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Naughty Excerpt from “Caught by the Futa Monster Girl”

“Come on,” I muttered and engulfed the stone futa-cock.

I sucked on the statue's dick, nursing on it. My lips sealed tight around it. My cheeks hollowed as I bobbed my head. I slurped and sucked on it. My drool ran down the marble cock thrusting out from the idol's sculpted pussy lips.

Echidna, the Mother of Futa Monster Girls, reared above me. Her breasts large and bountiful. Her features at once motherly and naughty. Sensual and comforting. Instead of legs, she had two serpent tails that spread across the dais she rested on in the temple in my mansion.

As I sucked, I focused on my clit sprouting. Growing. Becoming a futa-cock. I should be able to grow one. Supposedly, I was the descendant of a long line of futa monster girl tamers. Women who had their own clit-dicks and would subdue the sexy and dangerous creatures. My aunt was the last one, Margaret Titania Somerset. My father's sister was a legend, or so I'd learned.

I remembered her as the beautiful woman who'd sweep into my life as a child, spill some excitement into the dreary life I lived with my widowed mother, and then would jet out on her next adventure. She traveled the world, as I recently learned, to tame monster girls. To keep them hidden and quiet and stop them from going on rampages.

Now it was my duty, and I couldn't grow my futa-cock to save my life. I was supposed to kiss Echidna's cock and it would sprout. My blood would activate or something. But my clit throbbed. It ached. It felt like it could sprout, but it just didn't want to.

It was like it was pressed against an invisible barrier. It was so stupid. Nothing was on my clit. It just didn't want to grow. I groaned in frustration around the cock, sucking as hard as I could, hoping Echidna would awaken me this time.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Caught by the Futa Monster Girl

Molly Lewis – Monster Girl Tamer

“Come on,” I muttered and engulfed the stone futa-cock.

I sucked on the statue's dick, nursing on it. My lips sealed tight around it. My cheeks hollowed as I bobbed my head. I slurped and sucked on it. My drool ran down the marble cock thrusting out from the idol's sculpted pussy lips.

Echidna, the Mother of Futa Monster Girls, reared above me. Her breasts large and bountiful. Her features at once motherly and naughty. Sensual and comforting. Instead of legs, she had two serpent tails that spread across the dais she rested on in the temple in my mansion.

As I sucked, I focused on my clit sprouting. Growing. Becoming a futa-cock. I should be able to grow one. Supposedly, I was the descendant of a long line of futa monster girl tamers. Women who had their own clit-dicks and would subdue the sexy and dangerous creatures. My aunt was the last one, Margaret Titania Somerset. My father's sister was a legend, or so I'd learned.

I remembered her as the beautiful woman who'd sweep into my life as a child, spill some excitement into the dreary life I lived with my widowed mother, and then would jet out on her next adventure. She traveled the world, as I recently learned, to tame monster girls. To keep them hidden and quiet and stop them from going on rampages.

Now it was my duty, and I couldn't grow my futa-cock to save my life. I was supposed to kiss Echidna's cock and it would sprout. My blood would activate or something. But my clit throbbed. It ached. It felt like it could sprout, but it just didn't want to.

It was like it was pressed against an invisible barrier. It was so stupid. Nothing was on my clit. It just didn't want to grow. I groaned in frustration around the cock, sucking as hard as I could, hoping Echidna would awaken me this time.

I felt like the biggest idiot as I fellated a statue. I knelt on my hands and knees naked, my red hair swaying about my face as I bobbed. I could feel growing embarrassment, glad I was all alone. This wasn't working. I wasn't a futa.

I ripped my mouth off the stone dick and shouted, “Come on! I tamed Ziithia! That proves I'm part of the special bloodline! Why won't you give me a cock?”

The statue didn't answer. It just set there like a dumb piece of marble. That was all it was. Stone. Not alive. I was getting mad at something that didn't care. I bolted to my feet and screeched in frustration anyways.

For a week, I'd been living at Echidna Manor, my new home. The sprawling grounds designed to house all manner of monster girls and cater to their various needs. I had my aunt's vast fortune. I had no idea she had no idea she'd been a billionaire.

I was a billionaire.

It was all so surreal.

And I couldn't grow my futa-cock!

I whirled around and faced the rest of the temple. On the wall to my left were shelves full of strange artifacts to help me subdue monster girls. Nets and manacles and mirrors and elixirs, all made of strange and outlandish materials. Metals I'd never heard of, or rope braided from the hairs of this or that monster girl. To subdue Ziithia, a futa-lamia, I had to be covered in the pussy juices of a kraken.

Industrial strength lube has nothing on how slippery you get covered in a kraken monster girl's cunt cream.

The wall to my right held a map of the world made of jewels. They all glittered, sapphires for the waters and rubies marking cities. Purple amethysts for mountains and deep-green emeralds for forests. It was breathtaking. A vast mosaic of wealth that would light up if a monster girl was causing problems.

None were, thank god. I had to use a strap-on to subdue Ziithia. I got lucky with her.

I headed to the bronze doors to the temple and slipped out of them naked. I didn't mind going naked. There was only Ziithia and Ash, my futa-dragon maid. She had been here when I'd arrived and taught me all I knew.

Not that Ash knew much. She hardly knew my aunt before she died six months ago.

I headed to the main entrance hall of the mansion, intending to head up to my room and watch TV. I had my own apartment inside the mansion. I was planning on decorating it, making it more me when the rest of my stuff arrived from my college dorm.

Shouting echoed from upstairs.

I groaned. “Not again.”

I jogged up the grand staircase that led from the first floor to the third (skipping the second entirely) and reached a hallway. The paintings on the walls depicted various futa monster girls fucking women. Mermaids with big cocks double-fucked a woman, their hair waving beneath the water. A spidery monster girl, a human torso thrusting up from where the head should be, advanced on a naked maiden trapped in webbing. A dragon, not unlike Ash, with red wings and small breasts stalked a cutie bedecked in gold jewels.

I traveled down the hallway, the sounds of the shouting growing louder.

“...areful what you're doing!” Ash shouted, her voice full of petulant anger. “You can't keep playing those games.”

“It was jussssst fun,” hissed Ziithia. “You should have better balance, little Ashalia.” Ashalia was Ash's full name. “A futa-dragon should be able to withstand a little nudge.”

“Little? You wrapped your tail around my ankle and yanked me up into the air then dropped me! How is that losing my balance?”

“You fell,” Ziithia said, amusement in her voice.

I entered the room they were cleaning. It was a lounge with an antique cabinet holding a variety of cognacs and glass tumblers, a fireplace on one wall. Antique, if comfortable, chairs arranged facing it. The two monster girls were in the center.

They both wore similar uniforms. Slutty parodies of French maid outfits. My aunt, it seemed, had a fetish for them. She'd outfitted Ash in the low-cut and frilly garment and when I tamed Ziithia, Ash found a matching uniform for the lamia.

Of the two, Ash was the more human looking. Her large breasts heaved in her low-cut top while her dark-blue hair swayed about her angry face. The skirt ended at a mass of frilly petticoats, barely covering her rump. Bands of blue scales gleamed on her outer thighs and vanished into the white, thigh-high stockings she wore. What really made her stand out as not human, though, where her reptilian, gold eyes and the dainty pair of dragon wings thrusting from her back. They fluttered as she faced Ziithia.

She was definitely a monster girl. Sure, from the waist up, Ziithia was human. She had an unnatural shade of crimson hair and her eyes were a matching hue, slit like a snake's. Other than that, she had big breasts, fair skin, and a mischievous face. Her uniform hugged her torso and the skirt swayed over her rump.

Descending out of that skirt was her serpentine half. She had a long snake tail, twelve or so feet of coiled crimson with bands of yellow belly scales. She had a great deal of control over her tail. She could wrap you up and hold you tight and still move with it.

Or she could trip you.

“Did you really lift her up in the air and drop her, Ziithia?” I asked in a huff.

“She was being bratty, Mistressss,” the lamia said. She had a sibilant hiss when she spoke. A long, forked tongue flicked out into the air.

“I was being bratty?” Ash threw me a pleading look. Her wings fluttered. Even angry and frustrated, she had a cute and adorable face. “She kept thrusting her tail up beneath my skirt to rub at my pussy lips, Mistress Molly! I told her to stop repeatedly, but she kept doing it.”

“Would I do that?” Ziithia asked, giving me a faux-innocent look.

“Yes!” I said, glaring at her.

“I was just playing a joke.” She hefted her feather duster. I'm cleaning diligently. See?” She started swiping the duster over the mantle of the fireplace. The end of her serpentine tail twitched back and forth.

I glanced at Ash. “If she gives you any more problems, you can spank her.”

“Really?” Ash asked, her wings fluttering.

“Yes, just don't start yelling!” I was still so frustrated over not being able to grow my cock. “You two are adults.”

“Very adult,” purred Ziithia. “Want me to grow my futa-cocks and fuck you?”

I shuddered. Yes, she had cocks. Her clit turned into a Y-shaped dick. Two ends that were big and thick and felt amazing in me. She could fuck your pussy and asshole simultaneously, fuck your snatch and another woman's cunt at the same time, or she could even put them both in your twat or ass. I'd done all three of those plus sucked back and forth on them.

“Not now,” I said, too annoyed to be horny. “If you're going to stay here, Ziithia, you're going to clean the house and not be a brat.”

“I'm sorry, Mistressss,” the lamia said. She looked contrite, her hands clasped before her. She squirmed her hips, her large breasts bouncing in her maid uniform. “I was just having some fun. I went too far. I'm sorry.”

I didn't trust her one bit. I narrowed my gaze at her. “I mean it. I'm going to let Ash start spanking you. I tamed you. I will make you behave.”

“Yes, Mistressss.” Her slitted eyes grew hot. “You could spank me right now.”

“I think you'd like that too much.”

She grinned at me and winked a scarlet eye.

“I'll strap her if she gets out of line,” Ash said, giving me a bright smile.

My futa-dragon maid was trustworthy. Cute. Adorable. I think I loved her a lot. I mean, I sort of loved Ziithia—taming her sent all sorts of confusing emotions through me—but Ash was different. I hadn't tamed her. She came tame and ready to love me. Her open desire to please me was infectious.

How could I not fall in love with her?

I gave her a quick kiss on the lips and then headed to my room to relax and let my frustration die down. Only it didn't die down.

I opened the antique cabinet that hid the flat screen smart TV and browsed through Netflix for something to binge and watch. But nothing felt appealing, not even a comfort show like The Office or 30 Rock. I just kept scrolling through it, feeling so restless.

Why wouldn't my futa-cock grow? Was I a complete failure? Was there something wrong with me? If there was, how could I figure that out? Was there someone I could see? Like a futa-doctor or something? A futa-wizard? Where there wizards?

I turned off the TV and sighed. “Why can't you just grow into a dick?”

Like the statue, my clitoris did not respond.

I sighed and rolled out of bed. I headed downstairs. They were cleaning still and I heard no fighting, so that was something. From the entrance hall, I moved to the back of the house and the door that led to the grounds.

Calling the space behind the manor my “backyard” was an understatement. A vast lawn of grass encircled a large reflecting pool. On the right side at the lawns' end was a large aviary with perching trees for the bird-like monster girls. On the left lurked a large grove for arboreal futa monster girls like dryads and satyrs to live in.

There were small flower gardens dotting here and there. A gazebo. It stretched for miles, leading out to rolling hills. We were deep in the Connecticut countryside, a place that felt more like England than New England.

I pulled on a pair of shoes I left here and headed out naked.

There was something oddly freeing about walking around outside nude. I mean, once I got over the paranoia that someone would see me. After a few times, I had grown relaxed with it, idly walking by the pool with my tits jiggling before me, the sun warm on my back and shoulders, and the wind blowing around me.

It was relaxing. I let my thoughts wander. I needed to talk to Ash. Figure out someone we could speak with or a book to read or something to solve my clit problem. Maybe a doctor? Was I suffering from futa erectile dysfunction? Did I need to take some Viagra maybe?

I found myself entering the grove. Paths snaked through the stately pines and hemlocks that grew tall around me. It was picturesque and cool. The world smelled so fresh and natural. That wonderful scent of evergreens and rich dirt.

I rounded a large tree when a gleam of sunlight to my right drew my attention. Rays peeked through to paint spots of white brightness on the ground and trees. Or on the spiderweb that drew my attention.

A large spiderweb.

My stomach sank at how big it was. I swallowed, my head lifting to take in the entire pattern. It stretched high up into the trees above. The strands were the same silk, but far, far thicker than any little webbing. It had the same pattern as a spiderweb, the spokes radiating from the center and then a spiraling thread winding out from it.

My heart pounded fast. I took a step back, my hands clutching to my breasts. What had created this? My eyes flicked through the gloom above. Shadows hid great portions of it. Deep wells of darkness from the thick branches above us.

The webbing twitched. Like a plucked string on a harp, a quiver ran through one of the spokes. I swallowed, following that line up and up to a patch of shadows. Something shifted in there. I gasped and stepped back again,

Hit a tree.

~   *   ~

Ashalia – The Futa-Dragon Maid

I glanced at Ziithia. She swept her feather duster over the furniture in one of the guest bedrooms. Her tail stretched around the bed and twitched near me. She hummed as she worked, swishing this and that way.

“Ziithia,” I said.

“What, little Ashalia?” she asked brightly. Her tail crept a little closer to me.

“What is your tail doing?”

She turned around, her hair swaying about her face. “What?” A smile grew as her tail shot forward between my legs. “Is it doing something naughty?”

I gave her a level look. “We're supposed to be serving our mistress.”

“I do serve her,” said Ziithia. Her tail jammed up and shot straight for my pussy. I gasped as the tip pressed into my folds and entered me an inch. My wings fluttered behind me and my clit throbbed. “I served her last night.”

“You were having sex with her last night,” I moaned, her tail swishing around me.

“Mmm, yes,” Ziithia said. She threw down her feather duster. “I'm pumped my cock into her pussy and yours. And how you both squealed as I made love to you.”

“I was there,” I moaned. “But that was last night. Right now, we're serving her by cleaning.”

“It's so dumb cleaning.” She wiggled her tail around inside of me. “You love it so much, why don't you do it all.”

“Because Mistress Molly wants you to help!” I whimpered, her tail squirming around in me.

“I'm terrible at it.” She slithered for the door. “I'm done. It's not fun. I'm going to find something fun to do!”

“Ziithia!” I gasped, stamping my foot down. Her tail slid out of my pussy, the scales caressing my twat as she pulled out. It sent tingles through me. “Get back here, Ziithia!”

“Nope!” Her tail vanished out the door.

“Don't you love Mistress Molly?”

“I love her so much!” The futa-lamia's scales sliding over the hardwood floors grew fainter. “I'm going to go love her right now.”

Frustration rippled through me. I was supposed to control her, but I couldn't even get her to dust. And how could I spank her if she slithered off? This was so annoying. My wings fluttered. Mistress Molly entrusted this task to me.

I had to deal with it.

Wings fluttering, I marched out of the room and down the hallway after her.

~   *   ~

Molly Lewis

My heart hammered a mile a minute as I squirmed my naked rump and back against the rough bark of the tree. I stared up at the figure in the shadows. It crouched up there on a corner of the web, half-blocked by the branches.

I didn't know what to do. Run? Did spiders pounce on runners? And what would a spider monster girl do to me? It had to be one of those. What did Ash call them? Arachne? Something like that. They had lower bodies of spiders and upper bodies of women. They spun webs and had poisonous bites.

Maybe I should edge down the path?

I swallowed, my eyes locked on the patch of darkness. I couldn't take my eyes off the futa monster girl. I had to think of a plan. How fast could she get down to the ground and run after me? I had a long way to get back to the manor house where Ash and Ziithia could help me.

Could arachne jump?

As I trembled through my panic, my vision adjusted to the twilight in the forest. The shape of the futa monster girl became more distinct. I could see her spindly legs gripping the webbing. She would have eight legs, just like a spider, and a set of arms. Breasts, too. I could see her boobs. They hardly moved. I followed them up to her shoulders. They were slender almost girlish. She had one of her hands grabbing a branch, bending it out of the way to peer at me.

I spotted her head. Her skin was dark. Maybe blue or purple. Her face looked delicate. Black hair spilled around her features. Her eyes were shiny like opals. They were compound eyes, fractals like a spider. She stared at me.

Suddenly, she jerked her hand away and the branch sprang back into place, hiding her face from me. Her legs shifted on the webbing. She retreated higher up it, almost vanishing from my sight. In that moment, my fear melted away.

“You're afraid of me.” I whispered aloud. I pushed from the tree and cautiously approached the webbing, staring up at her. “I won't hurt you. Hi, I'm Molly.”

The futa spider girl retreated further up her web. I had to crane my head now to see her. I caught a glimpse of a black leg, covered in a waxy carapace, gripping the webbing. It led up to a knobbly joint. A bit of her spider half appeared, her thorax and her abdomen.

“It's okay,” I said, taking another step closer to see—

My hips brushed the sticky webbing.

I glanced down and gasped to feel it stuck to me. I jerked myself away out of instinct. The webbing stretched for a moment and then it jerked me back with an elastic pull. I gasped and fell into it, landing on my back, one arm thrown up high, the other down low. Strands covered my back and rump, even my legs.

“Oh, no,” I gasped and struggled. The webbing shook.

The spider girl twitched. She scuttled down a bit. I could see more of her. I spotted where her human half began. It rose from where the head would be on the spider. She had slender hips and her pussy lay right above her carapace, just like how it was with Ziithia's cunt and her snake half.

“Please, don't eat me,” I groaned.

The spider girl moved down a little more. She grabbed a tree branch, hugging it to her breasts. She stared at me with her alien, fractal eyes. She bit her lower lip. Her body quivered. Something about how she trembled.

“Wait, are you still scared of me?” I asked. “I'm a little tangled up. I don't think you have anything to worry about from me, do you?”

Her front, right leg twitched forward. Then her left. She let the branch slid past her body, exposing her small breasts. They were little mounds topped by nipples so purple they were nearly black. Her skin, I could see now, had a blue-purple hue, an indigo. She rubbed her hands into her belly as she crept closer to me.

“Hi,” I said. “I'm Molly. I won't hurt you. Okay? Look, I'm all trapped in your webbing.”

The spider girl bit her lower lip. Her fractal eyes reflected the world, my own image broken up in the various planes. She let out a scared whimper. What had happened to this poor thing to frighten her so much?

“You're not her?” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“Her?” I asked. “Margaret?”

The futa spider girl gave me a helpless look as if she didn't know the name of who she was scared of. My aunt had a reputation that kept the futa monster girls in hiding. From causing problems. Ziithia, upon learning my aunt was dead, had come out to have her fun.

“No, I'm not her,” I said. “Look, I'm good, okay.” I smiled at her. “I don't want to harm you at all. I just want to get free of this webbing. And I want you to feel safe. You're in the woods outside of Echidna Manor. This is a place for monster girls. A refuge.”

“Refuge?” She came closer to me. “You're pretty.” Her voice was still quiet. “You have such pretty, red hair.”

I smiled at her. “Thanks. You're cute, too. Pretty, I mean. You're almost virginal.”

A dark blush suffused her indigo cheeks.

My eyes widened. “You are a virgin?”

She nodded, her hands working around her stomach. Her little breasts rose and fell as she moved lower to me. She was almost at me. She was such a cute thing. Being bound up was having an effect on me.

Or maybe it was her. I was finding monster girls so sexy. Especially their cocks. I squirmed, my breasts jiggling and heaving. My pussy grew juicier and juicier by the moment, soaking my bush. I licked my lips as she moved down to crouch beside me.

I stared at her. She was sideways, her body thrust out, her small breasts hardly affected by gravity. Her spider legs were graceful, almost shaped like a woman's thighs but covered in smooth, black carapace. The transition to her human half was flawless, her indigo skin rising up from the black shell. Her hair fell in a sweep off of her head. Her fractal eyes studied me.

My eyes flicked to her pussy. “If you let me go, I could lick your pussy for you. And suck your cock. How does that sound?”

She gave me a shy smile.

“Good. I'm Molly. What's your name?”

“Veriani,” she said, her voice soft. Gentle. She moved over me, her legs flashing as she straddled me. I could see down the bottom of her thorax to her abdomen. It was round and looked soft. She had a series of little “arms” around a hole at the end.

Where those her spinnerets? They must be. She made all of this in a day. This web hadn't been here on my walk yesterday. Then my eyes slid up to her pussy that hovered right before me. She had dark-blue outer lips but a pink blush peeked through. Juices beaded on her flesh while a flowery scent filled my nose.

“Mmm, is that your pussy?” I asked. “You smell good.”

“Thank you,” she whispered. “You're really not going to hurt me?”

“I don't ever want to hurt a monster girl,” I said. “I just want to love them. Let me love you, Veriani. I bet you have a beautiful futa-cock. Let's coax it out.”

She gave a shy nod and then pressed her pussy forward to me, her spidery legs bending to lower it to my mouth. Her human hands grabbed the webbing above. She didn't seem affected by her own sticky spider silk. That made sense.

The flowery scent grew in my nose. My mouth salivated. Then her pussy rubbed into my features. I groaned at the hot contact of her flesh on mine. She smeared her cunt against me, her hips wiggling back and forth. Her breasts jiggled.

I thrust my tongue out and licked her. I dragged my tongue through Veriani's hot flesh and savored the flowery taste of her pussy. She was wonderfully warm, not cold-blooded like Ziithia. A quiver ran through the arachne. She bit her lower lip.

“Good?” I asked her.

She nodded, a little more eager than before.

“I love the taste of your pussy, Veriani.” I licked again, savoring the taste of her. The flavor melted across my tongue. “So good.”

I licked over and over. The webbing quivered. Her moans tinkled from her lips. Her little breasts had such acute jiggle to them. I couldn't stop myself from sliding across her folds. I pressed into them and felt her hymen. I danced over her virginity, my clit throbbing.

Wouldn't it be delicious to take her virginity with my futa-cock? Why couldn't I have one of those sweet delights?

I slid my tongue up her folds, caressing over her maidenhead, again and again. I lapped at her, savoring the taste of her juicy pussy. I brushed her clit. The cutie gasped. Her small tits quivered. The webbing trembled around me, the sticky strands shifting about my back.

I couldn't do much more than this. I wanted to touch her, but both my hands were stuck. My pussy clenched, juices dribbling down my thighs. The heat demanded that I touch myself. My fingers flexed as I loved her pussy.

“Molly,” she whimpered. “I... I like this.”

“Good,” I moaned, so glad Veriani could enjoy something loving.

My tongue slid up to her bud. I caressed her clitoris. I licked around it, loving how it throbbed against my tongue. She gasped as I did. I caressed around her, gathering up more of her flowery juices. They melted across my taste buds. I loved the flavor of her.

I sucked on her clit next. I latched onto her bud and nursed. My cheeks hollowed. Her entire body shook. Her moans grew louder, echoing through the forest. The trees creaked around us from the shaking webbing. Branches, used as anchors, rustled.

“Mmm, you like that, huh?”

“I do,” she whispered. It was so exciting to feel her relax.

“Then let your clit grow. I'll suck your cock.” I grinned at her. I love monster girl-cock. It's such a wonderful thing to suck on. Mmm, just let it grow. Let your arachne-dick fill my mouth.”

She bit her lip and nodded.

I sucked on the futa-arachne's clit, loving how she gasped. Her bud pulsed. Her face scrunched up. She let out a straining groan. Was this her first time ever growing her futa-dick? She did say she was a virgin. That made me suck even harder.

Her bud sprouted.

She gasped in delight.

I moaned and nursed as her arachne-cock grew into my mouth.

Her clit pulsed and throbbed as it blossomed into a dick. My jaw opened wider. My lips farther. Monster girls were hung. They had such big dicks. My pussy clenched, hoping she would fuck me with this growing beauty.

“Molly,” she groaned, her pussy lips still pressed against my face.

My eyes widened as her swelling shaft hit the back of my throat. I couldn't move my head. The webbing held me in place. Nor could I let her know with my mouth stuff-fulled of monster girl-cock. Her dick grew bigger, her shaft so smooth. It pushed on the back of my throat.

I thrashed on the webbing as I coughed and choked. She just moaned, her body shuddering. And then her growing futa-cock pushed down my throat. My eyes widened as I deep-throated my first dick. A big, throbbing monster girl-dick.

It slid down my throat. Her cock grew longer and longer until I could barely open wide enough. Her dick was deep down my throat now. I moaned and swallowed. She gasped and cooed in delight.

“Molly! Molly!” she was moaning now.

Flowery pussy juices trickled down my chin as they leaked out of her pussy. The webbing shook as she trembled, too. Then her legs flexed, lifting her pussy from my lips. The futa-arachne's cock slid out of my gullet while I nursed on it with hunger. The tip popped out of my throat. My tongue danced around it.

Then she thrust forward again. She rammed her girl-dick to the back of my throat. She fucked it down my gullet. It slid in easier this time. Her pussy lips smacked into my mouth. Her flowery juices stained them, the aroma filling my nose.

“Oh, Molly,” whimpered Veriani. “Your mouth... Your mouth feels so good. You're not bad at all. You're good.”

That made me swell in delight even as she fucked my mouth with her futa-dick.

The webbing shook as she used her legs to ram her clit-dick down my throat. I sucked and moaned, humming to please her cock. As my throat relaxed, I became more and more turned on. My pussy blazed, itching to be touched, as she used my mouth as a cunt.

A hole to fuck.

Her pussy lips smacked into my mouth over and over. I loved the contact of her hot, hairless vulva on my face. Her cream smeared over my chin and cheeks. I sucked hard, nursing on her, my tongue dancing.

I wanted to make her cum. To feel so good.

“Oh, Molly,” she moaned, her small titties jiggling. “Oh, Molly, this is so good. This feels just amazing.”

It was so delicious watching her come out of her shell. To relax and make love to my mouth. I wished I could move, speak even. I just lay there pinned to her webbing as she thrust her clit-dick down my throat over and over again.

Her thrusts grew harder. Faster. I could feel her pleasure building and building. That turned me on even more. She was getting so excited. I nursed on her clit-dick. I suckled with hunger on her, so eager to feel her cum spurting down my throat. I would guzzle it all down. Just slurp it up. My body trembled in delight. Her pussy's flowery scent grew.

“Something's happening, Molly,” the adorable futa-arachne moaned. “In me. It's building. I... I... It's frightening and yet I want it. Can I have it?”

I nodded, moaning as she thrust her girl-dick down my throat again. Her hot pussy lips smacked into my mouth. Her hair flew about her face. My naughty face broke into a hundred little pieces in the reflection of her fractal eyes.

She drew back her cock. I sucked hard, nursing on her. She whimpered as her tip popped out of my gullet. My tongue swept around the spongy crown of her clit-dick, the indigo shaft thrusting from her dark-purple pussy folds.

“Yes!” cried out the sexy futa spider girl.

Her cum fired into my mouth. A salty and delicious treat that spilled over my taste buds. They burst into life with the wonderful bounty. I squeezed my eyes shut, guzzling down her seed. Her pussy juices gushed from her twat and splashed my chin and neck. It swept down to my round tits.

I loved the heat of her gushing cream. She moaned and gasped, adorable face twisting with pleasure. As she savored the pleasure of her first orgasm, I reveled every spurt flooding into my mouth. I swallowed it all.

She bathed my mouth with her virgin futa-cum, and I treasured every drop of it.

She pumped so much into my mouth, her ovaries brimming with the delight. The webbing shook. Trees rustled around us as she quivered. I trembled, pinned to the sticky silk as I gulped down all her yummy spunk.

“Molly!” she moaned. “Oh, Molly, that felt so good. I want to do other things now. Things to you.”

She began crawling down my body. Her cock popped out of my mouth and then bumped into my clavicle. Then it dragged down my pussy-soaked breastbone and between my heaving tits. A naughty thrill ran through me.

“Veriani, your cum was delicious. Thank you!”

She paused. “You loved it?”

“I did.” I smiled at her. “Thank you.” Then I leaned in, the silk stuck to my hair giving me enough movement to do this, and kissed her navel. She had an innie bellybutton. I thrust my tongue in and swirled it around.

She burst into delightful giggles. The spider girl had such joy spilling across her face. Her smile grew. I was so happy to give that to her while her cock throbbed between my breasts. My pussy burned. I couldn't wait for her to slide her girl-dick into me.

She moved down me again. I kissed at her torso as it passed. And then her small breasts came into reach. I darted for her left one. She had a dark-purple nipple standing out from her indigo skin. I sucked the nub into my mouth.

She froze and gasp. Her mouth opened in awe as I nursed on her nipple. The webbing trembled around me as she groaned. Her futa-dick throbbed as it nuzzled into my stomach. I swirled my tongue around her nub. I sucked on it.

“Molly,” she said in awe.

I grinned and then darted over and sucked on her other nipple. I nursed on it. She quivered, her futa-dick throbbing into my stomach. She quivered, her unblinking eyes staring down at me. I realized she had smaller eyes around it, little black ones, like drops glistening on her face.

Then she moved down and pulled my mouth from her breast. She kept crawling down my body. I gasped as her cock nuzzled into my pussy. Her tip slid across my feverish lips. I expected the hard plunge to come, for her to ram into me, but she kept going down. Her clit-dick slipped away from my cunt-lips.

Her mouth latched onto my pussy-soaked nipple.

I gasped as she sucked on my nub. Pleasure shot down to my cunt. I groaned as her hot tongue swirled around it. Her tongue felt so much like a human one. I trembled in the webbing's grip as she nursed on it.

“Mmm,” she whispered when she finished sucking. “That's my juices?”

“Yes,” I groaned. “You taste good.”

“Do you?” she asked and she crawled lower. “Oh, you have hair here. I've never seen a human this close before. And not naked.”

“Enjoy my hair pie,” I groaned.

She gave me a confused look.

“My pussy!” I moaned. “Please, lick it, I'm so horny.”

She pressed her face into my pussy. I groaned as my fiery curls spread over her indigo face. Her hands stroked my stomach as her tongue swiped through my folds. I groaned at how human her tongue felt. So different from Ash's or Ziithia's. I squirmed in place, the pleasure flowing through me.

Her tongue fluttered up and down my pussy. She licked and lapped at me. She feasted on me with such hunger in her eyes. I groaned, my body bucking as she lapped at my pussy with hunger. Her tongue danced around in my pussy. The pleasure caressed me. Sent such ecstasy through me.

“Oh, wow, that's good,” I groaned, my heart hammering in my chest. My breasts swayed from side to side. “Veriani! Yes!”

“You taste spicy!” she said, her black hair rustling. She thrust her tongue into my pussy. “And you're not a virgin.”

“Nope,” I moaned. “Mmm, I can't wait for your futa-dick to be in me. I'm going to cum so hard.” I shuddered. “You keep licking me, and I'll cum hard.”

“Cumming feels good!” she said in a singsong voice.

I gasped as she licked and lapped her tongue up and down my pussy. The futa-arachne feasted on me with hunger. Her human hands stroked my stomach as she devoured on me. My round breasts jiggled, the pleasure swelling fast.

Sucking on her girl-dick had turned me on. I was primed. So ready to just explode into her mouth. Her tongue swirling through my depths built and built me towards my orgasm. I would have a big explosion on her. Cum hard. I couldn't wait for the rapture to shoot through my body.

Her lips brushed my clit. Sparks flared through me. I gasped at the pleasure that rushed through me. I whimpered, the webbing shaking. The pressure building and building my orgasm swelled in me. My fingers and toes curled.

“Veriani!” I groaned. “Oh, Veriani! I'm almost there, you sweet futa-arachne. Oh, yes, yes, just keep licking.”

She did. She licked right up to my clit and sucked on it. Pleasure burst through me. I thrashed in the webbing's grip as my orgasm surged through my body. My pussy gushed juices. They flooded out of me and splashed her hungry mouth.

She licked and lapped them up. Her tongue fluttered through my pussy. She gathered my cream as my passion echoed through the forest. Bliss spilled across my mind. I bathed in rapture, savoring the delight of her hungry tongue licking and lapping at me.

Teasing me.

Giving me such ecstasy.

“Oh, yes, Veriani! I'm ready for your girl-dick. Slam your monster futa-dick into me!”

“Yes!” she moaned. “I want that. I want to feel your pussy. Your mouth and throat felt amazing.”

“My cunt will be even better!” I promised her.”

She climbed up me, her face dripping with my pussy cream. My spicy musk filled my nose. She reached down and grabbed her futa-cock with her left hand. Her right squeezed my boob. She groped it as she guided herself into my bush.

She giggled. “Tickles.” Her cock pressed into my hot cunt. She gasped and delight rippled across her face as she rubbed her crown up and down my slit. “That's hot. Silky. I have to be in you.”

She thrust.

I groaned.

Her thick futa-cock slid into me. She didn't have any spines or bumps, just a thick shaft stretching out my cunt. My body shuddered in the sticky webbing. It creaked around me as I moaned. Her futa-dick pressed to the hilt in me. Her hand squeezed my boob.

“Molly.” Awe now filled her face. Despite her eyes being just mirrors reflecting a broken world instead of her feelings, I could see her emotions as clear as day. She held nothing back. She was so open and honest. You feel amazing!”

“Mmm, it'll be better when you start pumping.”

She drew back her hips and groaned. I joined her, my pussy drinking in the friction. Then she thrust back into me. She buried to the hilt in me. I trembled at the heat washing through my body.

The webbing creaked as she pumped away at me. She thrust her hips forward, her human hands gripping my boobs. She squeezed them, kneading them with such enjoyment even as she thrust that girl-dick in and out of my pussy.

I reveled in it. My tight cunt clenched about her girl-dick, drinking in the bliss of her pumping away at me. She thrust hard and fast. She buried into me, drilling into me with those delicious strokes. She drove her clit-dick to the hilt in me. I groaned, squirming, so ready to cum. I would explode on her. Have such an amazing climax.

She whimpered, pumping her dick in and out of my pussy. The heat swept through my body. I groaned, savoring the heat as it rushed through me. The pleasure was delicious. A wild rush that would drown me.

“Oh, god, yes,” I moaned, squeezing my cunt down on her. “Veriani!”

“Ooh, ooh,” she cooed, thrusting her clit-dick in and out of me. I was her first. That was special. “Molly! Molly! You're so hot about me. So tight. You're going to make me explode.”

“Yes, I am,” I groaned, savoring her girl-dick plundering my pussy. I squeezed down around her, my body shuddering. The pleasure built and built faster. “I want your cum spurting into me. I want to feel that futa-seed flooding me!”

“Yes!” she moaned, her joy shining in her face.

The web shook. Trees swayed from her passion. She drove her clit-dick deep and hard into me. The friction blazed in my pussy. My cunt grew hotter and hotter. I squeezed about her. She gasped as she pumped away at me. Her face scrunched up with pleasure. Her head tossed from side to side, black hair dancing.

Then she slammed into me and erupted.

Hot futa-cum fired into me. I savored the monster girl jizz flooding my cunt. It pumped hard into me. It splashed against my cervix and thrust me over the edge into my orgasm. The fire smoldering in my cunt blazed into a full inferno.

“Molly!” she gasped as my pussy spasmed around her clit-dick.

“Yes, yes,” I groaned, my cunt writhing around her.

The fires of my orgasm burned through me. They swept out of my spasming twat. She pumped hot spunk into me, fueling my climax. It blazed to my mind. It consumed my thoughts and as it did, words burst in my mind.

“In the name of Echidna, Futa-Mother of Monster Girls, I tame you!” I howled as her cum pumped into me.

Veriani gasped as I claimed her. She hugged me tight as my pussy milked out her cum. Her pussy-soaked lips kissed me with such joy. I felt her love flowing into me. I wanted to embrace her, but the webbing still held me tight. I trembled through my rapture, my bliss bathing my mind.

I hung there at the pinnacle of ecstasy, kissing my futa-arachne. My cute spider girl's tongue danced with mine. Her lips tasted of my spicy pussy. I groaned into her mouth, treasuring this wonderful moment.

Then she broke it and gasped, “You're going to protect me?”

“Of course,” I purred. “You're mine now, Veriani.”

“Mistress,” she gushed in joy and kissed me again.

I savored it even as I trembled there. Her lips were sweet but... I broke the kiss and gasped, “Can you get me down now?”

She gasped out in such a cute and adorable and panicked way.

~   *   ~

Hizia – Futa-Salamander

I ran through the mountain ravine, the fire burning from my head, resembling hair, trailed behind me. My flames burned so cold right now. I couldn't make it blaze hot enough. Not when she was after me. Why me? What did I do? I didn't want her to hurt me.

My large breasts heaved before me as I ran on my lithe legs. Arms pumped. This ravine would burst out onto another valley. There was a hidden cave I could hide in. She couldn't know about it. I reached where it narrowed.

I turned my body. I'd have to squeeze my red-scaled form between it. My breasts rubbed against the stone, my butt and back the other side. My fires blazed around my head, spurting with fitful fright. My fear had almost extinguished my flames.

Who'd ever heard of a futa-salamander who didn't have any fire?

I burst out on the other side entered a narrow valley. The mountain rose above me. A craggy peak of the Rocky Mountains. It would shield me. I turned and darted down the scree path, bits of crumbling shale breaking beneath my feet. I knew these mountains. Lived here safe from humans.

“Why is she after me, Mother Echidna?” I prayed to the goddess who birthed all of us monster girls. “Why me?”

“Because you're perfect,” the voice purred.

She stepped out before me. I screamed in fright. My flames snuffed out as she aimed a wand at me carved from a pale, almost white wood but veined with deep crimson. She swished it in the air before her and something rushed into me. Slammed into my mind.

“It's time for you to have your fun, Salamander,” the witch purred. “Time for you to be naughty.”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Captured by the Sultry Monster Girl!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “The Cute Futa-Dragon Maid”

“Oh, my god,” I gasped in awe at the sight of her girth.

She peeled off her panties next. Her futa-cock bobbed out, twitching and throbbing before her. It had little spines on it. They seemed soft and laid flat down on her cock aimed at the base. It wasn't like any human dick.

Well, she was a monster girl. I swallowed, wondering what those would feel like? I had experienced a few dildos with some odd bumps on them. They always added an extra delight while I masturbated with them.

Ash's wings twitched as she wiggled her panties down her body. Her spiny clit-dick swayed before her. She straightened and I could see the folds of her pussy wrapped around the base. It truly thrust from where her clit lay.

Wings fluttering, she advanced on me. Her gold, slit eyes peered at me with such hunger in them. Her forked tongue flicked over her lips. She had a look of pleading cuteness on her face. Adorable, frustrated lust. Her need was obvious.

She fell down before me and slid her hands up my jeans. Her azure hair swayed about her face. “Please, Mistress Molly. I haven't had any pussy in six months.”

“You poor thing,” I groaned. “No sex for half-a-year?”

“Just masturbation,” she moaned her hands creeping up to my crotch. “Please, please, may I make love to you, Mistress? Before I explode.”

If you want to read more, click here for The Cute Futa-Dragon Maid (The Futa Monster Girl Maid 1)!
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