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A Futa In Female Prison

Natasha was probably the most popular woman in the whole city. The reason being of course that she was not your average everyday type of woman. And not in the way most women say they’re not like other women either. She wasn’t like other women because she was also a futa. That’s right. A futa. Natasha had all the best parts that come with being female with the wonderful addition of having nice big meaty cock. And she sure knew how to use it.

Natasha often could be found on a street corner. Standing there, a bit lazily, a dreamy look in her eyes until spotting a possible mark. Years of street work had made her rather attuned to knowing who might be a willing client simply by the way they look, or the way they walk. Something in the atmosphere that surrounds them, something that a futa like Natasha can sniff out from a block away.

At this moment, however, Natasha is not at her usual corner attempting to solicit the occasional passerby. Rather she is in room 269 in the nearby hotel. Not fa fancy hotel, but not one of those run-down, boards on the window types of places either. Just your average hotel. The kind frugal tourists might stay at while on vacation and trying to save a bit of money while simultaneously hoping to forget for the time being that money exists or is a great cause of personal stress for them.

No, Natasha is not standing on the corner in her sexy crop top that shows much of her perfectly plump tits cleavage. Nor is she there in her tiny little micro mini skirt that hardly covers her tight ass. Natasha is naked while giving her client everything and anything she could possibly desire. Fulfilling every fantasy, every perverted fetish. That’s Natasha. She works hard. Which is to say she fucks hard. And getting fucked hard is exactly how her client, Lily, likes it.

“Oh fuck! Natasha… just- just like that,” whimpered Lily. Lily was one of Natasha’s regulars. Lily had just turned thirty and instead of wasting the day on her husband, she decided to pay Natasha a visit. And pay she did, for Natasha is not cheap. Not like some of the other women around her. The ones who don’t have what Natasha has to work with it.

Lily had her legs in the air, back on the bed, sweat dripping down her forehead. The two of them had been at it for a while and they were coming up to the heat of the moment. Natasha kept Lily’s legs in the air and spread open, her fingers wrapped around the housewife’s ankles as she worked those hips like a pro.

First-timers with Natasha tend to find themselves overwhelmed by her size. Having to adjust to Natasha's thick cock as it stretches out their tight pussy’s. But Lily has done this many times before. Her pussy was wet and ready for Natasha’s yummy futa cock. And while taking such a huge cock into her pussy had her squealing and squirming, Lily knew just how to handle it.

“Mnnn… please Natasha,” Lily’s toes curled, her body rocking in rhythm to Natasha’s heavy thrusts. Tits bouncing and settling each time Natasha forced her cock in as deep as that pussy would allow. “F-fill my pussy with that futa cum… It’s… it’s been so long since I had cum inside me.” Lily teased her fingertip over her sensitive clit adding the mounting pleasure of Natasha’s hard cock as it worked the inside of her dripping wet cunt.

“What about your husband, doesn’t he cum inside you?” Natasha asked. Natasha knew a lot about her clients’ personal lives. They tended to tell her most everything, something about Natasha made them trust perhaps. Perhaps it was because she was different that they felt they wouldn’t be judged.

“F-f-fuck no… I don’t even let that piece of-” Lily bit down on her bottom lip. Natasha’s hand went from Lily’s ankle, down her thigh, over her tummy, and right to her nipple. For as much as Natasha knew about her client’s personal lives, she knew even more about their bodies and what really made them feel good. And Lily loved getting her nipples played with. Loved having them pinched and squeezed and teased.

Just like that all thoughts of her husband left Lily’s mind, taken fully now by the pleasure given by Natasha’s thick thrusting cock and teasing fingers.

“Damn, I love it when you pinch my nipples, d- don’t stop,” Lily clutched the bedsheets, her back arching, her hips rocking. Natasha won’t ever stop until her job is done. Until the client is breathless and satisfied. Satisfaction guaranteed. Every. Single. Time.

Lily’s legs snapped shut. Pleasure like electric waves rolling out of her core and pulsing through her body. Natasha pried Lily’s legs back open, forcing them to remain separated as she pounded that tightening pussy. Now was Natasha’s turn. Her turn to pump this secret slut of housewife full of her warm futa cum. Faster Natasha pounded into that yummy pussy, focusing her own pleasure right at the tip of her cock. Building and building her inevitable orgasm to greater heights. Natasha wanted to make sure Lily would have all the cum her heart and pussy desired.

A final heavy thrust. Natasha’s futa cock erupted streams of sticky cum. Pumping the cheating housewife full of creamy cum. Her futa cock continued to pulse, keeping it buried deep until every last drop drained from her stiff cock. Until the cum overflowed and came dripping out between the two of them.

“That’s it… that’s what I wanted,” Lily curled herself up, wrapping her arms around Natasha in a full hug, their tits pressed together. Lily shuddered as Natasha’s nipples gently grazed her own. Natasha slid her messy cum covered cock out of Lily’s little pussy and admired her beautiful work of art. Another beautiful view of her creamy cum leaking out of a slut’s pussy. Lily’s body was another blank canvas for Natasha to paint with pleasure, her cumload the signature she used to sign every one of her masterpieces.

Lily showed her thanks in the best way possible. A sluts thank you in the form of sucking the remaining cum that trickled down Natasha’s shaft. Those lips wrapped around the tip, sliding deeper down, choking that futa cock down, spit drooling all over and slurping it all back up then swallowing. Natasha stroked the woman’s hair, hand sweeping under her chin and lifting Lily’s lips to meet her own. A kiss. A hug. And the two were finished until next time. Until Lily needed it so desperately once more and Natasha the only person capable of giving it.

The street corner. Cars and pedestrians speeding by, most hardly aware of Natasha’s presence. Some taking a second glance. Wanting a peek at her ass as unabashedly bends over to adjust her heels. Nothing but a thong to hide what must be paid for to be seen. A woman in business attire approaches. A newcomer, Natasha’s internal radar for a client goes off. She adjusts her tops to show a bit more, readying herself.

Then sirens. The businesswoman turns on her heels and quickly takes off in the opposite direction. Her face cast down, not wanting to deal with her own shame. Natasha curses underneath her breath. Another missed opportunity. The cop car pulls up to the sidewalk, the window rolls down.

Officer Fred leans over the center console, lets out a sigh, “Again, Natasha.” He uses a voice similar to a disappointed parent. But this holds no meaning for Natasha. Equally an officer's uniform holds no meaning for her.

“What the fuck you want, Bob? You just cost me a big score,” Natasha uses the best bitch face she can muster when speaking to him.

“My names not-” He stops himself, not wanting to get into it here, “You know it’s against the law to solicit, right?”

“What you think? What’s this the tenth time you’ve arrested me for it?” Natasha’s internal radar keeps running in the background. Even now she remains on the lookout for any potential clientele.

Officer Fred sees this and every one of Natasha’s actions as a sign of disrespect to both himself and his position.

The officer shakes his head and exits his vehicle, “Alright, let’s go.” He walks around his vehicle and grabs Natasha by the wrists. She offers him no resistance. She knows better than to provoke a fragile man with a gun. He cuffs one wrist and then the other.

“Ooh, you want to get kinky, eh?” Natasha chuckles.

“Save it,” he pushed Natasha forward toward the squad car.

“Oh, come on. Tell you what,” Natasha ducks her head, “You let me go and I’ll give you a coupon for a free fuck. I know they ain’t paying you enough to afford me.” Officer Fred doesn’t say a word as he slams the door shut on her. “Your such a waste of tax money,” chirps Natasha as Fred gets in.

Natasha is usual quite able to get both men and women to do what she wants. It’s not very hard for her. She has the one thing everybody wants and isn’t shy about handing it over. A sexy as fuck body, a nice thick cock, perfect tits, and so on. None of this however worked on Officer Fred. The reason being Officer Fred’s cock doesn’t work very well. If it had and if it didn’t cause him so many self-esteem issues. He would undoubtedly let Natasha go and let her fuck him in any number of depraved and perverted ways. Since his cock isn’t fully functional Officer Fred resorts to using his position to force his power over others. Which, for him, acts as a sort of dildo with which he stimulates himself with.

After processing and all that Natasha arrived at the prison’s mess hall and received a wonderfully warm welcome from many of the other female prisoners. Some of whom knew her as they performed a similar line of work, others knew her quite well from her other visits to the prison. But all of them were equally as excited to see her.

“Hey, girl! You back?” Stacy waved a hand over her head at the sight of Natasha. The other women at the table glanced over their shoulders, unmistakable smiles forming at their lips.

“Looks like it,” responded Natasha, beaming with pride. Nothing ever really tends to get her down. Especially not prison. A female prison is just another playground for a futa like Natasha.

Missy the thin blonde sitting next to Stacy sprang up out of her seat, “Thank God you’re here,” she shouted. Missy’s perky tits bounced just as much as she did, filled with excited energy at the arrival of Natasha. The girls welcomed Natasha to their table with hugs. Natasha snuck a few touches of their asses and tits as the male guards watched with thirsty looks on their faces. Thirsting for what they knew they couldn’t have.

“Let me tell you, girl,” Missy continued as she sat herself next to Natasha, hands stroking the futa’s thigh. Natasha’s futa cock swelled a bit as the lusty women gawked over her. She loved the attention and loved their touches twice as much. “It’s been awful here without you.”

“Well come on then, tell me all about it,” said Natasha, dying to hear what the sexy little prison slut had to say.

“Since you left I haven’t had a decent orgasm in months. Hell, I’ve even considered letting that nasty ass Officer Fred fuck me.”

“You mean Bob? No way girl, please tell me you didn’t. You’re so much better than that little cocked policeman.”

“Thankfully I haven’t stooped that low yet. Been using the butt-end of my shive for dildo. It’s all I could do to keep the horniness at bay.”

Natasha grimaced at the thought. The poor women, they were lost without her. Seems she arrived just in time to take care of them. “Well, girl you don’t gotta worry about that shit anymore. Natasha is here and so is her cock.” Natasha’s futa cock twitched beneath her orange jumpsuit. Missy slid her hand over from the futa’s thigh and over the tip of her cock. The blonde prison slut’s nimble fingers teased around the edge of Natasha's aching cock. Working it just a little, a bit of a tease, making sure to keep out a view of the guards. Natasha’s cock throbbed in Missy’s hand, a bit of precum staining the front of her jumpsuit.

“Not here,” Natasha pulled Missy’s hand off her cock, “these guards don’t deserve the privilege of watching.”

“Aw, but Natasha, it’s been so long since I’ve touched a cock. I need it,” Missy leaned in, her tongue teasing Natasha’s earlobe, “I really fucking need it,” Missy whispered.

Natasha wrapped an arm around both Missy and Stacy, “Well girls don’t worry. I’m going to be bunking with my favorite sluts.”

“Really? How did you manage that?” Stacy asked.

“You know me,” Natasha licked her lips and added an extra wet smacking sound at the end to really drive the point home.

Stacy went wide-eyed, unable to fight back a smirk, “You didn’t?”

“What good is having lips if you ain’t gonna use them.”

After a meal in the mess hall, the girls were off to the showers before being returned to their cells. The showers offer a little privacy, though not much. The steam hides a bit from the prying eyes of the pervy guards. However, the presence of a guard hardly perturbs the girls from enjoying a bit of steamy fun. And now that Natasha was back the girls knew they would surely be in for a treat.

“Hey Stacy, watch this,” Missy shouted, her voice echoing off the tiled walls of the showers.

“Oh god, here we go again,” Stacy sighed.

“What?” Natasha looked over at the two girls. Both Missy and Stacy in the midst of getting their slender bodies nice and lather in soap. Beads of water rolling down their perky tits, the supple flesh reflecting the light of the overhead fluorescent.

“Look at me,” Missy spoke in a sing-songy voice, “I’m a male prisoner… Oh oops, I dropped the soap,” Missy let the bar of soap drop from her hands and bent over, sticking her plump ass out. The other girls in the shower all taking happy glances while Stacy disapprovingly buried her face in her palms.

“Oh no,” Missy continued, acting out her little skit, “Did your cock just slip into my ass… hehe… I’m not gay… totally an accident.”

“That joke isn’t funny,” said Stacy.

“Yes, it is,” Missy stuck her tongue out a Stacy, “It’s funny because male prisoners always be acting like it’s not gay when they buttfuck each other… It’s funny, right Natasha?”

“Eh… The delivery could use some work,” said Natasha.

“What do you mean? It was perfect,” Missy smiled with pride as her hands slid up her torso and washed the soap off her delectable breasts.

“It’s not realistic enough, why don’t you try it again.”

“Well, alright,” Missy shrugged.

Once more Missy purposefully let the soap fall to the floor with a thud. Stacy shook her head.

“Oops, I dropped the soap,” Missy put a finger to her lips and bent over to pick it up. Natasha moved with apt and speed, like a well-trained predator having just spotted the juiciest meal in the wild, ripe for the taking. Natasha grabbed Missy by the waist and yanked her back. Her big futa cock already hard. Watching her fellow prisoners bathe always made Natasha hard. Not that anyone complained about that.

With a single forceful thrust of her hips, Natasha sank her thick futa cock into Missy’s tight slippery asshole.

“Oh fuck,” Missy squealed, bracing herself against the tiled wall as Natasha forced her fat cock into that tight ass of hers. “Mnnn… it’s so fucking big,” Missy shut her eyes tight and tossed her head back, her wet hair slapping against her shoulders as it whipped back.

“There we go. Now that’s a much more realistic reaction to getting in it in the ass,” howled Natasha.

“F-f fuck. You were right, Natasha. This is so much more believable,” Missy bent at the knees, steadying herself to take a rough pounding from the behind. Warm water trickled down their naked bodies. The other bathers watched with jealousy as Missy received what they all not-so-secretly wanted for themselves. Natasha moaned in Missy’s ear, hunched over her back, nipples grazing the back of the slutty blonde whore.

“I- I bet you wish you thought of this joke now, huh?” Smiled Missy, tits bouncing as Natasha picked up speed, sliding that slick futa cock of hers in that ass.

“Now Missy, don’t rub it in… that’s not very yes,” Natasha pulled her hand back and spanked Missy.

“Fuck, yes Natasha… I’m sorry,” Missy whimpered delight. Missy of course wasn’t really sorry. How could she feel anything even resembling sorrow when a big futa cock busied itself with making her feel the pleasures she had been denied for so long while imprisoned.

“It’s okay sweetie,” Natasha stroked Missy’s wet hair then grabbed a fistful and gave it a pull, “I like my sluts naughty.”

“God damn, I missed you, Natasha. You need to get arrested more often.”

“I might have to agree. I forgot how fun prison can be.”

Keeping quiet wasn’t exactly a concern for Natasha. Nor was it ever one of Missy’s specialties. The only way to get Missy to stop talking was one of two ways. Either put a hand over her lips or a cock in her mouth. Both equally desirable options for Natasha.

“Harder, Natasha… please… I need more cock,” Missy reached back and spread her booty, giving Natasha all the room she needed to pound into that sweet hole of hers.

The showers continued to run, the other girls busied themselves with getting cleaned while Natasha and Missy busied themselves with getting dirty. The two of them howling and moaning their perverse pleasure loud enough for all to hear. Meanwhile the jealousy on Stacy’s face could not go unnoticed.

“You know Stacy, you could just pout in the corner like that or you could get under here and help by licking my shaft,” said Natasha as she slid her fat futa cock out of Missy’s ass and gave it a shake in Stacy’s direction.

“You might as well,” Missy added, “Maybe you’ll get luckier next time.” Missy’s laughter bounced off the shower walls as Stacy quietly moved closer to the girls. It was a bit humiliating for her to be relegated to only sucking but at least it was still a cock. And good cock doesn’t make its way into the prison very often.

“Fine,” Stacy huffed, getting down on her knees, the water pooling around her ankles before heading down the drain.

“That’s a good girl,” Natasha patted the top of Stacy’s head then brought her hand to the kneeling sluts cheek and guided her mouth to the tip of her cock. “Mmm, just like that, suck it all the way down,” cooed Natasha, forcing her big cock deeper into Stacy’s mouth. Stacy held onto Natasha’s thighs, holding on as the dominating futa forced her cock to the hit back of her throat. Stacy gagged as Natasha made sure her plaything choked down the entire length of her cock, saliva spewed over Stacy’s lips and ran down the shaft.

“Don’t let her hog the whole thing,” Missy whined, sliding a finger into her bootyhole, “My ass still needs more.”

“I didn’t forget about you,” Natasha yanked Stacy off her cock. Stacy took a deep inhale taking this short reprieve from choking down dick to catch her breath. Natasha rammed her spit-covered cock back into Missy’s tight ass.

“You know, I’ve been working on my kegels,” said Missy, making her asshole tighten around Natasha’s cock. “How does this feel,” her tight hole puckered continually around that cock, practically milking it on its own.

“Fuck, that’s good,” huffed Natasha, fingers gripping Missy’s supple flesh, “I leave for a few months and already you hos learned some new tricks.”

“We’ve got to do something to pass the time,” said Stacy as she stuck her tongue out, licking Natasha's dripping cock each time it slid out of Missy’s ass.

“What are you fucking whore doing in there,” shouted a guard from outside, “shower time is over.”

“Go away,” Missy bellowed back. Natasha only grunted and Stacy said nothing, her mouth too busy with cock to speak.

“If you three don’t get out now I’m going to have to drag you out,” warned the guard.

“Ugh, hurry up and cum in my ass,” Missy begged, looking over her shoulder, “Let’s not give this prick the satisfaction.”

Natasha nodded in agreement. She took a deep breath and fucked Missy with as much power as she could muster, ramming her cock deeper and deeper while Missy tightened her little asshole around that thick shaft.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” Missy could barely hand in there. The blonde prison slut fell to her knees. Natasha didn’t relent, plunging her cock in from above.

“Lick that dick faster,” Natasha demanded Stacy.

“Yes ma’am,” Stacy teased her tongue up and down the shaft.

Natasha’s gripped Missy’s ass harder. That thick futa cock swelled with the need to cum. A single push filled with fiery force, ramming her cock in deeper, Natasha tossed her head back and erupted a load of warm futa cum in Missy’s ass. Missy quivered beneath Natasha, taking every drop of the futa’s massive cum load.

“I said get the fuck out,” the guard continued.

Breathless, neither Natasha or Missy said a word.

“We’re coming,” Stacy called back.

“We certainly are,” Missy chuckled, body shivering with delight, cum dripping out of her puckered hole.

The girls left the showered. Toweled, dry, dressed, and received an escort back to their cell.

“Welcome back home,” yawned Missy, spreading her arms out wide.

“I really like what you've done with the place,” said Natasha.

“Thank you, just don’t move that poster,” said Missy.

“Which one?”

“The one with the bitch with big tits, that’s where we dig the tunnel,” Missy laughed.

“Can you not joke like that,” said Stacy giving Missy a shover, “You know they’ll use any reason they can to search this place. The last thing we need is that bitch Fred coming in here to sniff our panties.”

“The only time Bob even gets to see a pair is during his searches,” added Natasha.

“Yeah well, I don’t need him seeing mine,” said Stacy.

“And what about me? Do I get to see them?” Natasha asked.

“Bitch please, what kind of question is that, you know I get the sexiest pairs smuggled in just for you.”

The cell they shared didn’t offer much room, but then they didn’t need too much. Another reason Stacy and Missy enjoyed having Natasha as a cellmate was because they could flip the third bed against the wall and out of the way since the two girls rotate who gets to sleep next to Natasha each night. However, this being Natasha’s first night back there was not going to be much sleeping getting done.

“In fact I just got this new thong the other day,” said Stacy.

“Let’s see it then,” said Natasha.

“Is it the one you had on yesterday? Damn did I like pulling that thing aside while eating that sweet pussy out,” said Missy.

“No, I wouldn’t waste the good stuff on you,” said Stacy.

“Pfft, whatever.”

“Check it,” Stacy slid her jumpsuit slowly down her shoulders. The top half slinking off over her ripe tits, her nipples stiff from the cold.

“Yeah girl, take it off,” Natasha cheered

Stacy bent at the waist, peeling the rest of the jumpsuit off, her round ass pressed out for the other two to enjoy. Leaning over the edge of the bed Stacy walked her fingers up her thighs and palmed her ass. A white lace thong fit snuggly to her bottom, a real teeny thing, hardly covered anything at all.

“Damn, now that is sexy,” said Missy crawling over to where Stacy remained bent over. Missy had her hands all over Stacy’s ass, groping and gripping that plump perfect booty.

“What do you think Natasha,” Stacy asked, giving that ass of her nice little jiggle.

“I think I’m starting to get hard,” Natasha replied.

“Good,” Stacy gave her ass a slap, “Then it’s my turn to get fucked.”

“Watching wasn’t enough?” Missy kissed Stacy’s ass, dragging her tongue over the supple flesh.

“Uh uh,” Stacy shook her head, “I need to feel that cock for myself.”

“Well you know me, I’ve got enough for everybody. Just tell me where you want,” said Natasha.

“Deep in this pussy, of course,” Stacy slid a hand between her legs, teasing over the fabric of her thong, rubbing her little clit ever so slightly.

“Mmm, I haven’t had prison pussy in so long,” The front of Natasha’s jumpsuit started to tent out, her big futa cock holding the front up.

Missy curled her fingers around Stacy’s thong, peeling it off her friend’s ass inch by inch. “Then what are you waiting for, Natasha? Come get you some fresh pussy.”

“I’m gonna need some help getting it wet first,” Stacy scooped her tits into her hands. “Can you suck them for me?” Stacy asked Missy.

“With pleasure,” Missy licked her lips, bringing her mouth to Stacy’s stiff little nipples. Missy teased her tongue in circles around Stacy’s nipples before inhaling them into her mouth.

“F-f fuck,” Stacy let out a soft moan, Missy’s mouth wrapped around those pink nipples, taking turns sucking each one into her wet mouth.

“Looks like you’re getting wet already,” said Natasha, bringing her fingers to Stacy’s pussy. Natasha eased two fingers into Stacy’s dripping pussy, sliding them in and out, just enough to get the slut started, getting her warmed up for the big cock that would soon come her way.

Missy popped her mouth off Stacy’s tits, “Mmm I like the way that sounds,” said Missy as Stacy’s pussy made delightful squishing sounds each time Natasha slid her fingers in.

“P- put another finger in,” Stacy begged, her legs quivering. The stimulation of her own fingers on her clit in combination with Missy’s mouth sent jolts of pleasure shocking through her petite body. “I know how big your cock is, Natasha. You better make sure this pussy is nice and stretched out before you try shoving it in.”

“But I really want to shove it in,” said Natasha, adding a third finger into Stacy’s tight little pussy.

“J-j just a little longer… I’m… I’m… almost there,” Stacy’s pussy tightened around Natasha’s fingers.

“I don’t think I can wait any longer,” said Natasha, pulling her fingers out of Stacy’s pussy’s, the sluts juices dripping from her fingers. Natasha pressed her cock up against Stacy, sliding it up and down along the sluts wet cunt. Taking her cock in hand, Natasha plunged the tip of her cock into Stacy’s tight hole. Stacy jolted forward, her tits smothering Missy’s face.

“Fuck yes,” Stacy howled, clutching the bedsheets. “Fuck that pussy for me, use that big cock baby, and fuck your nasty prison slut.”

“Damn, you really been starving for some dick, huh?”

“You know it, Natasha, only your dick will do,” said Stacy, her sensitive nipples getting teased by Missy.

Stacy bounced her juicy ass on that futa cock of Natasha’s. Each time Natasha thrusted forward, Stacy met her by tossing that ass back, her pussy lips gripping that shaft on each long stroke. Natasha’s futa cock was drenched in Stacy’s sweet juices.

“Hey, Stacy. Why don’t you lick my pussy while your face is right there,” Missy practically ripped her jumpsuit off and got naked on the bed. She lifted her legs in the air and spread them wide, slapping her palm against her cute little pussy. “Come, Stacy, lick this clit for me.”

“Mmm, bring that pussy over here,” Stacy wrapped her arms around Missy’s thighs and pulled her forward, shoving her face between her friend’s legs. Stacy licked and slurped the blonde’s pussy up. Missy gushed as Stacy buried her face between her legs, her hands crawling up after her tits and pinching those perky pink nipples.

“Eat that pussy up you nasty slut,” growled Natasha, fucking her cock deeper into Stacy’s wet pussy.

Stacy’s voice was muffled by Missy’s pussy. Missy grabbed Stacy by the hair and forced her face up and down, using that tongue for her own pleasure.

“Are you gonna fill me up? Fill this pussy with your cum?” Stacy pulled her face out of from in between Missy’s legs, pussy juice dripping from her chin.

“Hey, I didn’t say to stop,” Missy forced Stacy back in. Stacy slurped Missy’s cute little clit into her mouth, tongue it as she sucked.

“My sluts always get what they want,” said Natasha. Natasha wrapped everyone one of her limbs around Stacy, pinning the slut to the bed. Thrusting her hips harder and faster, Natasha built up the need to explode her mighty load into the prison whore. Faster, harder. More and more. The girls howled in the cell. Begging for Natasha to cum inside Stacy’s cunt.

“P- please, I want you to fill me up. I need cum so fucking bad,” Stacy barely got the sentence out before getting forcefully shoved back into Missy dripping wet pussy.

“Damn, that pussy’s so fucking tight… I’m… I’m…” Natasha’s cock throbbed on edge. Her futa cum ready spill and fill Stacy’s slutty pussy. Stacy attempted to squirm. But it was useless. Natasha kept the whore pinned down and immobile. Holding Stacy’s face down in Missy’s pussy, Natasha plunged her big fat cock as deep as it could go. Stretching Stacy’s tight cunt to its limits. Then, with a loud moan, Natasha let it all come exploding out. Natasha erupted a thick gooey load of futa cum deep inside Stacy’s cunt. The cum dripped between the two of them. Stacy’s pussy filled and stuffed to the brim with a wonderfully thick cumload.

Missy wasn’t going to let all that yummy futa cum go to waste and just drip out of Stacy’s pussy. The blonde slut crawled on to of Stacy and slunk her way down between her legs.

“What are you doing?” Asked Stacy.

“I want a taste of all this cum,” Missy stuck her tongue out and began lapping up Natasha’s cum as it came dripping out of Stacy’s pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so naughty. How does her cum taste?”

“Delicious,” Smiled Missy, licking the excess cum off her lips.

Footsteps echoed in the cell block as someone approached from the outside. The girls too busy with pleasuring one another didn’t hear a thing until Officer Fred arrived in front of their cells. The Officer’s cheek turned a bright red, he always felt uncomfortable in these sort of situations, most likely because he would never find himself in such a one.

“Ugh, what do you want Bob? Just get out of here,” said Natasha, standing stark naked in front of the bars of her cell.

Fred’s eyes locked onto Natasha’s big cock, bits of cum still dripping out of the tip, “I told you my name is Bob.”

“And I told you until I see a birth certificate your name is bob. Why else would you have a haircut like that.”

“Hey,” Fred looked visibly hurt by the comment, “My mom gave me this haircut.”

“Maybe if you didn’t have your mom give you your haircuts, the girls here might actually want to fuck you and you wouldn’t have to sneak around trying to get a peek at what we’re doing.”

“I- I was just-”

“You were what, Bob? Just trying to get that little cock of yours hard by watching me pound my dirty sluts?”

Fred said nothing.

“That’s what I thought, why don’t you just leave. Just go home and jerk your own little cock since that’s all you’ll ever get.

“But… but I work here I can’t leave,” mumbled Fred.

“Fuck, Fred,” This time it was Missy who came butting in, “Just get the fuck out of here, we don’t want your tiny cock. We have Natasha’s now. Just go.”

“B-b-but,” Fred stammered, his eyes welling with the first hint of tears.

“We said leave,” the three girls spoke in unison.”

“Take that tiny cock and just go,” laughed Missy.

Ashamed and defeated Fred stooped over and turned to leave. Saddened by his inability to ever get sexual pleasure from a woman he would return. Most likely to touch himself. Play with his cock at the sad thought that it would never be as impressive as Natasha.

“Wow, he actually left,” said Stacy.

“If nobody’s guarding us does that mean we can just leave?” Asked Missy.

“I guess so,” Natasha stepped into her jumpsuit and got dressed. The girls sad to see her cock hidden behind clothing.

“Good, then let's get out of here,” Missy declared.

The Futa Nun

Tired of constantly getting picked off for prostitution and put into prison Natasha had decided to take her life in a different direction after getting out of jail the last time. It is difficult for someone like Natasha who enjoys living an alternative sort of lifestyle however to really find a place that she could belong to. And so she decided to create her own place. A place where she could continue to be the sort of nasty sex loving futa slut that she is. And of course her close friends and ex-inmates Missy and Stacy chose to join her in this new chapter of life.

So Natasha set up her very own convent, it seemed to her the perfect idea. No one would dare arrest a nun. That and the bonus of not having to pay taxes. Stacy and Missy were not the only women to join Natasha’s new convent. If it could really be called that. Sure they had services and prayers, they felt it was necessary. But they also fucked… a lot. Worship was a regular occurrence at the convent. Though the woman tended to worship Natasha’s futa cock more than anything else.

Eventually, word got around and more women joined. All of them seeking out both sanctuary and pleasure. The sort of pleasure that only a massive futa cock like Natasha’s could ever really provide. The convent soon opened to both men and women alike. So long as they could accept the few rules the convent had, all were welcomed to join. And the first potential male candidate was due to arrive any minute.

It was about three o’clock. Which meant afternoon worship. Natasha was in her usual position, naked, legs spread sitting atop of the altar. Her thick futa cock slick with a mix of spit from three different girls. Missy crawled on the stone floor, ass in the air, approaching Natasha. Stacy had Missy’s blonde hair wrapped around her fist as she led the willing slut like an offering to their object of desire.

“Ready for your turn?” Natasha asked as Stacy presented Missy before her. Missy lifted herself onto her knees, begging before Natasha licking her plump lips, hungry for a taste of that futa cock. No matter how many times she got to suck it, Missy never tired of sucking down that thick cock.

“Mhmm,” Missy had swished her mouth full of saliva making sure she had enough ready for when she arrived at Natasha’s feet.

“Good, then get to sucking you nasty slut,” Natasha demanded.

Missy pulled herself up by holding onto Natasha’s supple thighs, hovering her mouth over their leader’s big fat cock. Spit dribbled over Missy’s lips and down her chin. She spat onto the tip, adding her saliva to the mix. Missy wrapped her nimble fingers around Natasha’s shaft. Gently, Missy began to stroke, working her fingers around the tip, sensually pleasing every inch of that futa cock with her tiny little fingers. Natasha let out quiet moans of pleasure, her hips bucking slightly, her voice echoing off the stone walls in the almost entirely empty room. Stacy kept her hold on Missy. Two other girls watched from a distance, their fluids having already been offered to their queen.

“Mmm, I need more,” Natasha demanded, she rocked herself back and forth on the altar, slipping her messy cock between Missy’s hand. “Make her suck on it,” she said, giving Stacy the order. Stacy nodded in return. Clutching to the back of Missy’s head she forced the blonde slut’s face down.

“You heard her, suck on it,” Stacy pushed down on Missy, forcing her to take the fullness of Natasha’s length down her throat. Stacy made sure Missy gagged on it, spit flooding over her lips and down Natasha’s cock.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” moaned Natasha, tossing her head back and thrusting her cock forward, hitting deep down Missy’s throat. Overwhelmed by the size and girth of Natasha’s cock, Missy wrenched back, freeing her mouth. Taking a moment to take a deep inhale. The only thing she needed to inhale however was more cock, and Stacy would see to that.

“I didn’t say to stop,” Natasha gripped her sloppy cock and slapped the side of Missy’s face with it, “Be a good slut and keep sucking.”

“Fuck, yes ma’am,” Missy whimpered before diving back down for another taste. Missy inhaled as much as possible, sinking it down her throat, forcing herself to choke it all down, all the way down to the base.

Stacy took great pleasure in forcing Missy to get face fucked by Natasha. It was no secret that Stacy found Missy slightly annoying. It was times like these were she could get that frustration out, Get it out in a way that all three of them enjoyed. Missy knew she was nothing more than cock sucking slut, and absolutely loved being treated like one. It is why she followed Natasha here after all. So she could spend everyday filling these halls with sounds of her choking and gagging as she did all she could to make Natasha feel good.

Natasha’s cocked throbbed in the blonde sluts wet mouth. Anyone else would have cum by now, certainly getting sucked on by four different girls would be enough to send any normal person over the edge. But not Natasha, she knew how to last. How to turn that pleasure into more pleasure without erupting too soon. It was of course her duty as their worshipable queen to make sure each and every one of her subjects had a turn with her mighty cock.

Missy freed herself from Natasha’s cock sliding her mouth and hands of her lengthy shaft. A moment of silence followed. And then a knock at the main door.

“Aw, who could that be,” Natasha pouted.

“It’s probably Daniel. Remember the guy who asked for an interview to join us?” Stacy answered.

“Very well, Missy go see him in,” said Natasha.

“But… but- I’m not done sucking your cock,” Missy replied, pawing her way closer to Natasha while Stacy held her back by the hair.

“You’re the one who wanted to be in charge of the welcoming committee.”

“But now I want to be in charge of sucking that cock,” Missy pleaded, her hand just barely grazing Natasha’s cock before having Stacy slap it away.

“Fine, I’ll go,” Missy stomped her foot.

“You never had a choice,” Stacy called out as Missy left the girls behind. Stacy took Missy’s absence as a chance for her to get another turn at sucking Natasha’s cock.

Missy opened the main door, “Hey, you must be Daniel.” The man looked average enough, nothing exceptionally special about him one way or another.

“Sorry, I’m not Daniel, I’m-”

Missy laid a hand on his shoulder, “Oh, Daniel you’re so funny.”

Daniel, who was not Daniel, plucked Missy’s hand off his shoulder and let it drop, “Isn’t this a convent?”

“Yes,” Missy nodded.

“So are you a nun?” Daniel asked.

“I suppose so.”

“Well, don’t nuns wear like… habits or something,” Daniel couldn’t help but take notice of Missy’s disheveled appearance. He of course didn’t know she looked the way she did because she was just busying herself with Natasha’s cock.

“You're so funny Daniel, don’t you know habits are bad for you? That’s why we got rid of all of ours.”

“Oh… um…” Daniel thought it best not to try and correct her, his hopes of clearing up any of his confusion quickly went out the window.

A loud banging could be heard from coming inside the convent. Loud enough to startle Daniel, though Missy was quite used to that sound now.

“W- what’s that noise?” Danel asked, full of concern.

“Oh, that’s probably Natasha, she’s been known to cause structural damage once she gets going.”

“Structural damage?”

“Yeah you know, to walls, wombs, women… we hired an insurance agent to assess the damages but-”

“Oh my brother is an insurance agent,” said Daniel.

“Really? Maybe he’s the one we keep in the basement.”

“He’s in the basement.”

“Of course Daniel, it’s just for funsies, you know when I need to spread my legs and have someone lick it up for me,” Missy flitted her tongue in and out of her mouth, making all sorts of inappropriate noises.

The sounds resonating from the convent went silent. Daniel took this pause to speak up, “Maybe I should just get going.”

“Nonsense Daniel, it sounds like Natasha just finished up with Stacy. She’s ready to see you now.” Missy grabbed Daniel’s wrist and pulled him inside. “Promise me you won’t fuck Missy. You have to promise, Daniel.”

“Um, sure I promise.”

Missy chuckled under her breath, “But don’t worry you can have my pussy all you want. And of course everyone gets fucked by Natasha.”

“Who’s this Natasha?” Daniel asked, following behind Missy. As much as he tried not to, Daniel caught himself staring at Missy’s tight ass every step of the way.

“Oh, you’ll love Natasha, everyone does,” Missy led Daniel before Natasha’s private quarters. The two of them stopped abruptly before entering. “Maybe I can suck your cock before we go in, what do you say? Natasha doesn’t have to know. Just a quick taste.” Missy dropped to her knees, still hungry for cock, unsatisfied with Daniel’s previous interruption which took her away from Natasha.

“You know I can hear you, right?” Natasha called out from the other side of the door. “Just bring him in and I’ll decide who sucks who.”

Missy grumbled and stood up, “Maybe later, Daniel,” Missy gave him a wink and licked her lips. Daniel gulped, unsure of what he managed to walk himself into. Missy led Daniel inside, Natasha waited for the two of them half-dressed. Wearing nothing more than a bra and a thong.

“This is Daniel, and he already agreed not to fuck Stacy,” Missy blurted out.

Natasha shook her head, questioning why it was her who always had to deal with the petty drama that formed between the girls. “So Daniel, you want to join out convent, is that right?”

“I… aren’t convents just for women?” Daniel asked.

“We’re very progressive here. Just as I am a mix of what makes both men and women so yummy, so is my convent.” Natasha answered.

“This doesn’t seem like a convent. What about prayers, and worship?

“We worship Natasha’s cock,” Missy lunged forward, grabbing at the front of her queen’s thong, hand wrapping around that futa cock. “That’s the best kind of worship.”

“Would you stop,” Natasha slapped the back of Missy’s hand. 
“Jeeze, what’s a girl got to do to suck some cock around here,” mumbled Missy.

“If you leave the two of us I promise to fill that pussy of yours up with as much cum as you could want, okay?”

Missy smiled a big, bright smile, “You got it, Natasha,” she took off scurrying out of the room and shut the door behind her.

“So, Daniel, if you’re going to join us we’ll need to know all about your cock,” said Natasha.

“My cock?”

“Yes, how big is it? The girls here are used to my cock, which is admittedly quite large.”

“You have a large cock?” Daniel asked in disbelief.

“Of course, that’s what it says on my business card,” Natasha reached into her thong and pulled out her business card and handed it Daniel.

Daniel begrudgingly took the card and looked it over, “Your business card says your cock is a gift from god…” Daniel didn’t want to smile but it couldn’t be helped.

“Yours doesn’t?”

“Um… no.”

“Tsk, tsk… must not be very big then.”

“S- sorry,” Daniel whispered, looking down at his feet.

“Hey now,” Natasha placed a finger under his chin and lifted his face to meet hers, “I’m sure we can find somewhere for it to fit.”

Natasha fumbled with Daniel’s trousers, yanking them down his legs, followed by his boxers. She rubbed her chin as she looked over his cock.

“Hmm, I can see why you don’t have a business card,” said Natasha.

“What? It’s perfectly average,” Daniel tried to defend himself, his cheeks turning red with embarrassment. He never had anyone inspect his cock so closely before.

“Average is fine and all for most, but these girls are used to far above average. If you’re going to stick around here I suggest sticking it in their ass. Their pussy’s are far too stretched from taking my cock. They wouldn’t even feel your little thing,” said Natasha.

Daniel, like any man, was hurt by that comment. No one had ever called his cock little before. He didn’t exactly know how to take it. Natasha didn’t mean it as an insult, just a statement of fact, in relation to her massive futa cock, most were indeed very little.

“At least we won’t have to worry about your cock causing any structural damage. Not like mine,” Natasha thrusted her hips out with pride.

“Wait… that wasn’t a joke? The insurance agent really is…”

“In the basement? Yeah, who else is going to be our sex slave,” Natasha took quick notice in the change of Daniel’s demeanor, “I’m joking, Daniel. We don’t keep sex slaves. There’s no one in the basement for funsies or anything.”

“Right, so can I pick my pants up now?” He asked.

“Depends, there is one thing left before you can join, then you can go meet the other girls and do what you please with them.”

“What’s that?” Daniel wasn’t so sure however if he really wanted to know the answer to that question.

Natasha sauntered over to Daniel, trailing her fingers over his shoulder, leaning in close to his ear. Natasha’s warm breath tickled his ear, Daniel sighed a breath of release. Something about feeling Natasha’s immaculate tits pressed up against his back made him feel oh so good, so wanted and desired.

“I think you know what you need to do,” said Natasha, pushing her hips forward.

Daniel could feel her futa cock pressing up against him. Her futa cock throbbed beneath her thong. Natasha got a good amount of enjoyment from getting her dick sucked, but what she really wanted was to fuck. To give it to somebody. Force her cock inside and make them moan. Usually, it’s one of the girls. But Natasha isn’t one for being picky. A hole is a hole. So long as she could make her cock fit, there was nothing to complain about.

“Yeah, I- I- I think I do,” Daniel’s heart beat heavily in his chest. To say that he was nervous would be an understatement. He never had a cock in his ass, let alone one as big as Natasha’s. And though he could only feel a bit of it as Natasha pressed up harder against him, he was certain she would live up to her business card.

“You might want to suck on it first,” Natasha suggested as she slid her thong down her long slender legs, “It’s going in one way or another, best you lube it up before it does.”

Daniel turned around, “Oh, fuck,” he blurted out at the sight of Natasha’s thick cock, “That’s fucking huge.”

“Aw, thank you,” smiled Natasha.

“I don’t know if I can-”

“Nonsense, Daniel,” Natasha shoved him down to his knees, “Just get it all sloppy with your spit and it’ll fit just fine, you’ll be surprised at how malleable the ass can be, especially when it really wants it. And I can tell you want it.”

Daniel wasn’t so sure about that. But then his cock was hard. He was throbbing and stiff himself. Seeing such a beautiful cock attached to such a beautiful woman was not something he ever expected to see in his life. But now that he had, it would be impossible for him to say that he didn’t enjoy looking at it.

“She’s waiting for you,” Natasha waved her cock in Daniel’s face, licking her lips in anticipation of his mouth.

Daniel reached up and wrapped his hands around her thick shaft, “I suppose a small taste won’t hurt.”

“Not at all, in fact, it’ll feel rather good,” Natasha reassured him.

Though Daniel couldn’t admit it to himself just yet, he had already unconsciously decided he would let Natasha put her cock in his ass. From that first touch he fell in love with that big futa cock of hers. Just like everyone else, Daniel could not deny the allure of Natasha’s massive dick. Daniel placed his warm mouth on Natasha’s tip, sucking her cock into his mouth. He was surprised with how nice it felt to have cock sitting between his lips. He had gone his whole having never sucked cock before, but with Natasha’s inching its way deeper in his mouth he wondered how he had gone so long without having ever tried it. A big fat futa cock in his mouth had been what his life was missing. An empty part of himself had in that moment finally been filled and for the first time in a long time Daniel had felt complete as a human being. And if having it in his mouth made him feel this good about himself, how much better it would be to have it in his ass.

“Don’t be shy, try going deeper,” Natasha encouraged.

Daniel slid his mouth off her cock, spit dripped down his chin and back down onto Natasha’s cock. “I don’t know if I can,” said Daniel.

“Just try, you’ll have all the time in the world to practice your cock sucking skills here.”

Daniel tried his best. He wrapped his arms around her waist, gripping Natasha’s plump ass, squeezing and massaging her cheeks. It wasn’t the best blowjob Natasha ever received, nothing compared to what Stacy or Missy could do. But nevertheless, it was a blowjob and Daniel did his best to make Natasha feel good.

“Try choking on it,” said Natasha. She spoke more like a teacher than a lover, but she did have a lot to teach him. “You’ll build up more spit that way and trust me, you’re gonna need it.”

Daniel forced himself to gag on Natasha’s cock. As he choked it down, spit sputtered over his lips and soaked that futa shaft. Daniel slid his fingers over his spit, coating the shaft of her cock all the way up and down, making sure to get every inch of it drenched in saliva. Spit squished between his fingers as he stroked her. Natasha offered some of her own saliva, spitting on her cock and helping Daniel to rub it in.

“I think it’s wet enough for your ass now,” said Natasha, fingers squshing the tip of her cock.

“Are- are you sure?”

“Only one way to find out, right?” Natasha shoved Daniel down onto all fours, scooting up behind him she grabbed his waist and lifted his lower half up.

“Fuck, I can’t believe I’m actually going to let you do this,” huffed Daniel.

“Just close your eyes and think about all the girls waiting to play with you on the other side of this door.” Natasha spread Daniel’s cheeks and let the spit drip from her lips and coat his tight asshole. Daniel’s body gave a little shiver. He braced himself, eye shut tight, anticipating the initial penetration of Natasha fat futa cock.

“Okay, I’m ready,” Daniel nodded, “Put it in…”

Natasha eased the tip of her spit covered cock into Daniel’s tight ass. He lurched forward, clutching his fists, knuckles turning white.

“Fuck me,” Daniel groaned, his voice a low grumble, “That’s so fucking big, go slow,” he begged.

Natasha went as slow as she could, inching her massive cock in inch by inch, sinking deeper into Daniel’s ass, stretching his virgin hole wide open for her.

“Damn, that’s tight,” Natasha gave his ass a slap. Daniel winced at the shock of pain, but found it more pleasurable than actually painful.

“Do- do that again,” Daniel begged. No one ever spanked him before, never treated him like such a whore. And he liked it. Liked the feel of a fat cock taking his ass from behind. The feel of Natasha’s strong hand spanking his naughty ass. Never would he have guessed that getting fucked could be this fun.

“What you want,” said Natasha, giving him another well-placed slap. Daniel arched his back, giving Natasha more room to sink that sloppy cock of hers in deeper.

“Okay, I think I’m ready for more.”

Natasha eased back, gripping his waist as she plunged her cock in and out of his ass. His tight hole clamped down around her shaft, squeezing and milking all that she had stored up inside of it.

“It’s so fucking good,” Daniel bellowed. He tossed his ass back, fucking Natasha in return. Each time her thrusts sent him bouncing forward he worked himself back down the length of her mighty cock. “Don’t stop… fuck, please don’t stop.” Daniel’s cock throbbed between his legs, freely swaying back and forth to the rhythm of Natasha’s rough pounding.

“Grab that cock of yours and start stroking it for me,” demanded Natasha.

“Yes, ma’am,” Daniel wrapped his hands around his dangling cock, precum dripped over his fingers as he rolled them around the tip.

Daniel tensed every one of his muscles, doing his best to hold in his growing need to erupt and blow his load. “Holy… mnnn… fuck, you’re gonna make me cum if you keep that up.”

“That’s the whole idea,” said Natasha, her body slapped against Daniel’s with each intense and forceful thrust. His poor little ass never had such a pounding before. Without a doubt, he knew he would be sore in the morning. But he didn’t care, all he cared about was getting more cock stuffed into his tight hole.

“Wait!” Missy came bursting into the room, the door swinging wide open. “Don’t cum without me,” she shouted.

“What the hell, Missy? Have you been waiting outside the whole time?” Natasha did not pause from fucking Daniel to ask the question, it wasn’t that important after all.

“Um… maybe… yes…” Missy dove underneath Daniel, bringing her face to his pulsating cock. “He’s mine, I found him first… I get his cum.”

“Ugh,” Natasha sighed, sometimes there was just no arguing with Missy. Natasha relented. Daniel’s tight virgin asshole felt far too good to pull out of now. Better to just let Missy get her way. “Fine, you can have his cum.”

“Yay! Did you hear that, Daniel? Give me your fat load,” said Missy. She curled her little fingers around the tip of his cock, stroking it faster and faster. “Please Daniel, I want you to cum on my little slut face,” Missy begged as she worked his cock harder, feeling it throb in her hands.

“Fucking hell, it’s too much,” Daniel cried out, the combined pleasure of having his ass fucked by Natasha’s perfect futa cock and Missy’s hands playing with his tip quickly became too much for him to handle. No matter how hard he tried to fight the pleasure there was no stopping the inevitable.

Daniel bucked his hips, his cock sliding in and out of Missy’s messy fingers. Natasha’s cocked stuffed to the base in his ass.

“I’m gonna…” Before he could finish speaking Daniel erupted. His warm load of cum shot from the tip of his cock and splattered all over Missy's willing whore face. Missy giggled as she received her sticky white present.

“Mmm, thank you, Daniel, it’s just what I wanted,” Missy licked the cum off her lips and filled her mouth with it.

Daniel collapsed to the floor, completely drained in every single possible way. His body drained of energy. His cock drained of all its cum. Daniel had never known Satisfaction like that in his life before. Never knew such pleasure could ever be considered possible.

“Had enough?” Natasha asked, seemingly disappointed with how short her new plaything managed to last.

Daniel said nothing, all he could manage was a nod.

“Well then, who’s going to finish me off?” Natasha glanced toward Missy. Missy beamed with pride as her eyes connected with Natasha’s.

“I’ll do it, oh please let me do it,” Missy bounced on her knees in front of Natasha, her perky tits jiggling along with her movements.

“Quit talking about it and do it,” said Natasha.

One load of cum was not enough for Missy. With sticky cum dripping off her chin, Missy wrapped her warm wet mouth around Natasha’s cock and proceeded to throat it. Missy was elated with finally getting the chance to finish what she had started today. The little blonde slut bobbed her head back and forth, her mouth sucking and slurping on that massive futa cock. With both hands on Natasha’s shaft, Missy stroked the trunk of her futa lover’s thick cock.

“Give it to me, Natasha. Add your cum to my face. I want to bath in it. I need all that nasty cum,” Missy begged and pleaded, hands moving up and down the length of that yummy cock. The sound of spit and precum squished between each one of her tiny nimble fingers. Missy focused all her efforts right on the tip. Natasha’s throbbing cock hovered over Missy’s face, twitching and pulsing with need to explode all over her.

“That’s it… give me that cum, spray it on my whore face,” Missy whimpered.

Natasha’s moans filled the room. She thrust her hips forward, her cock pointed right at Missy’s pretty mess of a face. With a low growl, Natasha’s released herself on the naughty slut. Streams of warm cum sprayed in ropes and covered Missy from chin to tits. Cum rained down on Missy who gleefully cheered with delight as she took all of Natasha’s load, letting it drip and soak into her supple young flesh.

“Look at all this yummy cum,” laughed Missy, running her fingers through the sticky white mess that stuck to and dangled from her cheeks. “Aren’t I just the best little cumslut,” Missy smiled, cum clinging to her tongue.

“You’re okay,” said Natasha, leaning over and kissing Missy on the cheek, “You can be a bit much sometimes.”

“Whatever, Daniel likes me… right Daniel?”

A tired groan was all Daniel offered in response.

“See, that means yes.”

Missy did her best to try and get Daniel to budge. Daniel begrudgingly got to his feet after a bit of coaxing.

“Come on, Daniel. Let’s go show the other girls the gift you gave me,” Missy helped Daniel to his feet, making sure she didn’t lose a drop of cum from her face. She was quite proud of the gifts she managed to work out from their cocks and wanted nothing more than to show it off to the others. The girls loved Natasha’s cum, and Natasha only had so much to give each day. And today just happened to Missy’s turn to receive such a yummy blessing, no way she wasn’t going to rub it in first before getting cleaned up.

As for Daniel, he did manage to survive his first day at the convent. But if he wanted to remain here he would have to take it and give it every single day. The girls are insatiable and have rather high standards as well as sex drives. Daniel could only hope he’d have what it takes to keep up with all of them.

A Fertile Futa Christmas

There may not be any movies being made nor Christmas carols being sung in her honor, but Futa Claus is and has always been a very important part of the Christmas holiday. Everyone’s heard of Santa bringing coal to those on the naughty list. And that’s all well and good for those who are still young and are easily persuaded by the fear of punishment and desire for reward. At a certain age, however, finding a lump of coal in your stocking isn’t exactly all that big of a deterrent for stopping naughty behavior. Especially when such naughty behavior can be oh so enjoyable.

And that is of course where Futa Claus comes in. It’s her job to leave gifts for all the naughty men and women. The sort of toys that most elves are far too prudish to be convinced into making. Toys that are used when alone at night, toys that vibrate, and toys that bring a very specific type of pleasure. For the giving of such vital and happily received gifts there is only Futa Claus. Not everyone makes Futa Claus’s naughty list, but those who do always find themselves quite satisfied with what they receive on Christmas morning.

Most naughty women on the list receive presents such as a shiny new butt plug, for the more adventurous maybe a pair of handcuffs. However, there are a few who managed to, throughout the year, behave particularly naughty. So much so that their wild and perverse behavior captures a special interest for the sexy Mrs. Futa Claus. And for such naughty women, Futa Claus tends to them personally. Bringing them a very special sort of gift. One that they can’t tuck into their bedside drawer and pull out when their husbands or boyfriends are away or too busy. No, for such lucky individuals Futa Claus gifts herself. A gift that is always sure to satisfy in the most pleasurable way fathomable.

Our story begins late on Christmas eve night. Just hours before Santa himself heads out to make his way around the world to bring all presents and good cheer. While Santa is in his workshop making the last few preparations, Futa Claus is alone in her room preparing herself for a long night of giving. Mrs. Futa Claus tends to really feel the stress of her job around this time of night. Mainly because while the big man is busying himself with wrapping gifts and readying reindeer, Futa Claus is stuck waiting for the list of names for all the bad girls she needs to visit.

Thankfully Futa Claus specializes in the release of stress. It’s one of the many things that she does rather well. And for the time being, while alone in her room, she had no choice but to take matters into her own two hands. The sound of elves cobbling together toys for ungrateful do-gooders could be heard outside of her room. However, inside her room, the only sounds that could be heard were the soft sensual moans that escaped her pretty pink lips each time her hands slipped over her hard throbbing cock.

Futa Claus was well into pleasing her stiff hard cock. Her nimble fingers working the edge of the tip. She bucked and squirmed ontop of her mattress, feeling the sort of pleasure that only she herself could provide. Her hands dripping with her spit, her cock sloppy from periodically spitting on it for some extra lubrication. Her tits bounced as she stroked. Working herself up to an orgasm, aching for that sweet release. And then just before achieving what she worked so hard to attain somebody walked in.

“Mrs. Futa Claus, I’ve got the list of names you’ve-” Sonya, one of the cutest female elves stopped in her tracks, staring wide-eyed at the naked Futa Claus.

“Ugh,” Futa Claus let out an exasperated sigh. Always interrupted at most inopportune times. “Now, you bring me the naughty list?” It wasn’t really a question that required an answer but elves tend not to pick up on the subtleties of sarcasm.

“Yes,” Sonya looked at the list and then her feet, holding the list out over the bed, “Now I bring you the naughty list.”

“That’s not what- whatever just give it here,” Futa Clause snatched the list from the elve’s hand. “Mmm, got some good sluts on here this year,” she licked her lips. Just reading the names off the list had Futa Clause swelling with excitement. Her hard cock twitched between her legs, a bit of sticky precum dribbling over the tip.

“Yes, mistress… I will let Santa know this year’s sluts are all taken care of then,” Sonya tiptoed backward, slowly heading for the door. The whole time she kept her pretty blue eyes locked on Futa Claus’s body. Watching her chest rise and fall to the rhythm of her breathing. Watching her futa cock pulsate with excitement she mumbled the names. Elves are after all notoriously horny creatures. How else could there be so many in the north pole? They reproduce like rabbits. Diligent workers as well as diligent lovers. And Futa Claus had every intention of taking advantage of this opportunity. She wasn’t about to let this interruption go to waste.

“Wait,” Futa Claus called out, placing the naughty list on the bedside table.

“Yes, mistress?” Sonya froze in place, waiting for her next command.

“Why don’t you stay and help me finish off? I could really use some of that elf magic,” said Futa Claus.

“I- I would love to!” Sonya beamed. It wasn’t every day that an elf got to play with Futa Claus. And the male elves that Sonya is usually left with aren’t exactly as well endowed as Futa Claus is. “But… shouldn’t you save it… you know for…” Sonya pointed at the list.

“Nonsense, I have plenty to go around. Now get over here and help me out,” Demanded Futa Claus.

“Yes Mistress, as you wish.” It’s both an elf’s job and desire to serve the members of the Claus family. And while that usually entails cobbling together toys and grooming reindeers and other laborious tasks, when it comes to Futa Claus, serving is much more enjoyable.

Sonya crawled on top of the bed, the bells on her green hat jingling with each movement. The elf walked her fingers up Futa Claus’s thighs, inching them closer and closer toward that big cock of hers.

“It looks like you’ve already started,” said Sonya, running her fingers over her Mistress’s sloppy spit covered cock.

“Started? I was just about to finish before you bursted in,” she corrected the elf.

“Oh, you poor thing, that must be so frustrating,” Sonya spoke with a soft voice, light and airy like the tinkling of a small silver bell.

“It was, but now you’re here to take care of it.”

Sonya smiled happily. Serving is an elf’s blood. Serving cock, was in every female elf’s heart.

“That’s right. You just lay back and let Sonya take care of that big cock of yours,” she placed her hands on the futa’s chest, lowering her down onto her back. Sonya cupped the futa’s perfectly shaped breasts in her hands and brought those pretty pink nipples to her lips. With her tongue Sonya teased around Futa Claus’s budding roses, sucking each one into her mouth and letting them out with a loud pop.

“Oh fuck, that’s good,” whimpered Futa Claus beneath the weight of petite elf. Elf’s have incredibly long life spans and at nearly three hundred years old Sonya had managed to build up quite a fair bit of sexual experience, both with males and females. And that experience with both sexes served her well when it came to pleasing the ever-horny Futa Claus.

Sonya rained her kisses all over Futa Claus’s tits, fingers teasing and pinching at her soft nipples. The elf worked her mouth down the length of Futa Claus’s slender stomach. Making her way down toward that hard cock. Sonya kissed the tip, swaying it over her pursed out lips. Futa Claus moaned relentlessly, loving the caring touch of those pretty lips.

“Be a good elf and suck it for me,” Futa Claus begged, bucking and aching to feel those warm lips wrapped around her shaft. Sonya opened wide and inhaled the tip of that yummy cock. Wet lips sucking the tip, the taste of precum filled her mouth. The elf drooled all over her mistress’s cock, adding her spit to the mix. Fingers worked the base, her mouth worked the tip. Thrusting her hips Futa Claus stuffed her cock deep into the elf’s mouth, hitting the back of her throat. Sonya gagged on the size of it, saliva spewing out her mouth and all over that cock.

“Fuck yes, right there,” Futa Claus placed a hand on the back of Sonya’s head, forcing the elf to take more cock in her mouth than she could handle. But Sonya did her best, throating the fullness of that futa cock. Taking all of it, feeling it throb and pulsate between her lips. Futa Claus yanked on the elf’s hair, pulling that wet mouth off her cock. Sonya took a deep breath in, spit dangling from her chin.

“What is it? Why’d you make me stop?” Sonya fought against Futa Claus’s hold trying to paw her way back toward that yummy cock.

“Do that thing,” said Futa Claus.

“What thing?”

“The elf thing, the one where you shrink down in size.”

“Oh, you mean this thing…” The air around Sonya began to sparkle, her supple skin glowing a bright blue. The petite elf’s body began to morph and shrink in size. Smaller and smaller until she was about the size of a toy doll.

“Is this what you wanted?” The elf squeaked, her voice even more tiny and delicate than before.

“That’s exactly what I wanted,” answered Futa Claus. Futa Claus was particularly fond of this elf ability. Being so very tiny made Futa Claus’s cock enormous by comparison. Sonya wrapped her arms around that giant cock. It was much like hugging the trunk of a massive tree. Sonya then wrapped her legs around the base of Futa Claus’s cock. Her entire toy size body wrapped all up and around that heavy dick.

“Fuck yes, now ride it, use your whole body,” begged the Futa Claus. She tossed her head back as the elf squirmed her body all over the length of her throbbing cock. Sonya pressed her pussy up against the trunk of the massive cock. Using her arms and legs she shifted her body weight up and down, grinding herself against it. Her tiny moans were easily drowned out by Futa Claus’s own loud shrieks of delight.

While keeping herself wrapped fully around the girth of that futa cock, Sonya managed to remove most of her clothing. Leaving nothing on but her striped red and white stockings and that silly jingling green hat. Sonya grew desperate to feel that cock resting on her naked flesh. Her tits and pussy pressed against the shaft. The elf’s wet pussy left a small trail of juices on Futa Claus’s cock, rubbing her tiny clit against it, grinding and bucking as she chased after such perfect pleasure.

“I love your big cock,” squeaked Sonya, she used her little tongue to tease the massive head of her lover’s cock. Such a delicate touch, almost unnoticeable. But it was that slight tickle of a tiny tongue that had brought Futa Claus right to the edge of orgasm.

“I’m so close, please don’t stop… don’t… fuck… don’t stop,” Futa Claus whimpered. She tossed her body back and forth, tensing her muscles, holding in her futa cum load until the last possible second. Her futa cock swayed in the air, Sonya held on desperately as she continued to grind against it, continued to slap her clit into that hard cock.

“Do it… cum for me… spray your load all over my little body,” the elf cried out.

Thrusting her throbbing futa cock into the air, Futa Claus released all that pent up sexual pleasure. Her cock pulsed from base to tip. Sonya held on and closed her eyes, anticipating the incoming load. Cum erupted from Futa Claus’s cock, raining down from above and drenching the tiny naked elf in sticky white cum.

“Oh, yes… shower me in your cum,” shouted the elf, her head tossed back and tits pressed out. Cum splattered and coated every inch of the elf. Cum dripped down her face, got caught in her hair, and pooled between her perky tits.

“That was wonderful, Mistress,” Sonya shook herself from head to foot, cum spraying from her naked flesh.

“Yes, it was,” Futa Clause had a dreamy look in her eyes, one of resolved desire. She shook her head, breaking out of her trance. “I suppose I should be getting to work,” she pulled her red satin thong with white frills from under the pillow and slid it up her legs. She rummaged the bed looking for the matching and found it balled up under the covers. “But who to visit first,” she gave the names on the naughty list a look over. As she glanced at each name along with it came a vision of the women as well as where they lived, a bit of elven magic that made tracking down the girls much easier.

“What about me? Can I come to,” asked Sonya, begging on her tiny knees and pleading with giant futa. At least a giant when compared to her.

Futa Claus scooped the elf into her palm and lifted the sticky creature to her lips, “I’d love to have the extra help, but you know as well as I do that the big man doesn’t allow me to have any help. Never thinks what I do is that important… he gets all the help in the north pole and what do I get?”

“You have a sleigh!” Chirped Sonya.

“Yeah, with one reindeer. And how many does he get…”

“Nine.”

“That was a rhetorical question, I know how many… nevermind. You should head back. Thanks for this,” Futa Claus gave the list a shake, “And thanks for this,” she pressed her pointer finger between the elf’s legs who let a soft giggle.

“Anytime,” Sonya hopped off the bed, leaving a trail of cum footsteps as she exited the futa’s private room.

When Futa Claus looked over the list one name jumped out at her. A real beauty. Thirty-eight years old. Full tits and a real sweet ass. A milf if there ever was one. But also an unsatisfied housewife. Her husband unable or unwilling to get her pregnant. This deficiency on her husband’s part had led her to fill that hole in her heart by giving her pussy over to any man willing to stuff it. All in all, a real naughty slut of a woman. And the one thing she wants more than anything this year for Christmas? To get pregnant. And that’s a gift Futa Claus has no problems in giving.

Futa Claus hopped into her sled and took off into the darkness of night. Below the city, lights twinkled. She pondered for a moment about the people all fast asleep, waiting to wake in the morning to a tree surrounded by perfectly wrapped gifts. And then there were the few naughty women whose trees would have no gifts underneath. Instead, they would wake at her arrival to find the most wonderful gift a slut could unwrap, a sexy futa.

Futa Claus shimmied her way into the home of Riley Hawthrone, the poor housewife whose husband’s cock wasn’t good enough to get anybody pregnant. She slunk her way through the halls, past the Christmas tree, and into the bedroom. Using the small amount of Christmas magic afforded to her Futa Claus held her hand out over the husband as he peacefully slept. She couldn’t risk waking the husband. It’s always best the husbands remain clueless. Unless of course having their husband watch is part of the Christmas wish. In this case, however, it is not. With a simple wave of the hand, Futa Claus and Riley had nothing to worry about.

Now to wake the slut. Futa Claus went around the bed and knelt beside the sleeping Riley. She looked so peaceful in her sleep. And even after a long day of putting together a Christmas for her useless husband she looked as beautiful and enticing as ever. Futa Claus laid a hand atop the sleeping woman’s head, gently stroking her blonde hair. Riley’s eyes flitted open. It took a moment, but then it hit her. A look of total shock on her face, a mix of fear and confusion.

“What the hell,” Riley shrieked, clutching the bedsheets up to her chin. “Wake up,” she shouted at her husband, her fists hitting into chests. “You idiot, wake the hell up.”

“He won’t wake,” said Futa Claus.

Cowering beneath the blankets, Riley stared blankly at the half-dressed woman before her.

“Oh, sorry that probably sounded creepy,” Futa Claus snapped her fingers. Twinkling lights little stars lit up the room, each one spinning and shining.

An audible gasp of wonder made its way out of the previously frightened Riley. Now she was far too entranced by the magical wonder to feel such fear.

“Who are you?” Riley asked, her voice a breathy whisper.

“I’m your Christmas wish come true,” smiled Futa Claus.

“My… what?”

“You’ve been a naughty slut this year, haven’t you?”

“Now hold on just…” Riley’s voice became defensive, forced to recount her actions over the past year.

“Easy,” Futa Claus placed a hand on her shoulder, “I like naughty sluts,” she licked her lips. “I know all about your hookups with your neighbors… about your husband’s inability to impregnate you, all of it.”

“H- how?”

“I’m a Claus, that’s how.”

“You mean like Santa?”

“A bit, but as you can see I’m much more attractive than that old geezer. That and my cock works much better.”

“Your cock?”

“How else could I grant your wish for pregnancy,” Futa close stood to her feet, a bulge forming beneath her satin thong.

Riley glanced from her sleeping husband to Futa Claus, or more accurately between her legs.

“No need to be so shy, I know how much you like big cock,” said Futa Claus, rubbing her palm over the front of her underwear.

“And you have a big cock?” Riley asked.

“Big and full potent baby making cum. Go on, take look.”

Riley couldn’t resist, her curiosity far outweighed everything else. She had never seen a woman as stunning as Futa Claus, nor had she ever seen a woman with a cock before. It isn’t the sort of thing housewives tend to think about it. Carefully Riley reached a handout, curing her fingers around the red satin thong, easing it down the futa’s long legs.

Futa Claus’s stiff cock sprang out, taking Riley by surprise. But by the look on her face, it was clearly a welcomed one.

“Now, that is a very big cock,” said Riley repositioning herself on the bed to get a better look at her new gift.

“And it’s all for you… well, for now anyway.”

“All for me, huh?” Riley laid her soft hand around the shaft of this perfect present. “And it’ll get me pregnant?”

“Without a doubt, and part of your gift of course is that your husband will be none the wiser, he’ll never question whether it’s his or not.”

“The perfect gift,” Riley smiled, crawling closer to the Futa Claus’s yummy cock. “And it’s all for me.” Riley opened her mouth. Leaning in she wrapped her warm wet lips around that thick cock. Sucking on the tip, Riley moaned softly. She quickly stopped and turned to face her husband, a moment of fear taking over.

“Don’t worry, like I said he won’t wake,” said Futa Claus.

Riley let out a hearty laugh, “I’ve never sucked another’s cock in front of my husband before,” Riley licked her tongue from the base to the tip, “I kind of like it.”

“So do I,” Futa Claus shivered with excitement. “That’s real nice,” she let out a deep exhale. Riley sucking her way deeper down the length of her new favorite cock.

While Riley slobbered and sucked the futa’s massive cock, Futa Claus brought a hand to the housewife’s tits, sneaking beneath her nightshirt and giving those nipples a sweet sweet teasing.

“Oh, fuck… yes, play with my nipples, I love that,” Riley cried out, no longer fearing her husband might wake.

“I know, I know all about what you like… what turns you on,” Futa Claus gave those perky pink nipples a good tug. Riley squealed with joy then latched her mouth back onto that throbbing cock.

“That’s a good little slut, get that cock nice wet for your pussy,” Futa Claus cupped her palms around Riley’s cheeks, sliding her cock in and out of the housewife’s slutty mouth.

Futa Claus moved her hands from Riley’s tits down between her legs. Sneaking a hand underneath Riley’s waistband, Futa close rubbed her fingers over the housewife’s wet little clit. Her pussy soaked with the excitement of choking down a fat futa cock.

“She feels all wet and ready for me,” said Futa Claus.

“Oh, she is,” agreed Riley. The housewife peeled her pajamas off tossing them off the side of the bed. Riley laid herself down on her back and scooted toward the edge of the bed. With her legs in the air, she spread them wide, inviting Futa Claus to come on and over and get a more intimate view of what she had to work with.

“That’s one tasty looking pussy,” Futa Claus scooped her arms around the housewife’s legs, bringing her mouth to that dripping pussy. A good lover always returns the favor. And Riley really did give her best when giving head. Futa Claus licked her tongue all up and down that juicy pussy. Riley hunched forward, grabbing a handful of Futa Claus’s hair. Riley Tossed her head back, her hips gyrating, grinding her pussy against the futa’s lips.

“Fuck, you eat pussy so good,” shivered Riley.

“I’ve had a lot of practice,” Futa Claus smirked, Riley’s juices dripping off her face. Futa Claus saddled up to the side of her bed, taking her cock in hand she slapped the tip against Riley’s little clit, “But I’ve had even more practice with this,” Futa Claus teased the length of her throbbing cock in between Riley’s pussy lips.

“You’re such a naughty little tease,” said Riley. She lifted herself up on her elbows, glancing down her body, all so she could get a good look at it when that cock penetrates her tight wet cunt. “Please... No more teasing… put it in me.”

“As you wish,” Futa Claus pressed the tip of her cock into Riley’s pussy, the tip sinking deeper into that oh so tight pussy.

“Fuck baby, that’s so big… you’re stretching me out,” Riley Huffed.

Futa Claus stopped, her cock resting about halfway in. She placed a hand on the housewife’s tummy, “Are you ready for the rest of it?”

“Mhmm,” Riley nodded, biting down on her low lips, “I’m ready, I can take it.”

Riley would of course do her best to take all of that big futa cock. She had plenty of cock before in her life, both before marrying her husband and not long after. But still, none of those men had cocks that could even compare to the wonder of a cock that is Futa Claus’s. And so for that reason, Riley clutched the bed sheet beside her, her knuckles turning white as she readied herself to take the relentless pounding of the very incarnation of sex and lust.

Futa Claus sank her cock all the way up to the base. Riley’s pussy contracted, gripping around the fullness of the cock inside of her.

“Damn, you’re one tight slut,” Futa Claus growled, “Just how I like it.” She eased her cock in and out a few times. Slowly sliding it, sloppy with a mix of all their fluids. But she would only go easy for so long. Just long enough for Riley to get used to the size. But once her sweet housewife pussy stretched itself to accommodate this massive cock, Futa Claus would not go easy on her.

And Riley didn’t want her to go easy. “Harder… fuck me harder,” Riley begged, she reached up and cupped Futa Claus’s immaculate tits in her palms. She let her ankles rest on Fuat Claus’s shoulders. Giving her futa lover all the room she needed to sink that cock as deep as it could go.

“Tell me you want it, tell me you want my cum,” growled Futa Claus. She lifted a leg onto the bed, leaning into it. Almost folding Riley totally over the sluts knees brought to her ears. Futa Claus pounded into her from above, repeatedly plunging her hard cock in and out of that slippery wet hole.

“Yes… fuck me… I want your cum… I want it all,” Riley shrieked, her body bouncing on the bed, rising up to meet Futa Claus each time she drilled down into her. Futa Claus gripped the housewife’s plump ass, spreading those yummy cheeks. Forcing her up and down, meeting her halfway, their sweaty bodies slapping together. The room filled with the sounds of their fucking. Bodies, sounds, moans, panting. Still, the husband remained fast asleep. Unaware that his wife was finally going to get what she always wanted. A load of cum potent enough to impregnate her.

Hitting deeper and deeper with each forceful thrust Futa Claus’s cock swelled with the absolute need to erupt streams of warm cum into Riley’s pussy. Riley tightened her hold around Futa Claus, mouth open, tongue hanging out, panting her ecstasy.

“Yes… yes… do it… give me all that cum baby,” Riley hunched forward, the long strokes of such a big cock sent waves of pure blissful pleasure rolling throughout the core of her body. She shivered and shook, squealed, and whimpered.

Riley lost herself to the immense pleasure given to her by Futa Claus’s massive cock. Her whole being taken over by the ecstasy of the futa’s rough and hard pounding. Futa Claus kept her focus right on the throbbing tip of her cock. Riley’s orgasming cunt tightened and gripped the futa’s thick shaft, doing all it could to milk every drop of delicious baby-making cum out of it. Grunting, huffing, and puffing, that sweet sweet pussy brought Futa Claus to the brink of release. Futa Claus tensed every muscle, plunged her slick cock as far in as it could go, holding it there, forcing Riley’s body secure against her own. Futa Claus tossed her head back, her cock erupting stream after stream of thick white cum loads.

“Yes baby, fill me with your cum, stuff my pussy full of it… impregnate me, fill me, give it all to me,” Riley shouted at the top of her lungs. Pulsating and throbbing Futa Claus unloaded every single drop of her potent cum inside of Riley’s tight little pussy. Cum leaked out of between the two of them. Riley’s pussy greedily soaked up all that messy cum. Futa Claus slid her cum covered cock out of the housewife’s cum stuffed cunt.

“Wait,” Riley shot forward, “I don’t want a drop of it to go to waste.” Riley cupped her hands around Futa Claus’s messy cock, scooping every bit of cum off the shaft and top and promptly stuffing it back into her pussy.

“You really like cum, huh?” Futa Claus spasmed as Riley’s fingers trailed over her sensitive cock. The act of release left her particularly weak and sensitive to the slightest touch. 
“When it’s your cum, yes. I will get pregnant, right?”

“Absolutely, no doubt about it. You're full of cum and Christmas magic.”

Riley embraced Futa Claus in a grateful hug, their tits pressed against each other’s, “Is there anything I can do for you? Any way I can thank you for this?”

Futa Claus shook her head, “Christmas is all about giving. Just enjoy it. Now I must get going, there are hundreds of sluts I need to give to before the night is over.”

Futa Claus hopped into her sleigh, once again taking off into the night. Her next stop was a sorority house. A house full of horny college girls, each one more naughty and sluttier than the last. Each one hungry for a nice big cock. Riley would awake on Christmas morning to a positive pregnancy test. Her husband and she would rejoice together in the good news. Her husband unaware of how she really got pregnant. But Riley would know, and would never forget that wonderful night she got to spend with the sexy Futa Claus.

First Time: Futa On Futa

After it all happened I ran into the woods to be alone. I wanted to get away from it all. I had had enough and didn’t know what in the world to do. I thought they were my friends, but I was wrong. They weren’t my friends. How could they be? If they couldn’t accept me for who I was then they were no friends of mine. Maybe I shouldn’t be upset over leaving them. After all, I wasn’t leaving anyone worthy of staying around. Still, it hurt all the same. And so it drove me deeper into the woods. Deeper into my sense of loneliness.

When I came upon a most beautiful cherry blossom tree I decided to rest underneath its shade for a moment. The summer sun had gotten quite hot. So hot in fact that I had already begun to sweat. My tight clothing sticking to my skin, sweat dripping from my forehead. I sat myself down, my shirt sticking uncomfortably to my breasts. I hate being this hot and sweaty, it’s always so uncomfortable. I pulled at my shirt, waving it back and forth, trying to fan myself off. I don’t know how far I wandered but it must have been pretty far. I don’t think I had ever been this deep in the woods before, I was really deep inside here.

Deep enough that I felt I could finally say what I was feeling inside without anyone around to hear me. I could let it all come spilling out of me all at once. Just erupt all this pent up emotion that I had built inside of me. And so did.

“Oh please… I hate it… I hate them, they’re so mean,” I must have sounded so whiny, but I didn’t care, no one could hear me and it was how I truly felt. And so it felt good to say it, get it off my chest. “I just want to find someone like me, I hate being different, I hate it,” I said resolutely, dropping my hands to my side, plucking carelessly at the blades of grass.

When suddenly the most peculiar thing began to occur. A small flower that happened to be growing amidst the fallen pinkish-white petals of the cherry blossom tree began to rise out of the ground in such a very unnatural way. My heart, for a moment, skipped a beat. I filled with freight and clutched at the front of my shirt just over my heart. As the flower rose higher and higher, peeking out of the ground I saw a pudgy white face with deep-set eyes that glistened with a soft joy, and a mouth that curled into a most friendly smile. Next came its hands and arms, this… this... Thing, whatever it was, had tiny little arms and rounded hands with which it pulled himself out of the earth with. Altogether it couldn’t be any more than two feet tall if that.

I stared unblinkingly in surprise, perhaps a tad rudely. But I couldn't help it, I’ve never seen anything like it before in my life.

“Who… who are you?” I asked the strange little creature.

Waddling over to me the creature responded, “The names Haru, nice to meet you,” he extended his arm and offered me his plump little hand, which I took in mine, shaking hands with him.

“Right, nice to meet you, I’m Hitomi,” I said, I watched the creature with suspicion, I just couldn’t help it.

“You’re confused,” he said, letting my hand go, “Understandable… I’m a Kodama.”

“A ko… what?”

“A Kodama,” he repeated emphasizing each syllable, “A tree spirit of sorts. But more importantly, I think I can help you.”

“I doubt it,” I said, completely ignoring the fact that none of this should even be possible, tree spirits? That isn’t a real thing, that’s fairy tale stuff… isn’t it?

“I don’t,” replied Haru very matter-of-factly.

“I would love it if you actually could but I don’t see how you could possibly-”

“I’m a tree spirit,” he repeated, beaming with self-pride, “It’s my job to help travelers when they stop by my shrine.”

I glanced around the woods, “I don’t see a shrine.”

Haru followed my gaze, searching the woods, “Hmm, that’s why travelers aren’t coming to my tree,” he rubbed his chin as if pondering something deep and then shrugged his shoulders. “Well then… that decides it, doesn’t it? I have no choice but to help you now. And once everyone gets word about how much I’ve helped you they’ll be lining up to build me a shrine full of offerings and asking for prayers. So what is it? What can I do for you? Tell me?”

Well, he sure did seem eager about helping and I suppose there wouldn’t be too much harm in telling him about my problem. The worst he could do is laugh, and that isn’t anything I’m not used to already.

“Okay.. well… it’s…”

“Come on spit it out,” he said, hopping from foot to foot. He sure was a lively little thing.

“The other woman in my town won’t accept me,” I said.

“I see… why?” He asked, once again stroking his chin.

“It’s… well… it’s because…”

“Yes yes, what is it?” He hopped over into my lap, staring up in my face, his eyes wide with anticipation.

“I… I have a cock,” I blurted out.

“Oh, is that all?” He said it as if it wasn’t a big deal at all. But it was a big deal, a very very big deal, huge even.

“The other’s think I'm a freak I added. Women don’t have cocks, but I do… I’m the only one and-

Haru put his up to my mouth, motioning for me to quiet down. I took a deep breath in and then settled down, recentering myself.

“That must be because you’re a futa,” he said. Futa? Another word that I didn’t know. I felt stupid, I didn’t even want to ask what that was, thankfully he must have seen the confusion on my face and proceeded to clarify.

“Ya futa. You know, an absolutely sexy female body, perfect in every way…” as he said this I couldn’t help but blush. No one had ever said anything so kind to me before or even saw me as someone who is sexy and perfect. I liked hearing that, I liked it a lot. “...made even more perfect by the addition of a wonderful cock.”

“You really think it’s wonderful to be a futa?” I asked, not completely convinced of it myself.

He nodded resolutely, “I do, and I’m there are others out there who do as well. Plenty of others. And you’re not the only futa.”

“I’m not?” Hearing that came as a complete surprise, I thought I must surely be the only one. The way others treated me made it seem like I was abnormal. But if there was someone else out there like me. Even just one other person, someone who I can talk to, really be myself around, someone who would understand me. That is what I would call perfect.

“Of course not,” said Haru, as if that should be obvious. “In fact, there’s another futa that frequents these very woods.”

“There is? Who is she, can you take me to meet her?” I asked, the possibility of meeting someone like me filled me with hope, as well as intrigue. All this time thinking I was alone, the only one. Could there really be another?

“I would be honored to. Like I said, I’m a tree spirit, it’s my job to help travelers. And it sounds like you could really use my help.”

“Oh thank you, thank you so much,” I wrapped my arms around the little spirit, hugging him tightly, squeezing and smothering him up against my chest.

“Alright alright… enough of that… let me go,” he squirmed and wiggled out of my arms. “Her name is Fuko, she hangs around the natural hot springs quite often. Follow me and I’ll take you there.”

And so I followed the strange little tree spirit. The two of us making our way deeper into the woods. This was the furthest I had ever been from my hometown. Which only filled me with more excitement and a strong spirit of adventure. There was nothing for me in that town. But perhaps out here in these woods I would be able to find what I had always been searching for. That thing that I needed but couldn’t quite say for certain what it was. But now I knew what I needed to search for. I needed to find a futa, someone like me.

The hot springs were absolutely breathtaking. The rush of a small waterfall filled the air full of white noise. The steam rising from the pools of water blurred my vision slightly. But as we got closer I could just barely make out the dark silhouette of another. My heartbeat heavy in my chest. Full of anticipation. I begged for it to be Fuko, another futa. Even closer now I saw by the shape of the silhouette it must be a woman. She was curvy, not very tall, wide hips, and by the looks of it a very impressive size bust, breasts that seemed much bigger than mine. But whether or not she was indeed a futa would require a much closer inspection.

“Is… is that her?” I asked Haru.

“I think so,” he said, eyes squinting as he peered into the fog. “It’s got to be,” Haru had a very big grin on his face.

“How can you be sure?” It was so hard to see anything clearly through the steam.

“There’s only one person with tits that big… It’s Fuko, no doubt about it.”

My cheeks flushed red as he said that. Maybe it was perhaps because I too had a similar thought about the size of her breasts. I mean I never really looked at women that way before. But when you see something like that well… it’s hard not to admire it.

Fuko was submerged up to her chest in the pool of warm spring water. Her hair was sopping wet, a dark black much like mine. As Haru and I came into view Fuko waved gleefully, a cheerful smile on her face. Her facial features were all very soft, very small, she had an innocent look about her. An innocence that made her remarkably attractive.

“Oh Haru, it’s so nice to see you again,” Fuko bounced joyously in the water, each time her breasts lifted above the waterline I couldn’t help but stare at them, and couldn’t help but feel slightly ashamed for doing so. She appeared to be fully nude, though I only saw the top half of her. Her nipples a soft pink, water glistening sunlight as droplets rolled between her cleavage. I tried to wipe these thoughts from my mind, but doing so proved very difficult.

“Are you here to play with me?” Fuko asked, “Because I could really-” She came to a sudden pause, her gaze shifting from Haru to me. For a moment the three of us stood in silence. But not too long after Fuko broke that silence.

“Who’s this?” Fuko shrieked with delight, splashing toward the edge of the pool, “Did you bring me someone else to play with too?” Fuko hopped out of the water, shaking her body from head to toe as if to dry off, water spraying in all directions. Her large chest jiggling with her movements. At which point I had given up all hope of not staring, Fuko seemed so unaware of her actions were perceived, and that just happened to be part of her charm. Even Haru, whose flesh was always a stark white had now turned all sorts of pink as Fuko hopped and bounced over to us.

“Oooh, It’s so nice to meet you,” said Fuko, still dripping wet as she threw her arms around me and hugged me tightly. “What’s your name?”

“I’m… um... “ I felt so awkward, she sure was friendly… and naked. I just didn’t know how to react, I’ve never met anyone like this before. “I’m Hitomi,” I said, finally getting the words out.

“Hitomi, what a pretty name,” Fuko squeezed me even harder. She sure was a hugger, I suppose I would have to get used to that. Such overt displays of affection were new to me. Kind of made me uncertain of how to act in this situation. But still, she was so friendly, and I really liked that. It’s been so long since I had a friend… if I can even say I’ve ever had a friend, I’m not so sure. When I finally managed to wrestle myself out of her hold Fuko had soaked me from head to toe. And as I pulled away from her I saw the one thing that I had hope to see above all else. Between her legs, just above her pussy was a cock. She really had a cock, just like me. So she was futa… I wasn’t alone anymore. I wasn’t the only one.

“So what brings you two here? I hope it’s to play,” said Fuko, she cupped her hands together and continued to bounce herself up and down. Her tits and cock bouncing along with the rhythm. At first, I felt embarrassed, but as she went on, I just couldn’t help but laugh. And Fuko, who appeared so innocent, didn’t mind at all but laughed with delight along with me.

“Hitomi here was worried she was the only futa. So I brought her here so she could meet you,” Haru answered.

“Oh my gosh, no way. You’re a futa too! Isn’t it just wonderful,” Fuko dove in for another hug.

“Please, please… I can’t… easy with the hugging… You’re making me all wet,” I said as I shoved her back.

Fuko giggled, her hands held to her lips. At first, I didn’t know what made giggle like that but as she repeated, “You’re all wet,” to me, I realized what it was. I didn’t mean for it to sound sexual… it just did. Though I suppose it should be obvious that Fuko clearly had no qualms when it came to sexuality. I don’t think I’d ever been brave enough to stand naked in front of strangers like that.

“Anyway, it’s not that great,” I said. Fuko however, must not have agreed with that because she pouted, in a very dramatic way too.

“What do you mean… of course it is.”

“Everyone thinks I’m a freak,” I said, I felt ashamed to admit it but maybe Fuko would understand, though she didn’t seem the type to care what anyone thought about her.

“Well, I don’t,” said Fuko, her pouting lips changing to a bright flashing smile, “I think you’re gorgeous.”

“Really you do?”

“Mhmm, look at you…. Such a slender figure and perky tits,” Fuko shot her hands out, cupping my breasts.

“Hey now,” I swatted her hand away.

“Mhmm, very perky,” she nodded.

“I guess they’re sort of nice,” I said, “But they’re nothing compared to yours… I mean… wow.” I couldn’t believe I just said that but it was the truth, and she was naked. It’s not like I could just ignore them.

“But you do know what I would really like to see, right?” Fuko asked, using her hands to suppress a light giggle.

“Huh? What are you-”

“I think perhaps I should return to my tree,” said Haru, waddling away from the hot springs, “You two enjoy yourselves,” he shouted, waving from a distance as he disappeared behind a cloud of warm steam.

“Come on, you know,” Fuko poked my tummy with her pointer finger, “Don’t be shy.”

“What are you… come on knock that off,” I swatted at her prying her hands.

“Let me see it. Please,” Fuko cupped her hands, pleading with her eyes, begging me. “Let me see that futa cock of yours.” Fuko’s hands went after my waistband. My cheeks were so red, I was shy.

“I’ve never seen another futa’s cock before. I bet you have such a pretty one.”

“Thank you but… I’ve never shown it to anyone,” I said.

“Well, then this will be the first time. Come on, you’ve already seen mine,” Fuko chuckled, widening her stance, her soft cock dangling between her legs. “You’ve got nothing to be embarrassed about.

“I- I guess not,” I said, still feeling a bit embarrassed.

“That’s the spirit!” Fuko gave a small excited jump., “Take it out, let’s see that futa cock.”

“Alright alright… here goes nothing,” I shimmied my pants down my long legs, followed by my soft panties. My cock sprang out as I undressed. Fuko’s eyes went wide, a look of sheer delight written clear across her face.

“It’s so nice,” Fuko gasped as she got down on her knees, bringing her face level with my cock. “And it’s hard too…” She smirked.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, not quite sure what to say. I hoped she didn’t mind that. I mean it was difficult not to get hard, not while Fuko was naked, dripped wet and all that. She’s stunning, so cute, so friendly, getting hard is only natural. Still, I did feel a bit ashamed I suppose. I usually had to hide it whenever I got hard. If anyone else saw they’d probably just laugh. But not Fuko, she was different. That look on her face, I don’t think she minded at all. In fact, she seemed quite happy to know that my cock was hard for her.

“Can I touch it?” Fuko asked, looking up into my eyes from down on her knees, “wow you have such sparkling eyes,” she added.

“Y- yes… you can touch it,” I took a deep breath in. My heart pounded in my chest. She really wanted to touch it? This Fuko sure was full of surprises, each one more exciting than the last. No way I would turn her offer down, I don’t know when I might ever meet someone willing to touch it again.

Fuko wrapped her nimble little fingers around my cock. That sensation, so wonderful, so good. Of course, I had played with myself before, curious about how it would feel. But having someone else touch it, now that felt really good. Her hands were so soft, her touch so caring. I bit my lip and exhaled through my nostrils.

“Mnn, Fuko… that feels nice,” I moaned, my head tilted back, my chest pressed out.

“I know,” Fuko smiled, her face beaming with pride, “You have such a lovely thick cock.”

“Thank you,” I placed the palm of my hand on top of her head, my fingers stroking through the fingers of her hair. “Oh Fuko, don’t stop… please keep stroking it,” I begged.

“Like this?” Fuko worked her hands up and down the length of my cock, making it swell and twitch with desire for more.

“Yes yes… just like that… that’s so good,” I whimpered. I stood there, quivering over Fuko, her bright eyes looking into mine as she diligently worked the tip of my cock. Her fingers stroking faster and faster.

“I think I know what might make this better,” she said.

“What’s that? I’m up for anything, just don’t stop… please don’t stop.”

Fuko brought the tip of throbbing cock to her lips. Was she really going to do this? Was she really going to put it in her mouth? I had only ever imagined having someone doing that for me. And now this futa beauty, so perfect in every way, kneeling before me, opened her mouth up wide and stuck her tongue. She licked her tongue from the base of her cock all the way to the tip, making shiver as she licked up every inch of it.

“Your tongue feels even better than your hands,” I groaned, “Would… would you suck on it for me?” I asked. I had no reason to be nervous now. All my anxieties were melting away as Fuko licked me up, a smile on her face all the while. What did I have to fear now? I had found someone who loved and accepted me, who loved the fact that I wasn’t like other women. Who now knelt before me practically worshiping my cock that I had once despised so much.

“With pleasure,” chirped Fuko, she wrapped her plump red lips around the tip, sucking her way down my thick shaft. Forcing herself down the entire length of it, taking it as deep as it would go. Fuko drooled over my cock, her spit bubbling out between the two fo us, excess saliva dripping down my shaft and over my pussy, dripping between my legs.

I shut my eyes, closing them tight. I tensed every one of my muscles, that feeling, that building need to cum swelled inside of me, made my cock ache with the desire to blow. I fought it off, I didn’t want this to end though, not yet. I wanted to experience more. I wanted to experience all of Fuko first. And she still had so much more left for me to enjoy. Fuko’s warm wet mouth made my cock throb, made my pussy soaking wet. So much pleasure, so much more than I had ever felt before. While she bobbed back and forth, sucking up my cock, Fuko walked her fingers up my thigh, tickling all the way up, sliding two fingers into my wet pussy. She stretched my tight virgin hole wide, curling her fingers hitting a spot that felt oh so right.

“Oh my god… FUko… you’re gonna… gonna make me cum like that…” I squealed with delight. The combined pleasure of her mouth slurping my cock, and fingers teasing my pussy was just too much.

Fuko removed herself from me, “Don’t cum yet,” she begged, slowing everything, “I want you to cum inside me.”

“You… you do?” I was stunned, to cum inside of her, now that would be total bliss.

“Yes, please don’t cum yet.”

I fought the urge and desire, “I... I won’t,” I said, determined not to let her down. Determined to spill my warm cum only inside of her.

“How about you let me taste your cock then… just for a little bit, while I cool down.”

“Okay,” Fuko chipped, she got off her knees and I went down on mine, bringing my lips to her hard smooth futa cock.

“Mmm, you have a nice cock too,” I said, licking my lips at the sight of it, “I bet it tastes amazing.”

“I don’t know, I’ve never tasted it before… but I’ve tried… I just couldn’t reach,” she said. I let pout a little giggle, the image of innocent Fuko trying to suck her own cock was just too cute not to laugh, and damn hot too.

‘That’s okay, I’ll taste it for you,” I wrapped my lips around the tip, her cock so smooth, so perfect. I could feel as it pulsated and throbbed, every inch of it sinking deeper into my mouth, her cock hitting the back of my throat and making me gag just a bit. Saliva spewing over that hard cock of hers. I pulled off, gasping for a breathe, “It tastes amazing,” I said.

“Oh goody,” Fuko bounced herself up and down.

“Easy, calm down… I can’t suck it if you keep moving like that.”

“Oh right, sorry,” Fuko settle back down, letting take a hold of that meaty cock of hers. I sucked it back into my mouth, licking and teasing the tip, stroking the rest of her shaft harder and faster.

“Oh yes... Hitomi… yes… please… keep sucking… don’t stop it… it’s... It’s… sooo good,” Fuko tossed her head back, her large immaculate tits jiggling as her body gave slight spasms of ecstatic pleasure. Fuko’s moans were as cute as she was. So light, so soft, those whimpers filled my ears and made me work all the harder on her cock, determined to make this beautiful futa to feel good. I had to make her feel good. I owed so much to Fuko. She was the first person to ever see me for who I really am. The first person who didn't judge me for being different. But accepted me and loved and played with me. And because of that, I wanted to make her feel oh so good. I wanted to get every drop of sticky white cum out of her perfect futa cock. I wanted to hear her moan and beg and scream as she exploded and erupted that futa load all over me. And yet I knew even that would not be enough to pay her back, even that would not show her how much she truly means to me. Because now, as I sucked and sucked and slurped and gobbled up every inch of that cock I knew Fuko was the only person in this world who matters to me, and I would do everything in power to make sure she knew that.

“Oh, my gosh… Hitomi, if you don’t slow down… I’ll… I’ll cum,” Fuko squealed, her body shaking and quivering, her legs going weak. But I didn’t slow down, I kept sucking on that futa cock of hers. Nothing could make me slow down. I wanted that cu8m, I wanted it so bad.

“Do it Fuko,” I said, pulling my mouth off her big cock and taking a deep breath. “Blow your futa load for me… wherever you want… as soon as you feel it let it go, I’m ready for it.”

“Y- yes Hitomi… I’ll.. I’ll cum for you,” said Fuko. Her thick cock pulsated, I could feel that swelling need to blow inside of her, she was right on the edge. I bobbed my head back and forth, my hand grasping her shaft, twisting and jerking, fingers squishing and sloshing through the spit that dripped from her cock. Her tip it the back of my throat, but I kept going, even as I choked, I didn’t stop.

“That’s it Fuko… give it to me, cum for me, please Fuko, I want your big fat load all over me,” I said, stroking the very tip of her cock, working it faster and faster. Fuko closed her eyes, shutting them tight, her face contorted, her mouth hung open, tongue hanging over her bottom lip, panting and panting.

“Hitomi... I’m gonna.. I’m gonna,” and then it happened. FUko released herself. Warm cum erupted from her most beautiful, most perfect fat cock. All of it raining down on me, landing in ropes on my face and chest, her warm cum sticking to my flesh. I laughed and giggled, I smiled and squealed. I did it, I did that. I made her cum. Fuko fell to her knees, breathing in and out heavy and deep. Her breasts rising and falling to the rhythm.

That.. that was amazing,” said Fuko. She placed her hand beneath my chin, guiding my lips towards hers. The two of us embraced in a warm kiss, her mouth wet, her tongue going after mine. She didn’t care that I was soaked in her cum, in fact, I think she liked it. She licked up my face, kissed my lips. Smothering me in all the love she had to give.

“I really like you Hitomi,” said Fuko.

“I really like you too,” I laughed, it seemed like such a silly thing to say, but it was so nice to hear.

“Now it’s your turn,” said Fuko, the tips of her fingers teasing the tip of my cock, “You have to cum. How do you want me?” She asked.

“I want you on top. That way I can watch those beautiful tits bounce while you ride my cock.” I lowered myself down onto the grass, laying on my back, inviting Fuko over to come and hop on my hard futa cock.

“Okay, that will be fun,” she said. Fuko swung her legs over me, straddling on top of my body, her hips hovering just inches above my hard cock.

I gripped her waist, helping her sink down lower. Fuko grinding her hips, her wet pussy lips sliding up and down my stiff cock, teasing the tip around her tight little hole.

“Are you ready?” Smiled Fuko.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, “Put it in. I want to feel that tight pussy wrapped around my hard cock.”

Fuko pressed the tip of my futa cock into her warm hole. I let out a heavy sigh, moaning as I tilted my head back, feeling her sink down every inch of my thick cock. I throbbed as she stuffed her wet pussy full with my cock. Fuko’s weight pressed down on me, securing me to the earth like a warm blanket of love.

“Oh my… that’s tight,” I groaned, Fuko’s pussy clamping down, gripping my cock as began to lift and lower her hips. Starting and slow and building up a rhythm.

Fuko picked up speed, our bodies slapping against each other as she rode my nice hard cock. Her tits bounced, her cock waving freely.

“Mnnn.. Hitomi… it’s so good… so big,” moaned Fuko, her hands rested on my chest, her fingers playing at my nipples. I bit my lip, letting the waves of pleasure roll through me one after another. Laying back as Fuko did all the work. Bouncing herself up and down, sliding that wet pussy over the length of my cock. Each time she came crashing back down I thought for sure I would blow. But I held on, not wanting our fun to end just yet.

Fuko picked up speed. She had so much energy. “Yes, Hitomi... That’s it… stuff me… stuffy my tight pussy… Mnnn more, give me more,” whimpered FUko. I lifted my hips, thrusting my cock up into her. The two of us chasing after our pleasure. I clenched my teeth. I couldn’t last much longer. The need to explode my futa seed inside of her swelled, the tip of my cock pulsating ready to give her all of it, every little drop of cum I had built up inside of me.

“F-f-f Oh… Right there Fuko… don’t stop… I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” Fuko squealed with delight, a smile on her face, “Fill me with your futa cum Hitomi. I want it, I want it all.”

I hunched forward, wrapping my arms around her back, squeezing her in close to me, our tits pressed together, Fuko whimpering her pleasure in my ear as she nestled between my shoulder and neck. Her fingers dug into my back, her cock pressed against my slender stomach.

“Fuko… you’re… making me cum,” I shouted, reaching the height of pleasure. Warm cum erupted from my cock, throbbing as streams of white sticky cream spilled out, filling her tight pussy to the brim with my seed. Her tight pussy overflowed, my cum leaking out between the two of us.

Fuko brought me in for a kiss, smothering me in her love, “Thank you, thank so much Hitomi.” I held tightly to Fuko, allowing every drop of cum to drain itself inside of her. We remained close, holding each other until finally catching our breath and the world stopped spinning. My gosh, was Fuko amazing, absolutely wonderful. My heart lept with joy knowing I had found her. Knowing that I now had the sort of friend I always wanted but never knew existed.

“Let’s get cleaned off,” said Fuko, holding her hand out for me. I grabbed hold and got me my feet. “What do you say? Wanna go for a swim?”

“Absolutely,” I said. The two of us were a sweaty mess. Our hair matted, our bodies sticky. The hot springs were the perfect way to relax after our lovemaking. Just the two of us and that steamy warm water.

“Isn’t this place just magical?” Fuko asked, laying on her back, letting the water carry her.

“It certainly is,” I agreed. And that’s when the idea hit me. Fuko and I helped each other bathe, making sure the other was all nice and clean. Even something as simple as bathing Fuko was enjoyable. She always seemed to be in good spirits no matter where she was or who she was with. A trait that I was sort of jealous of.

After getting all cleaned off and drying out in the sun I headed back to the cherry blossom tree where I first met Haru. It would only be right that I thank him. If it wasn’t for Haru I would never have met Fuko in the first place. I sat down and laid my back up against the trunk of the cherry blossom when Haru came crawling out of the earth.

“So how did it go?” Haru asked.

I quickly scooped him up in my arms and smothered him in a big hug, his face pressed between my cleavage, “Perfect… just perfect, thank you Haru,” I said as I shook him back and forth.

“Yes yes.. You’re very welcome.”

“Now I want to do something for you,” I said.

“Really?” Haru looked a bit shocked.

“Mhmm, I wanna make you a shrine, you deserve it.”

Haru’s cheeks turned a bright pink, “Aww, really?”

“Really,” I said, letting go of Haru, “But not just a shrine. A sanctuary, a place for futa’s like me and Fuko. A place where we can be who we really are, a place without judgement. A place of love and fun and…”

“I love it!” Haru shouted, waving his arms above his head, “Just wait until the other Kodamas hear about this.”

“I thought you might. We better get started, we’ve got a lot of work to do.”

“We sure do,” smiled Haru.

The Futa Nymph: Shrunk In Love

“Can’t you come with me, Nyla?” I asked my best and closest friend. We grew up together, did everything together. And now that I was chosen for this task, I couldn’t think of doing it alone, going into the unknown without her.

“You know that I can’t,” responded Nyla, she placed her hand on my shoulder in a caring manner. The two of us were alone in my hut, I had hoped that while out of view of the tribe we might be able to speak candidly. “You were chosen to go into the sacred grove and give yourself to the spirits, Not I.”

“I- I know that but… I can’t imagine doing this without you. What if they don’t accept me, what if I’m not good enough,” I said, laying out all my doubt before her.

“Nonsense,” Nyla took a step closer to me, her voluptuous chest pressing against mine, “how could they not accept you. Just look at you, anyone who lays their eyes upon you instantly finds themselves drawn in,” her eyes sparkled, drinking in the sight of me.

I looked away. Though her words were kind, I had never seen myself that way. I always felt I was just another face in the crowd. Never imagined that I would be chosen as the offering to please the spirits of the forest, the one who now had the hope of the year’s harvest resting on her shoulders. Those chosen in years past were gorgeous, the most shockingly beautiful of our tribe. Women who had men drooling over them. I just couldn’t see myself as being one amongst them.

“I can see you don’t believe me,” said Nyla, moving closer to me. The warmth and loving care that radiated off her body a palpable sensation as she embraced me. “But you should,” she added, her hands tracing along the curves of my body, up to my chest.

“What are you doing?” I asked, taken back by how handsy she became so suddenly.

“Showing you just how good enough you are,” said Nyla, her tongue licked those plump red lips of hers, her hands feeling up my breasts, gently massaging, forcing a soft moan to escape me. “Even I think about getting the chance to play with you.”

“Y- you do?” I stammered, somehow still in disbelief, as if having her sweet hands cupping my tits was not evidence enough.

“Of course,” Nyla nodded, “this body of yours is perfect.” She lowered the strap of my dress off my shoulders, lowering it down past my breasts. She slid her fingers over my soft nipples, teasing my perky tits.

“Lie down,” Nyla motioned towards the bed, “let me show you how deserving of this honor you are.” Nyla gave me a gentle nudge, the two of us stumbling onto the bed, Nyla straddling on top of me. She leaned in, her lips just inches away from mine, her perfect tits pressed against mine. She gripped my thigh and lifted my leg, my foot resting on her back. She darted forward, my lips enjoying the warmth and taste of hers. I closed my eyes, shocked, still lost to my disbelief that this was real. We’ve been friends for so long, never did I imagine that Nyla had these kinds of feelings for me… or anyone for that matter.

Yet as her hands continued to undress me I had to submit to this, to the reality that I was wanted. And Nyla was by all means gorgeous, so sexy, a perfect specimen of a woman. I reached up and yanked her top down, exposing her large breasts, her nipples stiff and aroused for me. Nyla’s breath tickled my ear as she nestled into my shoulder. The weight of her body secured me to the bed, made me feel at peace, a sense of comfort unlike any other. Before I knew it I had those ripe tits of hers in my mouth, suckling on her sensitive nipples. Nyla moaned in ecstasy.

“I love it when you play with my nipples,” she grinned, pinching my own, tweaking them, sending a wave pleasure from my core all the way between my legs. I grinded myself against her thigh. My wet pussy sticking to my panties.

“Let’s get these out of the way,” Nyla, ripped my panties off, tossing them into the corner of the room. She slid down my slender stomach, trailing her tongue along my supple flesh, the tip of her tongue tickling me all the way down. Down towards my aching pussy. As she got closer and closer I yearned for more. I bucked my hips and grinded against the air, beckoning for her to come and play with me.

“Somebody’s excited,” cooed Nyla. She pressed her palms against my thighs, separating my legs, opening them up wide. Giving herself enough room to slide up in between.

“I’ve- I’ve never done this before,” I whimpered.

“I know, just relax, and let me take care of you.”

Nyla shoved her face between my legs, her wet tongue going straight for my little clit. The tip of her tongue flicked my sweet spot, lapping me up, slurping up the flow of juices that having such a insatiable sex goddess at my call had caused. My legs shivered and jerked. My body grew more and more tense. A chord in the very core of being tightening and tightening and begging to be snapped, to the let rush and flow of pleasure and emotion come crashing out.

I tossed my head back and forth, squirming beneath her. Nyla gripped my ankles and forced my legs down, pinning me against the bed, making sure I didn’t escape the wonder of her loving mouth.

“Oh gods, that’s so good… keep going… keep going,” I begged over and over. Feeling myself being pushed right to the edge of satisfaction. Nyla didn’t slow down for a second, slurping and sucking on my swelling clit. Any moment and I knew I would explode, would release all this pent up energy that had no place else to go other than rushing out of me like a tempest of the grandest magnitude.

“That’s it baby, do it… do it for me… let it all out,” Nyla inserted a finger into my tight pussy, curling it, hitting a spot I never even knew existed. I had no experience with any of this. This was my first time, my first time being played, being touched, being forced to moan and toss and turn, and scream, ready to erupt.

“Fuck yes, Nyla,” I cried out, my body jolting up, my legs spasming and shaking. I clamped my thighs shut, forcing Nyla out. Too much, it was too much, the waves of the ocean of my pleasure came crashing upon the shore of my satisication. Too much and yet so good, more than I could ever want. My breathing grew heavy, huffing and puffing, in and out, as I tried to steady myself while this once unknown sensation continued to keep its hold on me.

“Do you believe me now,” said Nyla, licking my juices off her lips, “how can you possibly think you are not worthy.”

As quick as it started it had ended. And I wished I could have held out longer. I didn’t want it to be over, I wanted it to last forever, to remain in this bed with Nyla, to have her mouth wrapped around my clit and constantly licking and loving me.

Of course however, I couldn’t have that. I had been chosen for a job. To please the spirits, that is my purpose, the way that I can help my people and ensure a good harvest. But What I wanted was Nyla, to have her harvest the pleasure out of my pussy and make me shake like a branch in a storm.

I crawled myself back over Nyla, hoping to receive more of what that beauty had to offer me.

“Enough of that,” said Nyla, dodging my rain of kisses.

“Why? I don’t want to stop, let’s keep playing, that was fantastic,” I said, struggling against her, fighting for another taste of those supple tits and perky nipples.

“You’re needed elsewhere, I was just trying to help you find you confidence, not awaken some sex animal.”

“Well you did… you did awaken me, gods that was amazing… come on… just a little more,” I licked up her neck, sucking on her earlobe, throwing myself at her completely.

“As much as I would love to,” Nyla lifted me off her, “the spirits need you more than I do. And I’m sure they can please you even better than I can.”

“Do you really think so?”

“Well, they are the spirits after all, more powerful than any mortal… I’m sure their ability to please surpasses my own.”

“But you still won’t come with me?” I asked, pouting, wishing so much that she could.

“You have to do this on your own.”

Having Nyla lick and please my pussy felt quite like having a sex goddess worship my body. But it wasn’t, not really, Nyla was still mortal, just a human like me. But the spirits of the forest, they were not human, they were truly gods or goddesses in the real sense of the word. And they were the ones deserving of worship. And it was my duty to worship them properly. I only hoped that I had what it takes to do so and to not let my people down, ensure that by giving myself over to these spirits we will have ourselves another bountiful harvest this year.

The sacred grove was a good way away from the tribe. And it was a journey that I had to make alone. While trekking through the woods I had nothing but my own thoughts and the singing of the birds to keep me company. But other than that I felt a great silence. A silence that led to much thinking. And I even with all that Nyla had shown me, I still could not help but wonder how in the world would I, a simple woman, be enough to please the spirits.

Once I entered the clearing a sudden surge of energy overcame me. A mix of excitement and uncertainty seeped out of every one of pores, that and sweat… a bit of sweat too. I knelt down before the stone altar, resting my elbows upon it and cupping my hands together. I whispered the prayers that I had been taught, exactly as I had been taught to do so. The wind carried my words, whisking them away to a world that existed unseen alongside our own.

When at first nothing happened I began to worry. Perhaps I was not meant to be the chosen one, perhaps the spirits saw me from their realm and decided I was not good enough for them.

“Please,” I begged, shaking my hands, “I offer myself to you, fully and completely… I am yours to use and command. Take pleasure in my body and do with it whatever you see fit… please… I beg you.”

A heavy wind blew from the east, and with it the whole world went quiet, the birds stopped singing, the leaves stopped rustling.

And whisking along with that wind came the words of a soft and delicate voice, “I like it when you beg.”

My heart pounded in my chest, my prayer had been heard and answered, I was not alone, and the stories were true. My palm could not have been more sweaty, I wiped them off on my dress, and fixed my eyes to the sky.

“Then I beg you again, please come to me, take me and have your way with me, and bless my people with a bountiful harvest.”

Another heavy wind blew, blew right in my face. I tossed my arm over my eyes shielding myself. When I lowered my arm I almost could not believe what I saw before me, and would not have, had I not been the one to see it. Before me was the most mouth-wateringly beautiful creature I had ever seen. She came flitting down from the skies above, carried by a great big pair of translucent wings that sparkled as they caught the light of the sun.

As she landed I could make out more of her. Her hips wide, like those I’ve seen in depictions of our fertility goddesses. Her breasts; large, voluptuous, more than a mouthful, larger than mine and Nyla’s. I yearned to place my hands on them, to reach out and grab her, to feel that body and know that it is indeed real. She swept her long blonde hair out of the way, landing gently on the tips of her toes, easing herself down onto the earth.

She gazed down at me and as she did I quickly looked away, for a moment feeling too unworthy to look upon her radiance. And as I looked away I saw a sight that both shocked and delighted me. She was no normal female, not only because of the wings, and otherworldly presence that emitted from her very core. But also because as I glanced down, I saw that between her slender legs and thick thighs she did not only have a pussy like a female, but in addition, just above, was a cock. A thick meaty cock, the sight of which aroused and intrigued me, had me licking my lips at what she might use it for.

“W- what are you,” I stammered, thrown completely off guard by this wonder that I now saw before me. It didn’t make any sense. I knew the spirits were not like us mere humans, but this was not something I had expected in the slightest. I wondered how such a blending of perfection was even possible. To have a body so seductive and sultry, so enticing, like the perfect female, and then to have a cock along with it. This spirit truly had it all.

“Isn’t it obvious? I am the spirit of this forest, the one you seek,” her fluttering wings settled, she placed a finger under my chin and lifted my eyes to meet hers, “what else could I possibly be?”

“It’s just I wasn’t expecting you to… to…”

“To what? Be so beautiful?”

I shook my head, “It’s not your beauty that amazes me, though you are perfection. It’s… it’s…”

“Well, come on, out with it, what is it?”

“Your cock,” I blurted out, stumbling over my words, quickly placing a hand over my lips, afraid that I may have said the wrong thing.

“Oh,” she tightened her lips, fighting back laughter that inevitably broke through as she snickered joyously. “How else am I supposed to enjoy the offerings I receive each year from your tribe?”

“I suppose that makes sense, It’s just that I’ve never seen a woman with a cock before,” I added.

“I hope that’s okay,” said the spirit, “I do so look forward to getting to play with you… I have so many ideas.”

“Oh no no, it’s fine… but to be honest, this is the first cock I’ve seen.”

“Is that so?” She raised an eyebrow, smiling as she used her thumb to caress my cheek. “Perhaps you would benefit from a little instruction then?”

“Oh yes spirit, instruct me and I shall do it. Ask and I will perform. I am yours to use after all. I only hope to be enough to please you.”

“That’s a good girl,” she placed a hand on the top of my head, stroking through the strands of my hair, petting me like a little plaything. “Why don’t you go ahead and touch it for me, give my cock a feel.”

“L- like this?” I curled my fingers around her smooth cock, as I did I felt her grow harder in my grasp, pulsating as I slid my fingers along her shaft.

“It’s a start,” she said, tilting her head back and exhaling a pleased sigh, “but I think you can do better.”

“What would you like, please tell me… I’ll do anything, truly I will.”

“I like the sound of that. I have a good feeling about this year’s offering. I love it when they send me a willing slut.”

“A slut?”

“Mhmm, a girl willing to do all the naughty things that I desire. Sometimes I get sent such prudes, unwilling to experiment even a little but I can tell you’re not like that. You’re much more willing.”

“I do know that it is my duty to make sure you have all you desire, but I don’t know if that makes me slut,” I said.

“I guess we’ll find out.”

She placed her thumb on my chin, “now go on and open up for me, nice and wide.” I did as she asked, opening my mouth and letting my tongue hang over my bottom lip. “Mmm, that’s it. Do you wanna give this cock a taste?” She asked, holding to my chin she forced my head up and down, “I thought you might.” She slid her fully erect cock across my tongue, dipping the tip into my mouth. I wrapped my lips around her shaft, sucking her deeper in.

I held to her thighs as she eased her cock farther in, her muscles tensing with each inch that passed over my lips.

“Ahh, now that feels nice, what a perfect little mouth you have,” the tip of her cock hit the back of my throat, overwhelming me with its size. Spit came drooling over my lips and dripping down her big cock. The sight of which delighted her very much. I could tell she liked that, liked watching me drool all over her. I had a feeling that the sloppier the better, that, I figured, was what a slut would do. So I slurped up her nice cock, spitting onto it, stroking the shaft with my nimble fingers. Working her with both hands and my mouth, bobbing my head back and forth. The spirit grew more and more excited, she began to thrust her hips, chasing after my mouth each time I pulled back, not wanting my lips to leave her hard cock even for a second.

And so I let her, let her have her way with me and take my mouth however she wanted. She clasped her hands onto the side of my head, holding me still as she thrusted her hips, and shoved her fat cock in and out of mouth, making me choke on it, making the spit bubble out of my slutty mouth.

“Now that’s how a good offering behaves, lets me do what I want,” she moaned, tightening her grip on me.

I pulled back, slurping my mouth off her cock and taking a big inhale, strands of saliva dangled off my chin and dripped down between my cleavage. “What about my pussy? Don’t you wanna play with that too?” I slid a hand up my dress and over my panties, rubbing, feeling my wet juices sticking to the soft fabric of my underwear.

Choking that big cock of hers really turned me on. And If having Nyla’s mouth and fingers made me explode in pleasure, I couldn’t even begin to imagine how this woman’s large cock was going to make me feel. Nor could I imagine how in the world it was going to fit, she was so large, and I was so tight. But as she stood over me, having temporarily satisfied herself by dominating my mouth, I knew she would find a way, stretch me open if she had to.

“Are you ready to put the cock of yours inside this pussy?” I asked, sliding my palm over the soft fabric of my panties, moaning as I rubbed and pleased myself.

She shook her head, “Oh, no. I have something else in mind actually.”

I didn’t know what that meant. What I did know was that I wanted it, and wanted it bad. How could she not desire to put that throbbing rod inside of me. Didn’t she know how badly I wanted it, the chance to feel her pressing inside of me and claiming my tight hole for herself.

“Don’t look so disappointed,” she said, leaning in and planting her lips on mine, “like I said, I was hoping you’d be a bit more willing to experiment.”

I still had little idea as to what any of that meant. But if she made me feel this good so far, I suppose I had no real reason to doubt that whatever she had in mind was going to be anything less than perfection.

“As an otherworldly spirit, I have certain abilities. And there’s one I’ve been dying to try,” she said.

“Then I will submit to it,” I said, crawling my fingers up her thighs, “whatever you want… it’s yours… do it.”

“Close your eyes,” she instructed, placing her hand on the top of my head. A strange warmth radiated from my forehead and emitted throughout my entire being. I kept my eyes tightly shut as the strange sensation overcame me. I can’t say it was all that pleasurable, but neither was it terrible. I felt my body fluctuating, my sense of space altered and shifted.

“You may open your eyes,” she said.

As I did, I nearly fainted at what I saw. The spirit towered over me, larger than life. She stood as tall as a giant, completely massive in every way. And as I looked around me I realized that I stood no taller than a blade of grass.

‘W- what did you do to me?” I grew increasingly more nervous, confused as to what had occurred.

“Don’t worry, I shrunk you down is all. Now you can really be my plaything,” she smirked.

So this was her idea of experimentation. Never would I have guessed at this. In my head I imagined she would perhaps use another one of my holes, but this… this was something else. I truly was a plaything, about the size of a child’s toy. She bent over and scooped me up in the palm of her hand.

“Mmm, so cute,” she hummed, she pinched her fingers on my clothing, tearing them off my body. “Look at these cute little tits,” she used her fingers to press my tits, rubbing and teasing my itty bitty nipples.

“Oh gods,” I squeaked, my voice as delicate as a mouse’s. She raised me to her lips, extending her long tongue out. Her tongue was about the size of my entire body. She licked from head to foot, covering me in spit.

“So tasty.” With her tongue she spread my legs apart, licking between them, her entire tongue coating my little pussy. I grinded myself against it, riding her for all the pleasure it was worth. I slipped and slid along on her warm wet tongue. Her tongue had me feeling better than Nyla’s. While this small, the slightest touch became almost too much to handle. And I didn’t want to stop.

“Now that you’re nice and wet for me I think it’s time that you got to work on pleasing me,” she dropped me from her palm. My body sailed through the air, falling through empty space. My heart leapt into my throat as I feared I would hit the ground. Instead I landed safely on her large pillowy tits, holding on for the life of me. I wrapped my body around her breast, her stiff nipple poking out before me. Naturally, I opened my little mouth and sucked that pretty pink nipple in, suckling on her all the while.

“That tickles,” laughed the spirit,” her body bouncing up and down, almost shaking me off. I gripped onto her harder, not wanting to fall off. “Let go, let go,” she repeated, quivering as I sucked on her.

“I can’t, I’ll fall.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll catch you.”

For whatever reason I trusted her and so I let go, once again sailing through the air. This time however I landed on something hard, very hard.

I hugged myself around her thick cock. A cock that was now larger than my tiny toy body.

“See nothing to worry about,” she said.

I scooted myself up her huge cock, as I did, her cock twitched and jumped, pleased by having my entire body rubbing against it. I swung from her cock, using all my strength to hold on.

“I got you,” she wrapped her hand around me, securing me against her mighty shaft. It was like hugging a tree, her cock a mighty trunk compared to my new little body.

She craned her neck down, spit drooling over her lips. Covering me and her cock in a mass of fluids. “Now I can have some real fun with you,” her voice boomed over me. Gripping my entire body, securing me against that massive trunk and just like that she began to use me to stroke herself. My whole body forced to slide up and down the entire length of her sloppy cock.

She tilted her head back, moans roaring out of her, growing louder and louder. She thrusted her hips just as she did when fucking my mouth.

“Damn that’s good. That’s a good little slut… a real little slut.” My arms flailed at my sides, her cock pulsated over me. Precum leaked from the tip of her cock, covering my face, and dripping over my tits and adding to the mix of fluids that had already soaked me. I could feel her swelling need to cum as she forced me to slide along her.

“I think you’re right,” she said, pulling me off her cock, the mix of fluid dripping off every inch of me, “I think it’s time I had that pussy.”

Holding onto my torso she rubbed the huge tip of her cock between my legs, teasing my little clit with that massive head.

“There’s… there’s no way it will fit. My pussy’s too small,” I whimpered, body shivering with pleasure as her teasing tip sent waves through my tiny clit. My concerns however did nothing to slow her down. She was determined to make that large cock of hers fit into my ultra tight tiny pussy.

Pressing her sloppy slippery tip between my legs she forced the first inch of her massive cock into my tiny little pussy. Her cock stretched me out, widening the walls of my cunt, forcing it in, forcing me open to receive.

“Oh, fucking gods,” I cried out, “Your cock is too big,” I bit down on my lip. Focusing on easing the tension in my body. Once I felt how good it was to have that giant cock stuffed inside me I became just as determined to make it fit as she was.

Once she had that cock safely settled deep inside me, filling me with more cock than most could ever handle, I knew it wouldn’t be long until she finished. My pussy clamped down on her cock, gripping it tightly. She held to my torso, sliding me up and down, using me like a fuck toy, a plaything for her pleasure. She slid me up and slammed me down, stuffing the fullness of her mighty cock inside me. I was completely helpless, all I could do was moan and shake and enjoy the ride I found myself on. And as I felt her throbbing more and more inside of me I found myself filled with immense joy.

However joy was not the only thing this spirit desired to fill me with. I was her offering, I came here to satisfy her. That was my goal, and this would not end until that goal had been reached.

“Yes… that’s it… right there,” her breathing grew heavier, her muscles tensing, she worked my little pussy right on the tip of her penis. She thrusted and jerked, moving me faster and faster along the tip. And then she forced me down, holding me there, her cock as deep as it could possibly go. She dropped to her knees, her cock lifting me up as it swelled one last time.

Warm cum erupted from her cock, exploding inside of my wet pussy. Stuffing me full of sticky white cum, she released and drained every drop of cum she had. Filled to the brim with cum her seed splashed out, raining down my chest, my face, everywhere. Completely covering me in her delicious seed.

I smiled full of giddy pride. I did it, I pleased the spirit, made her cock cum for me. Drained her of every sweet drop of cum she had. She slid me off her cock and held me in her palm.

“So, how was it?” She asked.

“T- that… that was amazing,” cum dripped down on me, pooling in her hand, “my friend isn’t going to believe this,” I answered

“Is that so? Well maybe you’ll just have to bring her so she can see for herself.”

“But the next offering isn’t for another year.”

“You know I’m always in this forest, I never understood why I only get one visit a year,” she said.

“You mean I can keep coming back to do this?” I asked.

“Absolutely, come back every day if you want, bring your friend, I’ve got plenty to go around.”

“I suppose you should change me back then,” I said, feeling a bit sad that this had to finally come to an end.

“I suppose… or you could stay like that, for a little bit longer anyway.”

“I don’t think I can handle much more,” I said, shaking the cum off my body, “But don’t worry, I’ll be back… and with a friend.”

“Very well,” she placed me on the ground, touching the tip of her finger to my forehead and returning back to my original size.

And like that I returned to the village. Naked, clothes torn apart, the spirits cum still sticking to me. But I didn’t mind. I wanted everyone to see, see that I had accomplished what I set out to do. That I had experienced something none of them could possibly imagine. And I just couldn’t wait to tell Nyla. It didn’t matter whether she believed me or not. Because come tomorrow I would take her into the forest. Let her see and experience it for herself, and I would get to experience it again and again alongside her. I could not be happier with being chosen as this year's offering. Nothing could remove this smile from my face. For I was not done offering myself, and this sweet face was not done getting covered in the spirit’s sweet sweet cum.
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