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Fucked by the Futa Traffic Cop

   This story starts the same way as every other story about getting pulled over by a sexy cop in the middle of the night. Doesn’t end the same way, though.

    You’ll find out soon enough.

    It was late and I was lost, driving down this remote stretch of highway at two in the morning, wishing I could read that map by the light of the moon.

    Not that it would do me a lick of good. I didn’t know where the hell I was.

    So when those flashing lights came up behind me, I gotta admit: I was relieved.

    No sirens. I knew I wasn’t speeding. Cop car made a beeping sound to indicate I should pull over, and I did.

    No sweat.

    You shoulda seen this gal getting out of the cruiser: blonde hair swept back in a bun, uniform so tight I thought her boobs would pop all those buttons down the front of her dark blue shirt. Slim body, not too tall. And then the typical gear around her waist: the billy club and gun, radio and cuffs.

    She was a sight to behold.

    The traffic cop strutted her stuff toward my vehicle as I rolled down the window to greet her.

    I said, “Evenin’ ma’am,” beating her to the punch.

    She said, “Officer Paine, to you.”

    “Evenin’ Officer Paine.” I took my map off the passenger seat. “Maybe you can help me. I can’t seem to find where I’m going.”

    Taking two steps back, she drew her gun and said, “No sudden movements!”

    I’d never had a gun pointed in my face. You can’t imagine how truly terrifying it would be, especially when ya done nothin wrong.

    How could I convince her I was innocent as they come?

    I let the map flutter against the steering wheel while I raised both hands. “Hold up now, Officer. I ain’t done what you think, whatever that is. I’m just a lost soul trying to find my way in the darkness.”

    She slowly brought her gun down and slid it back into the holster. “Lost, are ya? Most men wouldn’t admit a thing like that.”

    “I’m not like most men,” I said.

    “I’m not like most women,” she told me.

    “I can see that.”

    She cocked her head and got a mean look in her eye. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

    “Nothing,” I said, feeling nervous, sweating bullets. “Only you got a real forceful personality. You tell a man what to do, he’s gonna do it. That’s for sure.”

    “Are you sayin you wouldn’t normally do what a woman tells ya?” she asked in a gruff, flinty voice.

    “Me? Oh, I always do what I’m told, ma’am. Like I said: I’m not like other men.”

    “I see.”

    Officer Paine stuck her head inside my window so fast I nearly jumped. She took a deep inhale, which made me mighty conscious of when I last showered.

    Then she said, “You been drinkin tonight?”

    “No,” I said. “I ain’t much of a drinker, in all honesty.”

    “I see.”

    She didn’t seem to believe anything I said to her, so I tried asking again for directions.

    I don’t think she was even listening to that bit, because she opened my door and said, “Step out of the vehicle.”

    My heart wouldn’t quit pounding like a drum, but I did what she asked. I stepped out and said, “What’s this about, Officer?”

    “You ever walked a line?”

    “Well, no,” I told her. “Like I said, I ain’t much for the drink.”

    “You’re gonna walk one tonight,” she said, taking a slim metal flashlight from her holster to illuminated the yellow line.

    “Isn’t this a little dangerous?” I asked. “Stepping out in the middle of the road when a car could come streaking by at any moment?”

    “Ain’t been any vehicle but yours down this stretch all night.”

    Made me wonder who she hoped to catch speeding camped by the side of a deserted highway.

    “Git,” she growled, flicking the light at the line. “I thought you said you listened to women no question. I thought you said you ain’t like other men.”

    “That’s true,” I told her. “More than you know.”

    “Well then do as I tell ya and walk that line.” She then sneered, “Unless you’re too drunk to walk it straight.”

    “I swear I ain’t been drinking,” I told her, but that obviously wasn’t good enough. She squinted her dark eyes at me and her fingers wriggled at her side, just over the holster where she’d lodged her gun.

    She flicked the flashlight again and I hopped to it.

    I’ll be honest with you: I’m not what you’d call a daring man. I don’t go out of my way looking for adventure. So traipsing into the middle of the road in the middle of the night didn’t get me all riled up the way it would for some.

    Fact is, I was shakin in my boots as I put one foot in front of the other.

    Officer Paine stood a damn sight back. If a truck came barreling down the highway at top speed, it wouldn’t be her in danger. And me? I’d be flat as a pancake.

    Least I wouldn’t be worried about finding my way in the dark.

    “Good enough,” the officer told me.

    I crossed the empty lane quickly. Being in the road like that got my heart racing, and I couldn’t slow it down.

    As I approached my vehicle, Officer Pain picked up the map off my seat and stared down at the white powder I’d spilled there earlier.

    “Well, well, well,” she said, like the cat that got the canary. “What have we got here, Mister Upstanding Citizen?”

    “Oh, that.” Don’t know why I felt so nervous. There was a simple explanation. “That’s sugar substitute. I spilled the packet when I was putting it in my coffee.”

    “Sugar substitute?” she said, sounding like she didn’t believe a word.

    “I watch what I eat.”

    She raised her brow. “Sure you do.”

    “If you taste it you’ll see. It’s sweetener for my coffee.”

    “Lab tests will verify that,” she said coolly. “If what you’re saying is true.”

    Grabbing my arm, she pulled me around to the front of the car and forced me down. The hood was warm against my face, but not hot. Warm enough that I could feel it through my shirt, though. Good thing I’d been through the car wash, or it would have got my clothes all dirty.

    Mind you, I’d been driving along dusty roads all day.

    “I want to see both hands behind your back,” Officer Paine instructed.

    That’s when I heard the metallic shriek of handcuffs.

    My heart beat a mile a minute.

    “Am I under arrest? Please, you can’t arrest me, Officer!”

    “Why’s that?” she asked, like she was enjoying this. Like arresting me was sweet as taffy and she just wanted to take her time with it.

    “I’m not drunk,” I said. “I wasn’t speeding. That white stuff’s nothing more than coffee sweetener. I’m a law-abiding citizen! I don’t deserve to be arrested!”

    “That’s for me to decide,” the cop growled. “In case you forgot, I’m an officer of the law. If I see fit to dish out a little discipline, that’s my prerogative.”

    I didn’t think that was strictly true, but what choice did I have once she got those cuffs on me?

    That was the first time I’d ever felt the sharp metallic clink of cuffs around my wrists. I expected them to be cold, but they weren’t. I guess they got warmed up, being so close to her body… which was undeniably arousing.

    With my chest down flat on the hood of my car, I couldn’t get up. Couldn’t move, ‘cept wriggle side to side. Even then, it sure put a strain on my shoulder.

    “Are you taking me to the station?” I asked.

    Her voice sounded different when she said, “The choice is yours.”

    It came out more like a purr than a growl, and that made me real suspicious of what she was up to back there.

    “I could take you to the slammer,” she went on. “Lock you up for the night, ‘til we run some tests on that white powder.”

    “If you taste it—”

    She cut me off. “Orrrrr we could come to some sort of… agreement?”

    “What kind of agreement?” I asked, feeling more innocent than I had in all my adult life.

    Officer Paine reached around and found my belt with both hands.

    “What are you doing?” I shrieked, sounding very far from masculine.

    She unbuckled it masterfully, then released the latched and unzipped my fly. God only knows how she managed without being able to see what she was doing. The only lights illuminating the scene were her vehicle’s headlights and the swirling, silent police ones on top of the cruiser.

    I’d never felt so apprehensive.

    My pants hit the road with a swift thud, thanks to my wallet and pocket change weighing them down. Officer Paine was only interested in my body, it seemed. She stroked my hardness and cooed like a dove.

    “Someone’s raring to go.”

    She bucked against me, and I felt her night stick bump my butt.

    “I can’t explain it,” I told her. “I don’t know why it’s like that.”

    “You’re excited,” she said.

    “No, no, I’m not excited.”

    “Why sure you are.” Her voice went all high and fluttery for a second. “You like it when a woman takes charge. I got you cuffed, got your trousers down by your ankles, and there ain’t nothing you can do about it. I decide what comes next.”

    That wasn’t the whole truth, but she had no way of knowing.

    Although I had a feeling she’d come to find out sooner rather than later.

    “So,” I asked her, “What comes next?”

    She laughed, but it was more like a cackle. Officer Paine was damn sure pleased with herself as she pushed my underpants down past my knees.

    “Oh please,” I begged. “Just toss me in the slammer. I’ll take my chances.”

    “You’re no fun,” she teased, wrapped one hand around my balls to play with them.

    She cooed and hummed as she jingled my bells, and the more she did it the harder my dick grew against the hood of my car. I lifted myself up as best I could and I shook my shirt around until my dick was against my skin, sticking straight up. That way at least I had a layer of cotton between my hard-on and the vehicle.

    Officer Paine stopped rubbing my balls and I knew we had a problem. She let go and said, “What’s this? I got something wet all over my hand.”

    “Yes, I… meant to tell you…”

    My heart went off like an old alarm clock, but there weren’t no button to stop it.

    I arched my back and turned my head just enough to spot Officer Paine grabbing hold of her flashlight.

    “No,” I said. “Please.”

    She shone the light on her palm. “What is this stuff? It’s all glossy. Feels like…”

    I couldn’t watch, mostly because my back wasn’t strong enough to stay arched that way. I collapsed on my car as she crouched behind me. I could feel the heat of her light shining on my balls… and then her fingers moving between them, parting them slowly.

    “My lordy-loo!” she squealed. “You got one just like me!”

    I started to turn too fast, not remembering that my wrists were cuffed behind me. I fell back down on the hood of the car and asked, “What do you mean just like you?”

    “You got a pussy between your balls!” she said, shoving two fingers in the wet crease between them. “Ain’t that a laugh, because I got one too!”

    “A p—” I found I was too shy to say the word pussy in front of a person of the female persuasion. “You’ve got one too? Well, so do most gals I know.”

    “Sure, I s’pose. But most gals ain’t got one ‘a these!” She dropped her trousers, pushed down her underpants, and let a huge slab of salami slide between my cheeks. “See? We’re the same. I got a pussy ’n a pecker, just like you. Well, ain’t that a hoot!”

    A cold sweat broke across my brow and I wriggled against my cuffs.

    “What’s your problem, citizen? You resisting arrest all ’a sudden?”

    I didn’t need to see her hard-on to know how huge it was. I could feel its girth between my butt cheeks.

    She reached for her night stick and I guess I could have kicked at her when she was bent over like that, but what next? Run for it with my dick out and my pants around my ankles?

    Officer Paine held me down against the hood of the car, with that night stick across the small of my back. “You’re acting mighty strange.”

    “Not really,” I reasoned. “Wouldn’t anybody act this way?”

    “It’s like you’re nervous or something.”

    “Nervous?” I cried. “Of course I’m nervous! A cop’s coming at me with a schlong the size of her billy club.”

    She slid her cock down the crease of my balls, where they parted to make way for my hot, ready hole. “What’s ’a matter? Don’t tell me you ain’t never been fucked.”

    My heart hammered the hood of my car. “I… I… I’ve put things in there.”

    “But you ain’t never been fucked by a cock,” she teased. “You got a sweet virgin pussy all juiced up and ready for the taking.”

    My knees shook. My legs trembled.

    “Aww, don’t you worry, pup. Officer Paine’ll be gentle.”

    Her cockhead found my crease easy as pie. She heaved her night stick toward my ass like a rolling pin as she pushed her dick inside me.

    I always thought it would hurt, if it happened. Though I never expected to get fucked by a cop… or by anyone with a cock, for that matter.

    If you didn’t look too closely, you might never know I had a pussy hidden between my balls. I’d been extra careful in my dealings with women. Never let them look down there or feel around too much. And most ’a my girlfriends seemed pretty okay with that. I suppose I’d always dated the kind of girls who would lie back and let me get on top and do my thing. That was the only kind of sex I’d ever had.

    Until that night with Officer Paine.

    She’d found my cunt no problem at all. She’d found it and stuck a dick in it, and I was shivering head to toe because I never imagined it. What an experience! She had me spread across the hood of my car like jam on toast, and she was rolling my ass with that night stick, rolling me out like biscuit dough.

    And all the while she fucked me from behind like it was goin out of style.

    So much for gentle. If this was her version of gentle, I’d hate to see what rough sex meant.

    She rammed me with that hot rod, over and over again. Once she’d planted her dick in my snatch, I knew she’d never want to take it out. And, truth was, I didn’t want her going anywhere.

    Sure I was scared. Who wouldn’t be, getting fucked by a cop on the side of the road? Middle of the night. Remote section of highway. Anyone could come by at any moment. Gang ’a bikers could bang me all night long and nothing I could do with those cuffs keeping me in place.

    One dick was more ’an enough to start. And the more she slammed her hips against my ass, the more glad I was that she had such big damn cock. Because the friction it built inside my wet pussy, I tell you, that was some mean heat!

    Like I said, I always worried it would hurt… and sometimes it did, but not the way I thought it would. I thought when she put it in me, my knees would buckle and I’d fold over in agony.

    That’s not how it happened.

    She stretched me to my limits, damn straight, but the only thing that hurt was when she smashed her body clear into mine. Because, when she buried her dick balls-deep in my cunt, that motion compressed my nuts between my legs, and that pressure bordered right on the edge of pain.

    The officer rammed me over and over again, dragging that night stick up the curve of my ass and then starting over at the small of my back. Every time her body smacked my balls, that sharp slap hurt a little less and felt a little more like the pleasure of being fucked.

    “I’m gonna come in your damn pussy,” she hollered as something hard like a pebble smacked my ass.

    “What was that?” I asked.

    Officer Paine wailed as she hammered my cunt. “I’m breathin too hard, sugar dumpling. My boobs are bustin my uniform clear to kingdom come!”

    The harder she fucked me, the more buttons flew off her shirt. When I turned to get a look, it was hanging clear open and her clean white bra glowed bright against the night sky.

    Her breasts were pale and huge, but I loved her plain white brassiere best of all. She wasn’t some nasty cop who went around fucking everyone she could find. At heart, she was just an innocent southern girl taking on a man whose pussy had never been fucked.

    I bucked back against her, feeling her hip bones bang my ass. She must have liked that, because she cried out. My body reacted to her shrieks, locking on her cock, milking her shaft until she shimmied and shrieked and howled at the moon.

    “Oh yeah,” she cried. “Yeah, baby. That’s right. You want my cock to explode inside you.”

    “Yes!” I replied, and that one word seemed enough to make her come.

    I turned to catch the expression of pain and bliss cross her face. Her brow furrowed, then all that tension dissipated. Her bottom lip trembled. She praised the Almighty Lord before pulling her dick from my snatch and flipping me over on the car.

    “You’d better be hard, because I’m ready to go!”

    She pushed and pulled me until I was sitting on the hood of my vehicle, both hands planted flat behind me, my legs hanging down, not quite touching the road. Officer Paine tried stepping out of her panties and trousers, but she couldn’t shake out of them with her boots on. Had’ta bend down and unlace them.

    After all that hassle, she had on nothing but her buttonless shirt, gleaming white bra, and cute little bobby socks.

    Her dick hung at half-mast, still dripping cum when she climbed into my lap like a bunny. She didn’t seem so intimidating with her arms wrapped around me and her tongue lost inside my ear.

    “Oh I can’t wait to wrap my pussy ‘round your cock,” she said.

    “Well, have at it,” I told her. “Don’t let me stop you.”

    “So you want it too?”

    “More than you, I bet.”

    “Doubt that,” she said, pulling my dick out from under my shirt.

    Her grip was forceful as all get-out, and I told her, “I ain’t gonna last long.”

    “I ain’t gonna need long,” she told me.

    Dropping down on my dick, she took me into her pussy like her body was my home. I’d been inside other gals, but it never felt like this before. Officer Paine’s pussy was not just hot and tropical, but her big balls tickled my shaft and bobbed against my thighs.

    She had such a sense of fun about fucking me. She bounced on my lap like my cock was a toy. She loved it. That much was clear.

    My heart raced from more than just the excitement of making it with a stranger. Officer Paine didn’t feel like a stranger anymore. In fact, I don’t think I’d felt so close to anyone, even after knowing ‘em for years.

    “Yes,” I whispered, breathin in the scent of her hair. Everything about this girl turned precious as she bounced in my lap.

    “You like my sweet pussy, sugar pie?”

    “I love it,” I told her. “I could eat a slice of you every dang day and never get tired of it.”

    She hugged me tight, and that’s when I realized she was holding me in place. If not for her strength and her feet pressing down on the bumper, I’d have slid down the hood four times over by now.

    “You are such a darling man,” she said, her pussy tightening around my dick like a juicy coil. “Why truly, I ain’t never met no one like you!”

    “I’ve never met anyone like you either,” I told her, and every word was true.

    She squealed as she moved in my lap. Clearly, she couldn’t get enough. She worked my cock hard until all I could do was give in to the pressure.

    I warned her, “I’m about to come.”

    She egged me on with her body and her mouth. “Then come, sugar pie! Fill my cunt with cream!”

    Her pussy clung tight to my cock, and I released a torrent inside her.

    All at once, I felt weak.

    When she jumped out of my lap, I slid down the hood, but she was there to catch me.

    I lay face down on my car, utterly spent, my pants around my ankles while Officer Paine unlocked my cuffs.

    It took a while before I found the strength to roll over. When I did, she was dressed in her trousers and boots, with her shirt tucked in but hanging open. All the buttons were gone.

    “What you gonna do about that?” I asked.

    She gazed down at her big breasts. “I got safety pins in the cruiser. That’ll do for now. Fat chance I’ll see another vehicle down this stretch before my shift ends, anyhow.”

    I put my clothes on and got back in my car, but I didn’t want to leave her. I didn’t want to go. I don’t suppose she wanted me to leave, because she leaned against the door and we shot the breeze for a long time, talking about nothing in particular.

    Finally, she asked where I was headed. She offered to help me find my way.

    “Truth is, I’m supposed to meet the girl my folks want me to marry.”

    She swallowed hard. Didn’t look pleased. “You’re getting married, eh?”

    “My parents think I’m too old to still be out gallivanting. They found a girl for me to settle down with.”

    “And you ain’t never even met her?”

    “That’s right.”

    “Wouldn’t you rather marry a girl you actually done met?”

    “Well sure, but what kind a girl would settle for me?”

    “Settle? You’re crazy! Any girl’d be lucky to marry you.”

    “None ‘a the ones I met seem to think so.”

    She looked down at the road and said, “I ain’t married neither.”

    “Now that I find hard to believe.”

    “It’s the truth.”

    “You’re pullin my leg, Officer Paine.”

    “I ain’t!”

    She beamed at me like a schoolgirl, and I knew what I wanted to ask but I couldn’t get the words out.

    Lucky for me, she stepped up and said, “We fit together pretty nice. How’s about you and me get hitched?”

    “I’d like that,” I told her. “I’d like that a whole damn lot.”


Camp Futa

     The girls were paired up two by two when they arrived at camp.

    Melody thought for sure they’d be sleeping in a cabin, not on the cold hard ground. At least she got to share a tent with Vix.

    Of all the girls at Camp Futa, Vix stood out the most. Melody wasn’t sure why. Vix was tall but plain, with long sandy hair she wore in two braids. Melody watched her all day, especially during the beach volleyball game. The navy blue camp shorts fit all the other girls loosely, but they were tight around Vix’s athletic thighs. She even looked good in the plain cotton T-shirt they all had to wear.

    With her curly golden locks, Melody was used to being Belle of the Ball. At camp she felt totally out of place. Her press-on nails kept popping off and the instructors made her leave her jewellery in the safe.

    The take-home list told campers not to bring necklaces, rings or bracelets for insurance reasons, but Melody rarely followed instructions.

    Yet one more reason she didn’t fit in at camp.

    All the other girls did as they were told. They didn’t mind collecting firewood or chopping vegetables. They were happy to help.

    Melody even overheard one girl calling her “spoiled” behind her back, while another girl called her a snob.

    She’d never been an outcast before. It was strange. She didn’t fit with any group here.

    Vix, on the other hand, was friendly with everyone. She didn’t hang out in just one clique. She moved easily from group to group, and whoever she sat beside seemed happy to see her.

    At mealtime, Melody asked one girl why everyone liked Vix so much.

    The girl said, “Why? Don’t you like her?”

    “I do! I like her a lot!” Melody said.

    “So why wouldn’t everyone else?”

    That was the end of that conversation.

    When it came time to get ready for bed, Melody changed in the washroom facility. She didn’t like undressing in front of other girls because one of her breasts was bigger than the other. It was the sort of thing she could cover up with a bra, but not bare-chested.

    Once she’d put on her nightie, she covered it with a robe and slid on her satin slippers. She held her camp clothes in front of her chest to make sure nobody got a glimpse of her breasts.

    As she walked from the washrooms to her tent, she heard other girls tittering about her pink robe and her slippers. She heard them saying she didn’t fit in.

    When Melody unzipped the tent, Vix was already cozied up inside her sleeping bag.

    “Can I turn the lantern on?” Melody asked.

    Vix grumbled, “Why?”

    “I haven’t scoured my face with toner yet, or applied my evening lotions. It’s never too early to prevent wrinkles, you know.”

    “You can’t use lotions out here.” Vix clicked her teeth. “The scent will attract bugs.”

    “Oh.” Melody didn’t like bugs. She certainly didn’t want to draw any into their tent. “Well, I guess I can skip it just for one night.”

    “Six nights,” Vix reminded her.

    “Right. Six nights.” Six too many, but Melody didn’t want to say so in front of Vix.

    Vix obviously enjoyed camp or she wouldn’t still be coming at her age.

    Melody was only here as some kind of punishment.

    Her parents didn’t think she was well-rounded enough, and it didn’t seem to matter that they had no legal right to boss her around. They said if she didn’t come to camp, they wouldn’t pay her allowance anymore—and that would mean she’d have to get a job! As if!

    Vix fell asleep pretty much right away.

    Melody didn’t.

    The woods were boring, and also kind of scary. She could hear all kinds of weird insect noises, but what if there were bears out there? What if she fell asleep and a bear ripped through their tent? By the time she woke up, he’d have ripped her to shreds!

    The later it got, the colder the night became.

    When they set up their tent, Vix told her the sleeping bag she’d brought would never do.

    Vix’s bag would keep a person warm to -30 degrees Celsius.

    Melody figured that was overkill. It would never get that cold during the summer.

    But it certainly felt that cold now.

    Melody shivered inside her sleeping bag.

    She couldn’t get warm.

    She just got colder and colder and colder, until she couldn’t stand the chill.

    “Vix?” she whispered. “Vix, I’m freezing. Can I get in with you?”

    No response.

    Melody reached over in the dark and shook Vix by the shoulder. “Can I get in your sleeping bag? I’m cold.”

    Vix made a noise, like a groan or a grunt.

    “Are you asleep?” Melody asked.

    She’d been turned away, but now she rolled onto her back.

    “Are you awake? Can I get in? I’m so c-c-cold!”

    Vix made another sleepy noise that sounded like a word, maybe “Okay”?

    Or maybe that was wishful thinking.

    Melody didn’t really care, at this point. Her toes were like popsicles. She needed to share Vix’s body heat, and also Vix’s super-warm sleeping bag.

    The air inside the tent felt frigid against Melody’s bare legs. She tucked them quickly into Vix’s bag, even though it didn’t look big enough for two people.

    When she tried to squirm inside, she soon discovered there was a tie at the top, to keep it tight around Vix’s neck. Melody released that tie and felt Vix’s body head escape like a sauna cloud. Felt nice against her cold, cold flesh.

    She’d hoped to sleep beside Vix, like spoons, but with Vix on her back it was clear Melody would have to lie directly on top of her.

    Great.

    “Mehhh,” Vix moaned as Melody wriggled down the bag.

    “Shhh,” Melody said. “It’s just me. I’m cold, that’s all.”

    Her nightie rode up as she slid down her tentmate’s warm body. How dreadfully embarrassing.

    Then she realized… goodness gracious, Vix slept in the nude!

    As she felt her way down Vix’s naked body, her thigh nudged something strange. It felt like a stick, but fleshy.

    Why would Vix have a fleshy stick in her…

    “Oh my!”

    When Melody reached down to touch it, Vix groaned.

    “I’m sorry!” Melody squealed, sure she’d get in trouble for touching another girl’s private parts.

    VERY private parts!

    If Melody was scared the other girls might notice her breasts were two different sizes, imagine how Vix must feel. Melody hadn’t asked around, but she doubted very much the others had something like this between their legs.

    “I’m sorry, Vix,” Melody repeated, but she didn’t stop stroking her tentmate’s hardness.

    She’d never touched one before.

    Never even seen one, actually.

    This was better—just finding it and touching it while Vix was still asleep. She kind of hoped Vix wouldn’t wake up. But she also kind of wished Vix would.

    Melody was too old to still be a virgin. She wanted to try sex, but not with a boy.

    This couldn’t be more perfect.

    Melody let her weight sink slowly onto Vix’s body. Her nightie had been pulled up so high that her breasts were fully exposed. They were so cold that her tentmate’s smaller ones felt hot.

    Sizzling.

    Melody could feel her own nipples pressing forcefully into the heat of Vix’s flesh. It was such a good feeling that she felt it not only in her breasts, but between her legs as well.

    She spread her thighs across her tentmate’s thighs, but it was too awkward to keep stroking like before. Instead, Melody let her pussy lips splay around Vix’s thick shaft. She almost wished she could see it, but she was also glad she couldn’t.

    It might be scary. It felt really big.

    Melody’s clitoris throbbed when it touched Vix’s erection. She’d never felt so swollen and engorged in all her life. In fact, she didn’t think about sex very often… but she was certainly thinking about it now, while Vix’s body pulsed in time with hers.

    There was something incredibly naughty about feeling their breasts pressed together. Having their private parts lined up should have felt naughtier, but maybe that just seemed more like the way “normal” people were supposed to have “normal” sex.

    Vix and Melody were far from normal, with Melody’s weird-sized breasts and Vix’s big thingy down there.

    They were different, and that made them the same.

    “Are you awake?” Melody asked.

    Vix didn’t respond. She was breathing pretty heavily. Definitely asleep.

    Was it wrong to get inside another girl’s sleeping bag and rub your naked body against her naked body without waking her up first?

    Probably.

    That was probably one of the wrongest things a person could do.

    But Melody was doing it.

    She stroked her clitoris slowly up and down Vix’s shaft and felt her juices dripping from her body to coat the other girl’s hardness. The wetter Melody got, the better it felt to rub against Vix.

    How could she sleep through this? It felt amazing to Melody. Maybe Vix was dreaming of sex stuff. Her shaft kept getting harder and harder, throbbing against Melody’s clitoris with every pass.

    As Melody pressed her breasts against Vix’s, she found she was too turned on to just rub on the outside. She wanted to feel Vix’s hardness rubbing her on the inside too.

    This was a big deal. But she wanted it. She couldn’t stay a virgin forever.

    What about Vix, though? It should be a big deal for her too, especially if she’d never done sex stuff before. What if she woke up in the middle and freaked? Melody would get kicked out of camp for sure.

    But maybe Vix wouldn’t be mad. It felt so good to rub together. Maybe Vix would just go with it.

    So Melody raised her body up from Vix’s just enough that her tentmate’s hard part met the entrance to her virgin vagina. She’d prepared for this moment. She’d prepared by shoving things up there at home. Not for pleasure. Just because she didn’t want it to hurt when she had her first time. How embarrassing would it be if she cried?

    With her fingers, Melody nudged Vix’s hardness toward her juicy wet opening. She hoped it would slide right in, but it wasn’t that easy. Melody’s vagina was still pretty tight. She had to work it in by lowering her body toward Vix’s.

    That hard part entered her like a missile ready to explode.

    It felt huge.

    Melody whimpered and bit her lip.

    Vix made noises too. Growling noises and groaning noises, grunting noises even. But Melody was pretty sure the girl was still asleep.

    Sweat beaded across her brow and down the small of her back. She wasn’t just getting warm—she was getting hot.

    Melody pushed down harder, gobbling up her tentmate’s hardness with her soft, wet vagina.

    This was her first time.

    They say you always remember your first time.

    Would she always remember this moment? In a sleeping bag with a girl she barely knew, who was still asleep even though they were having actual penis-in-vagina sex right now?

    “Why aren’t you awake?” Melody whispered, though she couldn’t decide whether she wanted Vix to wake up or not.

    This way, Melody had to do all the work. It would be kind of nice to have sex with someone who would flip her and take over, but maybe that would happen next time.

    This time, it was all her.

    She moved on top of Vix, stroking her clitoris against the girl’s soft belly. Her vagina swallowed that hot cock again and again.

    Cock!

    Well, that’s what it was. A penis. An actual penis was in her vagina! They were having sex for real, unless Melody was dreaming all this.

    What was Vix dreaming of, she wondered? What was going through the girl’s mind as Melody pressed her boobs against Vix’s boobs? As Melody greedily gobbled her cock?

    Some girls did it with their mouths. Melody had always thought that sounded gross, but she wasn’t so sure anymore. She could almost imagine herself going down on Vix.

    She could definitely imagine Vix going down on her.

    Straddling the girl, she thrust her hips, feeling like she was doing a pretty good job. Vix felt so huge inside her that the friction increased with every stroke.

    She never thought she’d lose her virginity at camp. Thank goodness she was assigned to the same tent as a girl who slept naked.

    A girl with a nice big cock.

    Little thrills ran through Melody’s body as she made love to her sleeping tentmate. It felt amazing to have another girl’s cock between her legs. She was so hot and wet and sticky down there the sleeping bag grew humid.

    She was sweating all over.

    A dizzy sensation came over her.

    Suddenly, her body started moving without her. She forced herself at Vix even harder, smashing her clitoris against the girl’s belly, grunting in time with her tentmate’s moans.

    She hoped no one else was awake. She hoped no one else could hear them moaning as she buried Vix’s cock inside herself harder and harder with every thrust.

    It wasn’t good enough to stroke off on the girl’s belly, so she slammed her boobs down on Vix’s boobs and planted her hand between their bodies. She touched herself roughly, so roughly her whole body tightened around her tentmate’s pole.

    “Yes, yes, yes!” Melody growled. She rubbed herself harder, faster. Her fingers were wet from her juices. “Yes, yes, yes!”

    Suddenly, she felt something she couldn’t describe. It was like colours exploding inside her eyes, and bombs going off in her belly… but in a good way.

    She had to stop stroking when her vagina locked around Vix’s hardness.

    For a while, she couldn’t move. Her body planted itself against her tentmate’s as they breathed roughly together.

    Finally, Melody had to get up. She was just too hot inside that sleeping bag.

    It wasn’t until she’d worked her way up the other girl’s body that she realized Vix must have climaxed too. She only knew because the part that used to be hard was now soft. When it slipped out of her vagina a lot of gooey stuff came with it, spilling across Vix’s belly.

    Melody scuttled out of the girl’s sleeping bag, careful not to wake her.

    Vix remained fast asleep. Would she realize what had happened the next morning, when her belly was wet with goo? Or would it have dried by then?

    The cool night air came as a relief to Melody’s overheated flesh. She was happy to get back inside her own bag. The insects and animal noises were no match for her tiredness, but before she fell asleep she found herself wondering what she would do if Vix asked her about all this. If Vix said, “Did you crawl into my sleeping bag and put my penis in your vagina?” how would Melody respond?

    Maybe she’d said, “I did, and I want to try it again. I want to try it with you on top. I want to try it side by side. I want to try it in a scissory way, and I want to try it on my hands and knees. And I want to take you in my mouth and I want to feel your mouth on me. And I want to try it all before this week of camp is up.”

    They had a lot to try in only six nights.


Dr. Futa Treats Her Patient

   Stella leaned back on the padded bench and set both feet in stirrups. “It’s been aching night and day, Doctor. Please… tell me what’s wrong!”

   Dr. Futa stood between Stella’s legs, snapping on latex gloves. “Where exactly is this ache?”

   “Down there,” Stella said quickly, hoping she wouldn’t have to explain any more than that.

   Wearing only a paper gown and no panties, Stella felt totally exposed. She’d never let anyone look between her legs.

   Not even a doctor.

   But if she was going to let anyone look down there, at least it was a pretty doctor. Dr. Futa had honey-brown skin and long black hair that shone like the jewels embedded in her gold necklace. Dr. Futa wasn’t very tall and definitely wasn’t thin. She had luscious curves and big breasts that were amply visible thanks to a low-cut neckline.

   Most of the other doctors in this facility wore scrubs. The nurses all did. But Dr. Futa had on a slinky black dress dotted with a subtle tan pattern. If it wasn’t for the white lab coat and the stethoscope around her neck you’d never know she was a doctor at all.

   “According to your notes,” the doctor said, “You’ve never been in for a pelvic exam.”

   “I’m sorry,” Stella said.

   Dr. Futa’s smile warmed her heart. “No need to feel sorry, my dear. I only wonder why. By your age, most young women have come to see me at least once.”

   “I didn’t think it was necessary.”

   “Why not?”

   Stella stared at the ceiling, feeling her cheeks go red. “Because I’ve never had sex.”

   “Ahhh. So you’ve only come in today because of… the ache?”

   Tears pricked Stella’s eyes as she nodded. “It won’t go away. It never goes away. I’m in college now, Dr. Futa. I go to lectures and the ache is there. I go to the library and the ache comes with me. I come home to my dorm room and the ache is inside me. What can I do?”

   With the toe of her shoe, Dr. Futa wheeled over a stool and sat between Stella’s parted legs. “Your labia appear quite glossy and engorged. I’m going to touch them with my finger. Tell me if you feel any pain.”

   When Dr. Futa gently touched Stella’s lower lips, the sensation was too much to bear. It was the same feeling she got when she pressed her thighs together too hard or when she yanked on her panties with too much zeal. Electrical pulses shot through her, making her cry out.

   “Oh Doctor,” she said. “What can I do?”

   “You feel pain when I press here?” the doctor asked, touching her again.

   Who says lightning doesn’t strike twice? It did for Stella, sending those same bursts of electricity through her veins. She bit her bottom lip so she wouldn’t scream.

   “Describe it,” Dr. Futa said. “Describe your pain.”

   She did it again, and Stella said, “Feels like someone poked me with a cattle prod!”

   “And this?” the doctor asked, pressing one finger at the apex of Stella’s aching lips.

   If the other had felt like being poked with a cattle prod, this was like being hooked up to a car battery. Or sitting on an electric fence! Stella had never felt anything so powerful. She gripped the padded bench and pressed her stocking feet into the stirrups.

   Dr. Futa rose from her stool to ask, “Stella, my dear, I must ask you a personal question.”

   “Okay.” Stella stared at the ceiling.

   “You are not sexually active?”

   “No! I’m not married yet.”

   “You are a virgin?”

   “Yes, of course!”

   “And tell me honestly, Stella: do you ever touch yourself?”

   Stella felt the colour drain from her cheeks. “You mean… down there?”

   “Yes, my dear. Self-love. Self-pleasure. Masturbation.”

   That word embarrassed Stella so badly she almost choked. “I would never do a thing like that. It’s sinful and wrong.”

   She could feel the doctor staring at her, but Stella didn’t look back. Not even when Dr. Futa said, “I believe I know the cause of your ache.”

   “That’s a relief. What’s wrong with me, Doctor?”

   Stella made the mistake of glancing into Dr. Futa’s eyes in time for her to say, “You are an extremely sexually frustrated young woman.”

   “No! Sex is bad! It’s wrong!” Tears spilled from Stella’s eyes, racing to her temples and disappearing into her hair. “Please, Doctor. There must be another explanation.”

   “I’m afraid not, young Stella. If you don’t want to live with your ache, there is a very simple solution.”

   When Stella adjusted her position on the padded bench, the paper sheet crackled beneath her. “You don’t mean…”

   “It’s something you can do on your own, with no cost to you.”

   “No. I can’t. I’ll take a pill instead. What can you prescribe, Doctor?”

   “I can only prescribe self-love, my dear. It’s very simple.”

   Stella’s little heart tremored. “But I can’t, Dr. Futa. It’s wrong. It’s bad.”

   “To touch yourself is wrong and bad?”

   “Yes!”

   Dr. Futa could obviously see that she wouldn’t get anywhere with this approach. Stella was set in her convictions. So she said, “What if your ache is resolved by another’s hand?”

   Stella felt a familiar throbbing sensation between her legs. “But whose?”

   “Do you have a special friend?” the doctor asked.

   “Certainly not. I’m concentrating on my studies.”

   “I see.”

   Taking a deep breath, Stella asked, “Can you do it, Doctor?”

   Dr. Futa’s eyes widened. “It would be most unusual.”

   “But you’re a medical professional,” Stella reasoned. “So if you do it, it’s a medical procedure just like surgery or anything else. Then it won’t be wrong and I won’t have to feel bad about it.”

   The doctor seemed reluctant to resolve her problem this way, and asked, “Are you certain this is what you wish?”

   Stella nodded. “I can’t go on like this, doctor. My body aches every second of the day. I need you to help me. Please?”

   The doctor gazed down at her hands in skin-tight latex gloves. She sighed. “If you’re sure this is what you want.”

   “I can’t live with the ache, Doctor. I can’t concentrate in class. I can’t even read a book. The words blur before my eyes. Please, you have to help me!”

   Dr. Futa nodded solemnly. “Very well, Stella. I will do my utmost to resolve your ache.”

   Stella closed her eyes, preparing herself for the procedure. She could feel the doctor’s warm hand against the inside of one of her thighs. Even that slight sensation made her heart storm.

   “I’m afraid I’ll have to ask a nurse to prepare the site,” Dr. Futa said. Kicking the stool away, she stepped back, took off one of her gloves and dialled the phone on her desk.

   Moments later, a pretty young nurse with dark skin and sparkling eyes entered the room, wheeling a stainless steel tray. On it was a metal bowl full of soapy water, shaving cream, a regular razor like you’d get in a drug store, and also an electric razor like they use for buzz cuts.

   “What’s going on?” Stella asked.

   Her heart pounded as the friendly young nurse plugged the electric razor into the wall. “We just need to prepare the site so the doctor can carry out her procedure.”

   Dr. Futa smiled kindly.

   As soon as the nurse turned on the electric razor, Stella jumped. She dug her nails into the sides of the padded bench, because she suspected that as soon as that buzzing contraption touched her skin she’d lose it.

   Thank goodness the razor made so much noise. It drowned out the sounds of her pleasured cries as the nurse slid it between her legs.

   The nurse started with her inner thighs, and the doctor kicked a wastepaper bin underneath to catch the falling hair. Stella couldn’t see what was happening down there because her gown was in the way, but she could feel that razor buzzing all around her most sensitive spot. It came so close to her ache that she cried out repeatedly. The void kept clenching, like it was trying to lock down on something that wasn’t there. Again and again it clamped and released, and Stella had to bite down on her forearm to keep from screaming.

   When the nurse had finished with the electric razor, she picked up the regular one and swished it around in the water. She left it there on the tray while she picked up the shaving cream canister. She squirted some onto her hand and the smell wafted up to Stella’s nose.

   It smelled like lemons.

   The nurse rubbed the shaving cream between Stella’s legs while Dr. Futa watched. She seemed to be avoiding the slick and aching parts of Stella’s body in favour of the surrounding areas. That was a bit of a tease, and it even made Stella squirm to try to get the nurse’s fingers to “accidentally” brush her pink, engorged flesh.

   While the doctor looked on, the nurse shaved between Stella’s legs in quick, precise strokes. The whole procedure made Stella very nervous. She didn’t budge for fear of being cut.

   Luckily, that part was over soon enough. The nurse pressed a warm cloth between Stella’s legs, and the heat made her moan.

   “Too hot?” the nurse asked.

   Stella whimpered. “It’s fine. Keep going.”

   As the nurse washed away errant bits of hair, Stella whined like a puppy. She kept thinking naughty thoughts and wanting to say naughty things. But she didn’t allow herself to say anything at all. It would be too wrong.

   Dr. Futa thanked the young nurse, who smiled at Stella and left, closing the door behind her.

   The doctor pressed the lock on the handle, and then put on a fresh glove. “We’re ready to begin.”

   “Good,” Stella said. “I feel like I’m going to explode. The ache is worse than it’s ever been.”

   “We’ll have it resolved soon enough,” the doctor said, stepping between Stella’s legs and pressing her palm against Stella’s smoothly shaved mound.

   “Oh my sweet lord,” Stella said. “Oh, I’m sorry for taking the lord’s name in vain. It won’t happen again.”

   “Say whatever you wish,” the doctor told her. “I won’t hold it against you.”

   Dr. Futa cupped her hand around Stella’s mound and mashed the outer lips around the inner ones, squeezing.

   “Oh, Doctor!” Stella whimpered. “Oh, I can’t tell you how amazing that feels.”

   “Good,” the doctor replied as she released her grip. “Nothing wrong with your reflexes.”

   Stella swallowed hard. “Was that the procedure? I don’t think it worked.”

   “Oh, my dear girl,” the doctor said. “We haven’t even started.”

   Dr. Futa traced her gloved fingers up from the base of Stella’s slick slit, up toward the throbbing bud at the top. When she reached that dangerous spot, she started to rub it in slow circles.

   “Oh, Doctor! Oh, the ache is getting worse!”

   “It has to get worse before it gets better,” the doctor said.

   “When will I be cured?” Stella asked as she squirmed on the paper.

   “You’ll know,” the doctor assured her. “You’ll feel your body releasing the ache and it will be like nothing you’ve ever experienced.”

   In a way, Stella hoped that wouldn’t happen soon. She hated to admit it, even to herself, but she was enjoying the doctor’s delicate touch. She liked the way Dr. Futa circled her fingers around and around that aching, slippery flesh. Oh, it felt so good Stella wanted to scream.

   But she didn’t. She held it in.

   And the ache increased.

   It grew at the apex of her slit. Grew so big and fat and swollen Dr. Futa said, “Oh my!”

   “What?” Stella asked when the doctor stopped touching her. “What’s wrong?”

   “You have a very rare condition,” the doctor told her.

   “What?”

   Her swollen bud felt huge, and when the doctor folded down her gown, she realized… her bud HAD grown huge! She was no longer looking down at a flat mound of flesh. She now had a growth extending between her legs. And though she’d never seen one before, she knew instinctually that she’d somehow grown a cock.

   Stella screamed.

   “Hush!” the doctor said. “This happens, in some women.”

   “No it doesn’t!” Stella hollered, staring at the huge erection jutting out in front of her. “I’ve never heard of other girls spontaneously sprouting a…” Her cheeks grew hot and prickly as she whispered, “Penis.”

   “I assure you, my dear, this happens to some women when they neglect their self-care for too long.”

   “You’re lying,” Stella said. “Make it go away. Just make it go!”

   “I will,” the doctor said, wrapping her hand around Stella’s throbbing shaft. “I will resolve your ache in no time at all.”

   The doctor shuttled her fist up and down Stella’s swollen dick. Slowly, at first.

   Stella said, “Make it go away!”

   So the doctor picked up pace, stroking Stella’s cock hot and fast. The latex gloves stuck to her hot skin, so the doctor reached for lubricant and squirted some on Stella’s dickhead.

   “Cold!” Stella shrieked.

   “I’m sorry,” the doctor said, and when she traced that slippery stuff down Stella’s shaft, all was forgiven. Her hand slid so swiftly up and down that throbbing dick that Stella couldn’t prevent her hips from thrusting, thrusting, like she was making love to the doctor’s hot hand.

   The ache increased. It became a wondrous, swirling motion, like a vortex in Stella’s belly.

   Now Stella understood what the doctor meant. The ache had to get worse, and it did. It hurt so bad Stella’s mind swirled. But it wasn’t a bad hurt, like if you stubbed your toe or cut your finger. It was a good hurt like… well, she couldn’t think of anything else that felt this way. She just kept thrusting into the doctor’s hand, watching her inexplicable dick ride Dr. Futa’s fist. It looked so hot, and she felt so guilty for thinking so.

   This was supposed to be a medical procedure, not a sexual experience. Just relieving and ache.

   “Release,” the doctor said, stroking harder and faster. “Release your ache, my dear.”

   “I’m trying!” Stella cried. “I don’t know how!”

   “Don’t think. You mustn’t think. Just let it happen, my dear.”

   Stella drove her feet into the stirrups, thrust her hips in the air, and surrendered to the pleasure the doctor had granted her.

   “That’s right,” Dr. Futa said. “Almost there. Almost…”

   Stella growled and grunted and released her ache into the world.

   It emerged from her body as a white rope, which flew into the air before cascading back down to land on her belly.

   Another spurt emerged from the head of her dick, and another and another. These ones didn’t fly so high. They shot up and fell back down and settled on her skin as she set her bum back down on the bench.

   The doctor backed away while Stella’s magical dick grew smaller and smaller, until it was no bigger than it had ever been: just a bud at the apex of her slit.

   The procedure weakened her to the point where she couldn’t keep her eyes open. She apologized to the doctor and said she must sleep.

   Her eyes closed and darkness descended.

   When she awoke, she found herself in a room she didn’t recognize.

   Dr. Futa was there at her side.

   “Where am I?” Stella asked.

   “This is our recovery room for day surgery patients.”

   “Did I have surgery?” Stella asked, feeling suddenly alarmed.

   The doctor chuckled. “No, dear. But you were very sleepy and I didn’t have the heart to wake you.”

   Stella looked around. There were other beds in the room, but no other patients. She was alone with the doctor in this dimly lit place. “What time is it?”

   “After six,” the doctor said. “Everyone else has gone home for the day.”

   Stella’s heart swelled. “But you stayed?”

   “Of course. I’m your doctor. It’s my duty to take care of you.”

   Everything that had happened that day returned to Stella’s mind, and she felt a host of emotions, from embarrassment to relief.

   The ache returned, but it was only an echo inside her body.

   “I’m concerned about you, my dear. What will you do the next time your ache reaches a tipping point? Will you take matters into your own hands?”

   “Do I have to?” Stella asked. “Can’t I just come back to you and you can take care of me?”

   Dr. Futa’s beautiful face grew fretful. “I know it shouldn’t, but it has an effect on me. I’m a medical professional. I should be able to handle it. But…”

   “But what?” Stella asked. “You can tell me, Doctor. I’ll help you if I can, after you’ve helped me so much.”

   The doctor stood up, and that’s when Stella realized her lab coat was buttoned all the way up. It hadn’t been before. Dr. Futa undid the top few buttons, and Stella was shocked to see bare breasts underneath.

   “Dr. Futa, what happened to your dress?”

   “I want to show you the effect you’ve had on me, my dear.” She kept unbuttoning the coat until it hung open, revealing the very condition Stella had developed earlier that day. “After I treated you, this began to grow. It grew all afternoon until it was full and fat as you see it now.”

   Stella swallowed hard. Before today, she’d have been shocked. But not after it happened to her.

   If it could happen to Stella, it could happen to anyone.

   “I want to help you,” Stella said. “Just like you helped me.”

   “This is so unprofessional…”

   The ache tingled between Stella’s thighs, and she felt a slick stream of wetness down there. “It’s okay, Dr. Futa. You helped me so much.”

   It’s like a switch had been flipped inside Stella. Now that she’d experienced sexual release, it’s all she wanted. And not just for herself! For the doctor, too.

   She was lucky to have such a beautiful doctor, with big bouncy breasts and that yummy cock between her legs.

   “I just had a thought,” Stella said. “What if I never get married? I might go my whole life without having sex. I don’t want to die a virgin.”

   “You’ve got plenty of years ahead of you, my dear.”

   “I could get hit by a bus when I walk out of here, doctor. And then I’d never have experienced the joy of sex. You were the first one to touch me. I want you to be the first one inside me, too. Will you deflower me, Doctor?”

   Dr. Futa’s eyes widened. Her cock jumped.

   Stella pushed down the heavy white sheet that had been put over her. She untied her paper gown and threw it on the ground. “Look at me. I’m naked, Dr. Futa. I’ve never been naked in front of anyone before. Only you.”

   The doctor’s cock hardened like a steel rod. It was all big and veiny, just like Stella’s had been.

   Stella pulled her feet up onto the low hospital bed she’d been moved to. She dug her heels into the thin mattress on either side of her bare bottom, exposing her juicy centre to the doctor. “I never thought I’d be like this. I was always such a good girl, and it almost drove me insane. If you hadn’t resolved my ache, just imagine what would have happened to me. I’d have gone crazy!”

   “I don’t know about that,” the doctor said.

   “Doesn’t matter now.” Stella parted her pussy lips with her fingers. “Look how slick I am, Doctor. No need for that slip-slidey stuff you used in the office. You can just stick it in me right now. I’m ready.”

   “But you were so adamant,” the doctor said. “You said you wanted to wait until marriage.”

   “That was then,” Stella said. “Now that I know how good it feels to be touched, I want to find out what it’s like to get fucked.”

   She’d never said that word in her entire life.

   “Fuck me, Dr. Futa.”

   “Oh, Stella. I shouldn’t…”

   “That’s what I thought before you relieved my ache. Now I know better.” Stella stuck one finger inside her very tight pussy and drew some slick stuff up to her clit.

   Once she started rubbing there, she teetered on the verge of orgasm almost right away.

   “Put that dick in me, doctor. Make me come.”

   The doctor’s cock had a mind of its own. It stuck straight out, like it was pulling Dr. Futa toward Stella’s ready cunt.

   Dr. Futa stepped closer, wearing nothing but that unbuttoned lab coat and her bejewelled golden necklace. Even in the dim light, her black hair shone.

   “I can’t help myself,” the doctor said. “I’m sorry.”

   “Don’t be sorry,” Stella said. “Just stick that dick in me and drive it hard.”

   Stella thought she was ready to lose her virginity. And, mentally, she was. But physically?

   When the doctor traced that glistening cockhead up and down Stella’s slit, her whole body trembled. “Oh yes. Put it in. Fuck me with your big cock, Dr. Futa.”

   “Oh, my poor dear girl,” the doctor said as she drove her dick into Stella’s virgin hole.

   Stella couldn’t have anticipated the pain if she’d tried.

   It wasn’t the same hurt as when the doctor relieved her ache. That had been a happy sort of pain.

   This was not happy pain.

   This was screaming pain.

   It was pain that shot through her like a hot knife.

   She felt it everywhere.

   She thought she was going to die.

   “Oh God,” Dr. Futa moaned, opening her lab coat so her large breasts pressed against Stella’s much smaller ones. “Oh thank you, my dear. Your pussy is so warm, so wonderfully wet.”

   Stella planted her face in the crook of the doctor’s neck so the woman wouldn’t see how much pain she was in.

   Dr. Futa hugged her harder, driving those hot tits against her much cooler ones. And that felt good. In fact, if it wasn’t for that swirly arousing sensation, Stella might have pulled away then and there.

   But she wanted more. She hugged the doctor back, pushing her tiny tits against those bouncy big ones.

   “This is most unprofessional,” the doctor said. “But, please my dear, may I kiss you?”

   “Yes!” Stella said, surrendering to the doctor’s embrace.

   It was her first kiss. Ever.

   And it couldn’t have been better.

   When the doctor’s tongue first entered her mouth, that did feel a little strange. But she let it happen, and it started to feel good. The good feeling travelled through her entire body, swirling between her legs until her tight cunt welcomed the doctor’s hot dick.

   As the doctor traced her hands around Stella’s naked skin, Stella wrapped both legs around the doctor’s waist. She wasn’t sure why she’d done it, but it made things much easier. Suddenly the doctor could thrust in her pussy with no trouble at all.

   They moved together as they kissed. Stella bucked her hips while the doctor thrust inside her.

   Where had the hurt gone?

   She’d felt so much pain not long ago, and suddenly she couldn’t find it. Not even the slightest twinge of that sharp stab remained when the doctor climbed into bed with her, straddling her small body while they continued to kiss.

   This was sex.

   This was the kind of sex Stella had heard about, except it was usually a man on top. Stella was actually glad her first time getting fucked wasn’t with a man. She couldn’t even picture that. It would be too weird.

   But with her trusted doctor, she didn’t even mind the pain she’d experienced, because that pain had led to this pleasure.

   The doctor moved inside her. They were both so wet down there that their parts made sticky squelching noises. If she hadn’t been so aroused, she’d have found them funny.

   She loved the way the doctor’s big breasts weighed down on hers. They were so smooshy and fleshy and warm and wonderful that Stella drove her tiny tits up for more pressure. All the while, Dr. Futa thrust that hard cock between her legs, mixing her insides like a dessert spoon in a thick milkshake.

   It felt so good Stella moaned in the doctor’s mouth.

   She could feel release coming, but it was different this time. When she’d been the one with the cock, release felt sharp and centralized in just one part of her body. Now that her doctor had the dick and it was deep in her pussy, release felt as big as a swimming pool. It was hot and wet and swirling and delicious.

   Dr. Futa drove faster, then slower, in jerky smashing strikes. When Stella cried out, the doctor stopped all together, clinging to her body, shrieking, then panting. Stella wondered if that’s what she’d sounded like when she had her cock release.

   She thought about those ropes of arousal filling her void.

   Streaks of cum. Jets of sticky white stuff. Filling her body. She trembled under the doctor’s warm weight.

   When the doctor fell asleep on top of her, she felt that once-swollen dick retract from her pussy and disappear altogether. It was an odd sensation.

   She couldn’t move, but she didn’t want to. When she’d woken up after her first ever release, Dr. Futa had been there by her side. When the doctor woke up, she wanted to be there too.

   Stella had a feeling the ache would never go away completely. Maybe they should set a standing appointment to work it out together, passing their mysterious cock back and forth, using it on each other every week.

   Maybe more often than that…


Pregnant by her Futa Friend

     When my phone rang at 12:34, I knew it was Becca. She had a lot of crises, and always in the middle of the night.

    I hadn’t even said hello when she wailed, “He broke up with me, Corrine! He broke my heart! Why???”

    Not this again.

    Rolling out of bed, I said, “Hold tight. I’ll be right over.”

    The short drive to Becca’s house gave me a moment to think about what I should say.

    I knew what I wanted to say: he broke up with you because you’ve only gone out four times and already you’re talking about babies!

    Becca didn’t understand how desperate she came off. Her biological clock was ticking so loudly it alerted everyone in the vicinity. I’m surprised Frank made it to four dates with her.

    Most guys didn’t.

    It’s a shame, because Becca was a beautiful girl. She looked younger than her 37 years—tall, thin, gorgeous. Blonde hair and good skin. I think that’s why she never had many close friends. Other women were intimidated by her good looks.

    Anyone self-assured enough to stick around eventually got driven off by her neediness, though. It wasn’t only men’s attention she demanded.

    When I got to Becca’s little house, she was standing in the doorway, backlit by interior lights. I couldn’t see her face clearly until I’d walked up the front steps.

    “Oh, Becca!” I said, wiping her cheeks with both thumbs. “You need to start buying waterproof mascara.”

    The girl was a mess.

    She hadn’t taken off her date dress, which was shiny red and tightly fitted. Sometimes I wondered how she pulled off a strapless dress. It’s not like she had the boobs to hold it up. That was the only area where I had her beat, though I never showed off my assets.

    Becca’s dress was very short. She liked to show off her legs, and I could understand why. They were long and pale and looked perfect when she’d fitted her feet into high heels. She’d kicked those off, but her bare feet were quite attractive, too, with the nails painted the same scarlet red as her dress.

    “Come on,” I said, leading her to the couch. “Tell me all about it.”

    She clung to me like a koala. Despite being taller than me, she managed to bend down low enough to rest her head on my breast. Good thing the top I threw on was old, because her makeup would stain it for sure.

    “He said… he said… he said I was too much woman for him!!!”

    “Too much?” I asked as her tears soaked through my bra. I’d been called too much woman as well, but I doubt for the same reason.

    “I want too much, he said. More than he’s got to give!”

    Big surprise.

    “But I don’t!” Becca said. “I don’t want too much. I only want a baby, Corrine. That’s all. I don’t even need the guy. Once he’s made his deposit, I can raise my child alone. I don’t need him at all.”

    “You didn’t say that to Frank, did you?” I asked, knowing perfectly well what the answer would be.

    Becca sniffled as she raised her head from my breast. Sure enough, she’d left traces of makeup all over me, but she was too self-involved to notice.

    “Think I shouldn’t have?” she asked.

    “Oh, Becca!” I hugged her warmly, but she stiffened in my grip.

    “We shouldn’t,” she said.

    “Shouldn’t what?”

    She batted her lashes, which were glued together with wet mascara and tears. “You know.”

    “No…”

    “We shouldn’t… you know…” She glanced down at my crotch and raised a brow.

    I smacked her bare thigh. “Becca! Gross!”

    “What?”

    “Did you think I was coming on to you?” I cried, shooting up from the couch.

    “Well,” she said. “I know you like girls, and I know you’ve got… that…”

    She reached for my crotch like a zombie grasping at brains. I smacked her hand away and said, “No touching!”

    “Why not?” she whined. “Don’t you think I’m pretty?”

    The sad thing was, even with a face full of smudged makeup and eyes full of tears, Becca was one of the prettiest women I’d ever known.

    “Of course you’re pretty,” I told her. “That doesn’t mean I’m going to sleep with you. We’re friends, Bec. Nothing more.”

    “But we could be more.” She scooched closer and grabbed my hand. “There’s no reason not to be.”

    “Have you ever slept with a friend, Becca? There are plenty of reasons not to.”

    She whimpered like a puppy.

    “That’s not gonna work on me, Bec.”

    She stuck out her bottom lip and made a pouty face.

    “Is this what you tried on Frank? Because I’m beginning to see why he dumped you.”

    Oops.

    Becca wailed for real, throwing her head back and opening her mouth wide like a Peanuts character.

    “Sorry, sorry, sorry, sorry!” I threw my arms around her as she cried. “Oh Bec, I shouldn’t have said that.”

    “He dumped me because I’m awful!” she sobbed.

    “Some relationships just don’t work out. It’s not your fault.”

    That was total BS, but what are friends for?

    “It is my fault,” she said, rising from the couch and dragging me along with her. “It’s all my fault.”

    “You’re a little intense on the baby thing, that’s all.”

    When she got to the bathroom, she pulled me inside and turned on the shower.

    “Good idea. You get freshened up. I’ll wait outside.”

    She stepped into the shower without even taking off her dress. I was lucky to detach my arms from around her waist beforehand.

    “What are you doing, Bec? Your dress! You’re ruining it!”

    “Who cares?” she moaned. “I’ll never need it again. I’m never going on another date for as long as I live.”

    “Maybe a break from dating wouldn’t be the worst idea in the world.”

    The shower struck her mid-chest. She scooped water into her hands to splash her face. Her hair was done up in curls. She managed not to get it wet while she scrubbed her face with both hands.

    “I’m just gonna wait outside, okay Bec?”

    “No!” she cried, like a toddler. “Stay with me! Stay!”

    I grabbed a towel off the rack. “I’ll turn around so you can take off your dress, okay?”

    “What’s the point? It’s already ruined.”

    “Okay, well… whatever you want.”

    I heard her zipper go down, then heard the dress fall in a heavy wet heap.

    “You’ll feel so much better when you’re squeaky clean,” I told her.

    When she didn’t answer, I worried she might have a razor in there. That’s the only reason I turned around.

    “Ah-ha!” she said. “So you DO want to see me naked!”

    “Becca…” I didn’t want to admit it was a suicide-watch sort of thing. Anyway, she was only holding a bar of soap, not a razor. “Just don’t be too long, okay? My hair’s getting frizzy with all this steam.”

    “I love your hair.”

    My hair was nothing special, just a bronzy mess that I kept pretty short. Becca was the one with the nice hair. She always said it was too thin, too fine, but I thought it was great.

    When she turned off the water, I held out a bath towel so she could step right in.

    I didn’t mean to look at her naked body, but how could I not? It was right there in front of me.

    She held my gaze as I wrapped the towel around her nudity. I could still see it, like I suddenly had X-ray vision. I could see right through her towel. See her small, pale breasts with their little peach nipples. See her dainty curls of blonde pubic hair.

    God, she was beautiful.

    I stepped quickly out of the bathroom and Becca said, “Where are you going, Corrine?”

    “It’s late. I should get home.”

    “Don’t go!” she cried, following me out and grabbing me by the wrist. “I’m not done with you yet.”

    “I know you’ve been through a lot,” I told her. “But I work in the morning.”

    “Please,” she begged. “You’re the only friend I’ve got. Everyone else thinks I’m annoying.”

    I thought she was annoying too, but I was still her friend.

    “Ten minutes,” I sighed. “Why don’t you put your pyjamas on and get into bed and we’ll talk for a bit?”

    Hopefully she’d fall asleep the second her head hit the pillow.

    I tried to stay outside her bedroom while she changed, but she pulled me in for that too. I turned to face the door and I didn’t spin around until she said, “Okay. You can look now.”

    She hadn’t put on a pair of pyjamas.

    She’d put on a negligee instead: white lace with pretty pink ribbons. I could see her peachy nipples through the stretchy lace. She obviously wanted me looking, because she just stood there modeling her lingerie.

    I didn’t know what to say.

    Becca leaned back on her bed and opened her legs, giving me an unobstructed view of her pussy. The colour matched the pretty pinkness of those ribbons on her negligee.

    Two soft rose petals parted to reveal a glossy interior.

    She wanted me to look.

    “Tell me the truth,” she said. “You think I’ll make a good mother, right?”

    “Sure,” I said. “Of course, Becca. You’ve got so much love to give.”

    Flipping onto her front, she crawled to the edge of the bed on all fours. “Please, Corrine. You’re my last chance.”

    I forced a laugh. “Last chance? Bec, Frank’s not the only fish in the sea. You’ll meet someone else.”

    “Not before my ovaries shrivel up and die!”

    “Becca, no!”

    She was looking at me like a tiger about to pounce. She knew what she wanted, and she wouldn’t take no for an answer.

    “Please,” she said, but her voice didn’t sound kind or sweet. “Please, Corrine.”

    “No, Becca.” I had to be firm with her. “I’m sorry. I’m leaving.”

    “You can’t!” She jumped off the bed and cut me off at the door.

    “Becca, I’m not going to father your child.”

    “Why not?” she asked, getting this crazed look in her eye. “You don’t need to be involved. I just need your swimmers, Corrine. You’re the only one that can help me.”

    As she said all this, she wrapped her hands around my wrists and held them tight.

    So tight it hurt.

    She forced me against the bed, pressing her nearly naked body against mine.

    When I felt her breasts on mine, the sensation shocked me. Her body looked so soft, but her breasts felt hard. Not like mine. My big tits were cushiony and comforting. Her nipples poked me like needles, stabbing my chest while she pushed me down on the bed.

    “You like girls,” she said. “I’m a girl.”

    “Yeah, but we’re friends,” I told her. “Just friends.”

    She obviously didn’t care. I could say anything and it wouldn’t change her mind. She knew what she wanted and she wouldn’t quit until she got it.

    When my back was flat on her bed she straddled my hips and rode her hands up my belly. “I’ve never done this before, you know. It would be my first time.”

    “With a woman, you mean?”

    Becca nodded greedily. “Don’t you want to be my first?”

    When her hands met my breasts, I couldn’t say no. She squeezed my tits and that pleasure resounded in my crotch. I was already aching down there from seeing Becca naked, but now I knew nothing could ease the pain except the hot hug of my best friend’s naked pussy.

    “This is stupid,” I said as she pushed up my clingy top. “We can’t. We’re friends.”

    “It’s okay, it’s okay.” She pushed my top up to my neck, revealing my sturdy cream-coloured bra. “Just get me pregnant tonight and we’ll go back to being friends tomorrow.”

    When she tugged on the cups, releasing my big breasts and dark nipples, I thought I might faint. The cool night air felt so good on my skin. Becca’s warm gaze on my tits felt even better.

    “We can’t do this,” I whispered.

    She bent down until her mouth hovered just above my breast.

    She looked up at me as she extended her tongue, and my whole body went weak.

    I knew I should fight her off, but I couldn’t.

    The way her curls framed her face, she seemed so innocent, like an angel. But her eyes blazed like she’d been sent to me straight from the devil.

    “Don’t,” I pleaded. “Once you start, I won’t be able to—”

    Becca licked my nipple, sending a shudder straight to my core. For a girl who’d never done this before, she knew exactly what she was doing.

    When she wrapped her mouth around my nipple, I couldn’t help moaning. Nothing had ever felt so good. Her sweet lips suckled my tit, pulling gently, warming my cool skin.

    “Please,” I begged. “Please don’t do this, Becca.”

    But she knew what her mouth was doing to my mind. I was possessed by her beauty and ability. The more she suckled, the more my resolve wore down. I tried to wriggle away, but my body wouldn’t move.

    I lay beneath her, letting my best friend suck my breasts.

    She wasn’t doing any of this for my benefit.

    She wanted me to put a baby in her.

    And, goddess help me, that’s what I would do.

    I pulled off my top while she ripped down my jeans. She left my underwear to me, like she was afraid what she’d find even though she knew what to expect.

    Her expression changed once I’d taken off my panties. She stood with her back against the wall, just staring at it.

    I could have left, if I really wanted to. I could have picked up my clothes and dressed in the hall and slipped out to my car and forgotten all about this night.

    “Can I touch it?” she asked.

    It jerked in her direction, like it understood her words.

    She laughed. “Is that a yes?”

    My breath shook in my lungs. I knew she was using me, but I didn’t care.

    She took a step closer, extending her fingers, then drawing them back.

    This time I was the one to laugh. “You’re scared.”

    “No I’m not!”

    To prove her point, she wrapped her hand around my shaft.

    A little too hard.

    “Sheesh, Becca! Start slow!”

    “Sorry.” She eased up and rubbed me with just her fingertips, sending tingles all the way to my toes.

    “Oh my god, how are you so good at this?”

    She giggled. “I don’t know. I always liked touching them. And sucking them.”

    My erection throbbed in her hand.

    “Guess you like that too,” she said.

    I nodded. I couldn’t deny it.

    She bent at the hips and locked on my eyes while she wrapped her lips around my tip.

    If I thought it felt good when she sucked my nipples, this felt… I don’t know! I don’t even have a word for how incredible it felt when she went down on me, burying my shaft in her warm, wet mouth.

    She stroked my base with her fist while she suckled the upper three quarters of my hardness. She burbled with pleasure, and I knew she wasn’t faking. I knew her too well. If she just wanted to get knocked up, she’d have sat in my lap without any of this other stuff. She’d have made me come as fast as humanly possible, just to extract my seed.

    But she wanted more than that. She wanted to make this a night we’d never forget.

    Her mouth was amazing.

    I loved how enthusiastic she was about giving me a blow job. She moaned around my girth as she sucked, and it made me feel so sexy I giggled.

    She reached for my hands and placed them on my tits, so I guess she wanted to watch me play with them. I squeezed them together and pinched my tight nipples and twisted them around to bring more urgent pleasure to my crotch.

    “Oh Becca,” I cried. “Oh God, you almost made me come!”

    My hardness popped out from between her lips. “Uh-oh! Better get down to business!”

    She jumped on the bed and set one knee on either side of my hips. When she inched her body down, I could see my straining erection through the white lace of her negligee.

    I watched my body disappear into that cluster of sweet blonde hair.

    Not that I needed to watch. I felt every moment of pleasure as my tip met her slick centre and popped through the tightness of her opening.

    I couldn’t get over how wet she was. Blowing me must have really turned her on. Or maybe it was sucking my tits that got her so aroused.

    Either way, by the time she swallowed my shaft, her pussy felt full and throbbing and ready to go. I bet her parts were pulsing as hard as mine, maybe even aching for release.

    I hoped I could hold out long enough to make her come.

    Her thighs were thin, pale, like marble. I couldn’t resist sliding my hand up her leg, then brushing my fingers across her bare belly. I’d never touched her like this.

    Her skin reacted to mine. She gasped with every pass.

    She reached for my breasts and used them to steady herself while she rode me. I always imagined she was the kind of girl who would just lie there and let her partner do all the work.

    But look at her now! Straddling me, bouncing on my mass, squeezing my tits together hard enough to make me scream.

    “Are you coming?” she asked, her voice high up in her register.

    “Soon, if you don’t stop playing with my boobs.”

    She didn’t stop.

    In fact, she played with them more.

    So I brushed my fingers toward her cloud of pubic hair, finding her sweet clit with my thumb.

    “Oh God!” she cried, clamping her pussy muscles around my shaft. “Oh my good God, Corrine!”

    I sent the ball back to her court and asked, “Are you coming?”

    Her pussy fluttered around my erection.

    I’d felt versions of this, but never so pronounced. Her body trembled around mine, tight, hot, wet.

    She slammed her body down on mine and I rubbed her clit faster with my thumb. She panted like a dog, which was actually really cute, but it wasn’t until she pinched my tits and twisted that I exploded with pleasure.

    She picked herself up and dropped herself down on me over and over again, and the friction did me in.

    “I’m coming!” I cried, since she was so interested. “Oh my god, Becca, don’t stop!”

    She twisted my tits harder. It hurt, but in a good way.

    So I pinched her clit between my thumb and the side of my index finger, and I yanked that all around.

    Becca’s eyes bulged. “What are you doing?”

    “I don’t know!”

    “Well, keep doing it!”

    I’d never pinched a girl’s clit before. I don’t know where the idea came from, but apparently it was working. She bounced harder on me, and then dropped her weight down and grunted. I’d never heard a noise like that. It would have been funny if I wasn’t having an orgasm at the time.

    Maybe it was wishful thinking, but I doubt I’d ever spilled so much seed. She’d be leaking with the stuff once she rolled off my spent shaft.

    But she didn’t roll off me right away.

    She rested on top of me, hugging me, feeling precious in my arms.

    Now that we’d been to bed together, I had this weird sense that I had to take care of her. I guess I always felt that way, emotionally, but now it was physical too.

    Becca could very well be carrying my child. I needed to defend her from the elements.

    “Corrine?” she said. “Thank you for coming.”

    “I care about you, Becca. I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

    She hugged me harder, and I hugged her back.

    “But I should probably get up and go. I have to work tomorrow, and then I’m thinking we should discuss a few things.”

    She tightened her grip around me. “Don’t go. Call in sick to work. Stay here with me.”

    “What for?” I asked.

    She arched up to look into my eyes. “What if it didn’t take? We should try again, don’t you think? At least three or four… or six or seven times.”

    I had to admit, I was surprised to hear her say all this. Had she been hot for my body the whole time we were friends?

    “I guess we could try again,” I said. “Anything’s better than working.”

    Becca gave me a playful smack on the arm and I smiled.

    Imagine Becca my babymama.

    Imagine Becca my wife!

    Wow. Things could get real serious real fast.

    But when we got under the covers to cuddle, I couldn’t complain.


Futa Geek Girl Gets It

     Amarinda would never forget the moment Carli walked into that study room.

    She always reserved one of the carrels at the library when she was tutoring, because they had doors you could close and windows with blinds. They were pretty close to sound-proof, too. A lot of the students she worked with had trouble concentrating and were distracted by people on cell phones.

    The library wasn’t what it used to be.

    And girls weren’t what they used to be, either. That was among her first thoughts when she spotted Carli’s floor-length gown.

    They’d been introduced by phone, but this was their first face-to-face meeting. After introducing herself, Amarinda found herself captivated by the contrast of Carli’s pale white skin and jet-black hair. Amarinda had black hair too, but hers wasn’t a dye job. Carli hadn’t coloured in her brows, which were a very pale shade of corn yellow—that was obviously Carli’s natural shade.

    “What are you staring at?” Carli growled.

    On the phone she’d been so polite. Maybe because she’d been sitting in her guidance counsellor’s office at the time.

    “That’s an interesting outfit you’ve got on,” Amarinda said. “Very lacy. Almost looks like a wedding dress.”

    “It is a wedding dress,” Carli said. “I dyed it black. Looks way better this way.”

    “And the safety pins?”

    “It was ripped in places. But some are just there for fashion.”

    Obviously Amarinda didn’t have the same grasp on “fashion” as this girl. She only had a few years on eighteen-year-old Carli, but that gap seemed cavernous.

    “Come in. Sit down. Close the door behind you and we’ll get started with your tutoring session.”

    Carli stepped into the study booth and dragged the door closed behind her. The last person in here had closed the blinds, and Amarinda hadn’t opened them, but Carli glanced at her suspiciously. “Doesn’t this place seem a little claustrophobic? It’s so cramped.”

    True, there wasn’t much space between the one wall and the other, but the room only housed two chairs and a long desk, which butted up against one wall.

    “It serves a purpose,” Amarinda said while Carli pulled her messenger bag over her head and tossed it on the desk. “Why don’t you tell me what you need help with?”

    “I don’t need help with anything,” Carli shot back. “I’m smarter than pretty much every kid in my class. Hell, I’m even smarter than my teacher.”

    Amarinda smirked. “I see.”

    Carli fell in a heap on the second chair. “Stupid Mr. Anders keeps failing me even though I’m always right about everything.”

    “This is your science teacher?”

    “Biology, yeah.” Carli unlatched her bag and pulled out a test with a big red F on the front.

    At a glance, Amarinda could see how the girl had earned herself a failing grade. “You didn’t answer any of the questions.”

    “Flip to the back,” Carli said, then flipped through the pages herself. “There. See? I wrote a whole essay. And it’s brilliant!”

    “But there aren’t any essay questions on this test. Look, you didn’t fill in the short answer sections or draw any of the diagrams or—”

    “The questions were all stupid and easy. Any sheep could just baaah back what the teacher wants to hear. Just read a few lines of my essay. It’s amazing.”

    Amarinda wouldn’t be able to outwit this bright young woman. Sometimes being exceptionally intelligent didn’t count for much, certainly not in high school.

    So Amarinda glanced over the essay Carli was so proud of. She’d written this in place of labelling the male and female anatomy charts. Her essay was adamant that Mr. Anders’s course was overly simplistic because it didn’t explore the true diversity of human sex organs. She included statistics, cited her sources, and even provided anatomy charts with labels of her own.

    “This is very impressive work,” Amarinda said.

    Carli beamed momentarily, before returning to a scowl. “So then why did Mr. Anders give me an F on my paper?”

    “Because you didn’t answer any of his questions.”

    “But his questions are stupid!”

    “That doesn’t matter,” Amarinda said. “In university you’ll be able to express yourself more freely, but you’ll never get into university if you flunk out of high school.”

    Carli’s expression hardened, and just when Amarinda thought the girl would scream and shout, she instead burst into tears. “I already failed a bunch of courses last year. I’m the oldest kid in most of my classes. Not even a kid! I’m a legal adult and I’m still in high school.”

    “You’re obviously smart enough to pass with flying colours. My suspicion is that you’re just too stubborn.”

    All at once, Carli’s sobs ceased. Her expression turned stony. She looked Amarinda straight in the eye and said, “What did you call me?”

    “Stubborn,” Amarinda said simply. “You could easily have passed this test, but you chose not to.”

    “Because I would just be telling the teacher what he wanted to hear!”

    “Yes, I know. That’s what school is.”

    “But I’d be perpetuating the myth of well-defined sexes when I know for a fact even physical sex is non-binary. I know for a fact not everybody has just a penis or just a vagina.”

    The tears gleaming in Carli’s purple-grey eyes told Amarinda everything she needed to know. “You know… from experience.”

    Carli’s voice cracked when she said, “Yes!”

    Amarinda didn’t usually show her students physical affection even when they cried, but she took a chance on Carli. Moving her chair close enough that their knees touched, Amarinda put an arm around the girl’s shoulder. Carli took it one step further, wrapping both arms around Amarinda’s neck and sobbing wet tears onto her skin.

    “If they taught the real facts in school, nobody would think I’m a freak. They’d know I’m one version of normal. Normal isn’t just this or that. Sometimes it’s this and that.”

    “I’m so sorry,” Amarinda said as she softly stroked Carli’s hair. “If it means anything, I don’t think you’re a freak.”

    Carli pulled back and sniffled. “You don’t?”

    “Of course not.” Amarinda smiled warmly. “Like you wrote in your very well-executed essay: there is considerable diversity and divergence in human sex organs. And you’re right that they should teach this stuff in schools. But you won’t change the world by flunking out.”

    Carli laughed through her tears. “I guess you’re right about that.”

    “So ask Mr. Anders for a make-up test and this time tell him what he wants to hear. You don’t need me.”

    Carli’s eyes widened. “Yes… I do.”

    Amarinda’s heart beat a little faster. She could tell, from the look in Carli’s eyes, that the girl wasn’t talking about improving her studies.

    “Carli,” Amarinda said. “I think perhaps we should give up our study space to someone who needs it.”

    The girl bit her luscious pink lip, and that one small move shook Amarinda’s resolve. Those stunning grey eyes pleaded with her, begged her to stay. And she understood why. She understood the need, the want, the desire. Because she wanted everything Carli did.

    “We can’t do this,” Amarinda said without pulling away.

    “Yes we can!”

    “But I’m your tutor.”

    “My tutor, not my teacher.”

    “Still…”

    “And, anyway, you said I don’t need your help so I hereby fire you. You’re not my tutor anymore.”

    Amarinda realized, in that moment, that she’d set her hand on her student’s hip. She gasped and pulled it away. “Oh god, I’m sorry!”

    Carli caught her by the wrist and said, “It’s okay. I’m an adult, just like you.”

    “But I’m older,” Amarinda said. “I should know better.”

    She couldn’t resist those lips. Leaning forward, she kissed the geeky Goth—her favourite kind of student because they tended to be so smart. Of course, Carli had the added benefit of a body Amarinda couldn’t pass up.

    “Have you ever done this before?” Amarinda asked as she moved down, kissing Carli’s long white marble neck.

    Carli gave a laugh. “Who’d want me?”

    “I want you,” Amarinda admitted.

    “Oh god!”

    Amarinda’s fingers moved behind Carli’s back, seeking out a zipper on that black wedding dress. Carli got it for her, and pulled it down while Amarinda slipped the gown from the girl’s pale shoulders. Amarinda kissed them both, and kissed her chest when the girl stood, letting her dress fall to the floor. She stepped out of it wearing knee-high Doc Martens and a gorgeous silk slip.

    “Wow.” Amarinda traced her fingers gently up the cream-coloured slip. Up the girl’s slim side, up her belly, up to her breasts, which were barely a handful.

    When Amarinda cupped the girl’s sweet breasts, Carli said, “Your turn.”

    If only she’d worn more attractive undergarments. Nothing she owned could compare to Carli’s vintage slip, but that didn’t seem to matter. When she pulled off her heavy sweater, Carli’s eyes bulged. Amarinda had quite large breasts, which looked fantastic in a sturdy black bra.

    She stood from her chair and pushed her jeans to the floor, slipping off her shoes and socks all in one go. Her panties were hot pink, which made Carli laugh. They didn’t match the bra, but at least they were memorable.

    “We shouldn’t be doing this,” Amarinda said once more, not because she thought it would have any effect—only because she felt like she should. For a tutor, sleeping with a high school student was very poor form. But she had a feeling Carli wouldn’t tell anyone.

    When Carli hooked her thumbs beneath her slip and tugged down a pair of panties, Amarinda became senseless with lust. She pressed the girl against the wall, using only her belly and her breasts. Carli gasped with surprised, but didn’t fight when Amarinda planted a forceful kiss on her lips.

    “God, you’re gorgeous!” Amarinda sighed.

    Carli laughed incredulously. “You’re the gorgeous one.”

    “I’m a nerd,” Amarinda said as her slick hair escaped from its ponytail.

    Carli wove her fingers through Amarinda’s hair. “I’m a geek.”

    Amarinda tugged Carli’s crunchy braids and the strange ribbons and clips she wore. “It’s been so long, for me.”

    “At least you’ve done it before. I never have.”

    “I’m older.”

    “I’m not a kid anymore.”

    Amarinda couldn’t say why those words turned her on so hard, but she kissed the girl with yet more force and tore the straps of that silky slip down her shoulders. Carli’s breasts weren’t big enough to hold it up. It fell to her waist while Amarinda struggled out of her bra.

    When their breast met skin to skin, it was like coming home to a place you’ve never been. Amarinda’s brown tits were huge, but Carli’s were cute with hard, peachy nipples that poked into Amarinda’s dark ones. They kissed harder, wrapping their arms one around the other, hugging so their tits would touch. More than touch: their breasts smashed against each other, so hot Amarinda could feel the gusset of her panties growing slick with juice.

    She couldn’t resist seeing what was happening under Carli’s slip. Goodness knows she could already feel it.

    Falling to her knees on the library’s industrial blue carpet, Amarinda lifted Carli’s slip. The girl’s cock popped up, making a beeline for Amarinda’s ready lips. She couldn’t resist. Letting the slip hang over the girl’s marble shaft, Amarinda took her first lick.

    “Ohhh!” Carli groaned, stifling the sound by biting her forearm.

    “You have to be quiet,” Amarinda whispered. “There’s no lock on that door.”

    The idea of a librarian intruding upon them made her heart race. She was a regular at this library. She knew many of the people who worked here, and they often recommended students to her for tutoring. They wouldn’t know, at a glance, that Carli was over eighteen. They’d probably call the police!

    Backing away from Carli’s beckoning cock, Amarinda shook her head. “We can’t do this here.”

    Carli’s bottom lip trembled. “But… I thought you liked me.”

    “I do.” Amarinda reached for her bra, but it seemed to have disappeared. “It’s just… if we get caught it would be ruinous for me. They’d never let me set foot in this library again.”

    Much to Amarinda’s surprise, Carli wrapped both hands around her head and said, “Then we’d better do this quick.”

    The girl pulled Amarinda’s face swiftly toward her crotch. Resistance was futile. The truth was that Amarinda wanted that luscious cock in her mouth. It tasted amazing. She would suck it all day if she didn’t have other clients later on.

    Stifling her cries, Carli whispered, “That feels so good. You’re getting me so wet!”

    Amarinda had already forgotten that Carli had more than just a cock. She explored with her fingers, feeling around where she expected balls to be. Instead, Carli had pussy lips and a wet, juicy slit. She pressed two fingers inside and Carli whimpered.

    “Be gentle,” Carli whispered.

    This girl really was a virgin!

    Amarinda had never finger-fucked a virgin pussy, apart from her own. It was a big responsibility, and a huge pleasure. Carli’s cunt was swollen and tight, and so sopping wet that pussy juice drenched Amarinda’s hand.

    Felt so good to suck the girl’s dick and fuck her sweet pussy at the same time.

    Obviously felt good to Carli too. The girl bit her bottom lip to keep from squealing, and Amarinda could see the pain of not being able to scream creasing her brow.

    Carli clung to Amarinda’s hair, bringing her closer, forcing that firm dick deeper down her throat.

    Even when she sputtered and choked, Amarinda still loved sucking cock. She loved the pleasure it brought the virgin geek girl. More than that, she loved the friction she felt against her closed lips. She also loved the way Carli’s cunt clamped down on her fingers with every plunge.

    “I want more,” Amarinda whispered as she rose from the floor and pushed down her panties.

    When she hopped up on the desk and spread her legs, Carli’s eyes bugged. “Wow. You’ve got a big clit.”

    Amarinda blushed. “You really think so?”

    “Yeah!”

    “Not as big as yours.”

    “No, but…” Carli’s pale cheeks turned red as she pushed down her slip. “It’s still pretty big.”

    “Thanks,” Amarinda said with a smile.

    Her clit was nowhere near the size of Carli’s cock, but she always wondered if there was someone in the world who could turn her on enough that her dick would grow to a fuckable size.

    Now she thought perhaps Carli was that girl.

    Wearing nothing but her big black boots, the nearly-naked Goth girl pulled a chair between Amarinda’s parted legs. She sat and stared.

    A knot developed in Amarinda’s stomach, and she said, “You don’t have to… if you’re nervous.”

    “Nervous,” Carli repeated. “I am nervous… but I still want to.”

    She bowed toward her tutor’s clit as Amarinda leaned her bare back against the wall. If someone opened that unlocked door, the first thing they’d see would be her big brown boobs.

    The second thing they’d see would be the student between her legs.

    She tried to say “We shouldn’t be doing this,” but the words wouldn’t leave her lips.

    Carli glanced up with a fearful look in her soft grey eyes. “Will you tell me if I’m bad?”

    Amarinda’s heart swelled. “Honey, you won’t be. Geeks give the best head.”

    A glorious smile crossed Carli’s lips as she bowed between Amarinda’s legs. Her first lick was cautious, but that was always the way with a virgin. They were afraid of everything they’d never done.

    It was only natural.

    Amarinda had been the same way.

    The more Carli went at it, the stronger her little licks became. As she caressed Amarinda’s clit, it swelled and grew. Carli traced her tongue round and round in circles, and then, totally without prompting, took it in her mouth and sucked.

    Amarinda groaned against her better judgement. She thought she saw a shadow cross in front of the door and kicked at the second chair. “Prop that under the handle,” she instructed her student.

    Carli did as she was told, angling the chair back so it would keep the door closed if someone tried to enter.

    When Amarinda’s gaze turned to her own crotch, she was shocked by what she saw. “It’s never gotten that big before. I almost wonder…”

    “If you could fuck me with it,” Carli said, finishing her thought.

    Amarida slipped down from the desk and seated herself in Carli’s abandoned chair. She backed it up against the wall so she wouldn’t topple over, then smacked her thighs with both hands. “Climb on board. Let’s see if we can take you for a ride.”

    Carli giggled nervously. Even with the strange black hair and the big boots, she didn’t seem so intimidating anymore. She seemed more like a manga character, a virgin princess who’d never sampled the pleasures of the flesh.

    “Like this?” she asked, straddling Amarinda, standing so close her little nipples touched her tutor’s lips.

    Amarinda sucked those sweet tits, fondling her swollen clit with one hand and fingering her student with the other. Carli obviously couldn’t handle this much arousal. Her knees buckled and she began to tumble. Amarinda extracted her fingers from the girl’s wet cunt, but held her clit steady.

    She guided the girl’s slim body, helping it to land in the perfect place.

    Amarinda’s clit had grown to the size of a small cock.

    Carli gasped as Amarinda’s big clit filled her unpenetrated pussy, but she didn’t scream the way a good girl would if she were slammed with a monster cock.

    A starter cock. That’s what Amarinda had. A starter cock, perfect for deflowering virgin pussies.

    Sweet, untouched virgin pussies.

    The very idea made her clit throb. She could feel it growing inside her student’s cunt, getting firmer and larger, stretching that virgin vagina.

    “You love this,” Amarinda growled.

    “Shhh,” Carli hissed, but when Amarinda forced her clit all up inside that girl’s pussy, she groaned and said, “Yeah I do. I love it.”

    Carli was easy to fuck, even from below. The geek girl was skinny and light as a feather, easy to bounce—especially on a lap as pillowy and wide as Amarinda’s.

    “You’re gonna make me come,” Carli whimpered.

    Amarinda wrapped her fist around Carli’s cockhead. “Don’t you dare!” Tossing the girl aside, she bent over the desk, stuck out her butt and parted her legs. “Not until you’ve fucked me first.”

    Carli seemed apprehensive, like she didn’t know where to begin.

    “Just stick your dick where it’s wet,” Amarinda told her student.

    Carli took one step closer.

    “You’re overthinking it. Let your cock do the walking.”

    The Goth girl made a pained sound. She covered both eyes with her hands and said, “Fine!”

    Blindly, she thrust forward. Her cock found its way between Amarinda’s thick thighs, but not inside her cunt.

    “See?” Carli said. “It’s harder than it looks.”

    “It sure is,” Amarinda replied as she caught the girl’s dick and rubbed.

    Carli whimpered as her tutor nudged her dickhead into a less virginal but still fairly inexperienced vagina.

    “Oh my god,” Carli groaned. “It’s so hot and tight and… oh my god!”

    “Don’t tell me you’re coming already.”

    “Soon!” Carli warned, wrapping both arms around Amarinda’s back to play with her big tits.

    When the girl teased her tits, Amarinda’s toes went numb. She felt an extraordinary burst of pleasure between her thighs, and moved her hand to her neglected clit. It didn’t feel as big as it had when it was inside the girl’s virgin pussy, but it was still wet with Carli’s juices.

    Amarinda played with her big clit while Carli moved jerkily behind her.

    “I’m so bad at this!” the girl whined.

    “Just keep going. You’ll get better.”

    “But I’m gonna… I’m… oh god!”

    Carli’s whole body trembled while Amarinda rubbed herself wildly. She was so close to coming inside Carli’s cunt that it didn’t take long to get that feeling back. She stroked off rapidly beneath the desk while the dick in her pussy swelled and pulsed.

    “God, you’re like a tree trunk!” Amarinda growled.

    “Feels so… feels so…”

    “God!” Amarinda squeaked. “I can taste colours!”

    “What?” Carli said, and when she laughed her cock throbbed wildly.

    Her whole body started gyrating, like her dick was a jackhammer and she didn’t know how to use it. She hammered Amarinda’s cunt in imprecise stabs. With one thrust, she’d come out and jab Amarinda’s thigh. With the next, she’d jet back in and hammer the tutor’s depths.

    “I can’t stop it,” Carli cried.

    “Shhhh!” Amarinda said, then squeaked, “Neither can I!”

    Amarinda’s knees knocked. Her calves trembled but her thighs locked. When she came, she had to use Carli’s trick of biting her arm. Otherwise she’d have screamed until her throat went raw.

    As she came, her cunt locked on Carli’s cock so it couldn’t get out. The girl was trapped inside, and she bit into Amarinda’s back to stay silent. Well, not totally silent. She still made puppy-ish whimpering noises while her cream filled her tutor’s pussy.

    They stayed like that, locked together while their bodies trembled with wave after wave of orgasm.

    Amarinda’s cunt was full. Her fist remained wrapped around her clit, which pulsed so hard she’d have thought it would get bigger. But it didn’t. It got smaller, just like Carli’s spent cock, which slipped wetly from between Amarinda’s thighs.

    “Oh god, I can’t catch my breath,” Amarinda said. “Where are my clothes? We need to get… oh god… get dressed.”

    “Do you have another student?” Carli asked as she picked up her panties and put them on.

    “I’m afraid I do.”

    Cum leaked down Amarinda’s thigh while she crumpled against the desk, her ass in the air, her legs inexplicably supporting her despite the weakness in her muscles.

    Once Carli had put on her slip, she picked up her tutor’s panties and lifted Amarinda’s feet off the ground, one and then the other. She pulled those hot pink undies up and then went for the black bra.

    Amarinda took over dressing herself, since it wouldn’t be easy for a girl with small breasts to put on her bra for her. “You’re an amazing kid. You know that?”

    Carli’s expression fell. “I’m not a kid.” She grabbed her gown roughly off the floor.

    Finding her jeans and sweater, Amarinda said, “You’re right. I don’t know why I said that.”

    “Because you want to minimize what just happened between us,” Carli said, right on the mark. “If you say I’m just a kid, then you don’t have to see me again, when really all you want to do right now is take me out and buy me dinner and talk and talk… then take me home and fuck and fuck… then cuddle all night long.”

    Every word was true. Still, Amarinda tensed.

    “I’ve never had a real adult relationship,” Carli said as she pulled on her black wedding dress. “But I can see myself with you. I can see a future together.”

    Amarinda put on her sweater and fastened her jeans before saying, “Carli, you’re still in high school.”

    “So what? Take me out on a date. Let’s see if our brains are as hot for each other as our bodies are.”

    There was a knock at the door, and Amarinda jumped while Carli rushed to zip up her gown. She grabbed her messenger bag, pulled the chair away, and opened the door.

    Dante stood outside the study room, ready for his tutoring session.

    Carli stormed past him, saying, “You’ve got my number—and I’ve got yours.”

    Dante stepped into the study room and dumped his books on the desk. “Smells funny in here.”

    Amarinda opened the blinds and watched Carli storm through the library. “Get out your homework. I’ll be right back.”

    She raced through the stacks, catching up with Carli on the steps outside the building. The weather had turned and Carli looked cold wearing nothing but black lace and silk.

    “Okay,” Amarinda said. “You’re right.”

    “I know I’m right. I’m always right.”

    “But I won’t take you out until you pass that make-up test.”

    Carli rolled her eyes, but also smirked. “Piece of cake.”

    Amarinda lowered her voice. “And I won’t sleep with you until you’ve earned that high school diploma.”

    The geek girl’s expression fell. “What? That’s not fair! You know I’m smart enough.”

    “I know you are. Now you need to prove it to your school. Answer the questions they ask. You can be a know-it-all in university.”

    Carli’s lips pursed. “I’m not a know-it-all.”

    Amarinda raised an eyebrow.

    “Okay, maybe sometimes.”

    “Think of it this way: now you’ve got something to look forward to when you graduate.”

    “But you’re still gonna take me out on a date,” Carli confirmed.

    “Saturday. I’ll take you to a see this local theatre group—really intellectual stuff. You’d like it.”

    “And dinner?”

    Amarinda smiled. “You’re so demanding.”

    “That’s how I get what I want,” Carli said simply.

    Amarinda wanted so badly to kiss the girl in front of everyone but knowing she shouldn’t. “How do I get what I want?”

    With a shrug, Carli said, “All you have to do is ask.”

    That geek girl couldn’t graduate soon enough, because there was so much Amarinda wanted… and she was going to ask for it all.


Futa Girls Repopulate the Planet

     After forty days, the answer was clear: we were the last six people on earth.

    First we turned to social media. If technology was still functioning, you’d think survivors would take to Twitter, to Facebook—anything to get the word out. Technology isn’t a message in a bottle. You don’t have to wait twenty years for a response. If anyone was out there, you’d think we’d hear back instantly.

    But we didn’t. We heard nothing. The bunker had saved us when so many had perished.

    We were numb when we first came out. Not Nina, obviously. Nina always knows what to do. That’s why she’s in charge.

    But the rest of us: Ines, Charlotte, April, Tandy and me—Gabrielle—we didn’t know up from down. Even after all the drills we’d done in school, we would have forgotten to take our fallout pills if Nina hadn’t reminded us.

    She’d trained for this.

    We all did, I guess, but how much of your schooling do you remember?

    And who are you, by the way? If we’re the only ones left, who am I writing this for? Aliens?

    I’ll tell you one thing I’ve only ever confessed to Charlotte, because she knows how to keep a secret: I don’t really believe there are no more people.

    Don’t say that around Nina. She’s convinced we’re the only ones left. But think about how many people are—were—on this planet. Billions, right? Was it 7 billion or 70 billion? I don’t remember, but it was a lot.

    Do I really think all those other humans died in the explosions? Not for a second. If we six survived it, others did too.

    Aside from Nina, we’re just average girls. Nina’s superhuman, like a comic book hero. She should wear a cape. Except she’s not pretty like that. She doesn’t have long hair and an hourglass figure. She’s stocky and muscular with golden brown skin and black hair she’s kept short for as long as I’ve known her.

    She doesn’t look like Wonder Woman, but she knows how to take charge.

    And we need that.

    Because even if there are pockets of six humans here and there on the planet, we obviously haven’t been able to make contact. It would be great if the space shuttle was still up there looking down on things, but that got blown up early in the conflict.

    Seems like years ago. I guess it was only six or eight weeks.

    It’s weird how life can change in an instant. All-out war takes hold and the world goes crazy.

    Now everyone’s dead but us.

    Maybe.

    My theory is that there have to be people still around. People who lived so remotely no one would think of targeting them. Like one time I saw a show about these goat herders in Mongolia. Or maybe it wasn’t goats. Maybe it was sheep. Anyway, they herded something and they were nomads. They lived in the mountains and they didn’t have cell phones.

    I bet they’re still around.

    But Nina gets mad when people contradict her, so I keep my mouth shut. That’s fine. I really don’t mind. The last thing I want to do is start arguing with one of the only people left on Earth.

    There are so many things I regret saying. To my mom especially. And my dad, but he didn’t like conflict any more than me.

    That’s what I talk about around the fire with Charlotte and Ines. At night we conserve energy. There’s just darkness and night sky and moonlight and fire. It’s actually really nice, if you tell yourself you’re on vacation and you’ll come home eventually and everything will be like it was.

    But nothing will ever be like it was. Everything I cared about is gone.

    Nina knew how to build shelter. She told us what to do and we followed her instructions. It’s good to work at times like this. Physical labour gives you something to focus on, and something to tire you out so you don’t toss and turn all night long. That’s Nina’s theory, but I actually agree with her there.

    Now Nina has a new plan, and she wants to get started right away. “While we’re young,” she says.

    There are no secrets when you live in close quarters. She found out pretty fast that me and Charlotte and April are a little different from her and Tandy and Ines. The fact of the matter is that we’ve got parts they don’t.

    And that means we can propagate the species.

    That’s how Nina puts it: propagate the species, like we’re animals in a zoo. I don’t know what I’d call her plan. To say we’re getting the other girls pregnant sounds so romantic, like we’ll all pair off into couples and get married or something.

    To be honest, the thought of having sex with any one of my friends weirds me right out. I’d never have imagined it until Nina started all this propagation talk. But it’s not like I’ve got a leg to stand on. If we really are the last six girls on Earth, do I really want the species to die with us?

    Maybe I do.

    After all, look at what we’ve done to this planet. We exploded everything on it, even ourselves!

    Maybe we deserve to die.

    Even if I don’t always agree with Nina, I do trust her to make decisions for the group. And she’s decided that we’re doing this.

    We’re repopulating the earth.

    Gosh. That’s a lot of responsibility.

    She’s really scientific about it, though. She listed off all our various traits and determined that April should mate with Tandy, Charlotte with Ines, and me with her.

    Let me tell you, the idea of having sex with Nina doesn’t exactly excite me. I hope she doesn’t find this and read it, but even if she does I hope she’ll understand.

    I’m not exactly into girls. I’m not exactly into anyone. I had a boyfriend but we didn’t go all the way, and now I hate to think of him because it reminds me of everything we’ve lost.

    The world is over unless we save it.

    And, even if we do, it won’t bring back the people who are gone.

     Nina told us we’d begin that night. Night was a good time. Hopefully it would be dark enough that I wouldn’t have to look at her too much.

    The plan was to go one at a time—one couple in front of the others. That way it would be less awkward. I’m not sure how having sex with one of your closest friends while your other friends watch could possibly NOT be awkward, but Nina said it was better this way.

    She said we’d do this every night until the girls with the ovaries knew they were pregnant.

    That could take ages. Makes me tired just thinking about it.

    The other rule she made was that there couldn’t be any canoodling behind each other’s backs. Canoodling is my word, not Nina’s. Actually it’s my mom’s word, but I don’t want to think about her right now.

    Anyway, the no canoodling rule was so we could keep track of which children belonged to which parents. We’d obviously have to be strict with them about who could mate with whom. Hopefully none of our kids would want to have sex with their own brother or sister, but… ewww, why did I even think that?

    Here’s another weird thought: if the pregnancies took, we’d all be parents before the year was up. We’d have to raise kids. The plan was to do it communally, as a group, to take the pressure off ourselves as individuals and to further reinforce that we’re not three couples.

    We’re just six people repopulating the earth.

    Oh boy. This was a lot of pressure.

    I wasn’t looking forward to nightfall, but it came as it always did. The day had been hot, but the night wasn’t cold. We dragged the reed sleeping mats that Charlotte and Tandy made away from the light of the fire and we put them all in a circle.

    Nina pulled Tandy’s mat into the middle and said, “April? Tandy? You’re up first.”

    They looked at each other cautiously, and April said, “I’m only doing this because we have to.”

    “Well, me too!” Tandy shot back.

    They were acting like children, but when it came my turn I’m sure I would too.

    At least April and Tandy were evenly matched. They both had small bodies, small breasts. Tandy was a little taller, a little slimmer. She used to be more pale but we were all shades of gold or brown now, and she was no exception. Her hair used to be darker and now it was sandy, almost blonde. She looked like an athlete but she was terrible at sports.

    I’d known her forever.

    This was so weird.

    I’d known April forever as well. She was born in China and adopted by white parents in the Netherlands, so she speaks with an accent but not a Chinese accent. So, right from the moment you meet her, April’s never what you expect her to be.

    She’s got a great fashion sense. I never thought she could survive in a bunker. She likes shopping too much. She was always so into her looks before. Now, with no makeup and wearing what amounted to rags, she was still very pretty, but a bit of her glow had gone.

    Nina worked us to the bone, but it was necessary work. Besides, who else would do it?

    “Take off your clothes,” Nina said. “We’re making babies, here. We need to be naked.”

    “No we don’t,” April shot back. “You can get pregnant with your clothes on. Well, if you’re wearing a skirt, I guess, and you’ve got your panties pulled to one side.”

    Tandy butted in, saying, “It’s okay, Nina. We’ll take off our clothes.”

    “But we don’t need to,” April bit back. “That’s all I’m saying.”

    “Tandy understands my intentions,” Nina said. “It’s about the ritual. We come together naked every night. When we’re naked, we engaged in coitus for the purpose of procreation. After coitus is complete, we put our clothes back on and we go back to being who we are. Nothing we do or say while naked is a reflection on our relationships while clothed. Is that understood?”

    “Yes, Nina,” we all said, even though I’m not totally sure what she meant. Charlotte gave me a look which told me she felt the same way, but it was easier to go along.

    I’d glimpsed everyone naked since the fallout, but that doesn’t mean I’d sat there watching them undress. I felt like a total pervert staring at my friends while they took off their tops and their ragged pants.

    Luckily we were far enough away from the fire that I only really saw them in shadow as they kneeled together on Tandy’s reed mat. I could see that they were facing each other. I could see that they were naked, but I tried not to focus on the way their hair shimmered in the moonlight or how the fire painted their golden skin shades of tiger orange.

    I tried especially hard not to stare at their breasts, which was very very difficult to do. If there are bare breasts in front of you, you’re obviously going to stare at them. Even if you’ve seen a hundred million breasts in your lifetime, you’re still going to stare.

    Of course, I hadn’t seen a hundred million. I hadn’t seen much of anything.

    So maybe I stared a little more than I wanted to at Tandy and April. Both girls had roughly the same sized breasts, but they were so different. April’s were little cones with soft pink nipples. So sweet and pure the night seemed to lick them with every gentle breeze.

    Tandy’s were more like oranges than cones. Even in the darkness I could tell her breasts were the same pale skin I remember—a very different colour than her face or her arms or her shoulders. Pale globes with peachy nipples. Hers were soft, too. Not pointy.

    I wondered if that would change as the night progressed.

    “Well?” Nina asked. “What are you two waiting for, a written invitation?”

    April gazed up at Nina, who was hovering over them. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do!”

    “Don’t tell me you’ve never engaged in coitus before.”

    “No P-in-V coitus, no.”

    “What other kind is there?” Tandy asked.

    A blush took over April’s cheeks as she said, “Just hand stuff.”

    “A hand job isn’t coitus,” Tandy said.

    “Why do we keep saying coitus?” Ines jumped in. “Nobody uses that word. Call it sex like a normal person.”

    “No,” Nina said. “This isn’t sex. Sex involves love or at least attraction. What we’re doing tonight and every night is simply about procreation. We’re not engaging in these activities for the fun of it.”

    “That’s for sure,” April grumbled, folding her arms across her bare breasts.

    Tandy rolled her eyes and said, “Thaaaanks.”

    “It’s not you,” April said without looking directly at our friend. “You know you’re like… hot or whatever.”

    Tandy made a face. “Pfft! You’re the hot one.”

    “Me? I’m too short to be hot.”

    “You can be short and hot,” Tandy said. “I mean anyone can, but you definitely are.”

    “You’re hotter.”

    “You are!”

    April sat a little straighter. “Thanks.”

    Whether she believed it or not, she obviously appreciated the compliment.

    “Anyway,” April went on. “All I was trying to say is that I’ve never fucked a girl and it’s gonna be weird.”

    “I’ve never fucked a girl either!” Tandy screeched.

    Nina cut in at that point. “This isn’t about who’s been to bed with whom. It’s about repopulating the planet. I don’t care if it’s weird. I don’t care if you don’t want to. You just have to do it.”

    “Well, Tandy’s gonna have to do more than just sit there,” April said. “She needs to get me hard and I’m totally not right now.”

    Nina pointed to Tandy. “You heard what she said. Get going.”

    “Going how?” Tandy asked. “What am I supposed to do?”

    Seeming stumped, Nina looked to April. “What do you want her to do?”

    April sighed, then sat back with both hands behind her and her legs outstretched, Tandy between them. “I guess you can give me a handy.”

    Tandy looked pleadingly at Nina. “Do I have to?”

    “Yes.”

    Did she really expect the answer to be no?

    “Just do it,” April said. “Let’s get this over with.”

    Tandy growled. “Fine!”

    April’s dick must have been super-soft and hanging between her legs, because I couldn’t even see it until Tandy lifted it up, balls and all. Even then, it wasn’t big.

    “What should I do?” Tandy asked, cradling our friend’s sack.

    “Stroke it,” April said.

    Tandy did, with just one finger, like she was petting a dog but she was afraid of it. “It’s not working.”

    April tossed her head back and closed her eyes. “Here, I’ll pretend you’re someone else.”

    “Oooh, who?” Charlotte asked.

    “None of your business,” April said with a laugh, but it wasn’t long before her dick grew erect in Tandy’s hand.

    Charlotte said, “Whoever he was, you must have really liked him!”

    April’s brow creased. Her lips pursed. After a sniffle, she said, “I really did.”

    We were all quiet after that. The only sound, aside from the crackling fire, was the whoosh of Tandy’s fist shuttling up and down April’s cock.

    After a while, April said, “Okay. You should get on now.”

    I figured Tandy would object to being on top, but she didn’t argue at all. She just walked her knees up either side of April’s body and held her pussy lips open. April leaned all the way down, so she was on her back. She held her shaft by the base while Tandy sunk down on it.

    “Holy Jesus,” Tandy said, like she was surprised how good it felt.

    April covered her eyes with her arm and said, “Don’t talk.”

    Who knows what fantasy she’d escaped into, but if it kept her hard, all the power to her.

    Once Tandy had consumed April’s cock, she didn’t do much else. She basically just sat there straddling our friend.

    Finally, April smacked her thigh and said, “Move!”

    “Oww! Move how?”

    “Move sexually!”

    “Don’t hit me!”

    “Don’t…” Instead of finishing that sentence, April just growled. “I hate you so much!”

    “Oh, real nice! Tell the girl who’s fucking you that you hate her.”

    “You’re not even fucking me.” April looked up at Nina. “She’s not even fucking me! Make her do something.”

    Nina growled, then stomped behind April and grabbed her by the armpits. “Come on, get going.”

    I had to bite my lip not to laugh. Nina worked her like a water pump, up and down. I’d been so worried it would be uncomfortable to watch my friends putting on a live sex show, but that’s not what this turned out to be. It was more like improv comedy.

    “Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa!” Tandy said as her head bobbed. Her breasts were just big enough to get a bit of bounce going, and I have to admit I felt a twinge of arousal when I noticed them.

    Boobs are truly mesmerising.

    April’s were small enough that they remained steady as mountains while Nina bounced April on her dick. Her face was still buried under her arms, but her body was starting to show strain. I don’t know if the moon got brighter or my eyes just adjusted to the night, but I could see her muscles tensing, especially around her chest and shoulders. Then her hips rose off the mat and she bucked into Tandy’s cunt.

    “Drop her, Nina!”

    Nina backed off with both hands in the air, like Tandy was a gun the police had told her to set on the ground and walk away from.

    April grabbed Tandy’s hips, and Tandy jerked forward, catching herself on April’s arms. Tandy kept bouncing, but now it was April driving the motion. April fucked our friend from below, so hard I could hear her dick sloshing in Tandy’s vagina. It was a wet squelching sound, which made me wonder what had turned Tandy on enough to get that juicy.

    “Oh God, I’m gonna come,” April squeaked.

    Tandy didn’t say anything for a second. Then it was just: “Good.”

    When she started bouncing harder, I think she was driving the action just as much as April. She probably wanted to come too, but she didn’t. She gritted her teeth while April cried out, and that was that.

    Tandy asked, “You came, right?”

    April panted beneath her, nodding. “Yeah. Oh my god. That was hard.”

    I’m not sure if she meant she came hard, or it was hard to come.

    Tandy started to get up, but Nina said, “Stay. And try to suck her cum into your womb.”

    “Womb? Eww.” Tandy made a face.

    “Visualize yourself becoming pregnant,” Nina said. “Every little bit helps.”

    “I don’t even want to be pregnant,” Tandy grumbled.

    “None of us wants to be pregnant,” said Ines. “But if we don’t do it, no one will. The fate of the world is down to us.”

    Charlotte whimpered. I don’t think she meant to. It was a big responsibility, though: growing little humans, raising them together. This wasn’t the life I’d imagined for myself, but I guess sometimes circumstance dictates the path you’ll take.

    This was our path: repopulating the planet.

    “Charlotte? Ines? You’re up next.” Grabbing April and Tandy’s mat, Nina tugged it to the outside of the circle without dislodging April’s spent cock from Tandy’s juicy cunt.

    Ines got up off her mat and dragged it to the middle. She undressed immediately, exposing herself to us all. Her skin was golden like Nina’s, but even darker brown and not just from the sun. I think her dad was from like South America. I forget where, exactly, but that place probably didn’t exist anymore.

    Nothing really existed anymore.

    Except us.

    “Scared?” Ines asked Charlotte, who hadn’t left the outer edges of the circle. Ines waved her over. “Come on. It’ll be fun.”

    “It’s not supposed to be fun,” Nina said. “It’s supposed to be productive.”

    “Reproductive,” Tandy said with a giggle.

    Nina ignored her.

    Charlotte grumbled as she rose from her mat.

    Ines had a young-looking body, but Charlotte didn’t. Not that Charlotte looked old. She didn’t at all. She just looked much fuller, fleshier. She’d lost a lot of weight since the start of the war, because of all the rationing, and even more since the fallout, but she retained her natural buxom figure even now.

    Her big breasts swayed beneath her tattered shirt as she approached Ines, who was standing on her mat.

    “Take your clothes off,” Ines said, clapping her hands together. “Let’s do this thing.”

    With a sigh, Charlotte lifted her shirt over her copper curls and let it fall beside her. Without a bra, her breasts hung low. Her nipples looked forward, straight at Ines. Peachy-pink nipples versus dark brown. Hard to say which were prettier. Maybe call it a tie.

    Charlotte sighed again, and pushed down her pants. Ines immediately got on her knees to look at Charlotte’s cock up close. Charlotte wasn’t hard, but she wasn’t exactly soft. Her balls were huge, which pushed out her penis while Ines approached it.

    Ines parted her lips and allowed Charlotte’s pink tip between them.

    “Christ,” Charlotte said. Her chest heaved and her breasts shook. She placed her palm on top of Ines’s head. “Don’t let me come in your mouth.”

    “Don’t come in her mouth!” Nina growled.

    Charlotte’s spine straightened noticeably. “I won’t, okay?”

    “Mmm,” Ines moaned as she sucked more of Charlotte’s dick into her mouth.

    “This really is unnecessary,” Nina said.

    “Unnecessary?” Charlotte asked. “How else am I gonna get hard?”

    Nina growled. “Fine.”

    I think Charlotte was just really enjoying the blowjob, not that she’d ever admit something like that. She was so proper in so many ways. We were good friends, but if I was a prude, she was a prude times a million. She blushed whenever we talked about sex, and the topic was never initiated by her.

    She always reminded me of the kind of girl who would have been a dairy maid in a past life.

    Oh cheese… I’d forgotten about cheese. Maybe one day we’d come across a herd of wandering cows and Charlotte could milk them for us. Nina probably knew how to make cheese. She knew everything.

    “You have to stop,” Charlotte said, pushing on Ines’s shoulders with her fingertips. She whispered, “Stop or I’ll come.”

    “Already?” Ines asked. “Wow. That was fast.”

    I could hear Charlotte’s blush in the sound of her voice when she said, “I’m sorry.”

    “Don’t apologize,” Nina said. “Quick and efficient. That’s just the way to do things.”

    Ines folded herself down on the mat so she was facing up at Charlotte. “You want to do it this way, with you on top?”

    Charlotte seemed hesitant, but said, “Okay. I guess.”

    She didn’t move.

    “I don’t want to crush you,” she told Ines. “I’m so fat.”

    Ines laughed, and said, “Don’t worry about it, honey. The guys I’ve had haven’t exactly been puny.”

    Charlotte gasped and covered her mouth, then laughed. “Just tell me if I’m hurting you, okay?”

    “I promise.”

    When Charlotte got between our friend’s legs, I took a good look at her cock. We were such good friends that it took some effort to convince myself to look there. I was pretty surprised. Her cock was kind of huge. I’d never seen it erect before. Even when it was soft, I’d never stared at it.

    I could never picture Charlotte having sex. Even now, before my very eyes, it didn’t seem real. She got down between Ines’s parted legs and guided her dick toward our friend’s pussy.

    “You’re sure?” Charlotte asked.

    “She’s sure,” Nina growled.

    “I mean you’re ready?”

    Ines felt her crotch. “Slick and slippery.”

    “What from?”

    “From blowing you,” Ines said. “I love sucking cock. I could do it all day.”

    I felt a twitch between my legs as Charlotte said, “Really?”

    “Enough chit-chat,” Nina cut in. “This was going so well until now.”

    Charlotte sighed as she pressed her pink tip between Ines’s legs. I couldn’t see what her pussy looked like, because of the way her legs were bent, so I watched her face as Charlotte pressed into her. At first, she wore this expression like she felt a bit of pain. That didn’t last long, though. Soon enough, this blissful look took over. She sighed as Charlotte leaned in so close her breasts hung against Ines’s.

    “I’ve never done this,” Charlotte said, pumping awkwardly. “Sorry. I’m bad at it, I know.”

    “You’re doing okay,” Ines said, but I knew her so well. I knew when she was lying.

    When I took my turn with Nina, I hoped I wouldn’t look so jerky. Charlotte leaned forward, then pulled back. She obviously didn’t know what she was doing. Finally, she just collapsed on top of Ines and said, “I can’t! I’m sorry!”

    “Ines?” Nina said. “Take over.”

    “I’m sorry!” Charlotte sobbed.

    Ines rolled her like a beached whale. Sounds mean, but that’s exactly how it looked. They weren’t even on the mat anymore when Ines climbed on top.

    That girl knew how to work it. She didn’t just sit there like Tandy had done. She didn’t bounce like when Nina forced the motion. She kind of slid back and forth in this really slithery way that made her look sexy as anything.

    I didn’t want to feel attracted to Ines, but it was hard not to when she moved like that. Her small body rolled with each thrust, and I could tell (though don’t ask me how) that she was rubbing her clit against Charlotte’s belly.

    Charlotte started whimpering when Ines grabbed her tits and squeezed. Not just squeezed, but mushed them together and took those nipples and played with them. Took Charlotte’s tits between her fingers like a horse’s reins and flapped them around. Those big breasts bounced, which made Ines smile.

    “You’ll get better,” she said encouragingly. “See? You’re doing it already.”

    At first I wasn’t sure what Charlotte was doing differently. Then I noticed a subtle movement and realized she was rolling her hips, driving her dick into Ines’s pussy in corresponding motions.

    Ines kept on riding, getting louder and louder with every push. She was pretty driven, that girl. If she wanted to come, she’d get there. She rocked harder on Charlotte’s cock, flapping those tits, calling out words that Charlotte had probably never heard before.

    “That’s right. Make me come,” Charlotte panted.

    Nina grumbled, “Well, that kind of smut-talk is not really necessary.”

    “Make me come! Make me come!”

    As Ines got really noisy, Charlotte started making these sounds that were like sneezes, really high-pitched and weird.

    “You coming?” Ines asked. “Come with me, baby. Let’s go. Let’s go. Let’s… oh yeah…”

    Charlotte made more sneezing sounds as Ines collapsed on top of her.

    Nina rolled them onto their mat and pulled it back into place.

    Oh god. It was our turn next. I felt like someone had reached into my gut and tied all my intestines in knots.

    “Come on,” Nina said. “It’s getting late.”

    I got up reluctantly and pulled my mat to the middle. I couldn’t hide my erection. It surprised even me.

    “Good,” Nina said. “You’re ready to start.”

    I sighed.

    When Nina stripped bare, I was glad to already be hard. Her body was so muscly and massive I just couldn’t see it as attractive. Her chest reminded me of when we used to have Olympics and there were those powerful swimmers from Germany or Russia or something. They were like mini-hulks.

    That was Nina. Mini-hulk Nina.

    And, god, her bush. Not that any of us could talk. But hers was so full and dark it was like… did I really have to insert any portion of my anatomy into that?

    I took off my clothes but nothing happened. Nina looked at me. There was no flicker in her eye, no evidence of attraction.

    She got on all fours with her muscular ass in the air, then turned her head and said, “Go on.”

    I tried not to act too resistant as I kneeled behind her. Thank goodness for this abundant erection. Hopefully I’d blow my load as soon as I got inside her.

    But here’s the thing: I pressed my engorged tip everywhere I thought her slit might be (couldn’t see that well in the dark, and with all that hair) and I just couldn’t find it. Everywhere I poked it was like sticking my dick against a wall.

    “Where’s your vagina?” I asked.

    She spread her pussy lips and said, “It’s right here.” She grabbed my cock roughly and stuck it where it needed to go.

    It still wouldn’t go in.

    “Oww,” I said. “You’re all dry and tight. I can’t work with that.”

    “Well, you’re gonna have to!”

    “But I physically can’t do it.” I pounded her cunt in a half-assed way to illustrate my point. It wouldn’t go in. “You need to be wet!”

    “Well, Jesus,” Nina growled. “Ines! Get over here. If you love sucking things so much, put your face between my legs.”

    Nina flipped onto her back and opened her knees for Ines.

    I couldn’t help wondering why she hadn’t asked me to lick her clit, but I wasn’t going to ask. I didn’t want to do it.

    Ines crawled eagerly into the circle and bowed between Nina’s thighs. She went right at it, burying her face in all that hair like it was her favourite dish. She licked like a cat with cream.

    Nina put both hands behind her head like a sunbather, and looked up at the stars. “That’s good. Keep going with that.”

    I sat on my heels and watched as Ines ate Nina’s pussy. The more I watched, the harder I got. Maybe it was Ines’s mouth that turned me on. I sort of wished she’d suck my dick. In fact, as I watched her eat Nina in messy slurps, my cock throbbed harder than ever. My dick felt so fat and thick and full that it finally hit me: I was turned on.

    And I don’t just mean my dick was turned on.

    All of me was.

    So weird, because who’d have thought watching one friend lick another one’s clit would do it for me? But it was working. Oh god, I couldn’t wait to stick my dick somewhere. Anywhere!

    Well… not in Nina.

    I can’t explain what happened next. Suddenly I was kneeling behind Ines, who was on all fours between Nina’s legs. Suddenly I was grabbing Ines’s narrow hips and shoving my cock between her thighs and… oh god!

    Not only could I find her pussy no problem, but it was hot and wet and slick and juicy and swollen and fat and everything you could ever want a pussy to be.

    “What are you doing?” Charlotte hissed.

    “Shut up!” I didn’t want Nina noticing.

    Ines started bucking back to meet my thrusts. I hadn’t even realized I was thrusting! My body started acting without my brain. I was doing something Nina had strictly forbidden and I didn’t even care. Ines’s cunt felt too good to leave.

    And when she clamped her pussy down on my dick? Forget about it! Nina would have to drag me off that girl’s ass kicking and screaming. I didn’t give a fuck anymore.

    While Ines made Nina moan with her mouth, I planted myself balls-deep in that sweet wet slit.

    I never knew it could be like this. I never knew how good a pussy could feel all wrapped around my dick. Screw Nina and her tumbleweed cunt. Ines was mine, all mine!

    Of course, it probably helped that her snatch was full of Charlotte’s sperm. That probably added to the warm wetness and all. In a way I felt like I was fucking Charlotte, which was kind of a weird thought. I had to remind myself I was only fucking Charlotte’s cum. Charlotte’s hot, sloppy cum inside Ines’s perfectly swollen vagina.

    Good thing Nina was having such a good time getting her pussy licked. That way she didn’t notice I was screwing someone else… until I slapped the girl’s ass and cried out, “God, I’m gonna come so hard!”

    Nina’s eyes burst open. When she realized what was going on, anger boiled in her eyes. “What do you think you’re doing, Gabrielle?”

    “Fucking Ines!” I screamed.

    I couldn’t help myself. I planted my dick way up in my friend’s snatch, and I let loose, blowing my load in her hot cunt.

    “You bitch!” Nina hollered, heaving Ines to one side so she could get to me.

    I thought for sure she’d ring my neck. But it wasn’t my neck she grabbed for.

    She wrapped both hands around my swollen dick as I shot another load of cum, spilling my seed on the reed mat. Nina tried to collect every drop that came out, but I was spent. She plunged her fingers into her cunt, trying to get my sperm in her vagina.

    She must have thought that wouldn’t be enough, because she grabbed Ines by the hips. “Give me that sperm!”

    Nina sprawled on her back with her legs splayed weirdly. She situated Ines on top of her so their pussies mashed together, then she swung that little body around like a ragdoll. Ines seemed to enjoy it, but I was starting to think maybe she enjoyed everything.

    “Give me that sperm, you little bitch!” Nina called out. “I need it to propagate the species!”

    To be honest, I couldn’t picture Nina giving birth. Her body just didn’t strike me as maternal.

    Charlotte’s did. It was too bad Charlotte couldn’t get pregnant. She had the makings of a great pregnant-lady body.

    As Nina shook Ines around on her pussy, they both hollered and shrieked. Nina’s angry tone turned impassioned in a completely different tone. She cried out the same way she had when Ines was licking her clit.

    They were obviously enjoying themselves.

    I was exhausted.

    “Wait,” April said when Nina dropped Ines at her side. “If you both get pregnant, how will you know whose baby is whose?”

    Nobody answered.

    Tandy said, “Yeah, that’s right—now if Innes has a baby it might be Charlotte’s or it might be Gabrielle’s.”

    “And she shared the sperms from her vagina,” April went on. “So if Nina gets pregnant, that baby could be Gabrielle’s or Charlotte’s too.”

    Charlotte didn’t have anything to add to the conversation. Ines and Nina were either too worn out of bewildered to speak.

    Tandy said, “Oh my god, imagine if one of you got pregnant with twins and one of the twins was Charlotte’s and the other’s was Gabrielle’s!”

    “Is that even possible?” April asked.

    “Yeah, with two eggs.”

    “Ohhhh.”

    Nina shot up to a seated position and said, in a commanding tone, “We’re not going to worry about it right now. Chances are none of us gets pregnant on the first try.”

    We all shut up, because the implication was that this nightly ritual would go on and on and on for weeks and maybe months until every womb had a baby in it.

    I glanced at Charlotte, but she was staring at the fire in the distance. If I asked her to trade me Ines for Nina, I knew she would. She’s sweet like that. And, anyway, she’d be a better match for Nina. She was so submissive and Nina was so dominant. They complemented each other perfectly.

    Now all I had to do was get Nina on board with the switch and Ines would be my mate every single night… until we’d repopulated the planet.
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