“Ha! HA! Ah, GOD. Hitting so deep, stretching me, yesss!”

Jess would never believe that was her voice. She couldn’t help it though, not sat astride Asher, whose cock slipped in and out of her pussy with increasingly lewd slurps. The purple-haired futa moaned into her chest, sucking on a nipple and flicking the piercing with her tongue. It’d been a month since she got them and everyone was still obsessed. Even herself as she groped the other.

Asher rolled her hips with deadly precision, always angling her thrusts to grind her dick across Jess’s sweetest spots. Then, once their crotches collided, mashed her body into the moaning blonde’s clit. As their pleasure reached its zenith, the futa detached, moving up to claim her lips instead. Jess wrapped her body around her in return, humping hard and fast.

The only warning she got was Asher’s guttural moan and a heavy smack on the ass. When the first volley of heat rushed her insides, Jess found her peak too, getting off to the sensation of latex inflating with cum. The pull out was almost as delicious, the bloated ball of semen sloshing against her walls as it was dragged.

“Told you these were awesome,” Asher said, fiddling with one of Jess’s piercings.

“Can you shut up about that,” the blonde groaned, peeling the condom off and tying it. She never could get used to just how much these futanari came, even after seeing it time after time. Or the sheer weight of the orgasm in her palms. 

Asher chuckled and pulled her in, embracing her as their lips met once more. Her cock softened against Jess’s belly, lazily drooling the dregs of its climax. Their nipples rubbed together, piercings clinking as they passed. Jess idly ran a hand down the futa’s body, circling the ring in her navel.

“Thinking about that next?”

“It...has a certain allure. But no. I’m done with changing my body. These were a one time thing.”

“Uh huh,” Asher said, not believing her for a second.

“I’m serious.”

“And the fact you and Diana are chatting about boobs is part of that?”

“How do...did you go through my phone?”

“Not yours,” Asher smirked, “If you want to get implants, we can make it happen you know. I think we’d all love to pitch in.”

Jess smacked her and stood up, swaying briefly until the futa steadied her. Sex got easier as time went on, something she didn’t know how to feel about, but it still left her muscles like jelly. Especially after three rounds in under an hour. Breathing deep, she found her footing and rummaged around her clothes for her phone to message the group chat.

“Got classes in an hour. Going to shower. Anyone need me that can keep it clean?”

To her surprise, everyone claimed they were fine for the moment. Pretty much every time she showered, someone joined her, either to do it under the water, or to make it completely pointless by covering her right after. Jess wouldn’t complain.

The hot water was divine. It didn’t entirely absolve her of her sins, but it felt like it did and that was enough. She couldn’t believe she’d been there for a month, not when she fully planned on leaving at the end of her first week. Then Megan got involved and...Jess turned her face to the stream, drowning such thoughts before they could take root again.

Living there did come with some surprising perks though. Beyond the simple act of everyone taking care of her needs, or the help with her studies, they ensured she was safe. Asher and Pepper were both still in college, which meant they sometimes ran into her. And that they could watch her. It unnerved her a little at first, then she had an incident.

Not that it went far. A guy from one of her classes got it in his head that she would love to date him. When she said no, he got...weird, then angry. She had pepper spray for such an occasion, however it proved unnecessary as Pepper herself appeared before anything could happen. The way she humbled that guy, whose name she never bothered to remember was incredible. She claimed Monica was the stronger one, but those muscles weren’t for show either. Jess might’ve been a little – a lot – more enthusiastic that evening when relieving her. She even acted like a slut just for Pepper.

Then there was Monica, a trainer at Heathen’s largest gym. She got her a membership to help her stay fit, yet made every effort to remind her beauty came in all forms. Still, Jess appreciated the guided workouts. Thanks to them, her butt had tightened considerably and her belly flattened. She also had more stamina to take care of her housemates. 

Stepping from the shower, she found a small bundle tied in a ribbon. A note rested on them: Thought you might like to try something different today. Try them on and see how they feel. Love, Yuki.

That had become a common occurrence lately. Ever since she decided to stay on, Yuki had been showering her in clothes to try. The futa swore she just had them on hand, but given how well some fit, Jess had her doubts. Most of the time, she blushed and took them off almost right away. Others, Yuki would soothe her embarrassment. That was how Jess ended up going around the house in a skirt that didn’t even reach her knees, and a loose crop. Without underwear.

Everyone liked it though. Much as it mortified her to see herself like that, she decided it couldn’t hurt to wear stuff like it at home. A mistake, it turned out, as Yuki kept pressing her boundaries. Shorter skirts, tighter pants, boots and heels, shirts with windows for her boobs. Worst of all, Yuki had convinced her to start wearing lingerie. Not the classy sort either.

Either the cloth barely existed and she might as well be naked, or they were made of this strange plastic or leather material. Jess preferred the former, since it covered her completely and admitted as much. Another mistake, however, as Yuki began giving her entire outfits of the stuff to try on.

Fortunately, this wasn’t anything of that sort. Just normal fabric. That said...there was frightfully little of it.

Jess knew she looked like a slut in that, but she had to confirm it. So she went back to her room, breathed deep, then stepped in front of her wardrobe mirror. The wardrobe had been another gift from the house, seeing how Yuki was giving her so many new options. Befitting of the house, it reflected a sight that made her cheeks boil. And her lips tilt in a completely shocked smile. Definitely not because she thought she looked good. The posing was just to confirm it was as bad as she thought.

Maybe to the average woman, it wasn’t that bad. She might think so too if it weren’t so tight and shiny. A tube top made of glossy silicone gripped her chest tight, almost making her bra unnecessary. Particularly with the fact her nipples still dented the material. As did her piercings. At least it didn’t reveal much of her cleavage. And she admitted that the way they pushed her boobs up and together was pleasing to the eye.

The shorts were where she had to put her foot down. Like the top, they were made of rubber and just as tight. They at least ended around her mid-thigh. Compared to some of the things Yuki made her wear, it was chaste. The material clung to her thighs like a second skin, and felt like it too. Just below them, a pair of fishnets ‘covered’ the rest of her leg, ending at piano black, inch-high heels.

“It’d probably look better without the bra,” Jess murmured, tugging at the obvious straps. People would be shocked if they saw her like this. Even for Heathen, this was a little too much.

“Yuki?” She rapped on the futa’s door. The walk over had been an experience. Feeling her boobs bounce freely in the top, no longer girded by a bra, and the tricky balancing act of walking with heels just exasperated the feeling of her shorts.

“Jess? Come in. How are the clothes?”

Jess opened the door. She’d never hear the end of it if she didn’t at least let Yuki see her in the provided clothes. The futa loved playing dress up with her and, on some level, Jess did too. It felt fun. Free. Like something she might’ve done with an older sister or her mum. If she weren’t so adamantly against clothes being something enjoyable. They served a purpose. Nothing more.

Sure. And that expensive silk dress was definitely pragmatic. She’d never say it to her mum’s face, of course, but those thoughts had been circulating around her head more and more.

“I appreciate the thought, I really do, but these are just...too...oh my God.”

“Hey there,” Monica nodded to her. She laid on Yuki’s bed, buck naked, while the equally nude Japanese futa bounced on her crotch. Her back was to Jess, whose lips suddenly felt dry as she gazed upon the elegant tapestry. Yuki didn’t have many tattoos, just one large display on her back. One that flowed over her ass and seemed to dance with her movements.

“I can come back!” Jess quickly said, looking away from the action before her body could betray her.

“Nonsense,” Yuki gasped, “You’ve got class soon. Let me get a look at you before you go.”

How was she this casual with a cock like Monica’s up her...pussy? Right, they were futanari. Hermaphrodites. Jess so easily forgot about them, since everyone seemed fixated on shoving their dicks in anything that moved. It made sense that they had different urges she couldn’t satisfy.

Monica twisted them around so Yuki could face her. Even so, they didn’t stop moving together, bodies clapping lightly so Jess could at least talk to the futa that dressed her so inappropriately.

“Oh fuck!” Yuki exclaimed, “Sorry, cursing is bad for you, I know. Just, hmm, you look beautiful, dear. I’m half-tempted to stop so I can mount you right now.”

Jess opened her mouth.

“But you have classes, I know. How’s it feel? Tight but not too tight I hope.”

“Uh, yeah. They’re...just right, look I can’t go out in this. I...” Her voice turned into a gasp, as her eyes betrayed her reason for curiosity, looking down to see Yuki lift up. Then, as she dropped, her balls lifted and Jess saw it. Her pussy. Her pretty, pink and decidedly not full pussy.

“Hmm, I love how you fill my ass, Monica. Sorry, Jess, you were saying?” Yuki moaned.

“Nothing. It’s lovely. I gotta go. Bye!” Jess all but ran from there. She would have actually, if not for the heels.

In such a state of shock, she didn’t even think to get changed. She just grabbed her summer jacket and bag and left. The only thing that stopped her was Megan in the doorway. It was only a brief pause in her exit though, as the futa simply kissed her harshly once, then left. Jess bit her lip, tasting Megan’s spit on it, then her phone vibrated. She was out of time.

Everywhere she went, people stared. It could’ve been her attire, or the subtle squeak of her thighs rubbing. Either way, Jess was far too distracted to pay them any mind. She just smiled, blushed and went back to ruminating over what she saw.

How was that a thing? Penetrating the ass seemed completely counter-intuitive. Things exited that orifice. It couldn’t be pleasurable. Yuki looked like she was having fun though. Did it actually feel good? Something else she’d have never known of given her upbringing.

Jess wasn’t a bitter person. Honestly she wasn’t. Even her former room-mates were simply misguided in her eyes. She still talked amicably when she saw them, even the one that took her place was nice enough. Despite that, she wondered how much of what she’d been taught was just bologna. Or influenced by people too scared to let their bodies feel good. They were sensations given by God, so it wasn’t all bad to indulge a little.

Oh Lord, she truly was losing herself in that house.

“No, no. He was massive. I swear the thing was longer than my forearm.”

Jess didn’t intend to walk with the girls that kicked her out. She just followed the flow. Now she found herself listening to a conversation that she’d rather not. Even so, she continued walking.

“Inches, girl! We need inches!”

“I dunno. Like, eight or nine. Definitely the biggest I’ve had.”

“Damn, that’s good. All the guys I’ve been with lately are just average. Good with their tongues though.”

“What about you, Jess? Been with any hung lads lately?”

“Stop that. You know she’s saving herself.”

“Eighteen inches,” Jess said, not really thinking. Her mind was still stuck on the whole butt thing.

“Huh?”

“What?” She blinked, wondering what she’d said.

“There’s no way you...unless...Jess, where did you say you’re staying?”

Before she could answer, a firm, yet gentle hand caught her shoulder. She turned just as it slid across her back, an arm pulling her into a side-hug that squished a familiar breast into her side. Jess looked up and found a smiling Yuki waiting for her.

“Yuki?”

“Glad I caught you. You forgot your lunch,” the futa said, lifting a bag for emphasis.

“But I...thought I did,” Jess said after her arm was squeezed.

“Holy shit. Jess, uh, who’s this?”

“Oh, this is Yuki. One of my housemates. Um, Yuki, these are...”

“Your exes. They’re about what I expected.” Jess almost recoiled at the thinly veiled hostility in her voice, yet the others just seemed further infatuated by her, “Come on, Jess. I’ve got plenty of time so let’s have lunch together.”

“Okay. Uh, see you guys.”

As she walked away, she heard them gasping.

“Oh my god, what is she wearing?”

“How’d we miss that? Since when did Jess dress like a slut?”

“And a hot one at that. Jesus, look at that ass.”

“You gay or something.”

“I’m gay for that ass.”

“And that woman. I swear I’ve seen her before.”

“Are they...you think they’re...you know?”

“What, Jess? Pfft, yeah right. Better chance of her hooking up with a dog than getting with another girl.”

“You’re probably right.”

Jess couldn’t resist a snicker under her breath. It was a relief too though. Everyone still thought she was pure and righteous. Which meant she hadn’t slipped up yet. That reputation might change when word spread about what she wore though. Speaking of which, she really needed to talk to Yuki about that.

The futa led her away from the bustling throngs to a shaded patch of grass.There she pulled out a blanket and started unpacking what she’d brought. With every dish unveiled, Jess’s issue became less and less important in her mind.

“You made all this?”

“I’m quite proud of my cooking, you know.”

“Yeah, I get that. But this is insane. You didn’t have to make all this just to have lunch with me.”

“I didn’t. But I wanted to. Go on, try some.”

The spread was of various Japanese dishes, still warm and fragrant too. Jess took one bite and she was in Heaven.

“Glad you like it. I admit though, this is more an excuse to talk.”

“About what?” Jess mumbled around a mouthful of chicken that was so juicy she struggled not to drool.

“About what you saw earlier. You looked...” Distraught? Horrified? Both? “Interested.”

Jess swallowed, “Huh?”

“Oh Jess, you probably didn’t realise it yourself, but you looked so horny when you saw that she was in my ass. It’s okay. Remember, no judgement.”

“That’s not the problem! I am definitely, one-hundred-percent not interested.”

“Really?” Yuki leaned in, chewing slowly as her hand ventured down past Jess’s jacket, finding her rubber-clad sex. The shorts were so tight, she clearly felt the teasing touch. She almost forgot to bat her away. They were in public!

“Yes. Really! And keep your hands to yourself. I don’t want to get in trouble.”

“Of course. Sorry. Just remembering your face then, makes me want you so bad. Those clothes aren’t helping either.”

“You gave them to me.”

“And I have excellent taste. I’m glad you decided to take them out. People must be complimenting you left and right. Even with this silly little thing covering your beauty.” She tugged at the zipper, sliding it down enough to reveal just a little of the silicone wrapped around her chest.

“I wouldn’t know,” Jess huffed, lifting it back up and went back to the meal. Even soured by her mood, it was still unfairly delicious. Especially the mayo that Yuki included. The futa smiled teasingly, but let it go, changing subject to Jess’s classes.

Now that she wasn’t being constantly embarrassed, Jess finally took note of Yuki attire. It was a near one-to-one match for her own. Except it looked absolutely stunning on her. The key difference was she had a bright, pink top instead of black. It drew more attention to her chest than anything else. Which seemed the point as she waved and smiled flirtatiously at anyone she caught staring. Their eyes did end up wandering to Jess, who buried her head in food before she could focus on it.

There was one other big change between them. Yuki wore her slutty attire proudly. According to her, fashion was only one-percent natural beauty, ninety-nine-percent confidence. Which she had in spades. Jess glanced up, seeing another set of eyes ogling her housemate. Blushing deep, she reached up and rolled her zipper down, baring more of the black latex. And the small amount of cleavage it allowed. 

When they were done, Jess leaned back on her hands with a deeply contented sigh. It was hard to care about anything else when her stomach was so full of good food. She looked up at the sky, silently thanking God for this gift. Then she felt a hand slide over hers, Yuki also leaning back.

For a moment, ignoring their clothes, Jess felt like she was just out with a friend. A very good friend. Who she had slept with multiple times. And had seen getting her ass railed earlier. Jess leaned onto her shoulder, using it to hide her face from Yuki’s view.

“Does it feel good?”

“What does?” Yuki asked, but there was a knowing tone. 

“You know.”

“I do, but I want you to say it. Avoiding it won’t make it less awkward.”

“Taking Monica...up your...butt.”

“Good girl.”

Jess groaned in annoyance, more so at the flush of pleasure those words gave her.

“It does,” Yuki said, shifting her balance so she could run her fingers through Jess’s hair, “It takes a bit of practice, but once you get used to it, anal can be just as good as vaginal. Sometimes better. Especially when you’ve got an overactive prostate.”

Jess said nothing. It still seemed insane to her, yet she trusted Yuki’s knowledge. She was the one doing it after all. And she hadn’t guided her wrong yet.

“Are you interested?” Yuki asked, suddenly serious.

“Lying is a sin,” Jess murmured, more so for herself. Still, she couldn’t bring herself to admit it aloud. She just nodded against Yuki’s shoulder.

“You’re so cute. When is your next class?”

“Thirty minutes. Do you need me?” Jess asked, the question coming out huskier than she wanted.

“So very much.”

This time, Jess took the lead. She guided Yuki to the campus restrooms. They weren’t used terribly often, so they should be fine for a little while. The stall door banged shut behind them. Given how little time they had, Yuki moved efficiently, only taking a moment to palm Jess’s chest and behind. Just those fleeting touches had the blonde breathing heavier.

She hated to admit it, but she’d come to enjoy blowjobs. Just a little. Enough that she couldn’t stop herself from touching down there as she fed Yuki’s long cock down her throat. Jess gagged on purpose, the feeling of her body convulsing feeding her growing addiction. Pleasing others had always been a thrill to her, but doing so when she felt so full and warm and loved took the feeling in a deeply immoral direction. Jess rubbed herself harder as she built a rhythm.

“That’s it, baby. Be a good girl and suck my cock nice and deep. You’re getting so good, I might be able to fuck your face for real soon.”

Jess groaned. Dirty talk still made her skin crawl, but it undeniably added to the experience.

“You know what would look great on you?” Yuki asked, bouncing the girl’s head steadily, “A tongue stud. It’d feel so good wriggling against my dick as I ream your tight little throat. Oh, are you touching yourself? You’ve come so far. For that, I think I’m going to give you a nice, big load. The perfect dessert for my cooking, don’t you think?”

Jess nodded into a thrust, moaning as the pace hastened further. Yuki’s balls slapped her throat and chest, sending ripples through her flesh and pleasure to her pussy. She wouldn’t cum from this, but Jess didn’t mind that so much. All she wanted was to make Yuki feel good.

Her nose buried itself in the futa’s tidy pubes, while all fifteen inches of cock pulsated in her oesophagus. The balls contracted against her neck, so she reached up to massage, aiding the cum in flooding her belly. A familiar sensation made her moan deeper, stomach bloating out to accommodate it all. It was rarer now for her to spill anything. Every drop safely contained in her sperm-receptacle of a belly.

Still, Yuki made sure to pull out before the last rope so it basted Jess’s mouth.

“Savour it,” the futa ordered, tilting Jess’s head up so she could see her stir the thick, creamy load around with her tongue, “Sweet fuck, you’re such a beautiful slut.”

Jess gargled, bubbling the semen and spilling some down her chin.

“Swallow.” It took multiple tries to get it down, such was its viscosity.

“Come here.”

Jess, again, complied and got to her feet, just to be yanked into a deep, possessive kiss. Yuki palmed her ass firmly as she did, tongue sliding over her own, “My beautiful girl. I look forward to training your ass.”

“M-me too,” Jess mumbled, unsure if the blush in her cheeks was from lack of air, embarrassment, or lust. Probably all three.

“I better go. I’ll let everyone know to find someone else tonight. Come to my room straight away after classes.”

“Okay.”

“That’s my girl,” Yuki said and gave her a quick, parting peck on the lips.

Jess waited a few minutes before exiting herself. She couldn’t stop herself smiling ear to ear. Something about admitting that was just so freeing. Walking out and seeing her shiny top reflecting the cheap lighting didn’t even dampen the feeling. It did look really good, she had to admit. Even the fact her breasts were very clearly defined was just part of the charm. And she wasn’t showing much at all. There were girls on campus that walked around in little more than bikinis. This at least looked the part of a top.

Although, if she was going to have her navel on display, maybe a piercing like Asher’s wouldn’t look so bad? 

“Hi,” someone said as they entered, coming to the sink to check their makeup.

“Hey,” Jess smiled, choosing not to focus on what they might think of her attire.

“You, uh, have something. Right there.” The girl said, pointing to her chin.

Jess rubbed at it, then felt faint when she saw that it was cum. And there was more of it. She forgot to wipe it up! She couldn’t believe this. She was so fucking embarrassed. Ahh! Now she was swearing in her thoughts!

Looking the stranger in the eye, Jess beat a hasty retreat, belly sloshing and heels clicking. For how awful that all was, why did her crotch feel so hot? Like she was ready to climax then and there? She was becoming such an obscene woman.
