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Chapter 1

The faded tent did its best to look mysterious. Faded in places, singed at the hems, trying to pretend it was more than ordinary cloth. The seams were patched in tidy stitches. The poles were straight but nicked. A dim purple light pooled in the corners where candle flames shivered, trapped behind hanging scarves that formed soft walls within walls. More than a few of those scarves carried scorch marks.

The air was as sweet as cheap burning scent-candles could make it, with just enough mixed in to give it a darker bite. The entrance was draped with layers: sheer linen, velvet, beaded curtains, so that anyone outside would see only shadow and shifting color.

Or at least that was how it was all supposed to look—all mysterious and foreboding. Even though Miranda had genuine abilities, she’d never been good at that ominous, eerie sort of atmosphere-building, so she mostly copied from her competitors.

She sat in one of the two chairs facing each other over the small, round table in the center of her traveling seer’s booth. The wood had been stained and restained, and the edge was carved with shallow symbols that sometimes looked like protective runes or summoning marks, though they were hardly anything more than the idle habit of hands with too much time.

Upon her table rested a crystal ball. Violet smoke drifted within it in slow currents that coiled and uncoiled, catching the candlelight and turning it into a soft inner glow. The ball was large enough to look impressive, though not as heavy as some might think. Miranda’s powers resided in her; the crystal ball only helped her channel them. Anything too cumbersome got annoying fast. The stand beneath it was the heavy thing, and that was only there to keep the ball from rolling.

Miranda was undeniably beautiful, even without all the jewelry she piled on herself for her seer’s aura. Full lips, big eyes, and breasts impressive enough to make any dress look indecent. And, not yet in her thirties, she was still one of the younger women in her trade—though her sighs grew a little heavier with each year she approached that undesirable milestone.

Her turquoise hair fell long and thick, lush enough even on days it refused to behave. Those days had been multiplying. Stray strands flew here and there from beneath her hairband; more than a few curled around her cheeks. The ends looked a shade drier than they should have.

Miranda rested her fingertips against the crystal ball and drew in a breath.

“Will I help anyone today?” she asked, summoning just enough focus for a serviceable attempt at future divination.

The familiar pressure gathered behind her eyes. She flinched a little, then forced herself to push just slightly harder. The smoke inside the ball stirred. It brightened by a fraction. And—

Nothing.

No image. No fragment. Not even the teasing blur of possibility. The ball’s inner light fell back into its usual lazy, indifferent swirl.

“What a gift,” she sighed at the usual result, leaning into one hand as she glanced tiredly at the ball. “A power that shows me everyone else’s path, and refuses to show me mine.”

Just then, the drapes at the entrance shifted. Light from outside sliced into the tent, and a soft breeze followed, bringing with it the scent and noise of the market for a moment.

Miranda lifted her head and hurriedly arranged her face into a gentle, knowing calm.

A young woman stepped in, hesitating at the threshold as if the air inside the tent were thicker than she expected. She hovered under the draped cloth, half-silhouetted, her slim features caught between shadow and purple-tinted candlelight. She clutched the strap of her satchel at her side while her eyes adjusted, widening slightly as they found the crystal ball, then Miranda herself.

You’d think she was stepping into a crypt, Miranda thought beneath her undisturbed gentle, knowing calm.

After a few more seconds of the newcomer fidgeting with the strap, Miranda broke the silence.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice as smooth and calm as her expression. “Come in. Sit, if you wish.”

The young woman’s grip tightened on the satchel strap until the leather creaked softly. Her gaze skimmed the hanging scarves, the candles, the singed hems, then came back to Miranda, her eyes narrowing as if appraising her. After one small, measured inhale, she stepped forward.

The drapes fell closed behind her as she came into the light.

She was slender, almost delicate at first glance, but dressed to make sure no one stopped at that first glance. Her outfit clung close at the waist and pulled tight across the chest, white fabric drawn smooth over a narrow frame that looked a little too slight for her bust. Her skirt hem fell just a hair below what most would call daring, the cut showing just enough bare thigh to make them want more.

Up close, Miranda could see how put-together she was. Her autumn-colored hair was smoothed down, with a few loose strands around her face that looked too well placed to be accidental. A pretty mouth. Fine features. But her eyes were a shade too dark for the rest of her, and a touch too intent.

She crossed to the chair and sat without a scrape, lowering herself in one controlled motion. The skirt rode up a fraction on her thighs before settling again. She smoothed it once with her free hand, then folded that hand over the satchel and held still.

The violet smoke inside Miranda’s crystal ball ever so slightly stirred.

“Tell me your name,” Miranda said gently.

“Tabitha,” the young woman answered, tucking a strand of autumn hair back into place.

“And what is it that you want to know?”

“My boyfriend,” she muttered faintly, glancing aside… then she looked straight into Miranda’s eyes and blurted, too loud, “He loves me, doesn’t he!?”

Here we go, Miranda thought, swallowing the sigh.

“I cannot tell you what he thinks,” she said evenly.

“But you can tell me where he is, can’t you?”

“I can tell you the future—”

“Can you look one minute into his future?” Tabitha snapped, cutting her off.

Miranda kept her calm, professional smile. “…It’s not impossible. However, my powers require the presence of the one I’m divining the future for.”

“He came inside me this morning,” Tabitha informed Miranda.

“Pardon?” Miranda blinked.

But before Miranda could decide what to do with that shared knowledge, Tabitha hastily added, “I made sure not to let it flow out. We plan to start a family soon… and you said you need his presence. What could be closer than that? A man’s seed is him, his truest self, more than any trinket he owns, is it not?”

“Well—”

“If not, then why does my body ache to be filled by my husband every day?” Tabitha asked, heat rushing to her cheeks. “Why do I swallow every drop and lick my lips with gratitude? Why do I beg for him to fuck me silly and breed my horny womb?”

“Yes, yes, you’re right, of course—a man’s seed is his truest self,” Miranda hastily agreed, shaking her head. And when she saw that Tabitha kept squinting at her, clearly waiting for her to say more, Miranda added, for good measure, “It is a man’s duty to mark his woman with his seed, and every woman intently craves to have her womb bred by the one she loves.”

“Right?” Tabitha exclaimed, nodding with bright, earnest excitement, as if she’d just found a like-minded soulmate. “I knew you’d understand me!”

She reached out and clasped both of Miranda’s hands before Miranda could hide them, holding on with surprising strength while she stared at her with that too-intent, too-dark gaze. Miranda flinched because she could have sworn something stirred in the depths of those abyss-like pupils.

“Alright,” Miranda said at last, clearing her throat, hoping it would break through and ease the girl’s grip as she tried, ever so gently, to pull back and reclaim her own hands. “I am… grateful, and impressed, by your foresight in taking care of your—” She paused. Blinked. “Wait. Husband?” Miranda asked, catching on to Tabitha’s earlier wording. “Didn’t you say he was your boyfriend?”

“We’ll be married any day now, obviously.” Tabitha waved the question off as if it were offensive. “Or do you think he doesn’t love me!?”

“As I said—” Miranda began, then stopped, already understanding where that would go. She inhaled, reset, and guided herself toward safer waters. “Anyway. I am impressed you thought ahead enough to bring your husband’s… presence for the divination. However, I still require a personal item of his. Something that belongs to him. Usually this isn’t an issue, because the client—”

“Will his seed do?” Tabitha blurted, leaning even closer, bringing that black abyss of a gaze right up to Miranda’s face. “I can scoop some out right now.”

“Gods, please no— I mean…” Miranda scrambled for her tone again. “The item must belong to the person. It cannot be part of the person. For example, a chopped-off finger wouldn’t do either. And if we insist his seed is him, then we’ll need something else of his.”

“Oh, that’s no problem at all.” Tabitha smiled merrily and sat back, reaching into her satchel. She flipped it open and, before Miranda could protest, turned it upside down over the table.

Miranda watched in horrified silence as socks, handkerchiefs, underwear, a pair of glasses, and more tumbled out, scattering across her table and thumping against the crystal ball.

“Will these do?” Tabitha asked, wearing a pleased little smile like a cat that just brought a dead rat to its master.

“I… suppose,” Miranda managed, voice catching as she pinched the corner of a pair of white smallclothes and lifted them just enough to slide them off her crystal ball without smearing the surface. She stared at the mess, searching for something harmless. “A handkerchief is always a safe option. You didn’t… do anything with it, did you?”

“What do you mean?” Tabitha tilted her head.

“I’m just asking,” Miranda said, with no idea how to phrase it without sounding as deranged as her client. “The personal item is usually… clean. And the cleaner it is, the clearer the divination.”

“Really?” Tabitha asked, genuinely surprised.

“Yes, really,” Miranda insisted firmly, despite the fact that cleanliness had absolutely nothing to do with her magic.

“How strange,” Tabitha murmured, bringing an index finger to her lips as she considered it. “But wouldn’t it make more sense if you needed the item to be seeped through and through with the person’s essence for an even better connection?”

“Who’s the future-teller here?” Miranda asked flatly, refusing to be lectured on her own craft. What grated most was that Tabitha wasn’t wrong. Essence clinging to the fabric did help. Miranda just wasn’t going to admit that to a girl who looked one breath away from offering to wring out her cum-drenched underwear over the crystal ball.

Wait, seeped through and through? Miranda started to realize in horror as she looked over all the items marking her table. Another second later, she was already trying not to breathe too deeply over her own table, imagining a certain smell emanating from it.

“What about those?” she asked, cautiously gesturing toward the glasses. They can’t be ‘seeped through,’ surely.

“Ah. These are his, too. I’d hoped we’d play naughty court scribe soon,” Tabitha explained, picking up the glasses and sliding them onto her nose as a demonstration. “Unfortunately, he’s been so tired lately that I’ve yet to get the chance to be properly marked while wearing them,” she added, pouting.

“Perfect,” Miranda said at once, and snatched the glasses off Tabitha’s nose.

“Not perfect at all!” Tabitha said louder, pouting harder. “A husband is supposed to shower his newlywed wife in cum during the honeymoon! And he barely has the stamina for anything lately.”

So, you’re newlyweds now? Miranda held back from asking. Instead, she said, “What I meant is that these glasses will do perfectly for our session. You wanted to look into his future, correct?”

“One minute from now, yes,” Tabitha specified.

Details like that you remember clearly, Miranda noted as she swept a pair of socks away from the base of her crystal ball and set the glasses there instead.

“Alright. One minute from now… let’s see,” Miranda muttered as she lifted her hands over the crystal ball. The violet mist within it came to life and swirled, gathering into restless currents as she closed her eyes and focused.

“What’s your husband’s name?” she asked, trying to find the right thread.

“Carl,” Tabitha answered, her voice suddenly clear and steady, as if she’d found her composure again, even if for no other reason than to get what she wanted.

“I see a man…” Miranda said, as the first image began to take shape in her mind: a middle-aged face, and the familiar outline of glasses.

She opened her eyes and looked into the crystal ball directly. The mist thinned and revealed a figure of an average height, average build, average haircut, and average hair color. Forgettable in every way. But, unfortunately for someone, this man, one minute from now, was naked. And even worse—he was sweating.

And as the mist peeled back like a curtain, Miranda saw what he was sweating over: a busty woman on her back, her legs locked around his hips while he drove into her again and again, pounding away with frantic abandon. His hands were on her, groping at her sizable breasts while sweat and moans poured from them both.

“Erm…” Miranda stalled.

“What is it?” Tabitha asked at once. “What do you see?”

Miranda was the only one who ever saw or heard anything real in the crystal ball. Everyone else got drifting fog and candlelit shimmer. Right now, Miranda was grateful for that.

Could any man really be daring enough to try cheating on a girl like this? Miranda wondered. Her seer’s powers rarely failed when it came to clients, but now she wondered if today might’ve been the exception. This whole setup was wrong on every level. Though it was still up for debate whether her unease was from an unstable spell or an unstable person.

“I’m not sure I found the right—”

“Oh, Carl, deeper!” the woman cried in blissful ecstasy as she clawed at his back.

Well. It’s not as if he’s the only Carl in the whole world.

“Ohh, you’re so much tighter than that crazy slut Tabitha!” Carl grunted, picking up his pace.

“…”

Miranda stared at the scene unfolding in the mist, then at Tabitha. How do I tell her? she wondered. Do I tell her? A bead of nervous sweat formed at her hairline.

“Miss?” Tabitha prompted, her voice a little firmer now. “He loves me, doesn’t he?”

Is there any way to spin “that crazy slut” into meaning love? Miranda’s mind offered her nothing. Just do your job, she told herself, and with a quiet, resigned breath, she reluctantly spoke aloud of what she saw.

“Whether he loves you or not is another matter, but it appears that one minute from now, Carl will be a few thrusts away from… unleashing his truest self inside another woman.”

“Hm?” Tabitha’s entire body tilted by about three degrees. “Another woman?”

“Unfortunately, yes,” Miranda said, and nodded.

“What’s her name?” Tabitha asked.

“I don’t—”

“Oh, Lolly, I’m coming!” Carl cried within the crystal ball.

“Yes, Carl! Come inside me! Fill my womb!” Lolly gasped, their moans tangling together.

“Lolly, it seems,” Miranda said.

“Ah. She’s nothing,” Tabitha replied with a small smile.

“Nothing?” Miranda blinked, then flicked her gaze back to the crystal ball where the pair entwined. She saw Carl’s body tense, his balls rise to the base of his pulsing cock as he released his truest self into Lolly.

“Yes. She’s a nobody,” Tabitha insisted. “A man like him… of course some cheap tavern whore will do anything for just a whiff of his cock. But just because he uses their mouths for a quick release doesn’t mean anything.”

“Ahh, you’re the best,” Carl murmured, collapsing into the softness of Lolly’s breasts.

“If you say so…” Miranda muttered.

“But he does love me, doesn’t he?” Tabitha asked, leaning over the crystal ball. The tent felt darker for it, her unblinking gaze fixed not on the mist, but on Miranda.

“Let’s run away from this place—just you and me,” Carl told Lolly inside the ball as he lovingly cupped her face. “We’ll travel the world… and get married.”

“Oh, Carl!” Lolly gasped, and they embraced in a hungry kiss.

“You’re all he thinks about,” Miranda said, flat as a board. She snapped the connection shut, cutting the image and ending the seance.

“Wonderful!” Tabitha beamed.

With that same merry smile, she gathered up Carl’s socks, glasses, underwear, and everything else she’d thrown onto the table, stuffing it all back into her satchel. Then she reached for a coin pouch and tipped out a few bronze pieces, paying Miranda’s humble bargain price.

What was even the point, then? Miranda wondered. But this was far, far from the first time a client had heard only what she wanted to hear and walked away looking delighted.

Yet as Tabitha left, just before she slipped through the tent’s draped entrance, she stopped in her tracks, turned slightly, and quietly whispered, “Lolly, was it?”

“Eh?” A chill ran down Miranda’s spine.

“Oh, nothing,” Tabitha said and stepped out into the market.

Miranda sat utterly still, listening to Tabitha’s surprisingly loud footsteps recede until they were swallowed by the market’s noise. Only then did the air in the tent seem to loosen.

“Phew,” she breathed, sagging back into her chair.

But just as the relief had tried to set in, her eyes snapped down to her table, then to her crystal ball. A shiver of disgust skittered across her as she spotted faint smears on the glass of her precious ball, and a few marks on the cloth beneath it. Worse still, she could have sworn there was a whiff in the air that had no business being in her tent at all. Shouldn’t have been. But her mind insisted it was.

Miranda shot to her feet and hurried to the corner where she kept a private storage box for her more precious items. Some were nothing but parlor tools, cheap tricks to soothe the nervous and impress the gullible. Others were far more valuable. She dug until her fingers closed around a small bottle of holy water she’d bought from the Angelic Sect. Then she worked her way to a couple of warding candles meant to drive off demons, curses, and worse.

She lit the candles immediately, before she even decided where to place them, and ended up leaving them on the floor. While the candles hissed, Miranda yanked down one of the hanging scarves, drenched it in holy water, and went straight for the crystal ball, scrubbing until it shone. After that, she attacked the tabletop, the chair, and anything else Tabitha’s hands—or her belongings—had touched.




Chapter 2

“Hello?” a timid voice called out, so quiet it could barely be described as a whisper.

Another one already? Miranda thought, hearing the shuffle of the tent’s entrance drapes. She pulled herself together and turned with a welcoming, if slightly weary, smile. “Welcome. Please come in. Sorry, I haven’t finished scrubbing after—”

She lost the rest of the sentence the moment she caught sight of the woman stepping through. Miranda couldn’t believe that timid voice belonged to the woman standing before her. She even glanced behind her, half-expecting a little sister to peek out from the shadows. But there was no one else, and Miranda was left to continue studying her potential new client.

She was tall, shapely—dwarfing Tabitha’s thin frame and even humbling Miranda’s own curves. Miranda had endured plenty of unwanted compliments about the size of her breasts, but this woman was on an entirely different level. Her blouse sat as prim and proper as it could, but it could only do so much against a chest that would’ve smothered Lolly’s. Her hips were wide beneath a long skirt that fell nearly to her ankles, the fabric thick enough to hide the shape of her legs entirely. Even her hair was worthy of note: obsidian-black, cut through by a single bold streak of gold.

If she’d walked through the market with her chin up, men would’ve stumbled into posts. But she didn’t. Even now her shoulders were drawn in more than just a little, and her hands hovered uncertainly at her waist—though all she really managed was to prop that already-ridiculous chest even farther out with her arms.

And it wasn’t just that she was gorgeous. A beauty, true, but Miranda had seen more pretty women than she cared to remember. There was something different about her. An aura? But unlike Tabitha’s soul-chilling presence, this woman radiated something else, ever so subtle, almost as if it were locked up in its own prison.

“Cleaning up?” the woman asked sheepishly. “Should I—should I not have come in?” She’d already started to turn before she even finished the question.

“Wait, wait!” Miranda called out, stopping her in her tracks. “No, please. You are very welcome, of course.”

“But you looked like you were deciding how to send me away,” the woman said.

“What? Nonsense!” Miranda laughed nervously, choosing not to confess that her silence had been spent staring. “Please, sit down. Sit down.” She gestured toward the chair with one hand, while with the other she flicked the used cloth into some dark corner behind her. I’ll need to burn that later, she made a mental note, and sat opposite her newest client.

“What’s your name?” Miranda asked while making a mental note of a different sort: that the woman’s wide hips barely fit the chair at all, and even through that thick skirt Miranda could tell her thighs spilled over the edges.

“R-Rebecca,” she answered.

Rebecca’s thick thighs, Miranda added to that earlier mental note before straightening her back for a proper seer’s posture. “So. How can I help you?”

“I… I just wonder if I’ll ever find someone who accepts me as I am,” Rebecca said with a sunken little voice as she shyly looked away.

Ah. Another one of those questions, Miranda thought. True love, and all its variations. She’d grown weary of wishes she had no power to grant—otherwise she would’ve helped herself a long time ago—but after Tabitha, this was infinitely preferable.

“Well, I can’t promise certainty one way or the other. But we can do our best to see what we can, right?” Miranda said, injecting a hopeful lilt into her tone—partly for Rebecca, partly to gather herself.

“Ah. So you think it’s hopeless, too.” Rebecca muttered while her shoulders sank further.

“Now, let’s not jump to conclusions,” Miranda said with an awkward little laugh.

“But if even a fortune teller doesn’t see it…”

“We haven’t even started!”

Gods, girl, find some spirit, Miranda thought. Never would’ve guessed you’d be this timid. With a face and body like that, men should be lining up across half the kingdom just for a chance. Wait, why am I calling her a girl? She looks older than me. Miranda found inwardly. The disconnect between Rebecca’s body and that timid, shrinking presence kept throwing her off.

She cleared her throat. “Ahem. How about you lend me that for a moment?” Miranda pointed toward Rebecca’s glove.

“My hand!?” Rebecca blushed and jerked both hands back.

“No, the glove, silly,” Miranda corrected. “I need a personal item for the session. Something you keep close. Something that carries you.”

Rebecca hesitated, then slowly tugged one leather glove free with trembling fingers. “H-Here you go,” she said, handing Miranda her glove.

As Miranda took it, their fingertips brushed ever so lightly and for the briefest moment.

“Yeep!” Rebecca recoiled, snatching her hand back to her chest as she blushed profoundly.

How have men not devoured you alive!? Miranda wondered, staring at her in astonishment. “You’re lucky my powers don’t require us to hold hands like those old charlatans two tents down,” she muttered.

“That’s why I ran away from there,” Rebecca murmured.

For real!? Miranda barely contained the thought.

“Let’s… let’s have a look and see what your future holds,” she said at last, setting Rebecca’s glove beside the crystal ball. Though I’m honestly more interested in your past at this point, she added silently, forcing herself to focus on the work.

How does someone like her end up like this? Miranda wondered as the crystal ball slowly awoke, violet smoke stirring once more. Maybe it’s for the best she never let herself get snatched up by the first man eager to take advantage of such a personality—

Wait!! Miranda suddenly realized. What if she was snatched up? What if she was married right now? Dragged to an altar because she couldn’t find the strength to say no, and has since then been claimed by marriage rights to be creampied every night like the slut that she secretly was, despite what her personality would’ve suggested?

Oh, poor Rebecca. Miranda nearly teared up. Is it only now that you’ve found the courage to wonder if perhaps life has more in store for you than being a horny baby-maker for whatever cock decides you’re worthy?

…What am I thinking? Focus, Miranda! Don’t project your own debauched fantasies. Find some happiness for her! She opened her eyes and leaned in, gazing deep into the crystal ball where the purple mist thickened and began to take shape. There it is! she recognized Rebecca at once from the gold streak across that long, obsidian-black hair spilled down a naked back, swaying as she rocked her hips—

Wait. What? Miranda froze as the image sharpened. There was no denying it: sweat rolled down Rebecca’s spine and over her heavy, swaying breasts as she moved back and forth, more than just eagerly.

Heh, so she does find someone in the future, Miranda thought, a small smile tugging at her lips. And she really is a beauty, Miranda thought, watching the way a pair of heavy beauties defied gravity— Ah, I shouldn’t keep watching. Let’s just figure out who it is that will make her happy, and—

“Ah, fuck me harder!” a voice cried out from within the crystal ball. Miranda tensed again. She flicked a quick glance at Rebecca—confirming just in case that she indeed was the only one who could see and hear any of it.

A cry of passion wasn’t anything new. And it was a woman’s voice, but it wasn’t Rebecca’s. And it sounded… unnervingly familiar.

So, she swings that way? Miranda thought, approving. Can’t really blame her. Even if such a relationship misses out on certain… harder benefits, a woman’s voluptuous form is indeed second to none. If I could just see the other woman’s face—

Miranda froze yet again when she saw something else in the crystal ball. Something that made no sense. Rebecca was indeed rocking her hips. But not because the two women were scissoring. Instead, Rebecca’s hips were moving in unmistakable thrusts. And every time she drew back, Miranda caught a glimpse of that: a thick, veiny cock—far too large for any common pussy. It appeared for a heartbeat before disappearing again as Rebecca slammed forward. Back and forth it went, driving into a squelching, eager cunt that opened far too readily for its girth, stretching around it as if it wanted to be taken past the limit.

A… a futanari!? Miranda’s breath caught. She’d heard of such women—an ancient clan said to bear both cock and pussy. Legends spoke of their godlike stamina, of a potency so fierce a single drop could breed a womb… if the futa decided she was hers.

C-can’t be. Miranda refused to believe her own sight. There had to be some mistake. The futanari clans had passed into legend centuries ago.

She leaned closer to the crystal ball, straining every sense she had to confirm the unthinkable. And there it was—beneath that veiny, throbbing, beautiful cock that made Miranda’s heart stutter—heavy balls swaying with each thrust, full with the promise of seed, ready to be unleashed at their master’s command. And just beneath them: a pussy glistening with joy, smacked toward pleasure by those same heavy balls swinging back and forth between the fucker and the fucked.

She really is a futanari? Miranda looked up at Rebecca in disbelief. She hadn’t noticed anything unusual when the woman first entered. But she’d also been far too busy staring at her face and breasts to pay attention to something she never would’ve expected to find. Rebecca’s long skirt did its job splendidly in concealing any surprises, and now that she was seated, Miranda had no way to check except for trusting her own powers.

“Is anything wrong?” Rebecca asked at last.

“N-no. Nothing. I just… wanted to make sure it’s you I’m seeing,” Miranda mumbled awkwardly.

Well, I suppose whether she’s a futanari or not is irrelevant to me, Miranda tried to tell herself. She’s just a client. A stunningly gorgeous client. So I should finish quickly—find the lucky woman she’s destined to plow with that beautiful cock, and wrap this up before I get jealous.

… Why can’t I see her face!? Miranda frowned. Her powers were almost never this resistant to showing who the other person was in the client’s future. It was almost as if—

“Oh, Rebecca, you’re so deep! Rougher! Please fuck me rougher!” the woman in the crystal ball moaned again, and Miranda’s breath caught. She knew that voice.

Can’t be… can’t be! Miranda refused to believe it. It wasn’t the same! Surely that voice wasn’t the one she knew. Surely that woman, moaning like a total slut, couldn’t possibly be—

But then Rebecca flipped that woman over, grabbed her by that unmistakable, messy turquoise hair, and yanked hard. Miranda’s own body in the mist arched up, breasts flying as she was pulled into position, spine bowed and presented.

There was no denying it anymore. Miranda was staring at her own debauched face, mouth open in ecstasy, moaning louder than any whore ever would as Rebecca thrust into her from behind. She couldn’t even think straight as she watched herself get groped, squeezed, spanked, and fucked. No matter how rough Rebecca got, Miranda only begged for more.

“Y-you’ve been silent for some time now,” Rebecca finally spoke up.

“E-Eh!?” Miranda jolted, finally remembering she wasn’t alone.

“Did you see my future?” Rebecca asked.

“I… I… I…” Miranda’s mouth worked uselessly. “Did I? Who knows?” she mumbled pure gibberish, unable to form a coherent thought.

Rebecca let out a defeated sigh. “I see. I thought maybe you would know…” Her gaze dropped. “I’m sorry for bothering you. I’ll pay and leave—”

“Wait! I saw it—I saw it!!” Miranda blurted.

“You saw… it?”

“Your future,” Miranda clarified.

“And?”

“In that future…” Miranda swallowed. “You… you do meet someone. Someone…” Her voice faltered. “Apparently you’re… happy.”

“Apparently?” Rebecca echoed, a faint crease forming between her brows. “You’re not sure?” she asked, and after a pause, quietly said, “I suppose it’s up to me to find out whether there can be happiness. Who is that person? When will I meet them? Where do I look for them?”

“Ehh… I…”

I can’t say it. I can’t possibly say it. Miranda’s mind raced. That woman who you’ll fuck with your giant futa cock, the woman who begs for it like a bitch in heat—she’s sitting in front of you!

No. She wouldn’t believe me anyway. Miranda had seen too many charlatans abuse the trust and vulnerability of their clients, twisting a “vision” into whatever dubious situation suited them. And her own divination wasn’t absolute. What if she’d contaminated it with her own pent-up frustrations?

Yes, that’s it! It was all fine until I saw that she was a futanari. From there, I simply filled in the missing face with my own. Projecting myself onto the woman Rebecca is truly meant to be with—how shameless! And I dare call myself a professional? I can’t get in the way of her happiness. If they’re meant to find each other, they will. I can’t lead her astray.

“Miss? Please…” Rebecca whispered, looking at Miranda pleadingly. “Can you tell me anything about this person?”

Miranda’s heart ached at that expression: hope against hope, clinging to a straw, barely believing even that straw was real. Staying silent any longer felt far too cruel.

“Would you be surprised to learn that it is a woman I see in your future?” Miranda asked.

“Ah, a man, a woman… what does it matter? If we were meant to be, we’ll cherish each other from the bottom of our hearts,” Rebecca said, smiling through the fragile relief in her eyes at the ray of sunshine in her future.

“The two of you certainly look very happy,” Miranda said, glancing at the ecstatic grins in the crystal ball.

“Ah, she accepts me?” Rebecca exclaimed, clasping her hands together in delight.

“Oh, yes, she accepts you fully. All of you. Deep into both her soul and her body,” Miranda said while watching herself get pounded so deep it bulged her belly.

Rebecca shut her eyes for a moment, taking in every hopeful word from Miranda. “Ah… it sounds too good to be true,” she said while a tear slipped down her cheek.

Miranda looked at that relieved expression, then back into the crystal ball, where she was the one in tears while Rebecca grinned like a conqueror, doing with Miranda whatever she desired.

“Can you tell me anything more?” Rebecca asked softly. “What does she look like? Where do I find her?”

“Where…” Miranda stalled. “She appears to be… close to you. Closer than you know.”

“So it’s someone I know?” Rebecca asked, breath catching. “An acquaintance? A friend?”

“Not a friend,” Miranda said, shaking her head. “But you have crossed paths with her at least once in your life.”

“Hm. At least once,” Rebecca murmured, and Miranda could already see the way her mind started counting every single person she’d ever met.

“What about her appearance?” Rebecca pressed. “Her face? The way she dresses? Anything that sets her apart?”

I can’t tell her, Miranda thought. I’d steal her future with her true soulmate.

“I’m sorry, but her face is shrouded from me,” Miranda said, forcing the lie past her tongue.

“Maybe her voice?” Rebecca pleaded. “Did she say anything in your vision?”

“Please fuck my mouth again with your cock!” Miranda begged inside the crystal ball.

“She… changes when you’re together,” Miranda managed. “Her expressions. The things she says. Beyond recognition.”

“What does that mean?” Rebecca asked, confused.

“I’m sorry.” Miranda lowered her gaze. She drew her hands back from the crystal ball, and the mist inside it slackened, dissolving into a lazy swirl as the connection snapped shut. “That is all I can tell you.”

“They do say fortune tellers have a way of speaking in riddles,” Rebecca said, and then she smiled. “Even so, thank you very much!” She reached across the table and clasped Miranda’s hand in a warm, grateful squeeze, nothing like Tabitha’s manic grip. “You’ve already given me more than I could have hoped for.”

“I’m glad I was able to help,” Miranda said, and then felt her own heartbeat jump at the warmth that spread to her from Rebecca’s touch.

“Ah, the payment!” Rebecca remembered, withdrawing her hand and fumbling for her pouch.

“O-of course,” Miranda stammered, trying to regain her composure while Rebecca counted out the bronze pieces and set them down.

“Thank you again,” Rebecca said, bowing before she slipped out through the drapes, leaving Miranda alone in the candlelit hush.

It took a moment for Miranda to grasp that Rebecca had already left, as suddenly as she had appeared. Miranda just sat there, still unable to think clearly. How long, she couldn’t have said. By the time she finally stepped out and scanned the crowd, Rebecca was gone. With a deep, shaky sigh, Miranda hung a small “Closed” sign at the tent’s entrance, ducked back inside, and dropped into her chair.

!!

Miranda felt heat return to her cheeks when she realized that her panties were damp.

Oh, gods, am I the pervert my own crystal ball just showed me to be? But I haven’t—haven’t done anything in years.

After a few brief, extraordinarily unfulfilling relationships—and even more unfulfilling encounters—Miranda had settled into the belief that she was simply unsuited for such things. “Dead fish.” “Starfish.” “Cold.” “Boring.” “Other women would’ve orgasmed by now.” Enough unflattering, mortifying remarks had trained her into thinking she was the problem. Broken, somehow.

So then, who was that person I saw? Miranda asked herself as she stared at the crystal ball. Then her eyes snapped down. Rebecca’s glove was still lying on the table.

She thought to return it, but Rebecca was long gone. Just in case, Miranda stepped outside and scanned the busy crowd. She saw plenty of faces, plenty of bodies, plenty of passing skirts and swinging satchels—but not one even remotely like her. No swinging cocks beneath long skirts.

“I might as well go home,” Miranda muttered, unable to concentrate on anything except Rebecca. And that was when another thought slipped into her stirred mind.

Shame on you!! Miranda scolded herself. But the thought did not leave her. How could she even think something like that? It was so wrong that “unprofessional” didn’t begin to cover it. Immoral. Indecent. The sort of thing only those charlatans would stoop to. Miranda was better than that. Surely.

And yet, while she kept wrestling herself in circles and kept counting all the possible reasons for why it was so wrong, she did nothing to stop herself from packing her crystal ball together with Rebecca’s glove.

Just for safekeeping, she told herself. She always took her valuables with her at the end of the day. And what was more valuable could there be than the dear glove of an important client? Maybe Rebecca would come back. It made perfect sense to keep it safe until then. However, it made far less perfect sense what Miranda had already intended to do with it, especially if she was going to keep pretending Rebecca might return for it.




Chapter 3

By the time Miranda reached home, she all but ran to her bedroom. She shoved the door closed behind her, fumbled her crystal ball out of its wrap, and dug out the glove, leaving everything else scattered where it fell. Then she dropped to her knees into a nest of pillows and forced her focus into her palms, and channeled all her powers to see the future once more.

What she’d told Tabitha wasn’t untrue, even if she’d… colored a few details here and there. She most certainly needed an item belonging to the one she divined the future for. That much was real. And as for “essence”… a glove worn often and worn recently had more than enough.

“Ah!” Miranda gasped as the image surged back almost immediately. She had never established a connection so quickly. Never at all for herself, and never this fast, even with a client sitting across from her. And yet here she was—staring into the crystal ball, lips parted, breathing hard—watching herself get plowed by a hung futanari once more.

“Unbelievable,” she mumbled, staring at the hot, sweaty mess of the vision.

What was unbelievable, exactly? That she would misuse her powers so indecently? That there existed a future where she acted in such unapologetically unbecoming ways? Or that her hand was already wedged between her thighs as she squirmed? Or, perhaps, that the only argument she could make for moving her hand away being that she should slip it beneath her skirt instead for a proper contact with her aching, wet pussy?

All of those, without a doubt, Miranda thought as she slid her hand under her skirt, breath hitching as she realized she’d need to stuff at least three fingers inside herself to even pretend at mimicking what she saw between Rebecca’s legs. The few men she’d been with… none of them came even close. Their dicks couldn’t even be described as a pale shadow of the thing Rebecca wielded in the crystal ball.

Miranda focused all her mind on that thing. She saw it closer. Closer. The swollen tip, the veiny shaft—so vivid she could almost smell it through the glass as she leaned in so close her lips hovered just shy of the sphere.

Why not? Miranda thought, and she let her lips touch the precious artifact. And realizing that it was Rebecca’s cock she viewed as the previous artifact and not her crystal ball, her pussy swallowed up all three of her fingers as she parted her lips and licked the surface of the ball, imagining the taste of Rebecca’s cock as she started stirring herself up, her pussy lips already squelching with lewd wetness.

“Mhnaah, it tastes so good!” Miranda heard her own voice from the crystal ball as she took Rebecca’s cock and started gagging herself on it.

“So good…” Miranda repeated her own words. She brought her free hand to her mouth and pushed two fingers between her lips, sucking on them as she imitated her future actions.

It’s so much thicker though, she thought, and with a sharp breath, she forced a fourth finger inside her pussy, filling herself as much as she could with what she had.

In the crystal, her future self let go of Rebecca’s cock and dropped to all fours, raising her ass toward Rebecca’s cock.

“Mhnaah, fuck me!” Future Miranda begged.

“Fuck me!” Present Miranda echoed aloud, flipping her skirt up as she lurched onto her knees, ass in the air, knocking her crystal ball aside as she moved, but she barely noticed. The crystal ball rolled off while she kept fingerblasting herself with reckless abandon, moaning like a bitch in heat while fantasizing about Rebecca’s cock fucking her like the slut that she was.

“Mhnaaah,” she moaned weakly, eyes glossed over and half open, her thoughts dominated by Rebecca and her cock. But her vision wavered as her breathing broke, and for a moment, Rebecca’s cock blurred.

“N-no…” With barely any strength left, Miranda reached blindly for her crystal ball and rolled it closer to see that cock once more. The image finally regained some focus.

“There it is,” she rasped with a maddened grin as she stared longingly at the cock that she wanted to choke on. The cock that she wanted to creampie her pussy and fertilize her wanting womb.

“Fill me up!” Future Miranda cried.

“Fill me up!” Present Miranda repeated as she watched her own future belly get bulged out by the deep, relentless thrusts that would surely impregnate her if she ever dared to offer herself to that cock. Her cheek was smeared against the wooden floor, she was drooling at the thought of cock and just kept shaking her ass toward pleasure like an animal, but she didn’t care. She just wanted more of it.

“Ohhh, right there!!” both Mirandas moaned in near unison, Present Miranda being only a heartbeat behind as she drove her fingers as deep inside herself as she could.

If only I had the real thing, she fantasized. If only I had Rebecca’s giant cock inside me.

Her other hand flew to her clit, and she rubbed herself off, assaulting her pussy with both hands at once, desperate to imitate the relentless assault she’d suffer in Rebecca’s grasp.

“Deeper! Fuck me deeper!!” both Mirandas cried out in perfect unison on the verge of orgasm from Rebecca’s cock.

“Deeper! Harder! Get me pregnant!” both Mirandas shouted as their thighs started to shake.

In that same instant, Miranda saw it: Rebecca’s shaft pulsing as it started pumping cum straight into her pussy. She snatched up the crystal ball and shoved it between her trembling thighs, grinding against the glass, desperately wishing Rebecca’s cock was there right now, breeding her.

She moaned in unison with herself, getting off on the thought of pregnancy by Rebecca’s cock. No longer empty, no longer alone, she saw it crystal clear: the seed pouring inside her pussy and flooding her womb while Rebecca held her tight and didn’t let go until she pumped every last drop inside her directly and made sure it stayed there.

Miranda’s body was still bucking through orgasmic aftershocks when the crystal ball slipped from her weak, shaking fingers and hit the floor with a heavy thud. Miranda barely noticed. She stayed as she was—ass in the air, heated pussy presented for Rebecca’s cock—dreaming of her semen even after the shaking began to fade.

“Pwhaaaahh…” Miranda breathed, and at last her hips gave out, sliding down to the wet floor where the rest of her body was already resting.

She was a mess. A sticky, wet, ruined mess. And she didn’t even have the strength, or the decency, to cover her indecent pussy. She just lay there, imagining thick cum leaking from her trembling pussy as she reeled from the most potent orgasm of her life. She tried to stretch the afterglow out for at least a few seconds longer, wishing Rebecca were with her right now—wishing she’d hold her, kiss her… and then fuck her again.

The rest of that day, as well as the morning after, passed without anything resembling a clear memory. Miranda couldn’t recall how she’d gone to sleep, or whether she’d even washed after what she’d done. She couldn’t remember getting ready or the route she took to the market. She couldn’t even remember the names of her first three clients, only that she’d gone through the motions with a practiced smile, her mind nowhere near the tent. And whatever “fortunes” she’d given—if she’d given any at all—were already gone from her.

All she could recall was the glove she’d brought with her. She kept staring at it, reliving what she had seen and what she had done, over and over again, desperately wishing that the next figure to duck through her drapes would be her.

Fourth client. Still not her.

A woman searching for her cat.

Miranda’s expression must have sunk, but thankfully, the woman took it as Miranda was worrying about the lost pet.

“Did it happen to be a fire elemental breed?” Miranda asked.

“Yes.”

“Your neighbor stole it,” Miranda said flatly, “to sell to a merchant tomorrow.”

“That bitch!” The woman dropped the coins and stormed out.

Who keeps a fire elemental in their home? Miranda wondered and sighed when the fire image reminded her of the fiery passion she’d given herself to so easily.

And the fire rose.

By the time Miranda came back to her senses, her hand was under her skirt, massaging herself beneath the table right there in her tent.

“Damn it…” She hid her face in her hands—only to realize that they were already damp from the heat and juices soaking through the cloth.

I won’t look, Miranda promised herself as she hurried home. Not again!

She kept that promise right up until her first climax.

Might as well, if I’ve come this far, she reasoned, and watched Rebecca’s future again, coming swiftly for a second time, and soon after for a third. A little sob escaped her from how good it felt and from how much she missed her.

Another day of fortune-telling. Another day without Rebecca. Blurrier than the last. Miranda wasn’t even sure if she’d come once or twice while alone in the tent, only that she’d stopped making excuses about “not looking” when she got home, and finger-fucked herself until her hand went sore, then numb.

The next day was worse.

Fifth client: a middle-aged man searching for his childhood crush.

“She’s long married,” Miranda said, with no softness in it at all. “Happily married. Three children. A noble took her entire family into his estate years ago.” She heard herself saying it like she tried to rub salt into the wound she’d just opened.

He won’t be coming back, Miranda thought, and sighed. She was angry at herself for the way she was behaving, and angry at the next client for not being the one she needed.

Sixth client: a flirtatious woman, complaining about how she couldn’t find love despite countless casual encounters—men and women alike—humble-bragging as she listed suitors, while also tossing a few blatant suggestions for a hookup toward Miranda.

“Many of them know they have no chance with me,” the woman said, smiling coyly, “and they’re too shy to be seen with me in public.”

She was pretty enough. But Miranda could only compare her to Rebecca, and the comparison was merciless. When the woman’s fingers brushed hers in what was meant to be an “accident,” Miranda recoiled, almost disgusted by the touch—longing instead for Rebecca’s hand… and for Rebecca’s cock.

“I see it in your future: ten years from now,” Miranda said, with the same emotion she might’ve used to divine tomorrow’s weather, “you’re still alone. And your pool of suitors has dried up.”

“Eh? That can’t be.” The woman blinked, laugh faltering. “I… Even now I have three men who’ve suggested they’d propose to me—”

“None of them intend to keep their word,” Miranda said. “You’re known as the town’s riding pony. That’s why they won’t be seen with you.”

“I…” The woman went dumb for a beat, face draining. Then it snapped back into anger. “You’re just a jealous old hag!” she spat, flinging Miranda’s payment at her before storming out.

Miranda barely blinked as the coins bounced off her breasts and clattered to the floor. She listened, half-present, to the woman’s curses fading into the market.

She won’t be coming back either, she thought. Oh well. Good riddance. But as Miranda bent to pick up the coins and counted them slowly one by one, another kind of counting started in the back of her mind.

Rent was due soon.

This is no way to run a business, Miranda realized. This can’t go on. I need a restart. She pocketed the coins, stood, and reached for her “Closed” sign. How many days has it been, now, that I’ve come here for no reason except the hope that she’ll return? Miranda wondered.

Old hag.

The words finally sank their teeth in as Miranda stared at the sign clutched in her hands. What if she was right? I’m not eighteen anymore. And all these years later, what do I have to show for myself? Lusting after a woman who’d shown no interest in me at all, just because I thought I saw myself in her future…

“Excuse me…” a timid voice spoke up from behind Miranda.

“Sorry, I’m done for the day,” Miranda answered without thought as she started to turn. “If you could come back in a few days—”

She froze mid-sentence when she saw Rebecca standing in front of her.

“R-Rebecca?” Miranda let out a disbelieving whisper as the sign slipped from her fingers. Has my mind finally snapped? she wondered, so stunned she didn’t even register the wooden placard clattering down onto her foot before it bounced away.

“Didn’t that hurt?” Rebecca asked, eyes flicking down to where swelling was already blooming beneath the skin.

“What hurt?” Miranda blurted, still staring. She was surprised that not only did the woman before her not disappear after blinking repeatedly, but that the apparition even spoke. Miranda pinched herself hard, and Rebecca still didn’t vanish. But the pinch hurt. And soon after that, the throbbing in Miranda’s foot finally arrived… matched only by the sudden, aching pulse between her thighs.

“You… you came back?” Miranda finally asked, barely holding herself back from leaping at her.

“I think I might have left my glove here the other day,” Rebecca said awkwardly, looking away from Miranda’s gaze.

“O-Oh. Of course.” Miranda’s heart dropped into frozen hell as if someone had dumped an ocean's worth of arctic water over her soul. Seeing the woman she’d been fantasizing about all this time avoid eye contact, Miranda wanted to fall through the ground and disappear.

You idiot. Miranda cursed herself. Did you really think she’d come back for you? Just because you’re getting older and can’t control your pent-up frustrations anymore doesn’t mean she secretly wants to bend you over that table and fuck you raw right here in the tent!

“I have it somewhere around here,” Miranda said, stalling, despite the fact that she knew exactly where she had the glove.

Even if you don’t want to spend another moment in the same tent with a pervert like me, you’ll forgive me for wanting to breathe the same air as you for one more minute, won’t you? she pleaded silently, imagining an eager, “For as long as you need!”

“Now… where did I put it?” Miranda mumbled, summoning every scrap of acting she had. She moved things that didn’t need moving. She looked in places she’d never put anything. Anything to pretend like she didn’t care that Rebecca was standing right there, like she didn’t care for the glove, like she didn’t know the exact spot she kept it, like the most precious thing in the world, second only to Rebecca herself.

How would a person who doesn’t care act? Miranda wondered, trying to inhabit that impossible creature. How would someone act who hadn’t spent hours with her fingers inside herself while she sniffed that glove, who hadn’t slipped it on to finger herself some more, who hadn’t licked her own juices from the leather while rubbing off her clit?

There’s no way I can return it like that! Miranda suddenly realized, imagining in sheer horror Rebecca’s disgusted expression upon seeing her stained glove and the things that had been done to it. But Miranda couldn’t not return it, either.

Pretend as if I lost it? But what kind of terrible human being loses a glove of the person they love? Ask her to come back later while I try to wash it clean? But then risk her not returning? What if her glove isn’t nearly important enough for her to tolerate my presence a second time?

Oh, what do I do? What do I do? Miranda almost teared up. If only she felt like I felt. If only it were her fingers in the glove that stirred up my pussy. She’d know how to treat my lewd pussy that aches for her cock. She’d probably shove that glove in my mouth to keep me from letting out those debauched moans while she punished me for being such a bad fortune teller.

“Miss?” Rebecca prompted gently.

“E-Eh!?” Miranda jolted, heart beating out of her chest, and pussy leaking through her panties. She’d run out of time. She’d wasted every precious second panicking and fantasizing, and still had no idea how to solve her plight.

“I… I think I left your glove at home by accident,” she mumbled while searching everywhere except the one place it truly was—wrapped carefully in a handkerchief, tucked into her bag like a treasure.

“Ah.” Rebecca’s voice trailed off. “I see…”

An awkward silence stretched between them. Then, almost at the same time, they both drew a breath.

“Would you mind coming over to my place for a moment so I can return it to you?” Miranda blurted.

“Would you mind taking me to your place for a moment so you can return it to me?” Rebecca asked at the exact same time.

Another moment of awkward silence.

Did she just—? Miranda’s mind stalled, not sure if she dared to believe her own ears.

“Of course I wouldn’t mind!” they both answered in unison before either of them could take the proposal back.

Rebecca’s cheeks pinked. “When will you be done here?”

“I’m already done, see?” Miranda said, snatching the fallen sign up from the floor. Her face was burning even more than Rebecca’s. She flashed past her, ducked out of the tent, and pinned the “Closed” placard back in place with shaking hands before someone dared disturb them.

The moment she stepped out, a woman approached, coin pouch already in hand.

“Excuse me—”

“Tomorrow—no, next week,” Miranda blurted without even looking at her potential client, banishing anyone and anything that had even the remotest possibility of intervening in her potential home-taking of Rebecca.

“All done,” Miranda declared as she ducked back inside. “I wasn’t in the mood for any more fortune-telling anyway—”

“Ah. I had hoped you’d be willing to look into my future again,” Rebecca said quietly.

“—is what I would have said,” Miranda pivoted, “if your future hadn’t piqued my interest. I was just about to suggest we take another look once we’re back at my place.”

“Ah, I’m glad,” Rebecca said, her expression brightening.

Eh? What’s happening? Miranda wondered as she wrapped her crystal ball and tucked it into her bag. She wanted her future read again that badly? This wasn’t just about the glove?

“A-after you then,” Rebecca said, and they set off.

But wait, reading her future again… with her right there next to me? In my own home? Miranda realized the implications. Just thinking about that potential scenario made Miranda wetter than a soaked kitten. How was she supposed to control herself if she saw those sights again, with the woman responsible for them within grabbing distance?

I have to control myself. Somehow. Come on, Miranda! How many times have you touched yourself by now? Surely that should have built up some tolerance. Surely you can last an hour without falling apart. Maybe even two?

She sighed, already having no faith in her supposed restraint.

But why does she want her future divined again? Miranda wondered. She couldn’t have seen what I’d seen, and my answers were so vague and non-descript that no sane person would pay to hear them twice. Do I dare tell her more? If she could see what I saw… what would her reaction be?

Miranda threw a sideways glance to the area below Rebecca’s waist, but her skirt was so full and fluttery that it could have hidden a tree trunk beneath it, and no one would be the wiser.

Still, she chose to come. No—she asked to come, Miranda reminded herself, heart beating faster. I can’t let this opportunity go to waste.

And Miranda suddenly became keenly aware that if she did somehow manage to ruin a once-in-a-lifetime chance like this, she’d never forgive herself. She’d remember such a colossal failure until her dying day.

“Well, here we are,” Miranda said, fumbling her key into the lock of her humble little home. “Sorry for the mess,” she added automatically as she pushed the door open and stepped in first—only for her eyes to go wide at the debauched disaster waiting in her room.

Panties. Bottles. Used tissues. Makeshift phallic objects. A shameful scatter of days’ worth of evidence of cock-craving indulgences she’d been too pleasure-drunk to hide.

“One moment!!” Miranda yelped as she slammed the door in Rebecca’s face and whirled around like a woman possessed, snatching up every incriminating scrap and shoving it into the deepest, darkest corner of her closet. She buried it under folded sheets, rammed the doors shut, and turned the key in the lock with shaking hands.

Then she caught the smell and darted to the window, throwing it open wide. Then she remembered she’d just slammed the door right on her most important person’s nose. She rushed back, yanked it open, and nearly choked on her own relief when Rebecca was still there—mildly perplexed, but patiently waiting all the same.

“S-sorry,” Miranda blurted, stepping aside to usher her in. “My… my cat brought another dead animal. I couldn’t let you see it.”

“Aw,” Rebecca said warmly, eyes brightening. “I love a pretty pussy. Where is she?”

“I—” Miranda’s mind scrambled. “She jumped out the window. She got mad at me for throwing her bounty away.”

“Ah, you shouldn’t trample on a pussy’s feelings like that,” Rebecca scolded lightly.

“S-sorry,” Miranda apologized again. Though the same goes for you, too, she added inwardly. Please don’t trample on my pussy’s feelings.

“I’ll make sure to give her a treat,” Miranda said, already imagining big, firm treats that her pussy would like.

“I hope to see her next time and feed her out of my hand,” Rebecca said merrily, and Miranda sadly realized that they were still talking about the imaginary cat.

“It’s a date,” Miranda said without thinking, latching onto the word next time like it was a rope thrown to a drowning woman. I guess I’ll need to find a cat for next time, she thought, and only then did her mind catch up to what she’d just implied—that there might be future meetings at all. The idea made her very soul tingle.

“A-anyway, make yourself comfortable, and I’ll set up for the session,” Miranda said and busied herself in a hurry. She dragged a small table into position, barely found her last clean piece of cloth to smooth over it with frantic care, and got out and placed her crystal ball on top. Behind Miranda’s back, Rebecca slipped off her traveling cloak and got ready herself.

Once everything was as ready as it was ever going to be, they sat opposite each other again.




Chapter 4

“What made you come seeking my services again?” Miranda asked, trying for professional calm.

“I need help finding that woman you told me about,” Rebecca said.

She’s sitting right in front of you, Miranda thought—more in hope than in certainty, still terrified that her earlier vision had been tainted by her own lust.

“If you are meant to be together,” she said carefully, trying to uphold some semblance of professionalism and neutrality, “you will find her without my help.”

“But I already went through every person I’ve ever met,” Rebecca insisted, passion stirring in her voice. “None of them were her!”

“E-every one?” Miranda stammered.

Rebecca nodded.

“But how would you even know which one was the one?” Miranda asked.

“Wouldn’t you know?” Rebecca answered with a question of her own. “From the moment you lay eyes on her, wouldn’t you know who your destined mate is?”

Miranda swallowed nervously. Rebecca’s stare didn’t look as timid as it had before. It was steadier, sharper, and determined in a way that made Miranda’s skin prickle. She crumbled under it, looking away before that single gaze could make her confess all her sins.

“I… I can try looking into your future again,” Miranda finally said while her eyes flicked toward the closed closet where all evidence of her perversion lay precariously hidden. “Maybe I can help you. But I’ll need something personal of yours before we begin.”

“Don’t you have my glove here?” Rebecca asked calmly.

Miranda flinched. She’d almost forgotten they’d come here under the pretense of both future-seeing and glove-returning.

“I-it’s been too many days,” she said quickly. “By now… whatever of you clung to it will have faded. If I use it now, the results will be poor. I need something fresh for a clear connection.”

“I see,” Rebecca said, again with an unusually calm and weighed voice. “In that case, it’s good that I came prepared,” she added and reached into her bag. And when she drew out what she’d brought, Miranda lost every thought she’d been holding.

Rebecca held up a pair of white lace panties. For a heartbeat she simply showed them, as if testing her own boldness. Then she folded them neatly, set them on the table, and slid them toward Miranda.

Miranda’s whole world tilted.

Panties? She… gave me her panties? But… does that mean… But what other way could there possibly be to interpret this other than—

“Are these no good?” Rebecca asked. “Last time you said you needed a personal item. I figured nothing could be more personal than a woman’s favorite pair.”

“G-Good…” Miranda choked on the word as she stared at the neatly folded white cloth in front of her.

It wasn’t the first pair of undergarments that had ever ended up on her table. However, unlike with that deranged girl from last week, Miranda’s feelings were now the complete opposite of those from that time. She had no doubt that if Rebecca forgot her panties and left, that she’d be masturbating with them, sniffing them, pushing them deep into her pussy as she came over and over…

Seeing Miranda lost in thought, Rebecca casually added, “Ah, in case you’re worried about the freshness, be at ease. I wore them on the way here, so they’re absolutely full of my essence.”

!?

“O-on… the way…” Miranda muttered, lifting up her gaze to Rebecca in uneven, broken motions as her world tilted by at least ten more degrees.

“This way we should get a much clearer vision of my future than with just my glove,” Rebecca said. “Right?”

“Y-yes,” Miranda breathed out. But by the time the word left her mouth, she’d already forgotten what she’d agreed to.

Panties she wore… She wore them today. Wore them here. She took them off—when? Here? While I wasn’t looking? But then… She’s not wearing any panties? She’s not wearing any panties! A woman of an ancient futanari clan is sitting in my room, not wearing any panties, presenting her worn panties to me while looking at me like I’m already hers! Why is she looking at me like that? Her gaze is nothing like it was last time.

Does she know? Does she know what a pervert I turned out to be? Does she know that I masturbated nonstop while thinking about her? Does she know that my pussy is already wet for the cock that’s sitting under that skirt with nothing to restrain it? If she lifted up her skirt right now, would her cock be already hard? It would be, wouldn’t it? Staring right at me. Erect to put me in my place. To punish me. To claim me.

Why did she come here?

“Well?” Rebecca asked, and a grin started to form at the corners of her lips. “Won’t you begin?”

“Y-yes,” Miranda nodded, lips moving on their own. “Let’s begin,” she mumbled, head spinning, thoughts filled with cock. She was ready to begin. Ready to spread her legs. In this tilted room, only Rebecca’s cock could bring her back to balance.

Command me more, Miranda begged silently. Tell me what to do. Make me say yes again. I’ll say it as many times as you want. I’ll say yes to anything you desire.

Her hands felt too heavy as they slowly rose toward the crystal ball. She needed Rebecca’s cock like a rail to hold onto. She felt weak without Rebecca, too weak without that cock. She needed one more command. Any command at all. When did she become so weak? And when did Rebecca become so strong?

“Do you see something?” Rebecca asked.

“Yes,” Miranda said—the only word she knew as her mind swam in a dreamlike haze. She saw Rebecca. Only Rebecca, sitting right there across from her, her cock hard beneath the table—Miranda knew it. She could see it so clearly in her mind: giant and throbbing, ready to stuff a willing pussy and fuck it into madness.

What is she waiting for? Miranda wondered, breath shallow. Deciding whether I’m worthy of choking on it…?

“What do you see?” Rebecca asked again.

“Your cock,” Miranda answered, the truth spilling from her lips.

Rebecca’s brows lifted slightly. “What else?”

“You’re… fucking me with it,” Miranda said, the vision of her fucked future now so sharp in her mind’s eye she didn’t even need the crystal ball to see it. But it certainly helped her feel it. As if her present pussy was thrust into right as her future pussy got pounded.

“Ha-ahn,” a sound slipped out of Miranda when that imagined, hot swell rammed a certain spot deep inside her. She didn’t even realize she made that sound. Not that she would’ve cared by that point. It felt too good to finally feel Rebecca inside her, too hot for it not to be real, even if it was a specter for the briefest moment.

She even knew it was impossible. It was her future self being fucked, not her present self. She was a seer, not a time traveler. There was no bridge between now and then, no interaction possible, no matter how horny she got. Otherwise, she would’ve thrown herself through time on the very first day and get pounded senseless by Rebecca.

But then… if she wasn’t being fucked for real, why did that brief moment feel so good? Why was she now squirming ceaselessly, trying to stave off the hunger for cock that had been awakened inside her?

Masturbating to a fantasy was one thing, but feeling a fat cock in a pussy that had forgotten the feeling was beyond something she could control or comprehend. Like the first lick of ice cream after years of bland meals—no matter how much you told yourself to stop, you couldn’t. Not until you’d had more. Not until you’d been stretched out and creampied repeatedly.

“And do you like what you see?” Rebecca asked.

“Oh, yes!” Miranda confessed instantly—her confession breaking out as a needy moan that cried for the future to come to the present.

Rebecca leaned in. “Can I see it?”

“Y-yes…” Miranda breathed. To share a vision of the future with the client was an extraordinarily difficult task. Miranda had not once managed more than flashes—brief impressions that vanished the moment she tried to hold them still. But if it was Rebecca asking her. And Miranda couldn’t possibly say anything else than but yes to her. If it was for Rebecca, Miranda knew that she could do it. She would do anything.

So she closed her eyes and gathered everything—her power, her hunger, her craving to please Rebecca, her craving to be fucked by that thick futa cock—and she put it all into the vision, into the future she so desperately wanted to share with Rebecca, willing it into Rebecca’s mind.

When Miranda opened her eyes again, she looked straight into Rebecca’s, and she knew that they both saw the same thing. The same thing that was now also unfolding in Miranda’s crystal ball, the same scene that Miranda had been drowning in: Miranda folded like a lawn chair, moaning her heart out while Rebecca pounded her womb toward imminent impregnation.

“I see,” Rebecca said quietly. She glanced down into the crystal ball, confirming what she already saw in her mind, watching her own future actions with a half-curious, half-pleased look. “So that’s what you saw.”

Miranda couldn’t speak. Her mouth had gone dry. Her secret was finally out—out in the open—for Rebecca to witness. Miranda watched her reaction. Rebecca wasn’t shocked. She didn’t recoil in disgust. She didn’t laugh. She didn’t even look surprised.

“And was this the same vision you saw the first time?” Rebecca asked.

“Not as clearly,” Miranda managed.

Rebecca’s gaze lifted from the ball to Miranda’s face. “Then why didn’t you tell me right from the start that it was you?”

“I…” Miranda’s throat tried to work, but failed to do its job as well as her future self’s. She swallowed. “I don’t even know anymore.”

At first, her reasoning made sense. Just like it had made sense to lick her crystal ball while thinking of Rebecca’s cock while masturbating. But after fingering herself with Rebecca’s glove and sucking it clean, Miranda could no longer even imagine what had possessed her not to reveal her identity immediately, not to block Rebecca’s exit from the tent, not to drop to her knees right then and beg to be fucked just like in her future.

What was it? Only one thing explained it. The same thing that still gripped her now.

“Fear,” Miranda said at last, giving the word a voice. “I was afraid I was wrong. Afraid you would reject me. I still am. But you…” That’s when the realization hit her. “You knew? When?”

“I had a feeling from the start,” she said. “Like I told you… Wouldn’t you know your destined mate the moment you lay eyes on her?” Her gaze dipped for a beat. “But my personality got in the way.”

Personality… Ah, that’s right, Miranda thought back to the way Rebecca was when she first came into her tent. That timid person was now barely recognizable in the current Rebecca, who now appeared far steadier than Miranda herself.

“All women in our clan are incredibly timid at first,” Rebecca said quietly. “Probably some kind of self-protection designed by nature itself. Because if we were always as we are when we’re aroused…”

“When you’re aroused?” Miranda echoed.

“The moment a futa of my clan locks eyes with her destined woman, her true nature awakens,” Rebecca said. “And even what you’re seeing now is still a pale shadow of what comes once our mate gives in.”

“True nature…” Miranda repeated, squirming in her chair while her hands somehow found their way to her skirt.

“You’ve seen a part of it,” Rebecca said, tipping her chin toward the crystal ball.

“That’s only a part?” Miranda breathed in astonishment.

“Are you scared?”

“No, I’m excited!” Miranda proclaimed—and in the next heartbeat, Rebecca had already swept the table aside, crystal ball and all. She surged forward, caught Miranda, and rammed her back into the wall hard enough to knock the breath clean out of her.

“What about now?” Rebecca asked, leaning close enough that Miranda felt her hot breath against her lips.

“I’m even more excited,” Miranda rasped, feeling her words now even truer than before.

“Why? You should be scared. You’d be right to be scared.”

“I struggle to understand why any woman would be,” Miranda answered. Her breath shook, but not from fear. Her fear was of rejection. With that gone… “When I saw that future—unable to recognize myself—seeing what you did to me… getting wet just trying to imagine what kind of inhuman pleasure your cock brought to reduce me to that state… And now you’re telling me that was only a part of your true nature?”

“You want to see all of it?” Rebecca asked as she let her hand drift over Miranda’s trembling body. “Even though you’re shaking.”

“I’m shaking because I need you!” Miranda cried, then fell back to a whisper. “Please…”

She took Rebecca’s hand and guided it down between her thighs. Even through her skirt, Miranda knew Rebecca could feel how soaked she already was. Her panties were ruined. The fabric clung increasingly damp.

“If you keep provoking me like this, I won’t be able to stop,” Rebecca said as her fingers already pressed harder against Miranda’s needy kitty, two fingers pushing inside through the sticky wet cloth.

Hearing that, Miranda took Rebecca’s hand with both hands, lifted it away from her damp wetness, brought it toward her lips, and took those two sticky fingers into her mouth, sucking her own lewdness right off them while she stared up into Rebecca’s eyes and begged her to be provoked.

That was when she saw Rebecca’s pupils narrow and felt her fingers tense inside her mouth as they pressed down on her tongue.

“Mmh!?” Miranda let out a whimper as a thrill ran through her at the shift in energy radiating from Rebecca. Just through those two fingers, she felt the power that Rebecca had all along. The power that nature itself held back. The power to breed the mate it chose, and to crush anything foolish enough to get in the way.

Miranda was careful not to let her teeth touch those fingers. Not out of politeness—out of her awakening female instinct, even though by now she was certain that, had she bitten down with all her might, she wouldn’t have even pierced Rebecca’s skin.

And those fingers pressed again. Then pressed some more. Deeper. Lower. Miranda didn’t resist. She couldn’t have, even if she’d wanted to. She let those fingers guide her down—down onto her knees, putting her where she belonged beneath an aroused futa while she just kept sucking the fingers that guided her like a willing pet, eager to obey her mistress.

Rebecca took half a step closer, and suddenly Miranda saw it—the tent of Rebecca’s skirt. Not in the mist nor in her vision, not in a fantasy or daydream or sheer cock-starved delusions. It was here and now. The outline of that giant pillar that pushed forth from beneath the fabric as it lifted that skirt up, making Miranda choke on just the sight of it.

She knew what Rebecca’s cock looked like. She’d seen its gut-rearranging naked enormity in the crystal ball and in her mind. But seeing it right in front of her nose as it shifted the cloth through its rise somehow made it even more intimidating than seeing it stirring up her pussy raw.

“This is what you wanted,” Rebecca said, her tone almost sounding threatening as she brought that tented hardness to Miranda’s cheek and brushed it against her, letting the trembling softness meet with the crushing hard weight for the very first time, even if Miranda’s last shreds of innocence were still protected through the cloth.

“Hmmh…” Miranda moaned as she sucked on Rebecca’s fingers while lovingly rubbing her cheek against the hardened skirt, imagining taking Rebecca’s cock right through the skirt and choking on it hard as she swallowed Rebecca’s fingers deeper to feed her imagination. 

Rebecca was reading Miranda like an open book. It was indeed what she wanted, what she was asking for. So why wasn’t Rebecca’s cock already halfway down her throat?

Rebecca watched the way Miranda took her fingers deeper and deeper, watched Miranda’s hands drift up toward her tented skirt.

“You think you’re ready for it?” Rebecca asked and suddenly thrust her fingers deep.

“Ghhk—!?” Miranda gagged, and her naughty hands jerked through the air. Her eyes watered as Rebecca’s fingers pushed hard against the far back of her tongue and pushed farther still, warming up her throat, testing to see if it was cock-worthy.

Tears welled at the corners of her eyes. Never had anyone ever treated her like this. Never did she imagine letting anyone treat her like this. No warning. No softness. Just using her mouth like a warm hole to be toyed with. And she loved every second. Her hands, caught reaching without permission, were now both buried between her own thighs. Her annoying skirt was in the way of the needed pleasure, so she tore it apart to start rubbing herself off with frantic need while Rebecca finger-fucked her throat.

“Hmmm. You might just be ready,” Rebecca said while she kept her fingers exactly where they were—holding Miranda down, testing the limits of her endurance. She lifted her skirt with her free hand and finally unveiled her cock in all its world-eclipsing glory.

“Khaaa~” Miranda rasped, nearly cumming from seeing Rebecca’s cock for real. She couldn’t believe how huge it looked in real life. How big was it? Ten inches? Fifteen? Twenty? Miranda’s count was interrupted when Rebecca planted it across her face, smacking her cheek with its weight, marking her with its smell.

Miranda angled her face, reaching with her nose toward the shaft of her dreams. She dragged in a breath as deep as she could. She tried pressing her wet, trembling lips against it, but with her throat being in the condition that it was, she could barely smell anything, and her lips were bound from delivering the kind of worship such a cock deserved.

“Ah. That’s right,” Rebecca murmured, like she’d remembered some important part of a mating ritual. “I should let you enjoy it for a moment.” She withdrew her fingers from Miranda’s throat.

“Mhhmmm,” Miranda whimpered. Even half-choking, she followed the retreat with her tongue, lips clinging to the last touch. She kissed and licked those fingers as they slipped free, eternally grateful for the wonderful warm-up until they finally left her be for a moment.

And with her throat released, with her face temporarily granted the simple freedom to move of its own accord, Miranda could finally do the one thing she’d been craving since the moment she’d first seen Rebecca’s future in the crystal ball.




Chapter 5

“Mhhnaaah~” She opened wide right as she was—kneeling, with Rebecca’s heavy cock still planted across her face—and wrapped her lips around that thick, hot shaft, as much as she could around such a godly specimen.

“Mhhn!” A shiver tore through her when she finally felt that cock properly on her lips. Her tongue instantly shot out, and she started frantically wagging her tongue around it, working her mouth along its seemingly infinite length, hungry to taste every inch of it. She licked and dragged her tongue along the hard stem, circling every vein, every ridge, every swollen contour of that pulsating might, mapping it so that her brain would know it better than her own hands.

She was determined not to leave a single inch without her saliva marking it. This cock didn’t belong to her. It would fuck her only if it chose to do so. And still Miranda made her best attempt to lay claim to it, to coat it in all the lewd juices she could offer, to leave it slick and shining in the vain hope it could keep the other females away, desperate to hoard all that vigor and seed for herself.

“Mhhhn~!” Miranda moaned louder. Just thinking of Rebecca’s seed made her hands speed up between her thighs. It was impossible to stop. And with Rebecca’s fingers no longer stirring up her throat, Miranda could finally breathe in properly, finally take in the potent heat of a futa’s cock that had been born to breed desperate females.

I wonder if I’m ovulating today, Miranda thought, trying to count the days on her calendar. But her ability to count faltered like every other skill a horny female did not need when there was cock to suck and legs to spread.

“Gghee…” Miranda let out a breathy giggle at herself and reassured herself that Rebecca’s futa seed would be potent enough to breed her on any day. And with thoughts of potent seed consuming everything, as if Rebecca’s nimble seedlings were already inside her, impregnating her very brain, Miranda’s focus lurched toward the tip, desperate to worship it like a whore and wring every last drop out of it with her mouth. It wouldn’t matter how many times she made Rebecca cum. In her visions, the futa always had more. Always enough for a starving womb.

Miranda reached the head, opened wide, and with barely taking a breath at all—

“Ahhn~” She swallowed as much as she could in one hungry descent, intent on taking it straight to the base. But the cock taught Miranda her place immediately. With a sudden choking gag, she faltered as soon as that thick tip slammed against the back of her throat, stopping her in her tracks before she got even halfway to her goal.

“G-khhhnn…” Miranda choked as she tried to push down and take more anyway. She stared at the base of Rebecca’s rock-hard cock. It was so close, yet so impossibly far. She was a fool to think she could take it all. And yet, despite her own foolishness, her fingers moved faster between her thighs, and before she even understood what was happening, warm waves of tingly bliss washed over her as she started cumming hard from the mere fact that she was choking on a cock far too large for her to swallow whole.

“What a hopeless slut,” Rebecca said and then suddenly grabbed Miranda by her hair.

“Hhnh?” Miranda whimpered as the grip tightened at her roots. She looked up and trembled. There wasn’t a trace of the previous Rebecca left. The shy, nervous woman whose personality didn’t match her body was gone. A shadow fell over her face now. Narrow eyes glinted like a predator’s, and her grin spread with a kind of pleased cruelty that made Miranda’s pussy clamp up around her fingers.

This is what she warned me about, Miranda realized. The true personality that comes out when a futa is aroused. The way she’s holding me… Miranda’s fingers started moving again across her drenched pussy lips. Even though I just came, if she starts—

“Ghhhlkh!?”

Her thoughts were wiped clean as Rebecca shoved her down onto the cock she’d failed to deepthroat and met that push with a powerful thrust that didn’t stop until she bulged out nearly the entire length of Miranda’s throat, plugging her mouth hole completely. In that one thrust, she accomplished what Miranda was supposed to do if she was any good at deepthroating—what they both wanted from the very start. And Rebecca still had enough length to spare to go far deeper.

“Mmhkkhh!” Miranda choked and moaned at the same time, and her pussy squirted a little from the impact. And feeling that wetness on her fingers, her fingers were the first to recover from the impact. She rubbed her clit with one hand and fingered herself with the other, driving herself straight into a second orgasm while she gagged on cock lodged in her throat.

“Masturbating again?” Rebecca asked as she began to pull Miranda off her cock. Slowly. First out of her throat, then out of her mouth, until the spit-smeared tip was between Miranda’s trembling lips while she dragged ragged breaths through her nose and corners of her spit-bubbling lips.

“But we’ve barely started,” Rebecca announced and pushed Miranda back on her cock while thrusting again. This time, she drove all the way down Miranda’s throat and stayed there. Miranda’s eyes snapped wide, her body shook, and another orgasm ripped through her without warning.

“Yes! That’s what I like to see!” Rebecca barked with thrilled excitement on her face as she brought her second hand to Miranda’s head, gripping her with both hands, and began to facefuck her mouth and throat with abandon.

“My destined breeding female—masturbating and cumming nonstop while I fuck her throat like it’s a pussy!” Rebecca cried over Miranda’s slobbering, ruined moans and the wet squelches of her cumming pussy. “This is the best! My female’s mouth pussy is the best!”

Miranda’s home filled with debauched sounds that were far louder and far filthier than anything she’d produced when she played alone. All her fantasies paled in comparison to the throat-fucking reality of giving herself to a woman from the legendary futa clan. Miranda couldn’t even tell anymore whether she was climaxing or simply shaking apart, whether her fingers were stirring in her pussy by choice or because her whole body was trembling from the mind-wiping cock pleasure. She only knew one thing:

Don’t stop.

“I’m gonna cum,” Rebecca groaned. “Your mouth pussy is gonna make me cum!”

Cum!

That single word lit Miranda’s seed-obsessed brain on fire. She started swallowing again and again, throat clenching around the hot, pulsating cock inside her, massaging it until she felt cum rush through the shaft, past her lips, and down her throat. She swallowed even harder, over-eager for a taste until finally her swallowing throat massage culminated in what she’d begged for.

A thick, hot wave splashed all over her esophagus and shot straight down to her stomach like a relentless river breaking through a dam, flooding her stomach as she came for a third time, seeing nothing but flashing white lights before her eyes.

It felt so right. So incredibly right. Slumped on her knees. A pulsing futa cock in her throat. A warm belly full of thick, potent cum. Fingers trembling inside her pussy. And when Rebecca finally pulled out just to drag and smear the sticky, smelly, messy coat of slop and cum all over Miranda’s face, Miranda breathed it in, filling her lungs with the primal smell, eyes rolling as she felt the heavy cock stick to her skin. She’d never felt so content in her life that she almost passed out from sheer, mindless bliss.

“Aren’t you relaxing a little too soon?” Rebecca asked.

“E-Eh?” Miranda let out a whimper as she weakly looked up at her. Some feeble jolt ran through her as her prey-brain faintly registered that the danger had not passed. The glint in Rebecca’s sharp eyes had only grown brighter. And her cock had only grown thicker.

“You didn’t seriously expect a futa would calm down after something like that, did you?” Rebecca said, the words landing like a threat.

Only then did Miranda’s fogged mind remember her earlier wish. That’s right. She hasn’t creampied me yet. I wanted her to impregnate my womb… Miranda almost couldn’t believe it. Just having her throat used like that by Rebecca felt so good she’d nearly forgotten what she wanted most. Her heart fluttered just from the raw memory of the delightful abuse her throat had so lovingly endured. Is this what love feels like? Miranda wondered. And when Rebecca’s cock dragged across Miranda’s face again, smearing spit and cum as it stirred back to action, Miranda found the answer to be a resounding “yes.”

“Unlike you, I didn’t need any fancy crystal balls to see myself fucking your face like this,” Rebecca said, dragging her cock slowly across Miranda’s ruined makeup, smearing that thick coat until there wasn’t a single inch of skin left unmarked.

“Mhhnaah,” Miranda purred. Of course, she thought. A futa with a cock like this would see straight through a slut’s façade.

She melted beneath the affection of Rebecca’s cock massage. It was a gift for her face, and her lips parted on their own. Rebecca grinned as she grabbed that sticky face with both hands and thrust straight through Miranda’s parted lips until she was deep in that cum-lubed throat once more.

“That’s why our clan is cursed with that feeble personality,” Rebecca said, grunting as she drove deeper, using Miranda’s lubed throat like a sleeve. “If we weren’t, with thousands of shameless sluts all around us, we’d impregnate the entire world in a matter of months.”

Sounds wonderful, Miranda thought, gagging and seeing stars as Rebecca’s cock slid through her with frictionless delight, bulging out her throat while talking about other sluts. Miranda didn’t even mind. As long as she was Rebecca’s, as long as Rebecca bred her, who was she to deny her the opportunity to take care of her futa needs with other females in heat? Miranda’s fingers moved according to her heart’s desires. And when Rebecca looked down her hips froze in place, her cock still lodged halfway down Miranda’s used throat.

“So that’s your answer,” Rebecca said as she stared at Miranda’s legs spread wide, and at the way Miranda was parting her own pussy lips with her fingers, offering herself down there too. “You hear ‘impregnation,’ and you spread yourself without hesitation.”

Hearing that, Miranda swallowed—throat clenching around the cock—as she realized what she’d done so absentmindedly. And now that she realized, she only spread her legs and pussy wider.

“I see…” Rebecca muttered, trembling all over as her obsidian hair fell over her face. Then her trembling suddenly stopped. “How bold!!” she yelled, yanking her cock from Miranda’s mouth. She hauled her up by the hair until Miranda was on the very tips of her toes. Even that wasn’t enough for them to meet eye to eye. But it was enough to bring Miranda close enough for Rebecca to lean down and kiss her deep, right on her messy, fucked lips.

Their tongues tangled at once. Rebecca held Miranda by the hair with one hand and used the other to rip at the rest of Miranda’s dress, dragging it down far enough to grope and squeeze her big tits. No love. No gentleness. Just rough, possessive grabbing at her flesh with nothing held back. And it only made Miranda kiss harder, tongue moving faster as she fed on Rebecca’s spit and passion, while something hard kept nudging her soft thighs.

That hard thing made Miranda go wild in Rebecca’s grasp, craving to be groped and kissed and fucked all at once, all right now. She tried to push back, tried to line herself up with that cock, intent on impaling herself on it right there, but Rebecca roughly flipped her around and slammed her chest-and-cheek-first into the wall.

“Hahn!” The impact knocked the breath from Miranda’s lungs as Rebecca pressed her hard, squishing her big breasts against the hard surface, compressing her ribs and lungs. But the whimper that followed wasn’t from the lack of air. Submissive and needy, it was from the hardness brushing her inner thighs.

How giant is it? Miranda wondered as she felt Rebecca’s girth press between both thighs at once. I had that in my throat!? Miranda couldn’t believe it. Now that she felt it with her thighs, it seemed far too thick to ever imagine taking it inside, no matter which hole Rebecca chose.

“You’re trembling all over,” Rebecca snickered in her ear, groping Miranda’s body and toying with her hair as she rocked her hips, practically fucking Miranda’s thighs.

“I’m… I…” Miranda couldn’t get more than that out before a deeper thrust dragged just right and barely brushed her swollen pussy lips.

“Hhhn!?” Miranda’s thoughts evaporated. She instinctively squeezed her thighs tighter around Rebecca’s cock, desperate for any kind of fucking she could get.

“What lovely thighs,” Rebecca murmured, picking up her pace. She used the cum and slop from Miranda’s throat as extra lube to fuck those thighs that were already wet with her pussy juices.

“They are?” Miranda gasped just before another thrust kissed her pussy again. “They are!”

She clenched harder, trembling all over, rocking her hips to meet every drive, each deep shove rewarding her more, teasing her closer. She had never thought of her thighs as anything special. But now she found herself imagining that maybe all that soft flesh was exactly what could ensnare Rebecca, keep her coming back again and again, even after some casual slut use.

And the fantasy was affirmed with every thrust. Rebecca’s cock kept grinding between her legs until it started striking her pussy directly, until it pounded her lips so relentlessly that Miranda’s legs shook as if she were already in the throes of an orgasm, even though she knew all too well this was barely a warm-up for a futa like Rebecca.

“O-ohn… fuck me more,” Miranda whimpered, pushing her hips back to meet Rebecca’s cock, sinking lower—while Rebecca thrust higher. Each drive forced the thick tip deeper, pushing past her already-pounded lips and parting them with humiliating ease as it went deeper.

Half an inch. An inch. Two.

“Oh, yes!” Miranda cried when she felt the tip finally slip fully inside her. Her thighs shook with joy. She tried to squeeze tighter around the shaft and couldn’t. With that thick futa cock already pushing into her, Miranda couldn’t do anything at all. No strength to clench her thighs. Even standing became impossible. Her knees buckled, and only Rebecca’s dominant press pinning her to the wall kept her upright.

“Aren’t you getting wobbly a little too soon?” Rebecca asked before she cracked a sharp smack across Miranda’s big ass and growled, “Tighten those thighs right now!”

“Y-yes!” Miranda half-moaned, half-cried as the slap snapped her spine straighter and brought her senses back just enough to obey. She forced her thighs together as tightly as she could, wrapping her soft flesh around Rebecca’s girth.

“That’s better,” Rebecca purred sweetly into her ear. “Here’s your reward.”

She thrust through Miranda’s slick thighs, fucking them faster and harder while her cock kept pushing deeper with every drive. A third inch. A fourth. A fifth—

“Ooohn~!” Miranda arched when Rebecca hit a certain spot inside her. Then she moaned louder and trembled more sharply when Rebecca struck that spot again. And again. And again.

Just how huge is she!? Miranda’s mind fractured in disbelief at the insane length that let Rebecca fuck both her pussy and the span of her thighs at the same time. She kept pounding that same sensitive place over and over until Miranda started squirting again—gushing down her trembling legs, all over her thighs and the cock that fucked them—cumming to the squelching sound of her own wet flesh.

“Yes! That’s the spirit!” Rebecca laughed as she slapped Miranda’s soaked thighs. The sound was somehow even filthier than a slap to the ass. The shock rippled through her wet flesh from one thigh, wrapped around Rebecca’s cock, and spread to the other thigh—just in time for another slap, and then another while she angled her hips higher and thrust even deeper into Miranda’s cumming pussy.

Seven inches. Eight. Nine—

Miranda lost her ability to count long before that cock kissed her womb for the first time. But when it kissed her a second time, both her womb and pussy kissed that cock back, clinging desperately, begging for that wave of cum straight into her core.

“Finally, you’re starting to tighten up properly,” Rebecca said as she stuck her fingers into Miranda’s mouth. Miranda started sucking them without hesitation. “But that’s not good enough yet,” she said, and thrust those fingers down Miranda’s throat as she slammed into Miranda’s pussy. “You can do better!”

“Ghlhuuukhn!” Miranda gagged and squirted a stream so strong it splashed all over both their feet. With both her throat and pussy claimed—and her thighs no longer required—she could do nothing but hang with her tits squished against the wall, arms and legs twitching and flailing through the air as Rebecca fucked her deep in both holes at once, spitroasting her right with her cock and fingers as she bulged out both her cunt and throat.

Cum. Cum. Cum.

The word was stuck on repeat in Miranda’s ruined brain as she climaxed without end, clamping down around Rebecca’s cock with everything she had. Not that she could control it—her choking orgasmic spasms and that feral need to be inseminated did it all for her.

“Oohh, you’re really great now!” Rebecca cheered as her cock swelled thick with pulsing pleasure. “That’s the pussy I’ve been searching for. That’s the pussy I want to impregnate!”

Impregnate!!! Miranda went delirious with the thought. She wants to impregnate me!

“Dho iht—!” she begged around Rebecca’s fingers, voice mangled by the stirring of her throat. “Phleashe—dhooo iiiiht!”

“As you wish,” Rebecca whispered lovingly into her ear. Then she thrust so hard that her throbbing cock made a three-inch bulge beneath Miranda’s belly, and held it there as she started pouring her seed into Miranda’s womb.

“Kk-khhooooo~~!!” Miranda made animalistic sounds as she choked and moaned at the same time. Her limbs locked up; her legs straightened, then squeezed hard around the base of Rebecca’s cock. Even as Rebecca flooded Miranda’s womb, even as she jammed her cock in so deep the bulge swelled by two more inches— even then her shaft was still long enough to be wrapped by Miranda’s thighs. And that realization carved the ultimate clarity into Miranda’s mind:

She could no longer live without Rebecca’s cock.

“Pthlheee,” she giggled weakly when Rebecca finally freed her throat, leaving her cheek pressed wetly to the wall. Drool slid down onto her squished tits. Miranda had no idea how long she’d spent like that— impaled on Rebecca’s cock, shaking, cumming on it while her womb filled to overflowing.

Somewhere along the way, her body lost the ability to stay upright even when supported by Rebecca’s colossal pole. She started sliding down the wall, little by little—giggling, whimpering, and moaning all the way—until her ass ended up higher than her face.

“Not a bad sight at all,” Rebecca murmured, looking down at the way her cock propped up the most important part of Miranda while the rest of her was folded in half. Rebecca flexed her muscles and jerked her cock inside Miranda’s cunt, making Miranda’s entire body jolt in response as she came a little more. But even that spasm-inducing jerk did not allow for even a single drop of cum to escape Miranda’s pussy. Rebecca’s cock was too thick to let any seed escape before she allowed it to.

“However,” Rebecca said, voice darkening, “you’re far too naïve if you think something like this is enough to satisfy me.” She grabbed Miranda’s hot, sweaty hips and began pulling her off her shaft.

“Ehn!?” Miranda was jarred awake more by the withdrawal than by the earlier jolt.

Wait! It’s too soon! She wanted to cry out as she clenched, trying to hold on to the cock that was sliding out of her. What if I’m not pregnant yet? Am I pregnant already? I must be. Probably. Surely. It’s her seed after all.

Rebecca smirked when she felt Miranda’s pussy muscles futilely try to hold her cock from leaving.

“Stop being so selfish,” she reprimanded. “Is keeping your womb full of my seed all you care about?”

“Ye—ihn!” She nearly said yes. Rebecca’s cock dragging through her saved her by turning her confession into another moan. Still, she’d been read like an open book. She’s right. I’m being selfish. I should be more worried about keeping her satisfied so she spends less time with other sluts.

Reluctantly, she accepted Rebecca’s withdrawal. With a wet squelch, Rebecca’s overlong shaft finally plopped out of her obscenely wet pussy, breaking the seal on all the cum it’d been holding inside as it poured out. And without Rebecca’s might bracing her hips, Miranda collapsed into a sweaty heap on the floor—spent body angled toward Rebecca, face turned toward the corner where her crystal ball had rolled.

“Ahn!” Miranda’s moan was nearly drowned out by the impact of flesh on wood and the splurge of seed that followed. Cum splashed across the floor, spraying in all directions, coating both their feet as more and more gushed from Miranda’s trembling pussy, pouring like a waterfall over her shaking fat thighs.

I’ve been worrying for nothing, Miranda thought as she lay on the floor and stared at the crystal ball that had set her on this path. She listened to the downpour, felt it pooling under her until she was soaking in a pool of seed that—together with Rebecca’s cock—had been warming her for those precious, delightful seconds. There’s no way I’m not pregnant after that. How can anyone cum so much?

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Rebecca asked.

Forgetting? Miranda’s mind spun. What could she have possibly forgotten? She’d cleared out her room of any evidence of her naughtiness. She’d gagged on Rebecca’s cock until she saw stars. She’d made sure Rebecca filled her womb with—

“Ah!” Miranda gasped, realizing the simple yet egregious error she made. She scrambled up from the slick floor, nearly slipping twice as she fought to get on her knees and turn back toward Rebecca’s cock—toward the cock she’d left sticky and untended after relying on it for so long.

“Finally you remember,” Rebecca said, watching Miranda’s frantic, pathetic attempt to move, failing to get even half-upright with any sense of a reasonable pace as her fucked body refused to obey her, feet sliding across the cum-drenched floor. “But far, far too slow.”

She grabbed Miranda by the hair and did what Miranda’s shaking body couldn’t, no matter how eager—dragged her mouth to the cock that needed cleaning. Miranda only had the time to open wide before Rebecca thrust that cum-and-pussy-juice-slicked cock so deep that Miranda saw stars all over again while Rebecca used the insides of her throat as a towel for cleaning.

“Hmhhhhrhluukh~” Miranda gurgled, eyes wet with tears of joy as she tasted that compliance-inducing seed and the taste of a bitch in heat—her juices mixed with Rebecca’s. The juices that had the unmistakable flavor of an ovulating female who couldn’t help herself but to enthusiastically succumb to the futa and her cock, eagerly gagging as she was used like a cum rag, knowing that she’d get more gut-rearranging bliss in return for obedience.

Ghlkokh. Ghlkohk. Ghklokh.

Miranda listened to her own throat-fucked noises, slumped powerlessly at Rebecca’s feet, too weak to even reach for her own pussy, grateful that Rebecca would do all the work while Miranda was allowed to lie back and think of nothing but cock and cum.

“That’s the look I want to fuck,” Rebecca growled, staring down at Miranda’s mind-fucked, hazy expression. It only aroused her more to see Miranda nearly cross-eyed with bliss as she looked up at the futa she worshipped with both body and soul. She pulled Miranda off her cock, grabbed her, and threw her onto the bed.

Miranda didn’t even register how ludicrously strong Rebecca must have been to toss her so easily across the room. All she cared for was the sudden ease of her soul as she soared through the skies of ecstasy, floating weightless in that sea of bliss—arms and legs spread wide—before landing into the eternal softness of the heavenly clouds, her soft body bouncing up and down across them, tits and thighs swaying and rippling with the impact.

Somewhere during those moments of eternity, the goddess of that heaven pinned Miranda among the clouds, threw her weightless legs overhead, folded Miranda into a brutal mating press, and thrust deep enough to give her cum-soaked womb the kiss it had yearned for without realizing it.

“Oooh!” Miranda’s cry sounded like the song of an angel to her ears as she reached up toward the goddess that mated her, hungry for a hug, starving for a kiss, just like the kiss her womb received again, and again, and again.

The goddess smiled upon her foolish form from above and accepted her embrace.

“Ahn~!” Miranda moaned in pure rapture, tears of pure joy flowing down her cheeks at her goddess’s acceptance as she pulled her close—closer, closer still—until the heavenly softness of their giant tits smushed together, compressing her lungs once more.

Miranda didn’t mind. She gladly squished their breasts even more, letting out more loving cries as that cock kept driving into her, kissing her womb again and again, until she managed to lock her fingers behind the goddess’s back, holding that interlocked grip as tightly as her feeble strength—and the goddess’s will—allowed.

Their lips finally locked in an obscene kiss, tongues wagging while they both moved their hips like heated animals. The futa goddess hammered that folded mating press, pounding Miranda into her place, thrusting the full length of her cock inside her until Miranda felt the goddess’s love all the way through her body.

Miranda kissed her even more passionately in return, crying and praying for this moment to never end, for the thrusts to never cease, for the kisses to go on for all eternity, and for the semen to keep pouring into her womb until it swelled just like her belly would swell with the offspring of a futa goddess.

“Impregnate me!” Miranda begged as she clung to her futa goddess with arms and legs and lips and tits.

“Impregnate me!!” she repeated over and over as her ovulating womb clung to the cock that fucked it, and her eggs took their position at the base of the dam that cracked under the power of the futa cock as it unleashed a flood of fertilizing seed.

“Impregnate me!!!” Miranda kissed her futa goddess so deeply that it was almost as if she tried to deepthroat her with her tongue as the heat of cum flooded her trembling core. She tore and clawed at her godlike futa as her eggs were drowned in cum, and she orgasmed from the inevitable impregnation.

But Miranda had no power over a god. When Rebecca rose, Miranda had no strength to keep her. She lay there, her thighs spread and trembling, cum pouring from her inseminated pussy, staring up at the mighty futa who rose above her and brought to her lips the cum-drenched cock that made her pregnant.

“Suck it!” Rebecca commanded, and Miranda deepthroated it without hesitation. With her legs still spread and her pussy still leaking, she throated that cock and came again from the taste of pregnancy, taking the endless length deep down her throat with no effort but with all love.

And with even more love, she accepted Rebecca’s rough grab of her face and thorough facefuck—a short, blissful rest where she didn’t have to think or act, before Rebecca let go and drove into Miranda’s squelching pussy once more, making Miranda howl in ecstasy as Rebecca thrust straight into her fertilized womb.

“Ghkhooo~~!” Miranda’s guttural howl signaled another orgasm from just that single thrust. Her legs no longer had the strength to wrap back around those mighty hips anymore. She couldn’t drag them closer. So she was left there, legs spread and shaking, as she took that cock for who knew how long. A minute? An hour? Miranda couldn’t tell. All she knew was the cycle.

She was to suck that cock clean when it appeared before her lips, drenched in cum and love juice, only to be flipped over and bred from behind a moment later—hair pulled, back arched, face contorted in frenzied bliss as she got bred like an animal despite already having been fertilized. A never-ending cycle of cock, cum, and pleasure.

And as every inch of her body shook in ceaseless orgasm, as she saw nothing except Rebecca’s loving face above her as they floated entwined through an endless sea of sparkling stars, Miranda did not need a crystal ball to know that they were destined to keep fucking like this forever.

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story.

Join my Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

More Futa-on-female books

Yuuji Everyleaf author page

[image: ]Elf Training by Futa Orcs: Their True Female Nature Revealed

Among the Elven Elite, discipline is divinity.
Their vow is purity—the endless pursuit of perfection that will one day let them ascend beyond the limits of elven flesh.
For Neliel, the Ascension Trial promised serenity.
What she found was something far purer: the bliss of thoughtless grace.
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