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The Futa And The Goddess

Fuko hadn’t the slightest clue where she was, nor how she got there. And the ‘there’ that she now occupied did not seem to even be ‘there’ or ‘anywhere.’ It was white, empty, and no matter how much she walked or moved she did not appear to get anywhere.

However, Fuko noted, she had felt perfectly content here. Her mind and body relaxed. She didn’t tire and she didn’t hunger. There was no sense of fear or urgency. And for whatever reason, she thought that if she were to remain here forever, well that would be just okay.

Though she was both content and comfortable and in no hurry for change whatsoever, her natural curiosity remained intact. And so she voiced that curiosity aloud. With no one around Fuko saw no problem with speaking out loud to herself in this manner.

“Where am I?” She asked, simply enough. A reasonable question for anyone who may find themselves in this of nowhere. And she began to reason out that answer for herself. “This certainly isn’t Japan.” She stepped forward, look around, nothing changed. “And it isn’t the spirit world.” And while she could sense something less than real about this no-place, the spirit world as she had always experienced was always someplace. Fuko could list all the places this isn’t and yet she would never get any closer to answering her question.

Yet for all her ability to accept this strange change in her reality, what caused shock and surprise for Fuko was the simple act of looking down and catching a glimpse of herself. She raised her arms above her hips. Long white sleeves flowed off her arms. She had a dress on, white and opaque, covering her from neck to toe.

“Why in the world am I wearing this?”

Fuko may not have had any memory of where she was prior to any of this. But she sure remembered who she was. And who Fuko was, was not a long white dress that hid every inch of skin type of person. She liked bikinis most of all. Having spent much of her life by the hot springs. She liked the way the tops showed off her massive bust. The way her breasts bounced noticeably when she walked. She liked tight bottoms, cut to show as much of her behind as possible. And most of all she liked it when the unmistakable bulge of futa cock could be seen pressing against the fabric just aching to burst out.

This dress had none of that. It didn’t show off her perfect breasts, not even a hint of cleavage. It didn’t hug her hips and trace her every curve. And it certainly gave no hint that between her legs she had what all futas have, a nice big cock. And this Fuko knew no amount of reasoning could possibly explain why she was wearing such a hideous thing.

“Yup, hideous,” Fuko nodded and then shuddered. As Fuko vocalized her disdain that which could answer all her questions could no longer stand idly by.

“It’s called modesty,” came a soft delicate voice, the origin of which remained unknown to Fuko.

“Modesty…” Fuko repeated as if the word had little to no meaning to her.

“That’s right, modesty. Something you could learn a thing or two about.”

“If it means wearing this,” Fuko flapped her arms quite like a bird flaps its wings, “I don’t really see the point.”

“The point,” the voice grew heavier and more intense, though not quite angry, “is everything.”

“Oh,” Fuko didn’t exactly want to sound dismissive but it didn’t much sound like they had any real argument against her.

The voice let out a sigh, clearly frustrated that the futa simply seemed incapable of accepting the gravity of the situation at hand.

“You really think you can just go around doing what you want?” It asked.

“I- I don’t always get to do what I want. Sometimes I-” A heavy gust of what one may suppose to be wind whipped over Fuko and silenced her.

“This is what I’m talking about,” as the voice spoke an image rather familiar to Fuko appeared in the space before her. Playing a memory as if it were a movie, though without the need for a screen or speakers. The bright sun. The green grass. The steam rising off the pool of warm water.

“The springs,” Fuko clapped her hands together and bounced excitedly. “Oh, there’s me,” she pointed herself out as the Fuko in the image emerged from underneath the pool. Water trickled down her body, her wet hair lay flat on her breasts. “And Hitomi!” The real Fuko wiggled and jiggled her body with the utmost delight and joy. She remembered something. She remembered Hitomi and her had gotten separated, but she couldn’t recall when or how.

“Just watch,” the voice annoyed with Fuko’s chirping. “Watch and know your immodest shame.”

“Oh, okay,” Fuko slunk her shoulders but remained focused on the image all the same.

The two futas laughed together and teased each other, hugged by the warmth of the hot springs’ warm water. Hitomi snuck up behind Fuko, emerging from the water, clasping her soft hands over Fuko’s immense tits. Fuko blushed and placed her hands over Hitomi’s. Together they teased Fuko’s nipples. Tweaking and tugging, the excitement rushing into Fuko’s futa cock. The more Hitomi teased her nipples, the more her friend sucked and licked, the harder Fuko throbbed.

They were happy. The look on their faces unmistakable, it is joy, pure and honest. Playfully, they wrestled one another to the edge of the spring and rolled themselves onto the grass. Such close friends. Not a hint of worry or judgment passed between them. Sunlight glistened off the water droplets that beaded down their naked bodies. Fuko splayed out on the grass, arms and legs spread out wide. She took her cock in hand, shaking it from side to side. Beckoning her lovely friend Hitomi to come over and play.

Hitomi crawled herself between Fuko’s legs. Hitomi spit in her palm, sliding a hand over Fuko’s stiff futa cock. Fuko’s friend stroked and caressed her thick cock with all the skill and care of someone who had done it many times before. Who knew exactly how to, not only make it feel good but also make it last. Hitomi’s wet fingers squished up and down the length of Fuko’s cock. Fuko squirmed, her legs kicking out. She played with large tits, she teased her nipples, and Hitomi sucked the tip of Fuko’s cock into her mouth.

Hitomi fully throated Fuko’s cock, inhaling it up to the base. As Hitomi drooled over her lover’s throbbing cock, Fuko pumped and slid it between those sweet wet lips. Fuko arched her back, lifting off the grass. Her cock pulsated on the edge of orgasm. Hitomi begged for a thick load of futa cum, stroking the tip faster, harder, locking eyes with Fuko as she demanded to have that cum spill on her tits.

Succumbing to the intense stimulation of Hitomi’s mouth and hands, her own fingers still teasing her stiff nipples, Fuko released herself. Warm sticky cum shot from her futa cock, splattered and painted Hitomi’s perky tits. Hitomi kissed and thanked Fuko.

Fuko crawled atop Hitomi, lowering her friend to the grass. Ready to offer own services in return. Fuko wanted nothing more than to reciprocate the love and care she had just received and was more than happy to do so.

The image flickered in and out until finally dissipating altogether. It took Fuko a second to readjust herself. While watching the memory play before her she had lost all sense of herself, completely absorbed in the nostalgic wonder of her past. Her heart clenched at the fondness she had for her friend Hitomi and at the uncertainty of whether she would ever see her again. And she was saddened to see the memory fade away before she could witness herself offering her love to her most cared for friend.

“Now do you understand why you are here,” the voice spoke up, “Now that you have stared your iniquity and impurity face to face.”

Fuko didn’t much know what any of all that meant. But she saw Hitomi and that gave her a glimmer of hope, “You’re going to help me find Hitomi!”

“I’m going to- What? No… you… you… nasty, dirty, little….Slut! The antics between you and your nasty naughty friend are only a small number of your… your… filthy… whorish… see for yourself,” the voice ceded to the background. Another image, a memory of Fuko’s flashed into existence.

Large thick slimy tentacles held Fuko suspend in midair. The tentacles curled around her limbs pulled at her thighs and spread her legs wide. Each one secreted a strange viscous fluid that stuck to the futa’s supple flesh.

The tentacles lifted Fuko by the hips, pulling her behind up. Fuko’s plump ass presented nicely for the eager tentacle that danced freely behind her. The tip of the slimy appendage teased at Fuko’s tight little hole. Teasing in the way that a tongue might lick and swirl and dart in and around. Teasing until easing its way in, stretching the futa’s tight booty open, plunging itself in deeper. The tentacle only getting thick the farther it buried itself in Fuko’s greedy behind.

Both Fuko and the greasy appendage stuffed deep in her ass reached their climactic orgasm. Fuko shuddered, the tentacle pumped stream after stream thick creamy cum into her gaping hole. Fuko erupted orgasmic pleasure, her own futa cum spraying from her throbbing cock.

The image wavered and another memory quickly took its place.

The busy streets of Tokyo. A large skyscraper. The futa love hotel. Fuko had her own private room in the hotel. A luxurious bed, a litany of customers who all desired for a chance to play with the fun bouncy futa.

It was night and Fuko was in the midst of entertaining a client. A wealthy businesswoman. Someone looking to blow off steam, looking to forget their day to day corporate life. Fuko provided a reprieve for many women in similar situations.

The blonde hair female laid naked on her back. She lifted her legs in the air, held up by the ankles. The woman beckoned for Fuko to come over, to enter her, to free her from the drudgery of corporate life with that thick futa cock.

Fuko stuffed her cock into the woman’s pussy. Wet juices coated Fuko’s slick cock as the futa thrusted her hips, plunging her thick cock in deeper. The woman reached for Fuko’s massive tits. Pulling Fuko in closer the woman sucked the futa’s nipples into her mouth. Hands groped at every inch of Fuko’s body.

The woman begged for Fuko’s orgasm, demanded it. Moaned and screamed her need to feel Fuko’s futa cum filling her tight pussy to the brim. Her sweet pussy tightened around Fuko’s cock, refusing to let it go until every drop of baby-making futa cum spilled inside of her. She begged to be impregnated by the futa. To have her womb filled with futa seed.

“Now do you see what an impure slut you have been,” the voice sounded no less annoyed than before.

“Can I see more?” Fuko asked, not only entranced by her own memories but also rather turned on by them. The excitement of reliving so many intimate moments of love and lust had settled itself between her legs. Her futa cock stiffened beneath the unflattering dress, hidden away from sight.

“Are- are you enjoying this?” The voice asked in disbelief.

“Well… yeah? Isn’t that why you’re showing them to me?

Fuko did rather enjoy being teased and titillated. She had come to enjoy all manner of foreplay before inevitably and ultimately satisfying that mounting urge to expend her build-up of futa cum. She loved when Hitomi teased her nipples. She loved when women slipped her futa cock between their warm lips and sucked and stroked. And now she had come to find they she enjoyed another sort of foreplay. Watching herself perform for others really got her going, but what excited her all the more was the fact that someone else was watching it along with her.

“No that’s not-” The voice did not have time to finish speaking.

Fuko, for whom distractions came easily to, especially when they are of such a sexual nature, interrupted. “You sound pretty. I bet you look pretty too. Can I see you?”

If at that time, the voice had a face it would have blushed. “I suppose that would be allowable,” the voice responded.

“Wonderful,” Fuko chirped, swaying her hips back and forth. The futa found herself excited to finally meet, in person, who she already considered to be a new friend.

A flurry of white fabric swirled and danced in the empty space around Fuko. As the fabric whipped and whirled it coalesced at a single point. Then, in an instant, it took the form of a female. She was a tall and slender blonde. Clothed in the same dress as Fuko had found herself in. Yet despite the modest and unflattering clothing, the woman’s beauty was obvious and radiant. And Fuko did not hesitate to make mention of it.

“Wow! You’re so beautiful,” Fuko’s comment presented itself without any aim or motive behind it. It was an exasperation of truth that required itself to be uttered.

“Thank you so much,” the woman clutched at her dress and swayed with an air of innocence, forgetting herself for a moment, forgetting her previous annoyance and frustration with the futa.

“But…” Fuko walked in a circle around the woman, inspecting her closely from top to bottom, “Why do you wear that? Wouldn’t you like to really show off your beauty?”

“No,” she stomped her foot, “that would be immodest.”

“So?” Fuko could not see why that would matter in the least.

“So…” She cleared her throat, “Don’t you know who I am?”

“Uh-uh,” Fuko shook her head.

“I am Purity incarnate, a goddess, a being of pure-”

“Purity,” Fuko spoke slowly as if savoring the taste of each syllable, “that’s such a pretty name. A pretty name for a very pretty lady,” Fuko punctuated her words with a resolute nod.

“It’s not a name, it’s who I am,” said Purity.

“I’m Fuko, it’s nice to meet you,” the futa offered her hand and giggled.

“You’re messing with me,” Purity raised a curious eyebrow and offered her hand in turn.

“Only a little,” Fuko shook hands with Purity. Fuko took note of the softness of the woman’s hand. Almost unreal and impossible in their delicate nature. And Fuko, being Fuko, could not help but at that moment imagine what hands as soft and wholesome as Purity’s would feel like upon her stiff futa cock. Purity, as if somehow capable of intuiting this, quickly pulled her hand back.

“I didn’t bring you here so you could relive the pleasure of your most perverted fantasies. I brought you here to put a stop to them,” Purity stomped her foot once more. Fuko only saw how adorable the goddess is when she gets serious and felt no intimidation whatsoever, as Purity had hoped she would.

“But why… why would you want to stop them… certainly you must enjoy them as much as I do, that’s why you keep them here,” Fuko waved her arms around the empty space in front of her.

“I don’t… this is not…” Purity paused, searching for some way to explain all this to Fuko. “Here,” Purity waved her arms just as Fuko did, “Is my mind-space. And as the goddess of modest and pure thought, it is, therefore, my job to keep tabs on all impurities.”

“We’re inside your mind?” Fuko stroked her chin in contemplation.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Wow! You sure do think about sex a lot then, huh?”

“No, I…. I don’t think about sex… I keep tabs on-”

“Do you touch yourself while keeping tabs on everyone’s naughty deeds?” Fuko attempted to picture in her head how the Purity would look masturbating herself as she watched one of Fuko’s intimate memories. Fuko quite liked the image she dreamed up. “I know I would,” the futa added.

“Stop that,” Purity demanded, “I can see what you’re thinking. I would never.”

Fuko blushed and then quickly shrugged it off, “Maybe that’s why you’re so frustrated. I know I’d be if I had to look at others having such wonderful and enjoyable sex all day and never getting any myself.”

“That’s not it at all,” Purity crossed her arms, and lifted her chin up, “I’m frustrated because of you.”

“Oh, I see,” Fuko winked, “That’s why you brought me here.” Fuko playfully teased her fingers at the dress’s high neckline. “You’re not frustrated, you’re jealous,” Fuko smirked, feeling she had finally come to the proper conclusion.

“I’m not… jealous…”

“Mhmm,” Fuko took a step closer toward Purity.

“Really, Fuko. That’s not it at all,” Purity waved her arms out in front of herself. Her protesting however only solidified to Fuko what she had already come to know.

“Admit it, Purity… you like me,” Fuko took another step, “You want me.”

“I- I- I…” Purity stammered the words escaped her. The closer Fuko drew toward the goddess’s physical form, the more difficult it became for Purity to keep up her facade.

Fuko reached around her back, feeling for the dress’s zipper. Purity’s ears twitched as she heard that unmistakable zip.

“You think about me,” Fuko lowered the dress over her shoulder, “You watch me,” she pulled her arms out of the sleeves, “And you want to fuck me.” Fuko held the dress to her large breasts, keeping them hidden for just a moment longer.

“F- Fuko…. I-”

“Just say the words and I’ll let go of the dress,” Fuko lowered the dress ever so slightly, the tiniest hint of cleavage peeking out over the top.

“Alright, I admit it!” Purity tossed her hands in the air, relinquishing herself to her heart’s truth.

Fuko beamed with an honest pride. The sweet Fuko made friends where ever she went in this life. Her kind heart had led her far and always attracted those with an equal fondness for her. And that intuitive ability of Fuko’s once again did not let her down.

“I knew it,” Fuko clutched the dress tight to her chest and bounced merrily in place.

Purity blushed as she caught herself staring at the futa’s jiggling tits, “yes yes, you were right. I brought you here just so I could see you… the real you… not just the memories and images sent to me through time and space.”

“Well, no need to be shy… I’m here now and…” Fuko placed a hand on Purity’s soft cheek, her thumb lightly stroking the side of the goddess’s face. “Wait… does that mean… you’re the reason I’ve been separated from Hitomi?”

Ashamed, Purity adverted her eyes, looking away from Fuko. The goddess shrugged, “I’m not directly responsible or anything… but I could easily bring you back to her. As easy as snapping my fingers. I know how much you care about your friend, I just thought… maybe we can be friends-”

Fuko pursed her lips together, leaned in, and pressed them to Purity’s. Using her tongue, Fuko parted the goddess’s lips and entered her mouth. Purity hummed as she sucked Fuko’s tongue, sliding back, and looking the futa in the eyes.

“It’s okay,” Fuko stroked the golden strands of hair that cascaded down Purity’s shoulders, “Just promise you’ll take me back to Hitomi.”

“I promise,” Purity wrapped her arms around Fuko and embraced her. Driven by her unquenched yearning for Fuko the goddess hugged as tightly as her thin arms would allow.

Yet, as tight and as close as she hugged Fuko, she felt they were not close enough. The goddess had never known the warmth of another, never felt their touch on her naked skin. And now as that moment drew nearer, Purity’s heart pounded with anticipation for the first time.

“Fuko…” the word whispered over Purity’s lips and out of her mouth, bathing Fuko in its honest light.

“I’m here,” Fuko whispered in return. The busty futa shifted back, letting the dress slip off her body and down onto the floor between the two of them.

Speechless, Purity drank in the complete sight of Fuko. For the first time seeing the futa face to face, real… not just an image or a borrowed memory. The soft curves of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, and her cock. That stiff erect futa cock that had caused such a wild stirring of madness within Purity. A madness that she had never known before but now required complete satisfaction. Satisfaction that only Fuko could provide.

“Go on,” said Fuko, puffing out her chest, “you can touch.”

A soft moan escaped Purity’s lips, her hands cupping Fuko’s perfect breasts. “So big,” Purity squeezed, getting a feel for the futa’s big juicy tits.

“Thank you,” Fuko, touched herself alongside Purity. The two of them teasing the futa’s stiff nipples. “Can I see yours?”

“I- I’ve never shown anyone my body before,” Purity had felt a sudden onset of vulnerability. A feeling that she had gone her entire immortal existence running from. Why that was, she could not say. With Fuko, the goddess felt that perhaps it was time to face it head-on.

“You can show me, I bet you’re so beautiful under all that clothes… I just know it,” Fuko encouraged.

“You really think so?” Purity nervously played with the hem of her dress.

“Mhmm, I bet you have such nice perky little tits under there.”

“Well, they are perky,” the goddess loved the adorable Fuko’s flattery. But for Fuko, it wasn’t just flattery, it was the truth. Fuko saw beauty in so many things, so many different kinds of people; men, women, futas… she loved all.

“Okay,” Purity swallowed, bringing her fingertips to her zipper, “I’ll show you.” The goddess pulled the zipper down, the dress slinking off one shoulder and then the other. She took a deep breath before her final reveal and then let the dress fall to the floor on top of Fuko’s.

“Wow! They really are perfect,” Fuko’s cock throbbed with an eager desire for more.

“You really like them? Really really?” Purity placed her palms on her round perky tits, “you don’t think they’re too small or anything?”

“Uh-uh, they fit your body so well… But if you need proof, then this should convince you how sexy I think you are.”

Fuko took Purity’s hand in her own. She brought the goddess’s nimble fingers to the tip of her hard futa cock. Fuko pressed a single finger of Purity’s to the tip of her cock and slid it up. A strand of cleary sticky precum snapped.

“Is- is that because of me?” Purity asked.

“Mhmm, that’s all you… would you like to do more?”

“I want to do everything,” Purity jumped into Fuko’s arms.

The soft warmth of the futa’s body was everything for the innocent goddess. The touch of another’s skin upon her own. The soft plump flesh of the futa’s thighs as her hands moved about to discover every inch. She took her time, not to move too fast. Wanting to enjoy and really experience every bit of Fuko. Though she ached to know that futa cock, she waited. So much to play with first, to ease into it was her desire.

Purity kissed Fuko’s lips, tasted her tongue. She kissed at the futa’s ear lob, sucked, and rained kisses down her neck. Then she focused her attention on Fuko’s chest. And so much attention did she give there. Her mouth traces over the futa immaculate tits, finding its way over those stiff nipples, sucking each one in her mouth.

“Oh, Purity. Your mouth feels so good on my tits,” Fuko moaned.

“Yeah, Fuko? Am I doing a good job?”

“Mhmm, just like… oh yes… I like it when you flick your tongue like that.”

Purity sucked her mouth off Fuko’s nipple with a wet pop!

“W- why’d you stop?” Fuko legs quivered for a second, another drop of precum trickled down the shaft of her cock.

“It’s um… let me show you,” This time it was Purity who took Fuko’s hand in hers and brought it between her legs. Together Purity and Fuko slid their fingers between the goddess’s sweet little pussy lips. A trail of slippery juices sticking to their fingers.

“Oh you’re wet,” Fuko slid her finger once more over Purity’s pussy. As Fuko’s finger passed over the goddess’s tiny clit Purity let out a whimper of restrained pleasure. “Very wet,” Fuko added, sticking her finger into her mouth and sucking.

“That’s never happened before,” said Purity.

“That’s okay, it just means you’re almost ready for it,” Fuko shoved her hips forward and pressed her big cock between Purity’s thigh.

“Is… is it going to hurt when you put it in?” Purity wrapped her fingers around the shaft of Fuko’s thick cock, “It’s so big,” she slid her fingers up to the tip, allowing for more precum to drip its way out.

“I’ll go slow,” Fuko placed a hand over Purity’s, the two of them stroking together, “But it helps if you get it wet first.”

“How?”

“With this,” Fuko pressed her lips to Purity’s, and the goddess understood.

Purity tossed her hair over her shoulder and got down on her knees. In Purity’s time as a deity, she had come to know many followers. Men and women, who sought to be pure just as she was. How they would get on their knees in worship of the goddess. Now, Purity would be the one worshipping on her knees.

The goddess opened her mouth and brought her tongue to the base of Fuko’s, licking her way up to the tip. The taste of precum sat heavily in her mouth. Fuko giggled, a rush of pleasure causing her cock to pulsate. Curiosity drove Purity further. She had seen so many of Fuko’s memories. Saw all the things other women and futas did for Fuko. The way they pleased her hard cock with their mouths. Licking, sucking, saliva sloshing around and coating every inch of it. Some of them gagging, forcing themselves to take more than they could handle for no other reason than the sheer joy of it.

“You’re really good at that,” said Fuko, holding Purity’s hair up and out of the way.

“I’ve seen it so many times… I guess I learned something from watching you,” Purity wiped the spit dangling off her chin and sucked her way back down Fuko’s yummy cock.

Fuko worked her fingers into the goddess’s tight little pussy, sliding through the mess of juices.

“I think you’re ready,” said Fuko.

“Mhmm,” Purity hummed, Fuko’s cock stuffed in her little mouth.

Purity laid herself down onto her back, lifting her legs into the air, “Come on Fuko, I’m waiting,” she slapped her palm against her pussy. Fuko rested Purity’s ankles on her shoulders. The futa teased the tip of her hard cock against Purity’s tight little hole, slipping her spit-soaked cock over the woman’s sweet juices.

“Mnnn…. So good,” whimpered Purity as Fuko’s cock teased over her little clit. “P- please… put it in me,” the goddess begged.

Fuko took her time, careful not to overwhelm the virgin goddess. She eased the tip of her futa cock in, spreading Purity’s virgin pussy open.

“Mmm… yes, that’s it… such a big cock,” Purity gripped Fuko’s thighs, squeezing the futa’s supple flesh. Her back arched and offered more room for Fuko.

Fuko slid the first inch of her big cock in and out, allowing Purity’s pussy to fully accommodate having something so large inside of her.

“I’m ready for more, Fuko,” Purity pulled at the futa’s hips.

Fuko sank her thick cock in up to the base, “Oh, you’re so tight.” Fuko tits pressed against Purity's, the two of them joined together.

“Is- is that good?” Purity asked, her breath more ragged.

“Mhmm,” Fuko nodded, “So very good, baby.”

Fuko pumped her cock in the goddess’s tight pussy, biting her lip as the build-up of pleasure swelled inside both of them.

“Will you cum in me?” Purity asked, pinching Fuko’s stiff nipples. “I’ve always dreamed of you filling me with all that futa cum, like I’ve seen you do for so many others.”

“Of course,” Fuko’s cock pulsated as Purity’s pussy tightened around it. “But I’ll have to go a bit faster. Is that okay?”

“Yes Fuko. Whatever you need, my pussy is all yours. I just want to feel that warm futa cum inside me.”

Fuko held to the goddess’s hip and stuffed her thick cock in. Their bodies slapping together. Sweat dripping. Moans, whimpers, and cries of ecstasy filled the empty space.

“Oh yes Fuko, give it to me… fill me with your cum… I want it… please I want it all.” Purity went wild with lust. She pawed and clawed at every inch of the futa’s body. Greedy and hungry for more cock.

Fuko held her breath, waiting for just the right moment, waiting for that ultimate release. Purity’s pussy gripped that thick cock stuffed deep inside her, tightening around the shaft. Purity’s legs quivered, her pussy attempting to push Fuko’s cock out. Fuko pressed forward, ready to erupt. Warm futa cum erupted out of Fuko’s throbbing cock, stream after stream, filling and overflowing the goddess’s perfect pussy.

“Thank you, Fuko… thank you,” Purity shivered with lingering pleasure. Fuko’s cock slid out of her pussy, creamy with a coating of cum.

“Isn't it just amazing,” Fuko wrapped her arms around Purity and snuggled next to her, cradling the goddess in her arms and between her legs.

“Oh yes,” Purity rolled on top of Fuko and kissed her lips. “I can see why you and Hitomi love each other so much.” Purity noticed a slight shift in Fuko’s demeanor. “Don’t worry, I can take you to her. I owe it to you.”


For more by Amelia Rose:

Forty Futa Tales: Mega Bundle

Fertile Futa Frenzy: Futa On Futa/Futa On Female

My Tentacle Bundle: Ten Erotic Tales

Her Sissy Bundle: Ten Stories

OEBPS/image_rsrc71.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




