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Tentacle Submission

I’m not gonna go into detail about how Hitomi and I had managed to arrive here. Mainly because I just don’t have the words to express it. Ever since the two of us had ventured into the spirit world, the physical reality that I had grown so accustomed to now held very little meaning for me. We were operating on a different frequency now, laws did not apply. My ability to differentiate what is real and what is adjacent to reality became increasingly blurred. Life for me now functioned much like a dream. One could pop in and out of worlds, close their eyes with intent and open them to see what no other had seen before.

None of that is really what my story is about. Has little to do with why Hitomi and I were now on this swamp-covered planet so very far from the planet I called home. This is about finding Fuko, the only futa to ever truly understand Hitomi. And the only futa I want to offer me her futa blessing and transform my young woman’s body into the body of a futa.

I was following closely behind Hitomi as we carefully treaded through the swamplands. Hitomi kept on high alert, looking for any signs that might direct us toward Fuko. We knew she was here. Well, Hitomi did. And I had no reason to doubt her or the validity of the vision she received during our futa orgy in the spirit world. There was no question she had a vision. The way her eyes rolled back, her body convulsing as she reached the height of orgasm. Her cock throbbing wildly while deep in my pussy and spilling its warm futa seed. I’ve never seen anyone, woman or futa, have an orgasm like that. It was without a doubt otherworldly. And now we were here, in an otherworld.

I suppose I wasn’t treading too carefully however because my blouse snagged on a low-hanging branch. Unaware, I went to skip over a rock half sunk in the muck when my blouse tore clean off. Instinctively as I came landing on my feet I tossed an arm over my exposed tits, my cheeks turning a slight shade red.

“Oh gosh!” I yelped, caught by surprise.

Hitomi paused and turned around. I dropped my arm from my chest. I had nothing to hide, there was no part of my supple young body that Hitomi had not seen or enjoyed.

“You okay?” Hitomi called back.

“Uggh… are we almost to wherever or whatever this Glurtleskletch is,” I sat on the stone I attempted to hop over. I took a second to massage my breasts, it did feel nice to not have them confined, especially in this heat. According to what Hitomi told me of her vision, Fuko was with Glurtleskletch. She didn’t really explain what the hell that was or meant and I was getting frustrated, tired, and overheated in this godforsaken swamp.

“What do you mean?” Hitomi asked as she backtracked over to me, “This is Glurtleskletch,” she held her arms out wide.

“Ooh, you mean this planet is called Glurtleskletch,” I said, finally having a moment of understanding.

“Huh? What planet?” Hitomi looked at me quizzically, and just like that my fleeting moment of understanding vanished completely.

I let out a defeated sigh, we weren’t getting anywhere in the swamp and I wasn’t getting any closer to understanding a thing Hitomi was talking about. In my frustration I began to grab at my tits a bit rougher, unaware that I was doing so. Groping and squeezing and then focusing my efforts solely on my sensitive nipples. I moaned into the dense foggy air, pinching and twisting my perky nipples. The pleasure helped me to relax and for a short period provide an outlet for my frustrations.

I let out another deep sigh and then froze in place like a frightened rabbit, fingers clamped down on my nipples, mouth tightly shut, glancing worriedly from side to side as the ground shook violently. My first thought was we were caught in some kind of earthquake and once no longer paralyzed by fear my second thought was to run for cover but Hitomi had a different idea.

After regaining her balance and almost slipping into the mud, which would have been quite the sight to see under any other circumstance (a muddy Hitomi, now that sounded kind of hot), Hitomi clasped my shoulders and shook me almost as much as the quake did.

“That’s it! Becca, you’re so smart,” said Hitomi, her eyes transfixed upon my exposed breasts.

“Wah? What are you talking about, we need to get out of here,” I shoved Hitomi’s hands off my shoulder. Had she lost her mind?

“No, we need to get naked!” Raved Hitomi, pulling her top off over her head. Yeah, she’s lost it.

The ground rumbled once more. The force of the shaking sent me lurching forward, I grabbed hold of Hitomi’s shorts pulling them down halfway as I attempted to remain seated on the stone while the shaking intensified. Hitomi’s stiff cock sprang out from behind her shorts. This was no time for that sort of thing. Why was she hard? We’re in danger, couldn’t she see that?

“Hitomi, we need to get to safety, there’s an earthquake,” I pulled at her shorts, this time to hopefully gain her attention which seemed to focus on everything except the issue at hand.

“That’s not an earthquake,” Hitomi laughed wildly, “That’s Glurtleskletch!”

Finally, understanding presented itself to me. A massive, dancing, curling, tentacle broke out of the swampish land, lashing uncontrollably in the air. Dirt and muck sprayed around us. Then another tentacle, swinging and flailing, thick and green.

“Hitomi!” I shouted, eyes wide with terror. “What the fuck is going on!”

“Glurtleskletch has awakened,” Hitomi shouted, hands raised over her head, jumping up and down, her breasts and futa cock bouncing freely. “Our bodies have awakened him. Quickly Becca, get undressed. We must entice it further.”

Glurtleskletch… this wasn’t a planet, it was a living creature. A massive creature consisting of hundreds of enormous thick gelatinous tentacles. One by one, more and more of these tentacles sprouted out of the ground causing endless mayhem around us. They felled the surrounding trees, rotting bark splintering into murky clouds of debris. They curled around stones, stones the size of cars, plucked them from the muck, and tossed them sailing through the air.

“Becca! Come on!” Hitomi grabbed me by the wrist, pulling me from my seat and into the center of this chaos. Just in time too, because just as my behind left the rock a tentacle swooped around it and flung it miles into the air. That could have been me… it was insane, far too dangerous, and yet Hitomi remained… well not calm… but calm in her overwhelming excitement.

Hitomi held me close as we stood in the center of all this madness. I had to calm myself, if not, I could very well die here. Then as I focused on the way Hitomi’s chest rose and fell, her supple breasts pressing into my bare back, and looked all around me, I noticed something.

This wasn’t just pure madness mixed with uncontrolled chaos. Not at all, I saw now what really appeared unfolding before me. The tentacles were clearing the land, creating a space for themselves and us. They removed the trees, the rocks and stones, leaving an almost perfectly circular clearing.

“But where’s Fuko?” I asked as Hitomi hurriedly helped me out of my shorts and peeled my soft panties down my legs.

“We’ll need to show Glurtleskletch we are willing to take its mighty seed and become one of its many mates, just as I’m sure Fuko had done.”

“You’re talking about letting us fuck us? Aren’t you? With those big… thick… slimy tentacles…” I shiver ran up my spine, maybe this wasn’t so bad after all. A monstrous creature of unbridled power wanting to fuck and mate with me… why did that turn me on so much? Isn’t it wrong? Of course, it was wrong, and that’s exactly what made me want it oh so badly.

“Of course I am. Are you ready to finally see this thing through and find Fuko?” Hitomi pressed her hips out, her cock jutting forward, waiting for my response.

“Absolutely!” I cheered, wrapping my hand around Hitomi’s yummy cock, “Let’s do it,” I tugged at her thick cock and pulled Hitomi closer, getting down on my knees for her… for Glurtleskletch.

I licked my tongue up and down the length of Hitomi's long shaft. Wetting her cock with my spit, tongue, and lips. Drooling over the tip, kissing underneath. A tentacle slammed down onto the ground near the outskirts of the circle.

“Mmm, yes, Becca… I think it likes that… don’t stop…” Huffed Hitomi, her cock twitching with delight at the slightest touch of my wet lips upon her eager cock.

If it liked that it was going to really like what I was about to do next. I opened my mouth wide and practically inhaled Hitomi’s big futa cock, stuffing my mouth full with it. Choking and gagging as I throated all that I could handle, saliva spewing over my lips and drenching the futa standing dominantly before me.

I wrapped both hands around Hitomi’s slick cock. Slurping on the tip, head bobbing back and forth, hands stroking up and down and twisting all around. The sound of spit squishing between my nimble little hands and the sound of Hitomi’s primal sexual wails echoing through the clearing. The tentacle snaked its way over the land curiously moving in closer to us. Dozens of other tentacles, all of them dancing and dripping with goo, watched from afar. Watching… seeing… somehow sensing us and knowing we were there.

“It’s working Becca… Don’t stop… mnnn… don’t stop sucking my cock,” whimpered Hitomi, her knees buckling, her cock throbbing wildly from my mouth's pleasure. Hitomi tensed her whole body, knowing that she could not yet orgasm but also knowing we could not slow down.

Hitomi clasped the side of my face with her hands. Overcome by the sweet wonder of my wet mouth and the encroaching insanity of the tentacles Hitomi thrusted her hips. The tip of her thick cock hitting the back of my throat with each forceful shove.

“Mnnn… so good Becca… take my cock, baby… take it for Glurtleskletch,” growled Hitomi, pumping away, making me throat all that messy cock.

A single tentacle crept up behind me, curling around my ankle, “Hitomi!” I shrieked, “It’s touching me.”

“Good Becca, good. Let it explore your sweet petite body,” Hitomi responded, stroking my hair. “Just be open to it. If it’s going to take us to Fuko we need to show that we understand that it’s in charge.”

I swallowed my nerves as the slimy appendage crawled farther up my leg, tightly hugging my thigh.

The tentacle left a trail of thick creamy slime running down my leg as it found its way between my legs. The tip of the tentacle slid over my tight little pussy, rubbing over my aching clit. Even when centered amongst all this insanity sucking on Hitomi’s beautiful throbbing cock made me so very wet like it always does. My pussy’s natural lubrication was nothing when compared to thick gooey slime secreted by the slinking appendage. That creamy goo, it had a warmth to it and left an odd yet pleasant tingle wherever it touched. And as that touch teased over my clit… Fuck yes.

“How does it feel?” Hitomi asked, a tentacle crawling up her back, over her shoulder, and draping itself upon her breasts.

“S-s-s so fucking good,” I cried out, legs shaking beneath me. The tip of the tentacle not only rubbed itself all over my clit but it had begun to vibrate as well, pulsating wave after wave of intense pleasure.

“Don’t stop now,” commanded Hitomi, the tentacle wrapping around her breast, squeezing tight, the tip flicking her stiff little nipple. “We’re so close to winning it over.”

I reached out to grab her stiff cock when a tentacle shot down from overhead, binding itself around my wrist. I went to use my other hand and the same thing occurred. This time the tentacle reached up from behind me, pulling both arms behind my back and binding them there.

“Becca you need to keep playing with my cock, it’s the only… mnnn… way,” Hitomi tossed her head back, the suckers lining the tentacle pulling at her nipples.

“I- I can’t,” I struggled against the hold of the tentacles, completely unable to free my arms from them, “It won’t let my arms go.”

“You still have your mouth, use that.”

I fought against the pull of the appendages, moving in close enough just to tease the head of Hitomi’s futa cock with the tip of my tongue.

“Ah… Ahhhh… ah…” My tongue flitted in and out of my mouth, softly licking what little of Hitomi’s cock I could reach. Precum dripped from her cock, the salty taste coating my tongue. I could only hope that bound by these tentacles, what little I had to give to Hitomi was enough.

And it was. The tentacle that slithered and vibrated over my pussy and clit penetrated its tip into my tight little hole.

“Nnn… fuck y- yes,” I quivered, the tentacle stuffing itself deeper inside my juicy cunt, stretching my pussy open to fit. Another tentacle pressed at my back and shoved me forward onto the ground, and another wrapping around my hips lifted plump booty into the air, the tentacle inside me driving ever deeper and practically slamming into my womb as it hammered repeatedly like a piston.

My knees sank in the mud. My arms and legs bound together, I had no choice now but to submit fully to the whims and wiles of the amassing tentacles that swirled endlessly around us. Thick creamy slime spilled out of my pussy with each thrust of the tentacle. Shouting and moaning I took the raw unnatural fucking forced upon my body. From above two more tentacles quickly shot in after me. One joined inside my pussy, stuffing itself in alongside the other already there. My tight pussy had never had anything like this. Double stuffed, plunging away, a dirty little fuck toy. The second tentacle honed in on my ass, secreting its slime over my puckered and previously untouched asshole. The rearing itself back the tentacle fired forth, penetrating my ass.

Hitomi enjoyed much of the same. The tentacles lifted her body into the air with ease. Spreading her legs wide. A greasy appendage curled around her thick futa cock, tugging and pulling.

“Oh yes… fuck yes…” Hitomi squealed, pumping her hips along to the rhythm of the tentacle's stroke. “More… give me more… give me everything you got!” Hitomi’s voice carried high above me, reverberating through the trees, a flock of strange otherworld birds took flight from their roost.

Suspended in the air by a dozen tentacles, Hitomi shouted and moaned, wallowing in the debauched pleasure of the slimy appendages as they took full advantage of her succulent milf body. The tentacles wrapped around her thick cock. Stroking the shaft as they secreted their slime. They spread her legs and penetrated her tight asshole, plunging deep inside.

With every one of my naughty holes stuffed with tentacles, I lost complete control of myself. Screaming and shaking, otherworldly sensations spilling inside of me. The tentacles throbbed and pulsated, their movements growing faster. At the height of the chaos, the tentacles swelled and engorged themselves before finally erupting in a volcanic explosion of thick white slimy goo that sprayed relentlessly from the tip of every tentacle.

“Yes! Yes! Cum for us,” Hitomi chanted, moments before a tentacle unleashed a torrent of cum dousing her entire body, covering her face, tits, and ass. Then having released itself upon her the tentacle stuffed itself into her mouth and down her throat silencing the futa all except for her gagging groans as cum spewed forth from her mouth. 

The tentacle’s cum filled my sweet little pussy, making a complete mess of this nasty little girl. So much cum to fill my pussy and youthful womb. Warm and sticky, and just all over me. Another tentacle slid out of my ass, firing a stream of thick delicious cum inside my gape. And delicious it was, with so much cum dripping down my face it was impossible not to get any in my mouth but when it did I happily swallowed and licked my lips for more.

With the tentacles emptied of their mighty and potent seed they then opted to drag us recklessly through the swamp. The tentacles in front cleared a path while we were helplessly dragged behind, slipping through the layer of cum and mud that rested on the swamp floor.

We had indeed done it. We had, for the moment, satisfied the monstrous creature and were now being taken back to where it takes all its most desired mates. Finally, once the dragging had stopped, I rubbed the muck from my eyes. Before me was a nest of green gelatinous tentacles all curled around one another, softly moving, undulating, resting in wait for the perfect time to unleash their own unbridled primal lust and pump sweet sweet cum into every hole available.

Yet more remarkable than this nest constructed of life’s most satisfying fuck was what laid in the center of it. A futa. The most sensual beauty one could ever lay eyes on. Even with just one glance, I understood why Hitomi would go through hell and back to try and find her.

Those soft curves of her perfectly petite yet voluptuous body. Those immaculate and enormous breasts jiggled ever so slightly with each shifting position. Her succulent nipples, stiff and erect, just begging for a mouth such as mine to come and suck upon them. And of course, between her legs, that wonderful futa cock. So large, smooth, pristine, every inch of it deserving of the highest worship. Hands, lips, tongues, pussy, ass, tits… I would give it all over to this resting futa, wherever she wanted that cock of hers to go, I would let her have it. Let her have me.

I had made the right choice in waiting to find Fuko before taking on my futa transformation. This is the futa I wanted to bless me with her thick futa cum and bestow upon me a beautiful hard cock all of my own. Only a futa as pure as this would be acceptable.

Hitomi wasted no time in scurrying up the side of the tentacle-laden nest, her slick naked body struggling to get a good grip. I rushed over and offered my aid, hoisting Hitomi up by my shoulders. Hitomi stumbled over the top and fell into the nest with a wet plop.

“Fuko! Fuko! Wake up, it’s me Hitomi,” she shook Fuko by the shoulders. I could see the faint hint of tears in her eyes as she prepared herself to reunite with her long-lost lover. The only person who ever truly understood Hitomi.

“H- Hitomi?” Questioned Fuko, blinking her groggy eyes awake, stretching out her arms and legs. The reality of Hitomi’s arrival did not immediately enter Fuko’s awareness but once it did… it did.

“Hitomi!” Fuko squealed childishly, like a young girl opening her first present on Christmas morning. The busty futa jumped to her feet. Losing her balance amongst the slippery tentacles, she fell face forward, grabbing onto Hitomi and taking her down with her. “You’re here! You’re here!” Fuko and Hitomi waded through sticky tentacles. Embracing one another, they rolled playfully atop the gooey nest. As Fuko clambered on top of Hitomi she became equally smattered with mud and cum. Hitomi slipped out from underneath Fuko, laughing with glee as she pushed her friend and lover down onto her back.

“I am… I’m here…” said Hitomi, true relief sounding from her words. “I’ve missed you,” Hitomi leaned in for a kiss, a kiss that started small and grew increasingly more intense. Their tongue flitting inside one another’s mouth, lips parting to accept the other. Hitomi’s tongue went down Fuko’s neck. Hitomi determined to touch every part of Fuko with those lips, every bit of her that she had to suffer for so long without. Hitomi licked her way down to Fuko’s enormous breasts, sucking on the busty futa’s round nipples.

“Oh, Hitomi… your mouth… it feels so good… I missed it so much,” whimpered Fuko, her cock growing erect as Hitomi pleasured her lover’s nipples with mouth and tongue.

“And I’ve missed all of you,” said Hitomi, pausing to suckle on Fuko, “I miss your breasts,” she swiped her tongue over the futa’s voluptuous tits, “And I’ve missed your lips,” she stuffed her tongue into Fuko’s mouth, “And I’ve missed this…”

Hitomi eased down Fuko’s body. Poising her lips and tongue over the busty futa’s erect cock. Hitomi let the spit drip from her tongue and slathered it over Fuko’s cock. Hitomi swiftly masturbated her lover's hard cock, running her hands ceaselessly up and down it.

“Hitomi,” Fuko smirked, “You’re spoiling me,” she giggled, her plump tits bouncing.

“You deserve to be spoiled. Please, Fuko. Let me spoil you.”

Fuko nodded, offering no protest.

Hitomi faced Fuko as she got on top of her, holding onto her friend’s thick cock and sinking her ripe booty down.

“Aahhh, fuck yes…” Hitomi cried out, Fuko’s cock entering her lovely ass still filled with tentacle cum. Hitomi reached down and held onto Fuko's big pillowy tits, squeezing and pinching the nipples. Hitomi rode Fuko’s cock like nothing else mattered, her ass slapping against Fuko’s curvy thighs.

“How did… mnnn… you find me?” Asked Fuko, placing her hands on Hitomi’s round ass and spreading those cute cheeks, thrusting her cock up.

“I couldn’t… do it alone, I had help. If it wasn’t for…” Hitomi’s hips came to a pause.

Once Hitomi spotted Fuko nothing else existed in her world but the two of them. I did not mind being forgotten temporarily. This was after all Hitomi’s time to reunite with who she had lost. I was simply happy to be a part of it, to watch as they played with one another. The way they looked at each other, touched each other, and fucked each other… they were meant for one another, they belonged together. I knew that.

Fuko dug her fingers into the soft flesh of Hitomi’s ass, squeezed hard as her face contorted with wild pleasure.

“Hitomi!” Fuko shouted the name of the one person who mattered most. Her thick futa cock exploding a fountain of futa cum deep inside Hitomi’s gaping ass. Fuko’s whole body shivered, her cock continuing to pulsate and drip cum as it slipped from Hitomi’s ass. And Hitomi, having received Fuko’s thick creamy orgasm, released all that had been built-up inside of her since we had been taken by the tentacles. Cum sprayed from the tip of Hitomi’s cock, painting Fuko’s fat tits in stark white futa cum.

Hitomi went limp, laying her sticky messy chest on Fuko’s, not an inch of separation between them.

“Becca… it’s all thanks to Becca,” said Hitomi, nestling her head atop Fuko’s soft breasts.

“I would love to meet her,” Fuko said lazily, stroking Hitomi’s long beautiful hair.

“Becca, Becca where are you?” Hitomi called out.

I struggled to climb the nest but managed to crawl my way inside, slipping my way through the tentacle entanglement and making it through to the other side covered in nasty tentacle goo.

“Thank you for bringing Hitomi back to me,” said Fuko, as I joined the three of them. “If there’s anything I can do…”

“There is one thing,” I said, straining to keep my eyes on Fuko’s face and not on her beautiful futa cock, “I want to become a futa too.”

“That’s wonderful,” gasped Fuko, “such a pretty young girl, you’ll make a great futa.”

“So you’ll do it,” my lips curled into an unbreakable smile, “You’ll make me a futa?”

“Mmhmm, but you’ll have to wait… Hitomi milked every last drop out of me for now.”

“Thank you,” I tossed myself on top of the pile of sexy futas, radiating all the love and affection I had to offer.

We found Fuko and soon I would find myself with a beautiful big futa cock of my own.
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