

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.

For Further Enjoyment:

The Futa Billionaire (Futa On Female)

Ring Of Bimbofication (MTF transformation, threesome, mmf)

Daddy Wants A Brat (7 Story Bundle)

Shrunk By The Futa Fairy (Futa On Female)

Transgender Vampire Transformations 6 Book Bundle (Vampires, Shemale, Futa, M2F On Female, Gender Swap, BUNDLE)

Gender Swap: 5 Story Series/Bundle

Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)

Fertile Futa Nymph: 5 Story Bundle (Futa On Female)

Future Pharms: Gender Swapped (First Time MMF, M2F transformation)

Lesbian University: 5 Book Bundle

Futa Vampire Queen (Futa On Female)
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