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The Futa Fertility Ritual

Today was my eighteenth birthday. And after eighteen years of life I was finally ready to be considered a woman. However there is still one caveat. In my village each one woman must first perform the appropriate ritual before officially crossing over into womanhood. The totality of what this ritual entails is kept hidden from us. All I know is, I am expected to stand before the great sequoia and speak the words of our ancestors, and from there the rest will be revealed to me.

I don’t do well with unknowns. I’m of the kind that always likes to know what is going to happen next. I don’t like the anticipation, it always turns to anxiety.

“Are you ready, young one,” said my grandmother entering my lodging.

I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, “I’m not such a young one anymore,” I said.

“Too true. Sweetheart. Come, breakfast is almost ready.”

My grandmother was very well respected, as the oldest living female of our tribe she held dearly to the wisdom of our people. And today that wisdom would be passed down to me.

I got out of bed,  “Do you think the forest will accept me?” I asked.

“Ah, look at you. The young should not be filled with such worry,” said my grandmother.

“I can’t help it, no one will tell me what to expect.”
“This is your journey, you must go it alone. Yet look at you; wide hips, your breasts perfect for nursing, the forests will rejoice in your fertility.”

I looked down over my body, I was never half as impressed with it as my grandmother was. I don’t know what she saw in me. And although I saw how the men of our village desired me ever since I began to show the blossoming of womanhood, I still found it difficult to see myself as they did. I hoped that today would change that, would bring me understanding as to what being fertile for our village might mean for me. I grabbed a roughspun dress and draped it over my shoulders.

“Now come and eat. It is important, you will need your energy,” my grandmother beckoned me to follow her.

I left my tent following behind my grandmother, greeted by the sun shining its warmth down upon me. A good omen for the day. The women of my tribe were going about diligently, preparing the morning meal, they flashed me encouraging smiles as I passed by. The men looked at me rather differently. Their eyes gleamed with suspenseful wanting, a desire that caused their hearts and loins to yearn and ache for me. I would not be able to satisfy their needs until I finished the ritual. But first I needed to eat.

The banquet prepared for us was magnificent. The other woman did not receive a feast like this on their day of fertility. I’m sure my grandmother had something to do with making sure today’s meal was more plentiful than any other. I took my seat with the other woman who had not yet performed their ritual.

One of the younger ones turned to me, “Are you excited?”

“A little. But mostly nervous,” I said.

“You’re so lucky,” said another. I didn’t feel lucky though. I felt the same as always.

And I didn’t feel like talking much. I used the food as an excuse not to speak, keeping my mouth constantly stuffed with eggs and mushrooms and an assortment of thick vegetables.

After I had my fill it was up to me to decide when to head out and start my journey. This was my choice as a woman. I rose from my seat, ready as I’ll ever be. The eyes of the tribe all focused on me, though no one said a word, they simply watched as I left the banquet tent. I had no idea how long I’d be gone for.

I walked deeper into the woods, far away from the clearing of my home. I recited the words I had to speak before the sequoia over and over in my head, ‘love of the trees, please come visit me.’ These words circled in my mind. What possible change could one short prayer bring, yet it was these words that were sacred to my people.

My feet grew tired from all the walking. I was almost there, only a mile or two left until I would come upon the great sequoia that has been visited by the women of my tribe for generations. I saw the tree in the distance, standing tall and erect, penetrating high into the blue sky. I sat myself before the tree, my back pressed against it, taking a moment to rest and rub my weary feet before getting started. I took a deep breath, taking the forest air deep into my lungs and refreshing myself for what I was about to do. A twinge of anxiety rushed through me. Yet it didn’t matter, I knew I had to do this, both for myself and for my people. I was needed as a fertile woman, and this was the only way to become one. 

I picked myself up off the ground and stood before the sequoia, ready to begin my transformation. The forest was silent except for the occasional chirping of bluebirds and cardinals.

I opened my mouth and began the prayer, reciting the words I knew since childhood, “love of the trees, come visit me,” I knelt down before the tree, waiting… What I was waiting for I couldn’t say. I looked around and nothing… Nothing felt different or new, I lifted my arms, I didn’t feel like anymore of a woman. I spoke the words again, this time really focusing my intentions, “love of the trees, come visit me.” The winds shook the leaves, birds scattered from their nesting. I closed my eyes and whispered the prayer one last time.

When I next opened them, standing before me was a gorgeous womanly figure. Her hair long and bright, draping down her shoulders and covering her bare breasts. Her stomach is sleek and smooth. As I lowered my gaze I saw that this beauty was more than just a woman. So much more than the kind of woman I was. Between her legs and just above her pussy she had a cock, one that looked strong and powerful. Mesmerized by this strange wonder, I looked upon her visage, her eyes enchanting as she smiled down at me.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I am Nyla,” said the woman, or what I thought to be a woman, “the spirit of this tree, and forest. And you are?”

“I am Ana,” I said, I felt so small in her presence and yet comforted by it. I swallowed, “I am here to become a woman.”

“Ah, so you seek our blessing,” said Nyla.

“Ours?” I questioned.

“Of course. You are Lonna’s granddaughter, are you not?”

“I am.”

“Then you deserve the most sacred of our blessings. One that shall make your people equally as proud to have you as they are to have your grandmother. And such a blessing requires more than I alone can give. But first you must, of course, receive mine,” said Nyla.

I knew of how highly my grandmother was regarded by our tribe, but to hear how this spirit spoke of her. Well, I had a lot to live up to, and I would do anything to live up to her name and make her and my tribe proud of me.

“What must I do to receive your blessing?” I asked.

“You are a woman, are you not? Follow your woman’s instincts, follow what your desire calls and yearns for you to do.”

Staring up into her eyes, I burned with a strange desire that I had never felt  before. A desire that emanated from between my legs, one that made me want her in ways I never felt before. I looked at her now in the same manner that the men of my village had begun to look at me. All I had to do was follow my instincts.

I placed my hands on her legs. Nyla smiled down at me, enjoying my touch, enjoying it as much as I enjoyed giving it. I slid my hands up her legs and up her thighs, bringing them to her core. My fingers grazing her smooth cock. So soft, I thought. As I slid my nimble fingers around it she began to harden, growing stiff from my touch.

“Do you like it,” said Nyla.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded. I was fascinated with her cock. I’ve never touched one before, never made one so hard. Nyla placed her hand on the top of my head, stroking my hair. Nyla took my other hand in hers, guiding it up between her legs, guiding a finger into her pussy. My finger slid in, feeling just how wet she was.

“We spirits are called to provide pleasure for both men and women. To offer them the all possibilities of their desire,” Nyla instructed me by her aiding demonstration on just how to please both parts at once, a cock and a cunt.

“Do you like this one aswell?” Asked Nyla, sticking a finger inside along with one of my own.

“I do, it’s so wet,” I said.

“That is how you know it’s ready for a cock,” she said, “Is yours ready yet?”

I reached between my legs and pressed my fingers to my pussy, I felt a bit wet there, but not as much as Nyla.

“Almost… I think,” I said.

“You will know when. When you can’t stand it any longer, when the only thing you can do is beg for it, then you know you’re ready.”

I wanted to be ready. I stroked Nyla, as I played with myself. I wanted to be ready for her cock. I felt a need to do more. I stuck my tongue out and licked at the tip of her cock, flicking it against her soft and yet hard dick. A bit of precum dripped down her shaft.

“You’re perfect,” said Nyla, “It’s important you understand how all aspects of this body work. When you receive your blessing it will be up to you to please both males and females.”

“You mean…”

“Yes, you will receive a hard and strong gift between your legs, one to go with what you already have. This is your blessing just as it was your grandmothers.”

My grandmother? So she was like Nyla then. Was this why both the men and women of our tribe revered her. And now this honor was to be bestowed upon me, I could only hope to live up to it.

I engulfed the tip of Nyla’s cock into my wet mouth. More determined than before to work that blessing out of her. I had to have it. Nyla clutched my hair in her excitement. My spit dripped down and coated her hard cock. I touched myself while I sucked her. My own excitement soaking between my legs. I had to take this dress off, I had to reveal myself before her. I lifted my clothing off over my head and placed it on the ground before me. Nyla got down and joined me, lifting my chin toward her lips.

“Such a young beauty,” said Nyla, she leaned in and kissed my lips. My first kiss. Her mouth was warm, her tongue wet as it licked my own.

“I’m ready,” I whispered. My pussy had never been so wet before. Nyla’s mouth made its way down my neck and over my breasts, she sucked on my nipples. I wrapped my arms around her, my toes curling from the motions of her tongue on my sensitive breasts. Nyla moved further down, pushing my thighs open, spreading my legs to give herself access to my womanhood. Her tongue touched my clit, applying pressure and licking. Her saliva mixed with my juices and sent shock waves of pleasure through me. I bit my lip, holding it in.

“It’s okay to let it out,” Nyla reassured me. She stuck a finger inside my tight cunt, her tongue still lapping me up. I let out my moans and cries. The forest was empty, no one was around to hear.

I reached down and took hold of her hard cock, still dripping with my spit, “I need you inside me,” I begged, I guided her by the cock, bringing it toward my pussy, rubbing the tip of it against my clit. I grinded my hips up and down, stealing as much pleasure from this moment as possible. Nyla took hold of herself and teased at the entrance, the slick wet juices of my cunt provided the perfect lubrication for her.

Nyla pressed inside me, “so tight,” she moaned, “you will make many cocks weep tears of joy.” Nyla lowered herself, positioning her body, getting deeper and deeper. Her breasts, her stiff nipples rubbed against my own. She thrusted her hips, I grabbed her round ass, holding it in my hands and helped guide her in and out.

“You feel so good,” my legs wrapped around her back, my hips lifted. In this way Nyla fit the full length of her cock inside of me.

Nyla kissed and nibbled at my neck, her fingers running through the strands of my hairs. I gripped and pulled at her body. Frantic and lost to the sensations.

“More, more,” I begged. I didn’t want it to stop. And Nyla did not seem to tire. Though I heaved heavy breaths and sweat dripped down my forehead, pooling by my tits, she never tired. Going at me with a strong consistent energy, not breaking from her rhythm.

“Do you think you can handle more?” Nyla asked.

“I think so,” I nodded.

“Good, some men will want you harder and faster.”

Nyla picked up the pace, shoving in. Hitting harder against me as her pelvis made contact with my clit. Each time I attempted to rub against her, finding more pleasure for myself.

I found it hard to keep up with her at times, and when I did, Nyla took control. Bringing me down along her shaft, bringing my hips down. Commanding my body in the ways she found most filling. I knew if I wanted that blessing I’d have to prove myself by providing her with exactly what she wanted.

The look in her eyes, the way she bit her lips and held in, she was close to releasing herself upon me.

“Fuck me now and the first of your blessings is yours,” said Nyla. I lifted myself up. Pushing Nyla down by the shoulders. It was my turn to take control, to  go at her with a lustful ravaging. I got on top of her. Sitting myself on that powerful cock, it jumped and twitched with excitement, Nyla held in, building herself up to her ultimate peak of ecstasy. I placed my hands on her breast, squeezing her tits, and lifting myself up and coming down on her cock. Over and over, my ass bouncing against her body. I moaned, and called out to the spirits. My voice echoing in the forest trees. As I would come down, Nyla thrusted up. The two of us, going at each other hard until our bodies collide again.

“That’s it, that’s it, that’s it,” repeated Nyla.

“Give it to me, please give it to me,” I begged. I tossed and turned and shook on her hard throbbing cock.

Nyla’s face contorted with excruciating pleasure holding in the last of what she could until she was no longer able. My sweet pussy tightened around her, pushing her cock out. Nyla grabbed hold of me and forced herself back in, not letting me stop. She shoved in deep, a warm load of sticky white cum erupted from her cock, filling my pussy.

“Thank you, thank you, oh Nyla,” I cried.

I was sensitive and I’m sure Nyla was too but it didn’t stop her. She used her cum as extra lubrication thrusting further inside of me. Stretching my pussy open wide for a second eruption of her love and blessing.

The second wave came just as strong as the first, I closed my eyes and swung my arms looking for anything to hold to. More cum shot from her cock, filling my already stuffed cunt, sticky white cream leaked from where the two of us connected, and ran down my leg. Nyla pulled out and I finally had a moment to rest and catch my breath.

“When… when… will I have what you have?” I asked.

“Now that you have proven your worth to me, the others will meet with you to bestow their own offerings, and if you please them, then you will have your gift.”

My eyes widened at the thought of taking more of this. Though I loved it, I had to question whether I could handle it.

“Do not worry. You may rest for now, I will go fetch the others, so we may all enjoy you at once.”

If one was this overwhelming, how was I to please multiple partners? And how many would there be? Nyla left that part out as she vanished back into the sequoia. Though I wanted to worry. I knew there was nothing I could do about it. My best option was to get as much rest as I could before her return. This was my journey and I was determined to see it through. I sat myself up against the tree and closed my eyes. I wouldn’t sleep. The adrenaline pumped through my veins keeping me alert. A moment to catch my breath, relax my mind, and body. It was all I could do to prepare myself for the second act of the ritual. I just had to keep myself focused on the outcome. I would be able to provide my tribe with the pleasure each member sought. Now as my grandmother grew older, this honor fell on me to uphold. I would not let her down. No matter how many spirits I had to pleasure to gain this strength.

Nyla returned from out of the mystical veil that separated our worlds looking as beautiful and naked as when she left. From behind her followed two women much like her. Women with ample breasts and thick cocks.

“This is Lily,” she said, motioning to the women on her right, “And this is Eve,” Eve had thick curly red hair that fell to her shoulders, so enchanting.

“So this is Lonna’s granddaughter,” said Lily.

“A fine young woman,” said Eve.

“Thank you,” I said to each of the women, getting on my knees before them, “may I receive you both as I have received Nyla?” I asked.

“We would be delighted, won’t we Lily?”

“Indeed Eve, we would,” she replied.

“As you can see there isn’t much preparation needed,” said Eve, her hard cock twitching with anticipation.

“The story Nyla told of your pleasuring has already gotten the both of us hard for you,” said Lily.

“She is truly of her grandmother’s stock,” said Nyla taking hold of the two women’s cocks, stroking the two of them as they all looked down on my wanting visage. “See how she aches for it,” Nyla walked over to me, her hard cock throbbing for another go at my body.

I opened my mouth to receive Nyla for the second time, wetting it with the love of my warm lips. Soaking her with my spit.

“Do not leave my friends wanting,” said Nyla.

I spat on the cocks of the other two, using my nimble fingers to please them as my mouth sucked the tip of Nyla’s.

“She really wants it,” said Lily.

“Indeed,” said Eve taking hold of her breasts, “But just how much can she handle?”

“Give it to me and I will prove I can handle it all,” I said.

Eve came up behind me, tossing me down on all fours, lifting my hips and bringing her tongue to my pussy. She licked my clit with such blessed sweetness that I grinded myself on her slick tongue, begging for more with my movements. Lily knelt down, bringing her cock to my lips.

“Look at my women,” said Nyla.

“Her mouth makes me so wet,” said Lily.

“And you, Eve? How does her pussy taste?”

“Her juices fill my mouth like a hurricane’s rain.”

“Hearing this makes my cock throb for penetration,” said Nyla.

“She is yours if you want her,” said Eve.

“No no, she is yours to enjoy,” said Nyla, precum dripping from her cock, she needed to fuck something bad.

“Then take me,” said Eve.

While Eve sucked on my clit, Nyla got behind her and shoved her cock underneath Eve’s, into her tight cunt. Eve gripped my thighs, her moans muffled by my pussy riding her lips.

“Fuck Nyla, I thought this was her ritual not mine,” said Eve.

“That doesn’t mean we can’t all enjoy ourselves, said Lily, she took her cock from my mouth and shoved it into Eve’s. I had a moment to rest, but only for a moment.

“I’m already starting to drip,” said Eve, pushing Lily off.

“Then take her already,” said Lily.

Eve stroked the precum dripping out of her tip over her hard cock, pressing herself into me. Her cock was thick, and I was not so prepared for it.

“Please, please, easier,” I begged.

“You’ll have to know how to handle it rough and hard. Some of the men of your tribe will want to ravage your beauty,” said Nyla. I bit my lip, nodding, knowing I had to do this, had to take Eve’s fat cock however she desired for me to take it.

“I think she’s cumming,” shouted Lily, as I gripped her tits tightly, looking up at her for solace, she caressed my hand giving me the courage to handle the pounding.

“That’s a good girl,” said Nyla, “You can do it,” Nyla pulled out of Eve giving her free motion to fuck me. Eve hammered into me hard from behind, her breasts smacking against my back.

“That’s it give me that sweet cunt,” moaned Eve. She was insatiable at that moment. Driving herself toward orgasmic release.

“Fuck fuck, bless me, please,” I moaned, gripping onto Lily tighter.

“I can’t… watching them, I can’t hold it in any longer,” said Nyla. Lily reached for Nyla’s cock, stroking it fast on the tip, Nyla’s cum spurted forth and showered down on the two of us, sticking to my back and to Lily’s perfect tits and running down my fingers.

The decadent and delightful sight of Nyla’s cum showering us was enough to send Eve over the edge. She held to my tits, pinching my stiff nipples hard, drool spilled over my lips as I buried my face in Lily. Cum exploded from Eve’s massive cock pooling sindie me, each pulsation of her cock filled me with more and more of her warm load.

“Let me have her,” said Lily.

“But I haven’t finished,” said Eve, still fucking my pussy as it dripped with sticky wet cum.

“Yes you have, look at the mess you’ve made,” said Lily wiping cum off my thighs and onto her breasts.

“Fine, take her,” said Eve, pulling out of me, “I need to get this cleaned off me anyway.” Eve and Lily switched positions.

Eve grabbed me by the hair and made me look into her eyes, “clean my cock,” she demanded. I did as I was told and licked the cum that dribbled down her shaft, not such an easy task while Lily slid herself inside, sliding in with ease, my pussy lubed with Eve’s cum.

My clit ached and burned with a heated need for more. I rubbed it furiously pleasing myself. A cock in each of my holes. Nyla’s breasts now in my hands, something soft to hold to.

“My clit,” I cried, “It’s not enough,” I moaned.

“You’re almost there, your cock is growing. Soon you will have one as strong and powerful as our own. Give her the final blessing,” said Nyla. Lily wrapped her legs around mine, her arms around my chest, her head nuzzled on my shoulder, our bodies completely secured together.

“Fuck, that’s it, you’re mine, give me that pussy, grow a cock for me,” said Lily through gritted teeth. She nibbled at my neck, slamming her thighs against my ass, pushing her cock in as deep as it could go. Lily pulled out in the final moment, my toes curled and body tensed, I squirmed and rolled underneath her, the energy pulsing through my body was unbearably delicious.

“Hold still,” said Lily, she pinned me down and spread my legs open, spreading her seed on my clit, rubbing it in with determination. “There it is, she’s growing,” said Lily, taking my growing cock between her hands, stroking the cum into it, hardening me until my cock blossomed into its full length.

“Hers is as beautiful as yours is, Nyla,” said Eve.

“Even more so,” said Nyla.

The three of them stroked me together, dripping spit out of their mouths in unison. Their hands sliding off my cock one at a time. Fingers entering into my pussy. My pussy stuffed and my cock stroked, I was entranced and lost to waves of colliding sensations. The women giggled and played, their hands all over every part of my body, swimming in a sea of majestic flesh. Our sweaty bodies gliding along one anothers.

A tempest of sex was all that existed now, a torrent of motions and cum and juices mixing and splashing. I could only breathe and get fucked. The laughter and moans reverberated in the open air, until dissipating into nothingness. I was just a heaving mass of cum covered satisfaction. I opened my eyes and found myself alone, laying before the great tree. I must have rested for hours before regaining enough strength to stir.

The ritual had been completed and I had become what I was fated to be, a woman that was more than woman. I grabbed my dress and draped it over my shoulders, my cock still hard lifted it a bit in the front. I could not wait to return to my village and fulfill my duties, take back all I have learned and become beneath the sequoia. My gift meant nothing if I did not use it for its design. And though my legs were tired and body sore, the lust to give back filled me with the energy to return. This new form was not as easily satisfied as my old one, and recuperated much quicker.

I returned to the village feeling quite well about myself. The interested and smiling faces of the tribe radiated with a well return. The woman they saw now was not the same girl that left them early that morning. But did they know this? Could they sense the change that I have gone through? I went to my lodgings. My grandmother sat there waiting for me, she greeted me with open arms, holding me tight in her embrace.

“Pride of our tribe, you have returned,” said my grandmother.

“I have,” I said.

She held my cheek, “ and your return could not come at a better time. Truly the spirits know what they are doing.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“It is Donna,” she said, she took my hands in hers, “she needs you, now that you are…” she glanced up and down my body, her face said everything, “... a woman.”

“I’m afraid I still don’t really understand.”

“She is frustrated. Her husband is impotent. He can not please her or impregnate her. She is feeling hopeless. She has stopped eating, won’t come out of her tent. Go to her, fulfill your role.”

I nodded understanding what was needed of me. This was, after all, why I was given this blessing. So that I may be of good use to my tribe. My gift must be shared, and in sharing it I better our people.

I did not expect to be needed so soon though. I have only just returned and already my services are needed. I only hope that this body of mine will have the continued strength and endurance to keep up with the demands of my people. Though if it is anything like that of the spirits of the forest, I have little doubts that it will tire so easily. And it is their essence, by their cum, that I have become what I am. Imbued with the blessings of three insatiable forest nymphs, I knew I had what it would take to help Donna.

Donna was a young woman. She completed her fertility ritual some two years ago. Though her blessing was not quite like mine. But since her return she desired for one thing, to bare a child for the tribe. This was her calling. Her hips were wide and breasts full. Perfect for rearing children. Yet in all that time her husband has failed her. In the past I did not pay much attention to this. It was never really my concern, I was just a child. Now, as I am looking back, I can see how the waning of this dream of hers as time passed has slowly deteriorated her will.

Yet she had no choice but to suffer this. The partnerships between a man and woman in our tribe are sacred. Lasting for a lifetime, and no woman is to take another man, and no man is to take another woman. She had to suffer no longer though. For I am neither truly a man nor truly a woman. And yet can provide the services of each.

I arrived alone at Donna’s tent. She laid on her bed looking up at me. Her husband, I’m sure, was out with the other men for the day.

“How are you?” I asked her.

“I feel so useless,” said Donna, rolling over in the bed and turning away from me.

I sat at the edge of her bed, “You are not useless,” I said, I placed a hand on her thigh, “you are not to blame for this.”

“But I have failed to have a child. What good am I?”

“You have not yet failed. That is why I am here,” I told her.

“How can you help me?” She asked, looking over her shoulder, a bit interested and a bit disbelieving.

“Let me show you.”

I stood before her, removing the dress from my body. Presenting myself as I truly am for the first time to this world. The dress slid down passed my breasts, and down below my waist. My new cock revealing for Donna a new hope.

Donna’s eyes widened, “But how?”

“The spirits fated you to bare children. And have fated me to aid others in their needs,” I said.

“So you can-”

“Yes, I can help,” I put a hand out of her take. Donna linked her fingers in mine and pulled me onto the bed.

“Please, I’ll do anything,” she said.

I stroked her hair, caressing her cheek, “I know, don’t worry, I’ll give you what you’re after.”

Donna smiled and put her hand on the back of my head, bringing me in for a kiss, uniting with me, her lips warm on mine. Tasting so sweet as our tongues swapped spit.

My cock already desired her, already hard for her pussy. I yearned to impregnate her, to spill my cum in her and give her a child. Just the thought of it made me throb for her. I grabbed her breasts, so full. Her child certainly would not go hungry. And neither would I. My hunger for pussy and sex would find sweet satisfaction in her body. Our lips together, my hands on her naked breasts. Donna slid her fingers down my chest and toward my cock, taking hold of me.

“So much bigger than my husbands,” she whispered in my ear.

“The spirits have blessed me well, more than I could have dreamed of.”

“Please, do not make me wait any longer. I have already waited so long,” said Donna tugging on my hard cock.

I pulled her on top of me. So that I might have her pussy on my face, licking and wetting that clit of hers. And she was positioned to have my cock in her mouth to suck and have grow hard and aching for penetration. Her pussy soaked itself so beautifully,  I felt her excitement in her tensing muscles. The possibility of her pregnancy made her wetter than she had ever been, wetter than she had ever been for her husband. Her hips moved in such ways,grinding her pussy on my lips. Her nimble fingers entered my pussy while she sucked at the tip of my cock, I dripped with a mix of juices and precum for her. She quivered on top of me, the shaking and squirming of her body drove me crazy with a mad desire to force into her tight cunt.

“Please, I can’t wait anymore, how many orgasms till you fuck me,” cried out Donna.

I got so lost enjoying her whimpering spasms of pleasure, enjoying her slick mouth tasting on my cock, that I forgot the reason for this. I didn’t want the pleasure or the experience to end. But I couldn’t tire her out before filling her. I tossed her off me, and laid her on her back. I watched the rise and fall of her voluptuous chest as she caught her breath. I teased the head of my cock against her clit.

“Put it in me, Ana. Fuck me Ana, and give me a child,” begged Donna.

“Oh beauty of our tribe, before the night is over you shall have your belly filled,” I pressed into that sweet wet pussy. She tightened her walls around the girth of my cock. She was desperate to squeeze the cum from out of me. I thrusted into her, the tightness of that pussy so satisfying I had to grab hold of her as I forced in deeper.

“Fuck, the spirits, have blessed you with more than I can handle,” moaned Donna.

“You can take it, I know you can,” I said. Donna bit her lip and nodded, her eyes sparkling with an innocence, never having a fuck like me before.

She took my cock so well, the strength of a woman who wants to fill her role was indomitable. I couldn’t wait to find out if the other women of our tribe felt this good, fucked this good. The two of us pushed and pulled at each other, fighting for continued pleasure. Donna bounced against my sensitive cock, begging me to cum inside of her. She wrapped her legs tightly around my waist, securing me against her, not for a second wanting my cock to leave.

“Give me cum, give me a child. Fuck me harder Ana, please,” Donna wrapped every part of herself around. I hastened my movements.

“That’s it Ana, come on, give it to me.”

“Yes, Donna, oh fuck Donna, I’m gonna cum,” I shouted and moan, and gripped her tightly.

“Oh Fuck,” she cried, feeling my warm cum explode inside of her. She forced me in deeper, not wanting to lose a drop.

I still wasn’t finished with her. The spirits had shown me I could cum again, that one release was not a finish. I kept stroking my cock inside of her pussy.

“Fuck… it’s too… too sensitive Ana, I can’t.”

“You can, we must be certain, take another load of my cum,” I said.

Donna nodded and understood I was right. Though it was too much for her. Her pussy filled with my cum felt all the sweeter. Cum coated the two of us, dripped from my cock and inside her, dripped over my pussy, down her thighs. She closed her eyes and whimpered as she took my cock’s hard pounding. The second time required more effort. I had to pull so much pleasure out of her body, enough to shock my body and mind to unleashing another full load of sticky cum inside of her, pulsing spurts of cum over and over again inside of her, dripping out of her pussy, running down our bodies. 

I pulled out thanking Donna and the spirits, “you will have your child,” I told her. Donna kissed my lips.

“I am so grateful,” she said.

“We will feast tomorrow in your honor,” I said.

Donna kept her eyes closed, exhausted from the love we created. She needed her rest and to regain her strength. She was with child now and would need her energy to care for our newest member.

When I left her tent I was greeted by her husband. The man who had failed Donna, failed to give her what she desired. What the spirits had chosen for her.

“Thank you,” said her husband, kneeling before me, “thank you for giving my wife what I could not.”

“Stand up,” I said, lifting him by the hand, “your wife will need you to care for her, to care for our child.”

“Of course, I will do my best,” he said.

“Do not fail us again,” I said to him.

“Never,” he said.

He looked so pitiful, knowing there was little he could do. But if he served Donna well in these moments, he may find redemption for his shortcomings. Her husband ran off to their tent. I only hope he understands the importance of that child.

“You really did do well,” said a voice from behind me.

“Thank you grandmother,” I responded.

“There is still more for you to do,” she put her hand on my shoulder, “this is only the start.”

“I know,” I looked to the forest. I knew our tribe's future rested on me now. But I was ready for the honor and would not fail them.

The Futa Billionaire

I sat at my desk at the front of our small little financial office. Nothing fancy. I liked working here though. My coworkers were nice. My boss was nice. He wasn’t some greedy miser grubbing for money all the time like some of the other bosses I’ve seen before. Of course financials were never part of my job. I just answer phones and make appointments, nothing glamorous. I got my first job as a secretary not because I was any good at it. That much was obvious. I had no clue what I was doing. Even answering phones made me nervous. I got the job for no other reason than my looks. At least that’s what I believe. When I got hired I got told, “you’ll make for the perfect face for this office,” and my boss punctuated the words with a wink.

This all however works well enough for me. I never had to get involved with any of the clients or securing accounts or all that. That sort of thing would have been far too much pressure for me. I couldn’t handle that level of stress. That’s why I enjoyed my little job, in my little office. That changed…

My boss, Mr. Freeman, approached me at my desk one day. He motioned for me to hang up the phone. He had quite a stern look on his face, whatever he wanted, I knew it was something serious. I was hit by a pang of anxiety. Which only worsened when he next uttered the words, “Can I see you in my office.” Why in the world did he have to word it like that. I suddenly felt like I was back in highschool, about to march down the hall to my inevitable demise, having the principle call my mother. Basically walking into the ninth circle of hell. I swallowed and braced myself, trying to remind myself I’m like twenty six years old now. I’m not going to end up in some sort of trouble.

I followed Mr. Freeman into his office. He closed the door behind me. Every one of his actions I perceived as menacing. The truth of their reality however I’m sure was far less malicious. I was just letting my anxiety get to me. Mr. Freeman took a seat and had me do the same.

“You know the client that just left?” He asked.

I searched my mind for a second, trying to think back on all the faces that came and went. I zone out a lot here, especially when it comes to client faces, I try to keep it as impersonal as possible.

Mr. Freeman raised his eyebrows to me, at that moment I felt as if he was questioning why I was even employed here, if I couldn’t manage the most simple aspects of my job, like knowing a client that just walked out. “Stacy Kane?” He said, the name jogged my memory. We don’t see a lot of female clients so she did stick out. She also stuck out because of the hint of jealousy I felt as she approached me, informing me that she was here to see Mr. Freeman. I don’t particularly see myself as sexy. Not like Stacy, she was something else. Long hair, a tight pencil skirt and stockings, high heels. So sexy and so professional looking. I didn’t know what in the world Mr. Freeman could possibly need me for.

“Yeah, I remember her,” I said.

“Good,” said Mr. Freeman reaching into his drawer, “I want you to go to the Stiles Hotel where she’s staying. See to it that you provide her with whatever she needs. I hope I don’t need to remind you just how big of a client she is.”

“No of course not. But why me, I mean, what do I know about securing clients.”

Mr. Freeman shrugged his shoulders, “it doesn’t matter, Mrs. Kane asked for you personally. So whatever she needs… got it?”

“Got it,” I said halfheartedly. I wasn’t exactly excited for the task. I think I’d much prefer sitting at my desk until the end of the day and going home to a movie and my bed. I like the predictable. That’s sort of why I stuck with this job, not much out of the ordinary happens. That is until now, apparently.

“Here’s the key to her room, she’s in suite 669. Good luck.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I said, pouting a bit.

I went back to my desk and grabbed my things before heading to my car. The Stiles was a big deal hotel. Whoever this woman was she had money. And I couldn’t for the life of me understand why she would come to such a small time office like ours. We mostly dealt with a far less monetarily endowed crowd. As I was driving to the hotel I felt anxious again. It was obviously very important that I secure this client for us. I mean the business she would provide I’m sure was massive. It’s not like I knew the details or anything, all that was hidden from me but I knew it was big. I just sort of wish this hadn’t fallen on me. Too much pressure, and I don’t like pressure.

I got in the elevator and took it up to Mrs. Kane’s floor. I knocked on the door to her room and waited for a response, no answer. I knocked again and still nothing. I did have a key. And although I wasn’t particularly keen on using it, I’m guessing she left it for a reason. I slid the key into the lock, waited for the green light and entered. The room was astonishing. The bed is large and immaculate, the comforter so inviting. Damn, how I wished more than ever now to be back at my place, laying in bed.

“Mrs. Kane?” I called out. I knew she wasn’t around, it’s not like there was any place for her to hide in here. I suppose it wouldn’t hurt if I just relaxed on the bed while I waited for her.

I was right about the comforters. Before I knew it my head hit the pillow and sleep took over. I started working a lot more overtime so sleep became far less common.

I woke up to the sound of the door handle turning. My waking consciousness rushing back into my head like a train pulling into the station, and the mass of passengers bustling in and out was my momentary confusion.

“Mrs. Kane,” I practically shouted as she entered the room, I started to rise from the bed.

“No need to get up, relax. I was just enjoying the bar. It would be foolish not to, when I’m not the one footing the bill. The company takes care of all that. Speaking of which, care for any room service?”

“No no, I’m good, thank you though,” I said, laying myself back down. I felt it rude not to get up, but I was so damn comfortable on the bed.

“Were you taking a nap?” She asked.

“Mmm, yeah,” I replied sheepishly.

“I don’t blame you. It’s quite a nice bed isn’t it?” Mrs. Kane approached the bed and brought herself on top of it.

I had to know, “So why did you ask for me?” The answer to that question had been gnawing at me this whole time.

“What do you mean?” Asked Mrs. Kane.

“Well it’s not like I know anything about doing business, what help can I possibly offer?”

“On the contrary, you can be a lot of help to me. You think I want one of your old crotchety accountants here. I’d much prefer someone with your… youthfulness.”

Mrs. Kane took a strand of my hair into her hand, twirling it about her fingers. I could feel her warm breath grazing against my cheek.

I don’t think Mrs. Kane invited me for my business prowess. I suppose that’s a good thing, because I had none. No it seemed obvious now, she was interested in me for a much different reason.

“Mrs. Kane…” I wasn’t exactly sure what I wanted to say.

“What is it?” She asked in a sweet breathy tone.

“I’m still not sure why you chose me,” I said. Truthfully I also wasn’t sure I was even into what she was trying to get at. Which in this case appeared to be me, pure and simple. But more than that, what I wanted to know was how a rich, sexy woman like this could find any interest in me. 

Mrs. Kane placed a hand on my thigh, “Don’t be silly. Why wouldn’t I? So young and beautiful. I knew from the moment I saw you I just had to have at you.”

“But you could have any guy you wanted. Someone just as wealthy and powerful I’m sure.” I don’t know why I said “guy.” Maybe because if I was in her position that’s what I would go after.

“Men don’t exactly have the right tools. Not the kind that would fit my needs,” she said.

I raised my eyebrow, uncertain of what she meant by that.

“Let me show you what I mean,” said Mrs. Kane.

Mrs. Kane took hold of my hand and slid it up and underneath her skirt. Instantly I felt something hard there. I looked her in the eyes and she smiled back. I squeezed my hands, Mrs. Kane was not like any other woman. Almost naturally, without thinking, I began to rub and stroke her. I couldn’t say just yet whether it was because I was turned on or if it was out of sheer curiosity.

“Would you like to see more?” She asked.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded. That curiosity got the best of me. I knew there was going to be no going back from here on out. I just couldn’t help but find out more about her. She was just so goddamn beautiful. I didn’t understand how it was possible she’d also have this between those long slender stockinged legs.

Mrs. Kane pulled my hand away and slid her skirt down. She had no panties on. Her cock hard and ready at a moment's notice. All she needed to do was lift that skirt.

“Go on,” said Mrs. Kane, nodding at me, “touch it for me.”

I did as she asked and grabbed hold of her hard cock, smooth and stiff, and not to mention quite big too. I fiddled around with her cock between my fingers. Playing with it.

“What a fun toy you have Mrs. Kane.”

“Why don’t you see what it tastes like.”

“Yes Mrs. Kane,” I got on my knees and leaned down for a taste, wrapping my lips around the tip of her cock and letting my tongue flick at the very edge of the head. Mrs. Kane gripped her tits from over her blouse, squeezing and massaging them as she let out sighs of excitement.

I went down deeper. Coating her smooth cock in my spit, drooling over my lips and down her shaft.

“I want to see your eyes,” she said.

I gazed up at her beauty. Her sexy dominance so overpowering, so commanding, that all I wanted to do was please and worship this cock for her. Mrs. Kane… she got what she wanted, she could afford it. She had the money, the power, and the perfect body. A body that had the best of both worlds. As I sucked down, I lifted my hands to unbutton her blouse for her. Her tits were hidden too well behind it, that wouldn’t do for me. I had to see them. Mrs. Kane offered her help as she unhooked her bra and let it slip to the bed.

Her breasts were equally intimidating in their overt sexuality, full and ripe, her nipples stiff from all the sensual excitement given to them by the combined efforts of the two of us. I sucked a bit further down, further than I could really manage, my spit splashing back onto her. I pulled my mouth off and stroked  with one hand, the other free to pinch a little pink nipple. The sounds she made only had me wanting more of her. Wanting to give more of myself to her. Any uncertainty I had over this situation was gone now. I was so worried I wouldn’t know how to take proper care of a client but Mrs. Kane was more than adept at giving directions, at commanding me as to what to do for her.

“Turn around for me,” demanded Mrs. Kane, “I want to get a good look at that ass. Unfortunately for me, when I saw you at your desk you were sitting down on it.”

I turned around still on my knees, my ass pressed up for Mrs. Kane’s access. She grabbed at the waistband and lowered my pants down my plump ass. “Such a shame you were hiding this from me,” said Mrs. Kane, giving it a kiss, “something this beautiful shouldn’t be kept hidden, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, Mrs. Kane.”

“That’s my good girl,” Mrs. Kane removed my thong next, taking it to her face and inhaling my scent, “fuck,” she muttered, “No no, an ass as perfect as this needs to get spanked and fucked.”

“Please, Mrs. Kane, spank me,” I begged.

She slapped my round ass, leaving a stinging red mark, “Fuck I need you inside,” I cried.

“Let's get you nice and wet first,” Mrs. Kane shoved her face between my legs, her tongue flicking my little clit. Lapping me up like some vanilla ice cream until the cream began to drip down the cone and all over her fingers.

“That’s right baby, you got one wet pussy for me don’t you.”

“It’s all for you Mrs. Kane, please… let me have that cock.”

Mrs. Kane held to my hips, her fingers digging into my thick flesh. She slid the underside of her cock along my clit, teasing me at the entrance.

“Fuck, Mrs. Kane. Don’t make me wait any longer, I can’t.”

She slapped my ass, “No no no, you’ll get it when I’m ready. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mrs. Kane, I understand, I want to be good for you.”

“If you’re really good for me, maybe I’ll introduce you to some of my friends. Other women like me. Would you like that?”

“Yes, Mrs. Kane.”

“In fact, I think if you let me cum inside this sweet pussy of yours, then I’ll have no choice but to hire you as my personal assistant. What do you think?”

“Anything for you Mrs. Kane.” That hard cock of hers had all the control. Feeling those stiff nipples tickling at my back, nothing but being with her would make me happier. My pussy ached for her fucking. For that massive smooth cock of hers. All that power and money and confidence. She had everything I wanted, she could teach me, and instruct me and of course fuck me forever.

Mrs. Kane lowered my ass down, bringing my pussy down the tip of her cock. Sliding lower down her shaft.

“Fuck your so big,” I moaned.

She slapped my ass, “and you’re so fucking tight,” she pulled out, teasing it back in, working the entrance and stretching me out. I’ve never been stretched like this before. Never had a cock so big it made me question if I could fit it. But Mrs. Kane would make sure it would fit. That’s what she needed to find, a perfect fit for her cock. And I knew I was going to be that perfect fit, because for Mrs. Kane the tighter the better.

Mrs. Kane spread my ass, spitting on my pussy, rubbing her cock in it, getting slick to slide in with a bit more ease. She pressed in forcing it to the hilt.

“God damn,” I clutched the bed sheets, my head down, my ass in the air for her. Once she worked it in, she started to thrust, Hammering into my pussy, pushing and pulling my hips for pleasure. Using me as her little toy for fucking.

Mrs. Kane lifted herself up a bit, plunging in from above. Shoving and thrusting faster, now that she had me tight around her she didn’t have to worry about slipping out. We both lost ourselves to the rhythm. Rocking together, rocking with the bed. Mrs. Kane lifted a bit more, hitting it with long full strokes, my ass jiggled when she made contact.

“Fuck, you want this cum in your pussy baby?”

“Yes Mrs. Kane, fuck, please cum inside me.”

“Yeah? Tell me where you want it,” she growled.

“I want it in my pussy,” I whimpered, my toes curling, my pussy tightening, trying to push her out, I was so damn sensitive, quaking with the filling of lust.

“I’m not done yet, don’t push me out,” Mrs. Kane grabbed a fistful of hair and tilted my head back, the other hand forcing me down her by the shoulder.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, give me that pussy. I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it Mrs. Kane, I want it right inside this pussy.”

She bit her lip giving the last few thrusts until she plunged and connected with me, collapsing on my back, her tits pressed against my skin. Her warm load, spurted from the tip of her cock and filled my tight cunt.

“Damn, you’re so fucking hot,” Mrs. Kane pulled at my hair, turning my head so she could lick at my ear, combined with her warm breath and pulsating cock deep inside, the ecstasy washed over me again, sending me into another bout of orgasmic pleasure. I tossed and turned underneath her.

Mrs. Kane flopped over and looked up at the ceiling, her cock penetrating the air, standing tall and stiff, cum dripping down the side.

“Can you clean this for me?” Asked Mrs. Kane giving her cock a little wave.

I crawled over to her, unable to speak as I tried to catch my breath, I licked the cum dripping down her.

“That’s a good girl, now give me a kiss.”

I clawed my way over her breasts and toward her lips, planting a wet sticky kiss on her, our tongues licking and swapping a mix of fluids.

Mrs. Kane leaned over and whispered, “You’ve got the job.”

A smile ran across my face, “Thank you Mrs. Kane.”

Screw my old job. So long as I had Mrs. Kane to screw me I didn’t need it. Mr. Freeman wouldn’t be able to bring me half as far as Mrs. Kane could.

“You were never planning on doing any business with us were you?” I asked.

“Not at all,” she said.

The two of us shared a laugh, she pulled me in closer, throwing the bed sheets over us. Our breasts touched as we held one another.

“So how about that room service, what would you like?” She asked.

“How does

sound?”

“Sounds perfect.”

The Futa Vampire Queen

Any good town always has that one house, the one all the residents know of. Know it as a sort of typified thing. Like the house with the really red door. Or the house with all the lawn gnomes. That sort of thing. Well this town had one of those. A slightly dilapidated and strangely eerie gothic style townhouse. The kind that had the children convinced that a witch lived there. To be fair, they might not have been too far off. No one ever saw who occupied that house. Some people said they noticed a woman out front on the rare occasion, but only late at night. I never saw them though.

Yet somehow it fell on me to get in contact with whoever it was that resided there. Well, it fell on me because I wanted to add a shed to my yard that the HomeOwners Association wasn’t too fond of me having. Those controlling sons of bitches. Of course who ever owned that strange house managed to keep themselves out of their grasp, and HOA saw me as a useful tool to help them close their grasp on this block just a little tighter. Whoever owned that house, managed quite skillfully to avoid them all this time. Although maybe not much skill was really involved, they just scared anyone from getting to close.

I had to admire whoever did own that house. Right now I kind of wish I was more like them. So I could shove HOA’s request in their damn faces and put up my shed anyway. But I’m not really the type. Maybe this is some internalized misogyny or some shit but as a single woman living on her own, I wasn’t feeling brave enough to take any risks here. 

For that reason, I did at times, wish to have someone in my life capable of such behavior. Someone who would stand up to the world alongside me. Someone who would hold my hand as we confronted the little challenges in life. The ones that in the grand scheme of things aren’t so important, but fill each day with small moments of novelty. And yeah, someone to touch my body. It’s been so long since I had that. I’m forgetting what it was like I think. Forgetting the if and how I even like it. But damn, do I sometimes lay awake imagining a pair of hands, groping at my body from under my sheets, gripping to my thighs, pushing to spread them open and...I’m just exciting myself.

And now wasn’t the time for that. I had a job to do. I had to figure out how in the world I was going to get to this person. When morning came I walked over to their house. A dying willow sat in the front yard, its lifeless limbs swaying in the light breeze. At least I think it was dying, it never had any green on it. Yet somehow managed to remain standing over the years. I took the cold brass knocker in my hand and pounded it against the door a few times. I waited, but no answer. I tried again, banging harder. I tried to see if anyone was home, black curtains draped in front of the windows made it impossible to tell. And there was never a car or anything out front, so that was of no help either. I walked around back, looking into the yard. I saw nothing but overgrown grass and dried out vines entangled on the iron fence. This was hopeless.

I gave up for the time being and went back to my house. I went into my yard and looked over my small plot of land. This was supposed to be my land, my dream. To have a bit of earth for myself, to live on and do as I please. Where did it all go so wrong. The criminals at HOA were going to pay for this. I wasn’t through just yet. I had to get in touch with whoever lived in that house. I went inside my home. I needed a plan, but of course I had none.

I really thought about just going right on into the house. Just fuck it and go in and face whoever it was down. I needed the confidence though. It was hard for me to have that sort of confidence. I spent so much time alone. I decided maybe a little alone time might be just what I needed, the fun kind of alone time, give myself a little confidence boost.

I was alone in my bedroom, thinking over how badly I wanted to build that shed. A testament to the earth that I owned. I was a strong woman but this situation had started making me feel less so. And I wasn’t going to let it do so any longer. I started to undress in front of the mirror. Telling myself all the good things I wanted to hear. You’re strong, you can do this. And you’re damn sexy. Just look at these tits, full and ripe. I grabbed a handful and massage myself, allowing the pleasurable sensation of having my nipples rubbed to wash over me.

“Fuck,” it’s been so long since I’ve been touched, I needed it so damn badly. And if I wanted to be touched I was going to be touched. It didn’t matter. I had to show myself I would get what I wanted. Whatever I desired.

Massaging my breasts, watching my face contort with pleasure in the mirror felt so good. But it wasn’t enough. I had to take on the establishment here. Bring the whole thing down. I slid my hand down my chest and along my tummy. Lower and lower, until I snuck my fingers under my panties. Feeling my soft pussy beneath my hand. I bit my lip, exhaling from my nose. Pressing to my sweet little clit. Rubbing until I heard the wet sound of my juices sloshing to the rhythm of my fingers. I played with myself building up to an incredible release. Filling my body with pleasure and my mind with the confidence to take on that which I needed to. Breaking through the barrier of what is expected and correct and going for my own, in my own way. And perhaps shoving my fingers into my wet cunt was symbolic of this. But the pleasure, the shaking and aching was no symbol but a physical reality of how god damn fucking sexy this all was.

Getting myself off certainly helped to boost my mood. It always does. Reminds me and puts me in control. The exact sort of headspace I needed to be in. It was already pretty late. The sun had sunk far below the horizon. But I had to get this done now. I had a powerful energy pulsing through me. I would be a fool not to capitalize on it. I got dressed, putting the same clothes I had on earlier.

The house was far creepier at night than during the day. Something different about it, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on what. Something about the air, the absolute silence that clung to it in all directions. Whoever lived here, from what I’ve heard, they’ve only  been seen at night. So maybe they just aren’t ever home during the day and now was my only chance to get to them.

I took the brass knocker in my hand and rapped it against the door, quite hard. Hard enough that it had to get someone’s attention. I pressed my ear to the door and listened intently. I heard no stirring, not a single noise. Fuck, come on. I tried knocking again. It was hopeless. If anyone was in there they cleary had no desire to be bothered. I couldn’t give up though. I had to have this. And when I want something, I get it. Okay, maybe that’s not true. But I would like for it to be. And there was only one I’d ever manage in becoming that sort of person.

Fuck it, I placed my hand on the knob. It wasn’t completely crazy to believe it might be unlocked. Most of us kept our doors unlocked around here. It was that kind of town. Nothing in the way of robbery or such to worry about. Still, more than likely, someone like this, they would probably have their door locked up good. I went to turn the knob. To my delight and surprise it wasn’t locked. I didn’t push it open right away. I was nervous. I eased the door open, not knowing what to expect, what might wait for me on the other side

I took a step inside. It was dark, strangely lit by flickering candles. The decor from what I could tell, was unsettling. I heard movement. My heart leaped into my throat, choking me up. I guess I wasn’t as brave as I had thought. I tried my best to swallow the fear back down.

“Can I help you?” Asked a soft voice. It sounded as if it came from the room I was in, but I saw no one. Then a figure stepped into the candlelight and I saw her. She was beautiful to say the least. Radiantly gorgeous, really. Something about the atmosphere, the energy around her. It made me want to be a part of it. To be one with it. To have it. Have it, in some way that I didn’t quite yet understand.

“Umm… yeah,” I muttered, fidgeting a bit.

I reached into my back pocket for the letter HOA gave me to present to her. I held it out for her to take. She reached out for it, her hand brushing against mine. What was that feeling. That shudder I felt. It felt good though, it filled my chest and stuck to my throat. But what did I want to say. I was losing myself. Whatever it was I came for, I was losing touch with it. She pulled the letter from my hand. And I wanted her to touch me again. She looked it over and then tore it in half. Holding the two halves over a flame until they burned to ash.

It suddenly dawned on me where I was, who I was. An intruder in a strange place that I had no real business being in. I found myself here because there was something I believed I wanted. What was it… a shed. No, that couldn’t be it. I looked into her eyes, falling into the way they glowed. She brushed her dark hair aside and out of her face.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m Lina,” she said.

That didn’t seem like the right question to ask. But the more I tried to think of what question was the right one to ask, the more distracted by her appearance, I found myself.

She wore a short black dress, one that ended above the knees, and hugged her skin tightly. Fitting snugly over her curves. The top cut low, the cleavage of her ample breasts a sight to behold. What am I here for? She took a step closer. I felt myself in her presence. Strangely, I felt how I appeared before her, and that feeling far too much for me to take. I wanted to leap out of my skin, leave this body behind. Yet if such were to happen I would never again get to feel her touch and already I was starting to ache so badly for it.

“Who are you, really?” I asked again.

“Perhaps it’s better that I show you,” said Lina.

Lina lowered the dress down her shoulders, revealing more of her porcelain white skin. Skin so white that it contrasted well with her plump red lips. Lips that pulled me in. I took a step closer. She lowered her dress a bit more, sliding it down passed her breasts. Full breasts. Was this what she wanted to show me. Was this who she was. She sucked on her bottom lip, hungry for something. The way Lina looked me up and down. It was me she was hungry for, wanting me.

“Most don’t come visit me,” said Lina, her dress halfway down her body, “It must be something about the vibe I give off. But I just don’t like to be bothered too much, is all.”

“I see..”

“So why did you come?” She asked.

Really? She just burned up the reason I came here. She looked me over again, this time somehow figuring out the words I hid in my head.

“No, I mean the real reason. You knew neither, yourself or any other, was going to get anything from me. Didn’t you wonder why you were sent here in the first place? Why it was you.”

She was right of course. Why did HOA send me here in the first place? What more could I have possibly said or done that they hadn’t already. Surely they didn’t expect me to get very far.

“Why did they send me?” I said out loud, more to myself than to her.

Lina took another step, close enough for me to feel her there, but not quite yet feel her, the top of her dress folded down to her waste.

“Because I wanted you,” she said, her eyes gazing into mine, her tongue licking her red lips.

“Me?” I repeated.

I sensed her energy, an overwhelming energy. One that I wanted to have, one that I felt in such a way, but didn’t know what to do with. It made me want to taste it, to have it in mouth and swallow it down. To just somehow make it a part of me, find some way to absorb it.

“Yes… I wanted you. I’ve seen you around. Not that you’ve noticed, I’m sure. Most don’t notice me. Not because I’m not there, but because they choose not to, completely unaware themselves of this choice they make. But I see you notice me now. All of me.”

Lina placed her hands on her well endowed chest and gripped her breasts between her fingers. I saw the pleasure it gave her, written all over her face. The look she gave me, the sense she gave off. The same as my own. A wanting and hunger for what stood before her. And I stood before her. Me and me alone.

“And I wouldn’t want you unless I knew that you wanted me too. There is no fun in wanting that which can’t see me.”

“Certainly not,” I said. It was true, she saw me and I saw her. This is what I wanted. What I never got from anyone else I’ve met. But how could she know that. How did she know me? Lina brought a hand to her throat, practically clawing at it.

“Fuck me…” The words carried themselves under Lina’s breath, and into my inhalation.

“Absolutely,” I responded.

I got down on my knees before her. Submitting myself to her power, to her energy. That which I felt as so absolute.

“Beautiful, so very beautiful,” whispered Lina.

I wrapped my fingers around her dress. I had to get at her. I had to have more. Lina placed a hand on the top of my head. The tips of her fingers massaging my scalp.

“Do you know what I want?” Asked Lina.

“No,” I shook my head.

“You…” Lina gripped my hair hard within her tight grasp. Fuck, that felt good.

I pulled at her dress, lowering it farther down her body, down below her waist, down along her slender legs. And what greeted me, had me both delighted and surprised. Between her legs was not what I expected. She did not have what women have. But then, why would she, she was not like any other woman I’ve known before. Not in the slightest of ways. And that was such a damn good thing. Instead of a pussy she had a nice thick cock, smooth and half erect. But that was soon about to change. It was going to be hard and throbbing. I was going to make it throb.

I took her cock into my hand. Feeling the girth wrapped around my fingers. With her hand still clutched to my hair, she pulled my mouth closer to her cock. I stuck my tongue out and licked at the tip. Tasting her with flicking movements. 

“How’s it taste?” Lina asked.

But before I could respond she forced me by the hair down the shaft of her cock. Her thickness swelling in my mouth.

“Can you touch yourself for me?” Asked Lina. I nodded in approval, her cock still wrapped around my tongue. I placed my hand between my legs, rubbing my clit, tasting the fullness of her dick. The sloshing of my wet pussy filled the room.

“Somebody’s wet,” said Lina.

“Mmmhmm,” I nodded, cock in my mouth, Lina rocking her hips back and forth.

She looked me in the eyes as I sucked, and had me looking back into hers. I wanted to suck that insatiable energy of hers from out of the tip. I wanted to be as she was. And I couldn’t help but wonder, how did the world manage to order itself to allow for such a being as this. But the answer to my question felt so far away. And more than an answer I wanted a feeling. And I knew it was a feeling I would catch from her.

She pulled out of my mouth, her cock slick with my spit, dripping from the tip and onto my tits. I snuck a hand under my shirt and bra and pinched my nipples, so sensitive. I took a deep breath in.

“Let me taste more,” I begged. I didn’t get enough yet. I didn’t get what I wanted to suck from out of it.

“You don’t tell me when to give you more,” said Lina, she patted her palm asked my cheek, “got it?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good,”

She shoved her cock in my mouth and quickly pulled it out, pulling my head back by my hair. Fuck, I loved how she controlled me. I loved being at her call, a servant to whatever whim or fancy filled her thinking and desire.

Lina got down on her knees, finding herself at my level. She placed her hands on my face, slightly squeezing my cheeks. But I saw by the look in her eyes she wanted to squeeze much harder.

“Fuck,” she mouthed, the words barely audible. She pulled me in, pressing my lips to hers. Her mouth opening for my tongue. Her mouth closing, biting a bit on my bottom lip. I couldn’t help but moan and start touching her smooth skin. Her fair skin, her fair breasts, massaged by my working fingers.

“Let’s get you undressed,” she said, lifting my shirt off over my head and tossing it away. Reaching around my back and unhooking my bra. Her lips made there way to my nipples. Her mouth sucking, her teeth nibbling. She loved to suck, loved it so much. I held her tightly against me. Wanting to press as much of her as possible into my very being. But there was only one way to have the energy of hers inside me. And she was hard enough and I was wet enough for it now.

She gripped my shoulders, and brought me down to the ground, sliding my pants off followed by my soaked panties. Lina balled them up and pressed them to her face, inhaling my scent deeply. She placed her knees underneath each arm, hovering over me, lowering herself enough to dip the tip of her cock back into my mouth, putting it in and pulling it out. She gave me one last kiss.

“Tell me you want it,” she said.

“I want you so bad,” I said.

“Good,” Lina took my panties and stuffed them into my mouth, not wanting to hear another word from me.

Her hard cock pressed against the outside of my wet pussy. She slapped it against my clit. So damn good, but I couldn’t tell her. Couldn’t beg her to put it in, no matter how badly I wanted to. All I could manage was a few muffled moans and wanting eyes. Hoping the look I gave her would be enough to pull her in.

Thankfully those eyes and moans were enough. Lina eased the tip in. Sliding into my slick and wet pussy. I bit down on my panties, taking it all in.

Lina squeezed my face in her hands, my lips pursed outward, panties stuffed inside, “That’s right baby, you take that dick,” Lina gave my face a shake. Lina forced her cock all the way in, leaned forward and kissed my forehead. She began to thrust her hips, working her cock in and out, each time forcing her way in a bit deeper. Lina gripped my thighs and brought my legs on top of her shoulder. Her fingers rubbing my clit while her cock stroked inside me.

I wanted to cry out, wanted to moan. I wanted to beg, give it to me, give me more. But I was silenced. Silenced by her commands, and her stuffing. I grabbed her wrist, needing something to hold, overwhelmed by her power. Lina rotated her wrist, breaking free from my hold, taking my own wrist in her grasp and pinning my arm to the ground. Her pounding filled me so well. The pleasure was immense. Yet still not enough. Still wasn’t it. Not really, not fully what I wanted. Lina paused for a moment, cock still inside, looking me over.

“You look like you have something you want to say,” said Lina.

I nodded my head.

Lina stuck a finger in my mouth and pulled the panties out, “What is it?” she asked. And as I went to respond she quickly shifted forward, forcing her dick in my mouth, shutting me up, not allowing me the chance to respond.

“What was it? I didn’t quite catch that,” said Lina.

My eyes grew wide, knowing now what power, what control, I was staring down. Knowing I was helpless to her whims. And knowing there was no other way I would have wanted it.

Fuck the shed, and fuck HOA. But most of all fuck me. Oh please, Oh please Lina, just fuck me. I thought the shed was what I wanted. Was my way of claiming my world, but it wasn’t, never was. Just a distraction from what I most desperately needed, because somewhere inside I believed I’d never really get it. Yet now I was getting it, getting it deeper and harder with each pump of Lina’s hard cock in my wet pussy.

“Now tell me, what did you want to say.”

“Fuck you,” I moaned.

“That’s right, baby,” said Lina, giving the side of my face a tap with the palm of her hand.

My legs in the air, spread open and wide. Lina on top of me, her weight pressing down.

Lina’s long black nails raked down my sides, across my ribs. My back arched in natural reaction to the sensation.

“I need to taste you,” said Lina.

“Fucking do it.”

Her words said, ‘I need to taste you,’ but the look on her face said something far more intense than just a taste. And whatever that look wanted, that’s what I was really saying ‘do it’ to. Lina smiled a wicked and wanting smile. She bared her teeth at me, incredibly white and strangely pointed.

“Oh, I will,” said Lina.

Lina gave a powerful thrust inside, my body rocking, my tits bouncing to the strength of it. She pushed at my face, turning it to the side, giving her access to my neck. She licked those blood red lips of hers.

“Just a taste,” breathed Lina, “Just enough to satisfy me, and enough to keep you wanting more.”

I didn’t want to keep wanting, the ache for what she was, unbearable. Yet a pleasure, an unbearable pleasure. How long did she desire to keep me in this state of submission to her. Knowing I would never leave until I had that fulfillment only she could give me.

Lina bent down toward my neck, I could feel her deep breathing warm against my throat. Her hands clutched to my shoulders. Her tongue licked my skin, her lips sucked at the flesh. She growled. My heart beat heavy in my chest. What did she want. I knew this small taste of salty skin wasn’t it. I knew sliding in and out of my pussy, having my clit rub against her pelvis, also wasn’t it.  As much joy as all this gave her, it wasn’t it.

“Just enough to satisfy me, and keep you wanting,” whispered Lina, she licked my earlobe and then back down to my neck. I felt her nibbling. I arched, thrusting my hips, taking more of her cock. Those pointed teeth bit down, piercing and penetrating my flesh, sinking deeper into my neck as her cock went deeper into my pussy, the fullness of length inside me.

I felt a trickle of blood drip down my neck. Closer and closer to that filling, so fucking close. Lina pulled her mouth away, a bit of my blood circled around her lips. Only ever so close to it, but never having it. Lina stuck a finger into my mouth, having me suck on it.

“Now to finish you off,” said Lina.

“Yes, please, yes.”

If I couldn’t have what she was, I could at least have her cock, thrusting our way to orgasm. Her bite did however unlock something. My body, my mind, so much more sensitive to the stimuli of the world around me.

Lina turned me over, pulling my hips back, bringing my ass in the air. She got up behind me to press in. Gripping to my ass, taking control of my body. Forcing me back and forth, her thighs slapping against mine. This increased sensitivity I was feeling, almost too much. Yet so fucking good. I reached back trying to push her away, though I didn’t want it to stop, not really. The more I tried to escape from my orgasm the more Lina fought to give it to me. Fighting hard, and fucking hard, until I shook. Until I quivered with waves of ecstasy taking hold of my tense body. I had succumbed fully to her. Lina pulled out, growling and moaning, her warm cum spilling onto my ass.

She had me, I was her servant, from here on out I was hers to command. My body limp and exhausted under the candlelight. I belonged to her, whatever she wanted. Forget the shed, forget my home. I was here, and here I would stay, following what she desired from me and for me. I was entranced by this seductress.

“I’m going to need a lot from you,” said Lina.

“I’m willing to give whatever you need,” I said. My chest rising and falling, trying to catch my breath.

“Good, because whatever I need, I take” said Lina, leaning down to kiss my neck.

She got up off the floor and walked away to some other part of the house, leaving me there with my thoughts.

What was it that she needed from me. What did she want me to do. I knew I would soon find out, but when and what. I thought if only I could prove my worth to her then she might just give me enough of a bite to unlock what I really am. Until then I would remain her faithful servant. I stretched my arms and legs out across the floor, watching the candlelight flicker on the ceiling. My enchantress… never leave me, please.

Serving The Futa Vampire

I laid in bed, momentarily confused as to where I was. This wasn’t my home. And it wasn’t home to any of my guy friends. The kind of guys I might end up with for a night unable to recall exactly what we did before passing out. I rubbed my eyes awake. And then it hit me. I was in Lina’s house. This should have been obvious. Who else would have a home decorated with dripping candles and skull goblets. I was in the home of my odd neighbor. The one I had not actually met until last night. So I suppose it wasn’t too different then the nights I shared with my guy friends. At least in some respects it wasn’t different. In others however it differed greatly.

My stomach rumbled. I desperately needed something to eat. I felt so drained and empty. The night I spent with Lina left me so exhausted I couldn’t help but pass right now. She must have carried me to bed though, I could have sworn I fell asleep in the living room. It wouldn’t surprise me. She was much stronger than she looks. But then Lina is full of surprises. The biggest and most magnificent of which happened to be between her legs. I started to picture her in my head. She was otherworldly beautiful. Pale skin, red lips, and a tongue that could do anything. Curvy body, a perfect chest. And of course to top it all off she had a big… Best not to get too excited. Even just thinking about her made me yearn for her touch. She had that effect on me. Being in her presence was like having a spell cast upon oneself. A spell that could only be broken once Lina got what she wanted.

I left my room in search of something to eat. It was hard to tell exactly what time it was. Lina kept the shades drawn and the curtains blacked out. One could not get a glimpse of sunlight in this place. Instead candlelight lit the way throughout the house. Being inside here, you might forget you were in a totally normal suburban neighborhood, it was like being transported to another time and place. I had a hard time remembering why I even came here last night. Nobody in this town had any dealings with Lina. Most, if not everyone, just kept away from her. But since meeting her I couldn’t keep away from her. While I scoured the house for something to eat, what I really wanted to find was Lina. Just to get another look at her enchanting beauty.

I went through the cabinets. It was nearly impossible to find anything. Didn’t she eat? How did she manage to sustain herself, sustain that figure? I managed to find some bread in an old breadbox. The bread was stale but still edible. Unfortunately it would have to do. I sat in one of the high back chairs and ate my breakfast, if you could even call it that, at the table. I was too hungry to be picky.

If Lina was anywhere she was probably in the backroom. The door of which was locked. She clearly didn’t want to be disturbed. From what little I knew about her, I knew she was the type who needed her privacy so I thought it best not to bother her by knocking or anything. I suppose I could have just left and gone home. Truthfully, I didn’t want to. I wanted to see her again. What the two of us did last night together, it was… magical. I wanted to stay with her. I wanted to serve her. Like I said, she had an effect on me. That moment of release I shared with her, it made me want to serve her completely. And while that feeling wasn’t as strong now as it was then, it still had a hold on me. And I had a feeling the moment I laid eyes on her again, or perhaps when she laid eyes on me, it would rush back in full force.

Time ticked away slowly and I wasn’t going anywhere. I grabbed a book she had on one of her shelves tucked between a wilting flower and what looked like an urn. I didn’t check to see if anything was in it. It was a big leather bound thing, handwritten too. The penmanship was hard to decipher at first but I managed.

While engrossed in my reading I felt a hand rest on my shoulder. I jumped a bit in my seat, startled. Lina’s pointed black fingernails tapped me. I looked up and locked eyes with Lina. A calm washed over me. Her plump red lips smiling. Damn, was she quiet. Or I was just too enthralled by what I was reading, a journal of what seemed to be plant based medicine. Though more medicine for the mind than the body. I closed the book and placed it on the stand next to me.

I glanced up and down Lina’s body. She wore a skin tight black dress that contrasted well with her porcelain skin. Tight enough to see all the curves. Cut low enough to get a full view of her cleavage. That familiar feeling hit hard. The energy she emitted from her being swelling inside of me. Changing me in a way that I couldn’t quite place, until it took complete hold of me. The desire that flowed in me for her, that lust that surrounded her like a thick air that I so desperately wanted to penetrate into. I would do anything to be a part of it.

“I require your service,” said Lina.

“Anything for you,” I said. The words came out naturally. I put no thought into what I said. I only spoke.

“Good,” said Lina, tightening her grip on my shoulder. I sunk myself deeper into the cushions. I wanted her to crawl right up into me. Be inside of me.

“I need you to bring me another, one young and as beautiful as yourself,” Lina leaned in close, this time whispering in my ear, “can you do that for me?” Her warm breath tickled and delighted. “I’ll make it worth your while,” Lina stuck her tongue out and licked my earlobe, nibbling it slightly with her pointed teeth.

I let out a heavy sigh, “Yes mistress,” I responded.

Lina’s hands slide down from my shoulder and over my breasts, giving them a squeeze. I bit my lip enjoying her touch.  Her lips kissed my neck, the spot still sore from where her teeth left their mark during all our excitement. I had to admit however, I was a bit worried about having to share Lina with another. I wanted her all to myself.

“Don’t worry. You won’t see this one again after tonight. You’re still my only servant,” said Lina, answering my worry as if reading my thoughts. I relaxed at hearing that. Though still pumping with energy and desire for her. This time Lina’s hands went from my breasts down my stomach and in between my legs. She rubbed me softly. I spread myself open on the couch, inviting her in.

“This is still the only one I really want to play with,” Lina stopped rubbing and I wished she didn’t. I wanted to beg for her hand back. “I simply have other hungers and desires I need to fill as well.” Lina grabbed the book from off the stand and started to walk away, “now go,” she said, before disappearing from my sight.

It shouldn’t be too hard to find someone. It was spring break afterall. The young college students all running amok over town. Looking to get loose and a bit weird. Blow off steam and pretend like the real world doesn’t exist for them. I just had to find one of them and convince them to come home with me. Do a little seducing. I’ve never seduced a woman before. But for Lina I knew I could do it.

I left the house. The bright sun assaulted my eyes, it took some time to adjust. It must have been around three, shocked that I slept for so long. I hardly ever sleep in. I guess I needed the rest though. Lina really tired me out after all. I headed for main street. That’s where most of the action would be. Bars and shops lined the entire road. Someone there had to be open for a new experience. Besides that’s why most of them go anyway. Perhaps not for the kind of experience they might get with Lina but still. I’m sure the girls wanted to find some guy to take them home and hit it for the night. Just another one night stand they’d probably forget. But Lina could give an experience they’d never forget, I just had to show one of them that.

I don’t come to main street often. I guess when you live here year round the thrill of it kind of wears off on you. I much prefer the quiet of my home most days. Although now I suppose I’m starting to enjoy Lina’s home far more than my own. Still I wouldn’t normally be found here. I went into the only bar on the street I’ve been to before, a place called Dusk.

The music inside was a bit loud but I guess that was to be expected. The first thing I did was head straight to the bar. I needed a drink. I had to calm my nerves a bit and prepare myself for what I was about to do. This was so unlike me, I needed to get out of my head for it. I wish Lina was with me. It would be so easy to access that seductful part of myself with her around. I lose myself in her so easily. Only a drink now might offer me any help in this task. I ordered two shots of straight vodka. I didn’t have to enjoy the drink, I just needed it to do its job. I sucked the drinks down one after the other, my face cringing at the taste. I smacked my tongue against the roof of my mouth in hopes of removing the sting.

The crowd was younger than me. I graduated a few years ago. They all must have been first or second years for the most part. Still young, mostly innocent. Though you wouldn’t know it by the way they acted. Shamelessly flirting. Young men trying to buy girls a drink for a chance to hit it later tonight. I watched quietly as one young man failed.

The girl turned to her friends, “ugh, why do they all have to be such douches. I just want to get some dick and not have to deal with such pigs,” she said. She was pretty, petite with long blonde hair and perky little tits.

“That’s what the toys in your drawer are for,” said one of her friends.

“I’m tired of that, I still want a real person on the other end of it,” she said taking a sip of her drink, “Just not someone so dull.”

“All guys are the same, best get used to it.”

I eavesdropped on their conversation waiting for the right moment to insert myself into the conversation.

I tapped the blonde one on the shoulder, maybe it was the alcohol or maybe my desire not to disappoint Lina, either way I just put it all out there, “I can get you some dick without a guy like that attached to it,” I said.

She looked at me slightly taken back, “What?”

“You want someone real, right? Come with me,” I said.

She looked at her friends and then around the room, she knew whatever it was she was looking for, she wasn’t going to find it here. “Alright,” she said shrugging her shoulders and getting off the chair, “let’s go.”

“Shouldn’t you tell your friends you're leaving first?”

“Pfft, they aren’t the type to worry if I’m gone.”

I left the bar with her. As we walked the two of us got to talking a bit. I learned a bit more about her. I didn’t need to, but I listened, she seemed like she needed someone to listen. Her name was Lucy. She was two years into her bachelors for microbiology, you wouldn’t know it from looking at her tonight but she was actually kind of smart. And you would know it from looking at her that she was incredibly sexy. A great ass, that I enjoyed watching bounce as we walked together.

We got to the house and Lucy looked it over, a bit skeptical. It can be rather intimidating, but that was the point. To keep anyone unwanted away.

“This is your home?” Asked Lucy.

“No, not mine. I live a few houses down.”

I opened the front door and invited her in.

“It’s dark in here,” she said.

“You get used to it.”

I called out for Lina. I could hear the clicking of her heels as she entered the room, looking as enchanting as ever. Lina gave me a smile and licked her lips. Lucy didn’t seem to notice.

“I thought I was going to get some dick,” said Lucy.

“Oh, don’t worry, you will.”

Lina approached the two of us, taking a strand of Lucy’s hair into her hands, “What a sweet little thing you are,” said Lina.

“Um… thanks,” said Lucy.

Lina moved around Lucy and over to me, whispering into my ear, “You did a great job,” Lina kissed my cheek.

“I’m so happy you came to join the two of us,” said Lina giving my breasts a feel.

The uncertain look on Lucy’s face vanished as she looked into Lina’s eyes. I could tell she felt herself falling into the same trance I did each time I looked into them. The same wanting swelling up inside her. My fingers played at the straps of Lina’s dress, lowering them down her shoulders. Further and further down, revealing her large full breasts. I cupped them in my hands, and kissed her nipples, sucking them into my mouth.

“You see Lucy,” I said lowering Lina’s dress down further, stopping as I got to her waist, “Guys aren’t the only ones who can give you dick,” I tugged on Lina’s dress removing it the rest of the way. I got down on my knees before my queen, taking her cock into my hand, giving it a stroke, getting it hard for us. I beckoned Lucy over to join me, not that I had to, she was already taken in by Lina’s allure. Lucy joined me on her knees before Lina. A cock like this deserves our worship. I could see now how selfish it was not to share it.

“I see what you mean,” said Lucy.

“Go on, give it a taste,” I said.

Lucy wrapped her lips around the tip of Lina’s cock, coating it with her spit. I joined in underneath, my tongue licking on the shaft. Lina clutched our hair, each of us in the grasp of one of her hands. Lina let out moans that echoed throughout the room. The sounds of Lucy’s sloppy sucking mixing with the sighs of pleasure.

I knew Lina wanted to take Lucy’s pussy. Pump her full with her hard cock. I got between Lucy’s legs to prepare her for such. Sucking and licking her clit to wetness, as she sucked on Lina. Once Lucy was nice and wet for Lina’s cock I positioned her on all fours for Lina to take. Lina got down behind her, teasing her cock against her pussy.

Lina pressed in, “You found me a tight one.”

Lina thrusted herself deep in Lucy’s pussy. My mouth latched to Lina’s tits and I rubbed myself, enjoying getting to watch her fuck another girl. I got down next to Lucy, presenting myself for Lina to take. As much fun as watching was, I needed to get fucked myself. I needed to have this desire for Lina fulfilled. I needed to have this pussy filled with her large cock. Lucy thrusted and fucked and switched between the two of us. Forcing our hips back and down the length of her shaft.

I turned and faced Lucy, looking her in the eyes as she made faces of pleasure each time Lina shoved herself in. I grabbed the back of Lucy’s head and pulled her in, kissing and licking her face, my body rocking back and forth from Lina’s control.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned gripping Lucy’s arm. The swelling of pleasure grew more and more intense. My face burned red as I held in for as long as I could. Wanting this to never end but knowing I would explode with ecstasy soon. Lina pulled out bringing her cock over for me to suck. She leaned down and whispered, “I’ll have more for you later, when I’ve had my fill of her.” Lina took a handful of Lucy’s hair and helped her to her feet.

“Come with me,” said Lina, walking off with her new pet, taking her to the backroom. The room that was always locked.

After a few moments I followed after them. Pressing my ear to the door. I could make out the slapping sounds of bodies against each other. The muffled moans of pleasure. I reached between my legs and masturbated. I Wish I was with them. I knew Lina wasn’t going to leave me unsatisfied tonight. She needed something from Lucy though first. She hungered for her. And I knew she had to satisfy that hunger first. My legs quivered as I imagined the two of them going at it. Imagined Lina taking control of Lucy’s body and having her way with it. Sinking deeper and deeper as she penetrated that fresh young thing.

Then came silence. I heard nothing. I went back to the room I awoke in that morning, waiting. I would wait here every night for Lina if that’s what she wanted. After some time Lina entered the room looking more vibrant and more youthful than ever, something I didn’t think was possible. She placed her knees on the sides of my hips, looking down at me.

“You did well,” said Lina.

“Are you satisfied?” I asked.

“Very.”

She raged with lustful energy. And I was now the only thing around for her to release that energy upon.

Lina shoved her cock into my mouth, having me soak it with my saliva. Then grabbing my hips and pulling me up into her, sliding in. Going at me like an animal after only one thing. She wasn’t going to stop anytime soon. Moving my body this way and that, making me rock and bounce. Sweat dripped from our bodies and though I tired Lina never did. She sucked on my neck, and thrusted in deep. Her cum exploding into my wet pussy. Not even the release was enough to stop her. She kept going using the mix of juices and cum as a further lubricant. Fucking my already too sensitive vagina. I grew lost in the overwhelming sensations. My mind shattering from its place inside me and leaping to a world higher above.

All I could do was wait for Lina’s lust to subside and enjoy her ravaging. And that’s all I wanted to do. To service my queen in whatever way she saw fit. I belonged to her. I didn’t care what would happen to the world I was going to leave behind. To my house, my job. None of it mattered anymore. I would forget it all and let someone else have it if they wanted. My place was her with Lina. Underneath Lina.

“I want to be like you,” I said, as the two of us rested on the bed.

“Not yet. I still need you to be able to go out into the world and be of service to me. To bring me more offerings like that one. Don’t worry, you will join me in time.” Lina kissed my neck and left the room.


The Futa Bathhouse

The Futa Hot Bathhouse in Gifu Prefecture doesn’t exactly allow mortal men such as myself on its premises. That of course isn’t going to stop me from trying. The bathhouse is run by a kodama named Sumi and has been for thousands of years. I’ve tried sneaking my way through the front gates, and each and every time Sumi managed to spot me and promptly toss me out on my butt. Each time more embarrassing than the last. Sailing through the air by the force of Sumi’s magic, as the hot futa girls giggled watching me from the warmth of their bath. The more well endowed futa’s, would wave a hand in the air as I soared by, their large breasts jiggling. And although I might end up with another bruise on my tailbone, the sight of those futas and their wet bouncing chests made it all worth it.

This time I managed to clamber my way up the stone wall, peaking over the top of it, overlooking the outdoor baths, steam rising from the hot water. I watched as two gorgeous futas soaked themselves in the water. I was still sore from yesterday’s attempt. So I had no plans to try and hop over. I just wanted to watch them for now. Enjoy the sight of their radiant beauty. And although the two futas in there now had their bodies submerged, I could see Fuko’s cleavage rising just barely above the waterline. Fuko had the biggest pair of all the futas, and if she wasn’t so keen on letting the futas enjoy the size of her tits, I’m sure the others would have been jealous. But the futas of the hotsprings were sexual by nature. Always sharing and enjoying each other’s company. Maybe it had something to do with the water, the way it washed away inhibitions, allowing the bathers to relax and let themselves be free. I wouldn’t know for sure of course, but I was so desperate to try and find out just what it was that made those futa girls so playful. And even more desperate to find out if they’d be willing to play with me.

From my position on the stone wall I could hear each and every word the two futas were saying to each other. Their conversation started out innocently enough.

“It’s been so long since I’ve seen you Hitomi,” said Fuko, the one with the juicy tits.

“Far too long,” said Hitomi, running her hands through her straight black hair, “where have you been?”

“Sumi sent me on a little mission to find him more clients,” said Fuko.

“Any luck?” Asked Hitomi.

“What do you think? Have you known a futa that could say no to these tits,” Fuko gave herself a big squeeze, pressing her breasts together. My eyes widened at the sight of the water cascaded between her cleavage as she lifted her tits.

“I know I have never been able to,” Hitomi took her fingers and pinched Fuko’s nipples over her bikini top. A top that was stretched to its limits just barely covering her nipples.

“Fuck,” I said, perhaps a bit too loudly, but I could feel the blood rushing to my cock, hardening at the sight of the two of them touching each other.

“Did you hear something?” said Hitomi, lowering her hands back under the water.

“Uh uh… don’t stop, I missed your hands,” said Fuko, grabbing Hitomi’s wrists and placing her hands back on top of her chest, where they belonged.

“Good because they’ve missed you too,” Hitomi groped Fuko’s massive chest, and rested her head on her cleavage, “I missed these big pillows of yours so much,” Hitomi nuzzled herself nicely against Fuko.

I reached between my legs, sliding my hand underneath my waistband. The two futas made my cock throb and ache with lustful desire. I wanted to spring over the wall, but I knew better.

“Oh, Hitomi,” said Fuko, her cheeks turning red. Hitomi’s hands disappeared somewhere beneath the water. The look on Fuko’s face was priceless, she was so adorable when she got turned on.

“What is it, Fuko? Tell me,” Hitomi’s arm moved up and down, but the steam settling on the water clouded my view as to what she was doing.

“It.. It..”

“Use your words Fuko.”

“It feels so good,” Fuko’s tongue hung over her lips, as she panted.

I couldn’t help but stroke myself, imagining that Hitomi must be doing the same for Fuko. While lost to my senses, enamored by the futas, I felt a tapping on my shoulder.

I turned my head around. Sumi hovered effortlessly in the air, his pudgy white body swaying delicately in the breeze, the leaf that sprouted from the top of his head did the same.

“How many times are we going to have to do this?” Asked Sumi, his arms crossed, foot tapping against the empty air.”

I frantically zipped my pants back up, trying to regain my composure, “You… you said I wasn’t allowed inside the gates. Well I’m outside the gates,” I told him, hoping he was in an understanding mood. The leaf upon his head began to shake, which I knew meant only one thing, “Wait wait wait, hear me out,” I could feel the air around my body grow dense, “wait, before you do anything rash just listen.” I couldn’t keep my hold on the wall any longer, the force of Sumi’s pull was too strong, he turned my body around to face him, hovering me level with himself.

“What is it?” Asked Sumi.

“What if you let me in, just this one time,” I said.

Sumi said nothing, only shaking his head. He gave his leaf a little flick.

“No! Wait!” It was too late. My body went sailing high above the bathhouse.

“Is that…” Hitomi gazed up as I flew overhead.

“Tomoya! Hey!” Shouted Fuko, waving her arms at me, bouncing herself up and down, her tits splashing in the water. I tumbled head over foot through the air, doing my best to wave back, before crashing back to the ground some five miles away from the bathhouse.

I picked myself up and brushed off. Rubbing my, yet again, bruised tailbone, “Sumi, that bastard,” I spat. I was getting into that bathhouse. I needed to see my precious Fuko and Hitomi and all the other futas of the bathhouse. And not just see them but to bathe and play with them. The way their eyes sparkled as they watched my failed attempts to gain entrance. The way they laughed, and bodies jiggled every time Sumi tossed me out. And each time I came back they would call to me, waving me over, tempting me to try just one more time. That’s just their nature, futas just want to play, they don’t judge who you are, they just want to have fun with you and each other. It’s that bastard Sumi that keeps them all to himself.

I stretched my legs as I walked, hoping to work out the kinks of this week’s failures. I wasn’t exactly sure where I managed to land. It didn’t matter though, I had time to wander, and think of a new plan.

I came across a small shrine set up underneath a lone cherry blossom tree, it’s petals coated the ground in a wonderfully white-pink glow. It wasn’t much of a shrine. Small, and by the looks of it, it doesn’t see too many visitors. The stone was wearing away, and most of it was covered in moss. If you didn’t know it was here, you’d probably pass right by. I decided I’d stop and present myself before it. Whose ever shrine this was, I’m sure they’d appreciate my visitation. Not like Sumi, he turned down my offerings, and shoved me away. That’s what started this little bout between the two of us. He thinks because he’s got a grand ol’ shrine he doesn’t need my tiny offerings. And at the time I simply came to him for help over a human female I had long ago fawned over.

I knelt down, and clasped my hand in prayer. Offering my words to the spirit of this shrine and tree. The petals cascaded down from the branches as I whispered my prayer, “please, help me get one over on Sumi. And into his bathhouse. I don’t have anything to offer but my words, I only hope it is enough for even the slightest of your aid.” The winds stirred, shaking the branches. The winds swirled the air on the ground into a twisting tempest of pink petals, until finally settling.

“Did you say, Sumi?”

I opened my eyes, a small scraggly looking kodama struggling to maintain his balance stood before me.

“Um.. yeah, I did,” I replied. Honestly, I didn’t think that would work. Some spirits obligate themselves to offer help to any traveler, but I was expecting to find an apple or something later on, not have the spirit actually visit me. Usually you’d need quite the offering for that kind of thing.

“That basshtard,” spat the kodama, the cherry blossom petal that sprouted from his had quivered.

“You mean bastard,” I said smiling at him.

“...hic, yesh, sorry.” He was clearly drunk.

“So you hate him too then, huh?” My eyes followed the kodama around as he spun about dizzily.

“Hate him!” He shouted, “He stole my favorite futa from me. Now look at me, I’ve got nothing,” he spun in a circle and fell flat on his ass.

I placed my hands underneath his arms and lifted him up, “So, will you help me then? If you can get me in his bathhouse it would really piss him off,” I said.

“Shure ...hic, but first youse gotta help me.”

“Anything, name it.”

“I gots quite the tab running at the bar juss up the road. Settle it for me, kay?”

“You got it,” I was excited. I don’t know how much hope I can put into one drunken spirit, but it was something, it was a plan. I took off running, and the fire that burned inside, the desire to be with those futa girls drove my sprinting.

“Wait!” The kodama called out, “You don’t even know my name.”

“What is it?” I yelled back, zipping through the trees not wanting to waste a second to turn around.

“Itsh Haru ...hic,” Haru toppled over from his drunken shouting.

The sweet forest air whipped by me as I sprinted with urgency and haste through the woods. My arms trailing behind me, for increased speed of course. Haru… so all my hope was now in the hands of one drunken spirit of a random cherry blossom. This didn’t exactly bode well for me. But he was still a spirit after all. I’d get much further with his help than alone.

The bar was a lot more impressive than I imagined it would be. I was expecting a run down shack. This place had two floors, and was more of an inn or tavern than a simple bar. I approached the bar and took a seat. The barmaid eyed me suspiciously. I’m sure she knew all her customers.

“Can I help you?” she asked. Her slender fingers resting on the countertop. She leaned forward, her kimono hanging enough for me to see her cleavage. She was a beauty. Long straight black hair, kind and joyful eyes, and of course from what I could see, ample breasts.

I swallowed, hoping she didn’t catch me staring, “um… yeah,” I said. She smiled at me, unconcerned with the fact I found myself enamored by her chest. If anything it delighted her to see me looking. “I’m here to settle Haru’s tab.”

“Well then,” she pulled away from the bar and grabbed a slip of paper from somewhere underneath the counter, “he’s really managed to rack it up this time.” I should have expected that. I knew only one thing about Haru, he’s a drunk. Make that two things, he’s a drunk and doesn’t pay his tabs. And by the look on the woman’s face it was a rather astronomical amount.

I started to feel hopeless again. There was one very crucial problem, “I don’t have any money,” I said.

“Then how did you expect to pay for the tab?” She tossed the paper back where she got it from.

I bowed before her, imploring for her understanding, “please, there must be some way. I need to pay this tab off.”              

“Ooh, you’re a fun one. So formal,” she tapped a finger on the top of my head. I looked up, her bright smile comforting my worry. Her arms were crossed underneath her breasts, pressing them up, “I’m sure we can work it out,” she said, shaking her chest back and forth. Her bouncing breasts enticing me.

“Thank you, thank you, anything. Just name it,” I begged.

She giggled, resting her elbows and tits on the bar, “You’re so cute when you act all submissive.”

I lowered myself, prostrating before her, submitting myself fully to her, “Anything for such a beautiful maiden.”

She bit her lip, exhaling a heavy sigh from her nostrils, “It’s been so long since I’ve had anyone to play with. And I really need to play. Wait for me upstairs in the first room to the right.”

I bowed my head one last time and picked myself up.

“I’ll just need to lock up down here, so we won’t be disturbed.”

The room wasn’t anything special, but I suppose it served its purpose. A bed for a traveller who needs a quick place to stop and rest for the night, and a nightstand to give some semblance of home furnishing. But other than that, there really wasn’t much to it. I wasn’t exactly sure what this woman wanted from me, I had a few ideas however. And if this was what I had to do to get one step closer to being with the futas I so desperately desired, then so be it. I don’t have to enjoy it. I just have to pay the tab off.

I sat on the edge of the bed and waited for the barmaid. She entered into the room, her kimono hanging loose around her shoulders, occasionally slipping down, revealing more of her soft porcelain skin.

“I’m Ushio, by the way,” she said.

“Tomoya,” I replied.

“Tomoya… You’re such a cutie. What are you doing helping out an old drunk like Haru?”

“Well… you see it… eh…” I couldn’t tell this woman the real reason I wanted to help Haru, could I? What would she think of me, would she still let me pay off the tab if she knew the truth. Would she still want to do this, as she seductively walked over to the bed, sitting next to me.

“Oh, come on tell me, why are you being so shy?” Her fingers danced along my shoulders and across my neck. I could feel the blood rushing in my body. I squirmed underneath her touch, it felt so damn good, but I also felt so embarrassed.

“Maybe this will help you feel a bit more comfortable,” Ushio tugged at her kimono lowering it down past her breasts. They were such a perfect shape, not as big as Fuko’s but the shape made up for their lack in size. And her nipples were stiff, already needing to be touched.

“Go on, touch them, you’ll feel better,” Ushio took my hands in hers and placed them on her tits, squeezing and groping them along with me. Her face lit up, “oh, you feel so good,” she wrapped her arms around me and hugged tightly, shaking my body back and forth, my face squished between her tits. “It’s been far too long since I’ve had anyone touch them. And for my kind that’s not a good thing,” she said.

“Your kind?” I asked.

Ushio pulled away, “wait you don’t know? Haru didn’t tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“Hmmph, that’s just like him. And I thought the whole reason he sent you here was because he wanted me back. I guess it really was just to settle the tab then,” Ushio got off the bed and looked as if she was going to leave me.

I couldn’t let my chances slip on by like this. I don’t know what I said or did to upset her, but I couldn’t have her just walk out on me, taking all my hopes of ever being with my futa loves away with her.

“Wait!” Don’t go,” I called out. Ushio stopped and turned around. “Talk to me, I don’t want you to go.”

“It’s no use, Haru won’t ever change. It would be better for the rest of us if we didn’t wait on him,” said Ushio.

Whoever this woman was, I’m sure she knew Haru better than I did. Still, I had to help her. I could tell she cared for Haru, even though she didn’t want to admit it completely. And even though there really wasn’t anything I could say to make her feel better, maybe there was something I could do. In the same way she helped me feel better.

I frantically unbuttoned my pants, kicking my legs trying to free them, “wait… wait…” I managed to get the damn things off, “come touch it, maybe you’ll feel better.” I held my hard cock in my hand, giving it a playful wave at her.

Ushio smiled, her eyes still a bit watery, “I knew you would be a playful one,” she said. Ushio came back over to me, her fingers wrapping around my cock, “oh, you’re hard. Did my tits do that?”

“Oh, yeah. I’ve never touched a pair like yours.”

Ushio’s fingers tickled and teased the tip, her mind getting lost in the meditative stroking. She admired and played and studied my cock as if it was a work of art, something that she had to come to understand.

“Feeling better?” I asked.

“Mmmhmm, thank you,” said Ushio.

“So tell me, what’s the story between you and Haru?”

“Okay, well… I was one of Haru’s…” she stopped speaking, and her hand slowly stopped stroking my cock. She looked into my eyes, “If I tell you, you promise not to leave?”

“I promise,” I said.

Ushio eyed me suspiciously, not quite believing me. She swished her mouth around and let the spit drip out of her mouth and down the tip of my cock, rubbing it all over with her hand.

“Damn,” I exhaled, “that’s nice, what are you doing?”

“I’m making sure you keep your promise and don’t leave. Now you’ll have to stay if you want to finish.”

Ushio watched the level of satisfaction on my face grow ever more intense, my body tense and I held in as much as I could as she built the pleasure up inside me to almost excruciating levels and then… she stopped, pulling her hand away just as I was on the absolute edge. Denying me what I wanted, making me wait for it.

“Perhaps it’s better I show you what I mean,” said Ushio. The anticipation of the moment ate at me. The anticipation to see what she had to show, and the anticipation to have her touch my aching cock once again, and not leave me with such brutal torture.

Ushio untied her kimono, letting the fabric slink off her body, sliding down to the floor and pooling around her feet. My gaze went from the soft features of her face to her slender tummy and curvy hips. And then between her legs.

“You’re a futa!” I exclaimed, practically jumping out of the bed with excitement. This was the closest I’ve ever gotten to one. Wait a second, I touched her, I touched those breasts. That wasn’t just an ordinary woman’s breasts. That was… I knew it, that’s why she felt so enticing and playful and comforting.

“You’re not mad?” Ushio asked.

“Mad? Madly in love perhaps,” I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a big hug, “I can’t believe it, look at you,” I grabbed her shoulders. “Look at your tits, your hips…” my hands touched each part I named, “and look at your…”

“My cock?” Said Ushio.

“Can I?”

“Go on,” said Ushio.

My hands slid along the soft curves of her hips towards her core, towards her hard and erect futa cock. Did I get it hard? Did playing with my cock, make Ushio hard for me?” Just the thought of it made the precum drip from my tip.

“Why did you think I would be mad?” I asked petting her smooth cock.

“Well, I’ve never met a human who liked me, or any futa for that matter. That’s why we usually have to stick together. But I lost…” Ushio started to look upset again.

I didn’t want to see her so upset. I liked when she giggled, not when she teared up. I lowered myself down on my knees. Her cock hard between my hands. “Tell me what happened,” I said. I stuck my tongue out, teasing the tip of her cock with it.

Ushio giggled and placed her hand on my head, “that tickles… okay, I’ll tell you.” My hands glided along her dripping futa cock as she told me her story. “I lost my futa familia… or should I say Haru lost us. He was always a drinker but it got worse. And one night he bet all his futas against Sumi in a game of mahjong. Haru never loses, but the drinking got the best of him and so did Sumi.”

“Then why are you here and not with Sumi?” I asked. She didn’t know it but I knew a lot about Sumi and his futas, and I couldn’t imagine Sumi letting one of them go any place where I might find her.

“He didn’t want me. Sumi only wanted the ones he thought prettiest. And I guess I didn’t make the cut.”

“That’s ridiculous, all futas are beautiful. Just look at you,” I couldn’t keep my hands off Ushio, I wanted to grab and squeeze every bit of her. The way her cock throbbed in my grasp. The way her breasts jiggled as I stroked her. What is not to love? “But why didn’t you go back to Haru?”

“After he lost his favorite futa, his true love, he just didn’t have it in himself anymore to be with the rest of us.”

“I don’t understand how anyone wouldn’t want to be with this,” I said, giving that pretty smooth cock of hers a kiss.

“You’re too kind,” said Ushio, her hands fiddling at my trousers.

“I’m not being kind. I’m being honest.”

Our words were a sweet comfort to each other. Her lips tasted equally sweet entangled with my own.

“Tell Haru not to worry about his tab. I’ll work something out with the owner. There’s something about you. I think Haru needs you. I don’t know why I feel this way, but I do.”

“Thank you, thank you so much,” I placed my hand on Ushio’s cheek pulling her in for another kiss. I don’t know how I could be of any help to Haru. And honestly, I still really only cared for getting into the bathhouse, but if this was important to Ushio, I felt like I couldn’t let this futa down.

Ushio removed my pants. My cock stood straight and erect for her. The sight of her futa cock made me so incredibly hard. Getting even the tiniest glimpse of a futa cock from the futas of the bathhouse was difficult, they always hid it under the water, or walked around in towels, only a bulge occasionally noticeable.

“I’m guessing you’ve never fucked a futa before,” said Ushio.

“Uh… Uh… The only futas I’ve seen were Sumi’s… and well you know how he is.”

“It’s a shame he won’t let his futas play with the humans. Haru was never so greedy,” Ushio licked her lips. Wetting her mouth, bringing it to my cock, her tongue tasting my tip, licking the drips of precum up. “You can help us, all of us,” said Ushio, forcing her mouth deep down my shaft and sucking me up.

Fuck, did her warm mouth ever feel so damn good. I clutched her hair, soft and long as it fitted between my fingers. Saliva pooled in her mouth and drooled over my cock, making me slick and lubricated for her nimble fingers to glide up and down with absolute ease.

“Are you ready to be inside?” Asked Ushio. I was so ready, her pussy dripped with her sweet juices, her cock dripped with precum as it twitched with excitement.

“Fuck, please,” I begged. Ushio pushed me down onto my back, tearing my shirt off my body. Hovering her cock and pussy above me and lowering herself down. She grabbed my cock and held it straight, sinking her cunt down my shaft. She slid her wet pussy further down until the whole of my length penetrated deep inside of her.

“Mmm, that feels good,” moaned Ushio, grinding her hips against me, shaking her body on my throbbing cock. Her breasts jiggled in my face, I reached up and pinched her stiff nipples, Ushio let out a satisfied cry, biting her lip, raising and lower her hips. Her cock danced with the motions of her body, slapping against me as she sped up.

My hands went to her thighs, holding her as I thrusted up inside. Ushio slamming down. Our bodies glistened with sweat.

“The thing about us futas is; we get to enjoy the best of both worlds,” Ushio took my hand and guided it to her cock. She let the spit ooze down her lips and onto the tip. Rubbing the gooey saliva down along with my hand, while my cock pounded inside of her. I could feel her pussy tighten around my cock, her own cock swelling with the need to release her cum.

“I want you… to… cum with me,” Ushio panted, her tongue hanging over her bottom lip, a strand of spit dangling. We hastened our play, our bodies rolling in the bed as we each tried to grab and secure the other down. I thrusted my tip furiously in her, my hand stroking the head of her cock. Ushio bucked her hips, our faces contorted with restrained pleasure until neither one of us could hold back any longer. Cum shot from my cock, filling her deep inside, leaking down my cock and out of her tight cunt. Ushio moaned and gripped my shoulders, collapsing her body on top of mine, her breasts pressed against my chest. Her warm load erupted between the two of us, sticking our bodies together.

We wrapped our arms around each other, breathing the scent of our sex in, Ushio nestled her head between my shoulder and neck, “I know you can help,” she whispered, her tongue teasing my ear, “go back to Haru, tell him the tab is settled.”

I didn’t want to leave Ushio. I wanted to hold her, I didn’t want to let go of her body so soon. The way her breathing tickled my neck, I didn’t want any of it to end. Yet I wanted to help her. I didn't know how I could though. It’s not like she gave me any clear directions. She seemed to trust in me though.

I went back to the cherry blossom tree where Haru’s shrine was located. The petals fell almost constantly, as if enchanted to never stop falling. I knelt before his shrine and clapped my hands three times. The petals began to swirl clouding my vision. Haru appeared from the settling tornado of pink and white.

“Your tab is paid off,” I said.

“Oh, you actually did it?” Asked Haru. He seemed much more in control of himself, not stumbling over his own two feet like last time.

“Yeah, of course I did,” I said.

“Well, a deal’s a deal,” said Haru, he pinched the stem of the cherry blossom blooming from the top of his head and broke it off. He gave the one end a lick and stuck it to my forehead. Another petal blossomed in place of the one he just removed.

“There you are,” said Hau, blowing at the petal dangling from my face, “now Sumi won’t be able to tell you’re a human.

My face dropped with disbelief, “are you serious. That’s it. I thought you were going to do some sort of spirit magic or something.”

“Spirit magic? I can’t do any magic,” said Haru.

“But… But you’re kodama,” I said.

Haru shrugged his shoulders, “trust me, this will work.”

I doubted very much that Haru’s ‘disguise’ would manage to convince anyone. Especially not Sumi. I mean Sumi was a kodama himself, he’s seen me before.

“Alright well, see you around. Thanks again for taking care of that tab for me,” cherry blossoms swam in the air, circling around Haru until settling. I had a feeling I knew exactly where he took off to. Even if this was my most foolish attempt yet at gaining entrance, I was still going to give it a go. The worst case scenario is I find myself falling flat on my butt once again. I didn’t have anything to lose. Not really.

I arrived at the main gates of the bathhouse. Sumi sat at the entrance, a wooden pipe in his hand, smoke swirling out of his lips as he contemplated the sky. Sumi gave me a nod and that was all, he didn’t say a word, or hardly took any notice of me. I was in disbelief. This whole time, was it really this easy to fool him. It seemed way too simple. How could a simple flower petal fool him so badly. Either way I wasn’t going to argue with it. It worked, and I was going to get what I wanted.

I entered the bathhouse. Fuko’s tiny feet patted along the tile, she stopped and turned, seeing me standing at the entrance.

“Tomoya!” Shouted Fuko, she jumped up, her voluptuous tits jiggling behind her micro bikini. She ran up to me, throwing her arms around my body, “how did you get past Sumi? And what’s this doing on your head,” Fuko plucked the petal off me, inspected it for a moment and then placed it into her hair.

“You see I-”

“Oh, it doesn’t matter, come on… Hitomi is outside waiting for me, she’s not going to believe this.”

I followed behind Fuko, her tiny bikini showing off her tight cute ass, to the outdoor bathhouse.”

“Look who it is,” said Fuko.

The steam settled around Hitomi as she glanced up from the pool, “Tomoya?” Said Hitomi in disbelief.

“Mmmhmm,” said Fuko, “A real human, can you believe it? It’s been so long.”

“It really has, too bad Nadeko isn’t here, she’s been dying to play with a human,” said Hitomi.

“We all have,” Fuko slid into the water next to Hitomi, “what are you waiting for, get in Tomoya.”

“Right right, of course,” I removed my shirt and pants, disrobing down to my boxers. I dipped a toe into the warm water.

“Are you going to leave those on?” Asked Fuko.

“Hmm?”

“Your boxers, you don’t need those.”

I removed my boxers as well, exposed before the two beautiful futas. Just being naked before them made the blood rush to my cock.

“Excited already, Tomoya?,” said Hitomi.

“Oh shush, Hitomi. I like it,” said Fuko.

I sank my body into the warmth of the bath. The water enveloping my skin, my worries melting away. I wanted to mention everything Ushio had said to me, but my attention wandered elsewhere. Mostly to Fuko’s cleavage, and Hitomi’s sparkling eyes.

“Let’s not waste any time, who knows when Sumi might be back,” Fuko dove under the water. Hitomi started to kick and squirm.

“What… what are you doing,” said Hitomi.

Fuko rose up out of the water holding Hitom’s bikini in her hands, “Ha, got it.”

“Give that back,” said Hitomi wading after Fuko.

“Tomoya! Catch,” Fuko tossed the bikini over Hitomi, I reached up and snatched it off Hitomi’s finger tips.

“You too?” Pouted Hitomi, her big doe eyes looking up into mine.

“If you’re good maybe I’ll give them back,” I said.

“Is this good,” Hitomi’s fingers tickled at the head of my cock.

I let out a sigh, “It’s a start.”

Hitomi submerged herself underwater. Her tongue teased my cock, and soon her lips wrapped around it.

Fuko raised her eyebrows, “Hey don’t forget about me.” Fuko pulled at the string of her top, letting it fall from her breasts, floating on top of the water. “I bet you’ve been dying to know what these feel like,” said Fuko, rubbing up against me, her stiff nipples grazing across my chest.

Hitomi reemerged, gasping for air, “How was that?”

“Perfect,” I muttered, my cock throbbed for her return. In the meantime Fuko’s breasts fit nicely in my hands, she panted and moaned as I played with her sweet nipples.

“Are we everything that you’ve imagined?” Asked Fuko.

“He hasn’t even played with the best part yet,” said Hitomi.

“You mean this?” I watched as Fuko’s hand grabbed Hitmoi’s cock under the water.

“Hitomi’s eyes widened, “mmm, exactly.”

“Come on Tomoya, help me out,” said Fuko.

I placed my hand just above Fuko’s, pleasing the tip of Hitomi’s hard cock, as Fuko worked the shaft.

“Fuck! You two, that feels too good. Stop… stop… I don’t want to cum yet,” Hitomi begged.

“That’s no fun,” said Fuko, easing up.

“At least let me have Tomoya, inside my pussy before I cum,” said Hitomi.

“What do you say? Are you ready to be inside a futa?” Fuko asked, kissing my cheek.

“You know it,” I said.

The three of us got out of the pool and toweled ourselves dry. Though the two futa’s kept their pussy’s wet and ready for my cock.

Hitomi laid herself out on the outdoor mat, the sun glistening off her skin, “Come on Tomoya, don’t make me wait,” Hitomi bucked her hips, her cock bouncing hard and erect in the air. I certainly wasn’t going to leave her waiting. I couldn’t wait either, the sight of her body, her cock and tits and pussy, made my own cock twitch with an intense need to penetrate her wet cunt. I lifted Hitomi’s hips up, teasing my cock against her wet pussy.

“Darn, I never thought you’d be this big,” said Fuko, admiring my cock, “here, let me help.” Fuko let her spit drip down her lips, and over my cock. I used the extra lubrication to slowly tease Hitomi’s hole open.

“Oh, fuck,” Hitomi moaned.

“I think she likes it,” said Fuko, reaching for her cock, “give her more.”

I shoved the full length of my cock inside Hitomi. Hitomi lifted her hips, taking me in deeper. Fuko stroked Hitomi’s hard cock. The two of us granted Hitomi pleasure to every part of her fantastic body.

“More… please more,” begged Hitomi, she squirmed from my thrusting. Fuko went down on her, engulfing Hitomi’s cock with her mouth. The steam of the bathhouse warmed my back as I mounted Hitomi more intensely, her tits bouncing to the rhythm of my pounding. Fuko kept her mouth latched onto Hitomi as our bodies rocked back and forth.

Sweat dripped down my forehead, my legs tired but none of that stopped me. Hitomi’s cries filled me with the energy I needed.

“Please cum inside me, I need it,” begged Hitmoi. I wasn’t going to disappoint her, I thrusted the tip of my cock fast and hard in her wet cunt, building up the need to explode. Hitomi grabbed her cock and started masturbating furiously. “Fuck, yes that’s it, cum with me.” We were both on the edge, holding in and building it up as much as possible, but it was about time, we gritted out teeth knowing release was near.

“Wait!” Fuko cried out, getting to her feet, “don’t forget about me.” Fuko brought her cock over to my lips. I opened my mouth to receive her. Sucking on her hard futa cock, precum dripped from the tip. Fuko clutched my hair, her futa cock swelling with the need to cum. The intense energy overwhelmed the three of us. I couldn’t hold back any longer, I gave one last hard push deep inside Hitomi, cum erupting from my cock and filling her cunt as it tightened around me. Hitomi’s cock twitched in the air, streams of cum spilling out, sticking to my chest and her tits.

“I love you two,” Fuko tilted her head back, pulling out of my mouth, her cum raining down on me and Hitomi, the two of us laughed as her sticky white cum adhered to Hitomi’s hair.

“Ugh, now I’m gonna have to wash it again,” said Hitomi, playing with the cum.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help clean you off,” Fuko licked the drops of cum off Hitomi’s cock and out of her pussy. “I’ll clean you too, Tomoya,” Fuko’s tongue licking cum off my already too sensitive cock.

I winced with pleasure, “fuck that’s too good.”

“You’re too good,” said Fuko, kissing my cheek, “you need to stay with us.”

“But Sumi…” I said, disheartened. I wanted to stay. Fuck, there was no way I could leave this.

“You let us worry about Sumi,” said Hitomi, caressing my cheek with her thumb, “we’re not about to lose the first human we’ve had since…”

“...Haru,” said Fuko, finishing Hitomi’s sentence.

I could sense just how tense the two of them got at the mention of Haru. Maybe Ushio was right. Perhaps I really was needed here. What if all of Sumi’s futa’s felt this way. If so then it was up to me to help them. I don’t know why but they all seemed to trust me. And I wanted to help. Not just so I could play with them. Though I did want to play, I never had more fun than playing with a futa. But I wanted to do this for them as well, they all seemed to miss having humans around to play with. And if there was a possibility to rebuild the relationship between futas and humans then I knew I had no other choice but to try.

“You should go for now, before Sumi finds out. Take this with you,” said Fuko, removing the cherry blossom from her hair and placing it in my palm.

“Don’t worry, we’ll do what we can on our side. If you need us you’ll know where to find us,” said Hitomi.

I didn’t want to leave them, but for now I had no choice, we didn’t exactly have a plan. For now I just had to be patient and wait for the next step to present itself naturally to me. For now I just had to enjoy the moment I got to spend with the most wonderful beauties I’ve ever experienced. For now, that was enough.
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Fertile Futa Nymph

Living alone in the city can get pretty damn stressful. Trying to make the old ends meet and struggling to get by. You know the same old story, told time and time again by all the faceless and nameless people I walk on by on my way to work. On my way to plopping myself down at the front desk. Taking phone calls and scheduling appointments. Not exactly the kind of thing I dreamed of doing. But I guess that tends to happen in life. Ya just get caught up in the way things are and find yourself somewhere. I guess that’s what happened to me. I shouldn’t complain too much though, things aren’t all bad.

The real reason I suppose I’m feeling a bit down lately is that me and my boyfriend broke up sort of recently. Which ya know, it sucks. It was amicable as far as breakups go. At least as far as the ones I had go. But I miss having someone. Someone who I would get to talk to each day after coming home from work, beat down and tired. Someone to just watch a nonsense show on the television with, as I lay my head on their shoulder. That sort of thing. A woman needs that sort of thing. Or well, I do at least.

Of course we had been together for quite some time. So there were days where cuddling on the couch, flicking through channels finding nothing to watch turned into looking into his eyes. Putting my hand on his thigh. Leaning in for a kiss. Tasting his lips on mine. Him lowering my body down, his hands running along my skin. Searching to touch just a little more than a little more and then...well you get the idea. We got to know each other’s body pretty intimately. He knew the way I liked to have booty rubbed. I love booty rubs. Even if it isn’t strictly sexual. It’s nice to have some strong hands grasping and rubbing, loosening up my tense muscles from sitting down all day. A massage turning into more than just a massage.

Maybe I’m just depressing myself all the more by reliving these memories. They’re a bit bitter sweet though. To be nostalgic about the old times. But I knew I had to move on from that relationship. We just didn’t connect. And the more I thought about it the more I realize we never really did connect.

So all this aside. What I wanted to do, I wanted to go on a trip. On my own. I didn’t necessarily want to go alone. But I didn’t know who to invite. I wanted to take some time for myself, and my friends and family weren’t the type of people I wanted around for this. They’d just want to do too much. And I just kind of wanted to relax, mull things over, be a little pretentious maybe and think about life. That’s how I was feeling. I think after a big life change, taking a little time for that sort of thing is deserved.

I decided to go camping. I figured it was the opposite of where I’m at now. The total opposite of the loud merciless city crowded with angry and resentful people, rushing down streets to get back inside their corporate buildings or broken down apartments. I was sick of seeing that everyday. I wanted to see something untouched by all of this. Getting some fresh air sounded real good. Seeing nature as it is, before a bunch of human jackasses decided to torch a scar deep through it. I’m just being jaded right now. I do love the city for some things, the museums, the restaurants. It’s not all bad. I like the guy who I pass by everyday playing his guitar in the subway before he goes back to wherever he came from, probably going to buy a hit of something to get him through the rest of the day.

I know I wouldn’t be able to do a tent. That would have been too rough for me. I need a little comfort, a damn bed at the least. So I got a cabin. Besides, I figured what was the point of saving up so much money if I never allowed myself to use any of it from something I really enjoyed. So I splurged a bit for a cabin. Not some super fancy thing, but enough to provide me with the most basic of necessities.

I arrived, stepping out of my vehicle. Taking in that first breath of fresh air. The scent of pine and the woods filling my lungs. Already refreshing me. Pushing out the polluted toxic city air. Clearing me out of all those toxins. The sweet scent sedating my once anxious mind filled with corporate worries and fears. Clearing my head of the loud and hateful noises of a city that doesn’t get rest. Never rests from its anxieties and chasings of hopeless dreams.

I unpacked my things once inside the cabin. Putting my outfits away in the drawers and closets. Tossing a few books I brought with me onto the coffee table. I planned to do a bit of reading. I didn’t want any technology. This was a journey to see myself and the world unencumbered by the manufactured distractions of my daily life. To get in touch with myself and my feelings and all that. Maybe it sounded a bit hippy, maybe a little lame in a way. But I didn’t care. I feel like it was an ideal in its own way. And I wanted to see what that meant. Even if it was just pretend, I wanted to see myself as the female version of Henry David Thoreau or Walt Whitman, someone like that.

Once I had everything in the cabin settled, I knew I wanted to get outside, that’s why I came here. I figured on going for a walk. Taking in the scenery in without much of a plan or anything. Just exploring the world around me and taking it all in. It was great. The sky a clear beautiful blue, with a few clouds spotted in between. It felt open. Like I touched the sky and it touched me. Like I wasn’t just trapped inside something. Allowing myself to reach out of who I am. That’s not something you want to do in the city, you don’t know what sort of slimy thing you’ll end up touching if you do. But out here everything was more pure and more free.

The birds and squirrels chattered freely in the trees, chasing each other down, but never really catching up. Always just slightly out of reach. Playful, really playful. I followed the sounds, the sounds of the forest creatures and the sound of running water in the distance. I love water, naturally flowing. I haven’t seen that in forever. All we had in the city were man made structures, and ponds carved out in a park for ducks to sit around.

I knelt down before the stream. Laying my hand on top of the water sending out small ripples. I scooped up a handful of water, splashing my face with it, refreshing myself, rubbing my eyes awake. Awake for the first time in forever. I knew I had to get into that stream. Symbolically cleanse myself of the filth and grime of the city with the rivers natural purity.

I removed my shirt and pants, placing them on rock beside me. Standing in nothing but my bra and panties. Now that felt freeing, standing out in the world like this, as I am. Not something you could do in the city. I dipped a toe in, getting a feel for the cold water. Shivers running up my spine from the cold. I braced myself, taking a step in. Wading in up to my hips. This is what I needed. I took a deep breath and submerged myself underneath. Enveloped by the stream, washing away all that I had built up over time. Staying under for as long as I could hold my breath.

I emerged, the water cascading down my body, trickling back into the stream. I blinked my eyes open when I saw her. Standing at the edge of the stream before me, a slender beauty of a thing. Radiant really. An enticing glow about her. She had on a long white dress. The fabric thin enough to see the shape of her nipples pressing against it. Flowy enough to hide the shape of her body beneath it. Who was she? Where did she come from? It took me aback a bit. She certainly wasn’t dressed how I imagined someone camping here would be. But I shouldn’t judge, it was beautiful in its own right, and she was beautiful by all rights.

I stared at her, not saying anything. Just caught up in the unexpected sight of her. And she simply looked back at me with intrigue. Perhaps I was just as much of an unexpected presence to her as she was to me. She reached her hand out for me to take. And I just grabbed it. Not thinking, not questioning it, just took her hand in mine as she helped me out of the stream. I stood before her, water dripping down my wet body. She looked me over, taking in the sight of my body. I felt a bit exposed. But I don’t know why. She didn’t seem to mind the sight of me. In fact she seemed delighted by it. I glanced at myself. My underwear adhering to me in such a way that she could make out the shape of my vagina.

She continued to hold to me. Her hands soft and delicate. Her beauty an intoxicant all its own.

“I hope I’m not intruding,” she spoke.

“Not at all,” I said, in a way she was a very welcomed sight. I mean I didn’t plan on spending time with others on this trip. But something about her now put me at ease. Besides after washing off in the stream, I was feeling more open. Open to the moment. I started to shiver, the air cold against my wet skin.

“You’re cold,” she said very matter of factly.

“Yeah, I should get back and dry off,” I said. I gathered my clothes from off the rock, “You can join me if you’d like,” I said. I guess a little company won’t hurt.

“I would like that, I’m Lily by the way,” she said.

“Lily ...it's nice to meet you.”

We walked through the forest back to my cabin. Not a long walk, I didn’t have to go far to get to the stream.

“Make yourself comfortable,” I said.

“It’s a nice cabin isn’t it,” she said.

I nodded, “I haven’t spent much time in it, but I like it, I came more for the trees than the cabin, though.”

“I’m happy to hear that,” she said.

I went into the bedroom and removed my wet clothes. I grabbed a towel and started to dry myself off. Shaking the towel over my wet hair, I looked up and saw Lily standing by the door. Now that really took me off guard. I quickly wrapped the towel around my body, embarrassed.

“What...I..” I couldn’t get the words out.

Lily looked at me puzzled, seemingly confused as to why I was uncomfortable for the moment.

“You don’t have to hide your body from me, It’s very pretty.”

“Thank..thank you.”

It felt nice to hear those words from someone as attractive as she was. I have to admit that. She took a step closer and I found myself doing the same.

“It’s important to embrace yourself as you are,” she said, “You don’t have to hide what you are because of the sensitivities of others. Isn’t that why you came here.”

She was right, that was why I came here. But how did she knew that. Maybe that’s why anyone would come out here.

Her fingers played at the edge of her dress, just above her collarbone. Her hand running along her chest.

“That’s why I’ll never leave this place. Never leave the streams,” she said. She started to lower the front of her dress. I moved in closer to her. I wanted to get closer. To see more. I was enticed by her beauty. I wanted to be within that radiant glow. To perhaps experience something I knew I had never experienced before. She pulled down the front of her dress lowering it down passed her breasts. Full breasts and well shaped, pointed nipples that stood stiff. I placed a hand on her shoulder, unable to keep my hands off her. Her own hand found its way to my hip, grabbing to the towel wrapped around me.

I didn’t want that towel wrapped around me, not anymore. I wanted her intoxicating beauty wrapped around this body of mine.

“Where are you from?” I asked, curious. Curious as to what brought her to this place. Was it the same that ended up bringing me here.

“I’m from here,” she said, pulling me in close, “From the running streams, this is where I have always found myself.”

I didn’t really know what that meant. But I liked the sound of it. That air of transcendentalism was part of why I came here in the first place and she embodied that. In the way she dressed and in the way she talked.

“But I’m happy you came to visit, I don’t get to see people very often,” she said.

“I’m happy too. Happy to have you see me,” I said, I untucked the towel from around my chest and let it fall to the floor. Naked and bare before her. She smiled, her hand gliding along my cheek, down my neck, and across my chest.

“But I would really like to see more of you,” I said, taking hold of the front of her dress, sliding it down her body as I lowered myself to my knees. As the dress fell from her body the truly unexpected presented itself before me. This woman, this beauty, the sensual form of perfection did not have what I did between the legs. Instead she had a sweet, delicate and smooth cock. My fingers tickled at her thighs.

What stood before me now was more than I could have hoped for or dreamed of. More than what I had ever come to understand of this life. Yet that enticed me all the more. Enticed me to learn more of her, of who she was.

“Surprised?” She said, taking notice of the look on my face.

“Very,” I said, my hand cupping her, “But wonderfully so.”

She stiffened bit by bit in my touch. I gave her pretty cock a lick, helping it grow to its full length. A rather impressive length. I joyfully played with it, until she became fully erect. I took her into my mouth. My lips moist with wanting. Sliding on and off her. She placed a hand on the top of my head. The sounds of pleasure escaping her. Enjoying the sensation of my tongue fluttering along her shaft as she pressed passed my lips.

“I think I made the right decision coming here,” I said, wiping the drool from my chin.

“You haven’t cum just yet,” she said.

“No, not yet,” I guided her by the cock over to the bed.

If I was going to cum, there was only one way to have that happen. And that was with her inside and on top of me.

I splayed out on the bed. She climbed on top of me. Holding my leg up against her as she kissed my lips, tasted herself from off them. Her kisses rained down my neck and breasts making their way between my legs. Until she gave my clit a soft kiss, sending shivers through me. Her lips and tongue licking me up. Her hands teasing my tits. Making my pussy moist for her. So moist that when her fingers entered the schlick squishing sounds of my pussy sounded in the room.

“I want you inside me,” I said. Of course I didn’t just want it. I needed it. I ached for it. To feel that smooth cock make its way inside of me.

“Of course,” she said, teasing the head against my clit, “I want nothing more than to give to the friends of my forest.”

My pussy wet from her licking. Her cock slick from my saliva. She entered into my pussy. Connecting with me. Connecting her to me; and me to her. Connected to the motions and twists and turns of the world around us. The unfolding of each event naturally into the next, unobstructed by the human need to control. Like the flowing of the river, simply going about its way, pulled along by the environment it found itself birthed into.

Our bodies rocked together on this raft of a bed. Rising and falling to the lift of the waves the two of us created by our movements. I moaned with each stroke of her cock, sliding in and out. Thrusting down the shaft, her body slapping against mine. Her breasts grazing along mine. Her nipples stiff, pressed against me. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in. Pulling her close. Connecting. Wanting to feel our union as one. Even if it could only last for a moment. But being fully in that moment while it lasted. Our sweat intermingling, our breaths exhaling heavily. My legs twisting around her own. Finding our two selves moving in one singular motion.

The world melting away. Nothing but our bodies and movements, nothing but the union of our pleasure; to be seen, felt, or heard. I’ve never had it like this. Never with someone like her. How could I go back to my mundane world. How could I go back to the city. Back to the judgements. I was caught up in her. Caught up in that radiance, that feeling of being and belonging. I didn’t want it to leave. Didn’t want her to leave.

“Give me more,” I moaned.

She shoved in deeper. Hitting than stopping. Hitting than stopping. I knew I wanted her inside me. But I had to have all of her inside me. The fertile essence of who she is inside me. Filling me up.

“I want you to cum inside me,” I begged. I had to have it. Her pure essence swimming through me, attaching to my own life force.

She gripped tightly to my shoulder with one hand, the other lifting a leg up, making space for her to plunge in freely. Enough to send me to another world. A world of ecstatic pleasure, rolling over me like the crashing waves of the ocean. Faster until she reached for my face, bringing my lips to hers, embracing me with all her might. Her legs shaking as the release of her essence filled me and filled me and dripped down.

“Thank you baby, thank you,” my breasts heaving, body tired out.

“No thank you,” she kissed my forehead.

We rested next to each other on the bed. Gazing out of the skylight, watching the world turn before us. Watching as the day turns into night. Watching together until no longer able to keep my eyes open. Slipping from this world into the world of dreams. Though my dreams were all coming true, not in sleep but in my waking day.

The next morning I awoke, turning on my side in hopes of seeing Lily next to me. But she wasn’t there. Where did she go, I wondered. I listened to the silence, not a stirring within the cabin. But the memory of her was still very much alive. The feeling of her pressed against me. Still fresh on my body and mind. Still lingering. I held onto that. Letting that feeling be my new driving force. Not the rush of the city, of having to get mine. I had what was mine. Had it fill up inside of me. There’s no need to chase that which doesn’t run from you. And I’ve grown so tired from the chasing. I knew I didn’t have to chase Lily. She wasn’t running from me. She was following the natural turning of the earth. Following it until it brought the two of us back together again.

I didn’t want to come back to the city. But I did. My life was still there. For now anyway. I can’t say I was happy being back. But I can say it was all the more manageable. So easily manageable now that I didn’t try to run things down, trying to control the outcome of my life here. Mainly because it wasn’t my life here that really felt like mine. My life was still at that cabin. Waiting for my return. The first month all I did was dream of those days at the cabin. I only spent one night with Lily but it continued to linger. Living out my ideal of sitting by that stream, a book in my hand, the sun warming my skin. I was still in that world, though my body found itself here. Though clients and coworkers saw me. They didn’t really see me.

It wasn’t until some time later that I discovered just how much that night with Lily remained with me. Remained with me in the form of a growing belly. The product of our love taking its physical form a little more as the days went by. Coworkers couldn’t help but comment, wondering how me and my boyfriend were handling the pregnancy. I just played along. I didn’t tell them, I haven’t seen him in these months since my return. And I certainly didn’t tell them this was not his doing. They wouldn’t understand anyway. Besides, this blessing wasn’t for them. They would only corrupt it. This was my pure blessing. Mine and Lily’s and she was the only one I wanted to share it with, no one else.

I knew I had to return to the cabin. I had to see her again. Show her how far along I am now. Something inside told me she knew about the pregnancy. Somehow I just knew she knew. And that she too wanted me to return for her. Even if only for a short while. I didn’t care that taking another vacation so soon might harm my positioning at this company. None of that mattered to me now. I had life inside me. I had a desire for living life. And I was never going to get that here. I could only get that by the stream, listening to the whispering words of the running water. The sooner I made my way back to Lily, the better.

So I booked the trip. Going against all the warning of my coworkers and family, I left. Left this city once again for the freedom of the natural world. I did worry a little, it’s only likely to feel a little uneasy. But now standing once again before the stream, I forgot all that. Dipping my toe into the water washing away the negativity the same as before. I removed my clothes. This time all of it. I stood out in this world bare and free, fully as I am. Nothing hidden. I had nothing to hide. Not my mind and certainly not this full belly. I held my arms to my stomach, wading into the water. Holding my breath and submerging the two of us into the water. I knew Lily would show. Something told me she would show. A voice that spoke to that lingering feeling that I held onto all these weeks and months that passed me by in a haze.

As I emerged once again. Cleansed of the city, water dripping down my damp hair, trickling off my belly. I rubbed my eyes. Lily stood before me. Her hand reaching out for mine. I grabbed hold of it. Stepping out of the stream and embracing her. Hugging her tightly, as tight as possible. Pressing all the hugs I couldn’t give while so far away, into her.

“I missed you so much,” I said.

“And I missed you,” said Lily, planting a kiss on my forehead.

She was here. Always here, just as she said. Part of this stream, part of the running water.

“Actually we both missed you,” I said, parting from her so she may view me fully. I placed a hand over my tummy.

“Oh, how wonderful,” said Lily, placing her hand over mine. The two of us basking in the love of our new reality.

“I want to show my thanks. My appreciation for everything you’ve given me,” I kissed her sweet succulent lips. Her hand rubbing my tummy.

I didn’t want to wait until we got back to the cabin. I had to show her here and now. Right by the stream where I first met her. Right where my life changed and this new reality took over, found me without any doing of my own. Pulling me along it like the water found itself pulled along the river, giving life to the nature that settled around it. I slid the white dress off her body. The two of us as naked as the day of our birth into this world. A world that we built walls around to hide from ourselves. But I did not hide myself from it now. And I don’t think there was ever a day that passed that Lily did. I reached down for her, our lips together, feeling her stiffen in my teasing grasp.

I got on the ground. The earth beneath my knees. Tasting her once again between my lips, the fulfillment of my dreams, the solidification of our continued love and want. To have her here in front of me, here with us, this is what I needed. What I came for and have been waiting for, keeping me up at night in my apartment. It wasn’t the ceaseless noise of an unforgiven city but the ache of my desire that rang in my ears. Until the ringing pulled my world further and further from where I was back to her. As I knew it would, as she knew it would with an unshakeable faith in the way things are, the way they move naturally along their given paths. The wait is most beautiful if you just give it a chance to unfold before you without your obstruction.

And I gave her no obstruction. I simply gave her all of myself in this moment. I held nothing back from her. And I hid nothing of myself or what I wanted most. And what I wanted most was her. Her body. Her cock in my mouth, dripping with my spit. Coating it with what I have to give, a pleasure that only I could. A pleasure she only wished to have from me. And in return, she knelt down to my level. Taking my lips to hers. Tasting me, loving me. Not letting go. Never wanting to. And how could she, the world brought us here and she accepted it, accepted the way things are. The natural and right course of it all.

She kissed and kissed me. She kissed my cheeks and lips to be sure. She kissed my tits and suckled at a mother’s breast. The mother of all that we created together. Joined in union with one another. Down, till she made her way to my enlarged belly. Filled with the light our night of passion created. The lingering proof of who we were when we came together. And we were going to come together again now.

There was no avoiding the magnetism we created. The pull of our bodies. The teasing of her tongue on my pussy. Making me drip and moan. And let my voice ring out loud into the world. Mixing with the mating cry of the blue birds and the whispering of leaves rustled by the wind that whipped through our hair.

“Lily, I missed you so much. I ached each day for your touch and now to have it…”

“..is everything,” Lily finished for me, joining with the words that wanted to escape from me, but had already found themselves inside of her.

Whatever needed to be said, everything was voiced by our movements. Voiced by the way we touched each other and felt the other there before us. Touching the other until there was no other. But one, in union. Connected by the flesh. Her cock inside of me. Filling me. Loving me. Her arms gently bringing me down to the earth. Rolling in what is real and solid as we made love together. Mixing ourselves into this environment, as we mixed ourselves into one. One together. One with the earth. Lost in the totality of this single happening. Lost to the waves of pleasure her cock sent through my wet pussy and into my heart, like the stream pulsing into the heart of a far off lake.

This time I didn’t have to ask. She knew how I wanted it. What I wanted. How badly to have her fill me once again, with the sticky white essence of her loving. Her thrusts commanding the movements of my body, my breasts bouncing to her rhythmic loving. This wasn’t a raft on a stream. This was our connection, pure and abstract. Real and tangible. I brought myself up and down. Riding her stiff cock. Pressing my weight down on her. Rising up. She had her hands on my belly. Feeling me. Feeling us. She thrusted up each time I lifted, not wanting to spend a moment apart. Doing this until she throbbed and tightened, holding in a little longer until she couldn’t. Until she released and exploded her warm cum into my pussy. Still riding her until I tired, and collapsed with shaking fulfilment, resting on her body. Her cock still safely tucked in me, twitching and jumping.

“You’re going to disappear again aren’t you?” I asked. I didn’t have to ask, I knew the answer.

Lily shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t know. I don’t know where I end up from one moment to the next.”

I believed she really didn’t know. She was a radiant shadow. She didn’t control when the sun rose and upon which surface it casted her.

I nodded and gave her a kiss. But just like the pattern of our planets, it existed in a cycle, a little different each time, but a cycle nonetheless. And she would rise along with the sun, standing before me again. At another point in time, when the time found itself. Standing before me at the edge of the stream. Her hand reaching out, ready to take hold of mine. I just had to be patient and allow the pattern to continue along its course.

Finding My Futa Nymph

I knew there had to be others like Lily. Other women just as special as she was. That hide surprises, revealing them only to those worthy of such a wonder. After getting a taste of Lily, tasting all of her, I knew I had to find that again. Finding Lily wasn’t easy. She was a shadow who found herself wherever the sun chose to cast her. I didn’t know if I’d ever get to see her again. I wanted to though. Wanted to experience the mystery of her. If not her, than a woman as wonderful and mysterious as her. Equally as breathtaking and full of surprises. I didn’t worry though, about never finding that again. I knew that what first brought me to her had existed within me, always has. That force would find itself pulled by the way of things until it attracted or found itself attracted to another. I just had to have faith in it.

In that belief, I placed all my faith. Perhaps it was a bit abstract and intangible. But what else did I have to place my faith in. None of that which existed around me had much to offer in the way of what I desired. Not like Lily did. Working nine to five, so someone else could make more than I did from my work certainly wasn’t something I had faith in anymore. How could I? What did following that thread have to offer. Enough money to afford an apartment in some dilapidated city, so I had somewhere to sleep just to show up back to work the next day. It felt hopeless, like there was no escape from this. I had to get out of here. Not just for a week like last time. Get out of here and never come back. It’s called the siren’s call for a reason. It sounds beautiful but once it has you it just consumes and consumes, until you’ve lost so much of yourself you forget it ever existed. That’s what this culture of material struggle was, a siren’s song beckoning for you to buy, promising fulfillment but never delivering.

Lily reminded me of that part of myself that once existed a long long time ago. That part of me that remained intact despite the city’s greedy desire to have it squashed. A part of me that I remember from my youth. Lily’s love nurtured that back into existence. I couldn’t let it just recede into the dark again.

So I did the irresponsible and I quit my job. I took what money I had saved and made my way out west to a small town in Arizona. My first day I had already fallen in love with it. You couldn’t get this kind of natural scenery in the city. A world untouched by man, a world touched by the warmth of the red sun. More than that though was the people. They were happy. Going about life at their own pace. They actually looked at you. It took awhile to adjust. Simple things like having an actual conversation with the cashier instead of just grabbing your wares and getting the hell out, took some time to get used to. But I found myself enjoying this way of life far more than my old life. Not to mention the first time I saw an armadillo I squealed like a little girl with excitement. It was like seeing a creature from some fairy tale. Yeah, that’s how lost in the city I had become.

All these cutesy wonders aside, what really stood out to me about this town was this one strange building. Though it was more of a hut I guess than a building. Everyone in town told me I had to check it out. It had such an eerie vibe about it, especially passing it by it at night, the flames of a brazier dancing on the clay walls. But everyone made it seem like you wouldn’t really understand this town, really be a part of it, unless you went. So naturally, I knew I had to go and see what occured in that odd little place.

This wasn’t exactly the kind of place you can search for online and see when it’s open. Or what it even was. And I when I pressed for more information everyone kept to the most vague responses. I knew that unless I went I would always remain an outsider here.

As night fell, and the sun sank under the horizon, I prepared myself to venture out and see what all the fuss was about. Not that I knew what I was preparing myself for. Another great thing about this town was there didn’t exist any danger in walking alone at night, not even as a woman. I couldn’t ever imagine doing that in the city. Because of that, walking outside, the cold night air brushing my skin, It felt freeing. The lack of manufactured lights meant that the stars lit up the night sky, who knew there were so many. The sounds here were much different too. Instead of rushing cars, the hooting of a distant owl kept me company on my walk.

I approached the hut. The glow of fire by the entrance warming my skin. I don’t know if I was ready for this. Then again something inside told me that didn’t matter. Ready or not, I was here and this was happening. I was following a thread, the only one laid out before me. I had no choice but to see where it leads. To not do so would only leave me stuck inside myself forever, never getting anywhere. I knocked on the door and waited for a response. Nothing. I waited a bit before knocking again. I heard movement on the other side. Someone was definitely there, no doubt about it. And they were coming closer.

The door opened and in front of me stood a woman. An older woman, maybe fifty or sixty. Long curly white hair and a black dress that swept down to her feet.

“Come in,” she said.

I entered the hut, she shut the door behind us. The room was dimly lit by jittering candle flames. She motioned for me to take a seat on a cushion that rested on the floor next to a tea set. I took my seat, and she took hers across from me.

“You’ve come a long way from home,” she said, her hands folded in her lap.

“It’s not that far,” I said.

“Your hometown is quite a ways away,” she said.

“Oh, yeah. How do you know where I’m from.”

“It’s a small town, and people tell me things.”

“They told me a bit about you,” I squirmed on the cushion trying to get comfortable.

“May I ask what they’ve said,” she reached for the tea pot.

“Truthfully, not much.”

“Perhap it is better to experience than be told,” she poured the liquid into the cup before her. Leaning forward and then filling my cup.

“What is this?” I asked.

“The same as I am. The gateway to what you’re looking for.”

“And what am I looking for?”

She lifted the cup to her lips and took a sip, “Me.”

I didn’t exactly know what she was on about. She wasn’t what I was looking for. Perhaps, in some way was, for the moment, something I sought out. Sought out to help me understand or get to what it actually was that I wanted. But she wasn’t...in the end...it. Or maybe I knew what I wanted. Lily. Lily back in my life. To share another moment with her. To spend a beautiful night with her. A night filled with heated passion as we undressed and explored and enjoyed the other. Taking in the scent of her sweaty body as it rubbed against my own. Giving myself over to a unique woman who was more than just a woman, both in body and mind.

Not to sound offensive but this old crone was certainly not Lily. Strange and different perhaps, like Lily may have been, having her own way about her. But she was not the enticing beauty that I couldn’t keep my hands off. That I couldn’t help but think of when apart from her. Who I wanted to fill me so that I would be reminded each day that she was real, that we happened. An experience of the human that bordered on the mystical.

She lifted her cup, tilting it toward me. I suppose that meant I too was to drink. I picked the cup up and brought it to my lips. It didn’t smell all that appetizing, it smelled like a mix of earth and a pungent cheese. I swirled the liquid. It had a thick consistency. Whatever it was, it wasn’t any tea I’ve ever seen or heard of. But I was here, I was in this for a reason. And some funky smelling goo wasn’t going to turn me off from it. My path was clear, my next steps came to me on their own accord, I only had to act them out.

“And who are you?” I asked, contemplating over the cup.

“I’m Lyssa,” she took a gulp.

That might be her name, but it told me nothing. And I had a feeling if I pressed the matter it wouldn’t get me any further in knowing the answer to my question. No, there was only one clear thing to do. Join her in partaking in whatever this was. I let the liquid sit on my tongue for a moment before swallowing. Not an easy task. The consistency was rather inconsistent, thick here and watery there, just awful, but I swallowed a bit.

“More. It might be easier to finish it off in one go. Otherwise you’ll just draw out your distaste,” she drained the rest of her cup, sucking it down, and placing it back down.

I followed her lead and downed it, clenching my teeth, trying to keep it down. I gagged a bit and put my hand over my mouth, wiping off a bit of spittle. She went and grabbed me a glass of water. I washed out my mouth, getting the taste out. It helped a bit.

I took a couple of deep breaths and eased myself. My skin emitted a warm tingle, like pin needles. Slightly uncomfortable and yet not altogether bad. I crossed my arms and rubbed my elbows with my hands. It felt nice to rub them, or have them rubbed, either way it felt good. Felt rubbery.

“Better?” Asked Lyssa.

“Yeah…” the words escaped my lips trailing out on a weighty breath.

“I am what you’re after. You just need to open your eyes and allow yourself to see that. See what I am.”

Things got weird, felt weird. A pulsing enveloped my body. My eyes warm. I rubbed them with my knuckles. The image of Lyssa before me fluctuated, like two interlacing pictures battling for the right to remain. Until the solid image of Lyssa was not what I had earlier seen. She was younger. Her features smoother and inviting. Her hair a dark black. Her breasts perky and filled out the dress. She was a beauty. A young sexy youthful beauty.

She was certainly a beautiful woman, but still I was looking for something rather particular. Thanks to Lily my tastes have found themselves bordering on the exotic, the strange and different. Yet I had to admit, this was certainly strange. And different. What was happening. Where was I.

The tingling subsided. My body and vision back to what I would for the most part call normal. Yet Lyssa still was not the Lyssa I had first met.

“And what are you?” I asked.

Lyssa grabbed the bottom of her dress, folding it up her lap, “Like I said, I am what you came here for.”

She lifted the dress all the way over her head, folding it and placing it carefully next to her. I gazed at her body. Fresh and youthful. Her skin glowing, newly made. Her long hair brushing her supple breasts with each movement. It wasn’t until my gaze lowered that I understood what Lyssa meant, who Lyssa was. That she was right. Between her legs, to my surprise, and delight, she had a cock. Soft and flaccid for the moment. That just meant potential. The potential to see what my touch is going to do.

“So you weren’t lying,” I said.

“Never,” she said.

“Still I don’t understand,” I couldn’t take my eyes off her, couldn’t stop examining that curvy body.

“For now you can chose to understand or choose to experience.”

I leaned over the tea set, I took her cheek in my hand, guiding her toward me, “I choose to experience,” I whispered. I placed my lips on hers. Tasting her sweet mouth, wet and warm. Lips that were plump and full. Our mouths opening and closing on each other, taking in the others breath. Inhaling her life. I pushed with care on her shoulders, guiding her body to the floor.

My kisses rained down her. Starting with the lips, than to the chest. Then over her breasts. Cupping them in my hands as I raised one to my mouth. Sucking on her nipple, tongue flicking. Coating her with my saliva. The salty taste of youthful skin filling my palate. Hovering over her, knees placed beside her hips, I started to undress. Removing my shirt and bra. Her hands reached up grabbing my tits, massaging them in her delicate smooth hands. My nipples pinched between her fingers.

I moved my body down along hers, hands sliding across her skin, down her stomach. Toward her cock. A cock that started to grow erect in my grasp. Within the twisting movements of my wrist. She had a decent size to her once fully hard. There was power to that erection. Her sighs of pleasure were just the beginning. It was time to take this further.

She was right. She was what I was looking for. Lyssa, a wonder just like Lily. Something strange and ethereal. Perhaps not totally of this world. Or perhaps this world truly was more than what I have come to understand. But then I wasn’t here for understanding. I was here for experience. To taste and touch, to see and hear. To travel wherever this thread lead me. A thread that strummed with a feeling to be seen and connected. I can not say where this attraction toward those like Lily and Lyssa arose from. Or even how the nature of this attraction functioned. Did it attract me or did I attract it. Pushing or pulling.

My tongue teased the tip of her cock. She twitched with excitement. Her hands petting my long hair as I tasted more of her. As I went deeper down the shaft my saliva drooled over my lips and soaked her skin.

“Let me have a taste,” said Lyssa. She brought me to her lips sucking the taste of her cock from off my tongue. She throbbed. She wanted more and so did I. Heating up. She picked herself up and got on her knees. She shoved me down. Time for her to take control, to be on top. To drive my body to its pleasure. She slid my pants off. Her fingers raking my thighs. She licked her lips, hungry for my body. Hungry for a taste of my pussy. My pussy ached for more, ached to be touched and tasted.

Lyssa brought her head between my legs. Her tongue sticking out. Starting on my thighs, licking toward my center, my core. The point from which my need and desire radiated from. She licked my clit. Licking and loving. Her tongue long and warm and wet. All the properties of a proper tongue. Giving my pussy a proper pleasuring. Her nimble fingers teased inside. My pussy lubricating itself. Getting wetter on its own accord by the pleasure given to me by her mouth. I gyrated my hips, losing control.

“Fuck, you’re good,” I moaned. She gave me so much. But she still had more to give. More than I could want, yet I wanted more. More inches to hand over and let me take in. I needed to take it in. To feel her inside. To have that connection with the strange and wonderful.

I was far from home. Away from my world I thought I knew. What I knew now was that I knew nothing. That nothing is really worth knowing, not in the disconnected language of the mind. Knowing in the physical expression, that was all that mattered. What made me feel loved and wanted and here and connected.

“Put it in, oh please, put it in,” I begged. Lyssa positioned herself between my legs. Slapping her cock on my wet pussy. She grabbed on to my hips. I was so ready to have it in. Have it in my cunt, though tight, now loosened to fit her. Fit the girth of a hard cock, the tip pushing into my entrance. I exhaled and bit my lip. She pulled me into her. Fully connecting. The two of us in a union of the flesh. 

“I’ve been waiting for you too, ya know,” she whispered as she leaned in.

“You have?”

“Of course.”

She like Lily, followed the way things ordered themselves. Trusting in their return. Trusting that what was wanted found its way back.

She thrusted. Grabbing my body, commanding the movement my flesh. Taking control and taking my pussy. Plunging deep. Gripping, holding. Lips tasting. Rubbing up, bouncing. Rolling over one another in a patterned dance.

Lyssa, something about her. She was like Lily. But more than like her. She was her and yet was not. The atmosphere of her, the language of her being, the way it communicated itself, it was Lily. And Lily’s, it was then Lyssa’s. I was caught up by no control of my own pulling out of this world what I wanted.

And what I wanted now was to pull out warm cum from Lyssa’s cock. To force it out by the bouncing of my body, slapping against her. My moans and cries filled the hut. Her grunts did the same. Fighting to hold on a little longer. My hair covered my face, damp with sweat. I held to her breasts, grinding my pussy against her. She thrusted short and fast. She tightened and filled with cum. Ready to burst. Ready to give it to me. To fill me.

Lyssa held me down, hitting deep. Her cock slick from the mixture of my wetness and her precum. Sliding, than stopping, pushing in. Holding it there. Her throbbing cock, twitching and jumping. Streams of sticky warm cum filled my pussy. Her essence. An essence like Lily’s. A familiar essence. One that I knew no matter where I went in this world, I would find. I would attract. This was me. The way of this self that I called I. I could not fight it. And why would I want to. When I let go, I found the fulfillment of my desires. I found it in the bodies of exotic beings that most could not perceive.

We laid on the ground together, staring up. I knew I wouldn’t remain here for long. Not in this town. I would move on from here as well. Lily...Lyssa… they were the shadows cast by the sun. And I had to journey to where that sun would next rise.

Fertile Futa Nymph: In The City

After leaving my old life behind in the city. Quitting my job, and all that. The last sort of place I thought I would find myself in again was another bustling city filled with the desperation of massive crowds fading in and out of building after building. Yet there I was. Not the same city I had once called home of course, but a city like it nonetheless. Just as crowded and overbearing with corporate consumerism. The sort of thing that jaded me enough in the first place to pack it up and get the hell out. To find adventure in the form of mysteriously beautiful women who were more than just women. Women like Lyssa and Lily. And what absolute mystery they were. Appearing in my life unexpectedly and parting from the same in similar fashion.

Finding them in such places filled with natural wonder made sense. They were goddesses to me. Radiantly beautiful. Truly and naturally beautiful, women of a living and breathing world. Who followed the natural order of things. And giving myself to them came just as naturally to me. After a little seduction on their part of course. But in no time they had me on my back, legs spread with wanting, ready to receive their hard and stiff gift. But I unfortunately had a hard time believing I could find another woman like that in a city like this. Yet a feeling inside told me to come here.

This feeling was the same I followed that lead me to that cabin in the pine filled woods. Where emerging from a stream, water dripping down my body, I saw Lily. And the same feeling that lead me to a small town in arizona, where I made love with Lyssa as the red sun set, and disappeared behind the canyons. And so I did the best I could to trust that this feeling knew where to lead me and that I would find what I was looking for here.

What I found most enticing about the two of them, at times even more so than their bodies, was the way they seemed to let go of the illusion of control. Simply following a path that life had laid out for them, appearing wherever it had called them to. And perhaps that meant at times finding themselves in a world such as this. And by giving up such an illusion it meant that they truly had control, had a kind of control that was real, and not just a dream of the ego’s desire.

And what was this world? A world that scarred the earth for profit. That pumped out numbers at the cost of the human sacrament. Such a system had left its participants with an intense frustration and need for release. Anything to feel alive again, even if just for a moment. This of course gave birth to quite the night life. An underground of debauchery and self-pleasure. And while my appetite was of the most sexual kind. I wasn’t so sure it was in that atmosphere I would find what I searched for.

After I had left my hotel for the day, I had hoped something would reveal itself to me, but as of yet, nothing. Only a slight bittersweetness found me as I watched the scenes of the city unfold before me. Men with their eyes cast down, hurrying along, briefcases swinging by their side. Women who looked like me, but did they think like me, were they here for the same thing as me, I doubted that whole heartedly. My feet grew tired from all this aimless walking. I needed somewhere to sit and rest.

The park wasn’t too far from where I was now. A bit of the natural world, surrounded on all sides by the concrete, desperately trying to fight off its encroachment. Desperately trying to reclaim the territory it once held, but cut back each day to its believed proper place by park maintenance.  Anyway, all of that aside, I took a seat on the park bench. Breathing in the air, soaking in the sun a bit. As I sat there, I watched as a few different women jogged passed me. Their full breasts bouncing with each step. Their asses looking firm behind those tights. Ponytails shaking in the wind. Yet as beautiful as they were I knew they didn’t have what I sought after. Those leggings they wore were tight enough to make out each curve, and not one had a surprising bulge where I most desired to see one.

If I’m being honest I started to feel a bit dejected. But I still tried to hold on to the hope of finding something. Even if what I really wanted wasn’t here. Maybe this was just another place I had to pass through for the moment. I held on to a bit of hope as I watched a busker playing for change, singing along to the strumming of his guitar. Now there was somebody who wanted to pull something different out of life. Who was willing to face the world, failures aside, and try. Try to create something that he most wanted to see. And if the world wasn’t going to give it to him then he was going to give it to the world. Perhaps, if I happened upon him some six months ago, I might have tried hitting on him. Get a feel for how imaginative he could be when his cock is out. But now a man’s cock didn’t do it for me anymore. I needed a woman’s cock. Only that would satisfy me.

He finished his set and took a bow, to his invisible audience. Enjoying the sounds of applause that only he could hear. The ones he hoped would one day be real if he just kept at it, long and hard enough. He tried to hand out flyers as people passed him by. Not really making any headway. I felt a bit bad for him. I got up from the bench and walked over.

“I’ll take one,” I said, I looked the flyer over, but didn’t really focus on it, “So what’s this for?”

“My band is playing a gig tonight. Nothing much really, but it’s something.”

“That really is something,” I said, I meant that too, who doesn’t dream at some point of playing music in front of others. Everyone I’m sure, even if just as a fleeting thought. But he was doing it. Perhaps only the smallest taste of it. But still, it was it. An it, that  we envision our own selves in from time to time, but never connecting with enough to have it for real.

“I’ll be there,” I said, folding the flyer in half and putting it in my pocket.

“Awesome, then I’ll see you tonight.”

We said our goodbyes and parted. I was going to go. I might as well enjoy something here. And his singing spoke to me. The act of it, in of itself, more so than anything he was saying in particular.

I still had time to kill before his show. A show in some bar I’ve never heard of. Not that I heard of any place here. But I imagined it was just some small time thing that hired local bands to pass the time on a thursday. But it was something to follow. See where it goes. I had no other signs to give my thinking over to. So I settled on this. I decided on grabbing some take out before heading back to my hotel room. The thing about chinese take out places that I love the most is that no matter where they are they’re all the same. The whole family together in the kitchen. The parents there. The kids doing homework at a table in the seating area. It’s comforting to see that, wherever you find yourself.

Back in my hotel room I sat at the table and ate. Then showered and all that kind of stuff. Getting ready for the night. I put on something sort of sexy. It was still a night out after all, and it was nice to dress up a bit. I put on a short dress. Low cut top, so my cleavage showed. Afterwards I just sort of hung around the hotel. Walking through the mesmerising halls, sitting in the lobby. Thinking to myself, imagining a reason for why in the world I felt such a need to come here. I was fighting against time, wishing it would speed up to get to the next moment. Not exactly the most comforting mindspace to be in. But not completely awful either.

Finally, I decided to head out to the bar. I walked there of course. Walking to my destination, was by far a better way to kill time than sitting around and waiting. I hated the waiting. I need to feel like I’m moving toward something, and walking helped me feel that. I arrived at the bar, and my assessment was spot on. Just a tiny bar. The kind of place that was mostly kept afloat by the patronage of a small amount of regulars each day. The crowd, if it could even be called a crowd, was around my age. Younger adults who weren’t into the mainstream scene but didn’t really belong to a subculture of their own. They just ended up here for a night.

I sat on a stool at the bar. And ordered myself a drink, a martini, just one. One would be enough for the night. I wasn’t into getting drunk or anything. Just a little to kill the edge and feel more relaxed. That’s all I needed. Well, all I needed from the drink. I watched a couple next to me give each other a few flirty touches, and sharing laughs. This drink wouldn’t provide me with that. Though I wish it could. Watching them, it made me want someone of my own, someone to touch me like that. Sneaking their hand on my thigh. I started to fantasize about Lily. Trying to picture her sitting here with me. Turning myself on by the thought of her sneaking her own hand between my legs, caressing me underneath this dress, while we sipped on a drink. But really I couldn’t imagine her in a place like this. It was hard to see her anywhere other than out by a lake, or somewhere she could sit in the sun, naked and free. Her body out for the world to see, but no one else around to enjoy the sight but myself and the sun.

Watching that couple enjoy each other was getting to me. So I swiveled my chair around, and the guy I had met in the park began setting up with his band on the stage. Though it wasn’t much of a stage, just a bit of a rise off the ground. He caught my eye and gave me a wave, and motioned for me to come over. I got up and decided to see what was up.

“So you really did come,” he said.

“I said I would, didn’t I?”

“A lot of people say that they will, but don’t.”

I shrugged, “I guess you’re right about that.”

“I want you to meet my band,” he said. “That’s Blake,” he pointed to the guy plugging a bass into an amp. “And that’s Lora,” he said pointing to the woman tightening a bolt on one of the cymbals of the drum kit. Lora turned around and gave me a wave. I waved back.

“Oh and yeah, I’m Jeff,” he said, presenting his hand for me to shake. I shook his hand but I wasn’t giving it much attention. I was still looking at Lora. Watching her as she bent over to set up her kit, attaching a foot pedal to the bass drum.

It was her, Lora. Something radiant about her. From that single glance I sensed something more. Felt a need to know her more. Was it possible she was what I came here for. There was of course only one way to find that out. But they were starting soon and I would have to wait.

I took my seat back at the bar and watched as they began to play the first few notes of their set. The couple next to me turned to watch as well, the guy had his arm around his lady. I may have came for Jeff, but Lora was why I now watched the band so intently. Watching her movements as she banged on the drums. Losing herself to the rhythm that she created.

After their first set, Jeff and Lora approached me at the bar, “so what do you think?” Asked Jeff.

“I think you guys are pretty good,” I said, speaking more to Lora than to Jeff.

“I’m happy to hear that, We don’t have a lot of fans.”

“Well you have one now,” I said, looking at Lora.

“Hey that was really great,” said the guy sitting next to me, pulling Jeff on over to him and his lady, leaving me with Lora. Exactly how I wanted.

“I loved watching you,” I said to Lora.

“Yeah? It’s quite a lot of fun. I feel like I get to really express myself when I get up there and start playing. I kind of just lose myself to the moment, everything I worry about just sort of goes away.”

“Now I really love that,” I said, brushing my hand against hers. She smiled at me.

“How’d you all meet, tell me your story,” I said.

Lora and myself talked for a bit. While she still had time between her set. She told me the story of what brought her to this city. She told me about leaving a family that didn’t understand her choices or her goals in life. I understood that. I went through something similar. But unlike Lora, when I left I had just ended up falling back into the same patterns of their thinking, having not yet really freed myself. But she wasn’t like that, the moment she got out of the gate she shot on after what she wanted and fought for it. Fought for it in a city that fought hard against such dreams. And yet people like Lora and Jeff still manage to carve a space for themselves in it. That’s the good thing about cities such as this, they do in some ways thirst for novelty.

I really enjoyed my conversation with her. It’s been awhile since I had someone to talk to about what kind of feelings drove us to do what it is that we did. I liked it because I still didn’t fully understand what drove me. I knew I was after the strangely exotic and different. But why and for what reason. I still was not sure. As we talked she would place a hand on me here and there. Her touch a sweet tingling on my skin. I wanted more of her touch. The way her touch mixed with the words she spoke about her life, I wanted more of that.

“Well we gotta get back to it,” said Lora.

She turned, and as she did I spoke up, I told her where I was staying and if she wanted to come back with me she could. At the time I just wanted to talk with her some more. Just didn’t want her to disappear so suddenly and never hear the end of her story.

“I’ll see how I feel after our show,” she said.

It wasn’t much of an answer but I felt confident in the fact that she would come back with me. At the very least that we would get to finish our talk here. But I did want to talk to her alone, privately. See what she was like away from everything else.

I watched them play and they really gave it their all this time. As if they weren’t playing on some rise in a no name bar. But were playing out their dream to a loving audience. Well in a way they did have a loving audience now. As I watched Lora pound on the drums, beads of sweat forming on her forehead, I was all those fans for her that would someday fill a stadium to come see her play. They finished their last song, and some of us cheered. I, the loudest, perhaps foolishly so, but I didn’t care. I enjoyed it. And I enjoyed the possibility of seeing more of Lora.

I was hoping she would just come on over. I started overthinking a bit. Should I go up to get her, should I wait and see what she did. I had to get out of that thinking and just let it happen. Let myself act as I saw fit and respond rightly to the moment at hand.

“Now that’s how you finish strong,” I said.

“That was for you guys,” said Jeff. Blake was shaking the hands of the couple next to me. He didn’t say much.

“Yeah we talked before the set. And just sort of realized thanks to you all, we were doing what we really wanted to do. That, what we really wanted was actually happening, like right now,” said Lora.

“What we want is always happening right now,” I said. That sounded like something Lily might say, not so much me. Well not the me that I had always seen myself as, but then that me was changing. Changing as I found myself attracted to those who sought after the same sort of freedom in life that I was after. And I saw in Lora that same desire. I knew I had to have it. I’ve become so much more discerning with who I wanted to let into my world. Who I wanted to grow with, because that’s what we are doing in each moment, growing. And who we spent those moments with would influence that growth. And Lora wanted that autonomy and freedom, she had something to teach me, to show me, I could feel it.

“So what do you say, Lora? I would love to talk some more,” I said.

“Let’s do it,” she said, “I’ve got a good feeling about you,” she placed a hand on my shoulder, before letting it slide off. “Hey Jeff, I’m gonna hang with her for a bit, I’ll catch up with you guys later.”

“Sure thing,” said Jeff.

“Let’s get out of here then,” I said, taking Lora by the hand.

We walked down the city streets together. Suppose it was also a good thing to have her come along with me so I didn’t have to walk at night alone. My hotel wasn’t too far. But I was still in a city I didn’t know, and alone. But I wasn’t alone now. I had Lora by my side, keeping me company.

“So what about you? What is it that you’re after?” Lora asked.

It was a tough question to answer. What I was after wasn’t really all that concrete. It was more abstract.

“I don’t really know, but the more time I spend with people, people who make me feel a certain something, I think I get closer to knowing what that is.”

“Am I one of those people?”

“I don’t really know yet.”

“I can accept that.”

I hoped she was though. I hoped she was someone like Lily or Lyssa. She had the personality that’s for sure. And the beauty to match. But I had to know for certain if she was really like them. If she was truly different from most who inhabited this world. I couldn’t exactly say why I thought she might be, it was something about her energy, something intangible.

“But I hope to find that out,” I said, placing my hand on her back as we arrived at the hotel.

“Me too,” she said, placing her arm around my waist.

As we got to my room I felt her fingers teasing at the edge of my shirt and waistband. The flirting was real. Subtle but real. There wasn’t so much of that with Lily. It was all just so outright with her. But I suppose in this sort of place the tendency is to feel people out before trusting them. Seeing if they will respond to the advances, working it up slowly. That was fine though, I could play that. But I also wanted to speed things up. Dying to find out if Lora was really it.

I unlocked the door to my room and guided Lora’s body in before me. I wanted to put my hand on her booty but not yet, too soon. But I watched the way she glanced at me as we walked up the stairs. The desire in her eyes, as she glimpsed my cleavage, yeah I saw that.

“So how long are you staying here for?” Asked Lora.

I shrugged, “I really don’t know. I never do. I just sort of see how things go.”

“Well I hope you stay for a bit,” said Lora, taking my hand in hers, “than you can come see us play again. I would really enjoy that.”

“I would really enjoy that too,” I said, taking her other hand in mine. Getting to watch her go after the life she wanted, yeah I would enjoy that. I certainly wouldn’t mind staying here awhile to see how it might unfold.

It was getting to be too much. Holding her delicate hands and looking into her eyes, connecting to that reality with her. My heart beat faster. The adrenaline rushed through my bloodstream. Whatever it was, whatever was happening. I felt it, fully felt it now, coursing through my body. That need to be closer. That need to have more, touch more. All of it. It really hit me now. Hit right in the gut.

“So then stay,” she said, “just a little longer,” Lora took a step closer to me. And I took a step closer to her. Feeling the energy radiate from her. It had a power to it. I wanted to be absorbed by that energy. She was still on a high from putting on a show. Still had that confidence that came with performing. I had to feel myself as a part of that. I leaned in closer, feeling her breath on my skin. I crawled my fingers up her arm, tickling her smooth skin.

“Okay… Just a little longer,” I said, going in for her lips. Going in for it all. Ready to give a part of myself over to her. Willing to see where it would lead. Knowing it would be worth it.

Her lips touched mine. Soft and supple. She tasted so sweet, and before I knew it, I had my hands touching all over her body. My fingers digging a bit into her back as kissed with more passion. Our mouths opening and closing. I had to get a taste of that tongue, sticking mine into her mouth, flicking it across hers. She started touching me back, grabbing my hips, pulling me in against hers. Her heavy breathing exhaling on my neck as she nibbled and kissed. I lowered my reach to her ass. Giving that booty I admired from behind a squeeze. A full grab, she pressed up against me more, loving it.

Feeling her up against me like that. Gripping that ass of hers. Her fingers clutching the hair on the back of my head. Tilting my head back, sucking on my neck. I had to find out now. Find out who she truly was. My hands went from her to the front of her waistband. There was only one to feel out who she really way. And I had a good feeling that she was exactly what I was looking for. As much as she might hide that secret from most of the world, I grew accustomed to picking up the subtle clues.

I unbuttoned her jeans and unzipped the front. Making room for my hand. I slid my hand down and went in for a feel.

“Are you okay with that,” said Lora.

“More than okay,” I said, giving her a squeeze. Giving her cock a squeeze. Well, there was no doubting it now. That was some hard evidence right there. And I mean

evidence. My response definitely excited her. She snuck up under my shirt and bra and groped my breasts. Massage my sensitive nipples.

“Let’s get this out of the way,” I said, taking my shirt off and unhooking my bra. There was no need for it now. It only hindered us. Her mouth went for my tits, sucking on the nipples. I held her close to me as she sucked. Filling me with all these good feelings.

I couldn’t help but notice how things so easily fell into place for me. As I gave up my attachment to what I thought I had to be or do. How much easier it was to navigate through this world without worry. Having that in each moment, I would find what I wanted. So long as I didn’t contrive the world and myself into something I thought it needed to be, I would always find myself fitting in right where I was.

Now I had to find out if she would fit in. Fit inside me, perhaps with a bit of stretching first. And judging by the size of her cock as I held to it, I was going to get stretched. I shimmied her pants down her legs.

“Lets get full view of what we’re working with here,” I said. Her cock stood out, strong and erect.

“What do you think?” She asked.

“You have a very pretty cock,” I said, giving it a pet.

I let the spit drool from out of my mouth and down onto the tip.

I stroked her a bit, and now that I had her out and hard, I needed to get down and dirty with it. I took her by the cock, pulling her along with me, guiding her to the bed.

“Where we going baby,” she said.

“Just relax and let me take you there,” I said.

I brought her before the edge of the bed. I pushed at her shoulders, she fell sitting on the bed. I got down before her. My fingers raking at her thighs. Lora shivered with wanting. Her cock twitched, begging to be touched.

“I can’t take it, stop teasing,” said Lora.

“Make me,” I said.

Lora smiled and bared her teeth, showing her wanting and need. Her hunger to take what she was after. And what she was after now, was me, was my mouth, my body, all of it. She put her hands on the top of my hand. Grabbing a fistful of hair. Forcing my mouth over her cock, my tongue out, drops of saliva stretching down my tongue and to the tip. She pressed down on my head, forcing me down her. Her throbbing cock entering my wet mouth. My tongue wrapped around it, as she bucked her hips forward, hitting my throat.

There was one discernable difference between Lora and the other women I have been with. She was forceful, more aggressive. Lily and Lyssa, they took on the nature of the atmosphere they found themselves in; calm, caring, slowly growing. The atmosphere Lora found herself in was vastly different. This was a fast paced city that took what it wanted from whomever it wanted it from. And I see now that Lora embodied that, by the way she pulled my hair back, taking me away from her cock, only to give me a moment to catch my breath before forcing me back down it again.

Now that Lora saw just how comfortable I was with what she wanted to take from me, she held nothing back. And she wouldn’t allow me the choice to hold back either, taking absolute control of my body. Lora lifted me up off my knees, pulling me on top of her body.

“Get on over here,” said Lora. And I had no choice but to obey.

My body glided on top of hers, my breasts brushed against hers. Her stiff nipples, pressing to my skin, my chest. She reached back and spread my ass, her fingers playing with my pussy, rubbing the outside. Lora took control of my body, of my ass, grinding my clit against her cock. Working me up enough. Making me wet. Wet enough so I would be able to take her cock inside.

“Fuck, baby, I’m gonna need it inside if you keep that up,” I said.

“That’s the plan,” she said, sneaking a finger into my pussy, growing ever wetter by her touch. Lora pulled my hair and tilted my head to the side, giving herself access to nibble and suck and bite at the sensitive skin of my neck. I felt her pressing upward, desperately needing to be inside. And I needed the same. I looked into her eyes. Seeing the desire behind them. Seeing the need to take and control and to have.

Lora flipped me over onto my stomach. Placing my knees under my chest, so my ass was in the air for her.

“I need that tight fucking pussy now,” said Lora.

“Then come and take it baby,” I said.

Her hands gripped my ass, spreading me open. I could feel her spit dripping down my already wet cunt.

“Please put it in, don’t make me beg for it.”

Lora teased the head against my hole. Inserting herself into my pussy, bit by bit, forcing my body back into her, down her thick cock.

Once inside, Lora knew she had me. Knew I was all hers. That I would do anything she wanted now. So long as that long cock kept going in and out of me, it didn’t matter what she wanted to do. I’d let her do it. She spanked my ass. Enough I’m sure to leave a red hand print. A reminder that I was branded as her property for tonight. I reached back, trying to find a piece of her to hold to. Anything, I needed to hold something to keep myself situated during her constant pounding.

“Fuck, that feels good, Your pussy’s really tight,” said Lora.

She had me moaning with crazy intensity, “That’s because your cock is so thick,” I cried out.

Lora wrestled with my body on that bed. Spreading me, and taking me. Thrusting ever toward our mutual satisfaction. Whichever way she wanted it, she took it. And I let her. There was now only one last thing I so desperately wanted from her. One more thing that I just knew I had to have. I had to have her finish and have her finish inside me. I had to work every drop of her warm cum out of her cock and have it fill up this tight pussy that she enjoyed plunging so deeply into.

Now I had to beg, I just had to, “Fuck me Lora… cum inside my pussy.. Please baby… please.”

She went at me with growing ferocity, encouraged by my moaning, by the aching need to have what only she could fill me with. She thrusted faster, pulling in and out, letting the tip of her throbbing cock feed on all the sensitive pleasure of my tight pussy.

“Damn, baby,” moaned Lora, her hands gripping tightly to my ass. The way she squeezed, pulled me back and held me there. I knew she was going to cum. I could feel her shake a bit behind me, feel that load of sticky warmth, shoot inside of me. Lora pulled my hair back, and kiss me neck, whispering into my ear, licking at my lobes.

“Fuck…” I exhaled, tired and spent. Sweaty and satisfied.

Lora pulled out, and took me in to cuddle, holding me close to her sweaty and warm body, her breasts pressed against my back.

“Are you still not sure if you want to stay?” Asked Lora.

“I’m sure that I do,” I said.

I was so sure. So sure because of the way she filled me. The way her cum dripped from out of my pussy and dripped down my thighs. The way I wanted her to fill me like this each night. So that my belly might grow big with a gift given by her. She had truly given me a gift tonight. And I knew I would hold to it. Because I wanted to. Wanted her special seed to be planted so deeply and start to take root. I knew without a doubt that it would.

And I knew I would stay here. Stay here as my belly grew. So that she might take me like that. Have her hands on that belly, big with what she had done to me on this night. Her mouth sucking on my engorged breasts. And moving down to my stomach, kissing. I knew I would not leave here until all these dreams came true. And today was the start of those dreams becoming a reality. The sun has risen here, upon this city, and it would not set now for another nine months. The shadow that was Lora would remain in my life for that long. Playing her music. Taking her big bellied princess. Letting that warm cum, spill on me.

For now, for tonight, I was at peace. Brought to peaceful rest by Lora’s breath tickling the back of my neck as she held me.

Tran Legacy: Futa

Social isolation is the great plague of our generation. A kind of isolation brought upon by our quickly evolving technological world. Technological advances that demand constant and consistent oblation. And those who fail to do so find themselves forced out of cultural inclusion. A kind of culture that does not seek to include any part of their true humanity, but without such leaves one starving and broken all the same. It is in all ways, a lose-lose situation for many. Many like myself, who find they are unable to keep up with the demand. A demand for the information of their personal day, such information is the world’s new currency. And those unwilling or unable to sell it have very little hope in finding a place in this society.

The thing about social isolation is this; though you are not alone in being alone, you are forced to be alone in feeling it, if that makes sense.

Whether it was their plan to fight such an epidemic or simply a side effect of their creation, Virtuoso was the only hope for myself and many others like me. Virtuoso was at one point just another virtual reality gaming company. Just one in a sea of many. It wasn’t until they perfected their own version of virtual reality that life truly began to change. Change in such a way that there was no going back.

Virtuoso managed to create what futurists could have only dreamed of. Made real that which was believed to only remain in the realm of science fiction. A fully immersive virtual world, an electric world that touched each of the senses as much as this one, if not at times more so.

I saved up as much money as I possibly could to be one of the firsts to experience that new reality. And it was not easy. I had to sacrifice a lot, working a low paying job. Sometimes having to go without certain necessities. But I saw the value in the potential of such a game. A game that was more than a game. I knew such sacrifices were going to be worth it.

I waited in line to receive the Virtuoso Pod. It was a small disk that suctioned to your temple and once activated transported the user fully into the systems interface. I waited in line for hours and hours. A wait that was most worth it. The line, full of people talking about their excitement and anticipation, but of course none of us really knew what to expect. How could we. We only knew what beta testers had to say about it. And in all their descriptions they found themselves at a loss for words.

Obviously with anything this world changing always comes backlash. Backlash from a backwards thinking society that feared what such a change might mean for their small minds. Spinning stories to show young people attached to electrodes lost in a stupor, their energy being sucked into the matrix or some nonsense like that. Refusing to see what one might just learn about themselves when freed from the chains of the physical world that we have come to know.

When I finally made the purchase and held that small box in my hands I could hardly believe it. I instantly wanted to get home, be sitting in my room. I had never felt so impatient in my life. I could not think of anything else other than getting home and trying it out. I practically ran to my car, started the engine, and took off. The whole time driving with the box sitting on my lap. The most precious cargo I’ve ever had. I didn’t want it to leave my side. Was this overly materialistic of me. Placing so much in something so small, so worldly. I hoped not. But at the same time maybe I didn’t really care. I didn’t have much to care for in life other than this. I placed a lot of hope in it. Hopefully it was not misplaced.

Some might call it escapism. As if that was some vile thing. To seek an escape. An escape from life we had no control of. Was it so bad to want an escape. When that escape sometimes felt more real than the thing you were trying to escape from. In some way I had to doubt that.

I made it home and quickly went to my bedroom. Unpackaging my new little gift to myself. Months of hard work sat on my bed before me. Under the best circumstances I’m not the type to sit and read the directions. And feeling this impatient, doing so was never going to happen. I was the type to just dive right in, now more than ever. I’ve seen the videos of testers trying it out. They laid themselves down, placed the pod to their temple, and we’re knocked out, waking up in another time and place. One that I was now given the chance to join.

I held the small pod in my hand, rolling it between my fingers. I wondered what such a small piece of plastic and electrical impulses could really do. Was I expecting too much. Would I end up disappointed. I didn’t want to doubt. I doubted too much of myself as it was. I didn’t want to doubt the sense of freedom so many spoke of as they first entered a whole new world.

I reclined myself on my bed. Suctioning the small plastic pod to the side of my head. Well here it goes. I took a deep breath in, and then out. I pressed the button on the pod in.

And I was in.

I took some time exploring the main interface and all that. Nothing to exciting, but seeing words and menus as interactable objects certainly took me back a bit. Like I was interacting with parts of the mind that couldn’t normally be touched. The first exciting thing I did was create an avatar for myself, a body by which I will interact with this electric life.

I wanted my avatar to be similar to myself. A woman, not too tall or too short. Long brunette hair. Okay maybe I didn’t make her look exactly like myself. I have to admit I made her a little more endowed than how I am in this life. Sweeter curves and a tighter ass. I could look like me, but the perfected vision of myself. Without any impurities. Sexier than I could ever bring myself to look in reality. Who wouldn’t do that though.

Once in this constructed world, I felt the warmth of its sun, the ground beneath my feet. I knelt down and touched the grass. Like a dream but more vivid and lucid than my waking life. Perhaps that was just the initial shock of being tossed into something so otherworldly, my conscious mind not yet given the opportunity to dull out the overwhelming sensations. But then these sensations were being directly linked to my mind, through constant electrical impulses, would they ever dull as they managed outside of here. I hoped not.

Simple enjoyment of scenery turned to interaction. Starting small by carving my name into the dirt. Leaving a mark of myself behind in this world so far mostly untouched. Seeing how it would remain there until something else came along to change it.

Soon enough exploration of this world around me turned to exploration of my own being here. If I could touch and feel. I could be touched and felt. I rubbed my hands together. Ran my hands through my hair. It all interacted as it would in reality. There was no distinguishable difference. I got caught up in the feelings. Losing myself in their wonder. Before I knew it, I had my hands sneaking up under my shirt giving my breasts a feel. Breasts that were bigger and heavier than what I was accustomed to. I found enjoyment in touching them. Enjoyment at how sensitive my nipples were. How they stiffened when played with.

This sensation of course led me to wonder how sensitive other more intimate parts of this body were. I filled with curiosity. I slid a hand under my waistband. First simply putting my hand over my vagina. It could indeed be felt, but how far did that feeling go. I teased my clit between my fingers. Waves of pleasure rolling over my body as I stood there. I bit my lip holding in the excitement as inhaled through my nostrils, exhaling heavily out of my mouth. Playing with myself out in the open of this world.

Not realizing just how out in the open I was. Not until I realized that there was another woman before me now, watching, a bit shocked and a bit interested. The embarrassment reddened my cheeks.

“I’m sorry, sorry,” I said, removing my hand from my pants. My oh my, it was so embarrassing.

“No no no, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have…”

It dawned on me that this was not like any other game. It didn’t feel like some character looking at my character, but a human looking at me. Though consciously I understood I existed as a my true self behind the scene of this place, the feeling of this being all that I am existed nonetheless. And this self had her bare breasts hanging out for anyone to see.

“No...look...I,” I stumbled my words. This was so awkward. Nothing in my life has ever been this awkward. And normally I’m a ball of constant social anxiety without a clue of how to interact with others, so that was really saying something. But then this scene was really something. Taking it in the context of the real world, which is how it felt, was there anything stranger than pleasuring yourself outside and being caught. I doubt it. But that’s exactly what happened, what I experienced in its fullness. Yet in the back of my mind I knew I could always sign off and disappear. Start this game all over if I really wanted to. None of it was permanent and really attached to me. And that escape route was what kept here, standing in silence, just watching this woman watch me.

“It’s really okay,” she said, stepping closer to me, “Admittedly it was one of the first things I tried out as well. Though I snuck away a bit further from the starting zone before going at it. You just went right to it though didn’t you? Interesting isn’t it?”

“I guess I couldn’t help it, but yeah, very,” I said. I reached down and picked up my shirt from off the ground and put it back on. We both wore the same outfit. The one I suppose everyone starts in. Not exactly fashionable or anything, but I guess it suffices for coverage.

“Hold on,” she said.

I pulled my shirt down, “What’s up?”

“Well, um…” she kind of skirted around, nervously moving her hands through her hair. Crazy how those thoughts translate exactly the same way in this world. “Maybe we can explore a little together, if you want?”

I had to admit her offer certainly garnered my interest. But was it me. It’s not like I’ve ever done anything like that in my life. In my real life. I mean, been with a woman before. I can’t say I ever had the desire. But I wasn’t sure why I didn’t. Was it because I was just too wrapped up in the way of my world to think of it as a possibility, as a part of my identity. But here I didn’t have an identity, not yet. And I wanted to feel and experience what I could be in this world, and this was an opportunity to do that. And I could always just sign off, that was always a possibility.

“Okay, let’s do it,” I said.

“Really?” she said, perking up with excitement.

“Yeah really, it’ll be fun,” I looked around our environment, as far as I could tell we were the only two here but still, “Maybe we should find a place a little more secluded, just in case, ya know.”

“Yeah that might be a good idea,” she said, “follow me, I know a spot not too far.”

I followed behind her. Gazing at her as we walked. Taking in the sight of her body. Watching how her booty moved with each step. She definitely was a sight to be seen. Looking like a goddess though perhaps that wasn’t too hard in this world. And it’s hard to say no to something so beautiful.

I followed her until we found our way to a cave well lit by light shining through the cracks in the ceiling. It certainly was secluded, and quite romantic, very scenic.

“Here we are,” she said, taking my hand in hers as we entered the cave together.

We turned and faced each other, looking into the other’s eyes. Eyes with so much behind them, and yet were also only light being projected into our minds by some machine. But behind them was a mind and heart that although in physical reality were perhaps separated by thousands of miles were here and now connected and close.

“Yes, here we are,” I took her other hand in mine.

The two of us leaning in closer and closer until our lips connected. Tasting the fresh sweetness of her mouth. The sensation overwhelming and tingling in my body and mind. I knew for certain I didn’t want to sign off now. I wanted to stay right here with her. Our tongues mingling, bathing in the spotlight shining down upon our bodies.

Her hands walked up along my arms tickling the skin, sneaking their way under my shirt and toward my breasts. Her hands cupping my large tits. Massaging them and teasing at the nipple. I let out a sigh.

“Nice, isn’t it.”

“Very,” I said.”

I returned the favor. Pulling her shirt off her body and playing with her tits, equally as endowed as my own. A nice size. A perfect shape. So full. I kissed those lips until I needed to taste more. My tongue sliding down her neck, planting kisses on her collarbone. My mouth made its way to her breasts. Sucking her nipples into my mouth, wetting them with the flicking of my tongue. Never have I tasted a woman before. Never would I have even imagined it. But now here I was, really tasting her. Tasting her as clearly as I could anything. And loving every second of it. The way her body moved with mine. The way she reacted to my touch and I to hers. The way we connected by our movements.

Her hand slid down my chest and over my tummy, down toward my hips. Sliding my pants off my body. She placed her fingers on my pussy. Rubbing them against my clit. I grabbed onto her shoulders as she applied pressure. Nuzzling my head between her head and shoulder, my breath tickling her ear. I gave short little jolts of shaking movement with each pleasurable shock that emitted from my clit.

“That’s fucking good, just like real,” I whispered into her ear. She took my cheek in her hand, fingers wet from my pussy and turned me for a kiss.

“Do you want to see if the sex is just as real,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

She grabbed at her waistband, bent forward, her tits hanging from her chest, stepping out of her pants.

“I mean sex,” she said, holding a hard cock in her hand.

“You ...do…”

“That’s right. In this world you can be anything. And I want to explore all of that.”

I reached down and took her cock into my hand. Hard and throbbing with excitement the two of us built up between each other.

“Let’s find out,” I said, giving her a squeeze.

But I already knew sex here was not going to be anything like in real life. Not for me anyway. I never had sex like this. Not with someone like her. Not in a place like this. This was otherworldly, magical. No, sex was going to be better here. Far more adventurous. A woman I just met, a woman who was more than a woman, a goddess more than a goddess. This was nothing like the real world. It was better.

I got down on the ground. The earth soft beneath my knees. I brought my lips to the tip of her cock. Giving it a lick with my tongue. Tasting her flesh, her beauty, and strange wonder. Her cock twitched with pleasure at the touch of my tongue. Jumping with excitement. I wrapped my lips around it, sucking down the shaft. I played with my pussy as I stroked her with one hand. She brushed the hair from out of my face.

In this world I was someone different. I was free from who I thought I was, what I thought I had to be and do. Afraid what my doings might lead to, how they might affect or change me. But here I didn’t have to worry about that. Here I could experience freely. With her, I could explore more than who I was up until this point. A point in time that I knew would change me forever, and I think for the better. I hoped so anyway.

“I want to feel you inside me,” I said, pulling my mouth off her cock, a strand of spit dripping down my chin and onto my chest.  She helped bring me to my feet and turned me around. Spreading my legs a part. She placed a hand on my back and bent me forward. She tapped the tip of her cock against the outside of my pussy, sliding it up and down. Teasing before going in. The juice of my wet pussy coating her.

“I hope you’re ready to find out,” she said.

“I am,” the tip of her cock pressed into my hole, I bit my lip as she entered.

Her thick cock stretching the walls of my pussy, making room to fit in. She grabbed onto my hips and pulled me further and further down her shaft. Bit by bit entering deeper into me. All the way until my ass hit up against her. And fuck was she ever so thick, so big inside of me. A real powerful cock, but a slender curvy beauty. What a combination. A perfect combination, made perfect by this world.

She pulled back and pushed forward. Working up a rhythm. Her hands gripping tightly to my ass, taking control of the motion of my body. My tits bouncing, and slapping against me. I held to them, pressing them to my chest. She leaned over my back and grabbed my shoulder with one hand. Her tits brushing against me, her erect nipples poking my back. She thrusted harder, pulling my body back as she pushed it forward. The way she demanded control of my body, refusing to let my pussy get to far away, it had me aching with satisfaction. I reached a hand back to grab her thigh. Needing to hold to something. Needing to clutch and grab and be fucked.

As the light shined down on us from the cracks in the ceiling, I knew I was in the spotlight. The centerpiece to this world. A  new world that had only just begun and already was christened with our love and enjoyment. In any other world we are born crying. In this one we are born in excitement and clear thinking, a desire to explore. And the first action we took here would become our habits, our way of being. And we got to decide what they were. We were pioneers and our bodies were the ships we decided to sail upon. Rocking together on the waves of ecstacy.

An ecstasy that overwhelmed my mind and body. She had both hands on my shoulders now. Going at my pussy with greater ferocity and determination. Fighting to fuck me like only she could. Her moans and sighs mixing with my own. Our voices echoing and bouncing off the cavern walls, filled with the music of our love making. Her cock throbbed and tightened, she clutched me, holding in her climax. Holding it in and building it up until she wouldn’t be able to hold it anymore. My pussy so slick from my wetness, from her precum, sliding her in and out with ease and speed.

The build up, the rhythm, the speed. It was impossible for either one of us to hold it in any longer. We had to let it go and explode. My voice grew loud and echoed back into my ears. She thrusted one last powerful thrust, plunging all the way in and holding me down. Exploding her load of warm cum into my sweet pussy. My pussy tightening and pushing the cum out, dripping down my thighs. She turned me around and looked into my eyes. Hugging me close. Her cock against my leg.

“That was something else,” I whispered in her ear, kissing her cheek.

“It certainly is a strange world. The things we do in it.”

“And yet sometimes it makes sense, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah…” She kissed my lips.

The two of us had gotten dressed and sat at the edge of the cave, looking out over the world. Watching the birds nest themselves into the trees. They too were new here. Yet behaved as if they were always so. This was the first time I didn’t feel like a stranger in a place that I felt I had no part of being in.

“You know I don’t even know your name,” I said.

“I’m Claire, at least here I am,” she said.

“That’s good enough for me,” I shrugged

“And you?”

“Lisa,” I said.

She leaned her head on my shoulder.

“I think I should get going, I mean sign off, I’m sure it’s getting pretty late.”

“Yeah, me too.”

I knew neither one of us really wanted to go. But we had to. We couldn’t stay here forever, we did have other lives. I opened up the main interface. A red flashing icon caught my attention. I opened up the menu. I had a friend request, from Claire. I made a friend. I really made a friend. I accepted her request and signed off. Leaving Claire and that new world behind. For now… until tomorrow.

Futa Trap House

I guess you can say I’m a bit of a party girl. I’m not too basic though or some shit like that. I don’t have money like that. I don’t have some trust fund to back up some opulent lifestyle of nonstop fun like some of the girls I know. But then I wouldn’t really want to be all that much like them anyway. They’re a bit dull. I think without some real struggle, you just end up sort of dull. A bit too much of a surface and not much else beneath. But I always find a way to get on by. To allow myself some time to really let loose. I think having some fun is real important. But spending your parents' money to do it just kind of makes you trashy in a wealthy way. Maybe I only feel like this because my parents didn’t have much money. Oh well, I can’t help it.

When you’re a pretty college student, sometimes all you gotta do is show up to a party and men will be more than willing to throw what you want at you. Just for the shot at believing you might get with them if you do. I don’t know, that disgusts me too, makes me feel cheap. I much rather get my own, than have some desperate guy supply me cause he wants my pussy. Besides, I think that’s a dangerous road to go down, it’s best to steer clear from that.

Regardless of all that nonsense, what mattered was that I wanted to have some fun tonight. On my own or maybe with some good friends if they were down. But before any of that I had to get supplied. A party is only as good as the party favors. The semester ended and I did well enough to deserve a little something. All those endless nights of studying didn’t really pay off the next day. I wanted to feel good now. Maybe I shouldn’t let that drive me, but hey I’m still young.

My good friend told me about this woman who sold out of her house. I’ve never met her before. And usually I’m not too keen on strangers but if my friend trusted her I knew I could too. I suppose I don’t mind going to meet up with a woman alone. If it was a guy that would be a whole other story. Real big skeeves some of them. Like because you’re loose enough to get high then they think you’ll want to fuck them too. They think their some hot shit because they sell out of their grandma’s house or whatever. I’m sure a lot of girls fall for that kind of thing. But not me. That’s just pathetic. I don’t let just any guy stick it in me, because he has a bit of money now. He ain’t putting that shit into a 401k and he’s two broken condoms away from indentured servitude. No fucking thanks.

I pulled up to the house. Not exactly in the nicest neighborhood, but also not the kind I had to worry about getting shot or something. Still, I wouldn’t want to hang around here for too long. From what I was told she also went to our university, studying to be a biologist. So she wasn’t some brick I knew I’d hate having to hear speak about some dull nonsense. I got out of my car, it was a nice day. Real clear. I felt clear. Only one thing can make a good day even better. Okay two things. But my boyfriend went back home to visit family. So only one thing. I knocked on the door and waited. I heard the lock click. The door opened. I tried looking through the storm door to make out who it was but couldn’t really tell. I waved at the shadowed figure all the same.

She opened the storm door, standing before me. She was pretty good looking. But dressed sort of like a slut. I know I shouldn’t say that but I don’t know how else to describe it. I don’t mean it in any bad way. She had on a tight crop top, that shaped her tits really well. And showed of her lean tummy. And a pair of jean shorts, I knew as soon as she turned around I’d get a full view of her ass hanging out a bit. Not that I was thinking of that kind of thing. But when you see someone looking real sexy it’s hard not to notice, even if you don’t exactly want to.

“Hey, you must be Nat,” I said.

“Yeah, Brooke told me you would be stopping by, come in,” said Nat.

I followed her in and I was dead right. Her jeans were cut just above the ass, enough to show a little cheek. I had to admit she did have a tight ass.

I guess her house was sort of what I expected. Not terrible, it wasn’t trashed or anything. But not exactly well kempt either. Walking in you knew someone lived here. I liked that though. It wasn’t like some people’s houses where you walk in and it’s like you stepped into an ikea catalogue. I hate that, I think those people probably have more to hide than Nat does. A blanket laid on the floor, a bit balled up. An empty beer bottle sat on the coffee table next to a pipe. I mean you saw how she lived. I liked that. There was a certain kind of honesty to it that you don’t get to see from other people.

“Make yourself comfortable,” said Nat.

I did just that. I hopped on her couch and sunk into the cushions. See, when someone who lives in a house like this says get comfortable you know you can get comfortable. You don’t gotta worry about whether or not they want you to put your foot up on the coffee table.

Nat left into another room. I waited for her to return, just sort of taking it all in. Thinking about how I was going to spend the day after I got out of here. I didn’t really have much of a plan. Maybe head back to my place for a bit. Make a few calls. Nat returned and placed a bag of weed on the table.

“How much?” I asked.

“Whatevers clever,” said Nat, plopping herself down on the couch next to me.

“That’s a terrible business plan.”

Nat shrugged her shoulders, “I’m graduating and I’m gonna be moving soon. Just kind of need to get rid of it.”

I guess it really was my lucky day. I didn’t want to take advantage of her kindness though, I reached into my pocket and took out some bills. I figured I’d pay her a fair amount but still keep enough to get myself a nice lunch or something later. I handed her the money and she pocketed it. I don't know how she fit anything into those tight pockets.

“So you’re finally out of here then huh?”

“It looks like it. I can’t wait. But I can’t complain. I did well for myself here. But selling was just something to do for the time being. I know it’s a risk.”

“I get that, how do you feel about starting life, I mean for real?”

“Shit, if we're gonna get all personal, we should at least roll one up first. How about it?”

I didn’t plan on staying and chatting. I kind of wanted to do my own thing. But then I didn’t really have any plans. And to be fair, I didn’t mind talking to her. She was easy to talk to.

“Alright, sounds good,” I said.

“Sweet. I’ll get some from the top shelf.”

I watched her nimble fingers roll up a joint. Such dexterity, delicate, real smooth. She must have done it often. If I tried that, it would look like a twisted up tree branch.

“I like your nails, by the way,” I said.

She put the joint up to her lips, “Thanks,” she lit it and inhaled, the smoke wisping around her mouth.

She passed to me, placing her hand over mine. She had such smooth hands. Nat put her feet up on the coffee table and reclined into the couch. See that’s what I was talking about. Real relaxed. I loved it. I inhaled, started to feel light, starting to feel right.

“You got any music,” I said.

“Oh, yeah,” Nat lifted her legs off the coffee table. She leaned her body over me, reaching for the set up on the end table to my left. Her breasts brushed against mine. Her back arched a bit as she turned on a playlist. She had a fine body. Nice curves. She placed her hand on my thigh, for balance of course. Stopping on her way back, turning to face me, flashing me an inviting smile. I couldn’t help but smile back. I was feeling good. Real good. She sat back down, her legs crossed, body angled toward me.

I didn’t want to think much of it. Of her touch. That was probably just the way she was. She seemed like the type, just a flirt in general. I’m sure it didn’t mean anything, just a friendly touchy person. I’m not like that so it caught me off guard is all.

She placed her hand back on my leg, “so tell me about yourself,” she said.

“There’s not much to tell,” I said.

“There’s always something to tell.”

“I’m just trying to be here, just enjoy being here, I don’t wanna think about much of anything. Especially not who I am.”

“Damn you don’t have to get that heavy about it,” she laughed, her fingers sliding down my leg.

I kind of eyed her hands a bit suspiciously. Enough for her to notice.

She pulled back, “Sorry, I get a little...uh..excited when I smoke.”

“It’s fine,” I said. I mean it wasn’t so bad. It’s nice to be touched. Especially since my boyfriend went back home, I haven’t had so much as a hug. “I don’t mind it, you can touch me if you like.”

“Really?” she said a bit excited, she scooted over, cuddling herself next to me. It definetly felt good to be close to someone, and she seemed friendly enough.

“Yeah, I haven’t seen my boyfriend in weeks. I can’t remember the last time someone cuddled me.”

“That’s a real shame,” she said, her fingers walking across my shoulders, “I’m right here, if you need any help with that.”

There was no denying it now. She was definetly flirting with me. I can’t say it didn’t feel good, to have her attention. To have her touch me. She was sweet. And she’s smart. I’ve never been with a girl before. Never really thought of them in that way. She is pretty though. Very pretty. When her legs stretched out on the table, so long, so smooth. I know most my age experimented with that kind of thing. Kissing another woman, maybe taking it farther. But I don’t know if I had it in me. Maybe I just didn’t have the right oppurtunity though. Always so stressed over classes or work. I didn’t have to worry about any of that now. I was feeling relaxed.

Nat had her arms wrapped around me, her head resting on my shoulder. Her breasts pressed against me. It felt nice to have anothers warmth resting on me. I can’t deny that.

“That’s very sweet,” I said “But…” I didn’t quite know what to say, I didn’t really know what I wanted to say…”I mean, I like dick...it’s nothing personal.”

“Is that so…” said Nat, her voice trailing off, “can I show you something?”

I nodded, not sure what she was talking about.

She took my hand in hers, guiding it between her legs, stopping before she got too close, “Is this okay?” Asked Nat, not wanting to push me to something I wasn’t comfortable with. Something about what she said, the way she looked at me, it piqued my interest. I wanted to know what she had in store. What had her so excited.

“Yeah, go on,” I said.

She placed my hand on her crotch. I could feel a buldge, an excited twitch.

“You….”

“...Have a dick,” Nat finished my sentence, laughing, “what do you think?”

“I think this could work,” I said, giving her a squeeze.

I leaned in, my hand rubbing her crotch. My lips searching for hers, waiting for her to make the next move. Nat wrapped an arm around me and pulled me in. Her lips embracing mine. Her tongue, her lips, uniting with mine.

I certainly wasn’t expecting this either today. I’ve never been with a women, let alone one like her. But now I was dying to know what it was like, I hungered and ached for it. This whole time I saw nothing that hinted at this little secret. So well hidden, but now divulged to me, or perhaps for me. I wanted to know more, I just had to know more about this little secret of hers, a secret that didn’t feel so little from what I could feel. But I had to find out for sure. I unbuttoned her shorts and slid them down her smooth milky white legs. A pair of red panties now remained the only thing between me and knowing all of her. I rubbed over her panties, my other hand sneaking up her shirt. Her cock stiffened as I stimulated the different parts of her body. Her lips with my lips. Her breasts with my hand, her cock with my fingers. All working together to excite her as she unhooked my bra.

I pulled her cock out, big and hard in my hand. Yet smooth and delicate, a woman’s cock.

“You have a very pretty cock,” I said.

“Would you like to taste her,” said Nat.

I brought my lips away from hers and lowered them down to the tip of her cock. My tongue teasing the head. She let out a satisfied moan. I wrapped my lips around the tip, taking the shaft into my mouth, the spit drooling down. I took the rest of my clothes off as I sucked on her. I held her cock in one hand, and pressed my pussy against it. Sliding up and down her cock, wet from my spit. Using her to caress my clit.

“Can I put it in?” My pussy soaked itself, nice and wet, ready to have a cock inside it, “Please give it to me, put it in,” I begged.”

She grabbed onto my ass, giving my cheeks a squeeze, helping me guide her cock into my tight hole. Slowly lowering me down on her thick shaft, until I had it all in. I bent forward, my hands on her breasts, gripping her. I rocked my hips, rising and falling on her cock. My ass slapping against her.

“How does she feel,” said Nat.

“Amazing...Big…” I moaned.

She bucked her hips into the air, fucking me back. I don’t know if fucking other women felt this great but fucking Nat sure did. A woman’s body, perky tits, and throbbing cock to fill my pussy. I had the best of both worlds. The absolute best.

Nat lifted up her torso, tossing me down on my back. Lifting my legs up onto her shoulders. Taking my pussy for herself, fucking me harder. I was all hers, all hers to take and enjoy.

“Don’t stop..please don’t stop, give it to me, fuck me.”

She had me folded in on myself, pounding down from on top of me. She placed a hand on my face, caressing my cheek. Her thumb in my mouth. I sucked on it, pacifying myself, overwhelmed with ecstacy.
“Fuck you’re tight.”

I pulled at her hips, wanting her to get deeper. Helping her to hit me right where I needed. I was getting close to the edge. And by the way her cock throbbed and jumped inside my pussy I knew she was almost there to.

“I want your cum,” I cried, encouraging her. Encouraging her to thrust faster and harder, “Fuck me baby, give me that cum.”

I shook and moaned, my pussy tightening until it pushed her out. Nat took her cock in her hand and gave it a few stokes. Warm cum shooting from the tip onto my stomach. Nat dove on my lips. Her tongue licking me up. Our breasts against each others, our bodies slick from the sweat.

“You know, I still don’t leave for another two months,” said Nat. Her body pressed into mine, her cock resting against my stomach.

“I’m sure I can make a few visits before then,” I said.

There was no doubt I would make a few visits before she left. I knew I had to see her again. I had to have that cock inside me. I’ve never had dick like that. And there was so much more I wanted to try out with her. I knew this was only a taste of what we could do together. There was a lot more for me to explore. More of her body, and even more of my own. Next time I can come prepared. Come prepared to cum, and cum more than once.

“You know I’m in no rush to leave,” I said, playing with her hair, “How about we go take a shower.”

“Let’s go,” said Nat getting up.

A shower would be nice. A little time to explore that body more. I wanted to play with her butt, so tight. Feel her tits a bit. Clean her from head to toe. Soapy water dripping off her cock. Yeah a shower sounded perfect.

“And if you want we can go get something to eat after,” I said. I worked up a bit of an appetite. I figured I could treat her to a meal. It was the least I could do for all she’s given me today.

“Good, I’m starving,” said Nat, rubbing her stomach.

I followed behind her into the bathroom, giving her ass a slap.

“You better watch it, I’m gonna have to get you back for that.”

“Do it.”

Nat smiled, the bathroom filling with steam. Steam from the warm water and from the heat generated between our bodies.
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