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Story One

Fertile for the Futa

Emma and a Cheating Wife


It’s hard to watch someone that you think is a scumbag living the life you wish you could have. I tried my hardest to not let things get to me. It pissed me off to see Jeff with his wife, Kara. Everyone knew he was only with her because of her parent’s influence.

She deserved better than him. The only problem with that, she didn’t seem to be the type of woman that would just drop her marriage. I shouldn’t have let it get under my skin.

As petty as it was, I stood in my kitchen baking a batch of cookies. Not because I wanted them, but so I could have an excuse to visit her while her husband was at work. My jealousy wasn’t something I was proud of.

Kara had always been sweet to me, even though she knew that I was interested in her. A large part of me hoped that she secretly held the same desires I did. I went into the bathroom and touched up my makeup, ensuring that I didn’t look too dolled up. This was supposed to at least look casual.

When I came back to the kitchen, my cookies had finished and I hurried to get them onto a plate. Once ready, I slid on my sandals and walked over to Kara’s house. Jeff’s car was gone. That wasn’t a shock, it was Tuesday and he had work to do.

I knocked on the door and not too long after, Kara opened it and smiled warmly at me. Her thin white t-shirt didn’t do much to hide her black bra. Kara’s ample breasts held my attention for a few moments before my eyes finally drifted lower. Those black booty shorts she had on didn’t do much to hide her long legs either. Damn, she made casual look so sexy…

“What’s up?” she asked.

“Brought some cookies over, I was getting a little lonely at my house. Am I interrupting something?”

“God, Emma, you know that nothing happens over here. I could use the company but you’re not changing the channel,” she said as she waved me inside.

I chuckled, “I wouldn’t dream of it. What are you watching?”

“Science channel, they’re talking about space travel and the likelihood of it happening within our lifespans,” she said as she shut the door.

“Maybe yours, you’re still in your twenties. An old woman like myself though…”

We walked into the living room and she plopped down on the couch. Kara pulled her feet onto the couch and I couldn’t help but steal a glance at her tight ass. Those damn shorts slid up just enough to expose the swell of her cheeks.

“You’re seven years older than me. You trying to say I’m going to be old in seven years?” she teased.

I sat on the other end of the couch and crossed my legs, “I think you’ll age much more gracefully than I have.”

She shrugged a shoulder and turned the TV down, “I’d be happy if I looked as nice as you do in seven years. Maybe Jeff will start buying me some aging cream or something along those lines if I ask.”

“It’s a little too early for you to worry about that, Kara. Besides, if he bitches about how you look, he just doesn’t know how lucky he is to have you.”

She sighed and got quiet for a few moments. The program on TV was talking about cryogenics and the possibility of that as a means to expand the distance humans could travel in space. Bullshit in my opinion, but Kara seemed to be interested in it.

The silence continued for a moment and I wondered if I accidentally pushed a sensitive button. When the commercials came on, she leaned forward and took a cookie from the plate. I caught a flash of black lace panties before she sat back on the couch.

“I’m not sure if he even loves me,” she said and then took a nibble out of the cookie.

Even though I didn’t think Jeff did love her, I hated hearing how sad she sounded about it. The realization couldn’t have been easy on her. “I’m sure he does,” I said half-heartedly.

“No, I’m pretty sure he doesn’t.”

“And what makes you say that?” I asked.

She sighed, “Promise not to tell anyone?”

“I would never.”

“He’s been talking to one of his coworkers. Like, intimately. And what makes me feel worse is that the coworker is a guy,” she mumbled. Her eyes widened and she looked over at me and immediately followed up with, “Not that I have a problem with the LGBT community, I just… He’s supposed to love me.”

I knew there was a reason I didn’t like Jeff. He just gave off the wrong vibe. “No, I get what you mean. You feel lied to and that’s understandable. But if he’s talking to someone else, why don’t you leave him?”

She scooted closer to me and put her head on my shoulder. I enjoyed the proximity, but I couldn’t avoid feeling like I was somehow using her. Kara’s happiness did matter to me and I wanted to be here for her. That didn’t mean I could just ignore all of my senses that begged for me to keep her close and take care of her.

Kara smelled faintly of cherries. Maybe it was her shampoo. Either way, she smelled delicious. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and started rubbing it softly.

“I can’t leave him. I know my family would be disappointed in me. My parents have been wanting children for a while. Jeff has tried a few times, but I think he’s firing blanks. That or he just doesn’t try enough. It’s just a lot of pressure to put on my shoulders,” she said quietly.

I gave the crown of her head a kiss. “I understand, Kara. Have you thought about getting a donor?” I asked.

“I thought about it, but it’s costly and I’m sure that Jeff wouldn’t approve of it. Those kinds of things get talked about and he’s pretty ashamed as it stands. He wouldn’t want to damage his reputation.”

“What about from someone that was willing to donate to you directly,” I said softly.

She didn’t pull away from me, but she did look at me with confusion in those bright blue eyes. “I’m pretty sure Jeff would kill me if someone else got me pregnant!”

“Mm, so then there are only a couple of options if you’re wanting to make things simpler on you.”

“What do you mean?”

I smiled and started running my hand through her hair, “Well, if you want Jeff to stop playing around with other people, you need a reason to lock him down. If your parents want a child and that’s the important part for you, then you need to get pregnant. That’s pretty simple. But if you’re struggling to get pregnant, then you’ve got a problem.”

She crossed her arms and ducked her head, “I guess I’ll just hope that Jeff eventually does the job."

"That's not going to get you too far. If you two have been trying all this time, you might have to accept that he's just firing blanks. So what's a girl to do?" I asked.

"If I knew, I would have tried it already."

I smiled and let my hand slide to the back of her neck and gently started massaging. "You know, I'm pretty sure that if your husband thought he got you pregnant, he wouldn't throw a fit about it."

She tilted her head further to give me better access to her nape, "What do you mean?"

"When was the last time you two did something together?"

"Two nights ago," she mumbled.

I let my hand drift slowly down her back, "And what if you were to come up pregnant in a few weeks?"

"I guess that would be a good thing. I doubt it would happen though. We've been at this for almost six months now, Emma. I'm pretty sure he's got nothing in the tank," she said. Her breathing had become slightly more rapid as my hand worked down her lower back. Still, Kara made no move to make me stop.

As my hand teased the hem of her shorts, I whispered, "And if you got a donation from another source without him knowing? Without anyone needing to know?"

She finally sat upright, preventing my hand from moving further down. Yet, even after doing that, she didn't try to snatch my hand away from her.

"Are you asking me to cheat on Jeff?" she bluntly asked.

"I'm asking you to let me help you with a problem that needs a solution. I want you to be a happy wife, Kara, but if that can't happen without getting pregnant and Jeff can't provide that for you, it's only natural, isn't it?" I asked.

She hesitated for a few moments before leaning slowly forward again. My hand disappeared into those shorts and her tight ass was mine to explore. Kara mumbled, "But what if I don't get pregnant from this either?"

"Then we try until it finally happens, baby," I purred.

I felt her tense up. "Please, don't use pet names. This is already uncomfortable for me, but I need to have a child. I need to, Emma."

The intensity of her request didn't put me off. I could understand that this was hard on her. Two itches would be scratched today and there were certainly benefits to both. Hopefully, by the time Kara finally did get pregnant, she would have changed her mind about the pet names. And possibly Jeff.

"I'll keep them to myself. Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked.

"I don't want to cheat on him. I'm not that kind of woman... But I know that my husband needs me to get pregnant if he wants my parents to be happy. If my parents aren't happy, that means he's going to get more stressed out and if that happens, my life gets more complicated. I don't want those kinds of complications," her eyes locked onto mine. "I don't want this complication either. We only do this until I get pregnant and that's it. If you need me to pay you, I can find a way."

I reeled back from her speech. Hearing her talk so boldly was out of character for her, but it just went to show how serious she was about this. My hand pulled from her ass and I hugged her close for a moment, "I'm doing this as a friend, Kara. Just a favor and nothing more. If things get out of hand, I'll take the fall for it."

"So how much is it going to cost me?" she asked.

"Nothing," I said. "You're sharing something that's more valuable than any amount of money already. Just don't feel too guilty about what we're going to do."

Kara nodded and stood up. Her hands were shaking as she started pushing down her shorts. My eyes couldn't tear away from her body. Those shapely hips, beautiful thighs, and that deliciously round ass made my cock harden in my panties. As she bent over to take them off, she did give her ass a little shake.

So much for this not being something she wanted to do. Then again, maybe she was just teasing to try and make sure I was aroused.

I wasted no time in taking off my jeans while I sat on the couch. By the time she turned around to face me, I pulled my panties over my ankles. She let out a loud gasp as her eyes absorbed the sight of my womanly cock. "F-Fuck that's a little intimidating."

"Just a little?" I cooed. My size had certainly earned a reputation back in my college days, but those were long past. Finding women willing to take something like what I was packing had become a little more difficult. There was no doubt in my mind that Kara had a bit of an interest in size though.

Her thighs clenched together and her cheeks reddened as she tugged her own panties down her thighs. I didn't mind her leaving the shirt and bra on at all. Nothing wrong with overly casual sex to make a very tense situation a little more bearable.

"H-How did you want to do this?" she asked.

"That's kind of up to you. What would be the most comfortable for you?"

"Doggy," she mumbled and got down on all fours.

I could guess she didn't want to see me, at least if she did that, she could pretend I was Jeff. It stung my pride a little, but I wasn't about to turn back now. The thing I'd been craving for months was finally in front of me. To make everything slightly more poetic, Jeff would probably never know that the baby he would raise wouldn't even be his. That's what he deserved.

I got on my knees behind Kara and let my fingers slowly tease her labia. Soft moans poured from her as I continued to run my fingertips across her wet pussy. "W-Why not just get it over with?"

"Because you're tight," I lied. In truth, I wanted to pleasure her, to show her what she could have if she were my woman. Married or not, that didn't mean I couldn't treat her to the time of her life before we had to eventually give each other up.

I eased my finger into her pussy and let out a blissful sigh. Having those warm, wet folds wrap around my finger was so inviting. If I wasn't trying to make a point, I would have just taken her right then. A little patience would go a long way.

Even as I started fingering her, she couldn't keep her hips still. While she might have been trying to make things feel somewhat formal, she wasn't hiding her desire well at all. She arched her back and pushed against my finger as it slid inside her. My second finger soon parted her depths and she let out a quiet moan.

Her wetness trickled down her thighs. So much for only wanting this to be about getting pregnant, Kara. I pushed a third finger into her and put my free hand on her lower back to keep her in place. Long, low moans poured from her freely and she made no effort to hide the ecstasy that I was imparting to her.

I felt her pussy tighten around my digits and she whined quietly as she made the futile attempt of fighting her building orgasm. I gave her a gentle slap on the ass and called out softly, "It's okay to enjoy yourself, Kara."

Her face reddened as she looked back at me and then let her head hang again. A loud gasp echoed throughout the den as her thighs tightened up. Kara's pussy unleashed a torrent of her hot juices onto the carpet beneath her. All the while, my fingers continued to pound into her. There wouldn't be a single moment that wasn't focused on getting her to enjoy herself today. If she felt any guilt for what we were doing, that was out of my control. However, she would know bliss.

When her breathing finally returned to normal, I pulled my fingers out of her depths and brought them to my lips. One by one, I sucked them into my mouth to fully enjoy her flavor. If she wouldn't question me, I would have drunk straight from the source. I knew she wouldn't want that. She wanted this to be about getting her pregnant, not her pleasure.

I positioned my cock's head at her entrance and spoke softly, "Are you ready?"

She nodded her head.

"I want to hear you say it, Kara."

Her face was a deep shade of crimson as she turned to look at me, "Emma, I want you to cum in me."

"Not more than I do," I purred as I slipped the thick crown into her entrance. That smooth, gripping texture took my breath away for a moment. Even after having stretched her to get her ready for my girth, she still had my cock in a vice.

As I pushed further into her, she let out a few groans as I stretched her inner depths to fit my size. I would have loved to be able to make her my perfect fit, but that wasn't what we needed to worry about right now. She wanted to have a child and I would be the mother of that child.

Her warm thighs heated my hips as I pushed in until my base rubbed against her soaked cunt. There wasn't a single woman in my life that had compared to how blissful Kara felt. Maybe it was knowing that I was doing something her husband could never accomplish. Maybe it was just the fact that her husband was at work, slaving away at a desk to provide for his wife. Little did he know, his wife might end up working very hard to keep another woman happy.

His flirting with another man made it much easier on my conscience. I just hoped that Kara wasn't too worried about Jeff while I was ball's deep in her pussy.

My hands moved to her ass and I started weakly thrusting into her, only giving her a few inches at a time. As badly as I wanted to slam into her until I emptied my hot seed into her, I needed to give her time to adjust. As tight as she was, I knew that her pussy would ache for a few days after this. No need to make it worse on her when I was getting the better end of the deal.

She turned to look at me with an agape mouth and stammered, "F-Fuck it's huge. I l-love it."

"Shame that you only want this to happen until you're pregnant, Kara," I groaned as I worked myself into a faster pace.

I could tell that she was trying to talk, but each time my thick cock pushed into her, she lost focus. That repeating cycle soon had her flustered, but she didn't sound angry in the slightest. It was a few moments before she finally blurted out, "Don't tell Jeff and I won't!"

That was all I needed to hear. My poor, innocent cheating wife had made her choice. The husband wouldn't be out of the picture, surely, but that didn't mean Kara couldn't have her side piece!

I gripped her hips firmly and started hammering into her. After having loosened her enough with my earlier efforts, those tight lips were drenched and made it much easier to thrust into her.

Loud cries ruptured from Kara as I continued to pound into her. Her hand reached back to weakly hold onto mine as I pounded into her and I could feel her pussy clenching my cock. It didn't seem like she even needed additional stimulation to cum multiple times for me.

The soft pattering of her squirt onto the carpet made for beautiful music and I could feel my balls drawing up. I was close and there wouldn't be any stopping it if I kept pounding away in her depths. The only regret I had was that I couldn't last longer.

Her ass had turned a light shade of pink from my repeated slams into it. Her face never lost that adorable shade of red from the mixture of embarrassment and ecstasy. Kara was an angel, even if she was slowly falling to the darkness that I introduced to her life. I didn't mind her being naughty at all. She was only doing this for the child, right?

My child.

I let out a deep grunt as I surged forward a few final times. The hot rush of my cum jolting from my cock was accompanied by a cathartic release. I needed this. I needed her. We wouldn't know if I'd gotten her pregnant until much later, but that was fine with me. A few more times of meeting up while her husband was at worked for safe measure wouldn't hurt anything.

I pulled her tight against my hips as I unloaded rope after thick, creamy rope of cum into her. Her arms quaked and her breathing didn't sound like it could get any heavier.

As I slowly pulled out of her pussy, I whispered, "That was amazing, baby."

She rolled onto her side and took a few moments to catch her breath before mumbling, "I like when you call me pet names... Maybe a little too much."

I laid beside her and shuffled forward. My lips pressed against hers for a moment before I pulled away, "Then you'll have to let me bake you more goodies and come over more often."

"The door is always open for you, Emma."


Story Two

Fertile for the Futa

Terra and a MILF Coworker


Working for a software engineer company shouldn’t have been nearly as tense as it was. I didn’t want to tell anyone, but the assistant they got me was excessively uncomfortable for me. Not because she was doing anything wrong, but having a woman older than myself by almost fifteen years getting my coffee was strange.

I didn't mind having her around, of course, but it didn't mean that I felt I deserved her. Abby was super sweet, but how could she know that her service had inspired other desires of mine. Working alone in an office for an extended period of time could lead to some very, very perverse thoughts.

She wasn't exactly the most aloof of women and she tended to wear clothes that were a little too sexy for work. No one complained and I certainly wasn't going to be the first.

"Terra, is there anything else I can get you while I'm making copies?" she asked.

I checked my coffee cup. Still full. Her cleavage caught my eye and I struggle to make eye contact, "I think I'm good for now.  When you're done with the copies, do you think you could help me make a presentation for the meeting on Friday?"

"Of course I can, I'll be back soon," she said sweetly. As she turned to walk away, she dropped the folder she had in her hand. When she bent over to pick it up, I couldn't help but look up her skirt.

There was no possible way she couldn't have done it intentionally. Abby wasn't wearing any panties and I couldn't pretend that her pussy didn't look absolutely beautiful. Thirty-nine or not, I'd love to have a meeting of our own together at some point. Preferably just the two of us.

My panties tightened uncomfortably as my arousal grew. A flash of doubt ran through my mind. Would Abby even be interested in me if she knew I had a cock? As far as I could tell, I was the only woman in the office she flirted with. Surely, those tanned legs and tight ass would be more than welcomed by anyone in the office.

From what I heard, Harold even tried to get in her panties. She turned him down. Apparently, he was too much like her ex-husband for her to want to do anything with and I couldn't blame her. Any guy that would turn her down had to be a bit unsavory.

Abby was a sweetheart, even if a little flirtatious at times.

As the day progressed, things continued to spiral out of control. The firewall hadn't been updated like it was supposed to be by my coworker so I had more on my plate. Creating exceptions and trying to keep my sanity so the doctors could continue using their workstations was infuriating. By the time I finished, it was nearly six at night.

I grabbed my things and opened my office door and curiously enough, I saw Abby laying face down on a desk. The light snoring that came from her made me smile and I walked to her side and gently shook her shoulder, "Abby, it's time to go home."

She awoke with a red imprint across her face, "Huh, what?"

"Yeah, is everything okay?"

Abby took a second to collect herself and nodded, "Yeah, I was waiting to help you with the presentation. I know I could have gone home, but there really isn't anything to do there."

"It's got to beat napping on a hard desk," I mumbled.

"You know, there's something strangely comforting about sleeping when you know you should be working. I felt a little guilty for not getting what you wanted done, so I figured I could stay late and help," she said.

"If I would have known, I would have sent you home."

"Of course you would have, that's why you didn't know."

I chuckled and nodded towards the door, "Still doesn't change the fact that I'm heading back to my apartment."

She frowned, "What are you going to do there?"

"Probably eat some fast food and watch TV until I'm tired, shower, then go to bed."

A dark cloud fell over her and she shook her head, "Fast food and TV? That sounds like what I used to do when I was a loner. Why don't you come over to my place? I'll cook you something, no strings attached, promise."

"Done. I'll follow you there," I didn't hesitate to answer her. Free food was good food and if I could have a little company while I was there, things would be absolutely wonderful. Even after having seen her goods on display earlier, I couldn't bring myself to think too much about that. I didn't have much time for activities outside of work and I didn't exactly feel comfortable with approaching people in the first place.

Making friends wasn't my strong suit.

We convened in the parking lot and she drove to her house with me following just a little ways behind her. I pulled into the driveway of her one-story house and felt reminded of the place I grew up. It wasn’t anything magnificent, but it was home.

I got out of the car and Abby walked back to join me, “It’s not much, but it’s what I’ve got.”

“It’s lovely,” I said quietly.

“You say that until you get inside, then it’s going to feel really cramped,” she said with a grin.

We walked inside and contrary to what she said, it was rather spacious. Sure, it wasn’t a mansion and didn’t have a large den, but it was a roof over our heads. Abby led me into the small den and gestured to the couch, “I’m going to change and get started on dinner.”

“You want some help?” I asked.

“With changing, sure,” she said.

“Don’t tempt me,” I said while locking eyes with her.

Abby’s hands fell to her waist and she leaned forward to display that lovely cleavage, “Who says I wouldn’t let you?”

The tension in my panties was growing to be unbearable. “You don’t really know all that much about me. Besides, wouldn’t it be unprofessional of us? We work together, Abby.”

“I think I know enough about you, Terra. It’s not like I haven’t noticed you giving me looks in the office. I don’t mind them. Unlike most of the guys we work with, you haven’t been begging me for a date. I think that says plenty about you,” Abby said.

I couldn’t bring myself to tell her no. I wanted to take her up on her offer to help her change, though we both knew what that meant. After having her flash her pussy at me earlier, I wasn't dumb enough to pretend she was just wanting help unclasping her bra.

My eyes met with hers and I let my hand slide down her arm. I grasped her wrist and gently guided her hand towards my groin and she smiled warmly. My hand quivered as she touched the bulge in my pants, "Still think you know me?"

She ran her thumb along the outline of my cock and nodded, "I don't think this changes anything. Maybe things will be a little more fun, I was hoping I wouldn't have to ask you to use a strap-on."

My cheeks reddened. She continued, "So why don't you come help me out of these clothes, Terra? I'll help you out of yours."

That honeyed voice was impossible to argue with. I let her guide me into her room. Her queen-sized bed was the centerpiece of the room, flanked by nightstands. Across from the bed was a dresser that had a TV on it. The various decorations in the room were tasteful, but I couldn't focus too much on them.

She pulled my hands to the bottom of her shirt and I slowly lifted it away. Her belly button was pierced and I couldn't help but chuckle at that. For someone in her late thirties, she surely was a rather progressive woman. She was okay with me being trans, willing to flash me in the office, and even planned on making me dinner after this. At least, I hoped she wouldn't just kick me to the curb after I came!

I reached behind her and unclasped her bra, but she held it to her chest, "Not before you show me yours."

A smile crossed my lips, "Fair enough." I quickly took off my shirt and reached behind my back to unclasp my bra. The black straps fell down my arms and I let her see my perky breasts.

"Mm, not bad at all," she purred. Her hands fell away and she let the bra fall to the floor. Abby's round breasts made mine look tiny, but that didn't matter to me. Size wasn't everything, at least, not when it came to the chest.

I leaned forward and took one of her pink, puffy nipples into my mouth and let my hands rest on her ass. She let out soft moans as I licked and suckled on her breast. Abby unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor.

Now that she was naked, I couldn't help but release her nipple from my lips. I took a step back and smiled at her while I undid my jeans and pushed them down my thighs. Her pussy had the slightest trace of hair and I would lovingly lick and tease her folds until she screamed my name.

The upper half of my cock had escaped my panties and Abby didn't hesitate to drop to her knees. Her right hand tugged my panties further down while her left started stroking my length.

"I didn't think you'd be so big, Terra," she whispered while looking up at me.

I shrugged my shoulders, "I didn't think you'd be interested in knowing."

"Shows just how much you know about me, sweetie," she purred. Abby engulfed the head of my shaft and let her tongue swirl a few times around it.

I couldn't withhold my moans if I wanted to. Her warm mouth coupled with those lithe fingers stroking my cock was absolutely blissful.

Part of me felt bad for her. She'd invited me over to her house as a guest and yet, she was the one going down on me. That just wouldn't do.

"Lay on the bed, Abby."

She looked up to me and gave me one last swirl of her tongue before she pulled away. "Mm, but you taste so good," she whined.

"Don't worry, I'm not going to make you stop for long," I said huskily.

Abby smiled and got on the bed. Her long, tanned legs were beautiful and I wanted nothing more than to part them and bury my cock in her, but that had to wait. Manners were important and it would be rude to jump to the main course without even trying the entree.

I got on the bed and positioned myself above her with my head just above her hips. Under other circumstances, I would have loved to have her on top, but she seemed like the kind of woman that would appreciate a cock being forced down her throat. I lowered my hips and spoke softly, "If you need time to breathe, just scratch my thighs a little, baby."

"Ooh, pet names already? You're spoiling me, Terra," she teased before taking my cock back into her mouth. Her hands slid up my thighs and further up until she cupped my ass. I could feel her fingers teasing along my pucker and I wasn't going to stop her. She might want me to fuck her, but that didn't mean I couldn't enjoy a little anal play.

As her fingertip prodded against my back door, I leaned down and started teasing her clit with my tongue. Short, rapid strokes to get her worked up, then I slowed down and let myself explore her labia.

Abby's muffled moans sent waves of pleasure through my cock and I couldn't stop myself from pushing deeper into her. The head of my cock passed her throat and she let out a quiet gag but made no move to stop me. As I lowered my thighs further, she pushed her finger into my ass.

I moaned quietly and dove back into her pussy. My lips surrounded her clit and I gently thrust my hips into her mouth. I suckled on her clit while my tongue lavished it with affection. Her hips ground against me and I could feel her tongue dancing along my shaft.

Before long, I felt her nails gently teasing the sensitive flesh of my thighs and I slowly lifted my hips away to let her breathe.

Abby pushed a second finger into my ass as she pulled away from my cock, "I'm going to cum if you keep on!"

"Then cum, I don't care. I'm fine with giving you a little snack before you cook dinner and then letting you have dessert after, baby," I said.

"Deal," she said. Her mouth surrounded my shaft again and she bobbed quickly while I went back to work on her delicious folds.

The fingers in my ass pumped in and out of me as quickly as she could. It was nearly impossible to focus on her clit as she continued to work on my prostate. My assistant knew a thing or two about how to make a girl like me scream!

I didn't bother warning her about my orgasm. She would find out soon enough. My attention was focused on her pleasure. I worked her clit as quickly as I could and snaked my hand around her thigh so my fingers could push into her entrance.

Abby's muffled cries of ecstasy sent ripples through my length. I didn't want to stop myself from pushing my cock as far into her throat as I could. Her walls contracted and she bucked against me as I continued to push her to her breaking point.

My balls tightened and I could feel myself losing the grip I had on my endurance. Her teeth gently grazed against my shaft and she lifted her hips as high as she could as her body tensed up. A rush of her sweet juices escaped her and Abby's peachy scent filled the air.

While her body was still convulsing from her orgasm, my own had just begun. Heated waves of pleasure consumed my body, burning me from the inside and gathering in my groin. My hot, thick seed shot into Abby's throat and I finally stopped licking her clit. Her tongue danced along my shaft, coaxing out the rest of my cum.

Once my balls were empty, she gently scratched my thighs again. I pulled out of her and slowly rolled off of her. She moved to lay beside me with her head on my chest. Abby's hand stroked along my smooth stomach and she whispered, "Mm, I usually don't enjoy getting out of my work clothes that much."

I let out a long sigh and put my hand around her shoulders, "It's been a while since I've done anything with anyone. Thanks for this, Abby."

"Why are you thanking me?" she asked.

"Because you didn't have to do this. It's nice to feel wanted, but I can't pretend that you aren't out of my league," I mumbled.

She weakly slapped my stomach, "Don't say that. I want to enjoy this and if you're thinking it's some kind of pity thing, you're wrong."

We laid their quietly for a few more moments before she sat up, "Anyway, I'm going to get started on dinner. After that, would you still be willing to offer me that dessert?"

"Of course, but I do need to know something, baby."

"And what would that be?"

"Is this a one-time thing or are you looking to be a little more serious?" I asked.

She hesitated for a few seconds. "I don't know. I can't imagine that you'd want to actually date me. I'm a bit older than you and that's probably weird," she said.

I sat up and put my arm around her waist, "It doesn't bother me at all. We might need to keep things quiet around the office."

"I wouldn't want to lose my job, especially if it means I get to see you more often."

"Yeah, but it's work. As tempting as it might be, we're going to have to play it safe there. That does mean you couldn't drastically change the way you dress, but I would hope that you wouldn't flash someone else," I said jokingly. Of course, that wasn't a joke, but I didn't want to sound like a bitch.

She shook her head, "You have no clue how hard it was for me to even do that with you. I don't mind people looking at me, but taking chances on someone is a little hard to do. I'm just glad it's working out."

"Me too," I said.

Eventually, we got out of bed and she made dinner for us. It wasn't a surprise to me to find out that she was an amazing cook, but that didn't make the meal any less enjoyable.

Abby told me a little about her ex-husband and the issues they had together. I didn't know that she'd only been divorced for a few months. With that in mind, it made a lot more sense why she was putting herself on display.

She walked to the sink to start cleaning the dishes and I followed her. My hands fell to her shoulders and I started kneading at the tense muscles, "I'd enjoy it if we could go steady, Abby."

"Are you just saying that because I'm putting out?" she asked bluntly.

"I'm not going to pretend that isn't a nice perk, but no. You've seen enough of this life to know that there isn't a lot of joy. I'm enjoying my time with you and that means a lot. If you'd have me, I'd love to be around," I said.

Abby pushed her hips back and ground against my crotch, "You're not moving in until I'm sure you're serious. But I'm not going to pretend that I don't want you to fuck me tonight. And tomorrow. And the day after. I'm a horny person, so you'll just have to get used to that."

"You're doing dishes, Abby. That's not a very sexy thing, is it?"

"Are you saying you don't want to fuck me right now? I'm going to be a few minutes, I don't need this to be super romantic, I just need your cock inside me," she said.

I wasn't going to pretend that her ass grinding against me didn't feel great. As my cock hardened, I slid my hands down her back and held onto her hips, "You weren't joking about the horny thing, were you?"

"Shh, just fuck me," she cooed.

I chuckled and reached between us and positioned my crown at her entrance, "Such a bad girl."

"Shh, youngun. If you call me girl one more time, I'll bend you over my knee and spank you like the brat you are."

My hips pushed forward and I let out a quiet moan at the warm sensation surrounding my cock. Her walls massaged my shaft as I pushed deeper into her and she let her head hang limp for a moment. Right or wrong, this workplace relationship was definitely something I needed in my life.

Abby's hands moved to hold either side of the sink and she leaned further forward, "F-Fuck the dishes."

I took hold of her hips again and thrust into her slowly, "I'd rather just have you, baby."

I could practically hear her eyes rolling. "The more you talk, the sillier I feel about this."

Point taken. She was a woman that knew what she wanted and I wasn't going to pretend that I was something I wasn't. Right now, I was a woman that was turned on and needed release.

I worked into a steadier rhythm while picking up my pace gradually. Each thrust was a little faster than the last until I fell into a comfortable pattern. While I wanted to cum, I wanted this to be pleasurable for her as well. I slid my hand around her waist and let my fingers massage her clit while I hammered into her.

The slightly snippy banter was nowhere to be found. All Abby could do now was moan like an absolute whore and that was music to my ears. Between my cock stretching her pussy and my fingers working her clit, Abby was soon cursing under her breath.

I didn't care how many times I made her cum before I finished. The goal for tonight was to show her that I cared about her pleasure as well. If she was a horny woman, she would need a girlfriend that knew how to take care of that problem.

Abby let out a loud cry as her thighs clamped together. Her pussy tightened around my shaft. I didn't stop pounding her for a second, instead, I chose to force her to even higher levels of bliss.

My balls slapped against her wet thighs and I couldn't hold a train of thought any longer. All that was on my mind was the mind-numbing sensation of her tight lips around my cock. This could be my life with her.

Casual conversation and good sex. That's a combination that anyone would kill for.

Abby's thighs finally relaxed enough to let me work my hips faster. My own moans flowed from me and I couldn't stop myself from whimpering softly on occasion. She felt too good. I didn't want to stop hammering away at her depths, but I knew that I would cum if I didn't.

I moved my free hand to her shoulder and pulled her into my strokes. Each time my base slammed into her, I let out a quiet grunt. She didn't tell me to stop or warn me to pull out, so I had to assume that she was on birth control.

Warmth radiated throughout my body and I moaned uncontrollably. I couldn't hold back any longer if I wanted to. My fingers furiously worked her clit as I gave a few final thrusts into her.

She looked back at me with wide eyes and an open mouth. The shock on her face told me that I might have fucked up, but it was too late. My thick cum was already shooting deep inside her and I didn't have the willpower to pull out if I wanted to. In the heat of the moment, I didn't care if I got her pregnant.

Her pussy gripped my shaft one final time as her third orgasm of the night consumed her. Shocked or not, she seemed to enjoy having my cum inside her. I slowly pulled out of her and she let out a deep, content sigh.

After a few moments, she spoke softly, "I enjoyed that more than I should have."

"You're not the only one," I said quietly.

"I'm not upset."

"I should have asked."

"If I get pregnant, you'll stick around, won't you?" she asked, the worry creeping into her tone."

I turned her around and gave her a deep kiss. She didn't fight my tongue pushing into her mouth. Her hands fell to my ass and she returned the kiss passionately. After a few moments, I broke the kiss and flashed her a smile before saying, "If that's what'll get you to keep me around, I'll keep pumping you full, baby."

Story Three

Fertile for the Futa

Emily and the Boss’s Wife


“When you finish that report, come to my office for a quick talk, Emily,” Victor said with his typical smug tone.

I nodded and feigned a smile, “Of course, sir.” There was nothing worse than dealing with a piece of shit boss. Victor was a petty tyrant if I’d ever met one. He always found a reason to remind people that they were beneath him.

To put it gently, my work environment was absolutely toxic and I hated being here. The money was nice, but even that wasn’t enough to keep me from wanting to quit. If Victor had one more thing to say that was an off-handed compliment about my ass, I was going to walk the fuck out.

After I finished my task, I headed to Victor's office and started preparing my 'fuck you' speech. He smiled warmly at me and had a card in his hand.

I cocked my head to the side and he extended his hand to me, "Hey, so my wife wanted to throw a party for the office on Saturday. You're a part of that and I would really appreciate it if you could show up."

After having gotten myself ready to tell him to go fuck himself, I was a little shocked. I took the card and nodded, "Yeah, I should be able to make it. Is there any kind of attire I should wear?"

"Casual, but try not to show too much skin, I wouldn't want to see the guys staring at you too much. Not in my house, at least," he quipped.

If it wasn't for the somewhat sweet offer of the party, I would have let him have that damn speech I had somewhat prepared!

After the workday came to a close, I headed home and opened the card he gave me. Inside was a handwritten invitation from what I could assume was his wife. I'd met her a time or two and I didn't have a problem in the world saying that Victor didn't deserve her. She was leagues beyond him and I figured she was only with him for the money, but damn. Jennifer could do much better than that weasel.

I threw on a pair of jeans and a nice black blouse to keep things casual but not too much so. I knew that Victor had quite the impressive home which is why I figured it would be best to err on the side of safety. If not for that, I would have loved to wear a pair of short shorts and a tank top. Being comfortable was far more important than being dressed up to me.

Once I was finished getting ready, I headed over and pulled into Victor's driveway. The three-story home was beyond impressive, the fucker didn't deserve this nice of a home. My two-bedroom apartment was about all Victor deserved. He made his living by cutting the throats of his business partners and laughing while their companies failed.

I hated being a part of what we did, but at least my hands were clean. Accounting wasn't the most glamorous of jobs, but it was something that kept food on my table. Even if it meant working for a scumbag like Victor.

I was greeted at the door by Jennifer. My eyes immediately dropped to her cleavage and I blushed when she cleared her throat, "Hey, Emily. Come on in, make yourself at home. The party isn't officially going to start for another fifteen minutes. I like that you're early though."

It was hard to keep from looking back down at her exposed chest. The dark blue cocktail dress she wore had her curves on display. My panties got a little tighter as I walked in the house, "I try to be early to most things I care about. What's the occasion?"

"Girl to girl, Victor finally agreed to start trying to get me pregnant," she said excitedly.

I nearly stumbled at those words. I knew they were married, but I could at least pretend that Victor wasn't actually getting to fuck this woman. She was gorgeous and at best, he was average. I guess money really can win a woman over. Then again, I shouldn't judge, if a handsome guy wanted to sweep me off my feet and pay off my college debt, I'd probably let him.

"I'm excited for you. You deserve nice things, Jennifer," I said quietly.

She brushed her straightened brunette hair over her ear and smiled at me, "I don't think it's that big of a deal. To be honest, he's been trying for a while. He went to a doctor earlier this week and got the confirmation that he's not shooting blanks."

I cocked my head to the side, "So what's been the hold-up?"

Jennifer looked at me and then looked to her feet. My shame knew no bounds, with her eyes averted, I let myself enjoy the sight of her lightly tanned breasts once again. When she looked back up, she spoke quietly, "Could we talk somewhere a little more private for a few minutes?"

I nodded and she led me into a guest bedroom. "You can't tell anyone, but you're a woman and I hope you've got a little insight into this. Victor isn't exactly the largest. By that, I mean, he's barely able to get inside me at all and most of his... You know..."

I shrugged my shoulders.

Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson and she blurted out, "His cum doesn't even stay inside."

I should have been able to sympathize with her. Truly, I wanted to. But I just heard that my prick of a boss had a micropenis and his wife thought I was a genetic female. Those were two very nice things in my book. Being trans isn't a walk in the park, but having a beautiful woman not notice any signs of my birth gender felt amazing.

"Have you thought about getting the sperm put in an egg and have that put in you? In-vitro fertilization or something like that?"

"God, Victor would die if he had to explain why he couldn't get me pregnant to another soul. Speaking of, you won't tell anyone I told you this, right?" she asked, the concern shining through.

I shook my head, "Your secret is safe with me. I don't like your husband and I'm not going to pretend to, but you've never done anything to hurt me. If he can't get you pregnant and isn't willing to take other steps, what do you think you can do to get pregnant?"

"Short of cheating on him, I don't know," she said. Her shoulders slumped and she looked into my eyes for a moment before smiling weakly at me, "But I guess I shouldn't be bothering you about it."

"You're not bothering me. I wouldn't want you to think that I don't care. I want to help you if I can, but this seems like something that I shouldn't get involved in," I mumbled.

She sighed and nodded towards the door, "The party should be getting started soon. I hope I can talk to you later?"

"Yeah, that would be nice," I said quietly. She led the way back into the den and before long, people started showing up.

I couldn't help but feel bad for Jennifer. She was a nice woman that did deserve nice things. Victor managed to coil around her and bring her into his suffocating presence, but she probably had to be there for some reason. I'd have to ask her about that, maybe she would be able to shine some light on why she was with him. Surely, she could have found someone better than him.

Victor found me about half an hour into the party and pulled me off to a corner. "Hey, Emily, I was just telling Steve about how great you've been to have on board. He suggested something that I thought was a damn fine idea. Want to hear it?"

From the slight slur in his voice, I could tell he'd been drinking. "Sure?" I asked.

"I think you should get a raise. Just a bit of a raise. Maybe a dollar and a half? That sound good? Is that fair?"

Jesus, how much had he drank? "I would really appreciate that, but you don't have to, Victor."

"No, you deserve it. You've been good. Good, good girl," he muttered.

"Hey, Victor, you might want to lay off the booze for a little while," I said.

He shrugged his shoulders and drank from his bourbon glass, "I've got a reason to celebrate. My wife wants to have a baby. That means I'm going to eventually have to take more time off. That means you're going to be looked at for a promotion. Don't get cocky about that, Emily."

All this news felt a little too soon. I hate Victor's guts, why the fuck is he offering me these things? Surely someone else in the office could have done a better job. Well, maybe not. I do work my ass off, but there are only so many things that I can do as an accountant.

I sighed and patted Victor on the shoulder, "I'm excited for you. Just take care of yourself, alright?"

He nodded, "You take care of yourself too. Oh, my wife wanted to talk to you. Something about needing help making more snacks. I think she was in the kitchen."

Anything would be better than having my drunk boss eying me up and down while talking about a potential promotion. I didn't like the thoughts that sprung up regarding that. If he expected me to spread my legs for his micropenis, he would be disappointed on two accounts. I doubt he'd want to see mine, not if he was shy about his tiny cock.

I headed into the kitchen and found Jennifer there cutting sandwiches into triangles. "Hey, Emily, just in time. Do you think you could help me get some more of these made? The guys are getting hammered in there and they're going to need something to soak up the alcohol. I didn't expect to have to feed a bunch of drunks. The way Victor was talking, I thought this was going to be something a lot more relaxed."

"Not a problem," I said. I wasn't the serving type, so the sandwiches I made weren't nearly as nice and neat as Jennifer's, but I doubted any of the drunk shits would even notice.

Once we finished, we took them into the den and the guys crowded around the table to devour the food. Jennifer and I scurried away to the safety of the kitchen.

"They're acting like animals," she said.

I chuckled, "Drunk guys will do almost anything. Just give it ten minutes and one of them will be crying and hugging another one. Someone else will be trying to start a fight, then one dude is just going to whip his dick out and start hollering."

Jennifer laughed, "Let's hope it isn't my husband that decides to do the last of those things."

"Oh yeah, mass office firing," I said.

She smiled and nodded, "He's always been really prideful."

I stepped closer to her and crossed my arms over my chest, "So what's the deal with you two?"

"What do you mean?"

"I just don't think he's the kind of guy that a woman like you would be into," I said.

She sighed and looked away from me, "It's not really something you'd want to hear about."

"I wouldn't have asked if I wasn't interested."

"I warned you," she said and turned to look at me again. "My parents forced me to marry him or they would remove me from their wills. They said that they would rather me have nothing if I couldn't give my children a proper future. It didn't make much sense to me at first, but once I got to know him, he's not all bad. Sure, he's a bit rough around the edges, but he's still a good man. Most of the time."

I nodded, "That does sound a little fucked up. Are you happy?"

"Happy I guess I can be. I would have preferred to live my life a little more before I settled down. But now we've been together for eight years and I've kind of just given up on my old rambunctiousness."

Her tone made me want to wrap her in a hug and never let go. "I'm sorry to hear that, but I'm kind of curious. What kind of stuff were you wanting to do before you got married?"

"Oh god, I don't know if it's a good idea to talk about this. Especially not with all these guys around, they might overhear and make things uncomfortable," she said.

The look in her eyes made me believe that she wanted to tell me, but I could also see the measure of trepidation just under the surface. I'm sure Victor would probably hate finding out I was getting his wife to tell me these things about him, but he wasn't around.

"So why don't we go somewhere a little less crowded?" I asked.

Jennifer looked around for a moment before shrugging her shoulders, "I don't see why we can't." As she started leading the way towards the second floor, she called out, "So what's it like being the only girl in the office?"

"It's not so bad. I get a lot of stares, but most of the guys know I'm..."

"You're what?" she asked.

Fuck. I didn't want to tell her, but I kind of already messed up. "I'm a lesbian." That wasn't exactly the truth of the matter, but it wasn't a lie either. She didn't need to know that I was born a male, that was something she had no reason to know.

She looked back at me, "I kind of figured you were interested in women. You were staring at my chest when you first saw me."

"What can I say, you're a beautiful woman. I don't mean to be vulgar, it's just hard to ignore someone as attractive as you," I said.

She turned around, but before she could try and hide it, I saw the redness in her cheeks. "Well, thank you. I don't have an issue with your sexuality at all. Let's hope the guys don't give you too hard of a time about it."

"They usually don't," I said as she opened the door to what I could assume was another guest room.

She sat down on the bed and nodded to the door. I closed it behind me and laid beside her. "So you asked what I wanted to do before I got married. Honestly, I wanted to experiment with a woman. I thought about trying a threeway. I really shouldn't be telling you these things."

"Don't be embarrassed. There is nothing wrong with exploring yourself, you just have to keep yourself safe when you do it. Maybe if you talk to Victor, he might let you try those things." He wasn't the kind of guy that would let his wife sleep around. Even if she wanted to, he would have to be involved and I honestly doubted he would show anyone else his tiny cock.

"I don't think he would be interested in letting me try those things. I've mentioned bringing toys into the bedroom before and that was something he absolutely wouldn't let happen," she said.

Such an insecure man. "So then why not do it without him knowing? If he isn't going to let you explore yourself with his permission, I'm sure you could find someone discrete enough to not let things be known."

She paused for a second and then got on her side and looked into my eyes. There was a moment of hesitation before she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. In that moment, time seemed to stand still.

I was trying to encourage her to explore herself with another person, but I wasn't going to just turn down the opportunity to explore her. She needed to know about my cock, but that would have to wait a moment, until after I'd let myself fall in love with her strawberry lipstick.

I parted my lips and she slowly pushed her tongue into my mouth. Jennifer rolled on top of me and started grinding against my crotch. My hands shot to her sides in a moment of panic and she broke the kiss for a moment, "It's fine. I could see the bulge in your pants earlier. You're still a woman, Emily. B-But do I need to stop?"

"If you're fine with this, I'm not going to say a damn thing to Victor," I said.

She smiled and kissed me again. Her cocktail dress rode up slowly and I didn't bother holding back. My hands fell to her ass and I squeezed those tight cheeks while grinding my own hips into hers.

Her breathing got faster and I could feel my own heart racing in my chest. If she was half as horny as I was right now, this wasn't going to end well for Victor. Maybe it would. If he didn't find out, his wife might just be able to be happier around the house.

After a few more moments, she rolled off me and panted heavily. "I'm going to ruin my panties if we keep this up, Emily."

"I'm sure Victor will buy you more," I purred and unbuttoned my jeans.

She reached down and unzipped them and pushed her hand into my panties. Her thin fingers wrapped around my thick cock and I let out a quiet moan.

"Shh, you don't want them to hear you, do you?"

"If someone hears us, they're way too drunk to be sure of what they heard," I said.

She smiled and slowly stroked my cock, "Or so you hope, Emily. Just how big is this damn thing?"

"Ten and a half," I said confidently.

"Son of a bitch. You've got seven inches on Victor. This fucking thing is going to rip my pussy in half," she groaned.

I smiled and pushed my pants and panties down to let her see my cock in its full glory. "So you've already decided you want to go all the way?"

"Why wouldn't I? It's not like you can tell anyone. You'd lose your job and you wouldn't get to come over and visit anymore. You wouldn't want to ruin a good thing, would you?"

"I think I should have a little bit of a condition as well."

Jennifer shifted down the bed and licked the head of my cock before looking up to me with hungry eyes, "And what makes you think you can play that game?"

I smiled and put my hand on the back of her head, "Because I can get you pregnant."

She pulled away from my cock and a smile crossed her lips, "So what would condition are you trying to propose, Emily?"

"That you tell your husband that you really feel a connection to me and you want to visit me occasionally. Don't worry, it's not about the sex. I'm just hoping that you're feeling the same way I do. Trapped in a situation that has too many pros to run away from, but too many cons to really want to stay."

"Victor will know first thing in the morning," she said. "Because I do feel the same. Maybe this is just about the sex. I don't know yet, Emily. But I do know that I'm going to lock the door and make sure to give you a reason to keep your job."

Jennifer got off the bed and locked the door. She pulled her dress off gracefully and let it fall to the floor. The natural light streaming in through the curtains gave her an almost supernatural glow. Truly, Jennifer looked the part of an angel in that black lingerie set.

She walked back to the bed and worked her panties down her thighs before smiling sheepishly at me. "I never thought I'd get naked for anyone other than a doctor or my husband. Consider yourself lucky."

I kicked my jeans and panties the rest of the way down my legs and smiled at her, "Trust me, I definitely think I'm one lucky gal right about now. A raise and a sexy woman in one day? I think I might be in heaven," I teased.

She got on the bed and straddled my cock, "Not yet." Her hand moved to grasp my thick shaft and she let out a quiet moan as my head positioned against her entrance.

There was a moment of hesitation before she eased herself slowly down the first few inches of my cock.

Jennifer let out a quiet cry of pain as my cock stretched her wide, "F-Fuck it's so big."

"You can stop if you want, Jen, I'm not forcing you," I said quietly.

Her body didn't look like it could even handle my cock, but she kept forcing more inside her, "S-Shut up, I can take this. Fuck I want it so bad."

I sighed and put my hands on her waist, "Stay still."

She sighed and stopped moving. I rolled her onto her back and smiled down at her and whispered, "Let me take care of this. Just enjoy yourself, Jen. You deserve it."

Jennifer smiled and that familiar blush lit up her cheeks once more, "F-Fine."

I slowly thrust into her tight lips. Each time I felt her heated desire around the middle of my cock, I pulled back out and started again. I needed her to be drenched if she had any chance of taking my entire length.

That didn't seem like it would take all that much work though. She moaned and writhed under me, each time my cock pumped into her, she let out a whimpering cry of pleasure and bucked her hips to meet mine again.

I didn't care how wrong it was to sleep with a married woman. Hell, I couldn't care less that she was cheating on Victor. All I cared about right now was making sure that Jennifer wanted me to come back again and again.

She looked up at me with half-lidded eyes and spoke in a lusty tone, "I want it all or I want you to stop fucking me."

"When you put it like that, I guess I don't have a choice," I purred.

Her cocky smile faded as soon as I thrust until her pussy kissed my base. A slight bulge formed in her stomach and she looked at me with confusion in her eyes. "A-Am I okay?"

I smiled and nodded, "You're going to be just fine, baby. How does it feel?"

My hips ground into hers slowly. Each short motion had brought a gasp from her and I loved every sound coming from her. She wanted the entire thing, she got it. Poor little Jennifer, she didn't realize just how big I really was. Especially not when she had Victor's cock to work with.

"I-I think I'm in love," she moaned.

"That's fine by me, just don't forget to keep this a secret. You wouldn't want Victor to take me away from you, would you?" I asked.

"F-Fuck no," she said.

I smiled and leaned down to kiss her. She opened her mouth to let me explore her further and I started thrusting into her in long, deep strokes while my tongue danced with hers. This is what Jennifer deserved. Not that piece of shit Victor that just wanted her as a trophy.

Her legs wrapped around my lower back and she let me take full control. Every time my hips crashed into hers, the bed shook and I felt myself getting closer to my orgasm. Her inner walls gripped and massaged my cock with each stroke and I couldn't imagine going back to masturbating after having something so heavenly around my shaft.

She moaned into our kiss and I felt her hands grip my shoulders tightly. Her nails dug into my shirt and further into my skin. A little pain didn't do anything to make me want her less.

Her stomach tightened and I could feel her pussy start convulsing around my cock and within moments, a warm rush of juices squirted onto my hips. Her thighs were soaked and I couldn't help but giggle as I hammered into her. My balls slapped against her wet thighs and I let out a quiet groan as I felt the heated surge of euphoric release pulsing through me.

I slammed into her one final time and broke our kiss as my cock throbbed within her depths. Each pulse sent another wave of my hot, thick cum into her depths and I collapsed on top of her. Her legs let go of my back and her fingers stopped digging into my shoulders. She rubbed my back weakly and spoke quietly, "I hope you don't mind me saying this, but I think I love you, Emily."

"It's just the sex right now, Jen. But that doesn't mean you won't actually mean that soon. I think I could get used to this. Victor is a pain in my ass, but if you're here for me, I'm pretty sure I can find a reason to stick around for a while longer."


Story Four

Fertile for the Futa

Thea and her Best Friend


Helping a friend through a break up never gets any easier. Laura being my best friend didn’t make this any easier for me. She was going through a really hard time and I was the only person she felt like she could trust right now. Laura didn't know what I was going through right now, but that was something I would tell her later. No reason to drag her further down a dark hole with my bad news.

I knocked on her front door and it took a few minutes before she finally answered. She pulled the door open and I couldn't help but feel horrible for her. Laura's nose was red from the constant crying, her eyes slightly swollen from those tears, and the t-shirt she wore looked like she'd been using it as a tissue.

Poor girl, she deserved much better than what Chad did to her.

"H-Hey, Thea, thanks for coming over," she mumbled.

I stepped inside and closed the door, "It's freezing out there, wouldn't want to let that cold air in, would we?"

"I guess not," she said dismissively.

I put my hands on her shoulders and sighed, "We need to get you into a bath. I promise you'll start feeling better once you start taking care of yourself again."

"I don't want to," Laura whined.

"No, but you have to. I'm not going to argue with you, hon. You wanted me to come over to help make you feel better, so we're doing this my way," I said.

She smiled weakly and nodded, "You got it, boss."

I rolled my eyes and put an arm around her waist and guided her into the bathroom. Once inside, I started running warm water for her and gestured to her clothes, "I'll grab you a change of clothes, what do you want to wear?"

"Pajamas."

"Good thing I didn't want to take you out today, huh?" I asked teasingly.

"I guess," she said.

I'd have to work on breaking her out of the shell she was living in right now. It had only been three days since she and Chad had their fight. This was the first official day of their break up. For them to both be adults, they were definitely holding onto this relationship as if it were life or death.

I couldn't really demean her or fault her for that, but she needed help and I could only hope that I would be able to do a good job as her friend. She knew a lot about me and knew that I wouldn't let her just sit here and rot in a corner. If she expected my help to be painless, she would be sorely mistaken and that was something I was fine with.   

After getting to her room, I opened her closet and pulled out a pair of pink pajama pants with a large pink t-shirt that I'd seen her sleep in more than a few times. Hopefully going for things that she found comforting would help her.

Just as I was heading out of the room, I realized that I hadn't grabbed her any underwear. Part of me wanted to just skip it, I doubted she would care. But... If I was trying to make her feel better, maybe feeling sexy would help a little with that. Laura wasn't exactly vain, but she did like having all eyes on her for the most part.

I opened her lingerie drawer and snagged a full set of pink lingerie for her. Might as well make her feel like the Easter bunny. The pink thong had a matching garter belt and stockings, as well as a bra of the same shade. The sheer satin felt great to the touch and I couldn't deny that I was excited to see her put the lingerie on, but I had to focus on her first. Not my own perverse thoughts about my best friend.

I walked back to the bathroom and sat the clothes on the sink and she looked at them curiously. "Why get those?"

"Because you like to look good," I said casually as I looked over her naked body. It wasn't the first time I'd seen her nude, but I felt my cock stiffening in my panties. Luckily I was wearing some rather tight pants that kept it from getting too obvious. At least, if my shirt stayed in place, it wouldn't be obvious.

"Thank you for coming," she said softly.

I nodded and sat on the edge of the bathtub, "Want me to wash your back?"

She sat up and leaned forward, "Please?"

I grabbed the washcloth and lathered it up with her body wash before scrubbing her back. "So what did you want to do today besides sit around and feel horrible? Need me to help with laundry or anything?"

"You don't have to help around the house. I just didn't want to be alone."

"I'm always going to be here for you when you need me, babe," I said.

I felt her tense up and she looked away from me, "H-He loved calling me babe."

"Oh, don't you even start that! He doesn't deserve to have you worrying about him and wasting your emotions on him. Chad cheated on you, Laura. Is that really the kind of guy you want to be with?"

She sighed and shook her head, "N-No."

"Exactly. Now, we're going to finish cleaning you up, you're going to get dressed and we're going to watch TV and snuggle!" I said firmly.

Laura gave me a weak smile and nodded, "I love it when you're bossy, Thea."

"That's just because you're used to it." My hand teased along her hips before I finally handed the washcloth back to her. If I let myself keep going, I'd be playing with her ass and she didn't need that right now.

I hated that Chad managed to get with her when she and I first met. It was less than a week after meeting her that I knew I wanted to be with her. I guess Chad just had the balls to ask her out first, but that didn't change the fact that I wanted to be in her life.

Two years had passed since then. Laura and I were close, but I couldn't imagine a world in which she would want to be with me sexually. Sure, we got drunk and made out a time or two in front of Chad, but that was us just being a little wild. If there was any way I could have made those nights longer or have her to myself, I would have.

She pulled the stopper from the bathtub and I took the cue to step out of the bathroom while she changed. I headed into her bedroom and grabbed her comforter and brought it into the living room. I let out the large recliner’s leg rest and climbed onto it and pulled the remote from the coffee table.

Before I'd even picked a show to watch, Laura walked into the living room and I couldn't help but let out a quiet gasp. She had the pajamas draped over her arm. That lingerie set looked even better than I imagined it would on her. Laura did a little spin for me and I could feel a bead of precum wetting my panties when that tight ass of hers came into view.

"What do you think?" she asked as she made her way to the recliner.

"You look amazing, but don't you think you should put the pajamas on if we're going to snuggle?" I asked.

"Why?"

"Uh, let's not play dumb, babe. You know I think you're hot, if you're going to be cuddling up to me, something is going to happen," I said. There was no reason to pretend that I wasn't aroused at the moment and if she kept on, I wasn't going to stop her. I gave her a warning, that was enough.

Laura pulled up the edge of the cover and got onto the recliner with me. She faced away from me and pressed her ass firmly against my crotch, "And?"

A quiet groan escaped me and I took a deep breath. "I'm hard, you know that, don't you?"

"I can feel it," she said as she wiggled herself against me.

"You know that I don't want to do this right after you just had something horrible happen to you," I whispered.

Laura reached back and grabbed my arm and pulled it over her stomach, "Then you don't have to do anything. Just hold me. Please?"

I pulled her torso closer to mine and moved the remote to my free hand and threw on a random series. The TV didn't interest me as anything beyond a way to break some of this awkward tension.

A few minutes into the show, she turned over and looked into my eyes, "How do you do it?"

The question was a little random. "Do what?"

"Stay single. It's been less than a day and I miss knowing that someone cares about me. Sure, Chad might have cheated on me, but he used to be so sweet to me."

"I can stay single because I'd rather save my time for someone that is worth it. There are a ton of people I could make happy for a few months, but that doesn't mean they'd be what I'd want to be with for the rest of my life. In my opinion, it's not worth spending all the time getting to know someone when you already know that you're not that interested in them. I've got someone in mind."

Her eyes seemed to lose a little of their light, "Oh. I guess I should expect to meet them sometime?"

I shrugged my shoulders, "I don't think that's necessary. You already know her."

She sighed, "Melissa?"

"Stop guessing. It's been you for a long time. I just don't know if you feel the same way. I don't want to push you into anything, but I'm not going to sit here and lie to you," I said.

Telling her about my feelings wasn't exactly what I wanted to do right after she'd lost her boyfriend. But I'd already stuck my foot in my mouth by telling her why I stayed single.

Laura smiled and grabbed the TV remote off the armrest and turned the volume down. "I know you've been wanting me for a while. I just kind of thought it was just for the sex. Then again, I know you're not the kind of person to chase after someone if you want to fuck them."

"Are you sure you want to be having this conversation right now?" I asked.

She nodded, "It's not like having it is going to make me want to get back with Chad. Are you scared you're just going to be my rebound or something?"

I sighed and ran my hand down her side, "I'm scared that you might think less of me if we do something. I want you to be in a better state of mind. You're my best friend, Laura, I don't want to lose you because I'm turned on."

"Thea, you're the only one of my friends who ever makes time for me when I can't do something for them. You're a true to God good person and that means so much to me. I don't think I'm ready to say the L word yet, but I really do like you. If you've been this good to me as a friend, I'm curious as to how you'd treat me as a girlfriend."

My hand slid down to her ass and I squeezed it gently, "I'd treat you pretty much the same, maybe a lot more kissing and hand holding. Not to mention sex, but that's kind of obvious isn't it?"

"A little, and you know how much of a slut I can be," she said jokingly.

I rolled my eyes, "You've only had eyes for one person at a time at least. Look, babe, if you want this to be something more than friends, you're going to have to look me in the eyes and tell me you're over him."

Laura didn't hesitate to lock eyes with me. Instead of saying anything though, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine and pressed her hips against mine. The pressure against my bulge made me groan. I pushed my tongue against her lips and she parted them.

She rocked her body against me as we deepened the kiss and I felt her hand slip between our hips. Laura started undoing my pants as she broke the kiss. I opened my eyes and saw those beautiful green eyes looking back at me. "If you're my girlfriend, I've got no reason to care about him at all. He had his chance. You've been waiting for yours. That tells me a lot about you."

I opened my mouth to speak, but her free hand pressed a finger against my lips, "We can talk more soon. I'm wet as fuck and I want you inside me, baby."

I gently bit her finger and she pulled it away, "Laura, I came over here to make you feel better, not fuck you. Don't make promises to me that you're not sure you can keep."

Her hand slid into my panties and she firmly grasped my thick cock, "Bite me again and I'll squeeze harder. Tell me I don't know what I'm saying right now, and I'll bite the damn thing off."

"You've always had a way with words, babe," I said through clenched teeth. Threatening me was one thing, but my poor cock didn't need to be held hostage!

"That's better," she said sweetly and relaxed her grip on my shaft. Without so much as another word, she disappeared under the cover and I soon felt her hands tugging at my jeans and panties. Before they'd even reached my mid-thigh, she kissed the head of my cock a few times before swallowing half of it down her throat in one smooth motion.

I didn't want to think about the times she'd probably practiced this with Chad, but I couldn't deny how great her mouth felt. Laura bobbed slowly along my cock, each time the crown was just about to pop out of her mouth, her tongue flicked against my slit a few times before swirling around the head and then in another quick motion, she took me back into her warm, wet throat. There wasn't even the slightest hint of gagging as she took my long cock.

After having made many women scream my name with my cock, I couldn't imagine that I was just small, but she made me question just how much training she'd undergone. I let out a loud hiss as her teeth gently grazed the base of my cock, "F-Fuck, I get it. You're good at sucking dick! Did you want me to blow my load now? I thought you wanted fucked, baby!"

She pulled away from my cock with a loud pop and giggled before coming out from under the cover.

"I do, but I wanted to show you what you could look forward to. You're no saint around town, Thea, I know how much you love a good blowjob. Don't think I haven't thought about us having sex before. Have you seen yourself? You're fucking gorgeous and having an eleven-inch cock is just insane. What girl wouldn't want you in her bed?"

I felt my cheeks warming. The compliments were a little crass, but that wasn't unexpected coming from Laura. She was a sweet woman, but damn she loved sex more than anyone I'd ever met.

She turned onto her side and slid her hand under the cover, "Do I need to hold my thong out of the way? And do you think you can find my pussy on your own or did you need me to do that for you?"

"Oh, now you're just asking to get pounded until you can't walk," I taunted. I reached down and pushed my pants and panties further down my thighs and then kicked them off. My hand grasped my shaft and I positioned my cock at the entrance to her ass, "This is the right hole, isn't it?"

"D-Don't you dare! Not without lube!" she screamed.

I shifted my cock to her soaked folds and chuckled, "Nice to know you like it up the ass, but that's not where I want to be right now. I think a nice, stretched pussy is just what you need right now."

She looked back at me and opened her mouth to say something, but I pushed my thick head into her and all that came out of her was a long moan. Before she could recover, I sank inch after inch into her depths. The vice grip of her walls made me want to stop and just take a few moments to enjoy her. I couldn't do that right now.

Laura was in a frisky mood and that was much better than having her be depressed. I would have preferred our first time together to be much more romantic, but I guess this wasn't all that bad. She needed someone to be there for her and I was the only person that came. Granted, I was pretty sure I was the only person she asked to come over, but that wasn't the point. I was her first choice, if not her only choice.

She trusted me more than anyone else, maybe that's why she was softly moaning my name right now. I reached around her and put my hand on her hips and pulled her against me to finish burying my massive shaft in her.

"You feeling normal again?" I asked teasingly.

She took a few moments to respond, but she locked eyes with me, "Shut up and kiss me, baby."

I smiled and then leaned in to kiss her again. The angle made it hard to deepen our kiss, but that wasn't important. My hips slowly thrust into her while we made out like we used to when we were being idiots while drunk. There was little in the way of tongue, but I missed sharing this kind of passion with her. If she wasn't just saying things, this could be our life together now.

She rolled her hips to meet my thrusts and knew that it wouldn't take too long before I would finish. Laura was everything I wanted in a woman and more. She had a spitfire personality and a desire to experience life's pleasures. When she wasn't hung up on some shit stain of a guy, she was the most vibrant person I knew.

And now she was mine.

My hand slid from her stomach to her hip and I took a firm grip. I broke the kiss and called out, "I'm close, baby!"

Her hand disappeared beneath the cover, "F-Fuck, wait for me!"

"C-Can’t!" I cried out. Laura's tight lips felt like they were sucking me back into her with each hard stroke into her. I couldn't bring myself to stop and I didn't want to if I could. After having fantasized about this moment for two years, I wouldn't steal this bliss from myself.

Her pussy clenched around my shaft and I could feel her juices soaking our thighs. Laura's loud moans only further served to push me over the edge. I couldn't hold back any longer, knowing that my new girlfriend had cum, I slammed into her as fast as I could as my balls tightened.

She looked back at me with fear in her eyes as she stammered, "N-Not inside!"

It was too late to pull out. My streams of hot, thick cum were already painting her insides white and I couldn't stop. Had I known she didn't want me to finish inside her, I would have pulled out and made her finish that blowjob she started!

Laura let out a quivering moan as I slowly pulled out of her and she looked back at me, "T-That's not good. I'm not on birth control."

"Well, we've got nine months to figure things out. I don't think I'll be going anywhere," I said quietly.

She quietly backed her hips back against mine, "T-Then I won't ask you to stop cumming inside me. I've always wanted to be a mom and I couldn't think of a better person to have a child with."

"I love you." The words flew like bullets and even though I genuinely felt that way, I wished I could take them back.

She paused for a few moments and turned her head to look at me, "I love you too."


Story Five

Fertile for the Futa

Lacey and a Goth Waitress


Going out to dinner by myself wasn't exactly the most fun thing I'd ever done. With the holidays coming up, I could finally take leave from the military for two weeks to visit my family. That meant leaving everyone I knew behind.

My home life was fine, but the friends I used to know back there either moved away or got married and had kids. Not exactly the easiest to get them to come hang out like we used to. Besides, most civilians weren't the easiest to get along with. My crude talk and not-so-subtle ways grated on most people's sense of normal.

Fuck those people.

There was no reason for me to pretend that I cared about most people's opinions. I lived life to find the simple pleasures. If people couldn't respect that I was giving up my freedom so they could have theirs, then they weren't the kind of people I wanted to talk to anyway.

It's not like I was looking for a pat on the back when it came to my service. I enlisted because I love my country. A little understanding is all I hoped for, but that seemed to be too much to expect.

I stepped into the restaurant and was seated at a booth by myself. Not too long later, a petite blonde approached me with a notepad. I looked up from the menu I'd been given and chuckled, "No shit? Angel, it's been what, four years?"

Angel's cheeks flushed and she nodded, "Something like that. It's nice to see you, Lacey. Anyway, what can I get you to drink?"

"For now, let's just do water with no ice, please. But how long do you have left on your shift?"

She glanced at her watch, "Almost an hour, why?"

"Would you want to catch a drink with me after you're off work?" I asked.

Angel hesitated for a moment before nodding, "You're paying, I still haven't forgotten the last time you took me out on a date."

I smiled and closed the menu, "And I'll have a medium rare steak with fries, please. Angel, I used to be a bit of an asshole back then. Transitioning helped me find who I really was."

She sighed and took the menu from me, "It's not like I haven't checked on your Facebook page a time or two, Lacey. It's nice to see you again, let's just hope you don't leave me at my doorstep without so much as a kiss goodbye again."

Fuck that stung. She had every right to be bitter about our last date. It was strange to me though, I'd done nothing but be respectful as I could be back then. I didn't have much money when I was younger so I couldn't pay for the date. Then I thought I was doing the chivalrous thing by not pushing for something more at the end of that date. As it turned out, Angel wasn't as saintly as her name would imply.

Mistakes of my youth might try and haunt me, but she wanted to go back out. Surely, I did something right back then to leave a good impression. Alternatively, she could have just snooped around and found some of my more sex-positive posts. Either way, as she walked away to get my water and place my order, I enjoyed watching that tight ass of hers sway with each step.

My dinner didn't take too long to get made and when she brought it back, she smiled warmly at me. "Do you think we could skip the drinks and just get something to eat and head back to my place?"

"Sounds like someone is a little horny," I teased.

She rolled her eyes, "You know I've always found you hot, Lacey. If you don't want to fuck me, I'll just head home at the end of my shift by myself."

I gestured for her to take a step closer to me so that she would be a little obscured from prying eyes. When she did, I slid my hand between her legs and let my fingers firmly press against her pussy, "We don't have to wait until you get home if you're already desperate for my cock."

Her eyes widened for a moment before she let out a quiet whimper. She sighed and whispered, "The bathroom doesn't have a lock on the door."

"Why does that matter, Angel? I'm sure you'd love for someone to catch us," I purred and let go.

There was a moment of lingering tension before she nodded, "Enjoy your food. I'll be back in a little bit to check on you."

I'd never had sex in a public bathroom and the thought excited me. My first night back on leave and I'd already lined up my first lay. Maybe not my only lay, but maybe the only person I fucked on leave. From what I remembered, Angel was a bit of a wild one and that alone made it hard for me to keep my cock in my pants.

As I ate, I couldn't stop thinking about her. Seeing her wait on other tables only served to further my desire. Having her bend over to pick up dishes and such shouldn't have been nearly as hot as it was. Then again, those tight black pants she had on made it easy to fall in love with her ass.

I took my time finishing my meal and still had to wait about fifteen minutes until she finally came back over to me without the pouch around her waist. She sat opposite of me in the booth and asked quietly, "How long are you here for?"

"Two weeks."

"Plenty of time for me to hang out with you or are you busy?" she asked.

I nodded, "If some of that time is spent at my family's place, you can be there. I won't just abandon the plans I had with them, but I wouldn't mind the company either."

"Sounds like you're trying to make an honest woman out of me," she said.

"Is that such a bad thing? Look, Angel, I'm not going to pretend that you never calling me back didn't hurt like a bitch. We aren't the same as we were back then. If you want to be with me, you're going to have to devote to me. I'm not asking you to get married or anything, but while I'm down here, I'd prefer to be the only cock inside you," I said bluntly.

She sighed and nodded, "That's fair, but you weren't innocent in the matter either. You made it sound like we were going to have the time of our lives before we had that date."

"I got nervous. You're a very attractive chick and I didn't feel comfortable with myself back then. I'm pretty sure you can understand that," I said.

She put her hand in the center of the table with the palm up and locked eyes with me. I put my hand in hers and she gently clasped it, "I understand more than you know. You're the only person I'm going to tell this, so if it gets out, I'm going to cut your nuts off."

"I won't tell anyone."

"I'm bi, don't make it a big deal. So let's level with one another, I think you're so much hotter now that you're a woman. I'm not going to act like I don't crave your cock though, you're fucking hung. It's not like I'm a slut, but I do have a thing for size, you know that."

I couldn't help but chuckle, "Is it really that big?"

"I doubt I could take the entire thing, so yeah, it's pretty big," she said.

"Well, why don't we go find out about that, baby?"

Her lips curled into a smile and she nodded towards the bathroom, "I'd love to. If you make me squirt, I might even tell you a secret."

"Challenge accepted," I said as we got out of the booth. We hurried to the bathroom and no sooner than we got in a stall, she dropped to her knees and hurried to free my cock from my jeans.

Angel pulled my pants and panties down to my ankles and immediately took the head of my cock into her warm mouth. She didn't even bother to look up at me as she started licking and sucking more of my length. I let out a quiet sigh and laced my fingers through her hair and gently pulled her further down my cock.

The soft sound of her gagging made my cock throb and I couldn't help but whimper as she used her hands to cup my ass and pull me further down her throat. She was such a slut and I loved it!

Her nose finally pressed against my crotch and I let out a deep groan before sliding my other hand down to her head. "Hold your breath," I said. I thrust my cock roughly into her mouth. The ridges of her throat massaged my cock and I couldn't bring myself to care about how loud her choking was getting. When her face started turning red, I finally pulled out of her mouth.

She desperately sucked in deep breaths of air and then called out, "F-Fuck I need you inside me. Now!"

Angel stood up and I helped her get her pants down to her ankles. The cute black panties with white hearts made me smirk. For someone that tended to be so dark, I couldn't help but let out a quiet chuckle.

"S-Shut up, they are cute," she mumbled.

"I didn't say they weren't. I just expected something a little more..."

"Emo?"

"Maybe," I said.

She chuckled and pulled them down to her knees and leaned forward. Her hands pressed against the wall. The trail of her juices from her pussy to her panties finally snapped and I let out a deep groan, "Fuck you weren't kidding about needing me, huh?"

Angel looked back at me with her intense blue eyes, "Either fuck me or get out so I can finger myself!"

She wasn't all that much different than the Angel I used to know. Get shit done or she would just do it herself. Luckily for her, I wasn't as much of a pussy as I used to be. Besides, with such a beautiful woman bent over for me, how was I supposed to take care of myself if I did walk out of here?

I pressed my cock against her entrance and pushed into her. For someone that seemed to be so slutty, she was the tightest pussy I'd ever been in. Maybe there was more to her than she was letting on. I didn't want to spend too much time thinking about that right now. Her tight walls around my cock felt too good, I didn't want to do anything but continue enjoying that sensation.

As I pushed further into her vice of a pussy, the scent of her coconut perfume was all I could smell. It was the same perfume she wore on our first and only date. The same perfume she used to wear all the time when we spent time together... The same perfume that I bought to remind myself of her.

I used to hate myself for falling in love with Angel. She was too wild for me when I was younger, but now that we had a few years to find ourselves, I couldn't help but dream of a life with her. Angel let out a quiet groan as my cock pushed against her cervix and mumbled, "T-That's all I can take."

"For now, you'll eventually stretch, it just takes plenty of practice," I cooed.

"Sounds like you've got experience," she said with a hint of disappointment in her voice.

I felt a little guilty that I'd become very promiscuous while I was in the military. She couldn't hold that against me, she didn't take me when she had the chance to all those years ago. I wasn't going to pretend that I didn't want to be with her though.

"I've had plenty of experience, but that only counts for so much when it's pretty much emotionless. Now, do you want to have this conversation now or do you want me to fuck you like you wanted me to?"

"Conversation can wait. Fuck me before I ask you to pull out," she said.

The slight angst in her tone reminded me quite a bit of the old Angel I used to know. I couldn't help but smirk as I started pumping into her tight depths. She used to be such a bitch, but she was the kind of chick that would die for you if you were her friend. My little spitfire.

Her moans got louder and louder as I worked my cock into her faster. The main door to the bathroom squeaked as it was opened and I quickly covered her mouth with my hand. She opened her mouth and bit my hand in return. The pain wasn't all that bad, but I wasn't pulling away. If someone caught us, they might end up kicking us out.

While I didn't care about not being able to come back to this restaurant, I wanted to cum before I left!

I slowed my thrusts while the other woman used the restroom. By the time she finally finished and washed her hands and left, I could feel my balls aching for release. At the rate I was pumping into her, I wouldn't have been able to cum. I finally pulled my hand away from her mouth and she called out, "Fucking plow me, baby. I'm so close!"

"That makes both of us. Inside or out?" I asked.

"Inside, I'm on birth control," she said.

There were few things better than filling a woman with cum so I wasn't going to argue with her. My hands slid down her back and pushed under her shirt. I ran it up her torso and let it pool around her shoulders. My hands cupped her breasts through her bra and I pulled her closer to me.

Angel's warm back pressed against my torso and I slammed into her hard enough to nearly knock her feet out from under her. Each hard thrust made my balls slap against her and my breathing got heavier as I neared my climax.

She let out a hissing breath as her pussy clenched my cock. Her inner walls massaged my shaft as I pumped into her and her arms and legs went limp. Angel's weight wasn't enough to bother me in the slightest, being in the military forced me to keep myself in good shape. Holding her hundred pound frame was a walk in the park, besides, there was something satisfying about using her as a fuck toy while she came.

A stream of juices sprayed forth from her and she let out a high-pitched cry that I was sure someone probably heard. I couldn't keep myself together after that display of sheer bliss.

My cock pounded into her and I let out a deep groan as I felt my balls tightening up. With a few final, vicious strokes into her cunt, my hot, thick cum started shooting into her. Rope after rope of my orgasm filled her to the brim and I could feel it trickling down my shaft as she moaned.

"S-So full," she murmured.

"It's been a little while since I've cum," I said with a smirk.

She put her hands over mine and pressed them tight against her breasts, "W-Want to hear that secret?"

I ground my softening cock into her and whispered, "I forgot about that, sure. I think I earned it."

Angel turned to look at me as best she could and smiled. She kissed me and then pulled away from me and pulled her panties up, then her pants. Once she was dressed again, she spoke in a hushed tone, "I'm not on birth control."

I felt a jolt of fear run through me, "W-Wait what?"

"All that cum inside me, you're definitely going to end up being a mother. You should know by now, Lacey. I always get what I want," she purred.

I wanted to be mad at her but I couldn't bring myself to be that upset. She'd made it pretty clear that she wanted to be with me and I couldn't see that being all that bad. Besides, the military took care of families and I was twenty-four. I wasn't going to get any younger and I'd always wanted to have a family.

Just because she went about it underhanded, I didn't much mind. That didn't mean she was going to get off the hook easily though.

"You're coming to dinner with my family tomorrow. You're going to tell them that you've been talking to me for six months and then you're going to tell them you love me. Think you can do that?" I asked.

She smirked and slid back down to her knees and looked up at me, "That's not hard. I do love you, Lacey. You might be mad at me now, but I know you're not the kind of woman to just let people struggle by when you can make a difference. Besides, a good soldier needs someone to take care of them when they come home, right?"

As I opened my mouth to agree with her, she took my cock fully into her mouth and bobbed slowly while using her tongue to clean my cock. How could I even stay mad at her? It's not like I didn't want her all along, I just hated that she made the move that glued us together.

A year later, my little Angel and my daughter Trish were the light of my life. We got married later that year at my parent's house on the fourth of July. There were more than a few explosions that happened that night, one of which probably would end up with my second child being on the way.

It was strange to think that my lover managed to trick me into this life. If only she knew that I would have worked so much harder to get her.


Story Six

Fertile for the Futa

Tracy Cheats with the Pool Cleaner


Every second Tuesday and third Thursday of the month were tests of my patience and loyalty to my wife. We’ve been together for six years and in those six years, I’ve loved her so very much. But that didn’t mean my lust was satiated. As much as I appreciated what she’d done for me, I couldn’t deny that my cravings were far more overwhelming than hers.

Having a millionaire wife was a great benefit for me. She encouraged me to stay at home and keep the house clean if that’s what I wanted. Hell, she encouraged me to do anything I damn well pleased. She had what she liked to call “Fuck you” money. The kind of money that she could throw around instead of having to answer to someone.

While that was nice, she also gave me a pretty sizable allowance. Sure, at the age of twenty-eight, I didn’t really need to have an allowance. I knew how lucky I was to have her in my life, but I wasn’t going to deny that when our pool cleaner came twice a week that I wasn’t tempted.

She was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever met in my life. If it wasn’t for the fact that I’d probably lose everything by playing around with her, I’d have done it by now. That didn’t make it any easier when she got out of her car and walked up to the front entrance. I buzzed her in and she headed straight to the outdoor pool. That one was harder to clean than our indoor pool, but she never complained.

Up until today, I’d never had a reason to really interact with her all that much. I knew that it would be better if I just stayed away from the temptation.

My willpower wasn’t the strongest…

I called my wife but she didn’t answer. That was normal, so I left her a voicemail, “Hey, baby, the pool cleaner made it here on time again. You know, she’s actually pretty good about that. Anyway, I wanted to tell you that I love you and I miss you. I hope you can make it home before Friday.”

Playing phone tag with my wife sucked, but she didn’t make it to the top of her corporation by being a slacker. When it came to her work, she was one of the most devoted women I knew.

Devotion… That was something that made me feel a little shameful. Even as I was telling my wife that I loved her, my eyes were on the pool girl. She was shimmying out of her pants after having already taken her shirt off. The bright red bikini she had on didn’t leave much to the imagination and I could already feel my cock rising as she started her duties.

Morgan usually took about an hour to clean the outside pool and a little longer to clean the indoor pool room. While it wasn’t as large as our outdoor pool, my wife was far more strict about what Morgan was supposed to do there. It was to be spotless, from the pool itself to the floor, even the walls.

My wife didn’t play around when it came to paying for a good service, but if it wasn’t done right, there was hell to pay. So far, our employee hadn’t disappointed us once. I just got a far different sense of satisfaction than my wife did. Morgan was just turning twenty and struggling her way through college, so when I recommended we find someone to help take some of the cleaning off my shoulders, my wife turned up with Morgan.

Apparently, Morgan was the daughter of one of my wife’s employees. That didn’t mean much of anything to me. All I could really think about when it came to Morgan was her tight round ass and those pleasantly perky breasts. I’d never really had much of a conversation with her and I was scared to get too close. The little bitch was a tease!

When she saw that I was watching her, she would intentionally bend over far more often than she needed to. Any time she could lick her lips while making eye contact with me was a chance for her to see just how hard she could make me. I didn’t want to end up cheating on my wife. But sometimes, things happen that are out of our control. Sometimes, you’ve just got to follow your heart, or your cock, whichever one is screaming the loudest at the time.

I was watching Morgan from our second-floor balcony. So far, I didn’t think she knew I was there, but I could be wrong. The woman was pretty quick to get started with her work even if no one was there to make sure she was doing anything. As she was about to get into the pool, I heard a scream and watched in horror as her right foot slipped on the wet tile around the edge of the pool.

Morgan crashed onto the ground with her left leg dropping into the pool and her right staying out. The result was her crotch slamming against the unforgiving smooth, rounded tile. She tumbled into the pool after her fall and started screaming bloody murder.

I couldn’t blame her at all! I rushed downstairs and outside with nothing but my underwear on, something I knew I would end up regretting. Even as I knelt down at the pool’s edge, offering her my hand, Morgan looked at me curiously and used my help to get out of the pool.

She laid on her back with her legs spread wide and snaked a hand down to her crotch to start massaging the pain away. What she was doing was only natural and I would have done the same, but my eyes were seeing a far different picture than the one in my mind. Morgan was pushing her wet panties into her pussy and there was no denying her puffy lips were visible.

While I was genuinely concerned about her, I couldn’t stop my body from reacting to the sight. “Morgan, are you alright? Do you want me to call an ambulance?” I asked with concern in my voice.

“N-No, I’ll be fine in a little bit, it just really fucking hurts,” she whined.

I smiled weakly at her, “Do you think you could make it inside? I can grab a towel to put down on the couch and you can rest for a little while.”

“Could you help me inside please, Mrs. Tracy?” she asked.

My cheeks paled. As I stood up and offered her my hand, I could feel my the warm, summer breeze wafting over my exposed cock. Morgan paused for a second and took my hand. After I got her up, I put my arm around her waist and started guiding her in. From the bright red color in her cheeks, I could tell that she caught an eyeful.

We both awkwardly wandered our way into the living room and I hurried into the bathroom to get her a large, fluffy towel to lay on. When I came back and laid it on the couch, she laid down on it and once again spread her legs to start trying to ease her pain. This time, she wasn’t just looking to see if she’d bruised her poor muff. Her eyes were glued to my cock. As desperate as I was to make this less painful for the both of us, I couldn’t deny that she’d only made the situation worse.

My wife didn’t decide to marry me just because I was a sweet-natured person. Admittedly, she wanted a bit of a trophy wife. One that had a little more in her panties than most women. I didn’t mind that she initially had me as an escort for her. Then again, I never expected to truly fall in love with her either. But that was years ago. Surely, it was only natural to start lusting after others?

Morgan smiled weakly and mumbled, “Sorry about this.”

“Trust me, I am too. I won’t pretend that I’m not turned on right now and I know that’s a little wrong of me, but I hope you understand,” I mumbled.

“Don’t worry, it’s okay. I won’t tell Mrs. Abby,” she said.

I shrugged, “That would depend on what you told her. Phrasing about how this situation happened would really be important, don’t you think?”

She chuckled and slid her hand into her bikini. The action seemed harmless enough, but it didn’t take long for me to see that she was just masturbating at this point. Her eyes never left my cock and I had to pretend that I didn’t notice as she started talking again.

“I could see how she would be upset if I told her that you got hard after I got in the pool. Then again, she doesn’t have to know about my little accident at all,” she said.

Her hips ground into the couch as she continued rubbing herself and I sighed heavily, “She wouldn’t know much of anything, but you’d have to stay around and finish up your job if you wanted it to seem like you didn’t hurt yourself.”

“The pain isn’t going to stick around for too long. I don’t have any cuts or anything, the rounded tile hurt, but it can’t be worse than taking that thing you’ve got there,” she said as she nodded towards my cock.

I sighed heavily and reached down to grasp my shaft. There was no denying that this was horribly wrong. Morgan was a horny college woman and I was a desperate-for-attention housewife. I didn’t blame Abby for working so much and I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t love being with her when she was here. But she wasn’t here. Almost ever.

The friends I did have weren’t really mine. They were hers. When I agreed to marry her and truly be her wife, I had to break away from a lot of the people I used to know. Not because Abby made me, but because all they would want from that point on would be handouts from my wife. The circle of friends I used to have was usually the same as myself… Street workers.

But I managed to get broken out of that situation before I got too mired in the murk. I let it change me, then again, it was hard not to. Going from struggling to put food on the table to living in a huge house with a massive yard and things that I could only have dreamed of was a huge culture shock.

Could Abby really expect me to give up the physical pleasures I used to love, though?

With Morgan acting as flirtatious as she was, I couldn’t help but want to show her just wrong she was about my cock hurting her. If she was patient, all she would feel was ecstasy.

“Shame you wouldn’t be able to find out. My wife would fire you in a heartbeat if she found out that you were talking about my cock,” I said.

“Are you going to tell her,” Morgan asked with fear in her voice.

I chuckled and shook my head, “Only if you don’t lie about what you’re doing right now.”

Morgan’s cheeks flushed and she used her other hand to pull her bikini down enough to show me that her fingers were running through her soaked lips. I could guess that the pool wasn’t the reason her pussy was soaked. At least, not the only reason.

“S-Sorry, I’ve just been a little deprived of the things I enjoy lately,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side, “How is that not hurting?”

As bad as the fall looked, I couldn’t imagine that she could really touch herself without causing herself a lot of pain.

She pushed the bikini panties further down her thighs and mumbled, “It wasn’t a real fall.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“I saw you watching me from the balcony and I couldn’t help but wonder why you were staring at me. S-So I faked it. I wanted to know what your problem was,” she mumbled.

I glared at her, “So you faked an injury to try and bitch at me for staring at you?”

She nodded.

A heat surged through me and I reached between her thighs and pushed her hand away from her pussy. My hand tightly pressed against her slit and she let out a hissing gasp, “So you mean to tell me that you dressing up in a bikini and prancing around my house is just supposed to be ignored? I’ve never made a move on you. Ever. But here you are, acting upset that I was looking at you when you practically just asked me to fuck you?”

“S-Sorry! I just didn’t like the idea of a stranger eye-fucking me!” she cried.

My fingers pinched her clit and she whimpered loudly but stayed still. “I’ll do what I damn well please in my own house, Morgan. It’s a shame that you couldn’t have been a little sweeter.”

I relaxed my hand and slid two fingertips into her entrance, “Hell, if you’d have kept up the act, I might have just fucked you like you wanted me to.”

Her eyes met with mine and I could see the desperation flickering in those hazel eyes, “W-Wait, you would fuck me?”

“Maybe. I’ve been a little pent up, but after hearing that, I don’t know if I could trust you to keep your mouth shut. Would you just lie to my face and tell my wife?”

She shook her head, “G-God no, I’d lose my job and get you in trouble. That sounds so stupid, even for me. Y-You and I could have a little fun twice a month… If your wife was too busy at work.”

I couldn’t deny that she made that sound like a damn good option. Admittedly, I’d been toying with the idea of cheating on my wife already. I knew it was wrong and that I was risking my stability. On the other hand, I’d been saving a lot of the money she gave me and even if she did decide to divorce me, I’d still have enough money to last a few years comfortably.

Maybe the risk was worth the reward. From what I heard online, cumming in someone that you knew you shouldn’t always felt so much better than doing it with the partner you had available. I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t interested to see if the internet wasn’t all lies.

“So what would I have to do if I fucked you? You plan on blackmailing me and using it against me?” I asked as I slid my fingers deeper into her.

She moaned quietly and shook her head, “No, ma’am! I j-just want something to do when I come over here. It’s such a nice house and I’d like to say I’ve lived the fancy life…”

“I don’t know if getting fucked on my couch would make you fancy, Morgan. Then again, I don’t know if I should even let you enjoy the thought of being fucked,” I pulled my fingers from her pussy.

Morgan looked at my cock and whimpered, “How can you say that when you’re turned on? Wouldn’t it just make sense to fuck me and take care of yourself? It’s not even about me!”

I bit my tongue to keep from smiling. She was playing right into the positioned I wanted her to be in. If this was to work out, I needed her to be completely desperate for my cock. Without stroking my ego too much, there was a reason that I was making decent money as an escort. While I didn’t like selling my body, I knew how to make my clients tip very well.

“I think it’s still about you. Even if I was fucking you, you’d be getting what you want. So how do I know I’ll get what I want?” I asked.

“I’ll do anything. Even anal, I don’t care how big you are!”

I chuckled and started working her panties down her legs while I spoke quietly, “And if I wanted to cum inside your tight little pussy?”

She hesitated for a moment, “Then I’d let you. I want to try this so bad, Tracy. I’ve had a few guys at college, but they’re tiny compared to you. I don’t know if I’d ever get this chance again.”

There was no denying that she was saying what I wanted to hear. As fucked up as it was, I’d always dreamed of getting a random person pregnant. The risk might have been why I found it so appealing, but most of the time, fantasies didn’t really need a reason to exist. They just did.

I spread her legs and enjoyed the sight of her glistening folds. Her hips gyrated slowly as she waited expectantly for me to slide between her legs and start pounding her. I desperately wanted to fuck her, but I knew that this was about making her feel like she’d somehow gotten what she wanted.

Instead of diving right in, I slid my panties down and took them off before unclasping my bra. My heavy breasts fell free and I ran my hands up my stomach and then cupped them. “I don’t know, Morgan. I’m starting to wonder if you even deserve to feel my cock. Liars aren’t my favorite people to reward.”

“I promise, I’ll never lie to you again. J-Just your wife,” she stammered.

“Oh, so now it’s okay to lie to my wife?” I teased.

“N-Not about anything but what we do when she’s not here!”

I smiled down at her and reached down to stroke my long, thick cock, “I don’t know if I should trust you. How about this, Morgan. You show up half an hour earlier to get your work done from now on. On top of that, you let me take a few pictures of you sitting around doing nothing.”

“W-Why?”

“So that I have a little leverage. If you start trying to fuck me over, I can just tell my wife that you’re lying to her and show her them. Who would she believe? The pool girl who probably just wants paid to do minimal work or her hard-working wife who has to do your job for you?” I asked.

She pouted for a moment before she mumbled, “Fine…”

“Good girl,” I cooed.

Morgan looked down at my cock and then to her pussy and mumbled, “C-Can I have it now?”

I nodded my head and put one knee on the couch. With as large as I was, it always took a little repositioning after I got the first few inches of my cock inside my partner. As soon as my thick crown pressed against her tight entrance, I knew that she was going to end up being a screamer.

The good news was that my wife shouldn’t be home before Friday. If she managed to show up three days earlier, I was just going to have to accept that the cosmos wanted to fuck me.

I pushed into her pussy and let out a quiet groan that was covered out by Morgan’s hissing moan. There was no denying that she was either nearly never fucked or the guys that did just had really average cocks. Her tightness was definitely my reward for dealing with her flirtatious teasing all these months.

After what she’d put me through, I really wouldn’t be lying to my wife if I told her that our pool girl was a bit of a problem. I would just prefer to deal with this problem in my way instead of firing her. Making this little slut into my personal cocksleeve would work out well for me. Even if it was just twice a month, I would still finally have an outlet that wasn’t my wife for my desires.

Besides, as much as I loved my wife, I couldn’t deny that Morgan’s pussy was far nicer. Her walls gripped my cock and she lifted her hips to make it easier for me to slide deeper into her. Once I was almost halfway inside her, I had to lift Morgan’s left leg up to my shoulder and I held onto it with my right arm. Her leg lifting away made her hips tilt and her pussy’s grip around my cock got even more snug.

I let out a low moan as I slid further into her. When I felt resistance inside her, I knew that I’d hit her cervix, but I didn’t want to stop. She hissed quietly but made no attempt to get me off her. So I did what felt right to me and pushed my hips harder into her. My crown pierced her innermost depths and she grunted from the initial pain.

“It’s going to get easier, Morgan,” I purred.

She nodded her head a few times but said nothing. Instead, she lifted her torso slightly from the couch and reached behind her back to untie her bra. Morgan tossed it to the side and I smiled as she used her hands to start playing with her nipples.

I didn’t bother trying to make this into a passionate session. She wanted to be fucked and I wanted to cheat on my wife. That’s all there was to this. I wasn’t going to pretend to love her, so she could accept what I was going to do to her or quit her job. Either result was fine by me!

I pumped into her with long, deep strokes to get her used to my size. With each motion, she let out a whimpering cry and continued playing with her nipples. The sounds coming from her had me questioning just how experienced she was. As slutty as she pretended to be, I’d barely started and she already sounded like she was about to cum!

My wife rarely made any sounds beyond a few gasps when she came and I filled her pussy with my seed. Morgan was a welcome relief. After learning how to make my partners scream in delight, going to someone like Abby made me question if I was ever that good.

Morgan’s whimpering moans and occasional pleasured screams left no doubt in my mind. Even though it was so wrong, I couldn’t pretend that it didn’t feel right. My wife should understand that I get lonely, right?

Even though I went into this with no intention of making this a consistent thing, I started to think more seriously about Morgan’s offer to do this more. Sure, it was risky, but damn, I couldn’t deny that this adrenaline rush coupled with her tight pussy didn’t make me feel so much more alive!

My hips slammed into hers. Each time I bottomed out in her depths, my heavy balls slapped against her and she moaned my name. I shouldn’t have let myself get so attached to this feeling. Morgan might have tried to manipulate me in the beginning, but I knew that she was mine now.

Her core tightened and she screamed my name as she bucked her hips desperately into my thrusts. Morgan’s walls spasmed around my cock and I felt a burst of her wet juices spray onto my lower abdomen as I continued to hammer into her.

Each time my cock pierced her cervix, I felt myself growing closer to my own orgasm. The measured strokes I was taking became nothing more than lust-driven thrusts into her. All I could feel was her tight walls massaging my cock with each pump into her. The moans that poured from her were something I’d been deprived of for years and my inevitable end came too soon.

I would have loved to stretch this out over the course of an hour, but I couldn’t hold out that long. Morgan had done what my wife couldn’t. She made me weak.

I slammed into her depths one final time and in my pleasured state of mind, I did the one thing that I knew I shouldn’t. My lips pressed against Morgan’s as my cock throbbed within her. With each heavy shot of cum into her womb, I deepened our kiss. By the time the last of my potent seed filled her depths, I’d fully invested to making out with our pool girl. I should have known better than share something that wasn’t just physical.

As much as I hated to admit it. I was starting to look forward to seeing Morgan. Sadly for my wife, I could see myself wanting more than just Morgan’s tight pussy.

After a few moments, I broke the kiss and pulled my softening cock out of her. “You know, if you get pregnant, I’m sure I could find a way to tell my wife a sob story for you.” I leaned back in and kissed her forehead, “A live-in maid to keep me company while my wife was gone would do wonders to make me feel less alone.”

“Y-You’d do that for me?” she asked.

“For you, and for our child,” I purred.


Story Seven

Fertile for the Futa

Nikki and a Hotwife on Camera


“Nikki, you know I wouldn’t ask you to come over if it wasn’t serious. I hate to do this to you, but I don’t know anyone else I could ask,” Julie said.

“But why can’t you talk to me about it over the phone? It’s a two-hour drive, Julie. That’s a little far to go to see an ex,” I mumbled.

As wonderful as what we used to have was, I didn’t know if it would even be worth it to go see her. I could hope that it was to rekindle our old flame, but from what I understood, she was married now.

Julie sighed, “Please come see me. I know it’s unfair that I can’t tell you anything yet, but I need you to be here in person. It’s not something I could ask you over the phone. I’ll pay for the gas. If you want a hotel room, I’ll cover that as well. Just… Please.”

“Fine. I was hoping to spend my weekend taking a little self-care time, but I guess that’s not as important to you as it is to me,” I said.

“Nikki, please don’t say that. I know that we didn’t end things on the best of terms, but I still want you to know that you’re one of the few people I hold dear to my chest. It’s just hard to talk to you without feeling like I’m bringing up old memories,” she said.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” I said and hung up the phone.

There was no doubt in my mind that she wanted something from me, I just didn’t know what that something was. Once upon a time, I would have done anything for Julie. Now, I couldn’t be sure that I wasn’t just being hopeful and holding onto something that might not exist.

If I was, then being short with her wasn’t the way to go about bridging the gap we let come between us. Between her not reaching and me not forgiving her for cheating on me, I didn’t know if I could really see this working out. But there was that part of me that really wanted it to.

The next morning, I packed a few sets of clothes and got in my car to head over to her. It wasn’t the longest drive I’d ever been on, but for something so uncertain, I continued to question my motivations.

By the time I pulled into her driveway, I’d managed to convince myself that this was for closure. That I would be able to tell her what was on my mind face-to-face and we’d be done. Then she stepped out of her front door. Even in her pajamas, she looked like an angel. Her blonde hair fell around her neck and she looked like she just woke up a few moments before I showed up. In short, she looked just like the woman I used to be in love with.

As I got out of the car, I spoke quietly, “You look good.”

“Thanks. Don’t sell yourself short though, you’ve been hitting the gym!” she said.

That much was true. I had to do something to deal with my feelings of betrayal. Julie hurt me pretty bad, but I couldn’t admit that a large part of me still missed her. I should have been able to accept that she was drunk when it happened. Her apology was sincere, but I couldn’t stomach the thought of another cock inside her.

She was my first partner… My only partner.

“Yeah, I’ve been trying to stay in shape. I wouldn’t want to get too flabby. You know how insecure I can be.”

Julie smiled at me and headed over to grab my suitcase out of the car, “Thanks for coming.”

“You’re welcome, but what’s this about?” I asked.

She nodded towards the door, “I’ll tell you once we’re inside.”

I didn’t argue with her. She used to wear the pants in our relationship and following her lead just felt so natural. Once we were inside, she brought me into the living room and sat down on the couch. I sat down beside her and turned to face her, “So?”

“Nikki, this is not something I want to bring anyone into. But I feel like I have no other choice. Do you remember Johnny?”

“From high school?”

“Yeah, that one. Well, he’s in the army, over in Afghanistan. He proposed to me last year and we got married shortly before he deployed,” she said.

My face contorted and I tried to put on a tough face, but that was news I didn’t want to hear. I’d seen some of her posts online, but I held out hope that she was somehow in a fake relationship. The things I would do to believe that she was still as much in love with me as I was with her…

“What about him?” I asked.

She sighed and ran a hand through her hair, “He wants to have a kid.”

The words took the breath from my lungs. This was real now. I couldn’t have her back. No matter what. Tears started to pool in my eyes and she let out a soft sigh and sat closer to me. She put her arms around my shoulders and spoke softly, “That’s not the part that I was afraid of you hearing.”

“W-What do you mean?” I asked as the tears started to streak down my cheeks.

“Nikki, he’s firing blanks. He wanted me to go through the in-vitro process, but that’s not something I wanted to do. So…”

The realization of what she was asking nearly toppled me. It wasn’t bad enough that Johnny had the woman I craved, but now she was wanting me to get her pregnant. For him?!

“W-What the fuck is this shit!” I asked.

She hugged me tighter and spoke softly, “I wish that was all. Nikki, he’s not going to let me have your child if you don’t agree to be a part of their life. I don’t know how to say this, but he wants to share me with you. He doesn’t want to be involved with him romantically. I get that, and it’s awful. But I miss you, Nikki. I miss you so fucking bad and if you think that I don’t regret that night more than any other, you’re horribly wrong.”

Why was this such a bitter pill to swallow? She was offering me a way back into her life, but I’d have to share her? Johnny and I never really got along. He didn’t like that I was feminine back before I transitioned, and now that I had a much more feminine body, he seemed to dislike that people accepted me. In short, he was an asshole. But he was all that was standing between me and Nikki. The woman I still clung to even after the things she put me through.

I shouldn’t have been so desperate to accept this kind of offer.

“What do I do?” I mumbled.

“You tell me how to make this work for you, Nikki. I don’t know how to do this. I’ve never had to admit how bad I’ve fucked up before. Look, I know it’s not right to ask you to do this for me. But if I can’t have the baby, then I can’t have you. If I can’t have you, I don’t want Johnny. This isn’t the life I wanted to live, Nikki,” she said.

The tears continued to flow as I felt a rage build within me. She’s right, it wasn’t fair. I pushed her away, just out of arms reach so I wouldn’t do anything stupid, “You’re not wrong. This isn’t right. Suddenly, out of nowhere, you want me back? That might be kind of sweet if you weren’t only doing this so you could have a child with him!”

Julie nodded and mumbled, “I deserve that. Let it all out, Nikki.”

“You think it’s fair to me to get called out of the blue? I’ve been trying to move on for months without you! You think that a little booze is enough to excuse what you did to me? What you did to us? Fuck no, it isn’t an excuse! I love you, Julie. I still do, but I’m not going to be your side piece. If Johnny wants this to happen, then he can damn well watch and know why what we had was so fucking special.”

She nodded her head, “I’m okay with that.”

I was just about to go into another tirade when I processed what she said. “N-No, you’re not okay with that! He wouldn’t be able to sleep with you if he saw us together.”

“I don’t know that, and I don’t care. He’s a nice guy, Nikki, but he’s not you. If he decides that he can’t handle what he said he could, then fuck him. I don’t need him in my life if I have you. But there is something I want you to know before we tell him your stipulation,” she said.

Of all the things I expected to happen when I said those things, this wasn’t one. She should have been angry with me. Julie should have told me to get out of her house, to go back to our hometown and rot.

Anything she said would have been better than the words that came out of her mouth, “I only had two beers that night.”

At first, my mind jumped to the conclusion that she was sober when she cheated on me. Then I realized why her tone was so somber. “Y-You were drugged?”

For the first time in years, I saw Julie’s soft blue eyes flood with tears. Sure, she’d cried before, but that was usually when she thought she hurt me. I knew that she wasn’t the type to fake anything. But that went against what she just told me. If she was drugged, why wouldn’t she have just told me in the first place?

She nodded her head and this time, I was the one to wrap her in a hug. Julie put her head on my chest and spoke softly, “I didn’t know how to tell anyone. I didn’t want to go to the police. But if I didn’t, then I knew that no one would believe me. I couldn’t tell you because you would have probably killed Carl. I didn’t want you to ruin your life because of m-me.”

Hearing her voice break made my soul shrivel up. Why couldn’t she just tell me what happened in the first place? At least then, I could have been there for her. I wouldn’t have made things so much worse for her.

“If I would have known, everything would have been different,” I whispered.

“That’s what scared me the most, Nikki. I couldn’t imagine a world where I was the one being taken care of. I didn’t understand what I was losing when I pushed you away from me,” she looked into my eyes. “If I wasn’t so stupid, I wouldn’t have ever got into this situation.”

I started stroking my fingers through her hair, “You’re not stupid, baby. You were trying to protect me. I don’t know from what. I don’t know why you would let me believe that lie for so long. But I always knew that something felt wrong about that night.”

“What we had… What I hope we still have meant so much to me, Nikki. I don’t want to lose you. If Johnny lets me have you back, I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you. I don’t care if that means I’ll lose him. I’ve made mistakes, baby… Please don’t let me make more,” she said.

I rocked her back and forth slowly as I whispered, “I won’t, Julie… But what do I do about my job? My apartment?”

“Quit and find a way out of your lease. I’m sure you can find someone to take it over for you. Worst case scenario, I’ll pay the rent for you, Nikki. I miss you and I promise that I’ll do anything to have you back. Anything,” she repeated.

She wiped her eyes on her shirt and then let out a deep breath, “I’m going to need a shower. I’ll send Johnny an email and let him know that he’ll need to be on the computer for a little while later. It’s the weekend and he was talking to me yesterday about this. I know he’s fine with us being together, but I don’t know how he’s going to take to seeing you with me.”

“We’ll figure it out, baby,” I said quietly. “Let’s take that shower together, okay?”

I didn’t want to leave her alone. Hell, I didn’t want to be left alone. After all this time of believing she truly cheated on me, I think the truth was worse than the lie. If I’d known how badly Carl hurt her mentally, she was right, I would have killed him. But he’d been out of state since that incident and it made a lot more sense as to why.

She typed an email and then we headed to the shower. It was nice to see her again and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t still attracted to her. I couldn’t shake the feeling that this might be a mistake, though. If I did let myself get attached to her again just to lose her, I don’t know if I’d be able to bounce back from that a second time.

Julie was my everything at one point and I’ve missed her every day since. But I couldn’t know if this risk was one I should take. Maybe it would be best if I just went back home and let this opportunity pass me by.

But I knew that I wouldn’t be able to live my life in peace knowing that I left her when she needed me the most. Not a second time. If I didn’t force her to leave before, we would have still been together. I wanted to beat myself up for my actions of the past, but how could I? With the knowledge I had at the time, I felt like I was standing up for myself. That was something Julie always wanted me to do.

After our shower, she opened her laptop and saw the message, “He’ll have the computer in about an hour… Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Honestly, no. I’m not sure. But I know that if I don’t, I’ll probably end up doing something stupid if I go home. I don’t want to miss this opportunity, baby. But I can’t pretend that I’m fond of sharing you. You know how I felt about it before, and I know how I still feel about it now. But I can’t just let this go. If you’re not fucking with me, then there is a chance that Johnny won’t like this and that he’ll be gone. It’s selfish, but I want you to myself again at some point. If that means I have to wait a few years for him to realize that you don’t love him, then that’s fine,” I said.

She cringed, “I hate to admit that I don’t love him though. It makes this past year and a half feel so much worse. I’d prefer not to talk about that if we can avoid it, babe.”

I nodded and wrapped my arms around her stomach, “But I do know that we used to talk about having a baby. You always said that you should have been the one that had the cock.”

“But I don’t. So that means that even though you knock me up, you get to be the mommy.”

I chuckled and kissed her neck. It felt wrong for this to be so easy. To just go back to the way things used to be. Maybe that food I had last night was poisoned and this was just my version of heaven. I would be fine with that. Only if it meant I could have my Julie again.

She put her hands over mine and spoke softly, “If you want to wear a condom and fuck me from behind, he wouldn’t know the difference.”

“Julie, I’m fine with this. Even if it doesn’t work out, I know that you’ve always wanted to be a parent. I get that. And I love you for it. If you don’t want to take the risk, tell me. Otherwise, we might as well do what we said we were going to do, right?”

“I want the kid, Nikki, but not for Johnny. I don’t care if he enjoys what we’re about to do or not,” she said.

I let go of her and turned her around to face me. After a second of looking into her eyes, I leaned forward and kissed her. She didn’t fight back or even try to take the lead. This wasn’t the same Julie I’d been with before, but she wasn’t completely foreign to me either.

I broke the kiss and spoke softly, “Just come back with me. We don’t have to involve him at all. If he isn’t what you want, then we’ll figure life out over there.”

“We can’t do that. The military takes care of their families. Our child would have a much better future if Johnny was still in the picture, even if it was only legally,” she said.

Maybe Johnny could be useful for something after all. I didn’t want his money, but if it would make Julie happy, I’d let him claim our child for the time being. If things went downhill, I could always order a paternity test.

We continued to chat for a little longer. When she finally got a video call from her husband, butterflies danced circles in my stomach. Up to this point, I didn’t let things really sink in. Now, it was happening. She answered the call, “Johnny, I’m going to mute you. Not to be too mean, but I really don’t want the distraction while we’re doing this.”

“I understand that. I miss you, baby,” he said.

She clicked the mute button, “Miss you too.”

Julie got up from the desk and angled the laptop to have a view of the sofa. She put her hands on my waist and whispered, “I don’t want you to put on a show, baby. He’s not going to see what we do after the first time, not if you don’t want him to. Are you still okay with this?”

“I have to be, Julie. I love you,” I muttered.

She nodded and kissed me gently before taking a step back so she could start stripping. I wasn’t quite sure how comfortable I was with Johnny seeing me like this, but I didn’t have a choice. Then again, it’s not like I had to be ashamed of myself. Even before I transitioned, I had a nice body.

Julie stayed up many nights holding me and making sure that I knew that she loved it, even if I didn’t always believe her. It was strange to think things had come full circle. I had my end of the deal to hold up though. So I slid my hands into my shorts and pushed them down to my ankles.

I slid off my shirt and unclasped my bra before finally looking back up to see Julie. Her lithe frame was just like I remembered it, if not a little more toned now. I glanced at the laptop and rolled my eyes when I saw Johnny’s arm moving. It wasn’t hard to tell what he was doing.

She stepped over to the couch and got on her hands and knees on the comfortable cushions. I hesitantly followed her over. Julie was the only woman I’d ever experienced anything with. So having someone watch us just made this feel wrong, but I couldn’t deny that it was a little exhilarating. Regardless of our feelings for one another, I was still about to sleep with a man’s wife in front of him.

There was nothing he could do for her right now that I couldn’t do. Hold her, comfort her, kiss her, make love to her… Those were things he couldn’t really do from his position. I respected him for enlisting, but I couldn’t imagine leaving Julie behind while he was deployed. I knew that wasn’t his choice, but I would have done everything in my power to get out of the service and get back to the most wonderful woman in the world.

Even though she hurt me before, I understood why now. She had her own demons to deal with and she didn’t want to expose me to them. Even when Julie hurt me, she did it to protect me.

That was the reason I could so easily find comfort in her presence again. I knelt behind her and guided my crown to her entrance. Her wet folds welcomed my cock like they used to and I let out a soft moan as I slid into her. Inch after inch of my length buried in her pussy and she pushed back against me.

“F-Fuck I missed this so much, baby,” she said.

I put my hands on her hips and spoke softly, “I did too.”

It was still difficult to accept that she wasn’t going to be mine and mine alone, but having her in my life at all was better than the alternative. Maybe I would get hurt again, but that was a risk I had to take.

I pumped into her slowly to start. As used to her body as I was, her pussy was tighter than it used to be. I doubted Johnny could stretch her the way I could. Hell, I doubted he could even make her cum. Her body was as familiar to me as it was when we were together.

My hand slid around her waist and I rubbed her clit as I started working into her depths faster. It never took me long to finish with Julie, but I always loved every second we were together. Her hips backed into mine and her moans continued to get louder as I finally had to stop playing with her sensitive bead.

Julie’s back arched as she tried to take more of my cock. Before long, I’d finally managed to bury myself fully inside her with each stroke. Her drenched pussy made a wet smacking sound every time I hammered into her and before long, I started to forget why I could ever have been mad at her.

There was nothing more rewarding in this world than the love of my partner. Feeling that validation, that desire to genuinely be with me, it was something I craved. Since Julie had left my life, I could admit that things had gotten rough. This was my chance to make it all better. To make up for not being there for her when she needed me the most.

I tried to ignore the ever-shifting image on the laptop’s screen. He seemed to be enjoying the show, but that was typical of that kind of guy. Johnny might not be the same asshole he used to be, but I still didn’t like him. Until he proved to me that he deserved to be with Julie, he was nothing more than an annoyance.

Julie, my sweet lover, wanted a family. My cock was nearly a blur as I worked my hips as fast and hard as I could into her depths. If she wanted anything, I would do everything in my power to give it to her. Johnny was nothing but a stepping stone for me. Even if I couldn’t ever have her to myself, she was still worth being here for. She always had been, I was just too selfish to see that.

Her back arched again and she leaned against me as her core tightened. Julie’s juices unleashed with a pleasured cry that echoed through the living room. Her walls convulsed around my cock and even as I continued to slam into her, I knew I wasn’t going to last any longer.

I put my hands on her hips and held her against me as I let out weak, tired moans. My thighs burned from the effort and my lower back was going to hate me later, but she was worth it. I had to try so much harder for her than usual. I had to prove to her that I deserved to have her love again.

My cock throbbed within her depths and she let out soft moans with each spurt of my thick seed. When I finally finished implanting my seed deep within her, I slowly pulled out and then let myself collapse on top of her.

Julie chuckled and rolled us onto our sides with her being my little spoon. She waved at the camera and a few moments later, the call disconnected.

“I love you, Julie,” I said quietly.

She pressed her hips against mine and mumbled, “Then you’re going to have to do that again here in a few hours. I want to make sure that I get pregnant this weekend. If not, then we’ll fuck three times a day until your cock falls off.”

“If that’s what it takes to make you love me,” I mumbled as my eyelids got heavier.

“Don’t worry,” she let out a loud yawn. “I never stopped loving you.”


Story Eight

Fertile for the Futa

Vanessa Visits her Best Friend


The smile on my face couldn’t be wiped away if I wanted it to. After three months of trying to sync our schedules, my best friend and I were finally going to be able to hang out for a weekend. After college, she went used her graduation money to start up a farm. I, on the other hand, didn’t have such a wealthy family so my crummy nine-to-five was a lot less pleasant.

We were inseparable during school and now, I couldn’t wait to see her again. I missed hanging out with her more than I missed seeing my own family. That might be bad, but she was always the one that was there for me.

As I pulled into the gravel driveway, I could see her figure sitting on the tailgate of her truck with her legs swinging. She waved at me as I got closer and hopped down to meet me at my car. I burst out of my vehicle and wrapped her in a tight hug, “Oh my god, I didn’t know how much I was going to miss you!”

“Calm down, you’ve got two full days with me, sweetie. I know, I know, you want to move in and be my sexy housemaid, but we can’t do that just yet. We’ve both got to get our ducks in a row before we start making those kinds of plans,” Emily said.

I squeezed her tighter and mumbled, “You sure I can’t just work for food? I don’t mind being broke all the time!”

“But I mind, I can’t afford to hire you, sweetie. Besides, working with your friends makes you complacent. So for now, until I own half the town, you’re going to have to keep working away at the office.”

“Mm, but I miss you calling me sweetie,” I mumbled.

She smiled and pulled away from me, “I know, you left your car running just so you could hear me say it again.”

My cheeks warmed and I awkwardly walked to my car and turned it off. How was I supposed to contain myself?

Emily gave me a gentle swat on the ass, “Come on in, I want to show you around.”

I followed her inside the small home and she started pointing out various things, “That’ll be your room when you’re able to move out here. If I don’t end up getting pregnant first. If that happens, that’ll be the baby’s room.”

“Oof, did you already move on?” I asked teasingly.

“Hey, I’m not going to pretend I didn’t enjoy being your roommate, but let’s be real, you never asked to make things official. I haven’t started sleeping around yet, so if you want to secure that spot, you better speak on up,” she said.

I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. While I wanted to date her, to truly be her girlfriend, I couldn’t escape the feeling that she might be offering me that as an alternative to satiate my pride. Being trans and dating was difficult, but she didn’t make much of an issue out of it for me. Hell, if I did ask her out back in our college days, things might be different now.

Her parents probably wouldn’t appreciate it, but then again, now that she had the farm that might not be such an issue. Emily always knew what she wanted to do with her life. I still couldn’t think of a genuine reason that she wanted someone like me around in the first place. As much as I care about her and want to see her do well, I really was beneath her socially and financially.

Emily patted my shoulder, “Or go silent on me. You know that you can tell me when I’m pushing things too far, Vanessa. You’re my best friend and that should come first, but I won’t pretend that I don’t like you just a teensy bit more because you have a nice cock.”

“Girl, if you keep bringing it up, I’m going to have to pin you down and show you why you should let me move in,” I grumbled.

“Ah, I’ll get through with the tour before I tease you more then,” Emily said. Her smile lit up the room and I felt my heart flutter again. Maybe what we had in college was more than a convenient source of sex.

Emily could tease me all day about going around and fucking random people, but I knew her better. She knew me for a full year before she even told me that she was bisexual. It took another six months for me to tell her I was trans. Then yet another few months before she finally got the balls to make a move on me. After that, the gloves were off and the condoms were on.

She led me outside and showed me around the pastures, “Fifty acres of land. Seriously, fifty. I don’t know why my parents started me out with this much land, but damn it’s convenient. I have six heads of cattle right now and a shit load of chickens. I don’t even know what to do with the rest of the fields right now. Thought about cultivating some of the land and doing a little farming, but I don’t know.”

The day was a little warmer than I would have liked and I mumbled, “Maybe encase it all under a dome, throw on the AC and then we’ll talk?”

Emily chuckled and undid her tied up blouse and tossed it over her shoulder. She sat down on the grass and pulled off her boots before taking her jeans off and then slid the boots back on and tucked her clothes under her arm, “Bra and panties. No one is going to see us anyway, so this is what I typically wear. I thought I’d go for the southern belle thing for you when you got here. Didn’t seem to work.”

I smiled and took off my shirt. The shorts I had on didn’t need to come off yet, “I just thought you’d probably want to see more of me than my cock when I came over, babe. You were the last person I did anything with, I’m kind of not sure how to move on.”

She went quiet for a moment before she stopped walking. I stopped with her and those soft green eyes of hers seemed to smile at me, “I’m in the same boat. I don’t want what we had to feel like it was just a fling. Yeah, dating back then was a little scary, but you’re only three hours away right now. Let’s be real, if you wanted to make this real between us, I would be willing to make things work.”

“I get that, babe. But I don’t want you to feel like all I want is sex. And you know how I feel about distance. I don’t know if I could find work here with my degree, honestly. And seriously, how willing would you be to have me move in and just be a leech for a bit of time while I tried to get my feet under me here,” I said softly.

“Vanessa, if you wanted to be here, I’d let you stay here for years. I don’t want this to be a joke between us. I don’t want to feel alone like I have been recently. If you knew how badly I missed you, you’d understand why I’m the one bringing this up.”

Emily really wasn’t the type of person that liked making decisions like this. I couldn’t say why she was so interested in me, sure the sex was nice, but did she really want me to stick around?

“I know you better than to think this is just to get back to where we were,” I said softly. I put my hand on her shoulder and pulled closer to me and pressed my forehead to hers, “We never got to explore what life could have been with one another if we did get serious. You know that things aren’t going to be simple. Your parents might not appreciate our relationship even on a surface level. Let alone if they found out that I had a dick. Add in the fact that I want kids and they would probably end up doing something stupid.”

Emily wrapped her arms around my lower back and kissed me softly. I missed her sweet lips since she’d been gone. The months seemed to drag by without her and I couldn’t pretend that I was happy with my job.

Life didn’t feel the same way without Emily around. Four years of being good friends and whatever we evolved into… It was four years of my life that I wished would have been longer.

She pressed her hips against mine as she broke the kiss, “I don’t care what they want from me. You’re the person I’ve been wanting since I was little. I used to think I wanted a man to sweep me off my feet.”

Emily gave me a gentle kiss on the nose and continued, “But I don’t think I knew what real love was. Real love isn’t about having someone to make you feel like a stereotypical woman. I don’t need to have someone tell me to get into the kitchen. I just want someone that really cares about me for more than just my body.”

A silly grin spread across my lips and she chuckled before giving me a soft kiss, “Way to ruin the moment. I was going to tell you that I needed you, but I guess that’s just out the window now!”

“No, you can still say it, baby. I just can’t believe that you’re the same nervous girl I met back in freshman year. Lost on your way to your classroom. When I walked you there and sat beside you in that class, I knew that you were going to be a good friend of mine. Call it silly if you want, but I felt like you and I would go far in life. I just didn’t expect things to go this far,” I said.

Emily smiled and unwrapped her arms from my waist and nodded towards the house, “How about we go inside? I don’t think I want to lay in the grass for what I’m about to make you do to me.”

“Oh, now you’re going to make me?” I asked teasingly.

She shot me a wink and started walking towards the house. “If I have to, but something tells me that you’re not going to argue with me.”

She wasn’t wrong. The sway of her hips coupled with those skimpy black panties of hers made it hard for me to keep from getting hard. I didn’t want to make our first day about sex, even if it had been on my mind. If Emily wanted me, I wasn’t going to tell her no.

I didn’t want to tell her no.

As we got back inside, she pulled off her boots and unclasped her bra and let it fall away. Her heavy breasts bounced free and she crossed her arms under them and smiled at me, “Miss these?”

I chuckled and unbuttoned my shorts and slid them down my thighs. My panties did nothing to keep my hard cock out of sight. I ran my hand down my length, “Only about as much as you missed this, babe.”

She gasped, “You’d give up the sun too?”

“I’d give everything up for you, Emily. The tits are just a nice little bonus,” I teased.

“Well aren’t you just a charmer.” Emily hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them slowly down her legs, “How about we stop talking sweet? I’ve been missing you inside me since I moved out here.”

I unclasped my bra and then worked my panties off. “Do you have a condom?” I asked.

She shook her head, “I don’t want one, not tonight. Never again with you.”

My eyebrow arched, “Are you sure? Seriously, I know I’m horny as fuck, but you know what’s going to happen if I cum inside you.”

“I don’t care how freakish your orgasms are. I’ve been drinking your cum out of a condom for years. It’s about damn time that I’ve finally felt it filling me up, sweetie,” she purred.

My cheeks warmed at the comment. As sweet as we were together, there was no denying that we’d explored some extremely kinky aspects of our sexuality.

“Emily, I want a kid, but I need to know that you’re going to be mine and mine alone before I agree to this,” I mumbled.

She smiled at me and walked closer to me. Her hand slid between us and she grasped my cock and held me against her lips as she ground herself on me. “Baby, that almost sounded like you were asking to finally be exclusive.”

I let out a quiet groan as her wet lips ran along my sensitive shaft, “Emily, we’ve been exclusive for years. We’ve just never put a label on this.”

“Then put a label on it, Vanessa,” she said.

Her other hand reached behind her and she gently rubbed my crown as she moved closer to my base. She always did like how large I was, but damn she was creative with her teasing!

“Emily, I want you to be my girlfriend. But I swear, if I get you pregnant, we’re going to be married before our child comes into this world,” I said.

She kissed me softly before pulling away, “I want you to help me break in my couch, baby. Fuck the bed, I need you now. It’s about time I had my first girlfriend fuck me, right? Twenty-three is a good age for that?”

I put my hands on her shoulders and slowly pushed her away from my cock before guiding her onto the sofa. She looked up at me with the silliest grin and my heart fluttered. There was nothing I wanted more than her in this world right now.

Emily moved her right leg out wide and lifted her left one up to spread herself wide for me. I got on the couch with her and giggled as I tried to get in a comfortable position on top of her. “F-Fuck, I don’t think I’ve ever been this nervous with you, baby.”

“It’s okay, don’t worry, I won’t break up with you if you don’t do a good job,” she purred.

“You’re really milking this, babe. We’ve been practically dating for years already,” I mumbled.

My crown pressed against her entrance and I slowly sank into her. She let out a quiet moan and cupped her breasts with her hands, “Let me have my fun, sweetie.”

I smiled down at her as I pushed deeper inside her. Emily’s tight pussy gripped my cock and I was almost glad that three months had passed before we finally got to do this again. Quitting my job would probably come as a surprise to my coworkers, but I already knew what I wanted from my future. I couldn’t have what I wanted at that job. Emily deserved a wife that would be around for her every day of her life.

My balls rested against her ass and I let out a quiet sigh as I leaned over her. With our faces barely inches apart, I looked into her eyes, “You can have all the fun in the world, baby. But I want you to know that I’m serious right now. I love you.”

Emily’s eyes glossed over for a second, “I love you too, Vanessa. But if you keep being sweet, I’m going to fucking cry. Don’t make me cry when you’re inside me!”

I smiled and pressed my lips to hers as I slowly rolled my hips. My thick cock barely fit inside her now. After just three months, I’d lost a lot of the progress we made. Her poor ass would probably be even harder to fuck. That was fine. Emily always seemed to enjoy spending our time together. She just enjoyed it more when we were naked. It wouldn’t take too long to get things back to the way they were.

That wasn’t quite true. Things wouldn’t go back to how they were. They would be better. Without college as an excuse, both of us knew that we were right for one another. They say that distance makes the heart grow fond. I don’t know if I could get much more fond of Emily, but I do know that being more than a few feet away from her is enough to make me miss her.

My tongue pushed into her mouth and I moved my leg off the couch to give me more room to thrust into her. I’d barely started genuinely pumping into her when she broke away from the kiss.

“Oh my god, I missed you, but seriously, fuck me. I know you love me, but damn, I need you to fuck me like you used to!” she cried.

I smiled at her and straightened up. She looked at me with those desperate eyes and I nodded, “Fine, babe. I don’t care if you need to walk tomorrow or not anyway!”

She laughed at the comment, “I remember the first time we fucked, I couldn’t—”

Before she could even finish her sentence, I hugged her leg close to my waist and slammed into her. She let out a loud, blissful scream and I giggled, “And you couldn’t walk right for two days.”

She nodded her head and didn’t bother trying to continue talking. I didn’t need to hear my lover’s words right now. I knew she loved me and I loved her, but right now, this was about satiating our lust and cementing our future together.

My cock hammered into her drenched pussy. Each stroke made me think of another time that we spent together. I slid my free hand down her stomach and pressed my thumb against her clit. I didn’t need her to tell me that she enjoyed herself after we were finished. I needed her to be breathless and in a puddle of her own juices.

Her hips bucked against me wildly. Emily had always been sensitive and I knew how to ride her by now. Her hips tried to squirm away from my thumb but I tightened my grip on her leg and continued slamming into her. Her moans turned into loud screams and finally let out a few deep groans of my own. My thighs were getting sore from the effort it took to satisfy my baby.

Emily’s core tightened and she let out an ear-piercing cry as her other leg lifted and she started kicking at me. I smiled and hugged it tight against my chest as well. This wasn’t the first time I had to deal with her violent orgasms. It wasn’t the tenth. I couldn’t say if it was the thousandth. No matter how many times I’d had her juices soak my cock, it always made me feel like the world would keep spinning.

If this was the only contribution I could make to Emily’s happiness, it was enough for me.

She whined out as her juices sprayed onto my cock and hips as I continued thrusting into her. Emily’s pussy convulsed around my cock for a few more moments and I bit my lip to try and hold out on my own orgasm as long as I could. After three months, I wasn’t nearly as strong as I used to be when it came to holding back.

The wet slaps of my balls against her as I continued pumping into her came faster and faster. I let out a pathetic moan as I finally felt my balls tightening. “Y-You sure?” I asked.

“Breed me, baby!” she cried.

If I wasn’t so damn enthralled by the blissful rapture consuming my body, I would have called her out about her comment. Right now, the only thing that I could do was hold her hips tight against mine as my heavy ropes of cum pumped into her. She moaned softly with each burst of my seed and when I finally finished, I could feel the pressure inside her pushing against my cock.

Saving up for three months on top of my naturally large production left no doubt in my mind. If Emily could get pregnant, she would be.

I slowly pulled my softening cock out of her and collapsed on top of her. She wrapped her legs around my lower back and ran her hands up my sides until they rested on either side of my head. Emily pulled me closer to her lips and gave me a soft kiss before whispering, “Any regrets?”

“Only that we took so long to get to this point,” I whispered.

She smiled at me and nodded, “Glad we’re still on the same page, baby.”


Story Nine

Fertile for the Futa

Demi Enjoys a Stranger in Public


There is nothing more liberating than jumping on a bike and heading riding for an hour and ending up someplace that felt completely new. While I never got too far, it was still away from my typical stomping grounds and it kept me in amazing shape. A lot of my friends thought I was insane for biking at least two hours a day Friday, Saturday, and Sunday, but it was what I enjoyed doing.

No matter how many times I did it, I never felt like I went to the same spot twice. Living in a populated area was unique like that. As I kicked the stand down for my bike and got off to stretch my legs, a smile crossed my lips. The river that this bridge covered was beautiful to look at and I managed to get here at nearly a perfect time.

The sun slowly dipped in the sky and cast an orange hue on the world below. Bright beams of reflected light bounced back up at me and I couldn’t help but enjoy the magical moment.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” a soft voice asked.

I turned to look at the source. A woman that barely looked a day over twenty had her hands nervously behind her back as she walked closer toward the side of the bridge where I was.

Her dark brown hair drifted in the breeze. The woman’s facial features were angular, yet still soft enough to not be off-putting. Her small chest was barely noticeable under her slightly baggy shirt, but her skinny jeans didn’t leave much to the imagination. At best, she was petite, but that wasn’t a problem for me. If anything, it added to her appeal.

“It is,” I said. “I’ve never seen something like this in person.”

“I come here most days. My ex used to bring me here,” she said quietly.

I frowned and leaned on the solid railing, “I don’t know how to respond to that.”

She offered me a weak smile and then looked back out over the water, “She passed away last year. It was painless but I still miss her. I knew that her illness was terminal when we started dating, but she really helped me understand that life is short. You’ve got to enjoy the little things and make your way as best you can.”

“She must have been a wonderful woman,” I said. This wasn’t the conversation I expected to have when I left the house today.

“She was, but that’s not the point. It’s nice to see someone else enjoying the same thing I do,” she said.

I smiled and stepped closer to her, “My name is Demi, by the way.”

“Mia,” she wrapped an arm around my waist and gave me an awkward side-hug. “Nice to meet you.”

She certainly didn’t mind getting close and personal. Her sweet vanilla perfume was just strong enough to leave me with the desire for more of her. I hated that my mind was going here after hearing about her ex-girlfriend, but damn, she was perfect so far.

I returned the hug as best I could, “I take it you’re from around here?”

“Yeah, I live a few streets away,” Mia said.

“That’s neat, the place seems pretty nice. I’m just visiting.”

She smiled and slowly pulled her hand away, “Well, if you’re visiting, why don’t you let me show you a nice place for dinner?”

“Are you asking me out?” I asked.

Mia chuckled and nodded, “If you’re saying yes, then yeah, I am. If you’re not, then it’s just dinner between two strangers.”

“Sounds like a date to me,” I smiled, “but I’m fine with a date. It’s been a little while since I’ve let a woman take me out.”

She put her arm back around my waist, “Any reason for that?”

“Mm, something about having a dick usually makes most women feel like I should be taking the lead more often,” I said casually.

Her arm tensed up for a moment before her fingers tapped my side, “I can’t tell if you’re being serious or not.”

“I’m dead serious,” I said flatly. She pulled away from me and stared at my blue jean shorts for a moment. I chuckled and slid my hand down to my package and shifted it toward my left thigh. When she saw that the bulge wasn’t just a bunching up of the cloth, her eyes went wide.

“Son of a bitch, that’s definitely a dick. Unless you walk around with an air pump in your pants,” she said jokingly.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, “I do like to have one handy in case my tires get low. But sadly for you, it’s real.”

“Why sadly? What makes you think that I mind at all? How often can you say that you meet beautiful blondes with packages that put most men to shame?” Mia asked.

“Fair point, but you’re taking me on a date after knowing that up front. Surely you don’t think that I’m going to believe that you’ve got good intentions,” I said with a smirk.

She shrugged her shoulders and walked towards my bike. Mia kicked the stand back up and started walking away with it, “You coming or not?”

“I’m not sure, I’m enjoying your ass jiggle,” I called out to her. An approaching couple heard my comment and laughed quietly. If I wasn’t so damn interested in that ass, I might have felt a little shame for how bold I was being. Then again, why should I? A woman like Mia telling me that she wanted to take me out even after knowing that I wasn’t what I seemed… That was reason enough to not care about a little laughter in a place where no one knew me.

As I hurried to catch up to her, she spoke softly, “You know, I’m not really adverse to you checking me out, but try not to compliment me too much. I would hate to get all hot and bothered because you’re such a sweetie just for you to leave me alone with my fingers.”

There was nothing sexier than a woman that knew what she wanted and how to get it. “I wouldn’t leave you alone with those little things. Not if you thought you could handle me,” I taunted.

She stopped for a moment and glanced around. There were a few other people, but she didn’t seem to care as she pushed her hand into the front of my shorts and grabbed my cock, “Don’t think for a second that I can’t take this to the hilt and still want more. You don’t want to know what kind of dildos I have in my apartment.”

“Maybe I do,” I grunted.

Mia chuckled and pulled her hand out of my pants, “Sucks to be you. Nothing against you, Demi, but you’re not coming home with me. I love this bridge for more than the view. It’s one of the few places where you can get bent over at night and not have to worry too much about the police showing up.”

My eyebrow arched but she just kept moving. I didn’t want to think she was some kind of whore, but damn, I wasn’t going to turn her down. It’s not like I never had the opportunity elsewhere, but I usually didn’t feel the urge like I did with Mia. She was a stranger, sure, but that was exciting. There was no need to be super sweet, we both knew what we wanted. If she wouldn’t tell me to fuck off, I’d ask her to skip the date.

As she made clear, she knew what she wanted. We walked for nearly ten minutes before we arrived at a hole in the wall Italian restaurant. She leaned my bike against the brick wall near the entrance.

“Can’t we lock it up somewhere nearby?” I asked.

“It’s going to be safe, trust me. I know the people here, they’re not thieves. If someone did try to jack your bike, they’d stop them,” she said.

I hesitated for a moment but she took by the hand, “You’re going to have to trust me, even if it’s just a little, sweetie.”

“F-Fine, but if it’s gone when we come back, you’re buying me another,” I grumbled.

She smiled and led me into the building. Once inside, the waitress greeted Mia by name and walked us to a booth in the back.

No sooner than we were seated with the menus, Mia’s foot started rubbing my crotch underneath the table, “You know what I want, I’m sure my friend here won’t need long to make up her mind either.”

My cheeks burned and I shook my head, “U-Uh, I’ll do the house lasagna.”

“Wonderful, I’ll be back soon with your drinks,” the waitress said and hurried away.

I couldn’t keep my eyes on Mia’s as her toes toyed with my cock, “Something wrong, Demi?”

“N-Nothing at all. Never been played with under a table like this before,” I mumbled.

“Sounds like you’ve been missing out. Then again, I guess I should probably stop. I wouldn’t want you to blow your load too soon,” she teased.

I nodded my head, “R-Right.”

The waitress came back and put down our glasses. Mia’s toes continued to work along the underside of my cock as she asked me, “Demi, doesn’t Charlotte have the most beautiful eyes?”

I glanced from Mia’s eyes to the waitress and she smiled back at me, “Y-Yeah, I mean, t-they’re the second most beautiful pair in this building.”

As corny as it was, Mia’s soft blue eyes had the waitress’s dull brown eyes beat by leagues. I couldn’t help myself though, with as forward as she was being with me, I felt like Mia deserved honesty in return. If the waitress took offense to what I said, so be it. She wasn’t the one I wanted to leave a good impression on.

Mia chuckled, “Good save, I would hate to have my date compliment a stranger over me.”

Charlotte fist bumped Mia, “I’ve got your back, girl.”

“I know you do, that’s why I had to use you as a test for poor little Demi here,” Mia said as she pulled her foot away from my cock.

I let out a deep sigh of relief as Charlotte giggled, “Put your shoe back on, Mia, she’s beet red. She’ll cream her panties if you keep playing with her.”

The waitress walked away and I mumbled, “Friend of yours, I take it?”

“A very close friend of mine. You don’t think I don’t have some sort of process for making sure the people I think are worth fucking don’t just disappoint me?” she asked. “I enjoy it when my partner makes me feel like I’m the greatest thing since sliced bread. Like I said earlier, enjoy the little things.”

I smiled and tried to calm down from the play. The date wasn’t exactly without strings, but at least I passed this little test of hers. Not too much later, out food was brought out and we ate relatively quietly. At a few points, Mia’s foot returned to my cock and I tried not to choke on my food when it did. She was a tease, that much was for sure, but I liked her.

It wasn’t every day that I met someone like her and she was a pleasant beacon of light shining through normally cloudy skies. Once we finished, she covered the bill and took my hand as she led me out of the restaurant. Her free hand grabbed my bike from the side of the building and she spoke softly, “Told you it would be safe.”

I smiled and rested my head on her shoulder, “I love that bike more than I love most people. I didn’t mean to sound like I wasn’t trusting you, but I really would have probably cried if it was gone.”

Mia chuckled and whispered in my ear, “If it was gone, I’d let you fuck me twice any way you wanted.”

“Can we pretend that it was stolen?” I asked.

“That depends on how you wanted to fuck me,” she purred. “But we’ve still got to get back to the bridge. I’m still getting my way first, long before you even think about having your way with me.”

I smiled and let her lead me along. For the first time in a long time, I was being allowed to take the less active role on a date. Mia made me feel secure and desirable. Most people seemed to either be interested in me specifically because of my cock or they wanted nothing to do with me specifically because of my cock.

As irritating as it was, it was my life now and I accepted that as a fact. Mia didn’t make me feel that way. She didn’t seem to care too much about what was in my pants, but I doubted she would want any random stranger. As much as people pretended looks didn’t play into things, a fit blonde sure did get a lot more interest than the wimpy black-haired guy I used to present as.

The moon was making its way into the sky as we arrived at the bridge. She smiled at me and nodded off to the side and spoke quietly, “I’m surprised there isn’t a trail leading down by now. I come down here all the time.”

“That many hookups?” I asked.

Mia sighed, “Not that many, actually. If I’m going to be honest with you, Demi, you look a lot like my ex did. The few people I’ve been interested in usually just don’t meet my criteria after we start talking. You’re a little different. Sure, I get it, you want to get laid, but at least you’re being sweet to me. If anything, I feel like I’m pushing myself onto you.”

She swung her legs over the rail and gestured to my bike, “Hand me that?”

I nodded and lifted it up and over. She took it and waited for me to climb over. The admittance that I looked like her girlfriend was a little uncomfortable for me. Sure, I figured she wanted me based on my looks, but it didn’t feel right that she was interested in me because I looked like someone she used to love. Mia was being honest though. That was more than most people were to me as a whole.

“I don’t really feel like you’re pushing too much. Believe it or not, I don’t want to have sex with everyone I meet. You’re a sweet person. Not to mention, you’re very close to being the exact type of woman I fantasize about,” I mumbled.

She laughed and led me down the slope, “I’m surprised you have to fantasize about anyone. With what you’ve got packed away down there, I can’t imagine that you couldn’t find someone to fuck you based solely on that.”

I sighed, “That’s not the kind of sex I’d want to have.”

“What’s the difference with me, then?” she asked.

After a few moments, I mumbled, “I don’t know.”

“Do you believe in fate, Demi?”

She turned to face me now that we were under the bridge. It was surprisingly pleasant under the bridge. The faint moonlight reflected off the water and provided a fair amount of light for us to see. Mia’s eyes appeared gray in the pale light. Those captivating orbs kept me from responding for a moment, but I eventually nodded my head.

“I think that you and I were supposed to meet. Maybe it’s Chelsea telling me to move on from the afterlife. Maybe you’re just a random stranger and I’m horny. I know which of those two that I’d like to believe. Look, I’m not asking you to devote your life to me, but I would like to see you again. I don’t know if that’s something that can happen and I still want to fuck you either way, but it would be nice,” she said.

Her tone sounded tired. Not the kind of tired that would make you want to crawl into bed. That would be too easy to brush off. Mia sounded tired of chasing after happiness. I knew exactly how that sounded. When I finally decided to tell people to suck a fat cock if they didn’t approve of me transitioning, I’d reached the same point. My transition was my last attempt at trying to be happy.

Luckily for me, the chance I took was exactly what I needed to feel like life still had something for me. As insane as it was, I could see what Mia was talking about when she mentioned fate. This wasn’t a chance encounter. There was no way it could have been. Some insane urge sent me on these trips and I never knew what I would find. But what if this was what I was meant to find after all this time?

“I’d like to see you again, Mia. I just hope that you don’t change your mind after we’re finished tonight,” I mumbled.

She smirked and locked eyes with me, “Demi, I’m not the kind of person who doesn’t trust their gut. My gut is telling me that this is what I need in my life. Or the pasta isn’t setting well, but I’ve never had an issue with Italian food before.”

I couldn’t help but giggle at her comment. Mia let my bike rest on the ground and stepped towards me. The cool night air didn’t seem so cold as she closed the distance. Her lips pressed against mine and her hands fell to my waist. The teasing she did earlier didn’t come close to the sensation that washed over me when I tasted her sweet lips.

Electric tingles sparked through me and I let my lips part as her tongue pushed into my mouth. Love at first sight wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. But if it wasn’t, why was my heart telling me that it did?

Mia’s hands slid down to my ass and she pulled me against her. After a few moments, she broke the kiss and spoke in a sensual tone, “I want to ride you, baby.”

There wasn’t even a second of hesitation as I worked to undo the button of my shorts. Mia wasted no time in taking off her shoes, then her skinny jeans and panties. I giggled as I pulled my cock out of the leg hole of my panties so I could pull mine off as well.

Her eyes devoured my cock and she bit her lower lip before nodding to the ground. I grabbed her pants and laid down on the grass and put her jeans under my hips. “Hopefully you don’t mind?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders and straddled my hips. Mia lowered herself and finally released her lip as she spoke quietly, “You’re going to come back, aren’t you?”

“Of course,” I whispered.

Mia guided my cock to her entrance and she slowly lowered herself onto me. Her tight pussy gripped my cock and I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan as she sank further onto me. Each inch that she warmed with her body was squeezed and massaged by her walls. I didn’t have too much experience with sleeping around, but I knew that out of the few people I did have sex with, she was already my favorite.

She didn’t let herself fully take my cock before she started bouncing on my shaft. Her quiet moans were drowned out by my own cries of pleasure. Mia chuckled and leaned over me and put her hands on my wrists and held me down. Her hips stopped moving and she stared into my eyes, “I’ve never been caught down here, but try not to be so loud. I don’t want to have to stop, Demi.”

I pouted for a second before mumbling, “B-But you feel so good.”

She rolled her eyes and pressed her lips against mine for a second, “Do whatever it takes to keep yourself from being so loud. Otherwise, you’ll just have to wait until I feel like letting you fuck me again. Who knows how many dates that would take.”

The threat didn’t scare me. Spending time with her was like being on vacation so far, sex was nice, but it wasn’t the reason I could see myself coming to visit her again and again.

Mia’s hips bucked and rolled as she started taking me deeper within her. Her juices soaked my shaft and I could feel them running down my balls. She might not have meant to boost my confidence so much, but knowing how wet she was drove me wild. I couldn’t say if I was the sole reason she was so aroused, but I knew I played a huge part of it and that felt amazing.

Almost as amazing as her drenched folds as they slid up and down my thick shaft. Mia’s back arched and rolled with each motion she made. At the same time, her thighs flexed and relaxed to bounce her lower body on my shaft. I don’t know how she learned how to do what she was doing, but having her pussy swallow my cock as well as milk it with each motion was unlike anything I could have dreamed of.

I tried to keep my eyes on hers, but the pleasure was too much. I bit my lower lip and closed my eyes as I tried to hold back my orgasm. “F-Fuck I’m close,” I whimpered.

“That’s okay, don’t worry,” she said softly. Her hips worked faster on my cock. She stopped bouncing as far and focused on making sure her short, rapid movements pulled the moans from me that she seemed to want to hear.

Mia was playing me like an instrument. Each time she moved, I made some sort of noise. In the span of a few minutes, she learned how to make me gasp, moan, whimper, and groan when she wanted me to. I’d never felt so entwined with someone in my life.

Her lips pressed against mine again and that was all it took. All the physical pleasure in the world couldn’t compare to how she made me feel when she treated me like a lover. My moans were muffled as she continued to ride me. Surely, she had to be able to feel my cock as it pumped her full of my seed?

I couldn’t warn her. I couldn’t do anything at all. All I could do was moan and writhe weakly as she continued to ride me. Her tight pussy milked my sensitive cock for all it was worth and just as I finished with my orgasm, I felt her walls convulsing around my shaft. A rush of warm juices sprayed onto my groin and she finally broke the kiss.

“F-Fuck I’ve never had someone cum inside me. I thought I’d have to ask you to finish me after you came, but holy fuck,” she groaned.

Her hips continued to grind my softening cock into her pussy, “A-Are you on birth control?”

Mia laughed, “Fuck no, I knew what I was doing. Don’t worry, if it’s meant to be, it’ll happen. If not, it won’t. I get the feeling that you’re going to be sticking around though, so I wouldn’t mind finally starting a family.”

I expected the realization to shock me. Instead, all I felt was joy. Sure, I might have just gotten a complete stranger pregnant but she wasn’t going to be a stranger for long.

Fate wouldn’t let her drift from my life, not when things had gone so perfectly. I glanced over at my bike and let out a lazy sigh, “I don’t want to bike home tonight.”

“Then come stay with me tonight if you don’t have to go. I think you’ve earned a second round when you’re up for it, I did say I might let you, after all,” she purred.

I knew that I was smiling like an idiot the entire way back to Mia’s apartment, but I couldn’t help feeling like I’d just won the lottery. From strangers to lovers in the span of an hour and a half, it was unlikely, but life had a strange way of working out when it needed to.


Story Ten

Fertile for the Futa

Robin and a Cheating Bookworm


“I personally prefer fantasy when I read,” Clara said as she read the spines of the books.

My eyes drifted down to her tight ass when she leaned forward to pull a book down, “I don’t read as much as I used to, but I think that starting a book club isn’t a bad idea.”

She giggled, “Would two members really constitute it being called a club, Robin? I don’t know, sounds like two nerds bonding over things that others consider a waste of time.”

“Reading certainly isn’t a waste of time,” I mumbled.

Clara had been a good friend of mine for a while, but recently, she made it clear that she was concerned for my well-being. I didn’t see being a reclusive individual as a bad thing. Then again, I wasn’t going to complain. She was sweet, good-natured, and I wasn’t even going to pretend that she wasn’t eye candy. Her husband was a lucky man.

She read over the back of the book and then handed it to me, “Tell me what you think.”

The blurb on the back seemed interesting, but I wasn’t sure if I was in the mood for something of a thriller within fantasy. Not my personal preference, but if Clara wanted to read it, I wouldn’t tell her that!

“Looks pretty good to me, is this what you want?” I asked.

“I’m sure there are plenty other options that would be good, but this is where we’re starting. So, did you want to get two copies of the book or do you want to be cheap and just read it together?” she asked.

I shrugged a shoulder, “Personally, I’d rather be cheap. If this is something we enjoy doing, we’ll have to start buying two copies of course. Supporting authors is a good thing, after all.”

She smiled and gently elbowed me in the side, “I’ll eventually get my book written.”

“That wasn’t a dig at you, but I would love to read it when you do finish it,” I said.

I bought the book and she bought dinner. After we had a chat about being excited about reading the book, she texted her husband and let him know that we were going to be reading at my house tonight. He didn’t seem to mind.

If he knew how I thought about his wife, he would certainly have wanted her to come home already. But he didn’t know. Neither did she…

Since I moved here, things had been difficult with her. She was my type down to the clothes she chose to wear. Clara’s husband had my dream girl and I hated him for that, even if it wasn’t fair to him.

Her long brown hair hung down past her petite breasts and nearly matched the color of her brown eyes. The few times I went to the gym with her made me feel slightly more self-conscious. Clara’s body was firm everywhere it needed to be, yet she still had enough jiggle to her ass and chest to make my cock hard.

I wanted to tell her about my feelings, but she probably wouldn’t take it well. Even if she did, what was I expecting to happen? She had a husband and from what I could tell, they were happy together.

The car ride to my house didn’t take long and when we finally arrived, she grabbed the book and hurried to the door. The cold, winter air bit at us and I almost felt bad for Clara. That petite frame of hers didn’t have enough fat on her to even try and keep her warm.

I rushed to the door to let her inside and she burst inside and let out a shivering groan, “Fuck it’s cold out there.”

“That’s why I stay inside. If we spent so long perfecting indoor conditions, why bother going outside?” I teased.

She chuckled and nodded towards the living room, “I don’t know if you’ve ever read a book with someone before, but I’m going to assume that one of us is sitting in the other’s lap. Is that a problem for you?”

My heart stalled in my chest for a moment. There was no way in hell that she wouldn’t feel my bulge pressing against her. Not to mention that her sweet little ass in my lap would inevitably turn me on.

I knew that I should just tell her to go home, but I veered down the selfish path. Friend or not, she was the one that wanted to make me spend more time with people in general.

“I’m fine with that, just don’t be too upset if I wiggle a bit,” I said.

She smiled and nodded towards the recliner in my living room, “By all means, wiggle away.”

I sat and let her get in my lap before I kicked out the leg rest. We leaned back and I clicked on the lamp on the table beside the recliner to make sure the soft light illuminated the pages of the novel we’d bought.

My breasts pressed against her back and I could already feel my bulge growing as she occasionally shifted about to get more comfortable. As obvious as it had to be, Clara wasn’t making a big deal of it. After the first chapter, she lifted her hips away from mine and unbuttoned her pants before laying back down on me, “Sorry, they were starting to pinch.”

“You’re fine. Is it okay so far?” I asked.

She turned her head and looked into my eyes for a moment before smiling, “I’m loving it so far. There is a little mystery involved, but overall, the pacing seems fine and I really would enjoy knowing what happens next.”

Her vague answer to my vague question left little doubt in my mind. Clara knew exactly what she was doing to me right now and there was no denying that she had to be able to feel my cock pressing against her. She started reading again, but I struggled to keep my eyes on the pages. The white waistband of her panties peeked through the opening of her jeans and I couldn’t stop fantasizing about seeing the rest of her.

I kept up as best I could with the book, but she finally let out a deep breath, “It’s hard to focus with these damn jeans. I know this is completely unladylike, but can I take them off?”

My cock throbbed in my jeans she let out a quiet groan. I slid my hands onto her sides and lifted her slightly off me, “Go ahead, as long as you’re comfortable, I don’t mind what you do.”

She hurried to unzip her pants and worked them down her thighs. The white waistband of her panties transitioned into black lace around the crotch and rear. Clara kicked off her shoes and then her pants finally came free and tumbled away.

I couldn’t help but moan quietly at the sight of her thigh gap and for a moment, I thought I could see the outline of her delicious lower lips.

“Careful with what you say, Robin. I’d hate to end up naked in your lap. As warm as I’m getting from your body heat, I might just take you up on what makes me comfortable,” she said as she grabbed the book.

Clara’s painful teasing had the bulge in my panties ready to explode but I knew that I couldn’t just outright ask her to let me fuck her. This was a game for her right now and if I wanted to win, I needed to let her make her move. If not tonight, then another night, but Clara was obviously interested in playing with me. Even if she wasn’t willing to go all the way, I wasn’t going to complain about having her nearly naked ass pressing against my crotch.

As we continued through the second and third chapter of the book, I felt her grinding herself into me. With each turn of a page, she gave her hips a little shake and when we finally finished with the third chapter, she looked at me. “This is a little wrong to ask of you, but the button of your pants is digging into my butt.”

“Is that the only thing digging into you?” I asked.

She giggled and nodded, “I don’t mind your chest against my back. My husband complains about my lack of boobs and I’m starting to see why, they’re so comfortable to lay on!”

Clara rolled off me and stood and nodded towards my pants. I undid my jeans and slid them down my thighs. Now that the jeans weren’t pinning my cock to my hips, the upper half of my cock burst free from my panties, but Clara said nothing about it.

She helped me pull my jeans down and then sat back down on my lap, “That’s so much better. Don’t you think reading is much more pleasant when you’re comfortable?”

Her ass had my cock pinned against my shirt. As she wiggled and writhed to get into position, I couldn’t help but let out a pathetic moan.

“Something wrong?” she asked.

“N-No, I feel pretty damn right,” I mumbled.

“Good, so, how are you feeling about chapter four?”

I let out a deep breath and mumbled, “I don’t know, chapter three felt like a cock tease. The main character being led into a cave by a seemingly positive hero character that seems like they’re just trying to fuck them over… It really did need to be expanded upon in chapter three, but it does make me want to keep reading.”

Clara smiled at me and before I could react, her lips pressed against mine for the briefest of moments and she pulled away and lifted the book back up, “Maybe the author is just trying to make sure she has the full attention of her audience.”

The wet bead of precum that drooled from my cock was wiped away by her panties as she wiggled one last time and went still as she started reading. I couldn’t even pretend I was reading anymore. My hands wrapped around her waist and I gently kissed along her neck as she continued to read. The story wasn’t bad, it really wasn’t. But no matter what story that the author was trying to tell, I was more interested in the scene happening in my living room right now.

Even as she turned the page, her wedding ring caught the light of the lamp and reminded me just how wrong what we were doing was. I couldn’t bring myself to care. Jared wasn’t a bad person, but damn, his wife was all I wanted from him. I didn’t even force the matter, if anything, Clara literally came onto me.

I teased my fingers along the waistband of her panties and she whispered quietly, “If you tell my husband about what we’re doing, we’re never going to read together again. You understand that, right?”

“Clara, I love reading with you, if your husband knew what kind of stories we were reading, he wouldn’t want us to keep meeting up. Reading is a healthy escape, isn’t it? So why don’t we just enjoy the story as it unfolds?” I asked as I slid my fingers into her panties and started rubbing her sensitive bead.

Her breath hitched and she spoke softly, “Go slow. I want to at least finish this chapter before I turn around and ride your cock like I’ve been wanting to for an hour.”

Even though she was literally teasing me for the past eternity, it still made my heart skip a beat to hear her admit what she wanted. I didn’t bother trying to get her off just yet, she told me to go slow, so I did. My fingers dipped further down her slit and collected some of her wetness to rub onto her clit to keep from making it too sensitive.

I couldn’t imagine why Clara was interested in me, but I wasn’t going to complain about it. Sure, I made good money, but she didn’t know what I did for a living. All she knew about me was that I was a bit of a loner. Then again, maybe she just really wanted to cheat on her husband. Maybe she came over here with the expectation of exploring her sexuality with another woman?

If that was the case, she didn’t seem disappointed to find out that I was packing quite the surprise in my panties.

She finally closed the book and turned to look at me, “Okay, so far, good book. I think we need to have a little talk before we do this. No bullshit from here on, okay?”

“Okay, Clara,” I said.

“I want to be fucked, badly. Jared is a good guy, but he’s so… Average? He doesn’t want anything but missionary sex and that isn’t exactly a bad thing, but he’s average in more than a few ways. Not that bad of a thing, but it’s the issue that he doesn’t know what he’s doing,” she said.

I nodded my head, “So you want me—”

“I want to be able to fuck like I used to in college. I’m not interested in sleeping with as many people as I used to, but damn, I’d love to be able to just do what I want, when I want,” she said.

“So you’re using me?” I asked in a joking tone.

She smiled and got off my lap, “Do you feel used? If you do, just let me know and I can go sit on my sofa and finish my book by myself.”

I slid my panties down my legs and wrapped a hand around my cock and stroked it slowly, “Does it look like I mind being a little used?”

Whatever Jared was doing to cause his wife to cheat on him, he needed to keep it up. If Clara was willing to let me be her outlet, I would happily let her climb on top of me and ride to her heart’s content. Our reading sessions would have to be varied though, I couldn’t imagine being ridden every time we got together. Clara’s body too tempting to see bent over eventually…

“I would certainly hope not,” she purred as took off her panties.

Her tight pussy glistened with her excitement and a smile crossed my lips. I patted my thighs and she smirked at me as she climbed onto the recliner. Her hips positioned over mine and she pushed against the back of the recliner to force it to lean back. Once I was nearly flat, she giggled and whispered, “What do you think about meeting three times a week for our club, Robin?”

A drop of Clara’s wetness fell onto my cock and I let out a quiet moan. “W-Why are you toying with me? I’ve been turned on since you’ve been in my lap. Three times a week, seven, fifty, I don’t mind how many times you want to see me. I’ll be here for you.”

She smiled and reached down to hold onto my cock. Her hips ground back and forth along my shaft, “I love how you sound when you’re so worked up. But if you’re going to moan when I’m just playing with you, I’m curious how you’ll sound when I do,” she positioned my cock at her entrance and dropped herself onto me, “this.”

I gasped and let out a hissing moan as her warm pussy surrounded my crown. Before I could recover from the initial sensation, Clara lowered herself further onto me. Inch after inch disappeared into her and she let out a satisfied groan when her ass pressed against my crotch.

“Fuck that’s nice, Robin. Try not to cum too soon, okay?” she asked.

Clara didn’t give me a chance to respond. Her hips pulled away from my cock and she dropped herself back down onto me again. And again. And again.

Moments ago, I wanted her to stop teasing me, but now that she was on top, I just wanted a moment to soak in the situation. She wasn’t joking around earlier. She wanted to fuck me how she wanted, when she wanted. Bending her over might not be an option. If she could make it this hard to breathe by riding me, I might just have to concede any semblance of dominance.

She reached down and grabbed my hands and pulled them to her perky breasts, “Pinch. Twist. I don’t care. Just touch me!”

Her lust surprised me, but as she leaned forward and worked her hips faster on my cock, I tried to obey her demand. I slid my hands under her shirt and pushed her bra up so that I could have access to her hard nipples. Most times I’d been with a woman, I could see what I was doing and take things at my own pace, but Clara was having none of that.

I was her dildo right now. That wasn’t something I ever expected to be… But I loved it.

My fingers pinched and tugged at her nipples and she let out quiet cries as her hips worked in a frenzy. Clara’s juices soaked my hips and thighs but I hadn’t felt her tighten up yet. I could only hope she would reward me with her warm juices spraying onto me soon.

The warmth of her pussy was fleeting as she rode me, but her tight, squeezing walls kept my shaft company. Clara’s head tilted forward and she stammered, “I’m so c-close.”

I dropped my hands to her waist and did my best to pump into her as she dropped herself onto me. The loud smack of our bodies colliding filled my living room. My balls tightened up and I let out a whimpering moan as her hands fell to my wrists. Her hands squeezed tightly and I felt her inner walls grip my cock.

Clara’s eyes met with mine for the briefest of moments before she leaned forward and kissed me. I closed my eyes as a warm rush of her juices sprayed onto my hips. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and my cock throbbed within her depths. The ecstasy that had built within me shot out in thick, creamy ropes deep into her core.

A wave of panic washed over me, but it was hard to focus on the fear. She rolled her hips in slow, controlled motions. Each time she moved, I felt her pussy clenching my cock as she pulled away, then she relaxed her entrance and dropped back onto me. When my cock finally softened to the point that she couldn’t ride me any longer, she broke our kiss and let out a deep breath.

Without a word, she turned over onto her back and grabbed the book off the table beside us and cracked it open.

She might not be worried about what just happened, but I couldn’t ignore it. “Clara?”

“Yeah?”

“Are you on birth control?” I asked.

She chuckled, “Nope.”

My heart stalled in my chest, “And if you get pregnant?”

“Rephrase that. When I get pregnant,” she said.

“When you get pregnant,” I mumbled quietly before going silent.

She put her finger between the pages of the book and closed it, “When I get pregnant, what?”

“Your husband is going to know about us,” I said.

“No, he’s going to be happy that I’m finally pregnant. Look, Robin, you’re going to be my neighbor for a long, long time. As much as you moaned and whined when I was riding you, I know that you haven’t had pussy like mine before. So you’re my best friend. Jared doesn’t know you’ve got a cock and he’s not going to know. If he did, then he would start wondering what we’ve been up to. Since a pussy can’t magically get another pussy pregnant, even if he does suspect I’ve been cheating on him, he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it,” she said.

As she cracked the book open, I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Sounds like you’ve got this all planned out.”

She laughed and turned to give me a peck on the cheek before pressing her ass firmly against my softened cock, “The first three chapters of this book were thinking about how I could make Jared think you were innocent. The fourth was just because I wanted to tease you.”

Her finger tapped against the bold print of the fifth chapter heading, “This chapter is just because you’re going to have to get hard again. I like reading, but I don’t care about doing that over here. Your cock is about all I want out of our reading sessions.”

I smiled and kissed her shoulder softly, “Then keep wiggling. I’m looking forward to Jared thinking that he’s a dad. Slight admittance, I’ve wanted to do this since I first moved here. Jared just looks like the kind of guy that needs a cheating wife.”

“Tell me about it. I’m just lucky that the first person I decided to fuck was hung. If you’re a good girl, I might not even try to find a second person,” she purred.
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