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Just a Tease...

 


Hesitantly, I took a step back.

 


My mind raced. My heart was beating loudly
in my chest. She took a sniff of the air. I figured that maybe she
still had those heightened senses that she had when she was a wolf.
"You're nervous... afraid," she said. She was right about that. She
took another sniff and smiled. "You're also turned on." She was
definitely right about that.

 


Suddenly, I turned and bolted. "You have to
catch me first," I said, teasing.

 


The last human thing I heard from her was,
"It's better when you run!"

 


I dove headlong into the
trees, running as fast as I could. I couldn't help myself, I was so
overwhelmed, I laughed. Far behind me, I heard the loud growls that
I had heard before. I wondered if it would take as long as it did
the first time. Maybe, I might make it back to the hotel.
Do I really want that?

 


I don't know how far I had gotten but I felt
I was getting close. I heard the howl, just like the one I had
heard when she stood up when her transformation was complete. I ran
faster.

 


Branches, big and small, and leaves were
always smacking me in the face or scratching at my robe. It snagged
on something and nearly caused me to slam into a tree when it
jerked me back. I couldn't get it free, so I slipped out of it and
ran naked, except for my shoes. I had no idea how I was going to
explain myself at the other end. Maybe I would just have to run
through the lobby as fast as I could.

 


I heard the commotion
behind me. She was running after me and she was gaining quickly. I
broke free of the woods. The hotel was less than 200 yards in front
of me. I'm going to make it!

 


Suddenly there was a large, hot, furry body
on top of me, shoving me to the ground. "OOF!!!" She knocked the
air out of me.

 


I struggled to rise, but she was much larger
in this form. Much larger and much stronger. I felt her big,
dripping bestial cock prodding between my legs. I managed to get my
ass up a little, presenting my pussy to her. There were a couple of
near misses, then she sank herself deep inside of me.

 


"UUUNNNGGGHHH!!!"

 


Her cock tore into me, spreading me
wider than she had before, filling me to the max. I came almost
immediately...

 


 TAKEN BY A FUTA SHIFTER!

 


by Amanda Mann

 


I needed a break from it all. One too many
bad relationships. Everyone seems to come to Los Angeles to "make
it big" in the movies. Someone back home told them, "You're so
amazing. Have you ever thought of becoming a model or an actress?"
What they really meant to say was, "Hey, I think you're really hot
and I really want to bang you but if I just say that your hot, I
won't get to bang you. So, I'm going to stroke your ego. You're
really just another pretty face and a hot body. I don't even know
if you know how to act. Please, fuck me." I guess that's all the
long way of saying I seemed to run into nothing but selfish,
self-centered assholes. But what can I say? I'm just as big a
sucker for a pretty face and hot body as anyone.

 


Anyway, that's how I found myself up in the
Oregon woods at a very posh, upscale resort. Wow! I had thought
that there were a lot of hot women in the Whole Foods back in
Studio City. This place definitely put that place to shame.

 


I didn't really belong
there. It was way out of my price range, normally. I had been
paying down my credit card bill and they rewarded me by increasing
my limit. 2+2 can really equal something crazy if it comes at the
right moment. This definitely qualified as something crazy. But I
was determined not to think about how I was going to pay for it all
when it was over. Fuck it!
I was going to enjoy myself. Relax.

 


I had only been there a couple of hours when
I decided I wanted to ride a horse. After all, that was one of the
things that attracted me to the place. After I signed up for a
horse, they gave me a key to a locker to store my bag in. On the
way out of the locker room, I ran into one of the most stunningly
beautiful women I have ever met.

 


She was tall. Maybe 5'10", giving her at
least 3 inches over me. She had long, straight dark hair that she
had pulled back tightly into a ponytail. The deepest brown eyes
I've ever seen and a slightly olive complexion. Her skin was
unbelievably flawless, her cheekbones nice and high. Lips that just
screamed, "I'm going to kiss you now," and large, seemingly firm
breasts and a lithe, athletic body, all dressed up in the finest of
riding outfits, that still managed to show off her fabulous
curves.

 


Just looking at her got me all wet.

 


She looked me over, intently, and as we
continued to pass by one another, she continued to check me out.
She wasn't afraid to look me in the eyes, either. That's
confidence. I like that.

 


The trainer had picked out a beautiful
Appaloosa for me. I loved his colors, his lines, and his
temperament. "This will be a good horse for you," he said. I
couldn't have agreed more.

 


The grounds were enormous, going way back
into the woods. I wanted to get away from it all so that is where I
headed. I was alone with my thoughts. Just me, my beautiful ride,
and the peaceful woods. I felt such a sense of calm waft over me.
That is until I heard the unmistakable hoof beats of a horse
approaching.

 


I urged my Appaloosa forward, seeking to
avoid any intrusion on my serenity, but the other horse was quite
quick. They were on me in moments. I looked up and gasped,
internally. It was the beautiful woman from the locker room.

 


She rode up fast, only slowing her mount
down to circle me. She was looking me over again, undressing me
with her eyes. I felt a little self-conscious and intimidated.
Instinctively, my arms lifted to cover my breasts. That amused her.
She gave a slight, sly smile, then turned her stark black
Hanoverian. She gave it a gentle kick and the horse took off,
running away from me. I admired how she seemed one with the
beast.

 


That is, until she fell off.

 


"Oh, my God!" I exclaimed. I urged my horse
to go to her, slipping off as we got close. "Are you all right?" I
asked. She had just managed to sit up. I noticed that she had
fallen into some soft grass and I was hoping that it had given her
some cushion. I offered her my hand. "Are you hurt?"

 


She looked up and smiled, shaking her head.
"Only my pride," she said, then laughed. She took my hand and I
helped her to her feet. Her voice was soft but confident. Her laugh
was infectious. She dusted her backside off, then turned it to me.
"Did I miss any?" I was supposed to be looking for dirt but I
couldn't help admire her shapely derrière. "Well?"

 


I shook my head and got
back into the moment. You're not missing a
thing. That's what I was thinking, anyway.
Fortunately, my mouth said, "No, I believe you got it all." She
turned and smiled.

 


"Thank you," she said, offering her hand to
shake. "Myra," she said. I shook her hand.

 


"Adriana."

 


"It's a pleasure to meet you, Adriana." She
looked around. Her horse was nowhere in sight. "Dammit, Dexter,"
she said. I thought it was such a nerdy name. I laughed.

 


"You named your horse, Dexter?" She turned
and smiled, raising her eyebrows.

 


"Yeah," she said with quite a bit of
enthusiasm. "I named him after that serial killer show." Then she
quickly jabbed at me with appointed finger. "Jya, jya!" I covered
my tummy and laughed. Then she shook her head. "Just like a man,"
she continued. "Always leaving you just when things are getting
good."

 


"I wouldn't know," I muttered.

 


"What's that?" she asked. I evaded the
question.

 


"My horse is still here," I offered. "We can
ride back together if you like."

 


She took me up on my offer
and soon we were riding back, slowly, through the woods, toward the
stables. She had her arms wrapped around my waist and her body
pressed against mine, from behind. She felt good and smelled even
better. I really liked the sound of her voice and the things that
she had to say. If only…
We made idle chit chat, getting to know one
another just a little bit better.

 


"It's a good thing I happened to be there
when you fell," I said. "It's an awfully long walk back to the
grounds." She shifted her hands slightly. One went up just a bit,
getting dangerously close to my breasts. The other fell just a bit
further down south, towards my aching womanhood. Then she pressed
her cheek against my shoulder.

 


"If you hadn't been there, I wouldn't have
fallen off my horse," she replied. "What would be the point?" It
took me a moment.

 


"Are you saying you fell off on purpose? Why
would you do that?"

 


"You're in my arms, aren't you?" And, as if
to make her point clearer, she let that one hand slip right between
my legs, rubbing my hungry snatch through my riding pants. The
other quickly unbuttoned my blouse just enough to slip her hand
inside and under the cloth of my bra. She found my nipple and
pinched it between the tips of her fingers. This all happened so
suddenly, I had no chance to offer resistance. All I could do was
moan.

 


My hands went over hers. It was purely
reflexive. "Do you want me to stop?" she asked.

 


"Oh, God," I replied. "Don't you dare."

 


I was losing myself in her. Her fingers were
like magic, her gentle kisses on my neck giving way to light bites.
The things she did to me, matching the rhythm of the slowly
sauntering horse. It was so intense. "UUUNNNGGGHHH!!!" My only fear
was falling off.

 


Or Mayra stopping.

 


"Take this trail to the left," she said. "I
know a place."

 


The trail soon brought us to a small lake.
The surroundings were so peaceful and beautiful but I barely took a
moment to notice them. She slid off my horse quite easily, then
helped me down. She pulled me into her arms and kissed me deeply
and passionately. Her tongue pressed between my lips and I parted
them to let her in.

 


Hungry for each other, we tore at our
clothes. I knew that she was well-built and athletic but what was
revealed to me exceeded my wildest expectations.

 


Free of their confinement, her breasts
seemed even larger and her big, dark nipples were hard as rocks.
Her taut tummy gave evidence of someone who worked out but remained
incredibly feminine. A small, defined V pointed straight down to
her glistening womanhood. I knew that she was every bit as worked
up as I was.

 


She pulled me down into the long, soft
grass, snaked her hands around my back, pressed her body to mine,
and kissed me, once more. I closed my eyes and let her take me.

 


When her lips left mine, she traced kisses
across my cheek and to my ear lobe. Licks and gentle bites sent
shivers through my body. Further down she worked, brushing her lips
against my neck. Still more licks and nibbles. I gasped as she
pressed her teeth against my jugular, then licked.

 


Her hands were on my breasts, teasing my
nipples and pinching them. Everything she did made me gasp or moan.
As her lips came to my tits, she sucked one of my rock hard nipples
into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, then flicking across
rapidly. She sealed her lips tightly and sucked in deeply. I felt
one of her hands drifting down my tummy, then her nails raked
softly against my smoothly shaved mound.

 


She moved to my other nipple, sucking and
teasing it. A finger found my throbbing clit. I folded in on
myself, clamping down on her hand with my thighs and pulling her
against me in an effort to make us as one.

 


A single finger slid between my engorged
lips, penetrating my void. A second finger quickly joined it. Not
too far, just enough to find my G-spot. My body shuddered in
response.

 


Mayra's lips continued their journey
downward, tickling my tummy as they crossed it – making me moan
with pleasure as they brushed against my mound. She moved the thumb
that had been working my clitoris away, replacing it with her lips
and tongue. The first touch of that moist tip sent me over the
edge, into my first orgasm.

 


The pleasure was intense, exploding from
deep within my womanhood, filling my cunt with my sweet cream.
Mayra lapped it up, still working her finger magic. My paroxysms
were intense, nearly doubling me over. She reached up with one hand
and pushed me back against the grass, holding me in place. I tried
to push her head away. Failing that I tried to pull her hand out of
me. She was strong – too strong – and I needed to breathe.

 


She brought me to the edge of passing out
from pleasure and lack of oxygen but I managed to make it through
the most intense part. As my orgasm subsided, I laid back and
enjoyed the things she was doing to me.

 


Mayra had lapped up every bit of my cream
and was now sucking my lips between hers and teasing my throbbing
clitoris with her hot breath, brushing it with the tip of her nose.
Every little thing she did was magic.

 


Everything she did just turned me on.

 


She kept fucking me with her hand. Soon, her
thumb replaced her lips and tongue and she made her way back up to
me. She briefly stopped to suck on my titties, then stretched
upward to kiss me. She held me tightly and made me cum, once again.
This time, I was able to push back against her when I could take no
more.

 


I rolled back in the grass and looked up at
the sky, panting heavily. My body was drenched with sex sweat and
the cool afternoon breeze felt good on it. "Holy shit!" I said.
Mayra laughed. I did, too. I turned to her. "That's funny to you?"
She smiled back, barely containing her giggling. Then she
nodded.

 


I summoned all of my strength and pounced on
her. "Your turn," I said. Before she could respond I pressed my
lips to hers and kissed her. They were warm and inviting, firm and
knowing. Our tongues parried with one another.

 


She tried to push me off. I took her for the
type that likes to be on top. Well, so do I. I grabbed her wrists
and put them above her head, pinning them there with one hand.
Sure, she could've resisted – maybe even pushed me away – but why
would she?

 


My lips made love to her cheeks, ear, and
neck. I saw her flesh goosebump before my eyes and felt her shudder
with every quick brush or lick. By the time I got down to those
lovely breasts of hers, I had let go and she didn't try to stop
me.

 


At a glance, I had taken her for about
twenty-five or thirty. The way she carried herself, her boldness in
the way she talked, led me to believe she might be as old as forty.
Either way, her breasts were incredibly firm. One might have even
thought that they were fake until they touch them. I assure you,
they were very real. And they were spectacular.

 


I sucked the large nipple into my mouth,
teasing it with my tongue. I pressed my lips tightly against it,
then flicked it rapidly and repeatedly with my tongue. She moaned
and pulled my head tightly to her. She loosened her grip just
enough to allow me to move to the other.

 


My hand reached between her thighs, gently
stroking them. She parted her legs just a bit and I slid my hand
upward. I allowed my finger to just sort of brush over her engorged
lips, causing her to quake and moan. I teased once or twice more,
then moved my fingers to slide in between. The base of my finger
found her clitoris, the tip went between her fleshy folds,
penetrating her.
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