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Story One

Fertile for the Futa

Amber’s First Time with a Woman


“Lacey, your makeup looks amazing, but is there any reason you spent that long on it when we’re just going out for a jog?” Amber asked.

I smiled warmly and waved a hand dismissively, “Oh, it only takes me a few minutes. Besides, when I go anywhere with you, I want to look half as good as you do.”

Amber giggled and gave me a pat on the arm, “I don’t know if Dusty would appreciate you getting all dolled up for me. You know how he gets.”

Being fair to my husband, he had a damn good reason to worry about me trying hard for someone else. It wouldn’t be the first time I cheated on him with a woman, and being honest with myself, it wasn’t going to be the last. Dusty asked me to marry him fresh out of high school and while it wasn’t the worst decision of my life, I didn’t get to explore my sexual side nearly as much as I wanted to.

He slipped up one time early in our marriage and I caught him with my sister and that was all the excuse I needed to start getting a little promiscuous. It wasn’t like he could do anything to me for it. His parents adored me and made it clear that if we were to divorce, they’d support me when it came to giving me the house and the car.

Maybe it was a little unfair for them to only know about his cheating, but then again, I wasn’t playing fair.

I caught Amber’s blue eyes in my gaze and smirked, “I know exactly how he gets. Then again, you’ve been a part of our lives for almost ten years now. If he can’t trust me with his best friend, then what kind of husband is he?”

She gave a half-hearted laugh and nodded, “Yeah, I just don’t want to make things awkward for you two.”

“And how on earth would you do that?” I asked, stepping ahead of her on the pavement. Bending forward at the waist, I put my hands on my ankles and took my sweet time ‘stretching’. When I initially thought about having sex with Amber, I wasn’t even sure if she was interested in women. A few conversations with my husband while he was drinking quickly led to him telling me something he probably shouldn’t have. Amber had a cock. An impressive one.

My sexual interest in women was one thing, but if there was anything my husband had that kept me around, it was his dick. Finding out that his sweet-natured best friend was a transwoman with a body to die for with the perk of having a cock… Well, even I couldn’t blame myself for wanting to see how far I could get Amber to go with me.

The hitch in Amber’s breathing was audible and I slowly ran my hands back up my smooth, toned legs as I looked back at her, “Something wrong?”

“Ah, no, I just didn’t know you were that flexible, it’s pretty impressive,” she said as she avoided making eye contact with me again.

I spread my legs wider and bent over to my right side first. In reality, I wanted to stretch, but I also wasn’t going to pull my short running shorts down. Not that I made too much of a habit of looking at myself in the mirror in slutty positions, but I knew that I was definitely revealing more of myself to her than she might have expected.

She moved beside me and started stretching as well, though her hips were angled just slightly away from me. She must not have known that I was already aware of what she had.

When we finished, she reached behind her head to tighten her blonde ponytail and smiled, “How long did you want to run?”

“Maybe a mile, maybe two. I really just wanted to get out of the house for a little while,” I said.

She nodded, “Lead on then.”

With that, we were off, jogging down the street as the sun slowly dipped further into the horizon. I preferred this time of day, when it was still warm enough to not need anything more than my shorts and a tank top, but also not dark enough to have to bring a light. Even with my nefarious plans in motion, it was still nice to spend some time with Amber.

My husband didn’t want me spending much alone time with anyone, but he compromised since we were going for a run, as long as I would be back within an hour. Just about ten minutes into our jog and just shy of the halfway point, I slowed to a walk and Amber fell into pace beside me.

“Whew, not so bad for me being out of shape, huh?” she asked, her heavy breathing showing just how worn out she was.

“Not bad at all, and we’re just about halfway done. But I don’t think you’re out of shape at all,” I said.

She shrugged, “I’ve got nothing on you, that’s for sure.”

“Yeah, well when I’m not allowed to leave the house without Dusty starting a fight, I’ve got to have some kind of hobby. I just fell in love with online fitness. I’ve got a group that video calls and we keep each other accountable, it’s honestly really nice,” I said.

Amber stopped walking and put her hand on my shoulder, “What did you say?”

“That I have an online group?” I asked.

She shook her head, “No, about Dusty.”

“He doesn’t like when I leave the house without him. It usually leads to him telling me that I’m cheating on him and that I’m ungrateful,” I said quietly.

That part wasn’t a lie. Dusty and I weren’t a perfect couple, but the lack of positive attention from him led me down this road. I didn’t want to be a cheating wife, I never thought I’d ever want to be unfaithful. But when all I got from him was hatred that boiled just under the surface, it was hard to not lash out any way I could.

Amber’s jaw tensed, “You shouldn’t live like that, Lacey. I don’t care if he’s got every reason in the world to not trust you, he shouldn’t make you feel like you’re trapped.”

“What do you mean, he has every reason to not trust me?” I asked.

She sighed and started walking slowly, “Well, he told me about some of your marital problems. How you’ve been sleeping around with women…”

I nodded, “And did he tell you why I started doing that?”

“Because he wouldn’t let you have a threeway with him?” she asked as much as said.

“Oh god, is that what he told you?” a chuckle escaped me. The balls on him, if he was going to spill our problems to his friend, he should have told her the full picture. “No, I started fucking other people because I caught him in bed with my sister. He claimed to be drunk and he thought it was me, but I was at the same cookout that he was. Dusty had two beers. That’s it.”

She lifted a hand to cover her mouth. After a moment, she spoke quietly, “I didn’t know that, but I know he wouldn’t get drunk from two. Maybe two six packs, but not two. I’m sorry to hear that, Lacey, but I still don’t know if that makes it okay for you to cheat on him.”

“It really doesn’t. I don’t need it to be okay though, I don’t love him. How can I? All he does is want me to blow him while he watches football,” I said angrily. “If it wasn’t for his parents, I would have divorced him so long ago.”

“Yeah, you’ve talked fondly about them in the past. But, uh…” her voice drifted off and she went quiet.

“But what?” I asked.

She stopped again and looked at me, “Why am I out here with you, then?”

“Honestly?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Because I want to have sex with you. He told me about your secret and I’d be lying if I didn’t say that it turned me on. I want to know what it’s like to be with a woman that is so sweet but also has something that other women would die for if they knew,” I mumbled.

Amber chuckled, “If it isn’t that much of an issue for you, I don’t want to say I haven’t looked at you before. I just don’t know if I can do that to Dusty. If what you’re saying about him is true, and I have no reason to believe it isn’t, then he’s been lying about a lot of his problems. Knowing him, it wouldn’t surprise me if he wanted me to do something with him.”

I laughed and nodded, “That sounds about like him. He asked me to peg him recently and I just wasn’t interested in that. It’s hard enough to look at him while he’s flopping around on top of me.”

“So, let’s say I was willing to go through with this. What would that do to your relationship with him? I don’t even want to see him again tonight,” she said.

If the moment wasn’t so tense, I would have probably danced a little in celebration. Hearing that she was at least somewhat interested in me was enough for me, even if nothing else happened tonight.

“Our relationship is bullshit. I don’t love him and I’m sure he only loves my pussy at this point. There isn’t anything worth going home to aside from the air conditioner,” I said in a flat tone.

“So why not just jog back to my place? I’ll send Dusty a text and let him know you rolled your ankle and I’ll be taking care of you tonight. If you want, that is,” she said.

I smiled at her, “As a friend or did you want to take care of some of my other needs?”

“You practically invited me out here for sex, Lacey. You already know about my secret and if I’m honest, I’ve fantasized about you for years.”

“Then I’ll race you back to your house?” I said playfully.

She giggled, “You’re on, I know I’m going to lose the race, but I’m going to consider watching your ass bounce a win.”

The answer was all I needed to hear. While I wasn’t fond of what this would do to their friendship, Dusty earned his position as the local scum lord. Sure, I was unfaithful, but I wasn’t the only one and I couldn’t bring myself to care about what steps I took to enjoy the life I led. Whatever I was doing with Dusty sure as hell wasn’t working…

It was a little over a half mile from Amber’s house from where we were at and I was thankful by the time I saw her modest two-bedroom home. My lungs burned from the effort it took to leave her in my dust. The sweat in my hair left it damp and a little nasty, but as I heard Amber’s feet pounding the pavement behind me, I felt a surge of pride. Being a little sweaty was worth it.

She skidded to a stop behind me, but either she overshot or she intended to have her hips crash into mine. If not for her hands firmly grasping my hips, I would have ended up toppling over!

Amber giggled and ground her crotch into my ass for a second before she gave me a gentle slap on the behind and stepped around me, “Shower first?”

“That depends on you, I can’t promise I’ll be as wild as I would be now,” I said, mostly teasing.

“Oh, is that so?” she asked, leading the way into her house. I shut the front door behind me and locked it before crouching down as her adorable black cat ran over to me. “Hey little buddy! Is she treating you well, Salem? Is your mommy being good to you?”

“He’s probably thinking you’re insane,” she said and disappeared into her kitchen. A moment later, she came back with two bottles of water and looked down at me, “In all seriousness, don’t bring sex into this at all. Lacey, do you feel safe at your house?”

I took in a deep breath before taking the bottle of water she offered me. Standing up, I looked her in the eye and spoke solemnly, “No. I don’t. I don’t know when Dusty is going to decide that he’s had enough of me. He’s not above getting physical and while it’s been a long time since he’s raised a hand at me, it just feels like a matter of time.”

“Then I don’t know if I can let you go back to him. I’m not saying you have to stay here, but I’ve got an extra bedroom,” she said before putting her hand on the side of my neck. “You’re a good person, Lacey. I can’t say that I know you perfectly, but for almost ten years, you’ve been nothing but helpful and supportive of me. I really do appreciate that, and I’m going to do everything I can to make sure you’re safe.”

I smiled at her and leaned in closer, pressing my lips to hers for the slightest of moments, “Even if that means letting a cheating whore sleep under your roof?”

Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head, “Don’t call yourself a whore. Ever. What you’re doing is being a whore, it’s not like you’re with a different person every week. Why do you think that wanting a little validation and attention makes you a whore?”

“Because I have a husband?”

“A husband that doesn’t know what he’s got in front of him,” she let out a deep sigh. “It’s not only your sister he’s seeing. He occasionally brags about the people he has sex with while we’re out at a job site.”

“N-No,” I groaned. Of course, I’d thought about what he might be doing while they’re out working on someone’s house. But it wasn’t even that he was cheating on me with strangers that bothered me. She said he was seeing my sister.

“He’s still visiting Irena?”

Amber bit her lower lip and looked away from me. I put my hand on her chin and gently tugged, “Please, just be honest with me.”

“He never stopped seeing her. That kid isn’t Kyle’s.”

The words took the breath from me. As many times as I’d asked him to consider having a child with me, he’d always refused. Thinking of my sister’s nine-year-old, it made a lot more sense to me. The fucker already had a kid…

A rage slowly started building within me. I wasn’t mad at Amber, there was no reason to be. While I could have blamed her for not telling me the truth, she was working with limited information as well.

She took a step back and spoke softly, “If you’d like me to give you some space, I understand. I know how hard this must be for you.”

I shook my head as an anger-induced tear trickled down my cheek, “I wanted you to fuck me when I left the house and I want you to fuck me now. I didn’t say have sex with me. I didn’t ask you to make love with me. I just want you to slam your cock into me as hard as you can. I want you to hurt me with it. Break my fucking hips, just…”

A deep sigh escaped me and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. The cool water bottle pressed against my arm as she whispered, “You don’t want me to hurt you. You just want to feel something. I’ve been there, Lacey. If you want to have sex, I can do that. But I need you to promise me that you’re not just going to use me for your emotional release and throw me to the side when you’re done.”

After a few moments, I hugged her back and let the tears start flowing, “I don’t want to use you and be done with you. This is just something I need right now, Amber. Our marriage failing was one thing, but having him treat me like I’m the problem when he’s been sleeping around on me for so long…”

“It hurts, I get that. But the way he made things sound, you’d been doing the same to him. I hate that I never asked you before, but how do you have a conversation like this?” she asked. Amber kissed the crown of my head and continued, “But I can promise you one thing. I won’t treat you like you’re nothing, Lacey. And I damn sure won’t have anything else to do with him.”

I pulled back and looked at her, “You make it sound like you want to date me.”

“I was going to give it some time before I asked or anything,” she mumbled.

Leaning forward, I pressed my lips to hers and gently ground my hips against her. Sure, I could have been pissed at her for not telling me the truth sooner, but she was right. How could I have expected her to have this conversation with me, especially if she thought that Dusty was the one getting revenge?

It was a hard spot for her to be in, but right now, the only hard spot I wanted to think about was between her legs.

She let out a soft moan and quickly broke the kiss, “Are you absolutely sure you want this?”

I nodded, “We both knew I wanted you to fuck me when we went for our run. The emotional stuff, that wasn’t something I expected, but you don’t seem like the kind of woman that would just want to hurt me for the sake of it. So why don’t we just take care of the physical stuff for now? After I’ve had a little more time to process the rest of this, we can talk about the emotional stuff?”

“That sounds wonderful, Lacey. If you want me to stop at any point, all you have to do is say so, okay?”

It was heartwarming to have her care so much about what I wanted. If Dusty was in her shoes right now, he would have just taken me for the sake of it and not given a damn about what I wanted. And I knew that I’d let him. It wasn’t a healthy relationship and that was becoming more apparent by the second. It wasn’t something I should just live with and hope it would get better. Fuck him!

Amber pulled away from me and uncapped her water. As she led the way to her bedroom, she took a healthy swallow from it and I quickly did the same. As horny as I was, I couldn’t pretend that my body didn’t crave some kind of break. The mile and a half run was good for me, but it didn’t feel like it at the moment.

She put her water down on the dresser across from her bed and sheepishly smiled as she hooked her thumbs into her shorts and panties. In one quick motion, she pushed them down her thighs and showed me the impressive cock between her thighs. While there was a light musk coming from her, it was nothing that didn’t ignite the fire of my lust.

That thick, low-hanging cock was far more than I could have ever expected a woman to pack and she spoke softly, “I promise, it’s not that small when I’m hard.”

“What the fuck do you mean it’s not that small? That thing is already bigger than Dusty!” I cried.

She grinned and shrugged her shoulders, “I’ve never been with a woman. Uh, speaking of… I don’t have any condoms.”

“It’ll be fine, just pull out before you’re about to finish,” I said, quickly stripping out of my clothes. There was no reason to show off every inch of my body in a slow tease to her, not when we both knew what we wanted right now. If I had to seduce her, maybe I would have taken things slower, just to make her crave my pussy even more. But that wasn’t the case. In my eyes, Lacey deserved to enjoy my body without having to be strung through the silly games I usually played with the women I cheated with.

This time was different. It didn’t feel like I was doing this just to get off and being honest, I wasn’t trying to get a woman to spread her legs for me. This time, I wanted Amber to enjoy me because she’d earned it. Sure, earlier this afternoon, I would have made this a lot harder for her. Things changed.

She let out a quiet groan and asked, “How did you want to do this?”

I smiled at her and walked over to her bed to join her. Laying down on my back, I shuffled my hips until they were just over the edge of her bed. Spreading my legs and bringing them closer towards my shoulders, I hooked my elbows under my knees and showed her just how flexible I was, “I usually can’t stand the thought of looking at someone on top of me, but I’d love to be able to see your face while we enjoy one another.”

She nodded and stood up, positioning herself between my legs. Instead of her thick cock at my entrance, she pressed two fingers into my pussy, “Uh, so if I’m not the best, you won’t make fun of me, right?”

I let out a low moan as her fingers curled within my inner walls, exploring me while also causing my pussy to get even wetter. “Why the hell would I make fun of you. As long as you’re having a good time and that massive cock is in me, I’m sure we’ll both get what we want out of tonight. I’m not asking you to make me squirt, Amber. I just want to feel you inside me and feel your cum spray across my chest when you’re done.”

Her pale cheeks flushed red as she nodded, “I think I can make that happen.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” I asked as I watched her fingers continued to slowly pump into my slit.

This was a position I’d only been in by myself when I used toys, so this was a slightly new experience for me as well. Amber slowly pulled her fingers from my pussy and she spoke quietly, “I’m just scared of hurting you and ruining tonight.”

My eyes locked with hers and I spoke firmly, “Damn it, girl. I want you to fuck me! I don’t care if you’re some kind of sex goddess!”

She groaned and quickly pressed the head of her cock against my slit. With a single, rough push, she forced half her cock inside me. I clenched my jaw and pressed my shoulders against her bed as her massive girth spread me like Dusty never could. There was a brief moment when I thought I might scream from how huge she was, but I bit my cheek and let her continue to sink further into me.

If I did anything that made her feel like she was hurting me, she would probably stop. Amber was a sweetheart and while I loved that about her, I needed to be fucked tonight.

As her warm hips pressed against my core, she let out a quiet gasp and her head hung limp for a moment, “F-Fucking hell, it feels so good.”

“S-See what you’ve been missing?” I purred.

She pulled back a few inches before pumping into me again, softly pressing against my hips again. While her cock inside me felt better than I could have imagined, she wasn’t being nearly as forceful as I needed her to be. If I was going to have any more fun tonight, I’d need her to stop worrying so much about me.

“Amber?”

“Hmm?” she hummed.

“I don’t want to make you feel like I’m asking you to hurt me, but you can be a lot more rough with me. Matter of fact, I really, really need you to fuck me hard and fast.”

She nodded and leaned forward over me, her hands gripping the bed beside my head. Amber’s shoulders pushed my legs back even further. Her soft blue eyes gazed into mine, “Can I have a kiss first?”

I giggled and lifted my head as far as I could to meet her halfway. Our lips locked for a moment and I pressed my tongue against her lips. She moaned and opened her mouth so that our tongues could dance for just a few moments before she pulled away from me.

Amber straightened her arms and relieved most of the pressure she was putting on my legs while still keeping her arms on the bed. Without so much as a word, she pulled her hips back and then slammed into me. The loud slap of our hips colliding filled the room and was followed by an even louder moan from me.

She once again bit her lower lip and pulled back. Amber pumped into me again, drawing forth another moan from me. Without as much of a delay this time, she pounded into me again. And again. Soon, she’d found her rhythm and while her strokes weren’t as hard as the first two, she was building into a more blissful pattern.

Each time her cock delved deep into my pussy, I could see my tight stomach bulge slightly. I’d never had something so large inside me and now that I’d experienced it, I couldn’t imagine ever going back to my husband.

Every time her warm body pressed against mine, a loud moan ripped forth from me. I wasn’t the only one moaning with each stroke, though. Amber’s soft moans and gasps slowly transitioned into primal grunts as she rutted her hips into mine.

I could feel the heat in my pussy building and my stomach tightened as she continued to drill into me. My eyes met with hers before I collapsed back onto the bed. Her cock sank deep into me, causing my stomach to distend once again. It was too much to take. I couldn’t hold back the burning ecstasy that coursed through me any longer!

My hips writhed and bucked as she continued to hammer into me, seemingly unaware that I was about to soak her with my orgasm. I wasn’t complaining, having that massive shaft spread me like I was nothing more than a toy felt amazing. Amber cared about me. I knew that and I could hold onto that thought as she hammered into my pussy.

For someone that claimed to have never been with a woman before, she could fuck like no other!

I let out a loud cry and my nails dug into my legs as my juices gushed forth, spraying onto her. She let out a long groan before slamming into me one last time. Her misty eyes met with mine and just as I felt her cock throb within me, her eyes widened with realization.

Before she could pull away from me, I moaned, “Leave it in.”

“B-But—”

“I said leave it in!”

She didn’t argue with me, her eyes rolled back slightly as she sank into me again. That bulge in my stomach bounced ever-so-slightly with each torrent of cum that she pumped deep into my pussy. If I had the energy left, I would have reached down and massaged my clit while I watched that beautiful sight, but I couldn’t even keep my head off the bed.

Amber’s soft moans faded away and all that was left was our heavy breathing. She slowly pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed. I weakly pushed myself further up the bed until I was able to kiss her again.

It was barely more than a peck but it was still the most intimate kiss of my life. If only I’d found her before I found Dusty, this could have possibly been my life for the past ten years.

Then again, why couldn’t I try to make it that way for the rest of my life?

I broke the kiss and whispered, “I don’t want to sleep in another bed tonight.”

She panted, “Good, I really didn’t know how to ask you to stay.”

Four months passed and the divorce was still in progress, but I didn’t even bother fighting for any of Dusty’s belongings. I didn’t want them. Anything that was even related to him deserved to be burned to the ground.

I had a new lover now, one that respected me and did things for me that he would never.

A hand ran over the slight bulge in my stomach and Amber whispered into my ear, “I can’t wait to buy you some maternity pants, baby.”

“I bet you can’t,” I purred as she pressed herself into my back. “But I can’t wait to move.”

“The house is going up for sale in a month, don’t worry, we’re going to get as far away from Dusty you want to be,” she said.

“Good… I wouldn’t want to start our family with him within a thousand miles, baby,” I said.

Truly, the night I went for a run with my husband’s best friend turned out to be the best decision I’d ever made.


Story Two

Fertile for the Futa

Bella’s Best Friend has a Confession


“I can’t believe we’re going to actually see Drain the Node live!” my best friend, Hannah cried out from the passenger seat.

I laughed and turned my blinker on before moving into the far right lane to get ready to get off the interstate, “No kidding, on their first tour ever. It’s insane, I mean, you told me about them when they were barely out of the garage band stage and now look at them.”

She reached over and gave my knee a gentle squeeze, “Thank you so much for coming with me. I really don’t know if I would have been able to see them if it wasn’t for you, Bella.”

Her hand on my knee felt a little nicer than I should have admitted. As much as I enjoyed the warmth, I had to do my best to not focus on it for too long. She was my best friend, even if she was the most attractive chick I knew.

Since as long as I could remember, Hannah was in my life. When we were both going through the awkward cooties on the playground stage of life, she fended off the icky boys for me. When we got into middle school, I helped support her through her identity crisis. Little did I know, just a few years later, she would be there with me through every step of my own identity crisis.

The difference… She didn’t have to take pills to become the woman she was today. I was ever thankful to have a friend like Hannah, but that’s what made my attraction to her even more forbidden. Yet, like a lost puppy, I’d follow her anywhere and do anything I could to make her life a little better just so that I could be in her presence.

“Hey, you know you’d do the same for me if I wanted to do something. And speaking of, you’ve already done these kinds of things for me in the past,” I reminded her.

Her hand lingered on my knee and she ran her thumb across it, “But that doesn’t mean I can’t really appreciate it. Speaking of showing appreciation, how does pizza sound for lunch?”

I smiled and once again flicked on my blinker as I took our exit. According to the GPS, we were only two miles away from the hotel we booked a night at. “Pizza sounds amazing, but it’s like, three, isn’t it kind of like an early dinner or is it just a late lunch?”

“Who cares, this is our little vacation, Bella. Let’s enjoy it, fuck counting calories for the next two days. You’re beautiful the way you are and if two days will ruin your diet, I’ll hire you a personal trainer to whip you back into shape,” she said.

That sounded just about right. Hannah really didn’t have a shortage of money, but when it came to driving or taking large steps by herself, she couldn’t do it. Either of them. One because she couldn’t pass the test, the other because she was mildly codependent.

And here I was. Enjoying every second of her being with me. I couldn’t say if I was using her a little or if I was being a good friend, but if it meant separating myself from her, I’d happily be either. Our friendship was special and while she did end up paying for most everything we did, I’d like to think I provided some sort of value for her.

I wasn’t the one that had a millionaire dad. My dad was in prison. Go figure…

She squeezed my knee, “Would you rather I whip you back into shape then?”

I giggled and merged into the traffic leading to our apartment, “No, just spank me a little and I’ll call it fair. You might want to find a place to eat if you want one though. Preferably one we could walk to? My butt is numb from driving for the past six hours.”

“Then why would I ever spank it? I’ll massage it for you, don’t worry,” she teased.

“Is that a threat or a promise?” I asked.

She ran her hand up my thigh until she was just about to reach my groin before she pulled away and giggled, “It was a threat, but now it’s a promise. I’ll find us a place to eat.”

I was starting to hate that I’d worn pajama pants for the drive up here. They were super comfortable and gave my legs room to breathe, but that was half of my problem right now. Even with panties on to help restraint it, the growing bulge between my legs was probably excessively noticeable.

My cheeks warmed and I figured that I was blushing, but Hannah didn’t have much of an issue teasing me about my cock. If anything, it had become one of her go-to tormenting methods for when she wanted to make me squirm. What are best friends for if not to mess with one another?

Ultimately, I didn’t mind, but it was growing harder and harder to not ask her to just tell me that she wanted me or that she wanted to mess with me. She was my type almost down to my specific fantasies. Blonde hair that reached just below her shoulder blades, a firm body that had just enough definition to show she was fit without it being too much that would make me feel inferior, and to top it all off, she was a fucking metalhead and that was probably the most attractive quality to me.

I pulled into the parking lot of our hotel and she continued scrolling through pages. Glancing over, I saw a glimpse of a naked woman with a little something extra between her legs before she quickly locked her phone and looked back at me, “Yeah, there’s a place about two blocks from here. Supposed to be a little hole in the wall place but it has really good reviews.”

Pretending like I hadn’t seen anything, I smiled, “Sounds good, let’s get our stuff in our room first though, okay?”

She agreed and soon, we were carrying our suitcases to our room on the eighth floor. I wasn’t that much of a fan of heights, but it was the cheapest room I could show her that didn’t look like a run down rat’s nest. To her, a rat’s nest was a room that didn’t have a personal jacuzzi.

As we got inside the room, she let the heavy door shut behind us and blew past me to jump on the bed. Hannah smiled like a kid in a candy store and patted the bed beside her, “Ooh, and we get to share a bed together? If Daddy knew, he’d probably kick me in the snatch.”

“Um, any reason for that? Mr. Donovan likes me, doesn’t he?” I asked.

She chuckled as I moved to sit down beside her, “He does like you a lot, but if he knew that anyone with a dick was in the same bed as his daughter, it wouldn’t end well for me.”

I smirked and laid down beside her, “It’s odd how comfortable you can be able all of these things. I get skittish when you even mention my thing and yet here you are, promising to massage my butt and sleep with me.”

“Hey, I’m sleeping with you, not sleeping with you!” she defended herself. “At least, not yet.”

Those words did nothing to help my arousal go down. Instead, I found myself drawing my feet closer to my ass to help hide my erection, “I don’t know if we should talk like that, Hannah.”

She shrugged, “I’m just teasing a little bit. I thought you didn’t mind if I messed with you.”

“I really don’t, but uh…”

Hannah smirked and put her hand on my tight stomach, her fingers slowly circling around my belly button, “But what? Are you getting a little excited? It’s hard not to notice.”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment, “S-Stop it.”

“You’re not making me, so I’m not quite sure you want me to. Isn’t it a little odd,” she slid her hand just a tiny bit closer to my crotch, teasing the sensitive area just above my groin, “that we have been friends for all this time. And every time I tease you, you act so shy about it. But you can never stop me?”

Her fingertips pushed the waistband of my pajama pants down an inch before she giggled wickedly and pulled her hand away from me. The thick bulge in my pants was impossible to not see, even with my legs angled to help hide it. If I had anything above average, it was definitely my cock.

“So it makes me wonder if you really want me to stop or if you’re just saying that to make me think that you don’t really want it,” she cooed before rolling off the bed. Looking down at me, she smiled warmly and continued, “I shouldn’t tease you so much though. It’s not fair to you, besides, I can’t imagine you’d want to show that monster off while we’re getting pizza.”

How could someone so sweet be so damn evil at the same time? I hated that I loved how she acted!

One of these days, she was going to get herself into something that she would be uncomfortable with. I’d eventually be brave enough to pull my panties down and show her just what she did to me and ask her to take care of it. It’d only be fair… But that would mean showing my best friend my cock and asking her to enjoy it. While standing up for myself sounded nice, I couldn’t pretend that it would be easy. Even worse, if she did stop teasing me, I think that would be worse.

“You know, Hannah, I don’t mind that you mess with me. But we’re in a hotel room together tonight. If I have to take care of myself like I usually do, you’re going to hear it and that’s going to be awkward.”

Her jaw went slack for a moment before she gathered herself, “Like you usually do? Oh my god, did you just admit to jerking off after I’ve teased you?”

It was at that point that I thought I was going to die a little. How could I have admitted something so stupid?

“You’re so perverted,” she said, leaning back over the bed. Her hips were high in the air and she let them sway so seductively, “But you know what?”

Her perfume was very light, but with her so close to me, I could smell the strawberry fragrance rolling off of her. She whispered, “I’ve definitely used dildos while I thought about your cock being inside me. I’m not any better than you are there.”

A soft moan escaped me before I knew what happened and she smiled down at me, “Sounds like that excites you.”

“H-Hannah, this is getting a little too serious, isn’t it?” I asked.

She nodded, “Why shouldn’t I be able to tell you how I feel about you? Is that against the rules? Come on now, don’t tell me that after all we’ve been through together that you didn’t stick around for nothing.”

“I’m here because I’m your f-friend,” I stammered.

This was all happening so fast, the things I expected her to never say were being thrown out into the open. Fantasies I’d had of my best friend usually weren’t this serious. Even then, when I did think about her while I touched myself, I couldn’t help but feel a little shame after I came.

Hannah climbed onto the bed and threw her right leg over my hips and sat down on my stomach, “And I’m your friend. Your best friend. The kind of friend that wishes you would have asked her to blow you on the car ride up here. The kind of friend that really wanted to have you fuck her brains out on prom night.”

She gently ground herself against me, the tiny white gym shorts she had on covering her weren’t even thick enough to hide the wetness seeping through her panties.

“H-Hannah! You’re going to do something you regret,” I said, terrified that she was just horny and not thinking clearly.

Her sharp green eyes met with mine and she stopped moving for a second. Leaning down until her face was just inches from mine, she spoke in a clear, firm voice, “The only thing I regret is not asking you to be my girlfriend sooner.”

I didn’t have time to respond to her. Her lips pressed against mine and she pressed her tongue against my lips. Against my every rational thought, I opened my mouth for her.

This wasn’t supposed to happen. If we were going to get together, I should have been the one that took her somewhere nice and showed her a good time before asking her if she’d like to be my partner. It wasn’t supposed to happen with her grinding her hips against me in a hotel room!

But at the same time… I let my legs straighten out and Hannah quickly shifted her hips back to rub herself against the thick bulge under my clothes. Her tongue danced against mine as she used me to satisfy her needs.

Hannah broke our kiss and straightened up, putting pressure on my cock and drawing out a moan from me.

“I’ve wanted to do this with you for so damn long, Bella. You’re just too damn sweet to ask me to do it,” she moved her hands to her chest and squeezed her own breasts through her clothes. “Drain the Node isn’t playing here, tonight. They’re not going on tour. I just wanted to get you away from everything we knew back home. I want tonight to be about us, Bella. You didn’t have the metaphorical balls to ask me, so I wanted to ask you.”

The words stung a little, not so much that I was hurt, but enough to show me just how badly she must have wanted the same thing that I did. How could both of us be so blind to the other’s desires?

I knew the answer to that even as the thought crossed my mind. We weren’t blind to it. Neither of us knew how to ask our best friend if they would want to be lovers.

I bit my lower lip as she bucked against me again. Looking up at her, “I want you just as bad as you want me, but I don’t know if we should rush into things.”

“We’re adults, Bella. You know everything there is to know about me and I know the same about you. If there is anyone I’d rush into sex with, it would have to be you. I love you, you little shit.”

There was a moment of silence that seemed to last an eternity. Everything she said rung true, but even with her grinding her pussy against my cock, I didn’t expect us to go all the way tonight. Her hips stopped grinding against me and she looked down with a familiar look of worry. It was the same look she gave me when she thought she pushed me further than I could handle.

I put my hands on her waist and rolled her onto her back. Looking down at her, I smiled warmly and gave her a kiss on the cheek before I whispered, “I want to do this with you.”

She wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me down against her for an awkward hug, “Then get off me and take those damn clothes off. I want to be on top, by the way. You weren’t the one that asked, you don’t get to be player one.”

“You little—”

“Strip, girl!”

The command made me smile and she let me go so that I could get off the bed. As awkward as it was for me, I pushed my pajama pants down with my plain blue cotton panties bundled up in them. Then came my shirt, and I unclasped my bra and let it fall down my arms onto the floor.

Meanwhile, Hannah took quickly threw her shorts at me and then her tee shirt leaving her in a sexy black lace lingerie set. As much as I would have enjoyed just looking at her in that sexy bra and panties, she quickly took them off as well. Her perky breasts were magnificent, each small mound topped with an already erect nipple. Between her thighs was something I’d only dreamed about, but my fantasies couldn’t compare to the real thing.

Her tight slit glistened in the light and she smiled at me before reaching down between her legs. Two fingers spread her lips and she cooed, “It’s been a long time since I’ve used my dildos. I’m not sure if I can take your massive cock, Bella.”

I blushed and was now highly aware of just how aroused I was. I’d been focusing so much on her that I didn’t even think about how desperately she might want me. My size was something I was always a little self-conscious of, not so much that I wasn’t proud of it… Just that it was certainly something I didn’t expect to be such a big deal. When Hannah would give me grief about it, she always made it sound like it was some kind of gift to humanity. I never saw it like that until today. It was Hannah’s gift.

“Then enjoy what you can of it, I know I’ll enjoy every second of this,” I purred.

She looked at me as if I’d lost it, “Since when is this something you’re comfortable talking about?”

“It’s not, but you want it and I want you to have it,” I mumbled, the facade quickly dropping.

Hannah stood from the bed and approached me, her hands fell onto my shoulders, “Then lay down, I’ll take care of you.”

She guided to the bed and gently pushed me onto it. I propped myself up onto my elbows and watched her as she climbed onto the bed. This time, when her pussy pressed against my cock, I could feel the heat of her desire burning against my sensitive flesh. The soft moan that slipped from her lips was heavenly, but it was nothing in comparison to the mind-breaking sensation of her lower lips slowly spreading around the crown of my cock.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her as she lowered herself onto my shaft. Inch after inch disappeared inside her, yet it wasn’t the insertion that I was watching. It was her face. The way she bit her lower lip and squeezed her eyes shut as she took me deep into her.

For her to be unsure as to if she could take my size, she didn’t even stop once as her hips finally pressed against mine. Hannah’s inner walls massaged my cock, their warmth embracing me and making me feel like I’d died and gone to heaven.

Those beautiful eyes finally opened and she let out a quiet groan as she bucked her hips slowly, “Fucking hell, that’s so much nicer than any dildo I’ve ever used.”

“Y-You’re going to make me cum,” I whimpered.

She looked down at me and smiled weakly, “That’s the entire plan, baby.”

Those words were all the warning I got as she slowly lifted her hips and then let them fall back into place. The rush of euphoria that came with the motion was beyond anything I’d ever experienced when masturbating. Fingering my ass, using the small dildo I had, even stroking myself like I typically did… None of it could compare to the bliss that was Hannah’s pussy.

Hannah leaned forward slightly and put her hands on my shoulders, “I love you, Bella. I always have and I always will.”

I opened my mouth to tell her how I felt, but I couldn’t get the words out as she started bouncing herself on my shaft furiously. What seemed like it would be a slow, passionate night shifted towards a quick, hard fuck in the span of seconds.

As much as I would have loved to make love to her, to enjoy her for hours to come, I couldn’t bring myself to argue with the change of pace. Her tight walls stroked my cock and Hannah’s desperate moans made things much more sensual for me in an instant. There would be a time when I could explore everything she could possibly offer me in the bedroom, for now, I wanted her to keep moaning louder and louder.

I lifted my hips to meet her as she dropped herself onto me. The loud slap of our hips colliding together was a near-constant sound to augment the sounds of her ecstatic moans coupled with my whimpering cries of pleasure.

My hands rested on her thighs, gently pushing her hips down to help her move even faster. Lasting long wasn’t an option, but I was going to do everything I could for her to help give her what she wanted. If she wanted me for all this time and her first time with me was meant to be fast-paced, I wasn’t going to argue with her. Like I’d always done and always would do, I wanted to support her and help her reach her goals in life.

A loud gasp escaped her lips and she looked down at me and groaned, “I’m about to cum, oh fucking shit, I’m about to cum!”

As excited as I was about that fact, I couldn’t even speak. My balls were already tightening up from her admission, all I’d wanted was to pleasure her and hearing her tell me that she was going to finish, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

My hips slammed against hers one final time before I let out a loud, feminine cry that anyone in the nearby rooms would have been able to hear. At the same time, I felt my lover’s walls clench around my cock as they spasmed wildly. Her warm hips fell against me again and a rush of hot, sticky juices drenched my crotch.

Meanwhile, my cock was being caressed and massaged by her pussy, as if her body wanted to milk me for every drop of my cum. Luckily for both of us, my toes had already curled from the pleasure I was receiving and I couldn’t stop the rush of cum if I wanted to. I let out a loud gasp as the first burst of my seed pumped deep into my best friend’s pussy.

Hannah whimpered softly as she ground her hips gently against me while I continued to fill her with my cum. Before I even finished cumming, she leaned down and whispered, “We probably should have worn a condom.”

Then her lips pressed against mine and her tongue pushed into my mouth again. After a few final spurts into her fertile depths, my cock slowly started softening and Hannah broke the kiss, “But don’t worry. If I do get knocked up, I’m sure you’ll be a great mom. And yes, dad will pay for the wedding. No way in hell are we having a child without being married!”

Everything was happening so fast, but at the same time, it wasn’t. We’d been intimate with each other in every way except sexually for so many years that everything else just felt natural. Even if I did get her pregnant, I wouldn’t worry about if our relationship would fail. I already knew that she was the woman I wanted in my life and she clearly wanted me back…

“Y-You cut me off earlier,” I mumbled.

Her eyes widened and she opened her mouth, I assumed to apologize. Instead, I did the same thing she did to me, “I love you. Hannah Donovan, I love you more than a best friend should. And I’d be glad if you wanted me to be your girlfriend, and hopefully, your wife someday.”

She smiled and kissed me once again. I didn’t need to hear her words to know that this was what she wanted.

Drain the Node might have been amazing to see live, but that band wasn’t nearly as amazing as Hannah was.


Story Three

Fertile for the Futa

Faith is Unfaithful to her Deployed Husband


“So do you want the jacket or not, ma’am. I’m not trying to put you on the spot, but you’re holding up the line,” the man behind the counter said.

Of course, I wanted it, but I couldn’t exactly justify spending almost two-hundred dollars on a jacket that I didn’t exactly need. Just as I was about to tell him that I couldn’t afford it, a piece of black plastic pushed into the card reader, “She’ll take it.”

The voice was pleasant on the ears, but I had no clue who the woman was that just paid for two outfits and a jacket that I wanted. The total came up to a little over four hundred dollars and I couldn’t help but feel a little guilty as the cashier bagged my items and handed me the bag.

Turning to look at the woman that paid for my items, I felt my heart skip a beat. While I’d been interested in women all my life, the ring on my finger was given to me by a man. A man that I loved dearly. A man that was overseas, fighting for our country.

Still, I couldn’t pretend that my eyes didn’t wander this tall red-headed woman’s body. She smiled warmly and gave me a gentle pat on the back, “Wait for me outside the store, if you would.”

She spoke with such confidence. It wasn’t a question, and I didn’t need to tell her that I would be there. Somehow, I got the feeling that she knew I wouldn’t tell her no, even if I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about the demand.

I stepped outside of the store and sat my bag down on the smooth tile floor. The mall was one of my favorite places to be, it had pretty much anything a lonely woman could want. All the people I could stand to watch, good food, and my favorite thing, clothing stores!

As I slid my arms through the jacket sleeves and zipped it halfway up, I heard the woman’s heels click against the tile as she stepped out of the carpeted store.

“Pleasure to meet you, sorry about jumping in there. I don’t mean to assume too much, but if you could have afforded the jacket, you’d have bought it,” she said. The jab towards my financial situation stung, but she wasn’t wrong. “Paige, by the way. Now, if it’s all the same to you, I’d appreciate it if you’d take me out for lunch? I can’t imagine that costing more than your jacket.”

“F-Faith,” I mumbled as I tried to process what she was asking of me. She was clear enough with what she asked for, but what kind of stranger would spend that kind of money on someone they didn’t know at all?

She chuckled and ran her hand down my jacket sleeve, her warm fingers danced across the back of my hand and she purred, “How do you feel about the Chinese food in the food court?”

“I feel like you’re expecting something from me and I don’t know what that is,” I said.

Paige nodded and started walking towards the food court, “Of course I’m expecting something from you. Lunch and possibly a thank you.”

What she said could have been interpreted in quite a few ways, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t at least curious. I didn’t owe her anything, no one held a gun to her head and forced her to buy the jacket for me, but I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t slightly compelled. Should she ask me about something I wasn’t comfortable with, I’d let her know I was married and move along.

I followed behind her after I grabbed my bag with my clothes and mumbled, “Who are you, anyway?”

“I already told you, Faith, my name is Paige,” she said.

“Yeah, but what kind of person spends that much money on a stranger?” I asked.

She chuckled and put her arm around my waist, casual as could be, “The kind of stranger who thinks your lover would appreciate you coming home in that jacket.”

“I-If that’s the case, why are you putting your arm around me?”

“Because your lover isn’t here with you. Honestly, Faith, I’m not expecting anything out of you but a nice date. If I wanted to hook up with someone, I would have used an app for that. I just want to have a nice night with a woman who knows they don’t have to put out at the end of it. So, if you think that’s a little too much to ask, then please move my hand,” she said.

Once again, it was that damn confidence that I couldn’t refuse. Even my husband couldn’t talk to me the way she was. The warmth spreading through my thighs was something I tried to reserve for my husband, but damn, she was the kind of bold that bordered on sheer cockiness.

Paige’s arm remained around my waist and my cheeks warmed as I let her hand drift down to my hip, dangerously close to the tight ass my husband loved so much, “Thanks for the answer, pumpkin.”

“Y-Yeah, whatever. It’s just lunch,” I mumbled.

At the food court, she picked out what she wanted and I did the same, and as I pulled out my card to pay for the meal, she chuckled and slid her card into the slot, “You’ve really got to be faster on the draw, Faith. That money isn’t yours, is it?”

“What are you trying to say?” I asked, slightly offended.

“The hesitation you’ve shown twice already with that piece of plastic. The money in that account isn’t money you’ve worked for,” she said before taking the receipt and handing it to me.

My jaw dropped as I read the name that printed out on the receipt. Paige A. Reagan.

Looking back up at her, I immediately tried to apologize to her, “M-Miss—”

She put a finger to my lips, “Don’t even bother. Let’s go sit down and we can continue that conversation. I’d hate for people to recognize me out in public.”

How could I have been so damn ignorant? Mrs. Reagan was the founder of the tech company that supplied most of the hospitals of the nearby four states. Then again, I couldn’t exactly blame myself. You hear all these stories about rich people that you never imagine you’d ever meet. But… It explained that confidence. By the age of thirty-one, she was a multi-millionaire that owned half of our city. She was no slouch, to say the least.

We took a seat at a table that in the back corner of the food court, away from the general populace that might want to listen in. She smiled at me and put opened the box with her food in it, “I hope that this doesn’t change things.”

“O-Of course it changes things. How could it not? You’re one of the most influential women of our time, you’re an inspiration—”

“I didn’t come here to get my dick sucked, Faith. Literally or figuratively,” she cut me off.

I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Sorry, I know you’re being serious but that’s a good joke.”

She smiled wide and took a bite of her food. The lack of a real response made me pause. That didn’t seem like the same sort of reaction she would give if that was a joke… The only option I had left was to ask, “Wait, what?”

Paige swallowed her food and took a sip of her bottle of water before answering, “Is it really that much of a surprise to you? There’s a reason not many people know about my life prior to me turning twenty. My life as a male was unproductive and unsatisfying. That being said, I didn’t dislike everything about it. If anything, I’m quite comfortable with my cock.”

Having this conversation with nearly anyone else would have probably sent me running for the hills, but knowing this intimate detail of Paige’s life was curious. I didn’t know if I should have been proud that she shared it with me or curious as to if she did have intentions with me that were beyond what she initially led me to believe. Hell, at this point, would it even be worth turning her down if she did?

Paige could have anyone or anything she wanted, as far as I was concerned, so her showing any interest in me was flattering.

“Oh, well, uh,” I stammered.

“Something wrong?”

“No?”

“Then why aren’t you eating?”

I squeezed my thighs together and did my best to try to contain myself. Thoughts of my husband flooded my mind, but I couldn’t help myself. I had to at least try. She told me something about her that I could only guess that not many people knew. It wasn’t public knowledge, anyway.

“I just don’t know if you’re messing with me or not,” I answered.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “How about you eat your food and if you’re that curious, I’ll prove it to you?”

The offer was one that I accepted before I even thought about the consequences, “Sure, what’s the catch?”

“No catch. Can’t a woman be proud of what she’s got? Besides,” she leaned over the table to whisper, “you think that it isn’t a turn on to know that a married woman is this interested?”

That warmth that I tried to keep reserved for my husband once again ignited. My damp panties clung to my wanting pussy and I knew that if things got out of hand, I wouldn’t stop them. Sure, I loved my husband with most of my heart, but this woman… She could have anything. If there was something my husband could never offer me, it was the chance to be with someone like Paige. He’d never have to know, and she knew I couldn’t tell.

My life would be much worse off without my husband, but then again, he knew that I was easily worked up. He encouraged me to not even touch myself while he was gone and while the sentiment was nice, that he wanted me all for himself… A woman had needs. Needs that a millionaire powerhouse like Paige could take care of if she wanted to.

I didn’t speak another word as I did my best to eat all of my food. Halfway through, the nervousness building within me got the upper hand and I couldn’t eat another bite. Across the table, Paige continued to eat her food, enjoying slow bites as she watched me writhe in my seat.

That torture continued for what felt like an eternity before she finally put the plastic fork in her empty box and stood up, “Where would you like me to show you?”

“My house is only ten minutes from here,” I said quickly.

“Your husband’s house?”

“Our house,” I corrected. She wasn’t wrong, I’d never made a single payment on it, but still, the comment made me question her meaning.

She nodded, “I see. Are you happy with him?”

“Of course, but I can’t be expected to wait another three months, can I? It’s already been six and I haven’t even seen a penis. Let alone touched myself,” I mumbled.

Paige took the bag beside her chair and I took mine, “It sounds like you’re interested in more than just seeing what I have to offer.”

Her teasing was getting the better of me. Instead of letting her make assumptions, I decided to take what little control I could over this situation, “Yes, Paige. I want to touch it, stroke it, and make it happy. You’re the kind of woman that people would fight over and yet, you spent money on me. You chose me to be the person you spent your time with. I’d be lying if I said this was about love, if anything, I feel like it’s a bit of an achievement. So take it or leave it.”

She smirked and put her arm around my lower back, though her fingers slid into my rear pocket and teased my ass, “Consider this your one and only chance. I’d love to have sex with you, but I’m not going to lie about this. A fantasy of mine for a long time has been getting a married woman pregnant. I’d be lying if I said I wanted to stick around, but I could comfortably say that I could provide you a large check to make sure the child is taken care of should you get pregnant.”

“B-But my husband would know,” I whispered.

“He would, but that’s the risk. You might not get pregnant, Faith. But I’ve told you what I want. If you want to be the woman to scratch that itch for me, you could. Otherwise, I could just show you in the bathroom if you’re that curious about my cock.”

I continued walking with her towards the exit, but my steps were excruciatingly slow as I thought about which option to take. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity, but the vows I spoke to my husband still meant something to me.

Each stop led me closer to the exit. Those fingers pressed against my ass and I knew the woman that had me in this position could do this with anyone. I wanted to be special. No one else had scratched this itch for her as of yet and I could be the first. I could also ruin my marriage. But…

“If things didn’t work out between me and my husband if I did get pregnant. Would you take care of me?” I asked.

She shrugged, “If you’d agree to a DNA test to make sure the child was mine. I don’t know if I could promise you more than a place to live and a job at my company that would allow you to work from home so that you can take care of our child.”

A safety net. That was all I needed her to offer me and that was good enough. If I was honest with myself, my husband wasn’t the greatest man and he certainly couldn’t offer me more than the occasional few months of company before he left again. Things could go to hell in a handbasket if I got pregnant but at least I knew I wouldn’t get left high and dry, especially not when I’d have biological proof of Paige’s actions.

The press would have a field day and that was something I doubted she’d want to deal with. So with my husband to lose and the thrill of a lifetime to gain, I lengthened my strides and walked out of the mall with her. I knew what I was doing was wrong and I could live with myself if I followed through with it.

“I take it you’ve made up your mind?” she asked.

I let out a quiet sigh and looked up at her, “If you flake, I’ll tell the press, I’ll order the DNA test myself, and I’ll do everything in my power to drag you through the mud, Paige.”

“Have a little faith, Faith. I took a taxi here and I’ll take a taxi from your home, but I would like to ride with you back to your place,” she said.

I nodded and led her to my modest car. Nothing like what I imagined she would drive, but it got us to my home safely. We left our bags in the backseat of the car. They weren’t as important as getting this taboo act started. As I unlocked the front door to my house, she asked softly, “Anything against doing this in your bed?”

“I guess not?”

“Good, I know it’s wrong to ask, but this has been a fantasy for far too long. I’d be lying if I told you that I didn’t want you to know exactly what you were doing while we did it,” she said and stepped inside with me. Paige shut the door and smiled at me, “I want you to know that your husband couldn’t provide you the same life that I can.”

Before I could even defend my husband, she unbuttoned her pants and pulled them and her panties down to her mid-thigh. The monstrous cock that sprung free made my jaw drop and she spoke in a lustful tone, “Because that’s what gets me off, Faith.”

The slight defense I had prepared for my husband’s capabilities melted away. Her cock was the largest I’d ever seen, more than I could imagine my petite body taking… That wouldn’t stop me from trying. After almost half a year of not even being able to touch myself, I needed this satisfaction.

If my husband wanted to hate me for the rest of his life, he should have been here for me to enjoy. He shouldn’t have requested to go overseas!

Leaving me behind when I was in the prime of my youth, desperate to enjoy the intimacy of a lover… My infidelity was his fault and if Paige ended up getting me pregnant, then so be it. I’d happily raise the child as a single mother if she didn’t decide to involve herself in our lives. That didn’t seem like it would be very much like her, and I couldn’t pretend that I wouldn’t enjoy at least having the woman’s cock occasionally. Even if that was all the involvement she had in my life.

I knelt down and looked up at her, “It’s beautiful.” My mouth opened and I let myself take her thick purple crown inside without a moment of hesitation. The slightly salty taste of her precum drizzled onto my tongue as I swirled my tongue around her sensitive head.

Just as I was about to start taking her further into my mouth, her hand slid through my hair and she gently pulled me off, “I want to breed you, not make love to you, Faith. Don’t get me wrong, another time, we could take things slow. But you invited me back to your home to do something I’ve been waiting for years to do.”

“R-Right,” I said, my cheeks burning from embarrassment. She should have had to work harder to get me to willingly to more than she asked. What was I thinking? Showing her that I was willing to do anything with her was just stupid!

I stood up and she pulled her clothes back up while still leaving her cock exposed. “Your bedroom?” she asked.

Without another word, I led her through the house. We went down the hall that led to the master bedroom, right past the pictures of my husband holding me in various photos that encapsulated the past few years of my life with him. Yet, I couldn’t bring myself to feel guilty anymore. If he wanted these needs to be satisfied, he should have been here to take care of them for me. If I mattered nearly as much to him as valor did, then I’d have him in my bed right now instead of Paige Reagan!

I opened the door to my bedroom and hurried over to the bed. My eyes stayed on Paige as I worked my way out of the jeans I was wearing, revealing a naughty detail to her. I wasn’t wearing any panties. Removing my jacket and shirt didn’t take long either and soon, I was naked before her, almost hoping for praise.

Instead, she looked at me as if I were a snack. That thick cock between her thighs bounced with each beat of her heart and she took her time to slowly pull her shirt off, then she unclasped the bra containing her round breasts. Her perky nipples were the first I’d seen of another woman without being in a changing room.

I’d never thought I was bisexual, but there was no denying it. Paige was genuinely a woman, even if her cock was larger than any man I’d slept with. While her having a pussy would have made things a little harder for me, I couldn’t deny that she probably could have still got in my pants.

After she was topless, the jeans and panties didn’t last long and soon, she crawled onto my bed as naked as I was. Paige’s beautiful red hair fell down to the sides of her face as she made her way on top of me. There were no words exchanged. Her sparkling green eyes were locked with mine as I felt that thick crown press against my entrance. She didn’t kiss me. She didn’t whisper that she loved me.

Paige pushed into my wet pussy and let out a quiet groan. Her girth stretched me further than I imagined I could go, but it was only the beginning. Pressure built within my tightness and I couldn’t see straight as she continued filling me with more of that impossibly large cock.

“F-Fuck you’re huge,” I moaned as my fingers dug into the cover.

She leaned down, her lips just barely away from my ear, “I know.”

Her hips drove downward, slamming into me. My pussy felt like it was being torn apart and I let out a pained scream. Paige’s thumb reached for my cheek and she gently stroked across it, “I’ll give you a minute, baby. But if we didn’t get it out of the way, it would take so much longer for me to be able to fuck you like I need to.”

While the pain radiating from my hips wasn’t pleasant, it wasn’t the end of the world either. Her lips surrounded my earlobe and she gently nibbled on it while lightly grinding into me. The slight intimacy was more than I expected from her. With that being shared with me, I moved my hands to her waist and gently stroked back and forth along her sides.

Paige slowly made her way down my neck leaving little kisses until she got to my collar bone. Her teeth gently sunk into either side of it before she bit down hard enough to make me gasp, then as quick as it started, she moved away from it. Back up my neck went the kisses, and when she looked down at me this time, her eyes closed as she descended.

I closed my eyes and her lips pressed against mine. My hips lifted gently against her as if that would help deepen the kiss she was imparting to me. As loveless as she made things out to seem earlier, there was passion behind her kiss that told another story. Her tongue pressed against my lips and I gave her the entrance she wanted.

Instead of breaking the kiss to tell her that I was ready, I wrapped my legs around her lower back and pulled her tight against me before letting my legs relax again. She seemed to take the hint. Her tongue danced with mine as her cock slowly withdrew from my needy depths. The excitement bubbled up within me as I felt her stop pulling away. Paige slammed herself into me again.

This time, there wasn’t the same fierce pain. Instead, there was a dull ache in my stomach from the sheer size of her cock, yet it wasn’t exactly painful. It was new, that much was certain, but I didn’t have long enough to linger on it to equate it to any other experience. Paige pumped into me again and slowly started building a rhythm that was growing ever more intense.

She finally pulled away from my lips and let out a soft moan. Her thick shaft continued to disappear inside me and all I could do was try not to scream loud enough for the neighbors to hear me. I’d always been vocal, but now that I had a real cock inside me, I could barely contain myself.

Her hand quickly clamped over my mouth and she whispered, “Fuck, you make the best noises, but not so loud! I don’t need this getting out to the press without even falling through on my end of the bargain!”

She pulled her hand away and I quickly replaced it with my own. Paige smiled down at me and whispered, “That’s a good girl, but I’m not done making you a Mommy yet.”

The words sent a pleasant shiver up my spine. While getting pregnant had never been high on my list of things to do, something about the desire Paige had for it made it sexy to me.

My hips bucked against her thrusts, each stroke of her cock making my body shake from the impact. I didn’t mind being a little abused in the bedroom, not that my husband would know. He never took control like Paige did.

The time between her moans grew shorter and shorter. Before long, sweat trickled down her firm body and I could feel the cover underneath me damp with sweat. But something else was damp, more than just damp… My pussy was absolutely drenched and I could feel my juices leaking down my body and soaking into the cover as well.

What I didn’t expect to feel was something that my husband had never managed. My stomach tightened and a bolt of shock ran through me as a familiar warmth built within me. I’d read about penetrative orgasms, but I’d never had one unless I used my own fingers to achieve it. As surprising as the experience was, I wasn’t about to ask her to slow down or let me experience it at my pace.

That cock kept slammed into me, her balls slapped against my ass, and those succulent moans continued to pour out of her. The combination of sensations was overwhelming me and I did what felt natural. I pulled my hand off my mouth and both of them dug into the cover, balling it up tightly as a high-pitched whine ruptured forth.

My stomach tightened again and I could feel the walls of my pussy clenching around her cock in spasms. This time, instead of using her hand to silence me, Paige leaned down and kissed me again, this time much more aggressively. Her tongue forced itself inside my mouth and she hammered into me, every few strokes rewarding me with a moan from her. The primal, desperate need for release that came from her didn’t need explaining. She had one intention when she brought me into this room and that was to fill my womb with her child.

She slammed into me more viciously as my pussy squeezed her tightly, my juices squirting forth in a powerful gush. Paige didn’t relent, she didn’t take even a single moment to bask in my orgasm. It didn’t even seem to register as an achievement for her, but how could she have known that she was the first person to make me cum from sex?

Each ridge of her cock sent fires of bliss burning through my body and prolonged my already intense orgasm to the point that I thought I would pass out. Never had I been so fully taken care of and without her visiting me again, I knew this would be the peak of my sex life. Paige Reagan, the most influential woman I’d ever met was doing to me what I only wished my husband could.

If there was any doubt in my mind about if I’d made the right choice or not, it was gone. This woman was a goddess in the sheets and I would have been a fool to not let her enjoy me!

Just as my own euphoric orgasm started to ebb, Paige broke our kiss and let out a deep groan before slamming herself into me. Each of her final strokes felt like they were delivered with the intention to break my bed. My body inched toward the headboard with each furious stroke into my abused pussy. With each surge of her hips, she was forced to quickly slide her knees forward on the bed until she finally pinned me down by holding my hips tightly, forcing me to accept the full impact of each stroke.

I didn’t mind, not when she looked down at me with hungry eyes. There were no words to be spoken. All that she did was force herself as deep inside me as she could before tilting her head back. A long, long moan escaped her as that massive cock throbbed within my once-tight pussy. On top of the dull ache in my stomach, another pressure started building, this one within my womanly depths.

Her hot, thick cum pumped into me and she bucked herself against me, barely moving an inch at a time as she pushed her cum further into my fertile depths.

And then… It was over. Paige slowly pulled out of me and leaned down to give me another gentle kiss before she whispered, “I’ll give you my number in the car, I expect to see a pregnancy test as soon as possible. Don’t worry, if you’re that interested in getting rid of your husband, I’ll make sure to visit you again. And again.”

Eight months later, I was sitting at the desk in my home office, typing yet another email on behalf of Paige Reagan. I’d grown pretty good at wording things nicely for the big wigs she dealt with. She seemed to like my work, at least.

The toilet in the room over flushed and a few moments later, the sink's faucet ran, then the door opened and Paige stepped out, “You still feeling sick?”

“Not at all, thankfully I’ve been able to keep food down since earlier,” I said sweetly.

“That’s good news. Anyway, you should be on the couch already, you’re going to end up working too hard. My daughter doesn’t need to be exposed to that kind of stress,” she purred, stepping over to put a hand on my swollen stomach.

I giggled and held her hand against me, enjoying the glint of the light in the room reflecting off the ring on her finger, “Chelsea, your momma thinks that I need a break. What do you think?”

“Shh, you can’t ask her to fight this fight for you, and if you get her to kick me, I’m going to bring you caramel ice cream next time,” she threatened.

“Only if it’s caramel with sea salt,” I huffed.

She giggled and leaned down to kiss me on the cheek, “I know what my wife likes by now. So come on, let’s go watch that movie you’ve been desperate to see.”

My husband was barely more than a memory at this point. As it turns out, I wasn’t the only one cheating. I just never expected him to be the type of man that would let other soldiers use him for stress relief. How could I be angry at him? I cheated just the same…


Story Four

Fertile for the Futa

Triss and a MILF on the Job


Every night when I got off work, I hit up the same twenty-four-hour fast food chain and all but two nights of the week, the same three women greeted me. Elizabeth, Lauren, and my favorite and the one I loved the very most, Taylor.

While the other two were sweet and greeted me, none of them treated me remotely as well as Taylor. While she hated working at the restaurant, she did what she had to do to pay rent. At thirty-seven, she certainly deserved better, but I couldn’t really help her with that. Taylor wasn’t willing to go to college this late in the game and she didn’t see a point in trying to learn a trade that would put her into her forties before it really paid off.

As much as I teased her about it, sex work wasn’t an option either. Can’t blame a woman for trying, that fine ass of hers was hard to get off the clock. We’d hung out once, but since then, she’d been a little hard to pin down. I couldn’t imagine it wasn’t from a lack of interest, but then again, I couldn’t say for sure. As much as I’d love to spend more time with her, I guess it was a little difficult for her since I went to the same college with her daughter until I graduated.

Either her daughter warned her about me being a bit of a slut or she’d simply been turned off by the age gap. I couldn’t say one way or the other, but I wasn’t going to press too much.

This particular night, nothing too special happened. I worked in the ER as a nurse and while I saw some pretty horrible things from time to time, it was mostly pretty calm. High fevers and scared parents were most of our visits locally. That was a blessing for me as most nights, I’d rather not think about the worse cases.

The perks of my job were pretty phenomenal, good pay, nice benefits, and I got to work from late afternoon to early morning giving me most of the day to enjoy myself before I had to go back to sleep. I couldn’t go clubbing or hit bars as much as I would have enjoyed, but that might have been a blessing in disguise.

I pulled into the parking lot of the food chain and parked. Heading inside, I smiled and waved at the Elizabeth, “Hey, is Taylor here?”

Elizabeth chuckled and shot me a wink, “I’ll take over the drive-through for her. Try not to make a mess in the bathroom, alright?”

It was the same kind of teasing most nights. As long as there weren’t other customers around, the women really weren’t all that bad to talk to. If anything, they were some of the closest things to friends I had. Hanging out with them outside of their work wasn’t mandatory and I wasn’t going to force any of them to give me their numbers. The only one I even asked was Taylor and texting her was a treat.

Shortly after Elizabeth headed into the back area, Taylor came out and smiled warmly at me, “Well, look what the cat brought in. I don’t think we’ll be serving your kind here tonight, little miss Triss. Might as well head on back to the sterilized room you crawled out of.”

“Oh really now? I’ll have to make sure to remember that when you come screaming into the ER with my foot stuck in your ass. I’ll make sure you get no anesthetic because you’re totally allergic,” I countered teasingly.

She smiled warmly and shrugged her shoulders, “For all you know, I’d only be going to the ER because you wanted your foot back.”

“Fair enough, I always knew you’d love butt stuff.”

Taylor’s warm laughter rolled out and my heart throbbed. She was just so damn perfect. Her dark blonde hair fell in curls around her shoulder in a ponytail. Her soft lips had only the slightest trace of lipstick, though the rest of her makeup was gorgeous. Fast food or not, she seemed to want to impress.

I knew she hated that ponytail. We talked about it before, then again, I tried to talk to her about anything just to hear her angelic voice. But work required her to do her best to keep her hair out of the food and since it was a late shift, she didn’t believe in wearing a hairnet if she didn’t have to.

My eyes drifted down to her perky chest for a moment before I looked back into her hazel eyes as she called out, “Maybe I do, but let’s be real, we both know you’d be my bitch if we fucked.”

“Yeah, probably, but you’re too much of a pussy to actually do anything about it,” I said, trying to get her to laugh again.

Except… There was no laughter. She tapped her knuckles against the counter and stared into my eyes, “Want to fucking bet?”

“Maybe?”

“You know what. Tell me your order. Just your order. We’re not talking about anything else until I text you when I’m off work and you better fucking be awake,” she said, her tone more aggressive than I was used to.

“S-Sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you. Uh, a number three, no cheese or pickles please,” I mumbled.

She nodded and as I reached for my wallet to pay for the meal, she shook her head and reached around to slide her own card into the slot, “Not a word.”

And just like that. She bought me dinner for the first time. I couldn’t tell if she was angry with me or she just wanted to toy with me, either way, I didn’t want to offend her any more than already had… If I had?

I was given my food shortly after by Elizabeth who winked at me and chuckled, “She said to make sure you’re awake, whatever that means.”

The message wasn’t delivered with any sense of malice, so I did feel a little more calm about things. If Taylor wanted to be excessively rude to me, she could have been. I took the bag of food and got in my car and headed home. By the time I sat down and started eating, I couldn’t imagine that she was angry at all. Of all the times we’d teased one another through text, she never once seemed to be angry when I prodded a little too much.

Hell, she was even pretty bad about teasing me right back. Sending me pictures of her chest while I was at work, knowing how wet that made me… She wasn’t innocent by any means, though, she did keep all of her pictures about the waist. The most I’d ever seen of her wonderful lower half was a picture of her ass in panties with her tight jeans pushing it up to make it look even more appealing if that was even possible.

I ate my food without much distraction and sat down at my computer to play a few games while I waited for her to text me. Games were never my go-to distraction, but I couldn’t risk sitting down on the couch and falling asleep watching a TV show. Especially not without having any real reason to need an alarm. Two days off meant that I had no reason in the world to wake myself up before I was damn well ready.

Hours passed before I finally heard my phone chime at me. I nearly knocked over the glass of water by my mouse as I snatched up my phone and read her text, ‘Before you pull those big girl panties down for me, you should know something about me.’

I was just about to respond to that text when I got a picture of her from inside the restaurant bathroom. The first thing that caught my eye was the white lace of her panties before I noticed that long, thick bulge in them. Her cock peeked out of the leg hole just about half an inch before sliding into her jeans, creating a bulge that I could barely make out from that angle.

‘Son of a bitch, that’s a nice cock,’ I responded.

‘You know, I was hoping you’d say something like that, but I couldn’t be sure and I didn’t want to say it in public. Most people assume I gave birth to my daughter, but her mom split. I’d prefer people not give her shit for having a transgender mother, so let’s keep this between us.’

‘I know I’d love to have that thing between my legs.’

‘I was being serious, Triss.’

‘So was I, but you don’t have to worry. Believe it or not, Taylor, I really don’t have an issue in the world with it. But I am curious, is that why you wouldn’t go back out with me on another date?’

There was a bit of a pause before those three bubbles started dancing on my screen to signal she was responding. It wasn’t like her to be slow to the draw when it came to texting and I could only assume that she was having to tell me something she wasn’t quite comfortable with. That sent a flicker of fear through me.

My phone buzzed in my hand and I glanced down to read her text, ‘The truth? I was wanting to fuck you the night we hung out. Desperately. But I couldn’t imagine you’d be this comfortable with the idea of me having something special in my panties.’

‘I mean, let’s be real. I’d have begged for it back then and I’ll do my best to act like I don’t need it right now, but I understand that you’re a little busy,’ I responded.

‘Yeah, but I work tomorrow, you don’t. Unless your schedule changed again?’

‘It hasn’t, but isn’t that an issue?’

She sent a winking emoji, ‘Not if you don’t mind a quickie in the bathroom with me smelling like fries?’

‘You know I love the smell of a woman at work.’

‘Seriously? That’s what you’re going for… Fuck it, I’m calling you.’

Not even a second after I read the message, my phone’s ring tone sounded out and I quickly answered, “Hello there, hot stuff.”

“It’s time for a bit of a serious conversation,” she said, her voice slightly strained from what I hoped was arousal.

“I understand, feel free,” I said.

“Triss, I’m almost old enough to be your mom. That being said, if we have sex, I’ve got one major stipulation and it’s a yes or no answer when I ask the question, can you give me one of those?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She chuckled before mumbling, “Smartass. I don’t pull out and I don’t wear condoms. Period. If you want to have sex, you’re going to have to understand that risk and you’re going to have to be willing to at least risk getting pregnant. What you do after we fuck, that’s on you. But if this is going to be a common thing, you’re going to end up pregnant or on birth control.”

There was a slight pause before she let out a soft moan and whispered, “And I’d much rather move you in with me and have another daughter.”

The gravity of the situation hit me hard. It was a huge decision, but one that I felt somewhat comfortable to make. “Yes, I’m okay with that risk. So long as you promise me something in return.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

“If you get me pregnant, you’re taking care of the child with me and you’re not going to stop me from working. Especially if that means that I can support both of us. Is that fair?”

There was a pause before she let out a deep breath, “You know if you wanted to take care of me and our child like that, I’d be alright with it. That doesn’t mean we’re jumping into getting engaged or anything serious. Just, like roommates that somehow have a child together and somehow have sex, often. Not saying that we couldn’t get serious if we liked where things were going.”

“Believe it or not, that doesn’t sound all that bad. I’m not going to lie, Taylor, I do want to date. If we’re talking about something this serious, I want to be important in your life,” I said, slightly concerned that all she would want would be to knock me up.

“Hey, you already are important to me. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have sent you that picture. Even my daughter doesn’t know that about me. Triss, I’m taking a chance with you, being up front and letting you know what I want if we do this. You said I was too much of a pussy and that’s the furthest from the truth. I just don’t want you to get into something that you’re not ready for. You’re still young. You don’t have to try and date a woman like me, especially if my, uh, perversion is a little too intense.”

I couldn’t find words for a few moments. She wasn’t wrong and I wished that she would just sound even slightly unreasonable. Taylor wasn’t forcing herself on me and she made it clear that the things she wanted were intense. It would change my life forever, but I couldn’t find the idea of being with a man attractive. She was everything I could want, fun, playful, sexual, and still mature enough to not just be playing games with me. To top it off… I wanted a child. At some point in my life, but if that point had to be now, I wasn’t exactly against it.

“You know, it’s worth a bit of risk. But you have to understand, if something that serious happens, then you’re going to have to commit to some degree,” I said, a little apprehensive still, but willing to risk it.

She giggled and whispered, “I already have a nineteen-year-old. It’s safe to say I’m comfortable raising a child. Especially if the mother is in the picture this time, just understand that I’m not going to be as young as you. We’re going to get talked about, you’re going to get a lot of assumptions—”

“Shut up and tell me that you’ll try your best with me.”

“Well damn, that’s one way to go about it. I’ll do my best, Triss. See you tomorrow at two in the morning?” she asked.

I chuckled, “Is that your first break?”

“No, it’s my lunch, I’ll have thirty minutes and that should be plenty of time to make your legs not work right.”

“That’s tough talk for a woman who couldn’t tell me she even had a dick,” I purred.

She let out a quiet dinner and spoke in that lustful tone she used just to fuck with me, “My little ten-inch secret will be more than enough to make you shut that little trash talking mouth, baby.”

“F-Fucking hell, that’s a little on the huge side, don’t you think?”

“Shh, I’ll talk to you tomorrow baby. Go get some sleep, I know you’re tired,” she said.

That motherly care was something I was growing to love ever more. She would make a great parent, I mean, I already knew that she did a damn good job with her daughter. Still, it was something I’d need to think about a little more than I currently had. It would end up being a massive change if I did end up pregnant. That was a risk I was willing to take. I wanted to be with Taylor intimately and if that was the barrier to entry, then maybe she’d fall in love with my pussy and I wouldn’t end up pregnant from our first encounter.

But even if I did and she didn’t end up wanting me in the same way that I wanted her, I could see myself being content either way. Taylor was a good friend. She’d been there for me time and time again when I needed to vent about my job and she never once made me feel like I couldn’t talk to me.

To add onto that, she wasn’t even forcing me to do this. She’d made it very clear that this was nothing more than an option for me. An option I could absolutely turn down.

But I didn’t want to.

The following night, I got dressed at one in the morning wearing a black miniskirt and the sluttiest thong I owned. The tee shirt and jacket weren’t sexy, but I didn’t exactly care about being sexy. Taylor wanted me to fuck her at work and to do that without causing too many problems, all I wanted her to do was push me against a wall and slide my thong out of the way and destroy me.

When I pulled into the restaurant’s parking lot, it was just a few minutes before her lunch and I glanced over at the pill I’d bought just in case. I didn’t want to take it, but I needed to have that option. I needed to control my own fate tonight.

As I stepped inside, Lauren gave me a knowing smirk and nodded to the bathroom that had an out of order sign on it. Taking the hint, I glanced around and made sure that the one customer in the restaurant couldn’t see me before I slipped inside. Not so surprisingly, it was the cleanest I’d ever seen it and that was saying something. These damn girls ran a tight ship when it came to their place of work and if I could give them a raise, I would.

Still, I waited a few moments before the door swung open and Taylor turned the deadbolt to lock us in. Without so much as a word, she let out a deep sigh and undid her jeans and let them fall down around her ankles. The sexy black garters met with her stockings and I let out a soft moan as I saw that thick cock bulge against her panties, “If I didn’t get that part out of the way, I couldn’t promise I would.”

I nodded and giggled before turning around for a moment and leaned over to show her my tight ass, “I mean, not as sexy as what you put on, but it gets the job done?”

“You keep that ass on display and I might end up going in the wrong hole by complete accident,” she teased.

“Accident, yeah right,” I mumbled and straightened up. She shuffled around as I turned around and she’d stepped out of her shoes and pulled her jeans off by the time I turned around.

Her impressive bulge had certainly grown while I was bent over and she smiled warmly at me as she started unbuttoning her shirt, “Sorry this is going to be a bit of a quickie, baby.”

Taylor’s shirt fell away and I could only hope they cleaned the floor as well as they did everything else. Her lace bra matched the rest of her sexy lingerie and I couldn’t imagine why she went to these extents for a quick fuck. Surely things that looked that good had to be a little itchy on the skin.

“No, no, I definitely understand. Besides, I’d still like to grab a burger with you if you wouldn’t mind?” I asked.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders as she reached down to pull her panties to the side, that thick cock rolling out and falling almost halfway down her thigh, “I’m not sure you’re going to be able to walk out of here anyway.”

Seeing that monster in person was definitely intimidating, but I’d already devoted and I wanted her. I needed that thing inside me because it meant being closer to Taylor. She stepped closer to me and pulled me towards her, that cock pressing against my thigh as she leaned down to press her lips against mine.

Her tongue danced against my lips for just a moment before I let her inside. As she deepened the kiss, her cock continued to throb against me, that warmth infecting my own thighs. I knew that I had feelings for her, but I had no clue that her cock could do so much to me without having done a damn thing to me yet!

She broke the kiss and let out a deep sigh, “You sure you want to do this?”

“If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t be here, Taylor. Just, remember what we talked about, right?” I asked.

Taylor nodded, “Believe it or not, I respect the shit out of you, baby. But I have needs too and I hate that this is how you find out about me. I would have loved to make things more intimate, but… When I want something, I can be a bit devoted to it, maybe too much.”

“Then I hope you end up wanting me,” I said softly.

She chuckled and took a step back, “I already do, Triss. Could you bend over for me though, baby? I don’t mean to be so blunt, but we don’t have too long and I don’t want to make you leave here hungry. Or horny.”

I turned around and put my hands on the wall, arching my back for her to provide a nice angle for entry. As desperately as I wanted her inside me immediately, I was pleasantly surprised to feel her hand cup over my pussy. Her fingers massaged slightly and she whispered, “You’re going to want to be wet for this, baby. I didn’t think to bring lube, but if you’re not warmed up, this might hurt at first.”

“It’s fine, I can take it, I promise,” I said, wanting to enjoy dinner with her as much as I wanted to just get started.

“If you’re sure,” she said softly before pulling my thong aside. That thick tip pressed against my pussy and she pushed slowly into me. While I’d used dildos in the past, Taylor’s cock was my first real one. The expensive collection I had at home seemed worthless. Just a taste of the real thing and I could already see that the toys were a complete mockery of what pleasure a cock could offer!

There was no denying the stinging pain around my entrance as her thick shaft pushed into me though. But I wasn’t going to gasp or even let out a single cry of pain. I called her a pussy yesterday and I wasn’t going to be one now. This was as close to me challenging her as it was going to get.

And she reacted in such a wonderful way. Instead of shoving into me to get a reaction out of me, she continued to slowly sink into me until I felt the warmth of her thighs press against me.

Her cock reached areas inside me that I didn’t even know existed. None of the dildos I had were above seven inches and now that her massive cock was inside me, I couldn’t do anything but moan softly as she ground herself into me.

“Do you like it, baby?” she purred into my ear.

“Y-Yeah, it’s okay, I guess,” I whimpered, struggling to keep my knees from buckling. The pleasure was one thing, but just knowing that we were doing this while she was on the clock, it was too much to think about. While I was sure that the other two women that worked her shift would cover for her, it was still risky enough to add a little spice to the situation for me.

She chuckled and slowly pulled out of me before pumping into me again, causing me to get up on my tiptoes. A gasp escaped me and she let her hands fall to my thighs before they slid under my skirt. Her hands spread my ass and I felt just a tiny bit more of her shaft slide into me, “Sounds like you’re enjoying it more than a little, baby.”

“S-Sounds like you’re the one enjoying it, T-Taylor,” I moaned.

There was a moment of relative silence as her thighs slapping against mine became the primary noise in the small room. After she settled into a faster rhythm, she let out a quiet grunt and whispered, “I’m loving every second of being inside you, Triss. You’re the first woman I’ve been with in…”

Once again, the sound of our bodies coming together was the only thing keeping the silence at bay. My breathing became heavier as I struggled to keep myself together. There was no denying it. I made the right choice by coming here, by sharing myself so intimately with her.

Her quiet grunts and the occasional gasp of air made me feel alive. Yet, I couldn’t help but let out a short giggle when the salty smell of french fries became noticeable, “F-Fuck I am going to be h-hungry.”

She gave my ass a gentle slap before slamming back into my greedy pussy, “I told you that you’d have to deal with it.”

“N-No, I’m sure this’ll be great. Trying to explain to our friends why I c-can’t look you in the eye at any burger joint,” I said, struggling to get the sentence out without moans constantly interrupting me.

She just felt too damn good inside me. Each time that thick shaft slid into me, I could feel every ridge of that monstrous thing massage my folds. As she pulled out, she squeezed my ass and brought my attention to another sensation before once again repeating the process. Each stroke felt like the first and all I could do as she pumped faster into me was let out pathetic gasps.

“S-So close!” I cried out.

“Not so loud, baby,” she groaned before reaching around to rub my clit through my panties. “Cum for me, squirt in your panties before I finish, baby.”

I bit my lip and my toes curled in my shoes as I got on my tiptoes, desperate to try and let the pleasure out. It was all-consuming, not a single inch of my body spared from the bliss that claimed me.

My core tightened and my walls clenched around her cock and I let out the start of a shrill yell before she quickly covered my mouth with the hand that had been on my clit, “Shh, be a good girl for me.”

Before the rush of my warm juices had even burst forth, I felt her cock throb within my depths. She let out a quiet gasp but didn’t stop hammering her cock into me. Knowing that she was pretending to hold back for the sake of my pleasure was the switch that unleashed the floodgates. My knees buckled and she had to quickly reach around my stomach with her free hand to keep me from crumbling onto the floor.

Taylor slammed her cock into my depths and held herself tight against me as rope after thick rope of her potent cum rushed into my fertile depths. I looked back to her, eyes wide and my jaw slack.

She smirked and whispered, “I’ve been desperate to do that since I met you, baby. Something about you.”

“S-Shut up and just tell me you love me,” I said as she pulled out of me.

She chuckled and nodded, “I do love you, Triss. But you’re going to have to at least try to act like you didn’t just get fucked.”

Taylor got dressed and we made our way back to the front counter where I had to lean against her heavily. Elizabeth took our order and smiled knowingly as she asked, “Is the bathroom fixed?”

Taylor chuckled and nodded, “I’m sure it’s good to go now. I checked it out, seemed fine.”

After we ate our meal, she begrudgingly went back to work and on the way back to my house, I tossed that damn pill out my window. To hell with how wrong it might be to get knocked up by someone the first time we had sex… If it meant locking myself into her life, I wanted every excuse I could reach for.


Story Five

Fertile for the Futa

Katie’s Fun on a Country Road


There was nothing more disappointing than getting fired from a job for me. But it kept happening. I knew why and I knew I shouldn’t have been so promiscuous, but how could I not want to enjoy the perks of having a break room? Dragging random customers in for a little bit of fun. They didn’t mind, I didn’t mind, but my bosses… They didn’t appreciate it.

So for the first time in years, I decided to do the unheard of. I got a boyfriend. Being bisexual with a strong female lean, I wasn’t exactly thrilled about him in the bedroom. He loved that I had a cock, but he hated that I wanted to use it. Things were going fine for a little while, but after two months of working a job I couldn’t stand, I’d finally had enough of the job and my boyfriend.

I walked to the front of the store and unclipped my employee name tag, “I can’t do this anymore, Peter. I’m sorry, but this place isn’t working out for me.”

My manager looked at me with eyes that spoke of betrayal, “Seriously? It’s two hours into your shift, I’ve got no one to cover for you right now. Can you give me an hour?”

“I could, but I won’t. You’ve had enough of my time. You keep shorting my fucking hours and I’m not going to deal with that bullshit anymore,” I grumbled. Unfair, sure, but so was working overtime and somehow having my boss magically lose those hours on the books. As much of a carefree woman as I was, I never once considered myself to be unjustified. Even when I was sleeping with customers, it was on my breaks and I almost always clocked back in on time.

Even as I got in my car and headed home, ready to tell my freeloading boyfriend to fuck off, I didn’t feel like it was out of nowhere. He wasn’t interested in letting me satisfy my own needs with him and the thought of sharing me with someone else made him want to cry like a child. It was bullshit, plain and simple. If he couldn’t satisfy me and wasn’t willing to let me explore someone else then I wasn’t willing to keep dealing with his childish ways any longer.

Especially when the turd wasn’t paying rent.

I hurried up to the front door of my house and I could have sworn I heard a woman’s voice inside. Anger welled up inside me, but I knew better than to assume anything. Unlocking the door as quietly as I could, I stepped inside and crept to my room. The sounds of his moans and groans were followed by, “Are you seriously about to cum?”

A giggle escaped my lips as I pushed open the door, “Yeah, he never lasts more than about a minute and a half on a good day. Today won’t be a good day. Jordan, get the fuck out of my house. Don’t pack your shit. Just get your clothes on and go.”

“F-Fucking shit, this isn’t your place?” the woman cried out as she writhed away from him.

As bitter as I was at him, I wasn’t about to hold that same grudge against the beauty wiggling away on my bed. Her skinny legs led up to a beautiful set of pair of thighs and I would have been almost proud of Jordan if he probably didn’t lie to this woman until he was blue in the face to get her here.

Her long brunette hair fell around her breasts, still covered by a beautiful blue bra. A pink button-up sweater laid beside the bed and I had to give her credit. She was exactly the kind of pretty thing I wanted around my cock too. At least Jordan had decent taste.

“Katie, come on, don’t do this. You can’t blame me for needing to feel a real woman around my—”

I punched him in the mouth as hard as I could and let out a quiet groan from as the impact jarred my wrist, “Jordan, get out. I’m keeping your console and if you’ve got a problem with that, I’ll make sure your sister hears about what you just said to me, ass clown.”

“Yeah, fuck you, Jordan! She’s a real woman,” the woman on the bed cheered me on.

While she probably had no clue what Jordan was referring to, she was damn sure going to find out that I had a cock here in a little while. After he was gone, I wanted to turn my attention to her. Not my anger… Just the other needs that she might be interested in taking care of as long as they were mutual.

She wasn’t my favorite person right now, but between those killer legs and beautiful, plump lips, I wasn’t going to hold a grudge against her. If I had to guess, she wasn’t nearly as guilty as I might have hoped she would be.

My boyfriend’s choice actually made things a little easier for me. Sure, I wanted to break up with him, but I would have at least felt guilty. Jordan skittered around the room as he got dressed, seemingly dazed from being punched like that.

As he started out of the house, he yelled, “Y-You’re a cunt, Katie!”

“Yeah, well eat a bag of dicks!” I screamed back.

The woman on my bed was sitting up now, legs kicked over the side of it as she pulled her pants back on, “And where do you think you’re going, ma’am?”

“S-Shit, please don’t hit me. I didn’t mean to start all this mess I was just trying to have some fun,” she whimpered.

“Nothing like that. I’m not going to pretend like you knew he was with someone. Can’t believe that shrimp-dicked prick brought someone to my fucking house when he wasn’t even splitting rent,” I said, venom dripping from my tongue.

She nodded, “Honestly, I didn’t know. And he said he was, uh, loaded. And hung.”

“Yeah, well he’s none of those things and I’m one of those two things. I can’t tell you which one I am, but you can probably figure it out. Want to hit a fast food place so I can get something to eat before we do something that we both probably regret at some point in our lives?” I asked.

“Y-You don’t even know my name,” she said, her eyes wide.

“That’s what the fast food place is for. Besides,” I grabbed my crotch and casually exposed the long, thick bulge of my soft cock, “I can’t imagine you were even close to being satisfied by him. Not looking to be your wife here, chick, or your sugar momma. But I damn sure could use with a nice night after all this shit.”

She paused for a few moments before pulling her jeans back on. “Hannah.”

“Well, Hannah, I need an answer because if you’re saying no, then I’m going to kick you out before I jerk off. Or you could stay and watch, I really don’t care.”

Hannah let out a quiet sigh and mumbled, “If I don’t want to have sex, could I still have the food?”

“Yeah, why not?” I asked. “Just know that I have no intention of not staring at your chest at some point. I’m sorry that you’re meeting me like this, but I’m a bit pissed off, a bit horny, and fucking hungry.”

The thoughts tumbling through my mind barely included her. I’d have to reach out to my parents to try and get a job at dad’s business. They’d been asking me for three years and I tried the retail gig, tried fast food, and tried customer support. Maybe it was time to get into the family business as a mechanic. At least then I’d be able to talk all the shit I wanted in the garage.

I was tired of all the damn rules. The people that wanted me to conform to them in order to end up with my lips firmly on their asses for nothing more than terrible pay. Sure, I’d be back with the family, but they promised to pay decently even while I was learning how to get the job done right the first time.

“I don’t mind if you look, just try not to touch before asking,” she said softly. “And I don’t blame you. Really, if I knew anything about what was going on, I wouldn’t have come over. I promise.”

“It’s not important, I was looking for a reason to dump the asshole anyway. I mean, I had plenty, but I didn’t want to feel guilty about it anyway.”

“So you do have a heart?” she asked, that tone almost teasing.

I shrugged, “The only heart I care about is that heart-shaped ass.”

“Terrible joke,” Hannah said as she stifled a giggle.

“Yeah, I’m sure it was, but at least you had to pretend you’re not a terrible person for laughing at it,” I teased as I started back towards the front door.

Sure enough, Hannah hurried to follow me and gently punched me on the arm, not even hard enough to make a thud sound. “I’ll show you how terrible I am.”

“You know, I’m kind of counting on that, Hannah.”

We got in my car and she smiled at me as she put on her seatbelt. She really did look like she was from a completely different world than I was from. Hannah had an air of entitlement around her, not that she seemed to really be that way, but I couldn’t imagine many people told her no in her life. It shouldn’t have been a positive trait, but I was glad that she did tell me yes.

Maybe she felt guilty. Maybe it was sympathy. No matter the case, I wasn’t complaining about having a beautiful woman riding shotgun on the way to grab cheap food and possibly have a little fun.

“So what do you do for a living?” I asked.

She laughed openly, “Yeah, no, I don’t work. My dad owns the paper mill. I wouldn’t say I’m super spoiled, but they don’t complain too much about paying for college and some of the other things I want.”

“Fair enough, my dad owns the mechanic shop on the way out of town.”

“Boatman’s?”

“Yeah, that’s the one,” I mumbled.

Hannah clapped her hands excitedly, “My car is over there right now. I hit a deer the other day and they were super helpful. It’s nice to know those are your people. But, you definitely don’t seem too much like them. Similar attitude but they’re much less pushy.”

I glanced over at her for a brief moment before turning my attention back to the road. “I just quit my job, found my boyfriend balls deep in a woman sexier than I am, and I’m about to ask for a job at my dad’s place. I think being a little snippy is reasonable, but I’ll try to tone it back a little.”

She reached over and put her hand on my upper thigh, “Good because if you do, I might find a reason to come back to your place tonight. I’m not going to pretend that Jordan scratched my itch.”

“Yeah, tell me about it. He couldn’t get me off and he wouldn’t let me find a woman that could be a friend with benefits type deal,” I said.

That hand slid over toward my crotch and she let out a soft sigh, “Poor baby, sounds like you’re pretty pent up.”

“You wouldn’t know the half of it. I haven’t cum in almost three weeks,” I said, remembering the last time I enjoyed myself. It wasn’t with Jordan and I didn’t cheat on him. It was with my hand. Again. As it had been since I started dating him.

Hannah stroked my bulge through my jeans for a few moments before letting out a quiet gasp when it began thickening, “Fuck. You’re, uh. Yeah, you’re one of those two things we talked about earlier.”

I smiled and turned into the drive-through of a burger chain, “Not even going to brag about it. It just is what it is.”

“I’ll brag about it for you!” she exclaimed. “For a woman, you’ve got the biggest dick I’ve ever felt. I don’t mean to sound like a slut, but I’ve played with a few.”

“Then keep playing with it. I’m sure the clerk in the window won’t care,” I said teasingly. “What do you want, by the way?”

She leaned further over and swapped hands, stroking the entire length from base to tip as she whispered, “I’ll have a number one with no lettuce and I think I will put on a show for them. Or for you.”

I let out a soft moan and then the intercom crackled, “Hope you’re having a good afternoon, what can I get for you.”

“Two number ones. No lettuce,” I called out. “Sweet tea for one drink.”

“Lemonade for the other!” she called out.

“That’ll be fourteen twenty-six at the first window. Please pull around,” the male voice called out.

I let groaned as I grabbed my wallet. She never once stopped stroking my cock and when the woman at the window looked down at us, her eyes widened. I gave her a twenty and let out a soft sigh, “Nice day, isn’t it, ma’am?”

“Uh, sure looks like it is. Here’s your change,” she murmured, her eyes on my cock.

I took the cash and dropped it into the center console, not able to care about it at the moment. At the second window, a similar reaction was had and the man even offered me a high five. It was a little childish, but I definitely gave it to him!

Handing the bag to Hannah so that I could get back on the road, I called out, “You’re going to have to hold onto the food.”

“Why can’t we just put it in the backseat for now?” she groaned.

“Because if you don’t stop playing with my cock you’re going to end up in the backseat on your back,” I said bluntly.

She put the bag in the backseat and immediately reached over to keep stroking me, “Put your money where your mouth is.”

Another soft moan slipped from me and I spoke softly, “Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, just a few minutes ago you weren’t sure if you wanted to do anything and now you’re wanting to fuck in my car?”

Hannah giggled and gave my cock a squeeze, “You’re hung. I’m horny. You’re nicer than you sounded earlier. I’m horny. You bought my dinner. I’m horny. There, six reasons why I want you to find a place to pull over.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. Besides, three of those reasons matched up with my own reasons for wanting to stop my damn car. I took the nearest road I could that would lead me to a gravel road. These roads were like a second home to me and when I was just learning to drive, I’d purposefully get lost out there and just let myself enjoy that freedom. I never got to take someone out to a secluded spot before but I wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity now. She was willing and I was desperate for release at this point.

“I’ll find us a nice place. As hot as it would be to have an audience, I’d rather a sheriff not ask me to pull out of you,” I said.

She laughed and shrugged her shoulders as her thumb rubbed across the head of my cock, “Yeah, well I’m not going to ask you to pull out either.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, nearly choking on my own spit.

“You heard me. I want you to cum inside me. Or are you scared of a little risk?” she asked.

I turned onto a winding country road and mumbled, “I don’t know how I feel about it.”

“It gets me off. It’s the risk that makes it so much hotter for me and I don’t want to think about you pulling out. Otherwise, I won’t cum and that means you won’t get to see me again,” she said firmly.

“Damn girl, fine. I won’t pull out but if you get pregnant, don’t get mad at me.”

Her hand fiddled with my jeans button and a few moments later, my cock was exposed and she unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned over, “If I get pregnant, just promise you’ll fuck me again sometime.”

Her mouth enveloped my cock and I let out a soft gasp before slowing down. Cruising at a very slow fifteen miles an hour, I whined, “F-Fuck, that won’t be a problem if you’re into some other kinky shit.”

Hannah’s only response was to take most of my shaft into her throat before sinking her teeth lightly into my cock before she pulled away. Those teeth weren’t putting enough pressure on me to hurt, but damn if I didn’t have to question just how crazy she might be in the sack!

Before long, Hannah was deepthroating me as if it were casual. Not only had I never had someone event take half of my cock before choking, but I’d never felt the bliss that was lips around the base of my shaft… Especially while driving. But I had to be somewhat responsible and I pulled off into the entrance of a field of cotton. Pulling ahead to hide my car behind the trees so that people would at least struggle to spot us if they did drive by, I turned my car off and groaned, “Shit that feels so good.”

She pulled away from me and let out a quiet sigh, “Yeah, tastes nice too, but I was only doing that to get it wet. I’m soaked, but that this is huge. Next time you’ll earn the blowjob.”

“Y-Yes, ma’am?” I asked, confused.

Hannah pushed open the door and didn’t even bother shutting it as she opened the back door and moved the bag of food to the passenger seat. Here I was, thinking that I was the one that was horny and yet, she was the one calling all the shots and making me feel like I was the one being taken for a ride.

Her shoes plopped into the grass and her legs shot up before those jeans were pulled off once again. Her sun-kissed thighs were more than inviting, but the real invitation followed seconds after, “You want to fuck me or am I going to have to finger myself instead? Come on, Katie, you’re going to let the sun set and then you won’t be able to see my pretty face when I cum!”

“I’m coming, I’m coming,” I said as I got out of the car and hurried around to the back where I was hit with yet another playful comment.

“You’re going to, that’s for sure,” she purred before kicking her right foot up to rest against the side of the car. Her left foot slid into the floor and I was left with the sight of her tight pussy. While I was once confident… I couldn’t deny that I was starting to question if I was the one that had gotten in over my head.

If this was her way of apologizing for the situation with Jordan, I wasn’t going to complain. But fuck… A large part of me hoped that I could get her to keep apologizing to me. And if it wasn’t an apology, even better. I’d have to try my hardest to keep her beautiful ass around!

I put my right forearm against the car and used my left to guide my cock to her entrance, “Please don’t tell me you were pranking me. If you let me start, please let me finish.”

“If you don’t start, you’re never getting to finish,” she said with a giggle. “So please get that fat cock inside me. I need it, pretty fucking bad.”

I didn’t want to ruin my chance to have a good night. If this was truly what she wanted, I could only imagine that she knew what was best for herself. My hips pushed forward and a soft moan escaped me as my crown slid into her needy entrance.

Hannah let out a groan and her hips lifted to force more of my cock inside her, “F-Fuck, don’t stop. I can handle it.”

Her confidence was more attractive than her plump breasts. Period. I loved most everything about her, but having a woman that finally could tell me what she wanted made my heart race. Of all the times I had a quickie with someone, I never once really felt like I wanted to see them again. But now? I couldn’t get my mind off the idea of coming home to Hannah.

My hips slid forward and her walls stretched around my thick shaft until I thought she might scream. She didn’t. My cock slowly pushed deeper into her until I finally felt my hips press against hers and she let out a long, deep breath of air before whispering, “Fuck it feels nice to be full.”

“Y-You’re handling this better than I am then,” I said, struggling to even make eye contact with her.

Hannah’s calmness unnerved me. Not in a bad way, but I couldn’t compete with her on that front. Even though she was willing to have sex and my earlier bravado hadn’t scared her off, I never imagined she would go through with it. I was just angry and venting about things that I would have enjoyed.

Never would I have dreamed that such a beautiful woman would be half naked in my car with my cock nestled deep inside her. But you never look a gift horse in the mouth, right?

I pulled out of her, nearly letting my cock slip from inside her before I pushed back into her. Hannah’s core tensed and she moaned quietly before muttering, “Damn that thing feels good. You sure you don’t want me to stay the night when we’re done here?”

“N-Never said you couldn’t,” my heart raced as I started pumping into her in slow, deep strokes.

She relaxed on the seat, “Do me a favor, put your arm on the passenger seat so I can put my leg over it. My hip is starting to cramp.”

So calm. So casual. So damn desirable.

I did as she asked and held onto the headrest. Hannah’s leg lifted up and rested on my wrist, pinning it to the seat. As she did so, my cock slipped further into her and finally brought a loud gasp from her, “T-That’s more like it, baby.”

Looking down at her perfection, I couldn’t stop thinking about how lucky I truly was. Quitting my job and getting cheated on aside, today had been one of the best in a long time. As I pumped into her tight pussy, I couldn’t help but think that this was going to be one of the hardest goodbyes of my life. But I didn’t want to tell her goodbye. I wanted to ask her to stay.

Maybe not live with me, but stay in my life. If this was even a glimpse at what we could be together, then I wanted to enjoy her for as long as she would let me.

Hannah’s soft moans graced my ears as I continued to work my cock into her in faster thrusts. Each stroke sending me ever closer to my inevitable orgasm, but I wasn’t the only one heading to that goal. Her moans turned into blissful cries. Between those screams came my name. Over and over, she repeated my name as I slammed into her.

Each time my balls slapped against her, I let out a desperate gasp as I fought back the orgasm that threatened to consume me. I didn’t want this to end!

“F-Fuck,” I groaned, “I’m so close.”

“Oh god, j-just do it. Fucking f-fill my cunt with your cum, K-Katie!” she yelled.

If anyone was around, I was sure she would have called them over with how loud she was being. Hannah’s stomach tensed and she went silent for a moment. Her walls contracted around my cock and she let out a whimpering moan as a rush of her juices splashed onto me.

Her walls were beyond tight and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I’d done all I could to make sure that her pleasure was secured before I came, but now that she’d soaked my hips with her orgasm, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

My cock hammered into her a few final times before I threw my head back and slammed into her. A low groan flowed from me as my cock started throbbing within her fertile depths. Each pulse of my cock sending forth a burst of my seed deep inside her. Yet, even as my cum raced to try and impregnate her… All I could think about was trying to start a life with her. She might get off on the risk, but right now, I was getting off on the idea of being with her for more than a single night.

After my cock started softening inside her, she wiggled her hips away from mine and quickly repositioned. Before I realized what was happening, her mouth had once again surrounded my soft cock and she suckled and slurped the mixture of our pleasure from my cock.

Once she was done, she put my cock back in my pants and zipped me up before calling out, “Now, go sit back down so I can get my jeans on. I still want my burger, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to eat it in your car like a savage.”

“S-So I can bring you back home?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess you can. Just don’t think I’m going to get all sweet and loving yet. At least, not until you’ve fucked me again and it’s time to cuddle before we go to bed,” Hannah said.

Her playful tone made my heart leap into my throat. Maybe there was a chance for us after all.

Six months down the road and I was excited to bring my girlfriend the food she asked for. Lettuce had become one of her favorite things since she got pregnant, and I’d be damned if I wouldn’t do my very best to take care of her.

As I stepped into our house, she called out, “Dad called, said he wanted you to be at work at five tomorrow.”

“Did he?” I asked.

“Yeah, something about giving you your grandma’s wedding ring. Told me not to tell you because you’d probably cry like a bitch, but I felt like that was a little fucked up. Shouldn’t I be the one being surprised with a damn ring?” Hannah asked.

I hurried into the living room and handed her the bag of food, “I had no clue. Didn’t even know how I would be able to ask you, but I mean, you kind of said yes, didn’t you?”

“I didn’t. But I will. Guess you’ll have to go into work early to find out if I’m going to say yes for sure though,” she said.

My lips curled into a smile and I kissed her gently, “I love you so damn much, Hannah.”

“You better. Now, let me eat before I have some fun with you,” she purred.


Story Six

Fertile for the Futa

Stacey’s Client Wants a Special Favor


A smile danced along the corners of my lips as I whispered into my phone, “I can do a house call, yeah. Just make sure your husband isn’t home when I get there and we’re going to be fine.”

“Are you sure?” the hesitant voice asked.

“Baby, you didn’t get my number by accident, only people that know me get to recommend me to other people that my Mistress approves of. It’s just how this little business works. So, whatever you were told I would do for you, I can make that happen. Just don’t forget my hospitality when it’s time to tip,” I said in a sultry tone.

“Y-You’re not scared he would do something if he caught you in bed with me?” she asked.

I chuckled and held the phone against my cheek with my shoulder as I rolled my stockings up my legs, “All you’ve got to do is tell me how long he’ll be gone and when I should be there, baby.”

The woman let out a nervous sigh and whispered, “Hold on.”

A few seconds later, I heard her call out, “Baby! Could you please go check on my brother? He hasn’t texted me today. I’m just a little worried about him, please?”

A deep voice said something that I couldn’t make out and she followed it up with, “I know and I’ll make it up to you when you get back. Just try not to wreck or anything, okay?”

Once again, that deep voice said something and then about a minute later, the woman picked up the phone and whispered, “He’ll be out of the house for about an hour and a half at the least. It’s a long drive.”

“Oh, you want me right now?” I asked, acting surprised.

“I-Is that a problem?”

“Text me your address and if you want to make me really happy, make sure you’re wearing something sexy for me,” I said. A giggle escaped me and I whispered, “Besides, when was the last time you really got to feel sexy, baby?”

She returned my giggle with one of her own and mumbled, “I’ll try not to soak my panties while I think about your cock, Stacey.”

“I wouldn’t mind if you did. Shoot me that text when you’re ready,” I said and then hung up the phone.

Sex work wasn’t glamorous, but I’d long ago skipped over the uncomfortable time working street corners. One weekend was enough to make a name for myself, at least, it was enough time for me to get lucky with a very special client. A client that had more zeros in her bank account than I could probably count.

My life got a lot better after that. Since then, she managed to convince me to start branching out to women who weren’t being satisfied. The only thing that I never understood about my generous benefactor was why she paid me to fuck these women. Sure, they often gave me tips, but it was my charitable billionaire that really made it worth my time.

Granted, if twenty-nine orgasms in the span of two days wasn’t enough to make her remember her time with me fondly, I didn’t know what would be.

A smile played along the corners of my lips as I pulled a skirt up my thighs and buttoned up my blouse. I’d have to talk to her again soon, but tonight I had a client that needed my affection. At the ripe old age of twenty-five, I could say without question that I loved being a professional at my job.

My cock throbbed in my panties as I thought about the woman that I’d see tonight. Maybe she’d be some rich guy’s trophy wife that never truly felt what a real cock could do. Maybe she was just starved for a night of meaningless sex. Hell, maybe she just wanted to cheat on him. Whatever the case was, I couldn’t bring myself to really care about the why. I only cared about how I’d make this woman remember my name tonight.

A chime from my phone came with the message that I needed to get started. She was only fifteen minutes away. Lucky for her, that would leave us the better part of an hour to play.

I slid on a pair of heels and hurried out of my house and drove to hers.

As I pulled into the relatively modest, for this part of town, two-story house, a petite blonde in a black, velvet robe sat on the brick steps leading into her abode. I parked my car out front, not caring who might be watching, and got out.

“Stacey?” the voice asked softly.

“The one and only, baby. What are you doing outside? It’s a little chilly, isn’t it?” I asked as I walked closer.

The woman didn’t look to be older than maybe her late twenties, something that I was rather excited about. Just old enough to have expectations, but not old enough to make me feel like I was going to have to be gentle with her when I fucked her like the cheating slut she wanted to be tonight.

She stood up and made sure her robe remained snug around her as she did so, “It’s not that bad in the robe. I just couldn’t wait inside anymore, you didn’t say how long you would be and I got a little worried that you might not even show up.”

I headed straight for the door and spoke softly so that any neighbors that might be listening couldn’t hear, “Baby, you’ve got to get that cute ass of yours inside before someone thinks it’s a little weird that a stranger shows up a few minutes after your husband leaves.”

She giggled and led the way into her lavish home. The woman closed the door behind her and mumbled, “You can call me Hannah if you want. People come over pretty often, mostly people from my book club, but occasionally I try to have a hookup. I’m just not, uh, I don’t know how to say it. Normal women weren’t what I wanted. I, uh, well, penis is nice.”

“Baby, you don’t have to be rude to tell me that you’re into chicks with a little extra. Anyway, you said that you were into some things that you’d rather not talk about with your husband in the house. Why don’t you fill me in?” I asked.

She smiled nervously and gestured to the stairs, “Sure, can we go to the guest room to talk, though? The robe really is pretty warm.”

“Take it off and lead the way, Hannah,” I purred.

Hannah’s smile transitioned into a grin as she pulled the velvet belt out of the robe and let it open. All I caught was a glimpse of her light blue matching lace underwear before she turned around and started walking up the steps to the second floor. If I wasn’t such a damn lady, I’d have snatched her robe off those slender arms so that it couldn’t hide the sway of her hips from me.

Well, maybe I wasn’t that much of a lady. Getting paid to have sex did a slight bit to diminish my personal sense of self-respect, but at least I loved what I did for work. Or rather, who I did for work.

Hannah led me into a bedroom and let the robe slide down her arms until it was nothing more than a puddle of fine material on the floor. Her perky breasts might have been a B-cup, but that didn’t even register to me. They were beautiful and that was all I needed to say about their size.

She sat down on the bed and mumbled softly, “Can I see it?”

“Baby, you’ve seen pictures already, isn’t that enough?” I asked with a chuckle as I quickly pushed my skirt down my thighs and tossed it aside. When I was going to a client’s house, I never wore panties. My soft cock brought a gasp from her lips and her jaw went slack as she stared at my thick shaft.

“F-Fuck,” she whispered.

“I plan on it,” I said.

She giggled nervously. “Uh, so you wanted to talk about the special favor I wanted to ask you for?”

“Yeah, if that’s fine with you,” I said and sat on the bed beside her and leaned back.

Hannah hesitated for just a second before she reached over and put her hand on my cock. A quiet moan slipped from her lips as she started slowly stroking me, “Well, uh, my husband hasn’t been able to get me pregnant. He’s too proud to go to a doctor, even though he’s a psychologist, and get seen to find out if he’s just infertile.”

“And you want me to try and knock you up?” I asked.

She nodded slowly.

“If we do this and you get pregnant, you know that I couldn’t really be a part of their life, don’t you?”

“If that means you won’t do it, I’ll understand,” she said quietly.

I shook my head and put my hand on top of hers to stop her from jerking me off for a moment. “It’s fine. Just try not to be too upset if I want to come visit the tyke every now and then. I know I couldn’t claim them, but they’d be my child, you know?”

She smiled at me, “I didn’t take you for the kind of woman that would want to be a parent.”

“No one does, but one of these days, I’ll have enough money to retire early and finally settle down. Hell, who knows, maybe I’ll see how you and your husband are doing and sweep you off your feet some day,” I said jokingly.

Hannah bit her lip and mumbled, “Yeah, maybe.”

“I wasn’t serious,” I clarified.

She gave my cock a gentle squeeze and whispered, “Well, I was. But those are thoughts for later down the road. For all we know, I won’t get pregnant tonight and we’ll have to try again.”

I took my hand off hers, “Then we can try again when your husband isn’t around. Or even if he is. You did mention a book club, it wouldn’t be the first time I took care of a woman’s needs while her husband was still home.”

“Is there something we should talk about before we start?” she asked. “Like, is there some kind of method to this?”

I sat up and ran my hand through her hair before shaking my head, “Not at all, but I love starting the night out with a little tongue action. Why don’t you lie back and let me make sure you’re wet enough to take my cock, baby?”

Hannah’s eyes lit up like Christmas lights. She flopped back onto the bed and giggled for a second as she hooked her thumbs into her panties. I smiled at her as I got off the bed and onto my knees.

“Take them off nice and slow, baby. Didn’t you hear? Presentation is half the pleasure of eating your meal,” I purred.

She gave a half-hearted chuckle as she pushed her panties down much faster than I would have enjoyed. “Stacey, you’re smooth, but you’re not smooth enough to make that joke work. I’m horny and I’m desperate, you don’t have to try and make me feel like I’m not hiring you.”

I shrugged my shoulders as I leaned forward. There was no reason to say anything else at the moment, not if she didn’t want me to make this a little more sensual for her. Admittedly, I wouldn’t have minded seeing her again, especially if she got pregnant, but until that happened, she was just another client. That didn’t make a damn bit of difference about how wonderful this night would be for both of us.

Her smooth pussy looked freshly shaved and I didn’t hesitate to let my tongue run up her slit from her entrance all the way up to her hooded clit. The delicious taste of her sweet nectar washed over my taste buds and I let my mouth fall over her clit. Suckling gently on her sensitive bead, I moaned softly to send vibrations tingling through her pussy.

Hannah let out quiet moan of her own followed by a loud gasp as my teeth ever-so-slightly bit into her clit. Her hands fell to either side of my head and she whimpered, “P-Please don’t bite.”

I would never, but I wasn’t about to pull away from her perfect pussy to tell her that. Instead, I released her clit from my teeth and let my tongue swirl around it in firm circles that soon had her hips lifting from the bed. Hannah’s moans got louder and just as her breathing got heavy enough to make it sound like she was close to her release, I pulled away from her clit and dove hungrily back into her folds.

My tongue danced between her labia, teasing her lower lips and occasionally slipping into her entrance just enough to make her fingers dig into the back of my head.

“S-Stacey!” she screamed.

I calmly put my hands on her thighs and held them open. Her soft blue eyes stared down at me as if she was trying to anticipate my next move so that she could brace for the inevitable waves of paralyzing pleasure. She was my latest instrument and it never took me long to figure out how to play a new one.

Her thighs quivered under my hands as I continued to eat her out and when I felt them try to snap shut, I knew she was getting too close to the edge. Luckily for her, she didn’t ask to be teased. She wanted pleasured and impregnated. I’d never actively tried to do the second of those things, but the first was my job and I was good at what I did…

I turned my attention back to her clit, my teeth gently grazing against it as I lashed my tongue across it. The warm rush of her honey spraying onto my chin and neck was followed by a high-pitched scream that lasted for all of a second before silence fell over us. Her hips bucked wantonly against my mouth and she held me firmly against her pussy, those petite arms showing strength beyond expectation as she rode my mouth along with her orgasm.

Her hips spasmed a few final times before she finally let her hands fall limply onto her lap, “S-Stacey.”

I stood and smiled down at her as I ran my hands up and down her thighs, “Yes?”

“Y-You could leave if you wanted. I…” she paused and looked away from me, staring blankly at a wall, “I’ve never done that before. I-If that’s what sex should feel like, I think I’d be ruining my marriage if I asked you to do anything else.”

I continued to stroke her legs. “Do you want me to leave? If that’s what you truly want, I can, but I thought you wanted to get pregnant, baby.”

Her eyes flicked back to meet mine and she mumbled, “I do.”

“So then,” I took my right hand and grasped my cock. Guiding my thick crown to her soaked entrance, I gently ran it up and down her slit as I continued, “Tell me if you want me to have sex with you. Yes or no. No judgment either way, baby.”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation.

A grin spread across my lips, “That’s my girl.”

She smiled, but as soon as my cock pushed into her, her mouth fell open and she let out a surprised, “S-Son of a bitch.”

“Need me to go slower?” I asked even though I’d barely even started.

“N-No, please don’t,” she whimpered.

I ran my hands up her thighs and then took a firm hold on her hips. As many times as I’d done this before, I couldn’t help but watch my cock as it slowly disappeared further and further into this woman’s pussy. As petite as she was, I didn’t even know how she managed to fit my entire cock inside her, but when the warmth of my hips met with hers, I wasn’t about to complain.

Her quivering moan was all the incentive I needed to start slowly pumping into her. Those tight walls were teasing me, taunting me to fuck her harder so that I could truly enjoy all the pleasure she could offer me, but tonight wasn’t about my pleasure. It was about hers. Once her tight little pussy got used to my size, I’d be able to truly fuck her. I’d be able to breed her.

The thought coupled with the physical sensation of her pussy massaging my cock and pulled a deep moan from my lips. For the first time a long time, I didn’t have to exaggerate a moan. If I knew how fucking hot it was to actively try to get a man’s wife pregnant, I would have probably taken a few ‘jobs’ for free just to enjoy the same exhilaration I was feeling now.

Hannah’s eyes rolled back as my cock pumped into her. Short, slow strokes were all I could manage at the moment, anything else probably would have left her a delirious mess. While some of my clients might prefer to be left like that, Hannah didn’t seem like the type. She seemed sweet and desperate to finally be a mom. That was respectable, and by extension, so was she. I barely knew her, and yet, she’d become my second favorite client of all time.

When her legs wrapped around my waist, she threatened to knock the woman that started this entire line of work for me off that pedestal. Even with her mind rattled with bliss beyond anything she seemed to have felt before, the little minx had the wherewithal to try and keep me inside her.

“How hard can I fuck you, baby?” I asked. The question was blunt and I couldn’t imagine a less sexy thing to say to a woman like her, but I had needs too. Her needs just so happened to line up with mine. At least, if she wanted me to cum any time before her husband showed back up…

“H-Hurt me if you h-have to,” she panted between moans.

Noted.

My fingers gripped her hips harder and I didn’t hesitate to slam my cock into her. My balls slapped loudly against her soaked hips and she screamed in ecstasy even louder. I let out a low groan as I let my hips do the work they’d been trained to do.

Deep, vicious strokes into Hannah’s tight pussy came fast and hard. Almost as fast and hard as her second climax of the night. If not for the way her body tightened around my cock, I might not have even known that she was cumming. Then again, it wouldn’t have changed anything if she screamed at the top of her lungs to let me know she loved my cock.

All that mattered right now was making sure she was satisfied. As far as I was concerned, only a pussy full of my cum would make that happen for her.

I pulled her hips closer to the edge of the bed until the curve of her ass hung over it. I let her hips fall and the slight change of angle made all of the difference. As I continued hammering into her once-tight pussy, I could see the sight of my cock causing a slight bulge in her stomach. Skinny lovers made for the best play mates!

Hannah’s moaning quieted down, though it wasn’t for lack of pleasure. She whimpered and panted desperately in an attempt to find some way of clawing back her hold on her sanity, but I knew from experience that she wouldn’t be able to do a damn thing until I finished with her. It wouldn’t be the first time I ruined a couple’s sex life. No one fucked like I did. If their husbands could, then these women wouldn’t call me in the first place.

But it was seeing her like that, so vulnerable and strung out from the overwhelming euphoria, that pushed me over the edge. My balls tightened up and I let out out a quiet grunt as the first thick rope of my cum shot deep into her fertile depths. I pulled out one final time before slamming myself into her hard enough to force her back onto the bed a few inches. That final cry of bliss from Hannah was all I could have dreamed of having from one of my low-key lovers. Rope after rope of my potent cum pumped into her until my cock finally stopped throbbing.

I smiled down at her as I ground my hips gently into her, “Was that good enough for you, baby?”

She didn’t respond immediately. Instead, her eyes meandered around the room for a few seconds before they finally looked at me. A goofy smile crested her lips and she mumbled, “I-I think I’m in love.”

“Love is a strong word, but I know that you were quite a fun woman to spend some time with, Hannah,” I said and leaned down to kiss her gently.

Hannah’s legs tightened around my waist for a second before she relaxed and kissed me back. She must have enjoyed the taste of her juices on my tongue because hers pushed against my lips and into my mouth when I opened it for her. After a few seconds of a rapidly intensifying kiss, I had to pull away from her, “But I think I should be going soon, not that I’d mind if you saved my number in your phone.”

“I-I can’t afford you without her help,” she said, referencing our mutual contact.

I smiled down at her as I stood up straight, “Did I say anything about getting paid?”

Hannah beamed up at me and let her legs fall back down over the edge of the bed. Finally free, I slowly pulled my thick cock out of her red, puffy pussy and grimaced. “Damn, I might have been a little rough with you. Make sure your husband doesn’t see that.”

She nodded her head and put her feet on the bed so that she could lift her hips. As I eyed her curiously, she mumbled, “I don’t want any of your cum to get out.”

I smiled warmly and bent down to pick up her panties. Without so much as a word, I stepped into them and pulled them up my legs. They were tighter than any panties I had by far, but I didn’t care about that. I was taking a trophy. In the year and a half that I’d been selling my body, I never once found a customer that I’d fuck for free. Hannah was the first.

After putting my skirt on, I leaned over the bed and kissed her smooth stomach, “Tell me as soon as you find out if you’re pregnant. If not, we can try again when your husband can be gone for a few hours.”

“A few hours?”

“Next time, I want to cuddle when I’m done ruining your pussy, baby. Can’t say I’m not a little romantic then, huh?” I asked teasingly.

Hannah smiled and let her ass rest on the bed again. She shook her head slowly and whispered, “No, I couldn’t. I hope I can see you again, baby.”


Story Seven

Fertile for the Futa

Kara’s Maid Wants to Serve


The buzz at the front door came just as I finished stirring my coffee. Rose, my maid, came a little earlier than expected, but I didn’t mind at all. Any company around my house was well-received, even if I did have to pay for the time we occasionally spent together. Not being alone made it worthwhile, her work was just a plus.

I left my coffee on the counter and hurried over to the front door, not ashamed in the slightest for only wearing a thin robe and my underwear. Opening the door, Rose waited for me to take a step back and then came inside. Her soft, breathy voice spoke in barely more than a whisper, “Good morning, Kara.”

“Good morning. Did you sleep well?” I asked.

“I tossed and turned more than usual, but I think I’m just getting used to the new place,” she said.

“Well, I’m glad you’re settling in, even if it’s a little slow. Please don’t forget to clean up after you make lunch this afternoon,” I said softly, my hand slowly drifting down my maid’s lower back.

“A-Ah, sorry, Kara, did I forget yesterday?” Rose asked, her voice cracking slightly.

I let my hand linger for a moment longer than I should have. “Of course not, you’re always on top of your game. I just like pretending that I am guiding you through your day, Rose.”

She giggled and ran her hands over her tee shirt to smooth it out. “You hired me, it’s my job to keep your needs satisfied. If I couldn’t do that, then how could I accept your money?”

I took a step away from her and shut the door to my somewhat modest two-story home. With as much money as I had, I could have easily bought an island, built a mansion, hired a full suite of staff and even pay them up front for the next twenty years. The stock market was good to me… but that wasn’t what I cared to do.

Living a simple life was much more rewarding. Sure, I had more than most people, but that didn’t mean I needed to rub it in anyone’s face. Not even my closest friends knew exactly how much money I had, just that I always paid for dinner and our drinks. It was that same lack of knowledge that led Rose to be as sweet as she was with me.

If she knew that I had over a billion dollars, she might have wanted a raise. She might have wanted more because she knew I had more. Yet, through her not knowing just how deep my pockets were, she was ecstatic to get a dollar raise every few months as we agreed upon as part of the somewhat demanding schedule. Her Christmas bonus would be about a quarter of her salary so far… it wasn’t like she was being mistreated. I just couldn’t justify ruining whatever companionship we had by telling her that I could afford to make all of her problems go away.

What other reason would a twenty-year-old woman have to want to have sex with a thirty-eight-year-old cougar if not for money?

“You do more than enough to deserve your checks, darling.”

She smiled at me and her dimples melted my heart. Rose wasn’t stereotypical for a maid and I chose her for that reason. In her application, she literally requested to not be put into a silly outfit nor made to feel like she was being sexualized. That was different and confusing, but when I saw her for the interview, it made much more sense.

Her hourglass figure, tight ass, perky breasts, and all-around adorable soft-featured face made her the perfect candidate for being harassed. If I were in her shoes, I probably would have married into money, but then again, she wasn’t that kind of woman. She wasn’t fond of authority, she wasn’t into men, and she didn’t make it out of high school. In short, she was her own independent person in a society that wouldn’t accept her talents without a silly piece of paper that said she was qualified to flip a burger.

And so, I happily took her in. She didn’t seem to expect to actually land the job and when I told her she was hired, her slightly stern demeanor changed almost overnight. Instead of greeting me as “Ms. Woods” she called me by my first name. The baggy clothes shifted into skinny jeans and tank tops. The thing that changed the most was that she no longer hid her gaze when she stared at the bulge in my pants.

I’d almost called her out on it a few times, but she was the one that didn’t want to be sexualized and I was the one that didn’t mind at all. At least, I didn’t mind when someone I would have happily bent over my bed was the one checking me out.

“So, uh, was there anything specific you wanted me to do today, Kara?” she asked.

“I don’t think that you’re going to have to do anything wild. Make sure the pool is taken care of, I’d like lunch prepared a half hour earlier so that I can swim,” I said.

Rose nodded, “It’s a very nice pool, I was wondering if you ever used it.”

“Swimming alone isn’t the most fun, but I’ve got to keep in shape somehow,” I mumbled.

She laughed quietly and started slowly walking toward the side door that led to the patio built around my pool, “It’s a shame I’m on the clock or I’d join you.”

“If you like swimming, then join me after lunch.”

“Oh, I couldn’t do that. I didn’t bring a bathing suit and it’s not professional of me to play when I should be working. This job is how I’m paying my rent now, I’d hate to lose it,” she mumbled.

I clapped my hands together loudly to get her attention, “If I tell you something is fine, it’s fine. No bathing suit isn’t an excuse if you want to swim unless you’re not wearing underwear. So, do you have any excuse that would get you out of swimming now?”

“N-Not really, but I’m wearing a thong,” she mumbled.

“Excellent,” I said with a devious grin. “But if you’re not comfortable, I could always give you the keys to my car and let you go grab a bathing suit.”

“No, it’ll be fine. I don’t mind you seeing my ass, it’s not like you’d make it weird or anything,” she said.

I bit my lip to hold back the comment I wanted to make. I’d do much more than make it weird if she’d let me. I’d fuck her in the pool, bend her over the chair I tanned in, take her upstairs and fuck her in the shower, and probably fuck her in the bed for good measure. Rose was too perfect for my sexual tastes, but I wasn’t going to force her to do anything.

If she made the first move, though, the gloves would come off.

“We’ll see how it goes, Rose. Just don’t expect me not to glance,” I said.

Rose smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t know if I should take that as a compliment or not.”

“That’s up to you. Can’t have it being a surprise if I enjoy what I see.”

Her cheeks flushed and she hurried over to the side door, “I’ll come get you for lunch, Kara.”

What I wanted to eat couldn’t be prepared in the kitchen. That woman was something else and I needed to make sure she knew how I felt by the end of the day. Maybe I would have to be the one that made a move on her. After three weeks of seeing her, she’d opened up quite a bit. Not so much about her personal life, but she didn’t shy away from my touch and if anything, she seemed to enjoy my compliments.

It might have been abusive of the power I had as her employer, but if I thought she was uncomfortable I’d have stopped. When she went outside, I headed upstairs to enjoy some time to myself. Most of that time was spent online, looking through recent market trends and debating on if I should bother investing in a few startups. In the end, I found myself watching videos online about the silliest things. One video led to another and before long, I’d managed to burn through the four hours that led up to lunch.

Rose’s knock at the door saved me from yet another video. “Kara, the food is ready if you wanted to eat now, if not I can put it back in the oven until you’re ready,” she called out.

“Now is fine, let me get on a bikini!”

I heard her clear her throat. That could have meant nothing, but I held onto the hope that she was at least a little excited by the prospect of seeing me mostly naked. If her eyes wandered nearly as much as mine did, it’d be a treat for her.

As I went through my drawers, I couldn’t help but hate how plain my bathing suits were. And so, I made a decision that would make my intentions absolutely clear. I pulled out a matching set of red and black lingerie and changed into them. The panties fit tight enough to make my already impressive bulge stand out even further. Trying to keep everything inside the skimpy outfit was hard enough, but when my cock threatened to get hard at the thought of seeing Rose in a thong, I nearly lost my nerve.

And yet. I left my room. With my semi-erect cock tenting my panties enough to tug the waistband away from my hips, I headed downstairs following Rose and made my way into the kitchen. Every step she took made her ass sway hypnotically and when she finally did stop and turn around to face me, her jaw dropped.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

Her eyes drifted from my face to my large chest, and then down to my cock where her gaze lingered as she whispered, “N-Nothing at all.”

“I couldn’t find a bathing suit I liked enough. Do you think this will be okay?”

She nodded slowly.

“Use your words, darling,” I said softly.

Rose turned around and hurried to portion off some of the food onto a plate for me as she mumbled, “I think that you look really nice and that I shouldn’t get in the pool with you.”

“Why the change of mind?” I asked.

She hesitated as she turned around, “Should I be honest?”

“Would anything less be acceptable?”

“Because I’m turned on and I know that if I go out there, something stupid is going to happen and you’re going to fire me,” she said bluntly as she sat the plate on the table.

I chuckled and shook my head slowly, “Oh, don’t think like that. If something happened, you wouldn’t lose your job. My turn to be honest. I’ve been trying to avoid this moment for as long as possible, but with a woman like you, I can’t help myself. You’re sexy, funny, sweet, hardworking, and most importantly, you’ve got a reason to keep coming back here. I don’t like one night stands.”

She raked her teeth over her lip and let out a frustrated groan, “But what happens if we do something and it messes up how I work?”

“How so?”

“Y-You’re fucking hung, I’m not going to pretend I haven’t looked. The one thing I like about a man you’ve got in abundance and I want to have it. If I did get it, I wouldn’t want to give it up,” she mumbled.

I smirked and put my hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her down to her knees. Rose didn’t resist at all. “Sweetie, I can always hire another maid. I doubt I could find another woman nearly half my age that would want to do something like this. Besides, who said you couldn’t start taking care of business around here while undressing a little bit?”

She licked her lips as her hands slid down my sides and she whispered, “I’ve got to earn my pay. That’s all there is to it.”

I didn’t hesitate to reach down between us and push my panties down so that my cock could finally spring free. “I hate to break it to you like this, sweetie, but I’d be more than willing to give you a bonus if you started taking some initiative around here,” I purred.

Her eyes flashed up to meet mine, “I’m not doing this for money and if you think I am, then you’re going to miss out on a good time. This is because I want to do this, not because I’m some kind of whore that you can throw money at.”

I took a half-step back and smiled down at her, “That’s perfectly fine, but I’ll admit that I don’t think I’ll be able to not give you gifts at some point. When someone does me a favor, I like to do something nice for them.”

Rose giggled and extended her arms so that she could put her hands on my hips. “That’s not the same thing as paying me. Now, come here so I can take care of that.”

I didn’t make her wait. As serious as the topic seemed to be for her, I didn’t think for one second that she didn’t want to keep going. She’d made it clear that she didn’t want me to treat her like a slut and I didn’t quite think I had so far. If anything, it seemed that we shared values when it came to our lustful adventure with one another.

Her left hand slid across my crotch and then wrapped around my thick shaft to support its heavy weight so that she could guide it into her mouth. As soon as those soft, warm lips surrounded my sensitive crown, I let out a deep sigh and put my hand on the top of her head. “That’s it, baby,” I cooed.

She moaned softly, whether from pleasure or just to let me know she acknowledged mine, I couldn’t tell. It didn’t really matter, honestly. All that mattered right now was getting my cock stiff enough that I could fuck her, even if she didn’t know that was the goal. As wonderful as a blowjob could be, it wasn’t nearly the same as being able to pleasure her while getting myself off.

Rose slowly bobbed further onto my cock, each time she tried to take even more of my length and more often than not, she gagged quietly around my shaft. Still, she didn’t stop trying to deep-throat my cock and that seemed just like the maid I hired. Always willing to perform above and beyond expectations, even if she was in a little over her head.

As she found her rhythm, she let her hand drop from my shaft to my balls. Her lithe fingers rubbed over the panties that cover my balls and made sure to massage them softly while she greedily sucked my cock as if expecting me to cum already. Poor girl, she wasn’t going to get to enjoy my taste that easily.

I let my hand fall from the back of her head to her shoulder and I spoke softly, “Baby, that feels so damn good, but I think I’d like to take care of both of us, if you’re comfortable with that?”

Rose pulled away from my cock and stroked it slowly with her hand, “I was hoping you’d ask. H-How do you want me?”

“That’s the wrong question, baby. Tell me what you want and I’ll finally be the one serving you,” I said in a sultry tone as I ran my hand up her neck and gently cupped her chin.

“On the table, on my back?” she asked more than said.

“Perfect,” I purred. I helped her to her feet and she wasted no time in getting her shoes off. Rose bounced over to the table and sat on it before leaning back and unbuttoning her pants. Instead of helping her get undressed, I enjoyed the show while I unclasped my bra and let it slide down my arms. By the time her pants were over her ankles, I’d started tugging my own panties down my thighs while I continued to watch her.

The massive damp spot in her light blue panties betrayed her somewhat timid nature up to this point. There was no way in hell that she hadn’t been turned on before we started, she was far too wet. If that was the case, then how many times had she imagined being fucked by me? How many times could I have asked her to bend over and fucked her?

The questions were ultimately selfish and I wasn’t going to pretend they weren’t. At my age, having a woman like her think of me at all was a massive ego boost, one that I probably didn’t need. But I wanted it. Everyone wants to be wanted and to have my sexy maid be the one that wanted me was just… convenient.

Rose carefully took off her panties and tossed them to the side. Instead of leaving well enough alone, I walked over to the messy panties and picked them up with my index finger and thumb and dropped them back onto the table beside where her head should have rested. “We wouldn’t want you to forget how much you want this too, right?”

“O-Of course not, Kara,” she whispered with a tinge of shame in her voice.

I frowned and stepped between her thighs, my hands rubbing her smooth legs as she pulled her shirt off, “This is what you want, right? If I’m pushing you too far, we can stop right now and act like it never happened.”

Her body tensed and she held her shirt just above her breasts for a moment before she let out a deep breath and took it off. “This is fine, I’m just nervous. I haven’t done anything like this in over a year,” she admitted.

I smiled down at hear and let my hand rest over her pussy, my thumb gently teasing her clit, “You can tell me to stop whenever you’d like. If you don’t like something, tell me. But if you think that you could get used to being my maid, maybe even full-time, I’d also like you to let me know that.”

“A-Are you inviting me to live here?” she asked.

“That does depend. As much as I hate to admit it, I’m thirty-eight and I’m not getting any younger. I’d be lying through my teeth if I told you I didn’t have desires. I want them taken care of from time to time, but it isn’t all about me. I want someone in my life that I can finally give a shit about. You’ve been a great maid, but I’m hoping that after today, you can be more of a companion and a friend. Maybe more?” I asked.

She smiled up at me and nodded, “How about we talk about that after you finish? I can’t stand being teased.”

I smirked at her and slid two fingers down to her entrance and pushed them into her. Without so much as a word, I let my fingers curl within her and rubbed her sensitive g-spot as my thumb started brushing over her clit again, “Do you really think that foreplay is teasing?”

Her desperate gasp for air was followed by a pleasured moan. Rose writhed on the table, both trying to get away from the overwhelming pleasure and trying to get more of it at the same time. Poor girl, she must not have realized that these hands were more experienced than most any of the people her age.

Rose tried to stammer an answer, but when she failed time and time again, I finally pulled my fingers from her pussy and quickly replaced them with the crown of my cock. Rose’s eyes locked with mine and while she couldn’t form words just yet, that look conveyed enough desire that I didn’t feel guilty as I pushed my way into her tight pussy.

Her walls clenched around my cock and I let out a soft moan as I sank deeper into her. By the time I was halfway inside her, she finally managed to call out, “F-Fuck!”

“That’s the plan, baby,” I teased as I put my hands on her thighs and gently pulled her closer the edge of the table. My size wasn’t something that I was ever, ever going to be ashamed of, but some women couldn’t take my cock fully. Rose was an exception. As my hips pressed against hers, I leaned forward and brazenly pressed my lips to hers.

For a brief moment, she seized up, but then her lips opened and she flicked her tongue against my lips. I didn’t need more encouragement. My tongue pushed into her mouth and the deepened kiss made my heart flutter. As lustful as this moment was, I couldn’t deny that I felt something more for Rose. Sure, she was sexy, but that didn’t mean that there wasn’t more to her. I enjoyed being around her, spending any amount of time with her, and now that we’d taken this step together, I got the feeling that we would be enjoying one another’s company a lot more.

I slowly pumped my cock into her as we kissed and every time I ground my hips into her, she let out a deep moan into our kiss. After a few moments, I finally broke the kiss and spoke softly, “Still enjoying yourself?”

Rose nodded, “Y-Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s my girl,” I purred. Where the ma’am came from, I didn’t know, I didn’t really care. All I wanted was to fuck her until my cock shot its load deep into her pussy. The thought of getting her pregnant made my balls tighten and I had to hope that she wouldn’t get too angry with me for cumming inside her. Even though I knew I should have asked for permission, I silently decided that I’d deal with the repercussions after the fact.

I straightened my back and spread her legs further so that I could watch every inch of my cock push into her petite body. The slight bulge in her stomach was unnatural but certainly appealing to the eye. I let my left hand rest over the bulge and gently pressed down on it so that when I slid into her, the forced tightness would squeeze my cock even tighter.

Her vice-like pussy was already enough to eventually push me over the edge, but I didn’t want to fuck her for an hour, not right now anyway. Rose made a wonderful lunch for me and I still intended on eating that and getting in the pool. Hopefully, she’d get in with me and we could see just how hard I could fuck her with the water holding me back…

My right hand slid under my left forearm and I rubbed her clit furiously while I hammered into her even harder. I needed to cum soon, if I didn’t, I’d end up getting too aggressive with her. Without spending much more time with her to get her more accustomed to my cock’s size, that could be a bad thing. Maybe one day I could fuck her like I truly wanted to, but for now, this was as close to making love as it was going to get.

Rose let out a loud scream and she leaned up, her hands locking behind my head to help hold her up, “Oh my g-god! I’m going to c-cum!”

I pulled my left hand away from her stomach and let it rest on her upper back as I continued slamming into her. Rubbing her clit became a lot harder with the change of her position, but I did what I could as I purred into her ear, “Look at you, getting my cock all wet. That’s fine, baby, you’re going to clean it up though, aren’t you?”

She nodded her head, silently moaning as her walls clenched around my cock. The answer was good enough, but I didn’t want her to hear the sound of my moans when I came. Not yet, at least, they were far too pathetic for how assertive I’d been up to this point. So to maintain appearances, I kissed her again. This time, she didn’t bother waiting for me to take the lead, she pushed her tongue into my mouth as she bucked her hips against me, loudly rocking the table as she did so.

My balls tightened and I could feel the pressure snap within me. At the same time, I felt a gush of Rose’s juices spray onto my crotch and I knew that she was taken care of. That helped remove a lot of my guilt as the first hot, thick shot of my cum pumped deep into her.

She tensed up for just a second before she made the kiss more intense, pulling me tighter against her as she wrapped her legs around my waist. As nervous as I’d been about cumming inside her, she didn’t seem to have that same concern. Fuck, maybe I would get her pregnant… maybe that would be a damn good thing.

My cock continued pumping her fertile pussy full of my cum until it finally started going soft within her. As it did, she let out a soft groan and broke the kiss, “F-Fuck, I was hoping you could keep going.”

“Baby, I’m not as young as you,” I grumbled.

“After lunch?” she asked.

A smile crested my lips. I gave her a quick kiss on the tip of her nose and whispered, “Set the table and get my plate ready. I’m sure you wouldn’t mind cleaning my cock while I eat, would you?”

She raked her teeth across her lip and shook her head, “I wouldn’t mind at all. Promise you’ll fuck me again before I have to leave?”

“I promise, but you don’t have to leave tonight if you don’t want to, babe,” I said.

Rose smiled at me and got off the table. As she limped over to the counter, I couldn’t help but reach down and stroke my cock. What else was I supposed to do when I saw some of my creamy cum trickling down her thighs?

My maid might have been helpful around the house, but I don’t think either of us truly expected things to go this far. I knew they’d go further. With her personality and my desires, I knew a lot of things would work out just fine. Especially if that little belly of hers showed signs of life soon…


Story Eight

Fertile for the Futa

Jamie Takes a Risk at the Bar


“You should talk to her, Jamie” Gina whispered as she tapped her empty beer bottle on the table. “Anything would be better than awkwardly staring at her while you pretend you’re talking to me.”

I rolled my eyes at my best friend and shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t think that she’d be into someone like me.”

“And how do you know that?” Gina asked.

Glancing across the room at the stranger, I couldn’t help but want to go over to chat with her, but she was out of my league. Her black hair with pink highlights was slightly damp with sweat from dancing earlier.  The tank top she had on also clung to her petite frame and the shorts that barely covered her thighs did the same. On the dance floor, she seemed like a beacon of energy and enthusiasm, yet, no one approached her to dance with her.

Most of the people at the bar seemed to recognize her, but that only served to make me feel like I’d have even less of a chance.

“You’re staring again,” Gina said and rolled her bottle around. A soft chuckle escaped her and she tapped my hand with the bottle, “We’re only going to be in town for the weekend, the worst that could happen is she turns you down. I get that you’re scared to get with a chick back home, but no one here would even care.”

“We’re supposed to be here on business,” I mumbled.

“And that’s why you agreed to come out with me tonight? Our meeting is at ten in the morning, it’s barely eleven. Go talk to her or I’m going to bring her ass over here,” Gina said.

I knew Gina too well to think that she was joking. I tapped my fingers on the table for a second before I mumbled, “What if she’s been drinking? You know how I feel about that.”

“If she’s been drinking then you can just talk to her. It’s not like you’re asking her to eat you out or anything, it’s just a chat. See where things go, Jamie. Seriously, you’ve been wanting to talk to women for years and now you’ve got the chance to do it. Just go see where it ends up!”

I sighed and got off the stool and brushed my hands over my dress to make sure it hadn’t ridden up too much. Gina wasn’t wrong, we did come up to enjoy ourselves as well as to try to secure a contract with a new company. The thought of having sex did cross my mind, if it didn’t, I wouldn’t be wearing a tiny gray dress that barely covered me. I wanted eyes on me and while I expected men to look, they weren’t nearly as exciting for me as women were.

“Girl, if you don’t get your ass over there,” Gina threatened.

“I’m going, chill the fuck out,” I muttered.

Making my way through the surprisingly dense crowd around the bar and then down the three steps that led to the dance floor where the woman was, I ended up about ten feet from her before I froze. Without the safety of my friend to hide behind, I knew that I’d have to make the first move. I wished that the woman at least noticed me by now. She might have been willing to approach me. That would have been so much more comfortable for me, but the thought of Gina rubbing my nose in my failure spurred me on to close the distance between us.

“H-Hey,” I mumbled. Of all things I could say to try to get her attention…

The woman paused for a moment before glancing in my direction, “You talking to me?”

“Y-Yeah, unless you wanted to be left alone?” I asked.

She smiled warmly and shook her head before extending a hand to me, “Absolutely not, care to dance?”

“I don’t know the song,” I said, somewhat making an excuse.

“Don’t act like you’re special, I don’t know any of these songs. Just bounce around, it works out just fine for me,” she said and flashed her perfect set of teeth at me.

I took her hand and smiled back at her. The flats I had on weren’t happy about my choice of jumping with the woman, but luckily for both of us, the song ended shortly after we started. Part of me wished it hadn’t. A slightly romantic, cheesy song that I’d heard a million times on the radio lately came on and the tempo of the music slowed down significantly.

“Damn, I was hoping they’d play something with a little more bite to it,” she said with a sigh.

I nodded, “Oh, uh, Jamie was my name.”

“Amy, nice to meet you, Jamie. So, what brought you into this particular dive tonight?” she asked.

We slowly shuffled to the music, pretending like we had a reason to still be on the dance floor. I didn’t want to ask her to come sit with me yet, not when I’d only just started talking to her. The eyes that watched us as we danced made my cheeks burn with embarrassment. My sexuality was something I was still working on, but I knew that I wanted to at least experiment with a woman and this was a start.

“My friend insisted that I get out while we’re in town,” I mumbled. “But I was hoping that the food would be good, saves me from eating the same fast food for the billionth time this week.”

Amy smiled and nodded toward the bar, “They do make some really good burgers here. I usually cook my own meals, it’s cheaper and healthier for the most part, but I wouldn’t mind buying you dinner if you were hungry tonight.”

The offer made my cheeks flush even brighter, “I-I don’t mind paying for my own food.”

“Relax, it’s not a big deal. If you’re not going to be here long, it’d feel just horrible to not show you a good time while you’re here. Besides, no one ever wants to dance with me anymore,” she said.

The hint of sadness in her voice made my heart sink in my chest. “Why not? You’re a beautiful woman. T-That’s kind of why I didn’t come over sooner,” I mumbled.

She shrugged her shoulders, “Word got out that I have a cock. Really drives off a lot of the people that would be interested.” I glanced down at her hips and Amy let out a quiet sigh before mumbling, “I’m guessing you’re going to want to pass on dinner and another dance?”

“S-Sorry,” I muttered, “I can’t tell if you’re messing with me or not. It’s not a big deal if you are trans, I really don’t mind. I wouldn’t have guessed and I’m really not sure if it’s rude of me to say that I’m still interested or not.”

Amy smiled and shook her head, “Maybe some people would think that’s rude. I prefer it when people are blunt with me, I hate not knowing where I stand with someone. So let me extend that same courtesy to you, I think you’re a sexy chick and I’d love to buy you dinner and maybe dance at my place tonight if you were up for it.”

My stomach twisted into a knot. She wasn’t joking about being blunt, but holy fuck… how was I supposed to respond to that?

I hesitated for a second longer before mumbling, “Dinner first, we’ll talk about the other part after we eat?”

“Sounds like a done deal to me,” Amy said and snaked her right arm behind my back and nudged me toward the stairs that led to the bar. “Order whatever and please let me pay, I’d hate for you to have to pay for me to have a damn good time.”

“I-I could buy breakfast?” I asked as we started walking to the bar.

She chuckled, “Yeah, I don’t know if you meant to say that you don’t know how hookups work, but I’m glad you don’t. I’d love breakfast if you were down for it after tonight. Let’s not get too ahead of ourselves though, you might not even want to do anything else tonight.”

“I’m pretty sure I do. I’ve never been with a woman and I really, really need to experience that at least once. I can’t keep touching myself to the thought of women when I’m not sure if I even want to have sex with one,” I said.

We sat down at the far end of the bar. Even in a slightly less convenient place to sit, there were still quite a few people around us. Amy didn’t seem to mind at all as she put her hand on my thigh, “If chicks get you off when you’re fingering yourself, what’s the problem? Even if you didn’t enjoy having sex with another woman, you could totally still touch yourself to them. Attraction is a weird thing, trust me, I’d know.”

She flagged down a bartender and ordered food for us. As she did so, her thumb never stopped rubbing along my inner thigh, teasing my dress ever so slightly up with each motion. I thought about stopping her. When her pinky grazed against my panties, I nearly asked her to stop. But I didn’t want her to. I probably shouldn’t have let her have her way with me so quickly, but my panties were already getting damp and I really wanted to see what else she’d be willing to teach me about myself tonight.

“Y-You’re really comfortable with this, aren’t you?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders, “If you want me to stop, just say something. If you don’t, I’ll probably end up playing with you. I’m pretty into teasing and my hands love having something to do.”

I smiled at her and shook my head, “Just don’t go into my panties yet and I think we’ll be okay.”

“I can live with that, but I can’t pretend I wouldn’t let you get in mine if you wanted to,” she said with a wink.

I looked down at her crotch. The thick bulge in her shorts seemed almost unnaturally large in comparison to her petite frame. It was a little ironic that the first woman I approached had a bigger cock than any of the men I’d been with so far…

And yet, I didn’t feel like this was the same as being with a guy. She was sweet, a little blunt, but sweet. Amy might be just as horny as some of the guys I’d been with, but at least she wasn’t pretending that she wasn’t feeling me up when that was exactly what she was doing. Amy’s fingers grazed over my pussy and I had to bite my tongue to keep from moaning.

It felt too damn good to be touched by someone with a soft hand. Being groped and aggressively massaged wasn’t the worst in the world, but a woman’s touch was so much different. As her fingers teased my lower lips, she leaned over to whisper in my ear, “I’d be fine with tonight not going further than this. I need you to know that before we keep going.”

“I-I don’t know if I’d be fine with that,” I huffed. She’d already managed to get me turned on. How the fuck did she expect me to not want to see what else she could do?

Amy’s fingers alone, even without being inside me, had already done what most men couldn’t do even when they went down on me. The attraction wasn’t the same at all. About the only thing I did enjoy about men were the cocks, but even then, Amy had more than they could offer.

Why the fuck did I only have another night in this town?

Her tongue ran across my earlobe before she whispered, “Good. I’d love to get out of here after we eat. I’m pretty sure you’ve got dessert covered for me, don’t you?” Her hand gently cupped my pussy as she asked the question and the insinuation wasn’t lost on me.

“F-Fuck you’re good,” I mumbled.

“I hope I still am, it’s been a few months since I’ve done anything like this,” she said and giggled. Amy slid her hand back down my thigh and looked around the bar for a moment. “You said you came here with a friend, could you let her know that you’re going to be leaving with me? I wouldn’t want her to get worried.”

I nodded and pulled out my phone to send Gina a text. Sure, we were in the same building but I wasn’t going to risk introducing her to Amy and possibly ending up watching them have sex if Amy thought Gina was more attractive. Amy didn’t seem like the kind of woman that would do something like that, but then again, she also didn’t seem like the kind of woman that had a cock. After I sent the text, Gina responded shortly after with a stream of emojis that I could only hope translated into her being proud of me.

“Done,” I said as I slid my phone back into the shallow pocket of my dress.

Two plates of food were put down in front of us shortly after I put my phone up and Amy wasted no time in digging into her food. While she might be comfortable eating around her new date, I was still hesitant and only took tiny bites at a time. Making a mess of myself wasn’t an option around her. It was a little silly of me, but I felt like I needed to make sure that she saw me how I wanted to be seen.

By the time I finished with my burger, Amy had already finished hers and the fries that came with her meal. She smiled at me and stole a fry from my plate, “What do you think?”

“It’s delicious, sorry if I’m eating too slow,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders and ate the fry, “Doesn’t bother me, but I’m not going to lie to you, I can’t wait for you to finish so we can get out of here.”

I pushed my plate toward her, “You can have them if you want them, I don’t know where you’re putting it all, but I’m pretty full.”

“You’re going to be full of something,” she said softly and flagged down the bartender again.

“I really hope that’s an offer,” I purred.

“A promise,” she said as she handed the man her card to pay.

A few moments later, we were outside the bar and walking toward her car. Her hand started on my lower back, but by the time we reached her car, that hand was on my ass and I was a little sad that she pulled it away. She unlocked her car with her key fob, but before I could get in, she gently pushed me against the vehicle and pressed her hips against my ass. The thick cock in her shorts felt so damn good nestled against my ass and she whispered in my ear, “If you want me to wear a condom, now is the time to say something.”

A very large part of me wanted her to wear one. I didn’t want to take a bigger risk than I had when I first talked to her, but the ache in my pussy urged me to let her fuck me bareback. The thought of being filled with her cum was something that nearly made me moan, but I held it back and a choice I might regret another night, but it wouldn’t be tonight…

“We don’t need one,” I whispered.

She ground her cock against me again and let out a quiet sigh of relief. “Get in, I don’t know if I’m going to ruin my panties before we get home or not,” she said.

Amy and I might share that problem. She pulled away from me and hurried around to get in. I beat her inside and buckled up and as soon as she was driving, I reached across the car and started stroking her cock through her shorts. Her massive cock was impressive, but I was enjoying her soft moans much more than her size. If there was one thing worse than a man’s gruff actions, it was how silent they were when they tried to act stoic.

I loved hearing a partner vocalize their pleasure and Amy definitely rewarded my efforts.

By the time we got to her two-bedroom home, she was lifting her hips slightly to grind against my hand and her breathing had turned shallow. As soon as she parked, she released my seatbelt and then her own, “The door is unlocked, the bedroom is the second door on the right.”

I shot out of the car and into her house. There might be time to appreciate her decorations and such another time, but all I cared about right then was getting into her room and getting her cock inside me. By the time Amy joined me in her room, my dress was already draped over the edge of her bed and I was sliding my bra down my arms.

She smiled warmly at me and unbuttoned her shorts, “Now that we don’t have to worry too much about people listening in, want me to eat your pussy before we fuck?”

“That can be breakfast tomorrow,” I said quickly as I pushed my panties down my thighs. Lying back, I spread my legs for her and wasted no time in rubbing my clit, “J-Just fuck me, please!”

Amy shoved her shorts and panties down and without even taking off her shoes, she got between my legs and guided her thick cock to my entrance. Her eyes locked with mine as she pushed into me and sank halfway into my tight pussy before leaning over the bed to kiss me.

No one had ever made me so desperate for them before. I couldn’t say if it was because Amy was a woman or just because she was so damn unique, either way, there was something special about her. Even more special was the sensation of her cock stretching me as her tongue pushed into my mouth.

I moaned into our kiss and let my tongue dance with hers as she slowly thrust into me. Each time her hips pushed back into me, her cock sank a little deeper until I could feel her cock pushing slightly into my stomach. The ache was unlike anything I’d ever felt before, but it wasn’t something I wanted her to stop. If the slight discomfort meant she would be deeper inside me, I’d happily deal with it. I wanted to be a good girl for her, to take her cock to its base and beg her for more.

She broke the kiss and let out a quiet gasp as she put her hands on my hips and held me tight against her, “F-Fuck, you’re too damn small, baby.”

“B-Break me,” I panted. “I-I don’t care if it hurts a little.”

Amy let out a soft, primal growl and locked eyes with me, “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“I want you to fuck me, not make love to me. I-If you want that, you’ll have to drive two hours to visit me,” I said.

She straightened her back before plunging deep into me. A sharp yelp escaped me as her hips pressed against mine. My stomach visibly showed the bulge of her cock inside me, but I didn’t care. It was a different experience, but my pussy was soaked and I couldn’t deny that I loved the contrasting pain and pleasure.

“Two hours? Easy. For a chick like you, I’d drive across country if you could promise me another night like this,” she said.

I tried to spread my legs further, but there wasn’t much I could do to make her cock slide into me any easier. I was about as wet as I could get and her sweet words were making me question if she wanted to be in a relationship at some point. One night stands weren’t exactly my thing, but if this turned into something more wholesome, I wouldn’t mind that either. So long as Amy could fuck me like a piece of meat occasionally after making me feel like a princess, I’d enjoy her visiting. Fuck, I might have to come visit her when I really needed her cock!

“S-Shut up and fuck me,” I said.

She nodded her head and tightened her grip on my hips. Every time she pulled her cock out of me, I felt like a part of myself left with her. I needed to be stuffed with her cock to feel complete right now. When she drove herself back into me, my toes curled and I let out a desperate moan.

My hands moved to my chest and I pinched my nipples and rolled them between my fingers as she kept slamming into me. The pain had become pleasure, the mixture of the very different sensations was something new. The ecstasy coursing through me with each stroke of her cock was too much to take.

A high-pitched cry escaped me but went silent after a split second and my pussy clenched around her cock. It might have been easier on my body if she stopped drilling her cock into me while I came, but I wouldn’t have asked her to stop if my life depended on it. As my juices sprayed onto her tank top and her cock, she let out a cocky chuckle and grumbled, “Can’t wait to drink that tomorrow.”

I wanted to make a smart comment but her cock refused to let me do anything but cum. My breathing was hectic and shallow. Every time I tried to take a deep breath, cock pushed deep into me again and ripped away my focus yet again. I wanted to complain. I wanted to have something to bitch about. I wanted to have just one fucking reason to tell myself that Amy wasn’t perfect for me.

That reason came at the exact time that Amy did.

Her fingernails dug into my tender thighs as she let out a deep moan. Amy surged forward, her cock pushing as far into me as it possibly could as she leaned over me. Her lips crushed against mine and even though I knew what was happening, I didn’t want to deny her anything. The first shot of her hot, thick cum into my fertile depths sent a wave of panic coursing through me, but her tongue pushed into my mouth and I couldn’t help but feel comforted.

If I got pregnant, that’d just be another reason to see Amy. I’d always wanted to start a family at some point, but I never imagined that I’d be taking that step after hooking up with a stranger at a bar. And yet, when she finished pumping her cum into my pussy, I couldn’t imagine wanting to take tonight back. It’d be a memory that I relived again and again, hopefully in the flesh, but even if Amy wanted nothing else to do with me, I’d be satisfied.

Taking a risk on Amy was well worth it.

She pulled out of me and broke the kiss and flopped pathetically on the bed. Amy let out a deep groan into the bed before turning to look at me. Those soft blue eyes met with mine and she mumbled, “Why do you have to feel so damn good? I wanted to keep going until the sun came up.”

I reached over and ran my hand through her sweaty hair, “Shh. We’ve got all night, I don’t have to leave until about nine.”

“Breakfast at eight?” she asked.

“You can eat breakfast whenever you’re ready,” I purred.

Amy rolled onto her back and reached down to slowly stroke her cock, “Maybe after you’ve had time to digest dessert, baby.”

The wordplay made me giggle and I squirmed my way closer to her. Pulling her into my arms, I mumbled, “I’m not leaving without your number, Amy.”

“Fuck, you’re not leaving without my heart, Jamie.”


Story Nine

Fertile for the Futa

Ivy Enjoys Her Summer Surprise


“Ivy, we can’t get in the water yet, we just ate like, fifteen minutes ago,” Fiona said.

I smiled at her and cupped my breasts through my bikini’s top, “That’s a myth, besides, you think I put this on just to sit around in the hotel room?”

“Ivy, chill with that shit, you know how I feel about you talking like that,” she grumbled as she turned her head away from me. Those soft blue eyes lingered on my swimsuit, even if she wanted to pretend that she wasn’t all that interested.

“Talking like what? It’s not a crime to want someone to look at my body. Fuck, you were the one that got me into the gym in the first place,” I said as I crossed the room. My hands fell on Fiona’s shoulders and I gently massaged them as I whispered, “Besides, can you imagine how many people would want to see what you hide in your bikini?”

Fiona stiffened and mumbled, “I’d wear a pair of shorts or something in the water anyway.”

“Why? If guys can get away with having their bulges poking out for everyone to see, why can’t you?” I asked.

“Aren’t you supposed to be encouraging me to make a healthy choice or something? Like, I don’t know, maybe not having everyone at the beach staring at my dick?” she grumbled.

“What are best friends for if they can’t get you to live a little?”

She let out a deep sigh and leaned back against me, “We could always just stay here. I’m really enjoying the massage and if you’re down, we could just order room service or have someone bring us a bottle of whiskey. That’d be more fun than the beach.”

“For you, maybe. I want to get out there. It’s been so damn long since I’ve been able to just have a one-off with a stranger. The problem with living in a small town is that you can only have a one night stand once or twice before everyone knows your name and expects you to spread your legs,” I said.

Fiona laughed and tilted her head back to rest against my chest, “Yeah, but if we’re being fair, you usually do spread your legs if they’re sweet enough.”

“That’s not the point. If I let them fuck me, that’s because I want to get fucked, not because they expect to get laid if they make me laugh,” I grumbled.

“So what made me different?” Fiona asked.

I wasn’t ready for that question. My fingers kneaded her tense neck and I thought back to the night we met. It was at a party, the first and probably only one that Fiona would have gone to if I hadn’t talked her into going to more. She was sitting by herself in the corner of the living room, sipping on a glass of wine that she didn’t seem to want at all.

At the time, I thought I’d just let her have a pity fuck, maybe finger her on the couch or something. The more I got to know her, the more I realized how deep her personality went. Besides, her getting hard when I put my hand on her arm really confused me at first. That bulge in her panties was one I’d wanted for a while, but she just never seemed ready to take that step. And thus, the dreaded friend zone.

I used to see Fiona as a challenge, how close did I have to get to her to get her to fuck me? And now… now I just wanted her to be happy and come out of her shell a little.

“Honestly, you didn’t make a move. That was all that really stopped us from doing it the night we met,” I said softly.

She sighed and let out a soft giggle. “That makes sense. I thought it was because you weren’t into women.”

“Oh, no, definitely into women. I’d happily hold you down by your ponytail while you ate me out,” I said teasingly.

“Glad to know that you think of me as a chick,” Fiona said.

I chuckled and gave her shoulders a firm squeeze, “You’re the most beautiful chick I know. Even if you do have a massive cock in those panties.” Her gasp almost made me blush. “Now, go get your bathing suit on, I want to go swim.”

Fiona was never one to argue when she got flustered. She grabbed her bathing suit from the dresser and hurried into the bathroom. When she came back out, I was a little surprised by how well the frilly skirt on her bikini bottom covered her crotch. I could still make out the bulge of her balls in the panties, but most anyone else probably would have only guessed that she had a puffy pair of lips.

I grabbed my robe and put it on before tying the sash around my waist to keep it in place. The beach was only a mile from the hotel and I wasn’t interested in putting on a full set of clothes just to drive for a few minutes.

Fiona slid on a large tee shirt that draped down past her mid-thigh and looked at me sheepishly, “I’m not taking it off to swim.”

“Aw, you sure? Why can’t you let me see those tits when they’re nice and wet, baby?” I asked.

“D-Don’t talk like that!” Fiona yelped.

“Scared of getting turned on?”

She shrugged her shoulders as her cheeks and neck flushed with color, “Let’s just go before I change my mind.”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. As much as I hated to admit it, I still wanted her cock in me. I wanted to corrupt her and make her mine. Fuck, I wanted to date her, that might not seem like much to many people, but Ivy Evans didn’t date anyone…

The drive to the beach was shorter than my attention span and as soon as we parked, I shed my robe and draped it over the back of my car seat. As happy as I was to get wet, I really didn’t want to get sand in my seat. Fiona, true to her word, didn’t take off her shirt and nervously followed me out of the car.

While I would have loved to tan in the sun for a while and let random people stare at my tits or ass, I knew Fiona wouldn’t have the patience for that. She always got uncomfortable when I scampered off with someone else to scratch my itch for a good orgasm, but that would probably still end up happening. If she would just grab me by the hips and pull me against her, she wouldn’t have to watch me run off with someone else…

I reached over and took Fiona’s hand and started walking toward the water. Without even making it two full steps, she pulled her hand away and mumbled, “What are you doing?”

“Dragging you into the water?” I asked, not quite sure why she took her hand away.

“No, why were you holding my hand?”

I shrugged, “Is it that much of a problem? I was just trying to be sweet.”

Fiona hesitantly took my hand and spoke in a near-silent voice, “P-People are going to think we’re a couple, that might hurt your chances of getting laid.”

“Eh, I’ve had plenty sex. Maybe this should be more about our friendship rather than getting laid,” I mumbled. Whatever was bothering her about holding my hand seemed a little more personal. The conversation in the hotel didn’t seem like it was that important, but maybe it meant more to her than I understood.

Fiona took the first step toward the water and smiled at me, “I think that would be nice.”

I reached across with my other hand and brushed a lock of her golden hair out of her face and smiled back. “You know that you can talk to me if there is something on your mind, don’t you?”

“I know, I just don’t know how I’d say anything I’ve got on my mind without making things weird.”

“Weird and I are good friends. I’m sure you’ve seen some of the pictures I’ve saved on my phone,” I said with a smirk.

She giggled and shrugged her shoulders. “You mean the hentai you’ve shown me a thousand times? Yeah, I think I can remember a few anime women tied up with tentacles in all their holes.”

“Ooh, is that something you liked? Is that why it stayed in your memory?” I asked.

The hot sand under our feet shifted almost immediately into the cool, wet sand that I loved feeling between my toes as we reached the edge of the water. Fiona glanced over at me and shrugged her shoulders, “I don’t think I’d like to be the one tied up.”

“Sure could have fooled me, I pegged you for a submissive,” I teased.

“What happens in the bedroom is a lot different than what you’re used to seeing,” Fiona said as she took a nervous step into the water.

The temperature was nearly perfect, but the heat of the sun contrasted against the relatively warm water and made it feel a lot colder than it really was. A smile formed on my lips as I looked at Fiona. I gave her hand a gentle squeeze and waded further into the water.

By the time we were up to our waist, she let out a quiet gasp and stopped moving for a moment. I let go of her hand and put my arm around her waist, “Is everything okay?”

“F-Fuck it’s cold on my junk,” she mumbled.

I laughed and shook my head, “Need some help with that?”

“W—What are you going to do, pee in the water?” she asked.

Against my better judgment, I turned in the water to face her and pulled her deeper into the water as I slid my hand under the surface. Taking a deep breath as I looked her in the eyes, I let my hand cup her balls and spoke softly, “Just until you want me to stop.”

Fiona’s cheeks filled with color and she froze in place, “O-Okay.”

That wasn’t the answer I was expecting. I let my fingers curl and uncurl to tease her. It was strange to be able to feel her balls drawing up closer to her body, whether from arousal or from the cold, I had no clue. Either way, I could feel her cock hardening against my wrist and she let out a few soft moans as I continued to play with her.

Instead of stopping me, she reached down and held my wrist loosely with her hands and whispered, “F-Fuck that feels good. S-Should we stop? There are p-people around, someone could s-see.”

“They could, but the water is pretty good at hiding what’s going on. Besides, it’s not that busy here, we did decide to come here on a Tuesday,” I said softly.

She tilted her head back and let out a low moan before mumbling, “Maybe a little further in, then?”

“Yeah, I’d love for you to be a little further inside me,” I said teasingly.

Her cock tented her bikini and she looked me in the eye, “That would ruin our friendship and you know it.”

“Maybe, but what about a relationship?” I asked.

“D-Don’t tease me like that,” she mumbled and pushed my hand away from her crotch. “That’s really not funny.”

“Fiona, I wasn’t joking.”

She hesitated for a moment before looking away from me, “And how long would it last? A day or two until you got bored of me?”

The words probably weren’t meant to hurt, but they bit deep. “Do you really think that little of me, Fiona? I figured if anyone would appreciate me being serious with them, it would have been you.”

Fiona ducked her head, “I think the world of you, Ivy. That’s why I don’t know what the hell I’m supposed to do right now. I know you love sex, but I’m not stupid enough to think I could be the only person you’d want. I can’t do an open relationship, Ivy. I just can’t do that and if I couldn’t satisfy you, then what the hell would we end up being?”

“I do love sex, but the thing about sex is that it’s only physical with the people I’ve been fucking. It’s not making love. It’s not passionate. It doesn’t mean a god damn thing. So you tell me, Fiona, why the fuck would I want someone like you?” I asked, an angry tear threatening to spill down my cheek.

She sighed softly and put her hands on my waist, “Please don’t get upset, Ivy.”

“H-How can I not?” I asked. “I’m trying to tell you how I feel about you and I’m not sure that you even want to be with me. I don’t know what the hell I can even offer you. In the year that I’ve known you, you’ve never had sex. You haven’t even admitted to touching yourself. If I didn’t want to be with you for something other than sex, why did we keep hanging out?”

Fiona sighed and pulled me closer to her. Her arms wrapped around my lower back and she hugged me tight, “Ivy, please calm down. I don’t want to tell you how to act, but I think we’re already on the same page and we’re just approaching it differently.”

I took a deep breath to try and calm myself. That didn’t work all that well, but if she needed me to calm down to make her more comfortable, I’d at least pretend that the breathing worked.

“Tell me what page you’re on before I lose my shit,” I whispered.

“I’m on the page that says that we both want a relationship but we’re not quite sure what we’d give one another. It says that I want to try and take care of your needs, but that you have needs that aren’t just sexual,” she said softly. The warmth of her body against mine felt damn good, but it was a little difficult to have an emotional moment with her cock pressing against my stomach. “It also says that we should probably go a little deeper in the water because there are a lot of people staring at us right now.”

That last bit drew a chuckle out of me and I nodded before carefully pulling away from her. Maybe I was wrong about her being a bit of a submissive. When push came to shove, she knew what she wanted, but I really didn’t know what I wanted aside from wanting her. That had been my problem for years. Sex was the outlet I used to try and fill the hole within me, no pun intended. It obviously wasn’t working. Maybe it did fill a certain hole for the night, but I always woke up feeling like I needed something more.

But when I was with Fiona, I didn’t really have those needs. The only hole that needed to be filled when I was with her was sexual, it was the only thing she left me wanting. It seemed so obvious now, but approaching her about a relationship felt so damn hard. Then again, the conversation we just had wasn’t easy, but we made it through.

As we went deeper into the water, I tried my best to swim a little ways away from the small crowd of people near the shore. Just around a small bend, we were left relatively alone. In the distance, a few jet skis blew by and I could see a couple of boats further out, but as far as people swimming went, there were none.

In the comfort of isolation, Fiona pulled me against her again. While I was up to my neck in water, her chest was visible. I didn’t want to make it too sexual yet, not before we finished our chat, but I really wanted that shirt to come off.

“Ivy, I’ve been hoping that I could figure out how to talk to you about how I feel about us at some point. It’s not as easy as just saying it, as I’m sure you know. But, if you feel the same way, I think it’s worth a risk to tell you exactly how I feel.”

I nodded slowly, “I’ll try to keep my cool. Sorry about how I reacted a minute ago, but I felt like you were making me out to be some kind of cock hungry whore. I mean, I am in the bedroom, I’ll admit that, but this is different.”

“It is,” Fiona said and put her hands back on my waist. “When you tease me, I love and hate it. I want to tell you how much I’d love to make you scream, but then I think about all the people you’ve slept with. I probably can’t compare to them, I’m okay with that from a performance standpoint. I haven’t slept around. I really don’t know what I’m doing, but I know that I want you. So when I tell you that I hate when you talk to me like you do, it’s not because I don’t want to hear it. I don’t want to have to live up to expectations I can’t meet.”

“Trust me, most of the people I’ve been with aren’t good. There are the outliers, but it’s not like I’ve fucked a ton of people. Thirteen, if you wanted to count. Three of them were women, so it’s not all about the cock, I promise,” I mumbled.

“I’ve been with zero,” she said. “Which is why I don’t know how to say that I want you. That I want to make you scream my name, that I want to try out some of those kinks you’ve got porn of, that I want to taste your honey. There’s nothing I want more than to satisfy you than to just hold you in my arms. But I know that you met me as a shy, nervous woman. I still am, I’ll admit that, but I know what I want. Maybe I couldn’t sweep you off your feet or be the life of a party like you can, but that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t try if you wanted me to.”

I smiled at her and put my hands on her shoulders and then bounced in the water so that I could wrap my legs around her waist. “You’re saying a lot of things that make me feel like you’re just waiting for permission. Well, you’ve got it,” I said.

Fiona’s eyes locked with mine as she slid her hands further around my waist and then down to my ass. Her hands cupped my cheeks and she let out a soft groan as she pulled my hips against hers, “F-Fuck, I’ve wanted to do that for a while. B-But that wasn’t quite where I was going with that. I was going to ask you if you wanted to make this official.”

“Fiona, you’re my girlfriend. Got that?” I asked as I squeezed my legs around her to help grind myself against her rapidly hardening cock.

“Got it,” she groaned.

“Want to lose your virginity in the ocean?” I asked.

Her cheeks flushed again and she mumbled, “I don’t think I could fuck you like you want me to if we’re in the water.”

“You don’t know how I want you to fuck me,” I said. “But I can tell you that I don’t want you to pull out when you cum.”

“W-What?” she asked. “Isn’t it a little early for that?”

“The worst that could happen is you knock me up. I’ve got a thing for impreg, but you’re not the kind of woman that’d run off and leave me with a kid to raise by myself. Think of it as the first and most intense kink we’ll try,” I purred.

Fiona let out a quiet whimper before mumbling, “But what if you don’t want to be together in a few weeks?”

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem, but even if it is, then we’re probably still going to be friends,” I said. “So, sex at the beach?”

Fiona smiled at me and took a few steps toward the shore. “You mind holding onto my shirt while we do this?”

“Only if you don’t mind fucking me from behind,” I said.

She reached down to push my knees away from her, “Get the hell off me so I can get the fuck in you!”

I wasn’t going to argue with her. I expected to have sex today, but I didn’t know it would be with Fiona. I might have fantasized about it a time or two, but it seemed like a pipe dream. I knew how I felt about her, but that didn’t seem like it would ever be a reality. Then again, some of life’s greatest surprises happened in the blink of an eye.

As soon as I had my feet down on the sandy floor, Fiona pulled her shirt off and draped it over my shoulder. Without so much as a warning, her hand pushed into the back of my panties and she pushed a finger into my pussy. A shocked gasp escaped me and I moaned, “W-What?”

Fiona kissed my neck as she pushed a second finger into me. She left a trail of kissed up my neck until she reached my ear and then pushed a third finger into my tight pussy. The stretching sensation was amazing, but her words nearly made me cream my panties, “I told you that I knew what I wanted.”

Her warm cock pressed against my naked lower back as she whispered, “It’s been you for so long. I’ve thought about everything I’d do to you, but I don’t think you could handle my cock without a little foreplay, Ivy.”

“F-Fuck, you’re probably r-right,” I gasped as she kept pushing her fingers into my core. Never in a million years would I have expected her to be so damn confident when it came to playing with my pussy. Well, playing wasn’t the right word. She was claiming me and stopping her was the furthest thing from my mind.

Her fingers curled within me, teasing my inner walls like no one else had done with me before. For a virgin, she seemed to have a pretty fucking good idea of what she was doing and my moans were loud enough to encourage her further.

Fiona’s cock rubbed against the back of my bikini as she kept fingering me. It didn’t take long for her to start rubbing it against my ass, but with her hand in the way, she couldn’t tease my holes with it and I hated that. She seemed to as well. Her fingers slowly slipped out of me and she let out a long, low moan as she pulled my bikini to the side.

A quivering breath escaped her lips as she pressed her hot, thick crown against my entrance. “D-Do you want it?”

“Please don’t tease me right now, b-baby,” I purred.

Fiona pushed her cock into me and even though I’d seen the outline of her thickness quite a few times, my pussy wasn’t ready to be stretched that wide. And yet, the stinging pain in my cunt was something I welcomed. The cool water around my hips helped keep me from losing my mind, but that pain kept me grounded in reality. My best friend was inside me. She chose to let me take her virginity… fuck, that meant more than I could have imagined.

Her hands slid to my waist for a moment as she pushed deeper inside me. Inch after inch of her cock pushed into me until I could feel her cock pushing against my stomach. Just when I thought I’d have to beg her to stop, her warm hips pressed against me. The weight of her body against mine felt too damn good and I was relieved to not have to pussy out about taking her impossibly huge cock.

I would have been happy to take a second to gain my bearings, but my best friend didn’t have the same plan. Her right hand slid down my stomach and into my panties as her left hand moved to cup my breast through my top. Fiona’s fingers started rubbing my clit as she pumped slowly into my pussy, “You’ll have to let me know if I’m not doing something right, Ivy. I… I watched a lot of videos about how to get a woman off.”

My toes curled in the sand and I could do nothing but moan as she wracked my body with unbearable pleasure. Of all the times I’d been fucked, I’d never been this close to cumming this fast. The sheer size of her cock was a huge factor, but knowing who it was that was pleasuring made much more of a difference.

The friction of the water was my savior at the moment, if not for that, she probably would have been able to fuck me hard enough to make me finish within seconds. That wouldn’t save me for long, though. As she built a rhythm, my cries of pleasure got louder until I had to shove her salty shirt in my mouth to keep from drawing too much attention to us. The cotton was disgusting in my mouth, but I couldn’t risk someone coming over and interrupting Fiona.

Her left hand pushed under my top and she started tweaking my nipple with her fingers as she kept rocking my clit from side to side. So far, I’d managed to keep myself from being pushed over the edge, but Fiona did something that no one else had ever done when they fucked me. She spoke the not-so-dreaded words, at least, they weren’t dreaded coming from her.

“I love you, Ivy,” she moaned.

My walls clenched around her cock and Fiona gasped loudly. Her cock pushed deep into me and I screamed at the top of my lungs into the shirt as my juices gushed into the ocean. She’d never know that she made me squirt if I didn’t tell her, but I probably would. Fuck, I’d probably make her prove that she could make me squirt again later.

Her hands moved to my hips and she gripped them tight enough to cause her fingernails to dig into me, “I-I’m about to cum!”

I opened my mouth and let the shirt fall out so that I could whimper, “F-Fucking breed me, baby.”

Fiona let out a soft, feminine moan as she shoved herself into me as hard as she possibly could with the water holding her back. The pressure within my stomach intensified and only got more distracting as her cock throbbed within me. Each pulse of her shaft sent a thick glob of her cum into my fertile pussy and I literally crossed my fingers in the water, praying to whatever deity could hear me that I’d get pregnant from this. My best friend losing her virginity and getting me pregnant at the same time, it would have been too fucking perfect.

My pussy seemed to agree as it clenched around Fiona’s cock a second time. Another wave of ecstasy coursed through me as Fiona’s soft moans continued to pour out into the warm summer air before being carried away on the gentle breeze.

We stayed like that for a few more moments before her cock finally started softening within me and she slowly pulled out. I quickly reached down to pull my panties back into place and I held my pussy tightly to both help ease the stinging from being stretched by her huge cock and to keep her cum from sliding out of me. It’d probably ruin this expensive fucking swimsuit, but I didn’t really care.

Fiona put her arms around my shoulders and spoke softly, “Not to sound too clingy, but you don’t mind if I say I love you again, do you?”

“F-Fucking say it again and I’ll cum,” I mumbled.

“I love you,” she whispered sultrily.

I let my head hang limp and giggled. “You’re going to eat your cum out of my pussy when we get back to the hotel. Do you understand me?”

“Only if you’re on your hands and knees and it’s a fresh load, baby,” she said.

“Mm, you know, I think I like the more dominant version of you, Fiona.”

“Enough to say it back?” she asked.

I turned around so that I could look up into those beautiful blue eyes, “I fucking love you.”

Her smile made the sun seem dark in comparison. Yeah… this was the woman I’d be spending the rest of my life with.


Story Ten

Fertile for the Futa

Khloe Helps her Boss's Wife


There was nothing better than a vanilla mocha to start my day with. As I took a sip, I turned off my car and let out a quiet sigh, another eight hour day in the office. I didn’t mind working for my company at all, but I doubted I was the only person that would have rather been doing something else with their day. Bills had to get paid, though.

I got out of my car with my coffee in hand, but before I could even make it inside, the voice of someone I would have rather never heard from called out, “Hey, you’re one of my ITs, aren’t you? Khloe, yeah?”

I turned around to see my boss leaning against her cherry red Ferrari. Her blonde hair was put up in a bun and where a smile usually warmed her face was nothing but a blank expression. If she didn’t look so serious, I might have let myself enjoy the sight of her a little more. The suits she wore always clung to her a little more than they should have and my cock appreciated that a little more than it should have.

Maybe I was a little bit of a pervert…

“Yes, ma’am, that’s right,” I said as calmly as I could. She’d always been decent to me when we did talk, but speaking directly to someone that could fire you on a whim was never comfortable.

“Great, do you know how to fix personal computers?” she asked.

“I don’t know if you’d have hired me if I couldn’t do that, ma’am,” I said and chuckled nervously.

Mrs. Scott didn’t laugh. “My wife’s computer won’t turn on. I’m going to need you to head over there and fix that for her, she’s going to lose her mind if it’s not taken care of soon,” she said.

“Alright, is that after work or before?” I asked.

“Right now. Look, you get her computer fixed and you can have the rest of the day off. She’s a gamer and I don’t want to go through the damn phone book trying to find someone that can fix her computer before lunch,” Mrs. Scott said.

I nodded, “I can take care of it for you, ma’am. Is there anything else you need me to do?”

“Yeah, I need you to hurry the fuck up. She’s already in a mood, please don’t make it worse by standing around any longer,” she growled.

As cheerful as Mrs. Scott usually was, the change of attitude didn’t surprise me. She was known to be a bit firm in her dealings with people, but I was doing her a favor, wasn’t I? She could have at least said please or thank you…

“Where do you live?” I asked.

“It’s the first three-story on the left when you hit Adams street,” she said.

“Thanks, have a good day, ma’am,” I called out as I got back in my car. Mrs. Scott didn’t seem to even acknowledge me a second time as she bolted past to get into the building. Someone must have a busy day planned, that or her wife was really chewing her ass about not being able to get on her computer this morning.

It was a damn good thing I came in a few minutes early, otherwise, someone else might have gotten the opportunity to have the day pretty much off. If I had to guess, Mrs. Scott’s wife had managed to unplug her own computer and that was fine by me.

The trip over to the wealthier side of town wasn’t one I’d gone on often, but it wasn’t that far away. As beautiful as the other houses were, Mrs. Scott’s house was truly a modern marvel. The large fountain in the center of her circular driveway depicted a Greek Goddess spouting water in various directions from her fingertips. While I couldn’t say which Goddess it was off the top of my head, that detail didn’t make the decoration any less amazing.

Her driveway was lined with a neatly trimmed hedge and on either side of the hedge were flowers of multiple colors. A small part of me was jealous, but then I thought about how much money she spent to have these nice things and felt much more content with my cheap apartment. Maybe one day I could afford to have things like Mrs. Scott had, but until then, I had a job to do.

I parked my car in front of the fountain and grabbed my slowly cooling coffee before getting out again. One thing was for sure, I’d definitely enjoy working in my boss’s house much more than I’d enjoy working in my cubicle. As I approached the steps that led to her front door and raised my hand to knock, the door simply swung open.

Behind it, a beautiful brunette stood smiling warmly at me. Of all things she could have been wearing, she had on a matching black bra and panty set. I should have known better than let my eyes drift down the slender woman’s body, but the stockings she had on were too eye-catching and before I could even apologize for my wandering eyes, the woman’s soft voice asked, “Are you here to fix my computer?”

“Y-Yeah, uh, were you not expecting me?” I asked.

“Anna said someone would be here soon, but I didn’t expect you’d be so fast. I was on my way to get on a bathrobe, sorry if I’m a little underdressed,” she said, though her tone didn’t seem apologetic at all. If she did mind my eyes wandering her sexy body, she didn’t seem to want to say anything about it.

“Ah, yeah, well I’m Khloe, it’s nice to meet you. Where is the computer?” I asked as I offered her my hand to shake.

She smiled warmly and extended a hand as well, “It’s upstairs in my our bedroom. Bella, but I doubt you’d need to know my name.”

“Formalities are nice, helps separate us from the animals, Bella,” I said.

Bella pulled her hand away from me and turned around to lead the way further into the home. Her tight ass swayed from side to side so damn tantalizingly that I nearly lost my mind. As horrible as it was to already be fantasizing about my boss’s wife, I couldn’t help but think of the things they did together.

Anna was at least fifteen years older than Bella. Hell, Bella looked closer to my age, somewhere in her early twenties. Maybe it was the money that drew Bella to Anna, but I could already tell what Anna saw in her wife. That sexy body was certainly befitting of a trophy wife and while I hoped that they loved one another, I could imagine a world in which I’d be just fine with Bella riding my cock so she could take my credit card out for another trip to the mall…

“So, when I tried to turn it on this morning, nothing happened. The monitor didn’t even try to come on and I made sure all the cables were plugged in,” Bella said, disrupting my thoughts.

“Did it beep at all?” I asked.

“Not that I heard, but I wasn’t exactly listening for a beep, I didn’t know I was supposed to,” she grumbled.

I chuckled under my breath, content to listen to her ramble on about her computer problems for hours so long as that ass kept bouncing from side to side. As we reached the stairs, she put her hand on the rail and spoke softly, “Watch your step, the stairs were waxed yesterday, they might be a little slippery.”

It had to be my lucky day. Bella took each step carefully and with each one she took, I caught a damn good look at her slightly puffy pussy through her panties. By the time we reached the third floor, my cock was straining against my own panties, but luckily enough for me, the bulge in my pants was somewhat hidden by the white button-up shirt I had on.

This wasn’t my first rodeo, my sex drive was a little ridiculous and while that might be a bad thing at work, the right set of clothes could help hide my cock when I was off fantasizing about what I’d do to some of the people I had to help. Secretaries were the worst for turning me on!

“Thanks for the warning,” I mumbled as she kept walking.

She let out a soft giggle and opened the second door on the right, “You’re more than welcome. Come on in.”

I hoped she was referring to the show she gave me coming up the stairs. Fuck, if she was, I’d love to come in, just not so much in the room. Those lovely lower lips of hers did look pretty fucking inviting…

“Alright, I’ll see what I can do,” I said as I stepped into the room. The soft scent of lavender was welcoming and relaxing, and I couldn’t help but appreciate the decoration in the room. A massive bed was on a raised platform for seemingly no reason, but it looked nice. The wall-mounted TV must have been at least seventy inches, but I was only used to measuring ten by eye.

A smirk played along my lips as I wondered just how much Bella would enjoy those ten inches. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of my panties and jeans and I quickly sat down. I put my coffee cup on the corner of the desk and started going through the basic troubleshooting steps.

The power button proved to be a failure and the cables were fine. About five seconds later I was on the floor checking the surge protector. Sure enough, when I flipped the switch on her surge protector, the power button suddenly worked again. Magic.

Before I could even get comfortable in the chair and make sure everything worked fine, Bella let out a frustrated groan and stormed over to the desk. “Are you serious? The power switch was off? That’s so fucking stupid, I’m so fucking stupid!” she yelled. “Where the hell is the cat, that little fucker was playing around behind my desk yesterday. No fucking wonder!”

“Hey, it’s alright, it happens. I’m just glad it was an easy fix,” I said.

Bella turned back to me and the back of her hand caught my coffee cup. As if in slow motion, the lid popped off and hit me in the chest, but the cup was the real aggressor here. The still-hot contents of the cup splashed in my lap and on my stomach and I let out a shocked gasp.

The good news was that the coffee was almost thirty minutes old which gave it time to cool down. The bad news, it was still fucking hot!

Bella shot off to what I assumed was a bathroom. Her voice trailed behind her, “I’m so sorry! Wait one second, I’ll help you clean it up!”

And so I sat in Bella’s comfortable chair with a lap full of burning coffee until she came back with a towel. Instead of handing it to me, she immediately started dabbing it across my thighs and crotch as she mumbled, “I’m so sorry, I really didn’t mean to do that. I was just frustrated and…”

The pause lingered in the air as she flattened her hand within the towel. That hand was right over my hip and under that hand was something I almost wished she’d stop touching. Almost.

“I-Is that a dick?” she asked.

I slowly nodded my head and muttered, “A very hot dick.”

“I-I mean, it’s nice, but—”

“The coffee,” I interrupted. “It’s hot because of the coffee.”

“And it’s hard because?” Bella asked as she ran the towel over it, slowly stroking me from base to tip again.

While it was a little tender from the heat, I wasn’t going to pretend that the slender hand playing with my cock wasn’t welcome. As desperately as I wanted to hope that this would turn into something more, I had to ground myself in reality and stop this before it got too far.

“Because you’re only wearing underwear and stockings that I assume your wife wanted you in?” I asked.

Warm hazel eyes met with mine for a moment as she smiled warmly, “I’m glad you noticed. So, you helped me with my problem. Would you be against me helping you with yours?”

“Mrs. Scott would kill us both,” I said as I pushed with my feet to send the computer chair rolling back across the hardwood floor. She wasn’t interested in taking the hint, apparently.

“Mm, I wouldn’t tell her. You fixed my problem and I spilled your coffee. The way I see it, I owe you a little favor,” Bella purred.

“You don’t owe me anything. Why the hell would you even cheat on a woman like Anna?” I asked.

Bella shrugged her shoulders and tossed the towel in my lap, “Why do you think a woman like me is with a woman like Anna?”

“The money,” I said without hesitation.

“Damn straight. She pretty much pays me to fuck her. I mean, you two have more in common than where you work, but your cock is so much bigger,” Bella said with a soft giggle.

The very thought of Anna having a cock would have never occurred to me. With as revealing as her outfits usually were, I thought I’d notice a bulge in her pants. Then again, maybe it was because I was a little distracted thinking about her ass. And yet, here I was with Mrs. Scott’s wife…

“I still don’t know if this is something I can let you do,” I mumbled as I wiped at my jeans with the towel.

“It’s your call. I kind of want to have a real cock in me, but if you’re worried that I’ll tell Anna, whatever. I’ll just use a dildo when you’re gone if you’re not going to give me what I want,” she said.

That last bit brought a smirk to my lips, “You’re used to getting what you want, huh?”

Bella giggled and brought her hands to her chest. She gave her perky chest a squeeze and purred, “If I didn’t get my way, who knows what would happen?”

“So if I didn’t fuck you, you’d get me in trouble, wouldn’t you?” I asked.

A wide grin spread across Bella’s lips as she caught on. As silly as it was, she seemed more than willing to play along with my game. Her hands slid from her breasts down to her slender waist where she toyed with the band of her panties, “If you don’t fuck me, I’ll have to tell Anna that you ruined my computer and tried to have your way with me.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Alright, I guess you win. But, what’s in it for me?” I asked as I tossed the towel aside.

Bella strode across the room and sank to her knees between my legs and leaned in until her chin rested on the thick bulge running down my right thigh, “Well, first, we could get you out of these messy clothes. Second, I’d wash them for you like a good host. Third, I’d let you do whatever you wanted to me for about an hour or however long it takes to wash and dry your clothes.”

“Whatever I wanted, huh?”

“Anything except anal. A cock like that isn’t going in my ass,” she said without breaking eye contact.

As serious as she sounded for that split-second, I couldn’t help but laugh. It had crossed my mind, but then again, that was before I knew she would actually want to have sex.

In one last effort to try and get her to remain faithful to her wife, I ran my hand through her hair and spoke softly, “And if I wanted to cum inside you?”

“Like, in my mouth or…”

“Your pussy, Bella,” I confirmed.

She hesitated for a moment before shrugging her shoulders, “Then you’d have to cuff me to the bed and make sure I couldn’t push you off me.”

“So it would look like I forced myself on you? No thanks,” I grumbled.

Bella tilted her head and then gently bit my cock before giggling again. She stood and turned around before putting her hands behind her back, “Not at all. If I get pregnant, it’s whatever, I’d just tell Anna it was hers and she’d keep showering me with gifts. I just want to make sure I have a good time if I’m going to take a chance like that. From what I hear, being pregnant makes you crave cock more than anything else.”

I reached forward and roughly grabbed her by her wrists and pulled her into my lap. The momentum sent the chair rolling back and we thudded softly into a wall as I reached around her waist to slide my fingers into her panties. Sure enough, her pussy was drenched and I rolled her clit between my fingers as I whispered in her ear, “Sounds like you should tell your wife how helpful I was today and make sure that your computer has a few problems every so often.”

“F-Fuck, that does sound like a good idea,” she groaned.

I let go of her wrists but kept playing with her clit, “That’s a good girl. So, just cuffs or did you want something else?”

“Cuffs are fine, but I wouldn’t say no if you wanted to pull my hair, Khloe,” Bella purred.

Her hips ground against my fingers for a moment as I let myself enjoy the simple things in life, like the weight of her body as it rested on top of my cock. I knew better than to think this would ever turn out well, but I also knew that I wouldn’t have a chance like this again in my life. Fucking a rich woman’s wife while getting to skip a work day? Fuck yeah…

I pulled my hand out of her panties and pushed two of my dampened fingers into Bella’s mouth. She didn’t hesitate to start sucking on them. “Get your cute ass off me so I can strip,” I said in a gruff tone.

Bella hopped off my lap and I reached down to untie my shoes before tossing them aside. After I unbuttoned my pants, I spoke softly, “Take them off while I take care of my shirt and bra, baby.”

She got back down on her knees for a second time and pulled my jeans and panties down to my ankles. Before I even finished unbuttoned my shirt, Bella’s warm lips took the head of my cock into her mouth. I let out a soft moan as I leaned forward so that I could take off my shirt.

Draping it over her shoulder, I sighed and put my hand on the back of her head, “We could always skip washing my clothes if you wanted to stay on your knees.”

Bella slid a hand up my leg and wrapped it around my cock and started quickly stroking me as she pulled her mouth away from my thick crown with a loud pop. “I don’t want to waste all morning on you, Khloe,” she said. Her hand twisted slightly as she stroked me, working my shaft so fucking wonderfully as she whispered, “So either cuff me to the bed and fuck me or let me swallow your cum. Either way, I want to get back to my computer soon.”

“What happened to letting me do whatever I wanted to you?” I asked.

She smiled up at me and mumbled, “I tasted your cock?”

“You know, that’s not the first time I’ve heard that.”

Bella didn’t say anything as she leaned back in and gave my cock a quick kiss. As desperately as I wanted her to keep blowing me, I’d much rather fuck her than cum down her throat. Possibly knocking up my boss’s wife wasn’t something I was going to miss out on.

“Get the cuffs, Bella.”

She shot off like an arrow. Bella’s upper half disappeared under the bed and a few seconds later, a heavy box slid out from underneath the bed’s frame and she wiggled her hips at me. “C-Cuff me and put me on the bed. A-And dirty names are a plus if you’re cool with that,” she called out.

For someone that seemed so confident just moments ago, she sure seemed like she’d lost her nerve. Maybe she really didn’t get what she wanted all that much. Maybe that was why she was letting her wife’s employee scratch some itches that she had. That line of thinking did make me feel a tiny bit better about what I was about to do to her.

I opened the unlocked toy box and ignored the impressive collection of dildos. While I certainly wouldn’t have minded stretching her ass so that she could take my cock, she’d already agreed to satisfy a craving of mine. Impregnation wasn’t a casual thing, having this stranger willing to take that risk was something I didn’t want to miss out on by testing my limits even further. I grabbed the heavy steel cuffs and the set of keys that went with them and shut the box.

Her hands were crossed behind her back again and I didn’t hesitate to cinch the cuffs around her wrists. I grabbed the chain that connected the cuffs and pulled her from underneath the bed. Bella let out a gasp and whimpered for a moment, but she didn’t ask me to stop the rough treatment. I figured she had to be something of a masochist, but I wasn’t going to get too abusive with her. As much fun as it could be, leaving marks on her would definitely let her wife know what we did.

After pulling her to her feet, Bella turned her blushing face away from me and mumbled, “T-Take my panties off.”

I was about to, but hearing her suggest that made me not want to. Fuck it, she wasn’t going to get her way with me. Or was this some kind of reverse psychology bullshit?

Either way, I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her over the side of the bed, “I don’t take orders from sluts.”

Instead of her trying to kick me in the balls, she let out a soft moan and nodded her head. “S-Sorry, Mistress!”

“Well, that was easy. I thought you’d need to be spanked before you started acting like a good whore for me,” I purred and let my hands run over her ass. Taking her panties off would have made things easier for me, but I didn’t really care about easy right now. I just wanted to get off…

Bella buried her face in the bed and let her hips grind against the bed as if that would help satiate the burning lust between her thighs. It wouldn’t. But I could help.

I let my left hand’s fingers slide into the gusset of her panties and I pulled them aside before speaking softly, “Tell me you want my cock, Bella. Tell me that your wife isn’t good enough for you.”

There was a moment of pause before Bella turned her head to the side and whispered, “P-Please fuck me, K-Khloe.”

“That isn’t all I asked you to do, slut,” I growled.

She balled her fists up and shook her head, “I-I can’t say it.”

I pulled my hand out of her panties and moved both of them to her lower back and gently rubbed, “Hey, you don’t have to. I was getting a little carried away, that was fucked up of me. If you want to stop, just say so, sweetie.”

“I don’t want to stop, please don’t stop, but leave Anna out of it, okay?” she asked.

As happy as I was to hear her say that, I couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt. Even though Bella was cheating on her wife, she still cared enough about the woman to not say things just for the sake of turning me on. I could respect that… hell, Bella was a better woman than I was.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of Bella’s panties and slid them down to her knees. Without so much as another word, I guided my cock to Bella’s soaked entrance and eased myself into her tight pussy. For all of my bravado, I couldn’t hold back the low moan that poured out of me as I pushed deeper into Bella. She was so damn tight, so perfect, and having sex with her on her wife’s bed felt so damn wrong. But that was what made her cunt feel so damn right around my cock.

Bella’s quiet moans turned into hissing gasps as I pushed further into her. She wasn’t joking, her wife wasn’t anywhere close to my size and while I couldn’t complain, Bella must have felt like she was being split in two. Still, she didn’t ask me to stop and I wasn’t going to until my balls nestled against her pussy.

I ran a hand through Bella’s hair and took a firm grip before pulling her toward me, “Is this what you wanted, slut?”

“F-Fuck yes!” she cried out. “D-Don’t go easy on me!”

I could hear the pain in her voice, but I didn’t deny her. With one vicious stroke, I bottomed out inside her and reveled in the high-pitched scream she let out. If she wanted me to be rough with her, I’d happily do that. Of all the women I fucked, I rarely got to go at a pace that I wanted. It was always dependent on how much they could handle and this little slut wanted it all.

My grip tightened and I forced her back to arch as I started pumping into her. Each stroke came harder than the last and Bella’s grunts turned into pleasured moans within moments. I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t enjoying the moans more than the groans. I hated hurting people, even if my cock’s size tended to do that more often than not.

As our hips clapped together in an ever-increasing pace, I found myself hoping that Bella was enjoying herself as much as I was. While she probably wanted me to ignore her pleasure, I couldn’t. I slid my free hand around to her chest and pulled her bra up to free her breasts. My fingers teased her nipple as I kept slamming my cock into her.

“Are you going to cum for me, slut?” I growled down at her.

“F-Fuck, I-I’m already c-close,” she managed to whimper out.

I pinched her nipple and forced my hips to work faster. I needed her to finish. If I was going to be the person she cheated on her wife with, I needed her to enjoy herself as much as possible. Especially if she was going to let me breed her tight cunt.

Bella’s pussy clenched around my cock just as she let out another ear-piercing scream, this one borne of pleasure rather than pain. And then came the gush of her juices onto my cock and the bed beneath her. A rich, flowery scent flooded the room as her orgasm burst out of her with an intensity I’d never experienced before.

I wished that I could have held out a little longer, that I could pretend that I wasn’t nearly as shocked by her body’s reaction as I was. But I couldn’t.

My balls tightened and I untangled my hand from her hair and reached around her torso to pull her tight against me as I bottomed out in her one last time. The ecstasy coursing through me was too much to take and with her pussy still quivering around my cock, the first of many ropes of my thick cum shot into her fertile depths. Her soft whimpering moans accompanied my own sounds of pleasure as I filled her with as much seed as I could.

I tried to be the tough woman she seemed to want, but I wasn’t that woman. Collapsing on top of her, I kissed her neck a few times before I whispered, “I-I don’t want to go.”

“T-Then stay for a bit. W-We can still wash your clothes and I wouldn’t mind if you ate me out while I played some games,” she purred.

“That sounds perfect, B-Bella,” I said.

She let out a weak giggle and shook her hips with my cock still inside her, “Maybe it was a good thing that you learned my name, Khloe.”

“Why is that?”

“Because I think we’re going to spend a lot more time together,” Bella whispered.

I ran my hand down her side and slowly pulled out of her, “I’d love that.”

“So would Anna,” Bella purred.

“W-What?” I asked, somewhat shocked.

“You thought this was random?” Bella asked. “What kind of woman would let her wife answer the door in lingerie? And why would Anna let someone like you into our home if she didn’t know what you’d end up doing?”

Here I was, thinking I’d had the day of my life and this little brat was telling me that it was all planned. Well, I wasn’t going to complain too much. I kissed Bella’s shoulder and mumbled, “And here I was thinking I was the slut…”

“You’ve got all day to be my slut,” Bella purred.

“Isn’t that backwards?”

“Is it?”
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