—”

I didn’t even get to finish the first word. Vaela dove down to my cock and swallowed half of it in one fluid motion.

“Ohhhn—!” I threw my head back from the sudden pleasure of her tongue dancing all over my cum-drenched shaft as she licked and sucked it clean, slurping up her own cum, swallowing it as she descended further down my length until she took me completely, returning my cock back where it belonged—in her throat, bobbing her head along my length as she throatfucked herself on it, greedily swallowing everything.

“Damn—crazy, sexy slut!” I cried out as I grabbed her head and fucked her face like a pussy, driving my cum deeper down her throat as her cock hardened again from the rough treatment. I had to make her cum again. I had to see her cum again.

I pulled her off my cock. She was still gasping for air when I flipped her around, her tits and cock bouncing as I spread her legs and slammed into her pussy.

“Cum again!” I commanded as I grabbed her cock and stroked it as I fucked her.

“Ahhn!” she covered her face as she moaned, all but clawing at it as I assaulted both her dick and her cunt.

I didn’t know what possessed me. I had no idea what unnatural powers helped me last as long as I did. All I knew was that I needed to dominate her—needed to drive her over the edge again and again, and again, until she went utterly crazy.

“You will be mine!” I growled, thrusting deeper, squeezing her cock harder as I jerked her off—feeling it swell and throb in my hand as she started sucking on her own fingers, lost to it, while I controlled both her cock and her pussy.

Her balls drew up tight once more. She pushed her fingers deeper into her mouth, gagging on them as she chased the memory of my cock in her throat, wishing to gag as she came again. With her other hand, she played with her tits—squeezing them, pinching her pierced nipples, one and then the other.

I watched her lose herself to the pleasure, lose herself because of me, breathing hard, both of us overheated, both of us needing this—needing her to lose her mind as she came.

“Cum!” I commanded, slamming into her so hard I saw her abdomen bulge with each thrust as her cock pulsed with them.

She’s cumming!! The realization sent a jolt of feverish excitement through me, and I aimed her cock straight into her tits.

“Cum like a slut for me!” I demanded, slamming into her as hard and deep as I could—her belly bulging again as her cock erupted. A thick rope of cum shot across her stomach and splashed against the heavy curve of her tits.

“Yes—that’s it!” I urged, cheering like a man possessed as I fucked her through her orgasm, stroking more and more cum out of her as she fired another rope, then another, smearing and coating her tits slick and white.

I watched, mesmerized, as she reached to her tits, dragged her fingers through the sticky cum, and sucked them clean while I kept fucking her and stroking her.

My cock swelled inside her at the impossibly sexy sight, and whatever unnatural force had kept me from spilling finally broke. Everything I’d been holding back all this time suddenly came surging through me all at once as I drove in deep and came hard.

The numbing rush of pleasure locked me in place; I couldn’t move an inch, couldn’t even flex a finger, just held my futa woman like she belonged to me and pumped my load into her tight, stuffed cunt—filling her from the inside while her own spurts painted her belly white from the outside.

And seeing her like this, claimed and filled and owned, tits and cunt and belly and lips all smeared with cum as she looked up at me weakly through half-lidded, glazed eyes, while I pumped my load inside her, a single thought overwhelmed all others:

Not enough!

“You want more cum, don’t you!?” I snarled—telling her, not asking—as I pulled out, aimed my pulsing cock, and fired a high arc across her body, painting her face from chin to forehead while my first load still settled inside her womb.

“Eat it up,” I ordered, firing again as she opened wide to catch my loads, squeezing her tits together so I could mark them too.

And I marked her—her face, her tongue, her tits, her stomach, her pussy, her cock.

Seeing my cum mix with hers, watching her swipe it up and lick it from her fingers and her tits, I never went soft. I flipped her over, raised her ass, and thrust back into her to fill her up some more.

“You will be back!” I growled as I fucked her, watching her toned back arch beneath me, her black tattooed wings seeming to spread with the pleasure of my cock.

“You can’t live without my cock! You can’t live without my cum!” I repeated as I slapped her big, shapely ass while I pounded her creampied hole. “Say you’ll be back!”

“Yes!” she moaned, grabbing at the sheets.

“Louder!”

“YES!” she cried, rocking her hips against me, face pressed against the sheets as I plowed her.

I grabbed her hair and yanked her back, arching her tattooed back as I pulled her up.

“Don’t you forget it,” I snarled in her ear, clamping a hand around her throat and the other around her cock as I fucked her hard from behind, jerking her off until we both came again.

“Ahhh…”

Sweaty, hot, messy, and spent, we collapsed together on the bed. I held her tight, my cock still buried inside her as I brought my cum-smeared hand to her lips and watched her suck each finger clean, looking back at me with that soft, loving gaze.

My cock hardened inside her as we held each other’s gaze, her quiet sucks and deliberate swallows the only sounds left in the world.

So fucking sexy, I thought—madly in love with her.

The second she sucked the last finger clean, I grabbed her face and kissed her hard, making out with her as I pulled her even closer, refusing to be parted from this divine beauty for even a single moment.




Chapter 4

“Haaah,” I sighed, the sound pulling out of me the same way it had when we’d finally collapsed together—only now it was morning.

She was gone from my bed again. But there wasn’t a shred, not even a speck of doubt in my mind that she’d be back. Of course she would be. She couldn’t resist me—just like I couldn’t resist her. We were madly in love with every part of each other. Neither of us could live without the other’s cock in our lives.

I got up, washed, and got ready for work with an infinitely greater ease than the morning of the day before. With a greater ease than any morning of any day for as long as I could remember. She’ll be back—that wasn’t just wishful thinking. That was absolute certainty. We’d fuck again. We’d fall asleep together again. We’d explore each other even more.

I cleared the bedside table completely, leaving it bare like a shrine to the talisman that I placed at its center with an even greater reverence than before. I lingered there, looking at it longingly, memories flashing, her hot, hard cock pulsing in my hand as she came.

I clenched my fingers. I could’ve sworn I still felt her warmth in my palm.

Driving to work, that phantom weight stayed with me. My hand tightened on the pulsing steering wheel. And before I knew it, my thumb was already stroking it lightly—imagining driving Vaela into another trembling orgasm and feeding her a feast of her own cum while I fucked her.

She’d given me so much pleasure. I wanted to give her even more in return. The way she looked at me while she sucked my cock. The way I looked at her. What kind of look would she give me if I wrapped my lips around her—

Honk.

I’d missed the green light, lost completely in my fantasies. I laughed under my breath. Was the universe giving me a signal? A green light for what?

I was sure I was calm. Composed. Sure, I told myself I was. So what was this, then? These thoughts, circling back again and again to the same thing. When I held my pen. When I went to pee. When I closed my eyes. I saw it. I felt it—her hot, thick cock, pulsing in my hand.

Even when I was back home, lying in bed—eyes closed, cock in hand, touching myself, choosing denial—I wasn’t touching myself. Certainly not in my thoughts. In my mind, I was stroking her, driving her toward climax, my only goal to make her cum and give her back the same pleasure she’d given me.

The moment I heard the sheets rustle and felt Vaela’s weight at my feet, I jumped her.

I couldn’t even tell what I claimed first when I pushed her down—her lips or her cock. Either way, she was beneath me, and I was stroking her as our tongues tangled. She was hard. I was throbbing for her. Maybe she felt it too. She broke the kiss and moved to where her lips were needed most, while still keeping her hips within my reach.

“Ohn—” I shuddered, squeezing her cock a little tighter as she wrapped her lips around mine.

When—and how—had the act of sucking cock been invented? Was it simply the desire to please our lover? Was the urge to gag on their cock another way of giving pleasure—the sound of it being too much, too big to handle, too big not to make you tear up, too big to hold back from trying anyway?

As she worked in my lap, her heavy tits pressing against my thighs, I followed her voluptuous form with my gaze—starting at those plump lips sliding along my veined shaft as she bobbed her head, then down over the soft, full weight of her breasts that spread for the pleasure of my eyes, lower to her stomach that would one day swell with my child, to the broad curve of her birthing hips—designed by God himself for bearing what I’d put inside her—and finally to the hard cock in my fist that seemed to be staring straight back at me.

“Ahn—!?” I shuddered again as she sucked my cock in deep, and I stroked her cock up toward me at the same time.

A crazy idea flashed through my mind in that very moment.

No.

It hadn’t just flashed—I’d been carrying it all day. Perhaps longer than that. And as I leaned lower, I realized I had already decided I’d do this the second I got the chance. Why wouldn’t I? Who was there to judge me here—here in our private world, where we indulged, made love, lost ourselves in each other’s heat, driving each other crazy, making each other cum, giving pleasure to one another beyond our wildest dreams, without judgment, without restraint. Doing what we’d wanted to do for so long, only never found our perfect partner… until now.

I opened my mouth wider as my lips descended toward her hard cock.

Was there anything I wouldn’t do for her? No, that in itself was a lie. I wasn’t doing this for her. I wanted this. After the way she’d sucked me—I wanted to suck her cock just as deeply and wildly, make her go crazy the same way she’d driven me mad.

I reached out with my tongue and touched her tip. And the instant I did—tongue to heat—I dove down without restraint and swallowed her cock until it sat deep in my mouth.

“Mmfmm!” I moaned as I swallowed and started sucking with abandon. It was like something snapped inside me the instant my tongue touched her cock—some barrier breaking, leaving nothing to hold back my lust. I sucked her like I was made for it. And within seconds of having her hot, throbbing flesh in my mouth, I knew I had to keep going until she came.

There was no other way. I couldn’t have held back even if she’d told me to. There was something about the texture—her veined shaft so hard in my hand, yet her tip felt firm and soft at the same time. Nothing else compared. And it only made me swirl my tongue around her more, explore every inch of her, taste her—salt and heat and her—until my head started to spin.

She could take me down her throat with ease, and I was struggling with just a few inches, but even so, I refused to fall behind. Her size made me gag, but that only made me try harder, even as my mind went fuzzy with pleasure and the pressure in my own cock swiftly grew unbearable.

So this was her size? I wondered as I finally came to appreciate how truly huge she was. Or had it grown even bigger since last night? I swallowed and tried to take her deeper again, going mad with the euphoric bliss of it that sent warm waves from my toes to my brain and—

“Mmmhhh—!?” My eyes snapped wide open as I gagged—then froze. But not because I’d gone too deep. Shivers tore through me as my body locked up in a mind-melting orgasm that hit me out of nowhere, and I came straight into Vaela’s mouth just from sucking her cock.

What the hell…?

My mind raced in utter disbelief as I just kept cumming—holding on to her giant futa cock, my lips sealed tight around it, my tongue working on its own as I spilled over and over into Vaela’s mouth, and she just took it all, dutifully swallowing every drop without breaking.

Only then did it hit me: she hadn’t even been sucking me at all. She’d just held me in her mouth. I was so engrossed in her cock that I simply… came from sucking.

So fast. So hard.

As soon as the peak of my orgasm subsided, I started sucking again, even more zealously than before. Once upon a time, I would’ve thought I’d want to stop after I came. But something came over me instead, like my brain had learned a new pleasure rule: keep sucking, and you’ll get more. I couldn’t help myself. I just had to keep going. If I could come like that just from sucking her off, I couldn’t even imagine what heights I’d reach if I made her cum with my mouth.

So I sucked her cock. I stroked it. I bobbed my head and heard myself moan and slurp just like she did, and I felt how hard I got again in her mouth.

No. I’d never even gone soft.

Even though I’d just come, I stayed hard while she swallowed my cum, hard while she licked my cock clean, hard even when she finally parted her lips from my cock and rose up from the bed.

I looked up and saw her—that divine, voluptuous futa goddess, watching me with a pleased smile as I sucked her off. Her massive tits hung heavy over me, pierced nipples tight and hard while I gagged on her cock. I remembered how she’d come all over them, how she’d gathered her cum from that soft, milky flesh, how she’d swallowed it, and my cock went harder than stone at the thought of swallowing her seed.

Then she let her hand drift across my head, fingers toying with my hair, and I almost came again without her even touching my cock.

Please, I thought, almost a silent beg, wishing for her commanding pressure on the back of my head, wishing she’d take control.

And she did.

“Ahh,” I nearly purred in delight as shivers ran down my neck just from her hand tracing once before it settled at the back of my skull. I marveled at the pleased smile that curved her lips, her eyes narrowing as she looked at me like I was her toy.

Did I look like that when I used her? God, what an expression. What a feeling—the seconds of anticipation before being used.

My cock swelled for what was to follow—and so did hers as she started easing me down.
Lower.
Lower.
I gagged.
She eased up for a moment, just long enough for my reflex to settle.
And pushed me down again.

I gagged again, my throat clamping tight as I choked on her girth, while my cock throbbed hot and hard, the pure, unfiltered, submissive bliss making my head spin. And as if she read my mind, her grip tightened in my hair, and she began using my mouth, rocking me on her cock like I was nothing but a toy for her pleasure.

“Ghhhk—” My eyes watered as I gagged and clawed at her thighs, digging deep and sinking my nails into her soft flesh. She clearly didn’t mind. No, she loved it, loved my visceral, teary reaction as her cock swelled in unison with mine, and she only upped the pace, rocking her hips to meet the pull of her hand, while I took it all and loved every second of it.

My cock was so hard it hurt. I grabbed it and started jerking off with abandon because it was impossible not to. It jumped in my fist with every thrust she drove into the back of my mouth. I couldn’t even pretend I could swallow something that big. Vaela didn’t care. She just kept fucking me until I felt her cock throb—then pulse—between my lips.

I could only let out a weak, broken moan before she twitched, swelling even thicker, and a hot wave shot across my mouth, flooding me as I felt every pulse pass between my lips.

I had no choice but to swallow. And the second I heard my own gulp, my cock kicked in my hand, and I started cumming—blasting my seed all over us both while I swallowed hers.

“Hmmmf! MMMmmhh!”

My moans grew louder with every swallow as I realized what I was doing. And how much I loved it, splashing my seed across her legs while I drank directly from her primal futa cock.

I could barely register the taste. But the sensation burned itself into my brain for the rest of my life: those hungry, desperate gulps, taking everything from a thick, hot futa cock that just kept pumping into my mouth while she held me in place, feeling each rope push past my lips before I swallowed it, moaning through it while I couldn’t stop cumming myself.




Chapter 5

The next day I couldn’t get that moment out of my mind. It was hard to even walk from how hard I was just thinking about Vaela’s cock and the way it had pulsed on my tongue. The only thing that kept me from jerking off into an instant orgasm was the need to save every drop for her return.

And the moment night came, and she was within my reach again, I jumped her and went straight for her cock without saying a word.

I sucked her off, gagging myself on her, fighting to take her thick, hot meat deeper inside as her gorgeous cock swelled larger than my mouth could ever handle. The size difference between us grew beyond comparison. And I wanted to see that difference in all its glory.

Moments later, I was on my back with her on top of me, riding my hard, throbbing cock, squeezing it with her tight pussy while I marveled at the goddess who kept blessing me with her visits.

Her tits swayed above me as she rocked her hips. She smiled as she studied my captivated stare—every little reaction she pulled from me with the way she moved. But it was impossible for my eyes not to drop lower, to where her true asset swayed.

Rock-hard. Thick. Huge.

At first, I thought it was my spit glistening on her tip as it hung there. Then I realized it was her precum. Her gift to me. I salivated. And she rose off my cock.

How did she know? Had my gaze gotten that hungry?

Either way, my mouth was full of her girth again—savoring the unmistakable salty edge and the warm, slick feel as her drops seeped deep across my tongue, and I finally, truly appreciated what she tasted like.

I grabbed my pussy-lubed cock and started stroking myself with feverous abandon. After a full day of denial, it was impossible not to climax with Vaela’s cock in my mouth.

She smiled, licking her lips as she watched me moan into her cock as I sucked her off until I came and shot my load high into the air behind her.

And without letting me breathe, keeping her cock in my mouth where it belonged, lifted her hips and rolled over. Before I knew it, a whole new world of pleasure opened up to me as she wrapped her lips around my cum-drenched cock, and she started blowing me while I sucked her—locked together in a filthy sixty-nine.

By now it was blatantly obvious who could hold their load longer. But how could I hold back? Who on earth could? I kept sucking and stroking her massive girth with both hands, helping my mouth however I could as I tried to keep up in returning the pleasure she gave me, while Vaela blew my mind with what her tongue and lips could do—keeping me hard through my orgasms like it was nothing.

Then she slipped my cock free and went for my balls instead.

Somehow, it almost felt even better. Maybe it was the novelty—maybe it was the way she toyed with me until I couldn’t do anything but lie there and take it as I purred. She teased them, licked them, took them in her mouth—one at a time, both together. Tongue working their base, then the base of my cock. And slowly, her tongue drifted lower. And lower…

“Hhhn—!?” I grabbed at her giant cheeks when her tongue finally drifted to my ass and circled that impossibly sensitive spot. Never would I have ever imagined it was that sensitive. And she just kept going, stroking my cock while her tongue traced my opening, licked across it, pressed in.

“Ahh—” I gasped, choking on her cock, and the want hit me so fast it was almost dizzying. Deeper. More. In the space of a breath, one realization chained into the next, one wish into the other, until there was only one thing left in my head: I knew exactly what I wanted shoved deep inside me.

“F-fuck…” I breathed out, almost saying it, almost giving name to the thought that now consumed my mind. My cock was throbbing hard in her hand. Did she feel it too? Was that why she stopped pleasuring my tingling asshole and why she lifted her hips from my mouth? Had she understood my wish before I could even force it out loud?

When she fully rose above me—me still sprawled beneath her godlike curves, beneath that thick, hard, towering cock glistening with my spit as she looked down at me like a predator eyeing her prey—I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that she knew exactly what I wanted.

She planted a hand on my hip. I turned over.

Did I start turning over with her guidance the moment her hand landed on my hip? Or had I already moved before that? Either way, she certainly wasn’t the one who made me raise my ass. I did that all on my own. I nearly came when I felt her thick girth slap against my cheeks. She dragged it along my crack, teasing me, all but torturing me, as if she had no idea how badly I needed her inside me.

Then her cock pulled away from my ass, and I felt her tongue again as she grabbed my cheeks. Assertive. Aggressive. She spat on my hole and went back to it, eating at me, setting every nerve alight without so much as grazing my dick or balls. And before I could catch my breath, her thumb pressed against my opening.

Of course! How had I not realized it sooner? As much as I wanted her cock inside me, there was no way I’d survive it if she just plunged into me, not without warming me up.

Had she been warming me up for this from the start? Did she know what I wanted even before I did? Was my want for her cock inside me written all over me? Was there any wonder that she was the woman I wanted to be fucked by—the woman who knew me better than I knew myself?

And of course it had to be her thumb. Just like I’d pressed my thumb between her lips—right where we both wanted my cock—now she pressed hers where we both wanted her cock.

I moaned when her thumb sank in with ease. My cock twitched—and still she ignored it. Purposefully. Of course she did. She had to ignore it. I was already on the edge from her preparation alone, even without her touching me, and I didn’t want to spill like that. I wanted to cum only when her cock was finally buried deep in my ass.

What possessed me? Why did I want her inside me so badly? I didn’t know. How could I? Luckily, it didn’t matter. We both wanted what we wanted. And with her, I didn’t have to justify any of it—neither did she. We could both simply satisfy our cravings to their full extent without shame or judgment, losing ourselves and letting our voices go free.

She spat on her fingers and pushed in two. My balls tingled as she worked them deeper, twisting, stretching me open—preparing me for what I craved so bad that my very soul ached even more than my cock did.

“Ahn~!?” My entire body trembled when she pressed against some spot inside me that sent a wave of pleasure through me so sharp that I could’ve sworn I came a little.

I looked back at her, she smiled at me, then slowly pulled out, took her thick cock in both hands, and gave it a deliberate, heavy shake for the pleasure of my eyes—showing off exactly how much I was about to take inside me.

Hurry, I almost cried out loud, barely able to resist touching my dick—right on the verge of bursting as I imagined that girthy thing inside me.

“Haah,” I breathed out when her thickness pressed against me.

Instead of a shock from some thick object forcing at a hole far too small for it, it felt reassuring. Right. Long overdue. Like the arrival of something inevitable I’d resisted for far too long without even knowing it.

“Please,” I whispered, finally giving voice to what I needed. “Push it inside.”

And that was the missing key.

Vaela hadn’t been waiting for my permission. She’d been waiting for my acceptance—for me to say it out loud, to hear it from my own lips—what she already knew. And the moment I did, something inside me gave way.

She pushed forward, and I groaned as her thickness filled me so fast, so completely, that I came on the spot.

“Ohhh, yesss!” I moaned, cumming ceaselessly as my ass took her and my cock spilled into the sheets beneath me while she pressed deeper and deeper.

She didn’t force herself inside. She didn’t jam it in like a maniac. I let her in. I opened up. And she slid in with such ease that it overwhelmed every nerve and sense I had, my cock blasting thick loads without stopping while her filling cock carried me higher and higher through that maddening rise.

“Fuck me,” I groaned—helpless, needy, almost angry, like she was holding back something even greater.

And she matched my energy. One hand grabbing my hip, the other fisting my hair, she pulled my head back hard as she drove into me—hitting that pleasure spot again, making me shoot another rope and moan as her cock slid deeper past it.

“Fuuuck,” I couldn’t hold my voice back as I found pleasures I didn’t even know existed. Every time she drove that thick, hard cock into me, her hot, pulsing, coiling veins rubbed that spot inside me, keeping me trapped on my orgasmic high, pushing moans out of my lungs and cum out of my cock. Even when she pulled back, the pleasure storm didn’t fade. It only got worse as her swollen python veins dragged along my insides, reshaping them for her cock’s needs.

She paused.

Then drove in again.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” I cried out. I couldn’t help myself, and neither could she, judging by the way her cock swelled inside me. My moans made her grip me tighter, sink deeper, thrust harder—and that in turn only made me beg for her more.

Every broken sound I made bought me another brutal inch, another surge of her dominating weight, until I was begging for it, rolling my hips into her, leaning back onto her cock as she fucked the pleasure into me and forever rewired my brain to live for her cock and beg her to fuck me relentlessly.

Her thrusts and my orgasms blurred together until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the next began. I didn’t know when I was cumming anymore. Was it all one endless climax, her thick, filling cock fucking one orgasm into me after another? Was this what I’d been missing all my life? Was her cock alone enough to make me moan, with or without release?

She pulled me back harder, lifting me up, hauling me close. Her soft, hot tits pressed against my back, spreading with heat and sweat as she turned my head and claimed my mouth. We both moaned into the kiss while she thrust into me from behind.

Then her hand slid down and closed around my cock. It twitched in her grip, and she stroked me as she fucked me—kissing me like she meant to wring every sound out of my throat until she drove me into another climax.

As I came into her hand, she caught it all, and only broke the kiss long enough to lick my cum off her fingers before she was on my mouth again, swapping spit and hot, salty cum with me while she kept thrusting with even greater fervor.

I almost choked on her salty blessings from her pace. My weakened cock was too spent to do anything but bounce uselessly up and down, while hers only swelled harder inside me.

Did she crave this—fucking my own cum out of me and feeding it back to me? Was it the cumswapping kiss, sharing the cum she forced out of me, that finally pushed her over the edge?

I felt her tongue tremble in my mouth in unison with the pulse of her cock in my ass. She tensed, wrapped both arms around my chest, and crushed me into her—holding me tight in a lover’s embrace as she erupted inside me.

We moaned together as we kept kissing while she filled me with her cum. My spent cock trembled, answering the pleasure rolling through my body. But even though my dick was too spent to cum, the pleasure from her pulses into me while she held me tightly in her arms was somehow even greater than the orgasm she’d ripped out of me when she first pushed inside.

I wanted to stay like this forever—tightly embraced, making love, filling each other until with cum until we both passed out.




Epilogue

The nights that followed blurred together.

After Vaela gave me the most powerful orgasms of my life, I wasted no time returning the favor—fucking her ass from behind, pressing her hard against me, groping her tits and squishing them tight just to keep her close while I drove into her.

Of course, with one hand on her divine breasts, my other hand stayed busy—stroking that giant cock while I fucked her the way she’d fucked me. And when she came across her tits, thick spurts splashing across her heavy curve, it was impossible not to follow her into pleasure land. Our cocks pulsed in the same rhythm as I filled her ass just as she’d filled mine.

When I did finally let her go, it was only so that I could climb on top of her and lick those glistening valleys of womanly flesh, collecting her cum into my mouth before crawling higher. Vaela opened wide and stuck out her tongue for me to feed her, and she took her time savoring it—seductively sucking her fingers as she watched me dip back down to her breasts to gather more.

I took my time, too. Loving her cock didn’t diminish my love for her tits. It enhanced it. I loved every part of her perfect body, and every part of it only made me love the rest even more. I licked her cum from her pierced nipples, teased them as I tasted that salty seed, then fed her again—watching her long tongue curl as she swallowed her own.

We both hardened just watching each other.

And with how obvious my love for her tits had become, it was inevitable she’d guide me back onto her cock—so that I could ride her while I groped them. She lifted and dropped my hips, raising her own to thrust into me, fucking me toward ecstasy like she always did.

No matter how many times she took me, I could never resist cumming fast, even more so when I got to blast my load across her tits and face, knowing full well we’d share it again with her cock still buried in my ass.

“I love you,” I breathed as we swapped cum and pleasure.

One look from those molten gold eyes was enough—I heard her answer without a word. And the way her cock swelled inside me proved her love all over again. I started stroking myself as I held her gaze while she picked up the pace.

Tomorrow, I thought. Tomorrow I’ll make her pregnant. But tonight… I wanted to cum with her cock inside me one more time.

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. Would like to see more of futas on males? Let me know.

More Stories by Yuuji Everyleaf

https://www.patreon.com/YuujiEveryleaf

Join the Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

More Books by Yuuji Everyleaf

Yuuji Everyleaf author page

[image: ]Alpha Futa’s Needy Femboy

Zara was a fierce wolf woman with unrivaled strength and assets that put both men and women to shame and envy. When she chose him to be his adventuring partner, Lappi thought himself the luckiest cat boy in the world. Even when she mistook him for a girl, Lappi dared not correct her—anything to be close to the futanari of his dreams. But when they shared a kiss with the truth still hidden, Lappi was overwhelmed with guilt. If he confessed now, would the truth shatter his dreams? Or would it unleash a wildfire too thick and raw to withstand?
 

[image: ]1v5 in a World of Giant Futas: Gender Changed and Isekai’d

When a futa demon offers Bailey one wish, he doesn’t hesitate: to become a cute futanari and wake in a world overflowing with towering, hung goddesses.

Before the day is over, Bailey finds herself on a private bus, squeezed tight between five voluptuous futas, and every one of them is smiling at their new toy.
 

[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Dungeon: Slime Surprise

Failing as an adventurer and drowning in debts, Sam was driven to desperation when he received a mysterious summon to a dungeon he had never heard of that promised a solution to all his problems.

"Gender-bending potions? Giant drooling flowers with big mouths and long, slippery tongues? Clingy, tingly, morphing slimes? What sort of a perverted dungeon is this?"
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