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Chapter 1

I’m not… I didn’t want to… I didn’t do anything wrong... I didn’t… I wouldn’t…

***

“You finally held hands together on your way from college? That’s lovely!” I smiled while eating breakfast with my daughter on that fateful morning.

I had worked myself to the bone the previous two weeks and wanted nothing more than to just sleep. But I fought against it. I had to use this opportunity to spend some time with my daughter before she returned to college.

Holding hands, huh? I almost giggled. It was nice to hear that some still cared about such things. Such a small thing. But those small, intimate moments were what truly mattered.

I remembered when my wife and I held hands together for the first time. Beth’s hands were always so warm. A tinge of sadness poked my heart once more, and once more, I tried to swat it away.

“…And that’s when we realized we were to the same concert last year,” Emma laughed, finishing her story.

“Ahaha,” I laughed a little awkwardly, guilty that I missed the entire story because I let my thoughts wander off again. It’s been a couple of months since she first told me about this girl she liked in college. And it looked like things were slowly progressing.

Nineteen years old, she told me, just a year older than Emma. That was good. I certainly didn’t want her to hang out with some creep twice her age like some other girls in her class did, from what I heard.

I was truly happy for my daughter. Why wouldn’t I be? She was often so shy and timid, and after getting her heart shattered to tiny little pieces just a few years prior… I hoped things would work out better this time.

“…You don’t mind, do you?” Emma asked with her infamously effective puppy dog eyes.

“Of course, not!” I replied without thinking and only then realized that I didn’t really listen to what I agreed to.

“Great!” Emma clapped. “We have this huge project we need to finish, and it will be a lot easier this way! Thank you, mom!” She jumped up and ran to hug me.

“I’ll go call and tell her right now!” Emma said and I watched her run to the stairs while I bit my nail, beating myself up that I didn’t even try to speak up.

“Ah, I’ll have to clean my room.” I could hear Emma think out loud as she ran to her room. “Well, need some snacks… Mom! Could you make those pizza rolls tomorrow?”

“Sure thing!” I shouted so that she could hear me, and finally put the pieces together. She’s bringing her girlfriend over for a visit.

I breathed a sigh of relief that my airheadedness didn’t land me into trouble this time. At least this time I wouldn’t have to rearrange my entire schedule because I accidentally agreed to take Emma to Paris.

“Oh, and I’ll need some extra cash to last us the week!” Emma added. “It’s until next Sunday, so…”

“S-Sure…” A week!? I started to get nervous, but quickly reminded myself that they were both adults now and could handle themselves just fine whether I was here or at work.

I was still thankful that Emma took it easy on me and didn’t try to abuse this daydreaming part of me too much. The things that Beth did… I fidgeted in my chair and bit my lip.

No! I told myself and lightly slapped my cheeks to wake myself up. I still have plenty of things to do too!

I got up and started putting the dirty dishes into the dishwasher. Unfortunately, that light slap only reminded me how it couldn’t even compare to—

“Mom, I’m off to the store!” I almost dropped the plates when Emma’s voice tore me from my memories as she ran past the kitchen and out the front door.

Twenty minutes! I told myself as I left the dirty plates where I found them and ran to my room. Twenty minutes, that’s how long it took to run to the store and back without even going inside. I had that much time alone. I needed every second of it.

Even if Emma returned prematurely, it was fine. This was one of those times I was grateful for not live in an apartment. And having my room well isolated, on the far side of the house had its benefits.

“Ahn!” My hands were down my leggings as soon as I fell on my bed. For some reason, today was especially hard. With one hand all over my aching hardness, I used my other hand to unbutton my shirt.

It was suffocating. My nipples pressed against the fabric. My rising chest pulled on the buttons to the point that I tore one off while trying to free my heavy breasts. Beth liked to do it: to rip off my shirt with animalistic drive only to make gentle love to every inch of my soft chest.

“Please, fuck me!” I moaned like I always did under Beth. My cock was as hard as ever as I imagined her cock rubbing against my thighs. It was so much bigger. It made me cry like an animal and I couldn’t get enough of it.

“Oahn!” with my breasts free I instantly thrust my fingers into my pussy. I was completely drenched! I need Beth to fuck me. My fingers couldn’t possibly compare, no matter how many I thrust inside into my insatiable pussy. She could milk me with just a couple of her powerful thrusts, and I needed to be milked.

“Cum!” I cried, reliving the bittersweet memories. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. To shoot my load all over our bodies and smear us in cum while she pumped my pussy full of hot semen.

“Make me cum again! Please, make me cum again!” I cried as I jerked my throbbing cock and thrust my fingers as deep as I could.

I saw her! I saw her face! Those deep purple eyes. Even if I looked away, she saw straight through my soul as she fucked me like the weak-willed slut that I was. Her cock was the only cock I ever needed—pounding me over and over until I was full, hot, and satisfied.

“Oaaaahh!!” the memory of her pulsating cock inside me made my cock pulse too as a wave of pleasure washed over me. Hot jizz splashed across my face and tits. Some even landed across my tongue. I swallowed it on instinct like I always did whenever Beth filled my mouth.

But as my orgasm subsided, the high of pleasure and feverish desire was replaced with emptiness: cold and quiet.

“Why did you leave me?” I wept, vividly recounting every patch of dirt that fell on Beth’s coffin.




Chapter 2

For better or for worse, the rest of the day and the next day went completely uneventfully. I kept myself busy getting the house in order for the surprise guest, though it did nothing to improve my fatigue.

Luckily, Emma was just as interested in making the best impression as I was, even more so. It was fun in its own way, working together with my daughter while listening to the latest iteration of her favorite playlist. But that ended when she got a call.

“Less than an hour!” Emma informed me of the time I had left to put everything away while she ran off to recheck her makeup.

Broom, dryer, snacks, sink, tub… I checked off my haphazard mental notes of things I wanted to finish before I could calmly sit down. I couldn’t sit down until I was finished. I went to the bathroom and examined all the surfaces one more time for any hair or stains.

Just a little more, I told myself. Meet her, exchange a few words, and I’ll be free. This was one of the times I felt truly grateful that the young ones would have no interest in wasting their time pretending like they wanted to talk to me.

It wasn’t like I didn’t know what it felt like. I was willing to bet that I knew even better. Not everyone got to find their true love as early as I did. The last thing we wanted was to not be alone with our hands all over each other.

The doorbell rang, and I nearly jumped up.

“Ah,” I breathed heavily, realizing that I almost fell asleep just by sitting down on the side of the bathtub. I quickly got up and washed my face to wake myself up. As I looked at the dark bags beneath my eyes, I sighed and wondered whether I should even bother going out to meet the guest of honor.

“Mom!” Emma called out.

No choice. Just for a couple of minutes, I told myself as I braced against the spotless sink, gathering what little strength I had left.

After a short breathing exercise, I walked out and went downstairs. Keeping my back straight, my head held high, I radiated my best, willful self, expending my last precious reserves with each step.

“There you are!” unlike me, my daughter shined effortlessly as she stepped aside to show off her girlfriend. “This is Mel!”

“Amelia,” she said with a slightly raspy voice. “Not that anyone calls me by my full name.”

“O-Olivia,” I introduced myself, barely forcing even that single word out of my throat, standing there like an idiot as I lost myself in the purple depths.

I saw neither her baggy pants nor her oversized green hoodie. Her long flowing raven hair, even her impressive height escaped my notice. All I saw was purple. As if my soul left my body, I was lost in the girl’s infinitely deep eyes. The eyes that hid entire galaxies behind them as they sparkled in the light. I only saw such eyes once.

“Mom?” I heard Emma’s voice from afar, imploring my soul to return from its voyage back to Earth.

“Y-Yes?” I mechanically turned my head toward my daughter.

“Are you ok?”

“No,” I said truthfully, but then quickly added. “I’m just really tired. I’m so sorry. It’s really nice to meet you. To finally see you both, together.” I regained myself as I spoke and leaned into the awkwardness that came so naturally to me. “I’ve made some hot snacks; the fridge is stacked… I’ll just get out of your way and let you two hang out if you don’t mind.”

Even before I finished the last sentence, I already made my first tiny step back, as if I somehow thought I could hide walking away or hoping that they wouldn’t notice.

“Sure,” Mel said but did not avert her eyes from me even for a second. Why did I feel as if she saw right through me? Why did I feel naked in front of her? She burned holes in me. I had to run.

“Yeah, no problem! We’ll be fine!” Emma kept her shining attitude. I was grateful to my daughter for acting as if she could not tell that I barely kept it together.

“Have fun,” I waved and smiled nervously like some teenager in front of her first crush. Oh, God! I turned around and slowly walked away, spending my last grains of strength to not break and run.

What the hell!? What the hell, what the hell, what the hell!? My heart pounded against my chest as I braced myself against the door of my room so that nobody could invade and see the state that I was in.

Why? Why, why, why? Why did my daughter’s girlfriend have my late wife’s eyes? I could not get her striking eyes out of my mind. Mel, was it? How is it possible that are exactly like Beth’s?

That entrancing depth. I could get lost for hours in Beth’s eyes, seeing whole galaxies within them. And that girl… I was torn between not daring to look at Mel ever again and dying to run back out under the flimsiest of pretenses just to look into those eyes once more.

Get a grip! I wanted to scream at myself and ran to my bed. I jumped and landed tits-first onto the giant soft mattress. I buried myself face in it, trying to suffocate the storm that built in my mind. But all I saw was purple.

Just sleep! I tried to convince my mind to shut down. I needed sleep. I opened the drawer and searched for a solution. Just one? I cursed myself for not buying more in advance as I swallowed the sleeping pill without a second thought.

How much time did I kill while begging myself to sleep? Hours? Minutes? I had never been so awake. All I could do was reimagine that girl who now resided in my house. I barely even remembered how she looked like. But the more I recalled, the deeper I fell.

Was I just filling the gaps with my imagination? She was tall. Taller than me. Her voice was not like any other girl’s. A cleft chin. She hid her figure in baggy clothes, even though it was clear by her toned face that she had no extra weight to speak of.

Idiot! I had a chance to get to know her. To talk, just a little. To take a closer look. No!! What closer look are you talking about!?

“Aargh!!” I kept rolling on my bed and hiding my face in my hands.

To say that I made a fool of myself was an understatement. Even my first meeting with Beth paled. But was Mel’s reaction normal? The way she looked at me… Why did I feel so exposed. Those eyes were special. Just like Beth, she saw me. Saw how weak I was.

I floated through the endless black sea with only distant stars casting their light on my naked body. But though I appeared alone, I felt the constant judgmental gaze of a goddess upon my exposed soul.

“Ah!” I moaned in shame, unable to resist, unable to hide. What could I possibly do? The goddess saw it all. She saw how I fell to those eyes the first time. My memories were exposed to her, she saw all my indecencies.

I swallowed as I looked up at the eyes of the goddess. I surrendered myself to her. Countless times. Why would this time be any different?

“Ah?” I gasped and opened my eyes. A dream?

I had fallen asleep after all. I was already dark outside my window, but I did not feel rested at all.

What kind of dream was that? I felt my face burning red. It got even redder when I realized where my hand was. When did I get so hard? Wait, what am I doing!? Have I completely lost my mind? No, that dream was about Beth! Only Beth! It’s because their purple eyes are the same, that I—I wasn’t thinking of Mel at all!

It’s just that I’ve been under a lot of stress! I tried to make sense of my deplorable actions. She’s been on my mind a lot lately and so… I mean, I have my needs too. And with all these years alone, overworked… I should have masturbated when I had the chance.

Snap out of it! I told myself and slapped my cheeks again, a lot harder this time, but I deserved it. What kind of thoughts were those? Was that all I could think about? Any decent person would slap me for my perversion.

I resolved to simply brush my teeth and keep myself locked in my room until that girl was gone. Unfortunately, it turned out that in the bathroom connected to my room I ran out of toothpaste.

Just one short trip, I told myself. And then—the whole evening just to myself… I liked the thought of that. When was the last time I used my dildo? Oh, God!

My heart raced as I realized that I’d already made up my mind. What a sorry state I was in! I couldn’t let them see me like that. They don’t have to, I told myself. They have their project to work on, they don’t need me. They won’t even remember I’m here. I’ll just go grab my toothbrush and paste and run straight back to my room!

… What am I doing? I asked myself, red with shame, as I sneaked through my own house, listening carefully so that I didn’t accidentally run into either of the two girls. As soon as the handle of the bathroom door was within my reach, I yanked it and disappeared inside at a speed I did not think possible.

“Eh?”

“Eh?”

The bathroom was brightly lit. Someone was already inside. A stream of water splashing in the toilet was deafening as neither woman had a word to say.

“T-The lock… You could have locked…” I struggled to form a sentence as I stared at the source of the stream.

“I didn’t notice,” Mel said quietly. Like mine, her eyes were glued to a particular area on my body.

I suppose it made sense. I had it. My wife had it. Why wouldn’t there be another similarly gifted woman out there? Just because I had resigned to not even attempt to search such a woman out…

At that moment I didn’t realize how much the bulge in my leggings had grown. Or was it there from the moment I had decided that I would dildo myself silly all night long? It was certainly visible enough to notice even from beneath my low-hanging shirt.

But unlike my bulge, the mesmerizing object before my eyes was not hidden by anything. Even though it was soft and looked so delicate in her hands, it was already impressive. Just like my late wife’s.

Beth’s was always so much bigger than mine. One of the many reasons I wanted to constantly get railed by her. I pulled on the collar of my shirt as I struggled to breathe while images of myself falling to my knees flashed through my mind.

The stream ended. The silence was complete. I dared not breathe. Even a drop of a pin would end this moment. But as long as the silence remained, it felt like time had stopped. And as long as the time stopped, as long as I was already looking anyway, I had no reason not to look away from those massive, heavy balls. Criminally large. And so full of delicious, delicious cum. I practically felt it on my tongue and salivated.

“I should go,” Mel said calmly, and the hands of time moved once more. She pulled up her loose, pink sweatpants and calmly walked past me.

“Ah!” I gasped when I felt Mel brush against me on her way out the door.

“At least wash your hands first!” I wanted to call out. Something, anything to prolong her stay by my side. But I said nothing.

Mel closed the door behind her, and I remained alone, stunned in silence. As the unimaginable truth of what just happened dawned on me, I lost balance, and only the wall at my back kept me from finding myself on the tiled floor.

I replayed the moment of our impact over and over in my mind—that one split second that drove me mad. We brushed our shoulders as Mel moved past me, but that wasn’t the connection that tore my mind.

She touched it! She touched it! No matter how many times I replayed that moment in my mind, I could not deny it. Surely, by accident. Of course, by accident, stupid! Why on earth would she touch my dick on purpose?

No, she didn’t even touch it. Her hand just flew past it. She just ended up brushing against my leggings because my stupid fat ass was in the way. If I wasn’t so brain-dead horny, my dick wouldn’t even be there to be touched.

Yes, it was because of my fat ass. It was also because of my fat ass that I ended up feeling her dick through her sweatpants. I startled her! That’s why she didn’t put on her panties that would keep her big, fat dick from bouncing around!

No! Why am I thinking about her big dick? What the hell is wrong with me? I opened the door and ran to my room as fast as I could. I should never have left my room! I should have known better!

If only I never saw it. First her eyes and now her dick? Not just in my memories, but in real life? Right in front of me? No, I’m not thinking about her dick! I don’t want to suck on it! I don’t!

It’s not her dick I want! I tried to convince myself as I locked myself inside my room once more. It’s not her dick I want to fill me up. It’s Beth’s! Beth’s is the only cock I ever wanted. The only cock I ever needed. I want Beth to fuck me. I want to suck her off and then get pinned against the wall.

“Please fuck me!” I moaned on my knees with my face in my bedsheets as I freed my aching cock. The throbbing was unbearable. Dick! I needed Beth’s dick.

I’m not at fault! I told myself with my dick in my hand. I didn’t do anything wrong! It’s because she didn’t lock the door. It’s not my fault that her dick looks exactly like Beth’s. She’s the one who made me like this. She’s the one who brushed against me. It’s not my fault I can’t get her dick out of my mind. If she didn’t touch me…

“Ahn!” Just stroking it wasn’t nearly enough. What I needed was… I pulled out the top drawer of my nightstand and searched for it. Where is it!? I emptied my drawer and dropped its contents all over the floor. I need it, I need—“Ah!!”

I grabbed my dildo and shoved it straight into my wet pussy.

“OOaaaahn!!” my entire body trembled, and I felt a gentle tingle through my throbbing cock. I put my finger on the tip and felt the sticky wetness.

“Mmh!” I sucked the salty nectar off my finger as I started dildoing my needy pussy. When was the last time I was so wet?

Even though I already licked my finger clean, I just sucked it in deeper, unable to get that hypnotizing dick out of my mind. It’s not her dick I’m thinking of. I’m just using it as a substitute. A reference. Yes, she’s nothing! I only care for Beth.

“Mmf,” I put a second finger into my mouth and made love to them both.

I hadn’t seen Beth’s dick for so long, was it any wonder that the first random dick I saw would reawaken something in me?

We should have taken pictures. Or videos. If only we made at least one shameful video. Then I wouldn’t be like this. I wouldn’t be masturbating while thinking of some nineteen-year-old girl’s big dick.

How the hell is she so huge? And just nineteen, just like me and Beth were when we did it for the first time. I thrust the dildo harder as I submitted myself to dick.

She probably didn’t lock the door on purpose. Just like she brushed against me on purpose. Who the hell touches someone’s dick by accident!? It’s her fault I’m like this! If she had any decency, she’d take some responsibility for what she did and fuck me raw!

“Fuck me, already!” I moaned. How dare she leave me like this!? What kind of a person does this? It’s just too cruel. Beth was never cruel. Even when she slapped my ass, even when she put her hand around my neck…I squeezed a little and my dick twitched in response. She always knew how to satisfy me.

A brat! I told myself as I pounded my pussy and jerked my swelling, aching cock. Just a spoiled brat with a big dick! Beth would chew her up, fuck her silly, and leave her a sloppy wet mess, covered in her own cum.

“K-khoaah!!” I remembered what a mess I made when I felt Beth cum inside me and felt my swollen cock throb in my hand as cum rushed through it.

“Yes! Oh, yes!” I turned over and aimed my cock in my face as I thrust my dildo deep into my pussy and fucked myself into an astonishing orgasm. “Yes, make me cum! Yes, make me cum! Cumming! Cum! Cum! Oohn, C-C-OOOhhhh!!!”

Ropes of cum shot from my hot dick all over my tits and face as I kept moaning with reckless abandon, vividly imagining a hot young futa’s body fucking me silly like the cock addict that I was.




Chapter 3

I slipped out of the house before the first light. I didn’t do anything bad, I kept telling myself all the way to work. I just relieved some stress so that today would be easier.

I’m not bad for using my imagination to satisfy myself, I kept justifying myself to the goddess who knew all my darkest secrets. Maybe I did think about your dick a little. So what? We don’t punish people for their thoughts.

At least I’m not wasting hours and hours watching pornos like some degenerate. But I bet you do! I turned the tables on Mel. Do you get off on watching milfs get fucked? Is that why you kept staring at me like I was another piece of meat for you to stick your dick in?

Hiding your big cock in those wide pants while preying on lonely mothers. Just another big dick futa girl with mommy issues. Next time lock the door when you use the bathroom! Do I really need to teach you such simple things?

I came to my senses when I turned off the engine after parking my car. I couldn’t even remember how I drove to the office. Go away! I commanded the Mel in my head as I waited for the elevator.

Unfortunately, I was far from the only one who came to work early. Crunch time was nasty. If I didn’t take so long in the shower… I thanked all the gods I knew that I had already finished the lion’s share of my assignments early. I had no faith in my ability to concentrate today. Not when a certain dick kept fucking my mind even as I walked past my co-workers.

Don’t look at me like that! I walked to my cubicle as fast as I could to escape the piercing eyes of my co-workers. Do I still have stains on my face? No way! I scrubbed myself sore!

I hid in my cubicle and looked into the reflection on the black monitor. Did they see? Did they see the messed-up slut that I saw staring back at me? I turned on my computer, brought up my shrinking to-do list, and threw myself at it.

At least we knew better than to bother each other during crunch time. That and my ability to hone in on a task that was going well, checking off one completion after the other, helped me zone out of reality and out of my own head.

“Haaah,” I breathed out many hours later and leaned back against my chair. My eyes hurt, I couldn’t stomach the thought of looking at a screen for another second, but the satisfaction was immense: both for a job well done and the sheer pride in myself. I wasn’t completely gone. I could do anything if I put my mind to it.

I can do it! I smiled as I packed my things. I can go back home and not think about my daughter’s girlfriend’s dick ever again!

I smiled on my way out and waved goodbye to all the unfortunate souls who still would be there through the night. A completely different person to the one who went in. Even though I was exhausted, I felt somehow reinvigorated. I saw a hint of jealousy in my co-workers as I walked out. I liked it.

All the way home I listened to loud music, moving to the rhythm and singing along while I drove through the empty streets. I was unstoppable.

“I’m home!” I announced my return triumphantly, my spirit flying high. “… Emma?”

I took off my shoes and went into the living room.

“Oh, you’re finally back,” I heard the familiar raspy voice and felt my spirit quickly descend.

Mel was sitting on the wide black sofa, her legs spread wide apart in her baggy sweatpants while she looked at some slasher on the TV. She turned her head, and her piercing eyes pinned my shrinking spirit to the ground.

“Must be hard having to work so late,” she said. “How do you deal with it?”

“…” I looked around and asked, “Where’s Emma?”

“She already went to sleep.”

“I-Is that so?” I stuttered. “Why didn’t you?”

“Didn’t feel like it.”

“… I…” I almost said I should go too, but some demonic force stopped me. If I said that, then I would have to go. But this was the first time I had seen her since that. Back when I selfishly wanted that moment to continue, when I couldn’t stop staring at her prized possession, sinking in shameful fantasies… Would I really betray myself and put an end to this sudden opportunity?

“Sleep is important,” I said so that I didn’t simply stare silently, but quickly realized that I sounded like an idiot.

“It is,” she smiled, staring at me with unyielding intensity, like a lioness just before pouncing at an antelope. “Do you always come home this late into the night?”

I looked at my watch and realized that it was already well past one in the morning. “I guess it is… I should—”

My words stuck in my throat when I saw Mel scratch herself between her legs. No, I knew exactly what I saw. She readjusted it. That shape was unmistakable. Why would she do that right in front of me? Does she have no shame?

“I’m sorry about yesterday,” she said, though I did not get even a whiff of remorse in her voice or on her face. “I should have locked the door.”

“You should have!” I agreed wholeheartedly. Finally, some accountability from this insolent little—

“Do you want to see it again?”

“Pardon?”

“Do you want to see it again? You just keep staring at it, just like yesterday.”

“No, I do not!”

“But your chest starts moving so visibly.”

Now she’s looking at my chest? “How dare you!?”

“How dare I speak the truth?” Mel asked plainly, smiling as she did. Not even a hint of shame or hesitation or remorse.

“You forget yourself!” I rose up a little on my feet, channeling my own inner lioness, dangerous and deadly.

“Pfft!” Mel could not hold in her laughter and my lioness turned back into a kitty.

“I could not have imagined that Emma had such a cute mother,” Mel laughed and wiped away a tear from the corner of her eye. “And such a beauty at that,” she added and looked directly at the one place I did not want her to see.

I knew my dick reacted the second that I realized I was alone with her. Is she seriously—No! Just a stupid joke to mess with me!

“Don’t be so full of yourself!” I said, turned on my heels, and walked to my room.

How dare she play with my heart like that!? I was fuming. Just because she has a big dick, she thinks she owns the world? Haughty bitch! I should tell Emma to break up with her first thing in the morning!

Acting like you can read my thoughts! I closed the door behind me. How dare you assume that you know what I’m thinking? So, what that my dick grew a little? First, you agitate me and then act as if it means anything? It’s just a body’s natural reaction! It’s not like I can control it.

A knock behind me made me jump.

“I’m sorry, I overstepped,” I heard Mel’s voice through the door.

Damn right!!

“Could you please open the door so that I can apologize properly?”

Just send her on her way! I told myself. Fuck her apology! I thought while my hand moved to the doorknob.

Maybe if she grovels on the floor and prostrates herself at my feet—maybe—I’ll reconsider throwing this bitch out of my house.

I slowly opened the door, telling myself over and over not to accept anything less than a weeping begging.

I was met with the same intense stare, the cocky smile as Mel leaned against the door frame with her arm, while keeping her other hand in her pocket. Seeing her stand in front of me, I received a harsh reminder that she indeed was taller than me.

She came for an apology! I reminded myself. I’m the one in charge! I kept telling myself in vain. Why did it feel like she was the one who came to punish me for my bad behavior?

“I’m really sorry,” Mel said, and my heart skipped a beat when I saw her sweatpants start sliding down.

“W-What…” I could speak. I couldn’t breathe. “What was she doing?” As if I didn’t know!

I had to stop her. I needed to slam the door in her face. But I just kept staring as I watched the edge of her pink pants slide across her thick thing. Inch by inch, she unveiled how big she truly was. The source of her arrogance.

I still had time to make it stop. Still... I was unstoppable…

“Won’t you please accept my apology?” Mel asked as she let her big cock hang right in front of me.

Why was it so infuriatingly big even without being fully erect? Such size, such girth… I knew full well what humbling proportions it would take if I let it. I knew what it would do to me.

I could not let it have such force over me. I had to stop staring at that delicious hanging meat with my mouth open. The last time I yielded to a cock like that I became instantly addicted. There was only one sane option.

I fell to my knees and took that magnificent cock in my mouth. And as soon as my lips touched the soft foreskin that barely covered the swelling head, my mind was lost.

“Oohh!” I moaned and trembled as I remembered what it felt like to suck real dick. How did I ever manage to restrain myself this long? This texture, this submissive bliss… All these years without it… No wonder I was going insane! And after finally meeting the dick of my dreams in real life? What possible choice did I have?

“I only have five minutes,” Mel said, and my only thought was that I could not let a single second go to waste. My brain could not even process possible reasons for such a limitation. If this was all the time I had, I would make the most of it.

“Fhuah~!” I started making love to it like it was the last cock on earth.

Oh, I needed this. I needed it so bad! I took it deeper into my mouth. Even after so many years without sucking cock, it came so naturally to me. With my mouth and hands, using my copious saliva as a lubricant, I licked and sucked and stroked and pleased it like no other woman ever could.

I got even more aroused as I reaffirmed how well I could handle big cock, and worked even harder to reward myself with a spiral of pleasure. Licking the bottom of its head, I felt it grow and let it slide deeper along my tongue.

Inch, after inch, I took that delicious cock without effort. But I knew that was about to change as the swelling girth quickly filled my mouth.

Mel put her hands on the back of my head and held it in place. She looked down at me, I looked up at her. Those purple eyes that made me submit. The predator’s glare that had its prey on its knees and at her mercy. The arrogant face of a young futa who knew she was superior, who knew when she had a submissive, cock-starved slut in her grasp.

Neither of us had to say a word. She pushed down my head and sent her hard cock down my throat.

“Ghlurgh!” I gagged and moaned at the same time. Finally! My throat clamped around the thick cock I missed so dearly.

My fingers could not compare. My dildos could not compare. After so many years I really started to forget how unfathomably wide the canyon was between all the imitations and the real deal.

“Ghhglk!” My stomach trembled. I had to focus. I was out of practice. I had to work for this pleasure.

The aching below was unbearable. I reached with my hands and felt my rock-hard dick, twitching as I shamelessly gagged on dick.

I reached lower to my pussy. It was drenched. I probably made a mess, I thought as I started satisfying my lower lips. My fingers moved on their own while my head got pulled back.

“Ghhuoahh!” I breathed heavily when the pressure on my throat was relieved, and I could breathe freely. Thick strands of my sloppy mess still connected me to the dick in front of my eyes. I wanted to swallow it again. I wanted to choke on it. I wanted to gag on it.

“What a slut you are,” I heard and looked up. Mel smirked and put her messy dick on my face.

Was this really the same girl who showed up yesterday at my door?

“Do you want to suck it again?” she asked.

“Yes,” I gasped and licked my sticky mess off Mel’s shaft while stroking my own dick and fingering my pussy.

“‘Yes’, what?” she asked and slapped my face with her fat dick.

“I want to ‘suck your dick.” No shame.

“What are you supposed to say?”

“Please let me suck your dick.” She knows what a slut I am.

Mel pulled back my head and then pushed me down hard on her cock as she thrust forward.

“HHghugh!!” My eyes bulged as I was forced to take it all in one go.

I should have practiced more, I thought as tears formed in the corners of my eyes. And yet I only stroked my own dick harder. Mel pulled my head back again, but this time there was no reprieve: she just pushed me back down until I felt the soft skin of her balls on my lower lip.

My eyes watered even more as I almost came. Mel started bobbing my head and moving her hips toward my mouth, thrusting back and forth as she used my mouth.

There’s no preparing for this! I grinned and gurgled as I submitted to my fate and let Mel use me as she pleased.

No matter how many times I pushed a dildo down my throat, no matter how long I tried to hold it down, it never compared to my memories, of being taken so primally. And now, reliving my youth, I knew why I was so frustrated for so long. How could using a toy ever compare? I was the one who needed to be used like a toy!

My mind started to go foggy as I got off on this demeaning abuse. My cock and pussy burned; my fingers couldn’t ever hope to match the intensity with which she used my mouth.

“Pwhuahh~!” I gasped when Mel pulled out of my mouth.

“What do we say?” she asked as she smeared my sticky, smelly throat slop all over my face.

“Thank you!” I moaned, unable to stop masturbating.

“Louder!”

“Thank you!” I cried and was rewarded with more dick down my throat.

“Hhmmmff!” I moaned as I choked on her dick once more and felt my dick pulse with precum.

I’m gonna cum! I realized as I kept stroking my throbbing dick. I’m gonna cum while I let my daughter’s girlfriend fuck my mouth!!

There was no escaping this humiliating high. I was too weak. Waves of pleasure attacked my body from all sides: my pussy, my dick, my throat. Mel picked up pace and I felt her dick swell even more as she pounded the back of my throat.

Oh yess! I gurgled shamelessly and filled my room with lewd sounds. I wanted her to cum. I was about to cum, and I needed her to fill my throat at that same exact moment.

“Do you want my cum?” she asked as she bobbed my head.

“Mhhm!” I moaned agreeably and shook my head as best I could, sucking in my cheeks to try and suck that delicious cum straight out of her cock.

“Are you a slut for cum?”

“Mhmm!”

“Stupid slut for cum?”

Yes!

“Getting off on getting throatfucked?”

Yes!

She pulled out of my mouth, grabbed me by my hair, and asked, “You’re fucking addicted to this aren’t you?”

“Fuck yeash!” I grinned with bubbles of spit all over my messy mouth.

“Then suck and cum!” Mel said, spat on my face, and filled my mouth again.

“Hyesh!” I gurgled and let my depravity consume me as my dick trembled in my fingers.

“I want to see you cum with my cock down your throat!” she said and pushed me all the way down on her cock.

I will! I convulsed and felt cum rush to my dick.

She pulled me back and pushed me down even harder as she moaned, “Cum with dick down your throat!”

I felt her cock tremble. Cum rushed through my dick. There was no escape from it, the orgasm that consumed me. Cumming!!

“Cum, you cock-craving slut!” she pushed me down on her pulsating cock once more and held me like that, my trembling lips at the very base of her throbbing shaft. White flashes sparked before my eyes as I gagged and trembled, and my body gave in to the inevitable.

My swollen dick could no longer hold the pressure. Wave after wave of pleasure consumed me as I blasted cum over and over. All I could do was moan and gurgle like a stupid idiot while the dick in my throat pulsed and pumped my stomach full of cum.

Even after the pressure in my throat was released, I could not stop shaking. I moaned weakly, still seeing white. A pull by my hair was the only thing that kept me upright while hot jizz splashed across my face.

“Gheee,” I grinned and just kept masturbating absentmindedly, riding the last waves of pleasure even while lying on the floor.

I had no idea how long it took me to come back to my senses until I finally realized that I was all alone in my room. Facefucked, used, and then just left there in my own sticky, wet mess like some common whore.

I was too weak to even attempt to sit. I just lay there, on the floor, my chest rising up and down. I felt my shirt stick to my breasts as cum seeped through it. A mix of cum and slop slid across my face.

I moved my hand weakly to try and clean my face while my mind replayed over and over what just had happened. My pussy tingled and I moved my other hand to alleviate the itch. My fingers moved slowly.

When did I start licking the cum off my fingers? My other hand picked up the pace while I licked my fingers clean. I couldn’t stop hearing my earlier shameless gurgling. In my mind, Mel picked up her pace and my head started spinning once more. Mel used me again, and my fingers moved faster.

She simply came all over me and left me, and I just kept masturbating on the floor. She fucked my face as if I belonged to her, and just the memory of her forceful cock down my throat brought me to my second orgasm.




Chapter 4

I called in sick the next morning. I couldn’t possibly show my face to the outside world. As far as my work was concerned, it was fine—I had already finished my assignments and then some. I could easily afford to miss a day or two. What wasn’t fine was what I had done in my own house.

How could I!? I covered my mouth when the horror of my actions overwhelmed me once more. I wasn’t thinking straight. I was tired and she used me. She’s the one who used my mouth as she pleased! It’s her fault!

I’m not the one who kept flashing my dick everywhere! She was the one who touched me first! She knew how bad I had it all these years. I’m the victim! I was the one who gave her countless opportunities to make it right, to apologize. And what did she do!? Cheated on her girlfriend in her own house!

I warned that big-dick slut! I should go to Emma right now and tell her to break up with that conceited skirt chaser! … Tell Emma? I bit my nail. How on earth do I do that? What do I even tell her?

What if… What if I’m just overreacting? Is there even anything to tell? Maybe I’m just out of touch with the times. The youth these days… Way more promiscuous than how we used to be.

And it’s not like Mel and I did all that much of anything. It’s not like we fucked, or even kissed. She just selfishly used my mouth for a couple of minutes and that was that. Even in my times, a blowjob or two on the side wasn’t that big of a deal...

Yes, that has to be it! They do say that polyamorous relationships are on the rise. My daughter in an open relationship… I never would have imagined. But who am I to judge? And it’s not like it’s the type of conversation that you just casually bring up to your parents over morning coffee.

Yes, Emma wouldn’t pick someone who’d just fuck some woman’s throat and cheat. They just have an agreement that a little fun on the side is no big deal. Probably not even worth mentioning. Yes, that has to be it!

Alright, enough brooding! Both of you just happened to have an urge, but that was one and done. Back in the day, my friends would have laughed at me if I made such a huge fuss over some little blowjob.

Now, make yourself presentable and get out there! I told myself, feeling a lot better about myself after figuring everything out.

It was a little shocking how drastically a properly adjusted viewpoint could improve a person’s emotional state. I decided to finally stop dwelling in the past and just look ahead. They had their quirky relationship, I had myself to worry about.

A whole day to rest and get back into gear! I smiled and stretched. Yesterday was a good day, all things considered. Now that I saw things more clearly, I was able to recognize how incredibly productive I was. I earned this day of rest and relaxation!

The first thing I did was take a proper, well-deserved bath with calm ambient music. Maybe if I pick up meditation, I’d feel like this more often.

I breathed in hot air, my skin tingled while I remained submerged in the steamy, balmy bliss. I resolved to do this more often in the future. Just to sit down for a few minutes and spend some time in silence, learning to see things in a brighter, more productive light.

When was the last time I was this relaxed? I felt light even after I dried myself up and put on my comfy robe. As I made my coffee, I looked at the bright blue sky through the window over the kitchen sink and could even hear birds singing.

“You look much better, mom!” Emma complimented me as she grabbed some snacks from the kitchen before disappearing back into the living room.

“Thank you!” I smiled at my daughter, finally emanating the warmth and positive outlook on life that every mother should.

After the coffee finished brewing and I added plenty of milk, I took a moment to take in and appreciate the smell. I should do this more often, I told myself as I mentally recounted all the required steps for a perfect morning.

After a couple of sips, I decided to go check out what the girls were doing and went into the living room from where I heard their voices. I found them both on the couch in front of the TV.

“AAhn!!” Emma cried and hid her face in Mel’s comfy hoodie.

Another slasher? I looked at the screen and saw blood spray across it from some unfortunate victim. I was never a fan, but such a trifling thing couldn’t put a dent into one of the best mornings in recent memory.

I watched the movie from a distance for a few minutes, standing and drinking my coffee.

*Ping*

Emma’s phone pinged.

“Carrie’s inviting us to a party next week,” Emma told Mel.

“Oh? You want to go?” Mel asked.

“Absolutely! But how would you even find out about it if not for me?”

“That’s why I have you!” Mel hugged Emma.

“Mom, can you believe that she doesn’t use any social media?”

“… That is unbelievable,” I said. What kind of—Even I have an account here and there.

“Not any?” I asked.

“It’s a waste of time,” Mel shrugged.

“Well, I like it!” Emma snuggled even closer to Mel. “Leaves her more time to talk to me!”

As I watched the merry couple, an uneasy feeling slowly crept into my blissful morning. Like a mold that I just couldn’t get rid of no matter how hard I scraped the corner of an otherwise impeccably shining room.

What’s wrong? I asked myself and looked at Mel. The girl who did something like that yesterday, now acted as if we didn’t even know each other. As if nothing happened.

Nothing did happen! I reminded myself. Just a few seconds of something that none of us will even remember a week later.

But the mold kept spreading. How can she just sit there and laugh like that when I’m standing right here? As if she didn’t use my throat like her personal cocksleeve barely twelve hours ago!

Did it mean that little to her? Of course it did! I had to come to terms with the type of person Mel was. It was none of my business to stick my nose into Emma’s relationship, but I really started to dislike this girl she chose for a partner.

“I’ll be right back,” Emma said and went upstairs.

I watched Emma go, then returned my watchful eye to Mel. She just kept watching the movie. Really? My coffee cup trembled in my hand. Even with just the two of us, she didn’t even bother to acknowledge my existence!?

*Ping*

My phone? I was surprised. Did things already start imploding at work after just a few hours of me not being there? I went over to the counter and picked up my phone.

A message from an unknown number. I opened it and nearly dropped my phone.

“Tonight. 1AM.”

I swallowed hard as I read the short message over and over again.

I slowly lifted my head and looked in Mel’s direction. My eyes were met with that overpowering gaze of a predator, and the mold rushed from that tiny corner until it enveloped everything around me and bound me in its vile web.

She used me like a cum dumpster, and she planned to do it again! I looked away from Mel’s intense eyes. It took me several seconds to gather the strength to look again.

Stars! I lost myself in her depthless eyes. The bottomless darkness of her eyes was what spread the mold through my soul, but it was also the light from her stars that shined upon me a ray of hope. I saw stars in her eyes then and I would see stars again that night.

I trembled when I realized my panties were wet. And she just kept looking at me like I was a piece of meat! The eyes of someone who wanted to fuck me like a whore. My cock started swelling. I couldn’t withstand the pressure any longer and ran off to my room.

I barely closed the door behind me before my hand was around my swollen meat. What the hell!? I came twice yesterday, and I’m like this already!? I barely held back my moans.

*Ping*

“No cumming until then.”

“Ah!?” I moaned as I read the second message.

How did she know? Am I that predictable? Who the hell does she think she is? My frustration turned to anger. Telling me what to do? What is she even thinking when sending such messages? Is this supposed to be a joke? Just because I sucked her cock a little, she thinks she can now command me!?

And after what she did yesterday? Just walking away without saying a word? She has a girlfriend, and she just fucks whomever she pleases every night? Even for an open relationship, this is going too far! I should definitely tell Emma to break up with her and kick her out of my house right now!

Yes, that’s what I’ll do: if she dares cheat on my daughter again, I’ll kick her out! … What happened to our society? What happened to common decency toward your partner? Beth would’ve never done something like this to me, even though girls lined up for a sliver of her attention.

… Wait. Do I even know that this is Mel’s number? Maybe these texts are just some prank? Yes, a stupid prank!

“Don’t message me again.” I typed and hit send.

Received.

Read.

Done! I breathed a sigh of relief. The youth these days! Writing all kinds of things to strangers.

I waited patiently, double, and triple-checked, but no reply came. I knew it! Nothing more than a prank.

If it was Mel, she’d type something. She’d act all confused or hurt or insulted. “Don’t be like that!” or “I thought we had a connection!”. Ha! As if! I’m the one who should be insulted! Wannabe milf hunter. Keep me out of your promiscuous perversions!

I put the phone away, grabbed the first book I saw, walked to my bed, and dropped on it with a bounce. I wanted to forget all about that slut. Just kill some time until tomorrow. I’ll return to work and just stay there until late in the night as usual. She’ll be out of here soon enough. I won’t kick her out. I don’t want to hurt Emma. It’s not her fault.

Time went by slowly, but it helped me think. Who’s to say that yesterday even happened? I started to wonder. And the more I thought about it the more it made sense. Normal people don’t act that way. As if someone would fuck their girlfriend’s mother’s face! As if I’d let it happen!

I started laughing at myself for allowing myself to believe that such a silly thing happened. I really was so overworked that I couldn’t tell some silly dreams from reality, eh?

I shook my head. Things finally started to make sense, and the relief put my mind at ease. I’ll get some proper sleep tonight and forget all about it like the stupid dream that it was.

Just a stupid dream where I sucked dick like the cum slut that I was. I sucked it dry and swallowed every drop—first Beth’s dick, then Mel’s. I sucked them both, a dick in each hand, taking turns sucking them off, those two identical cocks as they separated and merged into one inside my mouth over and over again.

I surrendered myself to the reincarnation of Beth’s cock, raising my hips high and arching my back so that it would pound me once more just like it used to.




Chapter 5

“00:03”

As the appointed hour approached, I kept checking the clock with increasing frequency while I lay in my bed with an open book on my chest.

Huh? I finally became aware of the time and saw stars shining through my window in the dark night sky. What did I even do all day?

I looked around and saw several books scattered around on my bed. I replayed my actions in my head as best I could.  My reading lamp was on, I vaguely recalled flipping the pages, but not the words that I read on them. All but one of them I had read at least once before. So, I just chose them for an easy readthrough and kept dozing on and off…? I could barely recall more than a few words in any of the books, but I vividly remembered choking on dick.

Stop it! I slapped my face. You had such a wonderful morning! Those stupid prank messages ruined everything!

“00:05”

I checked the clock again, gnawing on my nail. I hated myself for how much that stupid prank impacted me.

So, this is what prolonged sleep deprivation will do to you? I thought, trying to find rational explanations for my thoughts. After all those years, all the long hours and night shifts finally started catching up with me.

Had I realized I was this worn out, I wouldn’t have agreed to this whole sleepover thing. I picked the book off my chest and flipped through the pages trying to remember where I left off, anything to stop thinking about that big juicy cock. At least they’re managing well on their own.

“00:07”

I sighed. Might as well just wait. After dozing off for so long it wasn’t like I’d fall asleep anytime soon anyway. And I needed to settle this matter once and for all.

It’s just an hour. I’ll have my proof that those messages were just a stupid joke by some kids, Mel will be in the clear, and I’ll be able to send them both off with a clear conscience.

To think that I even for a moment considered the alternative… The mucus-covered, rock-hard dick flashed before my eyes. Preposterous! I flipped through the pages so fast that I accidentally tore one halfway out.

“00:10”

I realized that I just kept reading the same paragraph over and over again. That dick kept getting in the way: appearing and disappearing from my sight as it went into my mouth and my watery eyes went to and from the smoothly shaved, youthful skin of a nineteen-year-old.

I slapped my face again but a familiar aching between my legs signaled that I was too late. I suddenly remembered a certain conversation I had with Beth.

“Other girls?” Beth asked and pondered her answer for a moment. “Sure, sometimes it’s impossible not to imagine exploring a sexy girl’s body. The way some of them dress… But that doesn’t mean that I’d do it. Actions are what matter.”

At first, her answer hurt me. She imagined herself fucking other girls? While going out with me? But after thinking some more, I came to understand her better. Everyone had all kinds of thoughts. It didn’t mean they acted on them.

And when I thought of Beth’s mighty assets… I could only imagine the self-control it took her not to fertilize the entire campus. She was one of a kind, every girl’s dream. And she was mine!

So what if some skanky slut walked around with her bum hanging out? I was the one whose ass Beth filled with her cock!

So what if I had a dream about sucking some dick? I’m not even going out with anyone. I’m not sucking any dick even though I want to. Am I now forbidden from sucking dick in my dreams too?

It’s not like I can control my dreams! And even if I did, why should I? If I want to, I can imagine sucking Mel’s dick all night long and nobody has any right to stop me! Nobody can stop me!

I can imagine her fucking me raw right now and I don’t owe the world a single word of explanation. We can take turns fucking each other, sucking and fucking, and cumming, and we don’t have to answer to anyone because it’s just a dream, a stupid little fantasy.

For all I know, Mel’s thinking about fucking me right now. And why wouldn’t she? I’m still hot! I take care of myself. My breasts are huge, and my ass is big because I work out not because I drown myself in wine and cake.

That’s right! I’ve earned the right to be a nineteen-year-old’s wet dream! I’ve literally worked my ass off to look this tempting. The least she could do is fuck it properly in her dreams.

Fuck my ass and make me cum! As long as it’s just a dream you’re allowed to do it, and so can I. Besides, it’s much easier to sleep after cumming.

That’s right! I’m only masturbating like this so that I can finally get the proper deep sleep I need and end all this daydreaming nonsense.

The life of a lonely single mother is hard enough as it is. What we do when we’re alone and our body demands what it needs is none of anyone’s business! If we can’t get fucked just the way we want even in our fantasies, then what is even the point of living?

It is our hard-earned right to use what few free minutes we have from our responsibilities to indulge ourselves and forget our worries just for that briefest of moments. Are a few minutes of pleasure too much to ask?

Is it our fault that our brain forgets all troubles while we masturbate? No! It’s by design! If we couldn’t reset our brains by masturbating until we cum like silly sluts, we’d go insane!

So stop judging me! I’m not masturbating because I want to be fucked by some bratty nineteen-year-old who thinks she owns the world just because she has a big cock. I’m doing this to relax. Relax and sleep.

So, before I fall asleep, fuck me like a slut and make me cum!

“00:51”

Just a few more minutes! A few sweet minutes of deserved pleasure. I thrust my dildo deeper into my pussy while I fingered my ass. I needed it in my ass. I needed her in my ass. That stupid big cock.

Don’t think I need you just because you have a big cock! I just need your cock. I’m just using your cock to reset my brain.

“OOaahn!” I moaned when I finally started pushing my dildo in my ass. Sticky and lubed with my pussy juices, I could not resist it any longer.

It’s been a while. And I just happened to grab the biggest dildo I had without thinking. Not as big as Beth’s cock—it would’ve been an insult to Beth to even think about replacing her with a dildo. But just big enough to honor her memory by cumming hard from anal.

Cumming hard… I just had to get it inside first. But I didn’t want to rush either. The slow, consistent pushing pressure on the straining entrance was, in some ways, the best part. Imagining all that would follow while I struggled to even get the tip in.

I couldn’t even get the tip in, but in a few minutes, I’d have that same tip stirring up my insides, pounding me back and forth like the horny anal slut that I was. I made sure to stretch out the sweet pre-insertion moment for as long as possible while I concentrated all my thoughts on the stretching of my needy hole.

My girldick was rock hard without even touching it. Playing with my ass and pussy was all it took to end up staring at a hard dick once again while I imagined a much bigger dick stirring me up. As long as it was a dream, it was completely fine to imagine getting fucked in the ass by my daughter’s hung girlfriend.

She better be thinking about my ass right now! She better be stroking her giant cock, imagining how much better it would feel if it was inside me! How much better she’d feel squeezing my soft tits while she moaned in my ear and fucked me raw from behind!

I know she’s thinking about me too. From the moment she saw me, she wanted to fuck me. Why else she’d leave the bathroom door unlocked and stand there with her dick out unless it was in the hopes that I’d come inside and suck her off?

Why else would she touch my dick while walking past me if not to make sure that I was as hard as she was while we both thought about each other’s cocks and how they made us salivate?

Even though that stupid text message was just a prank, it was only the prank because Mel’s big balls turned out to be up too small to send that message for real. If her balls were truly as big as Beth’s, she’d come here right now and fuck me stupid like she promised!

What kind of a little pussy bitch promises a woman to fuck her and then doesn’t even show up? Where the fuck are you!?

“Hm, I did tell you not to cum,” I suddenly heard a voice and dropped my dildo. “Though I guess I didn’t specify the ‘no touching part’.”




Chapter 6

“Hm, I did tell you not to cum,” I suddenly heard a voice and dropped my dildo. “Though I guess I didn’t specify the ‘no touching part’.”

“Ah…” I gasped when I saw Mel in front of me, standing on the edge of the bed and smirking at my pathetic self. But I barely even glanced at her face.

My eyes instantly fell to the prominent contour of her hard cock which was shamelessly visible even through her baggy pants. I tried to take my eyes off it, but only ended up staring at Mel’s youthful perky breasts which pressed hard against her thin pink shirt. I saw for the first time that her nipples were pierced.

How did I not notice earlier? But she always wore some sweater or hoodie on as if she was freezing even though we were in the middle of summer. Hiding her assets? Hiding who she is on the inside? Not a sweet young girl—an animal who looks at her girlfriend’s mother like a piece of meat to be pounded.

“You want your ass fucked that badly?” Mel asked and slid her hand across her prominent bulge, demonstrating the thick girth I’d have to contend with if I said “yes”.

That’s right, a dream, I told myself. How else would she be here? How else would she be able to read my indecent thoughts so perfectly unless she too was in my mind? But while we’re both in my mind… I flipped over on the bed and raised my needy ass into the air.

“As if that was even a question!” Mel laughed, reading my thoughts completely, confirming for me that this was only a dream.

Am I this perverted? I asked myself and bit my nail. Even though it was a dream, I presented myself so fully, so openly, without a second thought. I deserve this! I thought, hiding my face in the wet bedsheets, barely holding back from shaking my hips. I deserve to be fucked in the ass for this. This is my punishment!

“Oahn!” I moaned loudly when Mel slapped my big ass. The sound of the wet slap reverberated through the room. I realized how wet I truly was as my sweat and juices had drenched my sheets and my entire body was now wet with sweat.

But there was no end to my shame as I trembled again.

“What a cute little thing,” Mel said as she slid her finger across my hard, hanging dick.

“It’s not that small!” I wanted to say but only ended up biting into my nail harder. Just a single finger from my dream invader already gave me so much pleasure.

My dick wasn’t small, but compared to Beth’s, compared to Mel’s… They dwarfed me with their size. And I needed them inside me.

“Last night I wasn’t paying much attention to it,” Mel continued, practically tickling my dick, teasing it, tormenting it, ridiculing it, “but despite its size, it covered my pants in semen. I had to be creative for us to remain unnoticed. I’ll have you repay for causing me trouble.”

She slapped my ass again to another slutty moan from me, and a mere moment later I felt her thumb push against my prepped anus. I pushed back and her whole thumb filled me up instantly.

“Ohhh,” I trembled on the verge of cumming just from the excitement of having Mel be the one fingering my ass.

“Oh? Slipped in so easily?” she asked and started exploring inside.

Of course it did! I was moments away from filling it with my dildo. My dick ached to be touched, to be stroked, to be milked. Instead, a shiver ran across my body when I felt a familiar shape slide across my pussy lips. Mel played with my pussy using my own sticky dildo while her thumb kept assaulting me.

“More!” I finally begged and pushed my hips toward her. I wanted that dildo inside; I wanted her thumb as deep as it could get.

“Hah!” Mel laughed as she thrust her thumb and my dildo into me in unison, angling them inward to meet within me.

I moaned. But we both knew it wasn’t nearly enough. I shook my hips shamelessly, getting the most out of what little I could get. She just let me degrade myself. But even that wasn’t enough, and I reached toward my aching dick.

“No!” Mel slapped my hand away, leaving the dildo in my pussy.

“B-But…” I whimpered pleadingly just before she yanked me up by my hair suddenly and roughly.

Mel arched my back hard to lift me closer, not wanting to lower herself to my level. She turned her thumb and pulled up with it still inside me, as if she intended to lift me off the bed completely, using only my hair and my ass.

And I believed that she could do it. I wanted her to do it. But she just kept me in place, my arms hanging at my sides, unable to do anything in her control. I felt her close: her hot breath at my nape, at my ear, her lips seemingly just a hair’s width away from my skin.

She teased me like this in silence, making me wait, making me wet, listening to my heart pounding in anticipation. At that moment, I would’ve done anything to get fucked. I was already hers.

But Mel suddenly pulled her thumb out of my ass and said, “If you dare to touch your dick again without my permission, I will leave you like this to play with your toys.”

“No!” I cried out instantly. Not a hint of shame. I already had resigned myself to her dick. I could not survive this night without getting fucked by it.

“Hmph!” she scoffed and let go of my hair, letting me fall back down beneath her, where I belonged.

The force of the impact finally caused the dildo to completely slip out of my overflowing pussy. And now, I no longer had even that to fill me.

“What a loose pussy,” she laughed, but did nothing to fill the void within me.

Punished again. This time for my impatience. Instead of just lying there and basking in the joy of being toyed with by a dominant futa as I should have, I had to get greedy and lose it all. Beth had taught me better, but after so many years I had forgotten so many of her invaluable lessons.

“P-Please!” I whimpered, unable to bear the emptiness.

“Hm? You said something?” she asked, then slapped my ass and added, “Speak up!”

“Please make me full again!” I begged out loud as I squirmed in place. I rubbed my thighs against one another, trying to stimulate myself at least a little. I hoped to entice the futa to use her mighty cock on me.

“I could…” she said and suddenly I felt something hot and heavy land on my big ass.

“Ahh!! YESS!” I cried out. Mel’s cock! That big hot cock was on my ass! Just stick it in already!!

I moved my ass back and forth until I aligned it so that Mel’s cock slid between my big cheeks. My ass started shaking all on its own, desperately begging that hard cock to fuck it.

If I carefully slide up and down, maybe the tip will get caught? I started to move my hips with deliberate intent. But just as I felt Mel’s fat mushroom near my puckered star, Mel withdrew my desired prize.

The more I tried to follow the mushroom, the more it withdrew, until I could follow no more—my legs went as far back as they could. I remained like that on all fours: desperate and presented for cock, yet receiving none as punishment for my earlier foolishness.

“You really want it, huh?” Mel stated the obvious as if it was still a question. “But are you sure it will fit?”

“Yes, it will! It will!” I shook my ass, searching for the cock to prove the truth we both already knew.

“Show me,” she commanded. And I obeyed.

My hand instantly went in search of the dildo, only to be pinned in place by Mel’s foot.

“Only fingers!” she instructed and let go of my hand. “And be thankful for not getting punished further.”

“Thank you!” I thanked Mel for her mercy without hesitation while my hands slid across my thighs.

I already knew it had to be fingers. My many naughty fingers for my naughty ass. But I got greedy again and hoped that this inexperienced futa would not notice how I used the dildo as “proof” while fucking my needy hole as hard and deep as I could. I should have known better.

She doesn’t miss anything. That was the thought that saved me from further trouble when I stopped my fingers at the very last second from touching my drenched pussy.

“L-Lube,” my voice trembled like my fingers while I tried to justify potentially touching myself.

“You have plenty on your thighs and ass.”

She was right of course. My fingers slid upward toward their assigned objective, pretending as if they did not want to dive into my pussy up to the knuckles. She was waiting for my slip-up! If I had touched my pussy who knew what other forms of denial awaited me.

Even without looking, I could see Melso clearly: arms crossed beneath her pierced tits, hard cock at the ready, watching me intently. But I was a quick study.

Using the pussy juice that I collected along my thighs, I pushed one finger into my ass, then quickly brought another from my other hand and started to push that one too.

“Mm,” I moaned. Mel was kind to me. She allowed me this pleasure at least. After her thumb stirred me up, two of my thin fingers were nothing. I just had to not get carried away despite my need for more!

Just don’t start fucking yourself! I had to remind myself every second while I pushed in the third finger.

“Ohh!” another deep breath escaped me. Every additional finger brought me closer to the girth I needed. The fourth finger did not go as easily. My thighs moved again as the pressure of my fingers stirred a fire within me.

My sphincter resisted the fourth finger… But, steadily, the tip went in…

“Ahn!” I moaned when I suddenly drove my fourth finger inside.

Fifth! I need the fifth! Two more fingers pressed to join the others. That made it more difficult, but I was lost. The fifth went in. The sixth followed shortly.

“Ohhhhh!” I trembled as I abused my back door. The more I stretched myself the more I wanted to be stretched and filled further. The stretching demanded the filling.

“You see? You see?” I moaned as I started to slowly pull in opposite directions, demonstrating just how much my ass could stretch. My fingers were simply too short to satiate me. I needed it. I needed it so bad.

“Yes, I can,” Mel said and grabbed my hands, securing them in place and pressing them into my big fat ass.

“Ahn!” I moaned and surrendered to her powerful grip. Could this be it? Will I finally be full again?

“Ohn!” I trembled again when an unmistakable shape caressed my wet pussy. The cock never entered. Mel just rubbed it all over my wetness and lubed herself up for the main event.

But even while Mel lubed her cock I kept stimulating my ass with my fingers. Though my hands were locked in place, it didn’t stop me from playing with myself. She kept my fingers trapped in my ass. I had no choice but to keep moving them about, to prepare my ass for its true master.

I wanted to push against her cock. Even though I would get punished, it was an unbearable torture to have that cock literally sliding up and down my pussy lips. I knew if I pushed into it, I’d cum instantly. Both with my pussy and with my dick. A double orgasm from a single thrust. My cock ached for it. My pussy trembled for it. My mind melted just imagining it.

Unable to think any longer, my hips tried to move, but I turned out to be far too weak to reach the cock that was right there. Mel had a much greater strength than I could ever imagine. And with just her hands on my ass, she ruled my body, steering me to her whims with my ass. If she told me to bark, I would.

The second that her cock left my pussy, I felt cold again. Even though her cock barely touched my pussy, it had already claimed me. I had fingered my ass while her cock played with my pussy. There was no going back from this.

And there was no need to go back. Having come this far it would have been a complete waste to not get fucked silly. And it was at that moment that I felt the cock of my dreams push against the knuckles of my fingers. Yes!! This is it!! … Wait…

I realized that, although Mel was indeed steadily pushing into me with the object of my desires, she was pushing into my fingers while they were still inside my asshole.

“Ahh!!” I cried, going insane. She wasn’t pushing into my ass; she was pushing into my fingers. I wanted her to fuck my ass, not my fingers! I almost told her to stop. But I didn’t want it to stop. Not now. Not after so long.

Could it be done? Something like this never even crossed my mind. But there’s no way it will fit! Will it? But there was also no way for me to remove my hands as she still held them in place. She planned this from the start?

“My ass isn’t that loose!” I whimpered while the tip of her mushroom squeezed between my knuckles.

“Oh, I believe you,” she answered and pushed in a little harder.

“OOaahn!!!” all air escaped my lungs when my ass gave way a little and the tip of her cock slipped between my fingers.

She really did it! She’ll fuck me. She’s really going to fuck my ass through my fingers! I breathed heavily, coming to terms with the reality that this young futa knew me better than I did. Was it any wonder that I surrendered to her so easily?

I still hadn’t recovered when Mel pulled out of my fingers only to push in again. The tip of her cock went a little deeper. I moaned a lot louder.

It wasn’t even the full tip. But the way she stretched me… I could not bear the pressure within my dick. I wanted to stroke it. If someone would so much as touch it, I’d start cumming.

But the only stimulation my dick got was the hot streams of pussy juice that flowed down on my balls and along my shaft. And even that was almost enough to make me cum. Almost.

Mel was torturing me, and she knew it. Another pull, another push, my dick trembled. I was certain that at least a drop of precum already escaped it. I wanted to lick it up. I never craved to lick cum more than in that moment. But I was not allowed to do even that.

Another pull, another push, another twitch. Mel started milking me, and I just moaned into my bed sheets. Not an orgasm, but so close. So agonizingly close to the real thing. Each droplet of cum that escaped my cock gave me a glimpse of ecstasy.

My tongue rolled out of my mouth as I imagined my open mouth beneath my own cock, catching the little white droplets of joy. As if I was dying of thirst in the desert with my dry tongue out, and Mel refused to give any more than a single drop at a time.

I wondered how long I could survive in a desert with nothing but cum to drink. How many cocks would I have to suck dry to satiate my thirst? Oh, God, she’s driving me insane!

Mel didn’t even have to stick her cock into my ass for me to go mad! Not even the full tip of her cock inside me; she didn’t even fuck my ass! She just fucked my fingers, and I already started leaking!

What chance did I have if she ever fucked me for real? Could I even survive? I was terrified that if Mel did indeed start fucking me, I would be forever changed.

“Aren’t you getting carried away a little?” Mel finally asked. A sudden shock rocked my body when she touched the tip of my cock. The next thing I knew, she pulled me back up and drove two fingers into my mouth.

“Ohhmff!” I moaned like a slut, instantly recognizing the taste of cum. I licked and sucked Mel’s fingers, moaning like a whore while pain mixed with pleasure under the ever-increasing pressure from her cock.

“You’re not loose at all, is that it?” she taunted me while my ass gave in to her cock. She pushed my fingers apart, sinking them into my ass with such force that I feared the shape of my own lewd fingers would forever be imprinted into my anus. My literal fingerprints as proof of my degeneracy.

But all I could do was moan and melt from her heat. My fingers melting into my ass, my ass melting and reshaping around my fingers and her cock, my soul melting, leaking through my throbbing cock. And Mel was kind enough to collect a few more drops of cum and let me lick them off her fingers.

“Aaaahn~~” I waited for my precious cum with my tongue out. My hands bound to my ass, I was completely at her mercy. I sucked her fingers clean, remembering how sweetly her cock ravaged my mouth and throat.

The delightful memory of my throat getting savagely stretched out was made all the more real by the similar feeling in my ass. The pressure spread. Mel slowly filled me. She replaced the cold emptiness with her hot cock. My own dick throbbed unbearably as I was on the brink of an eruption.

“I need it,” I moaned. “Please!” I begged.

“Have we made it clear then?” Mel asked and stretched my lips apart. “Is your asshole loose? Or not?”

“Hhhnaaah…” I gurgled with her fingers in my mouth and drooled.

“If you admit it, I’ll let you cum,” she said. She then took my mouth with both hands and stretched it wide just like my own fingers stretched wide my ass.

“I adhmit ith,” I confessed, trembling to cum.

“Say it!” she demanded.

“I have a loose asshole!!” I cried.

“And what does your loose asshole need?”

“Your cock! It needs your big fat cock to fill it up! Please fill me up! Please make me cum! Please, please, please, please, plhEEeeee—!!”

Mel’s cock suddenly pushed deep inside me and my mind snapped. A surge of pain and bliss mixed into a tornado that ravaged my body. My swollen cock gave in instantly, and I started convulsing from the maddening pleasure.

I shot cum over and over, and over again—ten ropes of cum, hundreds of ropes, though I was not capable of counting past “one”. All I could do was moan with my tongue out of my stretched mouth and shake my hips as Mel’s cock finally moved through my ass.

“Ghuueeehh~~” I saw double. Cumming, moaning, and shaking, I lost all sense of where I was or what I was doing. I just didn’t want to stop, and my body obeyed that singular wish as it moved toward the cock that felt better than any drug ever could. I could not even tell if Mel was fucking me, or I was fucking myself. I just kept rocking my hips on instinct.

Each time Mel’s cock hit a new depth within me sent another spike of pleasure directly into my brain. I was addicted. Soon I found a rhythm that made me giggle and started shaking my ass with abandon, basking in an orgasm that seemed to last for an eternity.

“What a mess you made, my loose little slut,” Mel whispered in my ear as she licked it all over.

‘Little’? I’m more than twice your age! But another wave of pleasure made me forget all that. She was right. I was a hopeless little slut under the assault of her giant cock.

But even though I was nothing but a slut, even though she fucked my ass, the way she gently played with my upper body gave me a warm fuzzy feeling I never thought I’d feel again.

Mel let go of my mouth and turned my head. We locked our lips instantly and our wet tongues entwined. She played with my tits, squeezed them; pinched my nipples, twisted them. More pain and pleasure. Then she moved away from my lips and kissed my neck all over while playing with both my nipples.

“Ahhn~” the two separate worlds of being fucked like an animal and being made love to merged into one.

I swore I would never feel this way again. I couldn’t even imagine it. But… I wanted to kiss Mel again. Her lips moved from my neck to my shoulders. Such soft kisses. I almost forgot the thick cock that was deep in my ass. Forgot? Or got used to it?

I could get used to this, I thought, and could’ve sworn I purred like a kitty.

“What a lovely new toy I found,” Mel whispered when she returned to my ear.

“L-Lovely?” My heart skipped a beat. “B-But I’m...” Even though my ass is loose? Even though I’m addicted to giant futa cocks? “Even though I’m a deplorable mother who—”

“I love you, silly,” she whispered softly, and I came again.

Love!?

I had given up on that long ago. After Beth died my soul slowly withered. She was irreplaceable. So many years without the love I truly needed. An emptiness that could not be refilled no matter how much I tried. But Mel filled that emptiness in an instant.

Love! I turned my head and devoured Mel’s mouth. Mel didn’t just fuck me like a whore. She loved me too! I felt it in her lips, I felt it in her touch. Our connection. Our love.

I knew it! From the moment we looked into each other’s eyes I knew there was something there. I wasn’t mad! And she saw it too. She felt it too. Love!! I was lost in Mel’s hot mouth. We mixed our fluids, and I felt our souls mix too.

Love! I got high on love as much as I got high on her cock. I deserved love too. Even pathetic sluts like me deserved love.

“Mfmhh!?” My eyes snapped wide open when the cock that filled my ass suddenly pulled out.

She pulled out? Why? With no cock to keep them in place, my fingers fell out of my gaped asshole and my arms hung at my sides powerlessly. As if I was an electric device that got unplugged, I suddenly could not move a muscle.

Held upright only by Mel, I wondered how I could have possibly offended her. But then I felt her cock at my pussy lips, and it all made sense. We were in love! What other possible way was there to consummate true love if not with a passionate, filling creampie?

Her cock had yet to part my pussy lips, but the connection was established, and I was plugged in once more. My kisses were reinvigorated with twice the passion. I wanted to repay Mel for all she had done for me. For all that she had yet to do for me… That was when Mel pulled my face away from her lips.

I saw it in her eyes, in her smile. Fucking me silly was payment enough.

“Look at the mess you made,” Mel said and pointed my face down.

I returned to reality for the first time since Mel appeared in my room. Both of us on our knees, Mel behind me, ready to fuck me raw once more—I focused my eyes, and my face lit up from both embarrassment and shock.

Cum! So much cum that it all couldn’t seep into the sheets. And my cock was still so hard despite all the cum that Mel milked out of me.

“Why don’t we clean up a little?” Mel asked, and I gasped when she suddenly lifted me up.

How strong is she!? I wondered in those few brief moments of flight in her arms. But only birds belonged in the sky. Both Mel and I knew where shameless cumsluts belonged.

My flight ended as suddenly as it started, but in a position much more suited for me—with my hot face pressed into the very mess that I myself made.

“Pwuah,” I gasped upon impact and felt my lips stick to the drenched sheets that overflowed with my salty nectar. I could not breathe through my nose. The smell of fresh cum made my brain tingle, but there was no space in my nostrils left for air. I had to open my mouth wider to gasp for air, and Mel kindly helped me with that.

She lifted my ass higher, arching my back in ways I never did no matter how many nights I had spent dildoing my holes. And just as I felt the urge to breathe, she thrust her cock inside me.

“UOoaahh!!” I cried with my heart out as Mel filled my soul with her cock. Out of my ass and straight into my pussy—exactly what I needed when I had my face pressed into the puddle of my own cum.

“Hah, just look at those reactions!” Mel said, grabbing my hips tighter. “There is no way that cheap toy could ever truly satisfy you.”

It wasn’t cheap. But she was right. I could never return to dildos after tonight.

Mel rocked her hips slowly, to start with, but even at such speed her giant cock fucked the air right out of me. I gaspedto fill them back up and cum poured into my mouth. Air and cum—a double dose of exactly what I needed—I fervently swallowed them both, moaning for more.

“I’m surprised your pussy isn’t completely loose too,” Mel taunted me again as she explored the depths of my pussy.

She knew me so well—these degrading comments while I had my ass high in the air—she knew I needed this form of love too. That was how I knew we were truly connected.

“Or maybe it just pays off to have such a big cock,” she said and made an upward thrust that made me feel every inch of her narcissistic, but truthful statement.

“Hey!” Mel slapped me across my fucked ass. “You love my big cock?”

“I love it!” I moaned and felt more cum pour in my mouth.

“Hmmm, let’s see,” she said, pulled out a little, and then thrust back in at an angle. Then she circled her hips, pulled out a little, thrust in…

“Ooohhhn,” I moaned and formed bubbles of cum around my lips. Mel exchanged strength and speed for technique.

She circled her cock inside me, fucking me from every angle: clockwise, then counterclockwise, up and down. She kept exploring me and used my moans as a guide until she homed in on a certain spot that made me see stars.

“Ooh, yes!” I moaned louder and louder as Mel attacked that sweet spot with increasing precision. A spot so small that it seemed that a thrust even a hair’s width away would miss it, but Mel hit it every time, making me feel better every time until I felt my soul fly up once again.

“Yess! Like that! Keep going!” I cried as pleasure kept building up and turning into that familiar pressure, aching for release.

“Do you love my cock now?” Mel asked.

“I love it! I love it so much!” I wept as my cock and pussy trembled. “Keep fucking me with your cock! Keep fucking me just like that!”

This is what I truly wanted when I let her fuck my throat. This was my real self. I lived for this. Was I even alive all these years without a cock inside me?

“I’m gonna cum inside you,” she told me as if it was a threat, as if I didn’t want to be creampied by her vigorous nineteen-year-old cock. Her cock swelled just like mine did, making her thrusts into my sweet spot even better.

“Yes!! Cum inside me as I cum!” I cried approaching ecstasy once more. I felt Mel’s cock throb within me, mine followed suit. Two raw cocks with balls full of cum, aching to be unleashed. My pussy tingled in ways I hadn’t felt since—

“Ooahn!!?!?” I suddenly gasped with wide-open eyes when a sudden attack subdued me completely.

Despite my eyes being wide open, I could not see what was in front of me. And yet, I so clearly saw every little detail of Mel’s assault with my mind’s eye.

Continuing her expert thrusts, Mel started rubbing out my pussy right at my clit, where my dick and balls connected to my pussy. It made my hips shake and I started cumming as something broke in me once more.

I remembered this tingle from the time I made myself squirt a couple of years back. But this intensity was like nothing else before it. Stimulated from outside and inside, my ass still so wonderfully sore from the brutal anal, my soul full of love and my pussy full of big raw cock, I cried as I squirted from my pussy and came from my dick at the same time.

As I gushed more lewd liquids all over the bed, I felt Mel fill me with her hot stuff. She thrust her pulsating cock deep into me and let it fill my pussy with her love to overflowing.

Mel still pumped me full of her cum when she came down to my ear and whispered, “You’re mine, love.”

I couldn’t even answer as I kept shaking and trembling, rocked by my orgasms, though her words certainly changed the pitch of my voice.

Even after my body started calming down, even after my insanity subsided, even after I was left empty once again, Mel’s words kept me warm as I lay in my wet mess, basking in the sweet orgasmic afterglows until I passed out.




Chapter 7

By the time I woke up the next day it was already past noon. My skin felt weird, but my mind had never been clearer. When was the last time I slept so well? I wondered as I stretched.

*Ping*

“Ah?” I jumped to my phone.

“1AM. See you tonight, love.” I heard Mel’s raspy voice as I read the message over and over.

“See you! Love you too!” I wrote back and hit “send”.

“Ahhh,” I pressed the phone to my chest and enjoyed the warm fuzzy feeling that spread through me once more.

Five more nights, I counted. That was how long I had. I just had to wait.

“13:20”

I got to cleaning straight away. I had plenty of time. As I worked, I kept those magical words she whispered to me over and over again. I wanted to relive last night already.

“15:50”

Even after a bath, there was only so much time I could kill cleaning one little bedroom. I was full of energy. I needed to let it out.  I couldn’t just sit there counting seconds. But neither did I want to leave my room. My sanctuary. I knew what awaited me outside. And I wanted none of it. What I wanted, what I needed, waited for me at night.

I got dressed, grabbed my phone, and keys, and went out without saying a word to anyone. I called in sick yesterday, but nothing stopped me from coming back to work early. Even if it was for a couple of hours. Work helped me last time to not think. And I counted on it again. The one thing I did not want was to spend even a second with them.

And that was my solution: throwing myself at work during the day, and reliving my love at night. Each night—as passionate as the last, each day—as unremarkable as the one before.

Before I knew it, a whole week flew by. I couldn’t even remember if I exchanged more than a few words with either Emma or Mel during those days.

I let them spend their time together as they saw fit and just stayed out of their way. All I wanted was for them to stay out of my way in return. Out of my nights. Out of my sanctuary where I came alive. Where our love was protected from the outside world.

I wanted nothing to do with Mel of the Day. But Mel of the Night, Mel of My Dreams—that Mel was mine and mine alone. And I was hers. Hers to do with me as she pleased.

We exchanged words of love, moans of ecstasy, we knew pleasures that only two futa girls could know. Those nights belonged just to us, the best nights of my life—locked away in my private world, a different reality, far removed from the lonely, painful world. If I had those nights, I was content. That was all I asked.

I’m allowed this much, aren’t I? I asked the world while on my knees, looking up into Mel’s deep, purple eyes. I basked in the starlight of her eyes. She smiled down at me and I smiled back while I stroked and kissed her big hard cock, my mouth salivating to drink my nightly dose of cum.




Chapter 8

Final night, eh? I thought as I got ready for work again. A little later than usual, as last night we really got carried away. I couldn’t help but smile when I remembered Mel’s hands and mouth all over me.

… I shook my head, deciding to just enjoy our final night here without worry.

Keys, Keys… There they are! I wanted to leave before—

A knock on my door froze me in place. Mel? Already?

“Mom, we need to talk.”

… Why? Just go away. I need to get to work to get through the day. You go have fun. I won’t bother you, so don’t bother me.

“I don’t have a lot of time right now.” I finally said. “Can it wait until—?”

The door opened anyway, breaking the seal on my sanctuary as Emma walked in.

Who told you could come in!? I almost shouted. This is my sanctuary! Emma didn’t even dare raise her head, hiding her face because she knew she had done something bad.

“Emma, let’s talk tomorrow, alright? I know I’ve been working a lot. You’ve been busy too, right? Shouldn’t you be spending time with Mel—?”

“She left early,” Emma said in a flat voice, still hiding her face in the shadows behind her long hair.

“... She… What?”

“She left.”

“Why?” I asked, feeling a cold, sinking terror.

“Why?” Emma’s voice trembled. “Why??”

Her entire body trembled. Why did she clench her fists? She took a deep breath, planted her feet, and…

“Stop having futa sex with my girlfriend!!! It’s weird Mom!” she screamed, tears pouring across her face.

“…”

No. No, no, no. I.. What… No, it’s…

“W-What are you talking about?” I asked.

“Don’t make me repeat it! How could you!? Who does that!?”

“I… I did no such thing!! Why would you even think that? Did she tell you something? That girl is no good! She makes up stories like that and then just leaves?”

“You didn’t sleep with Mel?”

“Of course not!”

“You didn’t tell her that you love her?”

“Of course not!”

“But I saw your messages on her phone!” Emma screamed through tears.

“No! It has to be some kind of a mistake… I…” I choked on my own words.

I’m not… I didn’t want to… I didn’t do anything wrong... I didn’t… I wouldn’t…

“Don’t you have an open relationship?” I asked.

“W-WHAT!?” Emma exclaimed.

Oh… I wanted to just fall through the floor and vanish without a trace. What open relationship? Why would I even—

“She lied!” I cried out loud.

“She lied about us being in an open relationship, so you fucked my girlfriend?” Emma asked.

Why are you looking at me like that? That disgusted look. Are you looking down on me? Are you judging me? How dare you! All those lonely years, taking care of you, work at work, work at home.

“Do you have any idea what it was like!?” I screamed and instantly covered my mouth. What am I saying? What business is it of hers? Those are my problems.

No… You will listen to your mother! I’m more than twice your age! You do not get to tell me how to live my life! I’ve sacrificed so much. My bed’s been cold for so many years. I deserve to be happy too!

“Do you have any idea what it’s like when your mother steals your girlfriend?”

If your girlfriend prefers me over you, that just means she doesn’t love you. She loves me!

“You deserve better! If it wasn’t for me, she would have cheated on you with somebody else. She probably already cheated on you countless times. I’m saving you from a horrible relationship!”

“Y-You’re saving me?”

“What’s with that look? You should be thanking me! Better you find out now what a cheating slut she was than later!”

“Thank…?” Emma took a step back, flabbergasted.

“Now, we’re going to take a deep breath, sit down, and discuss how to move forward past this unfortunate misunderstanding.”

“S-Sure,” Emma weakly said and wiped the tears from her swelling eyes. “Could you give me a couple of minutes?”

“Of course,” I said, finally getting myself under control. Emma ran off and I dropped powerlessly into the nearest chair as if I was only able to stand up to that point by my sheer determination.

It’s going to be fine, I told myself as I bit my nail. It’s fine. Just a misunderstanding. A bad misunderstanding. But we’ve had bad arguments before. It will blow over. They were a bad match anyway. That girl has a horrible personality. Better they break up now. One day, Emma will see that I did her a favor…

I’ll need to talk to Mel. How did Emma find out? The messages. But I wouldn’t have thought Mel to be the type to be careless with her phone.

“I’ll pick up the rest after I find a place,” Emma said as I saw her walk by my door with a backpack.

“You… Eh?” I couldn’t even process what I heard or saw.

“I’ll be staying at a friend's house for a couple of weeks,” she clarified. “I’ve already talked to her earlier. Her parents agreed. I just… I couldn’t even imagine you’d say something like that.”

“YOU CAN’T!!” I jumped up.

“No, you can’t do what you did!!” Emma matched my volume. “Not even an apology!? Not even—No, I’m not doing this!”

And she just walked off.

“Come back here at once!!” I ran after Emma and grabbed her arm.

“Let go!” she screamed. “You’re hurting me!”

“Ah!?” I let go. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Get help!” She said straight to my face.

I watched myself stand there while my daughter walked out of our house and slammed the door behind her.

I heard the slam again and again, and again, until finally I processed that she left. The last thing I did was hurt her and she left. My legs gave out and I fell. It was only thanks to the cushion of the mattress that I didn’t bang my head.

My daughter left… How could I let this happen? How could I… Friend? What friend? She didn’t even tell me. On purpose! She hates me? She’s afraid of me? But I didn’t mean to—

Mel! I felt a spark of life within me. If I explain everything to her, we can still sort this all out together! We can figure something out. I grabbed my phone and pressed on her number.

“Talk to me.”

“Mel! It’s Olivia! We had a really bad fight! Emma stormed out. Is she coming to stay with you? I made a mistake… I… Mel? Mel?”

No response. Silence. Voicemail? I ended the call and called again. One ring.

“Talk to me.”

Already? “Mel! Call me back right now! It’s urgent!”

Why did it go to voicemail? Text!

“… Eh?”

A cold, sinking feeling slowly but steadily consumed me while I sent one message after another, typing with one hand while gnawing at my fingers. No notifications? Nothing? I’ll just call again.

“Talk to me.”

Wrong number? No, it’s her voice. But why would it go to voicemail? Her phone died? Now of all times!? She couldn’t have blocked me. She couldn’t… She wouldn’t!

I ran to my nightstand and grabbed my other phone. With trembling hands, I entered every digit slowly, making sure I made no mistake.

It rang.

“Yes?”

“Mel! It’s Olivia! We had—”

A sudden click was followed by an insufferable beeping.

She dropped it? By accident!

I called again. It rang.

“Talk to me.”

“Ah…” Both phones fell out of my cold hands.

Voicemail. She really just hung up on me and blocked me. Why would she do something like that?

We connected. We saw something in each other. The way she kissed my cheek after she sent me to heaven… We fucked like wild bunnies just last night! She told me that she loved me!!

… It’s fine. It’s fine. If I just explain myself properly. I’ll write her a message on—she doesn’t use social media! ... Why the fuck not!?

“You can’t do this to me!!”

After everything?

“I love you!”

“Fuck you!” I cursed the voice of that venomous snake. “Ahn?”

I looked toward the source of the sudden burning pain and was shocked to see that I had ruined three of my fingernails on my left hand. Did I really do that? When? The nail on my thumb was broken and blood already seeped through the cracks.

“Mm,” I put it in my mouth to try to ease the pain, doing everything in my power to stop tears from pouring.

“Stop chewing them!” Beth yanked my hand away from my mouth. “That’s your worst habit!”

“I’m sorry!” I cried out only to realize that Beth was already gone.

“Wait, come back!” my voice trembled, but Beth did not return. The momentary vision was gone. My eyes got blurry from tears.

“I’m sorry for chewing them!” I cried, trying to recall Beth’s dissatisfied expression. She would chastise me when I misbehaved, but then she’d hold me tightly, and I’d melt in her arms. I needed that so much!

But Beth did not come back to hug me. I couldn’t even focus on her face. Her features mixed with Mel’s. The haughty attitude that contorted her features unpleasantly. And that belittling smirk that ruined Beth’s face. Mel laughed at me again.

“STOP IT!!” I threw my phone through Mel’s face to make her stop ruining my memory of Beth.

No one was there, and the phone broke to pieces against the wall. Why was the sound of plastic pieces falling on the floor so painful?

“I’m sorry!” I cried. “I’m so sorry! Please come back!”

Beth refused to come back. She was gone. Mel was gone. My daughter was gone.
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[image: ]Gender Bender Futa Wish: Dommy Futa Summon

Over the years, Casey grew increasingly confused about his attractions and his desires. What started as an innocent interest in futanari hentai has led him down a path he can no longer turn from. But neither can he move forward. Futanaris do not exist. Neither can he become one. Stuck in turmoil between wishful fantasy and cruel reality, Casey's only hope lies within the pages of a magical tome containing taboo rituals.

Can Casey complete the shameful ritual required to summon the thick and hung magical futanari who could make his gender-bending wish come true? Perhaps he's just a little too into it and all too eager to give in and submit to his repressed desires.
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