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Chapter 1 - The Neighborhood Goddess

Brett was 19 years old and lived at home with his mother, Margaret. It was a cozy little two bedroom with a finished basement, which served as his bachelor pad. They’d purchased the house almost fifteen years prior, and never regretted it for a moment.

The best part about the house was the neighborhood, as they were tucked away in the corner of a quiet little culdesac, and all of their neighbors were elderly. There was never any noise, or crime, and if anything suspicious went on at all, you could believe that someone was watching from the window, and calling it in.

It was unusual for anyone to move in or out of the neighborhood, but occasionally someone would pass away, and one of the homes would go up for sale or rent. That was the case with the house directly next door to Brett and Margaret, their 93 year old neighbor Roger had passed away in his sleep, and they waited patiently for someone to make an offer.

Months went by, and Margaret wondered why the house wasn’t selling. It was beautiful, and the asking price wasn’t bad at all. And then it happened, the sign in the front yard disappeared, and a moving company showed up a few days later.

“I wonder who’s moving in?” Margaret asked, looking out from behind the shades, watching the movers and eyeing the furniture.

“Whoever it is, they have nice stuff.” Brett said, munching down on his third strawberry pop tart.

“That’s what I was thinking. Maybe it’s a couple.”

“Watch it be just another hundred year old man.” Brett said, chuckling to himself.

“If it was, it wouldn’t surprise me.” she said.

“Same here,” he said. The men and their trucks came and went, but they were there all day. It wasn’t until about 6 pm when a shiny black Audi SUV pulled into the driveway, and Margaret watched from the window, assuming it was the new homeowner.

“Oh, wow.” she said, noting the tall woman’s curves and beauty. Her first thought was Brett, and how hot he was going to think she was. Margaret watched as the woman walked up the stairs in high heeled shoes and a short cocktail dress, her ample ass bouncing with every step.

Once the woman was inside, Margaret stepped away from the window smiling. It was going to be funny watching him interact with her.

“Hey Brett! Wait until you see our new neighbor.” she said, shouting to no avail, as he was down in the basement playing video games.

Brett went for morning runs, and spotted the woman as he was stretching in front of his house before his run. He froze in his tracks, ogling her without the ability to pull his eyes from her. She caught him looking at her, smiled and waved.

“Hey.” he said, waving back. She was too far to hear him, but he was instantly smitten. As he passed by her house, she motioned for him to approach her. Brett felt his heart in his throat, and paused his headphones as he walked across her front lawn.

“What’s your name? I’m Amy.” she said, extending her hand. He hopped up onto the porch and took her hand in his, feeling himself melt at the soft sensation of her flesh on his.

“I’m Brett.” he said, holding on a little too long and staring into her eyes. Amy giggled, and gently pulled away.

“So I guess we’re neighbors now.”

“Yeah. Very cool. I ugh, I live right over there. Me and my mom.” he said, feeling embarrassed. He figured Amy to be around 30, and it couldn’t have helped his chances with her being that he still lived at home while she was a homeowner already.

“Oh, I’ll have to meet her.”

“Yeah. Her name is Margaret, she’s the best. You’ll like her.” Brett said, trying his best to appear confident, like talking to a woman like her was no big deal. They stood eye to eye, both standing exactly six feet tall.

“Maybe I’ll come over and introduce myself later. That wouldn’t be weird would it?”

“No. Definitely not. Come over.” he said, already thinking of a future where he moved out of his basement and into her house. Her beauty was intimidating, and short circuited his brain, making him feel nervous and horny at the same time.

“Alright. I will.” she said, laughing. Amy found him charming in a clumsy way, and could read it all over him that he was attracted to her. It was an effect she had on almost every man she met, and she’d grown used to it over the years.

She arrived with a freshly baked apple pie later in the evening, and chatted it up with Margaret while Brett remained in the vicinity, eavesdropping and sneaking every peak at Amy that he could.

“God damn, that woman is gorgeous.” he said to himself, eyeing her long, pantyhose laden legs and bright red lipstick. Brett had never seen such a beautiful woman in real life, and still hadn’t come to terms with the fact that she was his new neighbor. He finally left once it became so hard that he couldn’t take it, and disappeared to the basement so that he could relieve the tension.

“Your son is very handsome.” Amy said, as they sat outside on the front porch, overlooking the neighborhood.

“He is. Don’t let him hear you say that though, he’s going to be obsessed with you.” Margaret said, delighting in her slice of apple pie. “This is so good.”

“Thank you. It’s my specialty.” she said. Amy felt herself drawn to Margaret, as she had a motherly and agreeable vibe. She enjoyed their easy conversation, and could see herself becoming friends with her.

Over the next several weeks, they would enjoy an occasional glass of wine together on the porch, talking about everything. Amy was recently divorced, and new to the area, and it was nice to have so easily made a new friend she felt like she could talk to about anything.

Brett was overjoyed at their spending time together, because it gave him more opportunities to be around her. He found out through his mom that she was actually 37, even though he couldn’t really believe it. She also told him that she was freshly divorced, and single.

It gave him hope, even though he didn’t see how it could happen. It’s not like he could just openly flirt with his mom’s friend, and their neighbor. She was such a beautiful and classy woman, and he couldn’t risk embarrassing himself and getting rejected by someone he lived directly next door to.

That didn’t stop him from obsessing over her, or making her the star of his fantasies whenever he masturbated. She awakened something within him, and as his infatuation grew and grew, he knew that there was nothing he wouldn’t do for her. She was his ultimate weakness, and his depraved fantasies made him realize how deep his attraction ran.

Amy was confident, sometimes to the point of being seen by others as domineering. She was also very open about everything in her life, and so she had no problem telling Margaret all about her previous marriage, and how things had gone south. She also told Margaret that she was a futanari woman, which surprised Amy at first, as she’d never considered it.

“Oh. Well, good to know.” she said, sipping hot sake. It was a cool night considering it was July, and they were enjoying each other’s company while Brett was inside trying to think of an excuse to go out there and talk to them.

“I like to tell the people I’m close to.”

“I appreciate that, Amy. I’m so happy you moved in. It’s been great having you as a neighbor, someone closer to my age that I can sit and chat with.

“What? You don’t enjoy Miss Chen’s riveting stories about how her son was once a promising baseball player, but ended up becoming an alcoholic, and a complete failure?” she asked, chuckling.

“She tells you those too?”

“I mean, it’s about the only thing she’s told me about herself.” Amy said. “No, it is nice. I can’t imagine it if you two didn’t live here. It would feel like living in a little retirement community.”

“I don’t think Brett can imagine you not living here now either.” Margaret said, finding her son’s crush on their neighbor cute and harmless.

“The poor thing. I can always tell he’s nervous when we speak.”

“Yeah, I don’t think he’s really ever been around a woman as beautiful as you.”

“Margaret, that’s so sweet.” Amy said, placing her hand on her chest. “He’s very handsome. If he plays his cards right, I might just have to bring him over to my place when I go into heat. It’ll be the first time since Doug and I split up.”

“He certainly wouldn’t say no.” Margaret said, feeling a bit naughty talking about that with her. She knew about the cycle of futanari women, and how they would enter heat and become insatiably horny for days at a time, lactating like crazy, and forced to cum over and over again.

“It’s coming up. I’ve been starting to feel it lately.” Amy said, biting her lip as she remembered the last time she spoke with Brett. She found herself more and more attracted to him, the closer it came to the time when she craved to be bred. Her husband hadn’t wanted children, and used condoms whenever she was under the spell, but she wanted them.

“How so?”

“Things are becoming more vibrant, and my senses are heightened. The last time I saw Brett, I felt a violent urge to jump him right then and there. It was a real impulse.” she said, feeling blood rushing to her downstairs as the memory triggered her arousal.

“Well, you’re both adults. I won’t try to stop you. You’d be making his life, honestly. You know how they are at his age, he practically worships the ground you walk on. I think just being able to kiss you or squeeze your boobs would probably blow his mind.” she said, laughing.

“I love that. Ever since Doug and I got divorced, I’ve had this itch for a younger man. Even at the grocery store, or at the gym, it’s always some 21 year old that I notice.” she said, pouring herself another cup of sake. 

“Brett is 19.”

“That’s hot though, I think. I mean, he’s got all desire, and testosterone, and it’s all pent up and in need of release. I’ll be the milf next door who blows his mind and shows him the ropes. I like that.” she said.

“Nope. Not me, give me a guy in his late forties or early fifties all day. I don’t want to have to teach you what to do, but I guess I can see the appeal. You have a much more dominant personality type than I do.” Margaret said.

“You’re probably right. I think a lot of it is just me being in heat. It makes me crave youth.” she said, having a hearty laugh. The sake was hitting her just right, and making her feel euphoric.

“Holy fuck. Holy fucking fuck.” Brett said, sitting beside the door so they couldn’t see him. He heard every word of their raunchy conversation, and it made him so hard that he almost came in his pants.

“Whatever floats your boat. How long does it usually last?” Margaret asked. It varied from futanari woman to futanari woman, but tended to be constant.

“For me, it usually peaks for 24 to 48 hours, and then kind of lingers for another day or two.” Amy said. “But it’ll be here any day now. You really wouldn’t mind if I used your son as a human dildo for a couple days?” she asked, eliciting laughter from her friend, who was tipsy enough to find the whole thing funny.

“Not at all. You’re so pretty, Amy. I think it would actually be really good for him.” she said, shaking her head at the ridiculousness of it all. She thought about how lucky a break it was for him, and how as a mother, even though she didn’t want to think about the details, she also couldn’t stand in the way of it and ruin it for him. Amy was supermodel hot, with massive breasts and curvy hips.

“You’re too sweet, honey. Thank you. I promise I’ll send him back in one piece.” she said. They moved onto other topics and Brett went downstairs to decompress and process what had happened.

He couldn’t believe it, Amy was the most beautiful woman on the planet as far as he was concerned, and so far out of his league that it was laughable. Knowing that she was futanari only sweetened the pot, as he’d long held a secret little fetish for what he considered the most spectacular beings in existence.

It simultaneously turned him on and intimidated him. He’d never been with an older woman before, nor one so fucking hot. And a futanari to boot? It was quite the task, but his loins called out to him, telling him he was up to it.

“How did this happen?” he asked, staring at his ceiling fan.

The next day, Margaret made him a big breakfast and decided she should be the one to break the news. She’d been tipsy when she spoke with Amy, but when she woke up sober she knew that it was kind of a big deal.

“I hung out with Amy last night.” she said, serving up his scrambled eggs to go with his bacon and sausage.

“Yeah, I know. I saw you two out there.”

“Why didn’t you come say hello?” she asked.

“I just figured I would give you your privacy.” he said, looking down at his eggs.

“You didn’t even want to say hi to Amy?” she asked.

“She lives right next door. It’s no big deal.” he said. Margaret wanted to laugh out loud at him, but she kept her composure.

“No big deal? Amy is no big deal?” she asked, testing him for his reaction.

“I didn’t say that, but I don’t need to come out and say hi every single time you hang out.” he said.

“I just figured you’d want to come out and look at her. She’s so pretty. I know that’s what I’d do if I were a guy.” she said, watching his face turn red.

“She’s so hot. It’s ridiculous.” he said, coming clean and briefly establishing eye contact. Margaret knew that she had him at that point, and brought it up directly. She had no clue that he already knew, that he’d been listening to their entire conversation the night before.

“Did you know that she’s futanari?” Margaret asked, knowing it was okay to tell him because of her coming heat, and the role she’d selected him to play in it.

“No.” he said, looking up and trying to appear genuinely surprised. He’d already spent hours the night before thinking about it, his cock covered in lube as he stroked himself to thoughts of his futanari milf neighbor.

He pictured her massive mommy milkers in his head, and imagined her cock to be formidable.

“Yes, Amy. Let me suck it.” he said, thinking about her cock in his mouth, and of slurping at her balls. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for her, and he realized that beyond a doubt as he exploded onto his own stomach, her image burned into his mind.

“Well, she is. And she wants you to be her milking boy while she’s in heat.” Margaret said, snapping him out of his daydream.

“Milking boy?” he asked, realizing that he was fully erect.

“Yeah, you know. Stay by her side, and handle her sexual needs.” Margaret said, hoping he’d understand. “While she’s in heat.”

“She wants me to do that?” he asked, still playing dumb but also looking for guidance. He had no idea what to do with a woman like Amy, and it was filling him with anxiety.

“Yeah. She chose you, specifically. She thinks you’re handsome, and sweet.” Margaret said, realizing that he needed a bit of cheerleading.

“Wow.”

“It’s going to be any day now, so just be ready. Make me proud.” she said, giving him a light punch on the shoulder before getting out of there. The whole thing made her a bit uncomfortable, and she just wanted to let them do their thing. Out of sight, out of mind. She felt like she’d done what she could, and was rooting for him, but at the same time was done hearing about it. The time had come for nature to run its course.


Chapter 2 - Brett

It was like being cast to star in a porno with your favorite girl. Amy had been my fantasy since the day she moved in, and the feeling of knowing that we were going to be locked in her room for 24 to 48 hours with nothing but devious intentions was completely surreal.

All that I could think about was going over there, stripping her down and finally getting to see her amazing body uncovered. She had it all, from supermodel looks, to a massive fat ass and even bigger tits. Amy was the most carefully crafted specimen I’d ever encountered, and I was going to have the chance to be with her.

Truthfully, knowing that it was coming riddled me with anxiety. I didn’t feel prepared for what I was going to encounter on any level. For one, she was the hottest woman in existence, and it made no sense that I was getting the opportunity. Also, she was futanari and in heat, two things that I found intimidating. Add in the fact that she was 18 years older than me, and I knew I was severely outmatched in the experience department as well.

There was no way of knowing when she would actually go into heat and require my services, so there was no way of knowing when I needed to be ready. I wasn’t sure if I should be masturbating more to try and increase my stamina, or not masturbating at all in case she needed me right after I came.

What if she didn’t find me adequate in the downstairs department? What if hers was way bigger than mine? What if she was so amazing in bed that I ejaculated prematurely? Or so gorgeous that I got stage fright and couldn’t get hard at all? These were the thoughts that haunted me throughout the day, mixed in with fantasies of everything going well.

I wished we had a chance to talk, so I could pick her brain and find out what she was into. Not that it would have mattered, I always clammed up and got really shy around her anyway, there was no chance that I’d suddenly be a smooth operator in her presence.

It kind of worried me that I didn’t know her that well. Her and my mom were good friends, but it always seemed like she looked at me as her friend’s son. She knew that I found her attractive, as it was a safe assumption to make in her case, and I noticed her giggling at me sometimes when I stumbled over my words, or tried too hard to impress her.

I didn’t want things to be awkward when the time came, but I’d been unsuccessful in really breaking the ice and getting to the point where I was comfortable around her.  She was an older woman, and it wasn’t as easy to relate. I definitely didn’t want to come off as immature around her, so I kind of just stood tall with my shoulders back and tried to appear stoic. It didn’t always go well, as my awkwardness was impossible to completely hide.

But she still wanted to fuck me. That’s what I kept reminding myself. She must not have thought I was that bad, and saw someone in me. Even if it was just the close proximity of being my neighbor, it was a curve that I was perfectly willing to accept. Nothing like this would ever happen to me again, that much I knew, so I tried to push away my nerves and focus on what I was about to do. Even if I embarrassed myself, I could still say that I hooked up with perhaps the single hottest woman in North America.

It was early the following morning, and I’d just finished taking a shit, shower, and brushing my teeth. When I walked into the kitchen to grab an energy drink, mom was grinning like the devil.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“For what?” I asked, playing coy.

“I just got off the phone with Amy. She said to send you over as soon as you wake up.” she said.

“Oh. Like now?” I asked, feeling my heart starting to race.

“Yeah. Like five minutes ago, actually. You shouldn’t leave her waiting.” she said.

“Yeah, no. You’re right. Uhm, shit. I guess I’m ready. Let me just go grab something.” I said, suddenly panicked. I ran to my room, ran a comb through my hair for a final time, and grabbed the box of condoms I purchased specifically for the occasion. I took a deep breath, smiled at myself in the mirror, and told myself to be confident.

“Have fun.” mom said. I walked over to her.

“So I just go over there?” I asked, still unsure of the etiquette. This was to be my first foray into the world of casual, guilt free sex.

“She said the front door is unlocked. Just go inside, her room is upstairs. She said she’ll be waiting for you.” she said.

“Oh. Okay.” I said. It felt super weird walking over there, and I was paranoid that my mother was watching me from the window. It was the first time I’d been to her house, and I slowly opened the door and said her name. Her house was immaculate, with expensive looking decor and a very classy ambience. I repeated her name, a little louder but still heard no response.

My heart was racing so fast, and I paused before going up the stairs to catch my breath. I hadn’t seen Amy in a couple days, not since I overheard her talking about wanting to have sex with me. You’d think that would have given me confidence, and I guess it did on some level or I wouldn’t have been there, but it made me feel a lot of pressure to perform, pressure I didn’t know if I could hold up to.

Her stairs were a bit squeaky, and I was sure she heard me coming. There were two bedrooms upstairs. The door was wide open to one, and it looked like she used it as a guest room. The other room had double doors, and they were closed. I walked up to them, and rapped my knuckles lightly on the door.

“Amy? It’s me, Brett.” I said.

“Finally. Get in here.” she said. I took a deep breath, and flattened the wrinkles out of the front of my shirt. It was game time, and my knees felt like jello as I tried strutting into her room like I’d done it before.

“Hey there.” I said, turning the corner to the most jaw dropping sight of Amy in lingerie, with her breasts already pulled out and fully exposed.

“Please milk me, Brett. I need a release.” she said, seducing me with her eyes. Amy had both of her ankles in restraints that were on her bed, as well as one of her hands. As I approached her bed, my eyes scanned her body, my eyes going wide at the sight of by far the largest cock I’d ever seen. “Take your clothes off. Please don’t make me wait.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, my voice monotone as I struggled to process her perfection. Amy on that bed, with her huge tits and throbbing hard monster cock was such an aesthetically pleasing sight that it put me in a trance. I stripped down without hesitation, absolutely mesmerized by her gorgeous futa-cock.

“My tits and my cock, baby. I need it. Please.” she said, begging as I stepped out of my bottoms. “Very nice. Bring it here.” she said, eyeing my dick, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.

“You’re so beautiful. That’s not even a strong enough word.” I said, climbing up onto the mattress. Amy grabbed my cock and pulled me to her, diving down onto it with her mouth like a cock starved whore. “Ugh…Oh my God.”

“Mmm! Mmm!” she moaned, opening her throat and swallowing my entire shaft with ease. There was no slow building, passionate kissing, or foreplay. It was straight to the point, and she made me so aroused that I lost all inhibitions, and all ability to think straight or make rational decisions.

“That feels so good.” I said, thrusting against her mouth and squeezing her tits. My immediate fear started to build, as her throat was unlike any sensation I’d ever experienced. She sucked my cock better than most pussies fucked it, putting me in danger of a premature eruption.

“I need you to suck me.” she said, making a popping sound as she pulled my cock past her cheek and out of her mouth.

“I’ll do anything for you.” I said, lowering myself down between her legs and jumping at the opportunity to give myself a moment to rebuild my stamina. There was no way I could handle her constant stimulation.

“My other hand, baby. Put it in the restraint.” she said.

“Okay, yeah. I can do that.” I said. Amy smiled and watched me fasten her other wrist in a restraint, leaving her body fully exposed and vulnerable to whatever I desired doing to her.

“That’s for both of our safety. I can get a little off the rails while I’m in heat.” she said, her smile showcasing the symmetry of her dimples.

“I can see that. I’m so glad you chose me for this. It’s an honor.” I said, finally understanding the appeal of bondage as soon as I had total control of Amy’s voluptuous body. “You’re so hard.”

“Yeah. It won’t go away, my cock needs to be milked over and over while I’m in heat.” she said. I stared at it, admiring her long, thick, veiny shaft and swollen balls. She was easily twice my size, but it wasn’t as humiliating as I expected. It just made me want to submit to her superior cock, and worship it, and give her pleasure.

“It has a pulse.” I said, wrapping my fingers around it. It was so hot, and I followed my sudden submissive urge to kiss it.

“Good boy. Just like that. Lick that mommy cock.” she said, writhing on the bed as I dragged my tongue up and down her length, placing sloppy kisses along the way. “Slap it on your tongue. Yes. Show me what a good little cockslut you are for mommy.”

“I love it.” I said, slapping it against my face and tongue. I’d never felt the feelings she conjured in me, and I found myself face to face with new desires I didn’t know dwelled within me.

“My balls. Suck my balls, and keep stroking.” she said, still dominant despite her limbs being bound. I looked down at her completely hairless nuts, and buried my face in them, sucking and slurping, drooling all over her fat sack. Her balls were individually the size of mandarin oranges, and I rubbed my face and tongue all over them, eagerly giving her balls a thorough tongue washing as I struggled to contain my arousal. “Good boy. Look in mommy’s eyes while you suck it you little slut. Show me what a deranged little pervert you are for me.”

“Mmm hmm…” I moaned, humming as I opened wide and tried swallowing her. It was difficult to take her, and her girth wedged itself in my mouth, blocking my airways and making my mouth water with viscous saliva, and drool all over her cock.

“Good boy. That’s what mommy likes.” she said, thrusting it deeper against my face. I could tell how aggressive she was, and why she knew she needed to be restrained. A futanari woman in heat is unlike any other level of horny, and brings out the most insatiable state that I’ve encountered, like an addict feigning for a shot of their drug of choice.

“It’s fucking huge.” I said, requiring both hands to wrap fully around her. As I double handed it hard, her balls bounced up and down in rhythm with my strokes, and I leaned in to let them hit me in the face.

“This is what I needed, Brett. Keep going.” she said, grinding in unison with my rhythm. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

“Yes, baby. I want you to do it. Cum for me.” I said, feeling her futa-dick turn puffy in my hands. Her bulbous mushroom head grew swollen as her breathing became frantic.

“Yes! Oh, Brett. You’re making me cum.” she said, crossing the threshold and pulsing out a geyser of cum.

“Oh, wow. Good girl. Cum for me.” I said, watching it erupt into the air, landing all over her stomach and tits, as well as my hands and her cock.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she grunted as she burst, spilling more cum than I’d ever seen from a single orgasm. It just kept coming, and she kept writhing in pleasure. Seeing it turned me on so much that I found myself sucking the tip, drinking her cum as it continued squirting into my mouth.

“Holy shit. Do you always cum like that?” I asked. Amy’s eyes were closed, and she was sighing with contentment and a smile spread across her face.

“Yes. You don’t mind cleaning it up, do you?”

“No. Not at all. Let me grab a towel.”

“No silly. With your tongue. I want to watch you lick it up and eat it.” she said. “Didn’t you like the taste?”

“Actually, yeah. It’s really sweet.” I said. Her cum was thick and sticky, and tasted like salty frosting. I loved it, and lapped it up enthusiastically. As I licked her stomach muscles, I felt like I could cum without even being touched. It was heaven.

“Good boy. That’s so sweet.” she said, giggling at the sensation of my tongue on her soft breasts. “I’ll let you fuck me if you suck on my nipples. I’m lactating so much, and they need relief.”

“I’ll take that deal. I don’t know if I’m going to last more than thirty seconds though. You have me so turned on.” I said, figuring it was better to be honest than for her to find out in 30 seconds anyway. She grinned and nodded, motioning for me to approach her. “Should I get a condom?”

“Ugh, yeah sure. Go get a condom.” she said. I hopped off of the bed, and dug in my pants, happy that I’d thought ahead. “Bring it here.”

“Okay.” I said, ripping it open and placing it at the tip.

“No. Put it on me.” she said, smiling wide.

“What? Why?”

“Just try it. Watch.” she said. I climbed over to her, and noticed that she was already fully hard even though she’d just climaxed.

“I don’t think it’s big enough.” I said, placing it at her tip and realizing that she needed something much bigger.

“Try.”

“Alright.” I said, pulling it around her mushroom, and then trying to force the impossibly tight squeeze down her shaft until the condom shredded under the stress.

“That’s cute.” she said, shaking her hips so that her cock wagged back and forth, until the condom fell off. “We don’t need a condom, baby. I want to feel you.”

“Alright. I’m fine with that.” I said, a smile forming on my lips. I knew that it was a big risk, as her being in heat made her extra fertile and likely to conceive. I kind of figured she was on birth control, but felt no reason to ask any further questions.

“You’re such a young stud, you know that?” she asked, moving her balls to the side and showcasing her hairless little pink pussy. Encountering a futanari woman in real life was mind blowing.

“Me? You’re the prize, Amy.” I said, realizing that we’d finally reached that comfort point. There I was, rock hard and naked, rubbing my cock against her pussy and I didn’t feel a bit of anxiety or nerves. I was exactly where I wanted to be, and I followed my instincts until her pussy was swallowing my dick.

“Oh, fuck. That’s what mommy likes. Feed me that young dick.” she said. I’d never been with a dirty talking, vocal older woman before and it was making fireworks go off in my head.

“Yeah? You like the way I fuck you?” I asked, following her lead and getting into it.

“Yes, baby. You’re such a good boy. Fuck me with that hard dick. I want you to cum in my pussy. Fill me up, baby.” she said, pulling against her restraints and kissing my neck as I bottomed out inside her.

“That’s so good, Amy. Holy fuck. You have no idea.” I said, lost in agonizing pleasure. Her pelvic muscles clenched around my erection, flexing and squeezing, as I thrust harder and harder.

“Good boy. Fuck me harder, give me that cum.” she said, her voice laced with sexuality.

“Oh my God.” I said, and then latched onto her nipple. The milk flowed as soon as I applied suction, spraying into my mouth as her tits bounced beneath my thrusts.

“Yes, Brett. Just like that. You’re such a good boy, you know exactly what mommy likes.” she said, thrusting and grinding from the bottom. The way she moved, arching her back and rolling her hips. I was powerless to her feminine mystique, and felt her milking my cock as I let loose inside. “Yes, I want it. Give that baby juice. Make me pregnant. I want it so badly.”

“Oh my God. Fuck.” I said, seeing stars as I pumped her full of my seed. It was a scenario I hadn’t really considered, but we were both so in the moment that it happened anyway.

As soon as I finished inside her, reality came rushing back in. Not only had I just fucked the hottest woman I knew, I’d cum inside her without a condom on at the time she was most fertile. The idea of birth control seemed suddenly flimsy, as her dirty talk directly implied that it wasn’t the case.

“Leave it in me. Keep sucking my milk, baby.” she said, whispering. “You can release my hands for a minute.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, joking around. It was nice having her tied up, but I could only imagine she was every bit as talented with her hands as she was with everything else. Even though it just happened, it was by far the best sex I’d ever had. I released her hands, and then went back to her breasts.

“You don’t even know how good that feels.” she said, as I alternated between sucking her nipples.

“Really?”

“Yeah. My nipples are always sensitive, but when I go into heat and start lactating, it gets ridiculous. I’m convinced I could have a completely nipple sensation based orgasm.” she said, quivering as I rolled my tongue in circles around her areola. It was so enjoyable being with a woman who was so reactive, and comfortable with her own body. And why wouldn’t she be? Even as I guzzled her delicious nectar, my eyes were scanning every detail of her perfection.

“Mmm…” I moaned, taking a hard swallow and releasing my suction. “You have the most gorgeous tits.”

“Thank you, baby. They’re all yours to enjoy.” she said, cooing as I pinched her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, watching warm creamy milk release in errant strains onto her round breasts.

“That’s way too sexy. This isn’t even fair.” I said, turning hard inside her again. She was far too sexy for my senses to handle, and she grabbed my face with both hands, forcing her tongue into my mouth as I began thrusting into her for more.

Sex with Amy was like an entirely separate category of pleasure and bliss. How could a woman have such a tight little pussy and such an incredible cock at the same time? It overloaded my simple male brain, and despite knowing the potential consequences, I came inside her again moments later.

She was the ultimate prize, and I would do anything to have her. Even though we hadn’t discussed it beforehand, I would be beyond honored to give her a child.

I snuck off to the bathroom under the guise of urinating, but really I just needed a moment to myself. All of my expectations were far exceeded, and I felt something akin to having won the heavyweight world championship. At my age, it was unprecedented, hooking up with your perfect 10 milf neighbor? That only happened in pornos.

I wanted to go more, and I could tell by her dilated pupils, hard cock, and wet pussy that she did too. But I couldn’t keep up. She was insatiable. Still, on top of the world and horny as ever despite my balls being fully drained, I was ready to continue playing. It’s not like my life consisted of a plethora of opportunities to drink milk directly from the nipples of a real life goddess.

“There you are.” she said, having fully freed herself from her harnesses in my absence. She was on her knees, standing tall in more ways than one.

“Here I am.” I said, admiring her physique and perky tits. There was cum dripping from the head of her cock, and I felt pulled toward it.

“I wanna get to know you more. Come here.” she said, turning around and dropping to her hands and knees. I climbed into bed with her, again reflecting on my good fortune. I couldn’t believe it, but I felt my penis waking back up.

“What do you want to know?” I asked, eyeing her heavy hanging balls and tight little backdoor pucker. In that moment, for Amy, there was nothing I wouldn’t have done, all the way down to fucking her asshole with the tip of my tongue.

“Show me how much you desire me. Show me how much you want to be the one who gets to breed me.” she said, moving her hips from side to side, inviting me in.

“To breed you?” I asked, understanding perfectly well her words, but seeking further expansion.

“I’m in heat, Brett. I’m divorced, 37 years old, and I have no children. I want a family of my own.” she said, turning to look back at me. My dick was raging hard, and I just wanted to be inside her. If she wanted me to cum inside her, and then give me a child, who was I to resist such a gift?

“I’d love it.” I said, the words leaving my mouth reflexively. It wasn’t something I had to overthink. When you win the lottery, you accept your winnings and don’t ask questions.

“Then mount me, daddy. Give me more cum. I’m so horny for you right now.” she said, her eyes full of desire. I couldn’t get over the effect she had on me, or the desire she instilled.

“Why didn’t we do this sooner?” I asked, rubbing the head of my dick between her lower lips. She felt so wet and warm, so tight and inviting.

“Because you were shy and didn’t make a move.” she said bluntly, throwing it back against me. I grabbed her wide hips, guiding her rhythmic bouncing. “I’m glad we waited. It’s always sweeter when there’s tension.”

“I love fucking you Amy. I want to keep it.” I said, releasing her hips and watching her twerk her ample ass on my cock.  If sex were a video game, I’d have leveled up several times over by the time she was holding her ankles, still thrusting back against me and calling out.

“Give me your baby, Brett. Give it to me. I need you, baby.”

“Amy, fuck. I’m gonna cum.” I said, power thrusting into her slimy cunt. The euphoria swept over me once more, and I felt my eyes roll back as an evil smile spread over my face, my body realizing its peak pleasure. She made me see fireworks and enter nirvana at will, and I knew that my goal had changed to getting her pregnant. There was no other option. She had to be mine.


Chapter 3 - The Inevitable

Brett spent two days enjoying heaven’s bliss and hell’s sinful kiss. Lost was the time when he was awkward and nervous around her, replaced with a truly confident rapport between them.

They discussed children seriously, between their 69 sessions and breastfeeding. Their time together made for serious bonding, and by the time Amy’s heat faded away, she felt closer to him than Margaret, as their relationship was intimate and based on the intention of family.

Amy liked that he was young and innocent, without vices, and ready to be a father. It helped that she was already successful, and ready for the challenge of motherhood. Still, they had no way of knowing for sure that she was pregnant.

They continued spending time together, and Margaret was surprised by her son’s emergent ability to fit into their conversations, and his confidence when addressing their drop dead neighbor. It made her feel better about allowing it to happen, as it had clearly done him well.

They fucked occasionally, but spent more time in planning mode for the future. It didn’t seem to matter if she was already pregnant or not, as they were heading toward the same end. It would surely happen eventually, either way.

Their age gap proved to be nothing more than a number, and they fell easily into a reliable partnership. The more they discussed it, the more it made sense, and living next door to each other made for an easy trial run of almost living together. He spent the night at her place at an increasing rate, until finally it was official. Amy was pregnant.

Margaret had plenty of time to come to terms with it, and found herself ecstatic with the news. It made her realize how important it was that her son produced another generation, and she couldn’t have been happier that it was with her dear friend.

They only grew closer throughout the pregnancy, and it became clear they were equally serious about what lay ahead. Brett moved out, even if it was right next door. His mother was still an acorn’s toss away, and a near perfect union was born.


Kelsi Reid
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Futas In Heat - Futanari on Male Menage

Craig is in the midst of a dry spell, and completely broke with nothing to do on a Friday night, until he receives a chance invitation from his friend Ryan.

He's at a seedy hotel, and promises plenty of free debauchery and good times in the form of two gorgeous blondes if he comes by the room. Craig doesn't need to be asked twice, and hops on his bicycle and pedals into the night.

It's obvious from the moment he arrives that Lily and Nikki are more than typical, run of the mill girls. They're packing something extra, something big, hard, and dangling between their legs. Ryan explains they're in heat, lacking inhibitions, and throbbing with pressure that only a man can relieve.

Futas In Heat involves a fertile futa-on-male menage, and a hot, sticky, gooey finish that ends in multiple pregnancies.
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Futanari Dominatrix - The Series
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Futanari Beach

[Click Here] to sign up for the Whole Fillers Newsletter, and receive your FREE COPY of Futanari Beach, Volume 1
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Captive at Futanari Prison (5 Part Futanari on Male Series)
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Futa on Male

25 Story Bundle

There's something special about Futanari women. They all have it all, the looks, the libido, and something big and heavy swinging between their legs that other girls simply can't compete with.

He can't help his attraction, or pry his eyes from the enormous bulge in her yoga pants. His impulse to submit is so arousing that it short circuits his ability to think rationally. All he can think about is doing as he's told, opening wide, bending over, and taking every drop of her sticky Futa cream.

Futa on Male is a 25 story bundle with themes of Futanari on male, femdom, male submission, MPreg, cuckolding, and more!
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