
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Alyssa had been up late looking for any decently paying job she could when she saw the ad.  
 
      
 
    'Looking for young, buxom woman for night of fun 
 
    Payment upwards of two grand 
 
    10-15 percent given in advance 
 
    Meet on sight 
 
    Send msg if interested!' 
 
      
 
    Now Alyssa was on the fence.  
 
      
 
    This was shady. 
 
      
 
    On the other hand that was at least two grand. 
 
      
 
    It would be simple enough after all, have a little fun making two guys cum, get paid and get out. She accepted the job, spent the next week waiting, not even entirely sure what she signed up for until something came in the mail; a card with a crown on it, a date and an address. Normally this would be when she'd toss this thing away for being shady as fuck, but it came with an advance of her payment and if that's what ten percent looked like, she could take the risk. 
 
      
 
    Finally the agreed night was upon her. Best to head there dressed the part; An uncomfortable red get up, a dress two sizes two small she had to squeeze her breasts into, bending over the wrong way would reveal her to the world. A complete slut; good enough. She wore a hoodie and took a cab, a lot of work but worth avoiding the unneeded attention of walking out late at night like that. 
 
      
 
    As the taxi rolled to a stop the place came into view, best described as 'elegantly shady'. An old looking apartment building with a bright red door; that's her point of entry. She paid and got out, holding her handbag a little closer as she approached the door. She swung it open and tried not to feel too out of place at the scene; a loaded bar right by the entrance way. A couple of guys in full black with sunglasses, bouncers, dotted here and there. 
 
      
 
    In the center of the room?  
 
      
 
    Men and women fucking in the middle of a carpet. The carpet itself bordered by multiple coaches as people reclined back and treated the whole scene like a casual sports broadcast, drinking and talking about it.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa felt...relieved. The moment she heard 'sex club' she was expecting some weirdos in masks and robes. This felt more human.  
 
      
 
    But it wasn't where she needed to be; she avoided the carpet and walked past the whole scene and moved towards the back, towards a well lit hallway with an elevator at the end. Two bouncers stopped her and she presented the crown card she'd gotten from the mail. They took it from her, used some sort of sharp stamp to cut out 'VOID' into it and let her pass.  
 
      
 
    A one time thing then.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa passed them by and stood at the crimson elevator door for some time, twiddling her fingers against one another. A dormant warmth rested at the pit of her stomach watching the overhead counter of that elevator tick down.  
 
      
 
    When it reached her floor the door opened, revealing two women; one much taller then the other, with long and obviously dyed blue hair, a revealing dress that hugged her curves with fishnet that ended right before it became too obscene. The other woman with long black hair leaning against the back wall of the elevator, looking vaguely upset.  
 
      
 
    The blue woman perked up at seeing her. “Oh, are you Alyssa? We were just coming up to get you, Mandy thought you might've gotten scared off.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, its nice to meet you both.” Alyssa hand waved it, more concerned with the fact that her clients, both of them, we're women just as curvacious and busty as herself; in fact, the vibrant woman standing before her even more so.  
 
      
 
    “I'm Krystal, K not a C. Its so good to see you.” The woman presented her hand, shook Alyssa's gingerly. Was she always so perky and upbeat? At least the personality fit the name.  
 
      
 
    They made room for her on the elevator and even knowing what she was originally here for there was a sense of being something of a fish out of water. Now, with two women being the people she has to fuck she doesn't know what the hell to do. She's never had to do this before.  
 
      
 
    The elevator ride drags on. Alyssa squeezes her bright red handbag. Her first time doing something like this; how would this even go?  
 
      
 
    Mandy taps her shoulder twice. Alyssa asks her what's up, half afraid she might've been blanking out and missing something.  
 
      
 
    “You're cute.” Mandy says, her voice in a gentle whisper. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiles back at her.  
 
      
 
    Mandy's cute in her own, pixie like way as well; bright orange hair that upturns slightly at the edges, her breasts overflowing in her too-small bra, and devious, dark eyes. 
 
      
 
    “You too, I like your hair.”  
 
      
 
    “What's your dress made out of?”  
 
      
 
    “I don't actually know, feels really slippery and sheen-y I guess.”  
 
      
 
    “Let me see...” Mandy approaches her from behind. Her hands touch either side of Alyssa's waist and it doesn't take much for Alyssa to see where this is headed. Mandy's fingers dance across her body in gentle caresses, her hands moving skillfully against her waist, then down to her thighs to ever so slightly pull up the material of her dress.  
 
      
 
    If Krystal objected to anything happening, she sure as hell didn't show it; maybe its fine for them to do it in the elevator, after all Krystal seems like the type of person who'd shut them both down if it was forbidden.  
 
      
 
    Mandy's pushed her up against the side of the elevator, her dexterous fingers pulling her underwear down to her knees.  Alyssa's not sure whether to stick her ass out or tell her to stop, all she knows is she feels good and that's enough right now.  
 
      
 
    Mandy's hands wrap around her thighs, Alyssa gets it and spreads her legs; Mandy's fingers get to work at once, swiping over Alyssa's clit once, twice, until she feels warmth spreading through her feet and hands and wants something thick and throbbing inside of her to fill up the wet space inside her.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa tosses her head back, “Fuck me!”  
 
      
 
    Mandy drops to her knees, begins exploring Alyssa's pussy with her mouth, teasing open her lips with her wet, heated tongue. 
 
      
 
    “We're here, lovebirds.”  
 
      
 
    Krystal leads the way, the other girl doesn't even lay a hand on her. Alyssa feels as if her whole body is going to break down into nothing but shivers and sensation with the tell tale feel of her own wetness trailing down her legs. Red draped hallways go on and on until Krystal comes to a stop in front of a door labeled 'sixteen'. 
 
      
 
    Krystal lets her and Mandy inside first, within seconds the door slams closed and Mandy's bent her over the bed, her ruining her pussy with her mouth. Alyssa goes limp against the bed, arms hanging beneath her; Krystal watches them for a while, there's a sound of wetness that isn't just Mandy's mouth. Alyssa's head goes fuzzy at the thought of something getting shoved in her; its just what she needs.  
 
      
 
    “Please fuck me.” Alyssa pleads. Mandy pulls away, and Alyssa whimpers at the loss of her mouth.  
 
      
 
    The bed dips, Krystal's standing on her knees with a throbbing, hard cock that's slick with something she doesn't recognize. Alyssa takes one look and then sighs, head dropping to the side. The idea of that inside her... 
 
      
 
    The length of Krystal's cock was the length of Alyssa's arm fingertip to elbow; holy ever loving fuck how does a woman even end up with something so massive? There's a thick vein racing from base to tip, a ring pierced through the foreskin. Alyssa doesn't know where the start with her. Krystal smiles and  
 
      
 
    “This right here,” Krystal rubs her cock, finger tracing that bulging vein. “Is going down your throat.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh-okay.” 
 
      
 
    Krystal grabs her by her hair; Alyssa follows her, purrs at the roughness. It makes her want more. Krystal traps her between her legs and starts fucking her mouth; its a struggle to get the cock down her throat, every swallow sends a bolt of pain-pleasure through her but she keeps going; she wants to please this woman's cock, she wants to get fucked by both these women.  
 
      
 
    Mandy gets back to pleasing her, her tongue now swiping over her clit exclusively. Alyssa's fingers splay on the bed, her toes begin to curl as the cock in her throat begins to throb. Mandy's so good, her mouth is so good, Alyssa's body shakes as Krystal's moans hit a crescendo.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa's mouth is filled with spurt after spurt of cum until her cheeks are puffed up full and it oozes out the sides of her mouth, down her chin, staining the front of her slutty dress. The two girls laugh one another about something, then swap positions.  
 
      
 
    Mandy's cock is something else; a couple inches shorter then Krystal's, but thick and strong like a tree trunk. Alyssa presses it against her face, rubs it against her cheek; the texture is dry, rough, brutal. God only knows how she's going to take this one down.  
 
      
 
    “Is our little slut puppy ready for the fucking?” Krystal's hands run though her hair tenderly and Alyssa makes a pathetic, pleased noise.  
 
      
 
    The first few inches are torturous, being torn and split apart in some new awful way by another woman's aching cock; Alyssa, more then once, finds herself making cautious, tentative noises against Mandy's cock. Mandy brushes her fingers down her cheek, cooing. 'It's okay, you'll be okay, just hold on.' 
 
      
 
    Then, all at once, Krystal thrusts in with the remaining five inches. Alyssa's head collapses against Mandy's thigh as Krystal thrusts inside her. How, how does she fuck anyone with this arm she calls a penis is completely beyond Alyssa. Many things are, as it doesn't take long for the thrusts to become filling, pleasurable, strong enough to make her empty her lungs on long moans that sound less like sex and more like some sort of animalistic call. 
 
      
 
    “Holy fuck; Mandy--” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I can see it.” Mandy teases Alyssa, grabbing her by the chin. “Hey little slut, you want us to fuck you until you can't even walk?” She taps her cock against Alyssa's face and Alyssa tries to vocalize something resembling a 'please', something resembling a 'yes'  but all that comes on is more wordless moaning.  
 
      
 
    “I understand.” Mandy pets her, look up at Krystal and gives her the go ahead.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa gasped for breath and tried to readjust so she can speak, only to have Krystal hold her around the waist herself and move her back and upwards. Now her ass is completely in the air, stomach pushed to the floor, head up. Mandy smiled, slapped her weighty cock against Alyssa's face; Alyssa blinked and stuck out her tongue, something warm and tight inside making her go dizzy at the sheer size and strength of their cocks.  
 
      
 
    This time, Krystal positions herself at Alyssa's ass. A pant gets caught in Alyssa's throat. Alright, she's not sure if she's wholly okay with this; or if she can even do this. But her entire body is so wracked, so ravished that saying 'no' isn't possible. She hardly has the energy to hold herself up straight.  
 
      
 
    Krystal continues, like with her now stretched open pussy, the first few inches are agonizing. Alyssa is sure, by now, she's screaming something; her mouth drops open and Mandy makes use of it, thrusting inside her mouth with abandon.  
 
      
 
    Not entirely uncomfortable, after a few moments of moving it almost feels pleasurable; each drag opening her ass up more and more until Krystal fully pulls out and pushes back in. Not nearly as painful as the first time. A deep, desperate groan comes from the bottom of Alyssa's throat; her pussy is twitching its so good.  
 
      
 
    Krystal looms over her, pushing her hands into the bed and then, speeding up enough that her slaps fill the room. Eventually, its all Alyssa can think about, as need and warmth floods her body, cock filling up her mouth where words and pleads would normally be.  
 
      
 
    Krystal's thrusts go on forever, until they turn shaky, nonrhythmic. Alyssa's hands clench together underneath Krystal's gloved ones and they come together, Krystal panting Alyssa's name on every other breath.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa's body goes limp again, a wild, warm buzz of need and want and satisfaction going through her, being spit-roasted. As if this was the state she was naturally supposed to be; submitting to women with huge cocks. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, Alyssa you okay?”  
 
      
 
    Krystal's voice is soft and soothing; makes her almost consider sleep. Alyssa's legs manage to bring her back up to height, though she sways a bit and Krystal goes out of her way to support her. Mandy's already climbed onto the bed, moaning quietly and stroking her still hard, leaking cock. 
 
      
 
    “H-hyeah, I'm okay.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay sweetie, you want to get on the bed?” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, sleep sounded good right about now. Krystal helps her get on top of the bed without falling over. Alyssa reaches for the covers, but Mandy tenderly grabs her hand to get her attention.  
 
      
 
    “You want us to fuck you like we promised?”  
 
      
 
    God, god yes. She can physically feel her insides curl up into heat at the thought of that; the thought of more. She nods and Mandy takes the place she would in bed, resting against the headboard. Krystal guides Alyssa to climbing on top of her, standing up on her knees with Mandy's still-hard, spit slick cock awaiting her.  
 
      
 
    “You're beautiful, you know that?” Mandy tilts her head, smiling. One of her gloved hands strokes up Alyssa's flank.  
 
      
 
    “You too.” Alyssa breathes, hardly able to manage anything else. She ducks down and pecks Mandy on the cheek; its all she can do before the bed dips. Mandy's hands lower and position her ass outward, her smile doesn't waiver. It's a nice life line to cling to as Alyssa gets the feel of Krystal's massive cock again; her eyes flutter close, its not as uncomfortable as last time. A feel more entries and it might start to even feel pleasant.  
 
      
 
    Krystal's hand grip her shoulders and push down; in one thrust Mandy's fully buried inside and Alyssa collapses forward with a yelp. 
 
      
 
    Mandy catches her. One of her hands finds Alyssa's hair and strokes it while the other roams her back, easing her down. 
 
      
 
    The size is absurd; there's big and then there's too much. Alyssa's squarely in the too fucking much category, her insides feel spread, exposed, she swears she can feel the cocks meshing together through her thin walls.  
 
      
 
    Krystal senses her discomfort, kisses gentle butterflies from her shoulder to her neck. “It's okay sweetie; just hold on a little more for me.” 
 
      
 
    The movement starts; Alyssa's hands find the bed frame and she squeezes until her knuckles turn white. Krystal's kindness is at odds with her acts; she offers her no mercy, immediately fucking her as if she'd been inside her pussy the whole time.  
 
      
 
    Krystal holds her around her waist and presses her body to Alyssa's, her breath heating her shoulder. “Yes, yes, yes...” Krystal chants into her ears as Alyssa begins to settle into a mindless groan, most of her thoughts erased by the overwhelming feeling building up in her fingers and toes. Mandy reaches down, holds her hips still so Krystal can fuck her more thoroughly; it doesn't last long.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa screams, her orgasm overwhelming her. Too full, too much and too fast, as if she was being destroyed from the bottom upwards, then slowly pain becoming pleasure as her feet twitched and her body was rocked between the two of them like a sex toy. Her pussy and ass getting stretched and rocked by thick cocks, her breasts and back being squeezed by two other pairs of breasts squished against her.  
 
      
 
    “Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop.” Alyssa repeated, over and over as the sounds became wetter and wetter. Her body bending back as her she found her last orgasm, Krystal's hand tightened in her hair to force her up, let the whole of the club her her broken, needy screams.  
 
      
 
    They pulled out and Alyssa collapsed. There she was: Covered in fluids, limp, with nothing left in her, exhausted. The most she could do was open her mouth wide for the few last spurts of cum to splash against her tongue before mewling in pleasure and falling asleep.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Get More Futa Action from the J.J. Cummings Library! 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Pounded by Police Futa 
 
    Jake Staton is new to the force, not a lot of time under his belt. Unfortunately, he might've gotten out the academy too early. He has a serious problem with taking orders. Fortunately for him, the senior officer overlooking his performance, Elena Hales, is more than glad to teach him the benefits of obeying orders!  
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 First Time With My Futa Friend: (First Time, Futa on Female) 
 
    Stella's a nice, quiet coming of age girl with a slight problem; She's moved out of her house all alone. With no one to share her new apartment with, she's stuck inside. Crushed by loneliness with only one friend; her reserved and well-meaning friend Jean. How will Jean help soothe Stella's loneliness?  
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