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Excerpt

 


Futawise jumped on after me, pressing her
body to mine. Her soft flesh against mine felt so impossibly good,
my pussy was churning in overdrive, hungry for release. "Please," I
begged, gasping between labored breaths. She kissed me, wedging her
legs between mine. This is it, I thought. I wondered how she would
do it – you know, take me. She humped my pussy for a moment or two,
then I felt something there that I swear wasn't there just a moment
before. It was warm and hard... Cylindrical, like a cock. But I
knew that couldn't be. I had seen her naked, she was definitely a
woman.

 


Whatever it was, though, pressed against my
engorged, dripping and aching lips. I bit my lower lip in
anticipation, then she pushed into me. I couldn't know how or why,
but this beautiful, mysterious woman had a cock. A big, thick one
at that. And I'm not saying that just because I was a virgin, but
because of the way it spread me... It was just so thick. She butted
up against my cherry and I looked at her, expectantly. She nudged.
I felt a brief, sharp twinge, then it sort of went away and I
realized I was a woman.

 


Deeper and deeper, she went, ever spreading
me wider. I felt full. I felt good. The sensations welled up – all
that pent-up longing and tension she had created in our brief make
out session. My breathing became labored and I couldn't get enough,
bucking and writhing on her big fat cock. It all boiled up,
dangling on the edge for just a breathless moment, then it crashed
over me, inundating my being. I had never felt such overwhelming
pleasure. I moaned loudly, the sound reverberating off the walls of
her place. She was no longer just penetrating me but fucking me
slowly and rhythmically, letting nature take its course, my pussy
opening up and letting her in just a bit more with each stroke. I
was squeezing her womanly biceps tightly, gasping for breath as
wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure rocketed through my being.

 


I loosened my grip as she fucked me, slowly
picking up speed, perhaps sensing that another orgasm was building
inside of me. One was incredible but hardly enough. I wrapped my
legs around her midsection and pulled her into me. My hand gently
stroked her cheek as I looked longingly into her eyes. There was
something in there, something mesmerizing. I had gone from wanting
you to NEEDING her. She leaned in and I guided her face to mine so
that we could kiss.

 


I could feel the sweat of my body working
onto her skin and my juices coating her thrusting cock. I bit her
lower lip, ever so gently, to keep her body pressed to mine. She
giggled, lustfully and I found myself chuckling, too. She knew, so
she kissed me again. I didn't want to let her go, I wanted to stay
in the moment forever...
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Chapter 1

 


 It was young love. Born just a day apart, they had known each
other all their lives. Because he was three days older, Tabitha
joked that she loved older men. Well, one older man. Him. Just days
after her eighteenth birthday, she decided that it was time she
became a woman. She knew the perfect place, too. The bluffs at the
beach. If you walked down far enough, there wouldn't be anyone
around. She loved Rick, he was her best friend. He loved her, too.
It was alright in her mind that he wasn't the most affectionate,
she liked his laid-back approach. The girls all liked him but he
had confessed more than once that he hadn't been with anyone. She
could think of no other person that she would want to give her
virginity to.

 


It was a simple matter. She would invite him
over to her house, then tell her mother she was walking the dog. Of
course, he would go with her because they always went places
together. She would get him alone and give him plenty of signs. If
that didn't work, though, she was prepared to jump him. That would
get him going...

 


And it all went according
to plan. It wasn't the sunniest of days like she had hoped, but she
couldn't wait on the weather. In a weird way, that helped. She
brought a blanket with her. When he asked what it was for, she said
it was in case they needed to warm up. He smiled.
Maybe, she thought,
hopefully, he knows.

 


But he didn't seem to catch on to her clues
as they walked further and further. Stopping near the bluffs, she
laid down the blanket. "Come," she said, reaching toward him as she
stretched out on it. "Lay with me."

 


Rick smiled. "I'm good," he replied,
obviously not reading her signs. She unbuttoned the top button of
her blouse, exposing a bit of her porcelain flesh and asked him
again. This time, he did.

 


But the best-laid plans of mice and men...
or a woman's plan to get laid best... Either way, just as he lay
next to her, Baxter, her terrier, decided to run off. "I'll get
him," offered Rick, making a move. Tabitha stopped him.

 


"No," she said. She didn't want him getting
up, she might not get him back on the blanket again. It would be
better this way, she thought. "I'll get him. He's mine." She leaped
to her feet. "Don't start without me." She turned.

 


"Start what?" asked Rick. Tabitha cringed
but decided to laugh it off, as if he were joking, then headed
after Baxter. "Start what?" he called out, after her.

 


The brief delay had given
the terrier plenty of lead time. For such a small animal, he was
awfully quick. Tabitha called out and saw him head down a path
toward the water. She didn't think he would purposefully go in but
a rogue wave... Is it high tide?
she wondered. She hurried but as she got to the
edge of the bluff, which couldn't have been more than six or seven
feet above the beach, she stopped cold. "That's my dog," she said,
nervously. "Come, Baxter. Come to mommy."

 


There was a woman standing on the beach,
below. Tabitha could see that she was quite beautiful. She had a
slender, symmetrical face with hazel eyes, pouty lips and high
cheek bones, framed by a mane of wild, wavy dark hair. Her body was
trim, her breasts large – her deep cleavage revealed by the
strapless black top she wore. What was off-putting was the way she
looked back at Tabitha. There was a certain soullessness in her
eyes. The feelings the young virgin got weren't helped any by the
way she didn't speak while she gently stroked Baxter.

 


Or the strange makeup. Or the clownish
collar she wore.

 


She looks like a mime.

 


"Please," pleaded Tabitha. "Can I have my
dog back?" The pause was as pregnant as could be. Finally, the
woman spoke.

 


"Come, join us," she said. Her voice was
beautiful, though monotone. Tabitha chuckled, nervously. She
wondered if she should call Rick over.

 


"I just want my dog back."

 


The strange woman cocked her head. "We all
bob down here," she purred. "You'll bob, too."

 


Well, that was just batshit crazy, decided
Tabitha. She turned and called down the way to Rick. He looked up
at the sound of her voice. "Can you come down here?" As he
scrambled to his feet, she turned back to the strange woman.

 


She was gone!

 


Tabitha glanced up and down the beach but
saw nothing. Her heart dropped. "Baxter," she cried. Just then, the
terrier crested the path from the beach. Excited, she scooped him
up, hugging him to her ample bosom. Rick came running up.

 


"What is it?" he asked. She grabbed his arm
and pulled him back in the direction of the blanket.

 


"Come," she said, urgency in her voice. "We
have to go home."

 


When Rick asked her what
was wrong, she reluctantly told him. When, at first, he didn't
believe her she got very upset so he pretended to believe her
fantastic tale. For several days, she was a nervous wreck. Their
phone conversations became erratic. She claimed that the strange
mime girl kept appearing when no one else was around, always
calling out for her to join "them." When he asked her who
they were, she had no
answer.

 


On Friday, his folks left town for the
weekend. He had the place to himself. He hadn't planned on seeing
Tabitha, she was too much to bear these days, but she invited
herself over. "I need you," she said. He loved her, so he agreed.
"I want you to fuck me," she blurted, out of the blue, over the
phone. He was stunned. The thought had never crossed his mind, even
though he loved her very much. And definitely not in the state she
was in.

 


"We can talk it over when you get here," he
answered but she wasn't taking "no" for an answer. She was
determined. He wasn't sure he could go through with it so he got
into his parent's liquor cabinet. One shot led to another, then
another. The next thing he knew, it was morning and someone was
pounding loudly on the front door, waking him from a deep slumber.
He realized quickly that he was on the sofa and staggered to his
feet.

 


"Fuck, I'm drunk," he
muttered. The pounding happened again. "Hold up!" he bellowed. A
moment later, he got the door opened. The light that streamed in
blinded him. The last thing he remembered, it was night.
How long was I out? There
was a police officer there. "Shit," he muttered.

 


"What?" barked the officer.

 


"I'm sorry," offered the teen. "I..." He
realized he couldn't tell the cop he had been drinking, he was
underage. "Too much NyQuil last night."

 


The officer ignored him, asking if he knew
the whereabouts of Tabitha. "She's missing?" inquired a shocked
Rick. He panicked, she was his best friend. He invited the cop in,
sharing everything he knew of the last few days.

 


"Like a clown?" asked the officer.

 


"More like a mime," replied Rick.

 


The cop looked at him, strangely. "Mimes
don't talk."

 


"That's what I said."

 


The officer looked through his notepad. "We
did find a word scrawled over and over on a piece of paper." Rick
perked up.

 


"What word?" he asked.

 


"More of a name, really," said the cop,
still scanning. "Oh, here it is." He looked up. "Does this name
mean anything to you?"

 


Now, Rick was very curious. "What name?"

 


"Futawise."

 



Chapter 2

 


 "Oh, fuck," cooed Emma. "That's it." It was their third night
of sex in a row. Also, his third time, ever. Because she had more
experience, she gave was giving him some... advice. Notes, more
like it. And he was doing a pretty good job, especially for someone
so new at this, despite his age. She had her boyfriend of nearly a
year, lying on his stomach, his face between her thighs, eating her
pussy. "That's it, baby." He wrapped his lips tightly around her
aching bud and slowly crisscrossed the cap with the tip of his
tongue, causing her to press back against the head board. Her first
orgasm was drawing near. The first she would have with him, that
is.

 


"Now faster," she gasped. He did as he was
told. Her breathing grew shallow and she grabbed two fists full of
bedding. Lifting her ass off the bed, she shoved her womanhood
against his face. Two loud pants followed and then it was as if a
dam burst inside of her. Her body heated and convulsed, a tsunami
of pleasure tearing through her, lighting her up from head to
toe.
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