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I descended the stairs into the basement of our cult leader’s home. I heard the familiar sound of quiet giggling and the occasional gasp coming from one of the more submissive members that were being flogged. My smile spread further as a pair of hands clasped onto my shoulders, “I’m glad you could make it, Megan.”

“I hate missing our meetings, Mistress Kira,” I said and continued down the stairs.

Once we were in the room, Kira pulled me in for a hug and gave me a soft kiss on the forehead. “Tonight’s meeting is urgent. You’ve got a few minutes before I call for everyone’s attention. Grab a drink, enjoy yourself.”

Kira left before I could pester her with my questions. As one of the newer members of our group, I didn’t quite understand my place here yet. All I knew was that they treated me like I was special instead of a freak. Real futas were a rarity, one that Kira wanted to protect and help thrive as a community.

I stepped around a few of the women that were enjoying the more physical nature of the gathering. Not that I hadn’t occasionally partaken myself, but tonight I was more curious about what Kira called us here for. I grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and took a seat on a sofa. Sofia, a petite redhead, joined me and smiled warmly at me.

“You can talk, sweetie,” I said and put my hand gently on her shoulder.

Sofia nodded, “Thank you, Mistress Megan.”

The title wasn’t quite fitting for me, but I wasn’t quite a submissive. It was all part of the cult’s hierarchy. The best part of the hierarchy is that you weren’t forced into a role, you could choose.

She put her hand on my lap and rubbed from my base to my tip in repeated motions, “Mistress Megan, I was hoping that you wouldn’t mind me asking if you needed a little stress relief?”

I smiled at her, “You can play to your heart’s content as long as you don’t try and undress me. I’m more interested in the meeting right now, Sofia, but if you want to spend some time together after it’s over, I’d enjoy that.”

Sofia immediately shifted herself to sit in my lap. She was only a little smaller than myself, but her weight felt pleasant in my lap as she ground her hips onto me. I leaned back against the couch and uncapped my water bottle and took a long drink. Around the time that my futa-cock had fully hardened, Kira walked to her podium and cleared her throat.

All noise in the basement stopped as the rest of the congregation gave Kira their attention. Sofia even relaxed in my lap and leaned against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her waist and put my chin on her shoulder. I didn’t want her to feel like I wasn’t appreciative of her playfulness.

“Good evening everyone,” Kira started. “The Saturday meeting is still on, but I didn’t call you here on a Monday to annoy anyone. I’ve decided that our numbers have swelled large enough that we can start expanding our influence. With our most recent addition,” she gestured to me, “we have twenty-six true futas.”

There was a round of applause and Kira smiled warmly and let the noise die down before continuing. “Three of us are in positions of power already. One more is the daughter of a rather influential politician. I have no intention of overthrowing any form of government, not yet at least. Our current goal isn’t world domination or anything extreme. What our current goal should be is to finally open our doors to members that are willing to worship futas as the goddesses that we are. Male, female, transgender, I don’t care. Find someone that would be willing to serve us. Not as individuals, that would be too simple.”

Kira brought her hands together and smiled warmly, “It’s time to become public. I brought you all here to announce our new venue. The Futanari’s Dream is open for business. I and Shirley pooled together and bought a building downtown and restored it. It will function as both a bar and a place of… Worship.”

Another round of applause sounded out. Kira smiled warmly and called out, “Don’t feel pressured to bring just anyone into our new establishment. Remember, if your addition to the fold isn’t willing to serve us as their superiors, they do not belong. With that, you can stay as long as you’d like, but Shirley and I have a date in my bedroom.”

Kira walked over to her wife and led her upstairs. As soon as our leader left, the pleasurable grinding from Sofia continued, “Mistress, what do you think the bar is going to look like?”

I put my bottle of water down and chuckled, “Your guess is as good as mine, but what do you think about getting out of here? You’ve been after me for three weeks now, Sofia. Isn’t it about time you’ve got what you want?”

She giggled and stood up, “I’d love to have your cock deep inside me, Mistress.”

“I know, it’s what most of you girls want from me,” I teased. While I wasn’t the most impressive of the futas, I certainly wasn’t easily ignored. My issue was that I didn’t know enough about the BDSM community to really call myself a Mistress. From what the other six Mistresses said, I had quite the grasp on the lifestyle, but I felt that I had a long way to go.

I got off the couch and wrapped my arm around her waist and walked with her up the stairs, “Did you drive here?”

“No, Mistress, I got a ride from Fiona. But don’t worry, I don’t work tomorrow,” she said cheerfully.

“Mm, well I do have to go to work. That doesn’t mean I can’t spend a little time with you tonight. Do you have anything you need to do tomorrow?” I asked as we headed to my car.

“I don’t think I do,” she said.

I smirked and opened the passenger door for her, “Good, then you can thank me for tonight by cleaning the house while I’m at work.”

Sofia giggled, “I’d love to!”

Cleaning had never been something I was thrilled about. While my house wasn’t filthy, it could definitely use a little love and attention. As I drove to my house, Sofia’s hand massaged my cock through my jeans. If I wasn’t already sure I’d get to take care of myself in a few minutes, I would have made her take care of me right now!

I turned into my driveway and parked my car in the garage and let out a deep breath, “You’re such a damn tease, Sofia.”

Her fingers kneaded my shaft pleasurably as she whispered, “Mistress, how do you think I’ve felt since you showed up? Always letting me play with you but never taking it any further.”

A smile crossed my lips as I got out of the car, “Good things are worth waiting for, aren’t they?”

She got out and followed me inside, “I definitely hope so, Mistress.”

I ran my hand up her side and then took a handful of her hair and pulled until she sunk to her knees. “I bet you want me to fuck you right here like the slut you are, Sofia.”

Her soft green eyes shone brightly as she looked up at me, “Harder, Mistress!”

A giggle escaped me and I gave her hair a sharp tug before letting go, “Follow me, slut.”

She moved to stand up and I gently slapped her cheek, “What do you think you’re doing? Oh sweetie, it’s cute that you think you are allowed to walk like a real woman. Crawl.”

Sofia’s pale cheeks reddened as she slunk down to her hands and knees. I smiled down at her and patted her head, “Good girl.” I walked backwards into the living room and watched her hips sway as she followed after me with hunger in her eyes. The shorts she wore barely covered her ass and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t interested in finally enjoying her.

The carpeted floor of my living room was rather nice, while I wasn’t thinking about it when I bought this house, it would certainly help protect her hands and knees. As compliant as Sofia was, I was concerned with her comfort and safety.

When I stopped, she did as well and looked up to me and spoke softly, “Mistress?”

“Stay still,” I said quietly as I walked behind her. Sofia’s tight ass filled out the shorts she wore and the bulge in them was obvious. While she wasn’t as blessed some of the other members of our futa cult, she still put most men to shame. I ran my hands down her lower back and gave her ass a gentle squeeze. My right hand dipped between her legs and I roughly squeezed her futa-cock, “We’re not going to be using this tonight, Sofia. I don’t think you’re going to be too sad about that though.”

My hand let go of her shaft and I let my hands run along her balls before I finally made her break her silence. A loud gasp escaped her as my fingers pressed against her heated pussy, “You know, there are few things better than a needy slut being bent over for you. I can think of something though, Sofia.”

Her tone was shaky as she asked, “W-What’s that, Mistress?”

“I want to hear you how much you want my cock,” I purred.

There was no hesitation, “Mistress, I want you to use me like the slut I am! I want to feel your beautiful cock fill me until I can’t think straight. I need your cum inside me, Mistress. P-Please?”

I reached around her waist and unbuttoned her shorts, then pulled them down to her knees. Sofia’s pink cotton panties had the word ‘Brat’ in bold black letters across the ass. I couldn’t help but let out a quiet chuckle as I pulled them down to join her shorts. If I had more tools to keep her restrained at my disposal, I would have just taken them all the way off. For now, having her stuck in a kneeling position would work just fine.

My left hand slid up her milky thighs and I let my fingers explore her folds with very little pressure as I spoke firmly, “But what makes a slut like you think that I should even give you a chance to feel my cock?”

Sofia looked back at me and I could see the fear in her beautiful eyes, “M-Mistress, I don’t deserve the chance to have you inside me. I want to make you a happy woman and if I can’t do that with my body, just tell me what I can do!”

Her words sounded genuine and I found myself at a loss of words. I didn’t know how to respond to such blind devotion. Sofia barely knew me, even when we were at meetings, she primarily just played with my cock and told me how much she loved it. A part of me felt honored, but the other part felt like I would only end up letting her down.

Still, I couldn’t deny that my futa-cock was rock hard in my pants and the pressure was getting to be uncomfortable. I stood straight and started undressing as I spoke softly, “And what do you get out of this, Sofia? People don’t do things for the sake of them, you’re sharing something quite special with me by offering yourself up. So tell me why.”

Her eyes tore away from my exposed cock and met with mine, “B-Because you’re someone that I feel would make me safe, Mistress. I don’t like floating from one person to the next and you haven’t shown much interest in the other women at our meetings. I like how you treat me, and I hope that I can be the person you want to be with… Like Kira and Shirley.”

Sofia’s words brought a smile to my lips and I knelt behind her, “Well if you want to do this, we’re going to have to get started before I need to go to sleep. As beautiful as you look on your knees, I’d rather not be late for work. That’d mean I’d have a bad day tomorrow and you wouldn’t want me to come home upset, would you?”

She shook her head, “Of course not, Mistress!”

I chuckled and rubbed my cock along her soaked slit, “So you’re saying that you’ll be here tomorrow?”

“If you want me to be, Mistress,” Sofia said.

The thick crown of my shaft spread her entrance and she let out a loud gasp as I pushed further into her. Once half of my length was inside her pussy, I rubbed my hands across her ass to help her relax, “I definitely don’t mind, Sofia. We’re not blind to what our cult is supposed to be doing, are we? It’s a gathering of the most amazing types of people in our city, surely you don’t think a few couples wouldn’t form?”

Sofia’s deep breathing paused just long enough to whisper, “M-Mistress?”

The surprise in her tone made me giggle. I put a hand on her lower back and pulled her against me as I thrust my futa-cock deeper into her tight cunt, “You heard me, slut. I want you to be mine, I’m not sure how much I want to bring others back home with me. You’ve been a sweet little thing since I’ve met you. Besides,” I gave her ass a rough slap. “I love redheads.”

She gasped at the pain and then let out a low moan before grinding her hips against me, “M-More.”

I rocked my cock into her as I gave her ass alternating spanks. Her pale flesh didn’t take too long to start turning pink. Each slap made her cry out softly and I had only just begun. I never imagined that hurting someone would be so arousing for me. There was no denying that having her tight lips wrapped around my thick shaft as I abused her ass was one of the most erotic things I’d ever experienced.

Soon, I heard Sofia crying quietly and I let my hands rest on either side of her ass, “How much more can you take, Sofia?”

Her head dipped between her shoulders, “A-Anything you want me to, M-Mistress.”

I gave her ass a fierce slap, “That’s not what I asked!”

A yell erupted from her and she called out loudly, “M-Mistress, I don’t want to be spanked anymore right now!”

I giggled and put my left hand on her hip and took a firm grip. As I started pumping my cock into her burning desire, I reached around with my right hand and started stroking her girl-cock. While she was less than half my size, that didn’t mean she couldn’t be pleasured.

Each time my hips pounded against her ass, she let out a soft gasp that was followed by a pleasured moan. Soon, I couldn’t stop thrusting into her if I wanted to. Her pussy was the best I’d ever felt. Even with my limited experience with natural women, I could guess that futas were superior in every way. The sounds my beautiful, lithe, cocksleeve made as I pumped into her were a level above anything I’d ever heard in the bedroom.

Her mixture of pain and pleasure rung out so serenely. If I wasn’t so damn close to filling her with my futa-cum, I would have drawn this out longer just to hear more of her music.

The pace of my hips increased and I stroked her cock as quickly as I could without interrupting my thrusts. Sofia’s yelps had faded away, all that came from her now were the succulent moans that got louder each time my futa-cock kissed her cervix. I could have died a happy woman if this was my last night in this world.

Her hands gripped the carpet tightly and she panted, “M-Mistress, c-can I cum?”

“Only if you catch it all in your hand, slut. You wouldn’t want to stain your Mistress’s carpet, would you?”

She balanced herself on one hand and used the other to cup the head of her cock. No sooner than she had done what I asked, her cock started throbbing in my hand and I pulled my hand away and put it on her hip. I held onto her and hammered into her as hard as I could as her bliss-filled cries filled the room.

The mixture of her pussy tightening around my shaft as I slammed into her, the sound of her moans, and the thought of this being a recurring experience in my life sent me over the edge. Flames of lust licked through my body, igniting every sensual nerve I had in my body. My heavy balls drew closer to my core and I let out a sharp gasp as I felt the first heated shot of cum forced itself deep into Sofia.

My orgasm emptied into her, rope after rope of my cum splashing into her fertile depths. The thought of impregnating her couldn’t even begin to make me panic. If she ended up pregnant, that was fine by me.

As my cock slowly softened within her, I eased my way out of her and sat on the carpet to catch my breath. Sofia turned to look back at me with a deep blush on her face, “M-Mistress?”

“Yes?”

“What do I do with my cum?”

I giggled, “You’re a futa, Sofia. You should know better than to waste any of our precious cum.” She lifted her palm closer to her lips and I called out, “Nope. You’re a dirty slut, aren’t you Sofia?”

She nodded, “F-For you and you alone, Mistress.”

“Then you’re going to rub your cum onto my cock. I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t mind sucking my cock clean of your cum and your juices, would you?” I purred.

Sofia turned to face me and immediately reached out to start spreading her cum along my shaft. Her load wasn’t nearly as impressive as mine, but I wasn’t going to complain. Especially not when she leaned down and greedily swallowed my entire softened cock. Sofia’s tongue expertly danced around my girl-cock and I couldn’t resist letting out a long, low moan as she sucked powerfully on my shaft.

Soon, my futa-cock was hard again and I reached a hand down into her hair and gently pulled her away, “You know, I’ve still got to get some sleep tonight. But I think you’ve more than earned a second round tonight, baby. Maybe this time I’ll fuck your cute little ass.”

She smiled at me and whispered, “Anything you want, Mistress.”

I stood up, “I could get used to this, Sofia.”

“I’m already used to it, Megan,” she purred.

A smile crossed my lips, “Sounds like you’re getting a little too comfortable, slut. You’re going to need another spanking before I fuck you.”

She groaned quietly but smiled anyway. As I led her into my room, I couldn’t help but think about what Kira mentioned earlier. Finding others to serve us would only make things difficult now. I didn’t want to be served by anyone else. If Sofia wasn’t cream of the crop, I didn’t want to find someone that would put her to shame.

Even if I wasn’t experiencing the absolute best life had to offer, she was more than enough to keep me happy. Ignorance is bliss, after all.

Maybe Sofia and I would have to start skipping out on the cult meetings. I could think of a few ways to spend that hour of our lives.
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