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Smashwords Edition License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

 


Authors' Note

This book is a work of fiction. The people
in it aren't real. This story is not meant as an instruction
manual, but as escapist entertainment. Always play safe and
responsibly.

 


Futa Vs. Tentacles!
contains adult themes and explicit sexual
situations, including but not limited to, futa, lesbian,
transgender, oral, finger-banging, futa on female, tentacle on
futa, and futa on lesbian and tentacle on futa breeding.
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Just a Tease...

 


I let my cock grow. "Oh, yeah, baby,"
I said. "I'm going to fuck you so hard!"

 


I saw her smile in the
semi-darkness below me. Suddenly, without warning, she grabbed me
and flipped me over. I resisted. "I told you I preferred to be on
to..." I never finished the word. My eyes went wide as I felt
something penetrate me. Holy shit!
"You do have a secret," I said, then moaned as
her cock filled me. She's a futa,
too!

 


She penetrated me deeply, thrusting
her hips into me. The deeper she went, the thicker she became.
Almost unnaturally so. "Jesus, baby," I murmured. That's when I
felt it.

 


There was something poking at my back
door. Panicking, I looked to the left and to the right. Her hands
were holding my wrist down, next to my head. It couldn't be them. I
saw something waver over her shoulder. It looked like a hose. Or
a... tentacle! I gasped and it turned and shot directly into my
mouth!

 


I struggled with it. I was no stranger
to dick, having played with many futas in my time, but that had
always been my option. Bonnie, or whatever she was, hadn't bothered
to ask. It grew thicker in my mouth, stretching my jaw so wide that
I was afraid it might dislocate it. Like the one in my pussy, it
thrust in and out, fucking my face.
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BONNIE

 


I was supposed to do the Appalachian
Trail with my girlfriend. She knew it was something that I had
wanted to do forever. We had planned it, together. I had taken the
time off from work and everything. Then, two weeks before the
start, she up and left me. Just like that. Lesson learned. Never
date a bi girl.

 


Okay, so that's one lesson I'll
probably never learn. But still, I went anyway. They say you
shouldn't do it alone, but I knew how to take care of myself. On
the third day, I met Carol, hiking in the same direction as me.
Somehow, we got to talking and, the next thing I knew, we were on
the trail together. "How far are you going?" I asked
her.

 


She looked at me, slightly. "All the
way," she replied, "if you let me." I swear there was an
undercurrent of sexuality in that answer. But maybe that was just
wishful thinking on my part.

 


Carol was hot. Not the tallest of
girls, maybe 5'6", dark hair, green, piercing eyes, and a killer
half sleeve. "Nice ink," I said.

 


"Do you have any?" she asked. I told
her I didn't. "Oh? That's too bad. I would love to see some. Are
you sure you don't have maybe a little tramp stamp or something?"
She tickled me on the side of my hip. I did a quick sidestep,
laughing.

 


"I'm sure," I said.
Sadly… We took ourselves
just a wee bit off the trail to camp for the night. She had her
rations and I had mine but somehow we ended up sharing them. She
even had a bit of doobage, so we imbibed.

 


The moon was beautiful that night and
I couldn't stop thinking about how incredible she was and how hot
she looked. I had been sneaking glances at her all afternoon and
evening. We talked until fairly late, then she said, "We probably
should be getting to bed."
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